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I didn’t think I would go through with it, with any of it—with the wishes, the changes, the darkness—but then I see the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person at the grocery store. The woman I’ve been obsessed with, at a distance, for my entire adult life. 

Sasha Wilhelm.

Tall. Incredibly fit. A little older than me, approaching her early thirties. The kind of face that looks deliberately polished, like you see all the time with women who have jobs in something to do with their aesthetics. 

She’s built like a dancer, lean and narrow and willowy, but I know she’s a cheerleader. A professional cheerleader for the pro football team in my town, the job she landed after winning the regional, national, and world-wide beauty queen contests more than a decade ago. 

Hair feathered and long, deep shiny chestnut brown, and perfect posture. I mean perfect posture, supported by years of long, slow, arduous workouts meant to completely define her musculature for showing off. I’ve never seen a waist so tiny on a woman in person; hell, maybe not even in pictures. Wearing tight black yoga tights with shiny silver strips on the side; a knot-tied white t-shirt to show off her incredible abs and lovely bust and a short leather jacket that puts a spectacular framing on her form. Tall, delicate high heels make her tower over every other woman in the store literally, while her beauty and wealth make her tower metaphorically.

I’ve just gotten here; I was taking a walk after my encounter with the weird masked stranger, thought of my empty fridge at home, and decided to fill up my stomach before I made any real decisions about fucking with reality with a wishing stone. 

Had I thought about Sasha Wilhelm as I walked home?

All your wishes, probable or implausible, yours to devour and enjoy.

That’s what she promised me, the stranger. So yeah, I had thought a little about the woman who I’ve been obsessed and crushing on my entire adult life, the woman I have a catalog of thousands of photos of in very organized folders on my computer, the woman whose gorgeous face I could draw from memory and still never do it the justice she deserves. 

But actually being with her because of wishes felt cheap somehow, my adult brain told me. When you actually encounter a fantasy in reality, it often turns more into a nightmare. How many women have fantasies of sex with awful, toxic overbearing men? They would rather have a heart attack than actually live out those fantasies—that's why they're fantasies. 

I was starting to think that I would be better off wishing for a reasonable stock portfolio, or a high-paying career built on an abundance of mastered skills, that kind of thing. 

Of course, that very adult, reasonable decision-making process fell to pieces at the first beautiful woman I see—and the object of years of obsessive lust besides. 

And listen—can you blame me? How often do you see a beautiful woman? Not just an attractive woman—no offense to them, but there are lots of those. 

But this girl—this woman—isn’t just attractive. She’s beautiful. There’s a difference; it’s why sculptors will spend years of their life trying to recreate aesthetic perfection and end up with something abstract instead of accurate; real beauty is ethereal, ephemeral. It’s difficult if not impossible to quantify, but you see it in the way that a truly gorgeous woman turns her head, adjusts her blouse, reaches out to look at a box of cauliflower pasta...

I realize I’m staring at Sasha, the way I’ve done on my screens for years. She puts down the pasta box and grabs another. After a moment, she notices me staring and has no reaction; she’s used to it, I’m sure. 

And maybe it’s that—that lack of reaction—that fills me the most with the desire to act. She’s not repulsed, afraid, or intrigued. I’m nothing to her, less than a threat and not even a curiosity. There’s no respect whatsoever for the desire inside me, the lust that fills me and has filled me with years at her incredible form. 

“I wish she wanted to flirt with me,” I say softly, holding the stone tight in my hands, “and that she thought I was the most attractive guy she’s ever seen.”

The stone is small and white, about the size and shape of four quarters stacked on top of each other. It’s smooth, and strangely cold—only, when I say the wish, suddenly it’s not. It’s hot in my hands—right beneath scalding, like a shower that is pleasantly almost-too-warm.

But nothing happens. She keeps walking, her magnificent ass swaying from side to side. 

Every wish has a price, and you must name it.

That’s what the stranger told me. 

Your soul. Your life. Or, the soul or life of others. 

It works in slices, she told me. The bigger the wish, the bigger the slice. 

And—okay, here’s the weird part. 

Holding the stone? I can sort of sense how big of a slice it will take. It’s not much, a fraction of a fraction of a fraction. I guess making a woman hot and bothered enough to flirt isn’t that big of an ask for a stone that can reshape reality.

I don’t really want to take any part of my soul away, and I certainly am never going to take from the lives of others. So there’s only one choice. It feels like it will only be a few weeks anyway.

“My life,” I say. “I pay the price with—”

I don’t even have to finish the sentence. I feel something lifted from me, a distant emptiness that runs away into the shadows on the backs of a wind only I feel. 

It’s a mistake, I realize right away. It’s stupid, it’s wrong to do that. What was I thinking? Just to have a pretty lady notice—

Then Sasha stops in her tracks, turns back around, and smiles at me.

It’s the sexiest fucking smile I’ve ever seen. Knowing; inviting; lustful. 

Totally worth it.

* * * * *
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WE INTRODUCE OURSELVES and do a little small talk. I was wrong all this time, looking at her from afar, she’s not beautiful; she’s flawless. Up close, she’s even hotter than I thought from years of stroking to her ultra high-definition image. Plus now, she’s smiling at me, touching my hand and arm, and playing with her hair. 

“That’s so funny that we just bumped into each other here.” She laughs. Her voice is lightly, beautifully dusted from her home country in Europe. “I can’t believe we’re almost neighbors!”

It’s very likely that people living near each other would go to the same grocery store, actually, but I’m not going to ruin her vibes. I may have—may have—chosen to live where I do because I thought it might to some kind of chance encounter where I saw her in person. 

Maybe. 

I know it sounds like I’m some kind of crazy stalker, and maybe I am. But believe me when I say that, prior to being able to wish my way around the planet, I had no plans to escalate further than just living near her (which sounds awfully bad when I say it all in a row like that). 

Like I said, actually talking to her would almost certainly ruin the fantasy. She’s married to a fucking football star (even if he is an adulterous moron); I’m a doughy software engineer. 

Why would I ever want to see that kind of disdain on her face if I actually tried to talk with her? I’ve seen the way she can sneer at others—cheerleaders on her team or men at highly-publicized parties who she finds uninteresting—and I’d do anything to never have her look at me like that. It would be heartbreaking, a complete undoing of years of research, attention, and affection. 

Besides, we’re not neighbors-neighbors. She lives in Fairville Heights, the nicest part of town. Even their gates have gates, and they're all ivory. 

I live one street over in the crappy apartment complex full of people who live in fear of the people who own the houses in her neighborhood deciding they don’t want cheap housing near them and getting us all evicted and having the complex bulldozed down. It’s happened before; it doesn’t pay to be poor in this town. 

The wealth on her is obvious; the diamond bracelet on her elegant, thin wrists. Pearl earrings. Rings of every kind on most of her fingers. Designer yoga tights from some ultra-lux boutique studio in New York; her leather jacket that looks like it costs more than my six-month income being a reasonably-employed computer janitor. 

“So what do you do?” I ask, feeling suave.

That’s a cool, correct thing to ask a flirty girl, right? What they do? I wish I knew. 

“Oh, I’m a cheerleader.” She smiles, gripping my bicep again and then laughs. “Oh, I mean, like a player coach? I’m the coach for the Queens. You know them?”

I struggle not to laugh, and settle for a little barely-controlled chuckling. 

Holy shit, do I know the Queens? I’ve just been following your entire career since you were eighteen and won Miss Globe in a landslide and turned down several offers to be Miss Globe-For-Life, Sasha; yeah, I might know a thing or two. 

Hell, I’d probably know about them even if I wasn’t pathetically fixated on Sasha. The only thing our stupid town puts money into is our football team, the Sovereigns—and they put all their money into it, as Sasha's outfit will attest to (although her gig as a social media influencer is certainly helping with that as well). 

They call their cheerleading team the Queens, I guess because someone decided that was super clever. Each Queen is sensationally hot. Every few months, one of them gets in trouble for causing too many fights at a local nightclub. The most recent troublemaker has been their latest recruit—Sasha's own adopted daughter, Madison. She raised Madison from birth and everyone thinks they're naturally related, including my cock when I stroke it nonstop to the pictures I've gathered of them wearing their cheerleading uniforms side by side. 

“Oh, wow.” I can’t stop staring at her heaving, perfect tits inside the tight confines of her top. I try to think of what someone cool in a movie might say. “I thought you had to be...you know, senior to be a coach.”

She smiles and punches me in the arm. “Flatterer.”

It was awkward, bold-faced flattery, but it was also rather honest. If I didn’t know better, I wouldn’t have thought Sasha could be over twenty-nine, max. Maybe even as young as twenty-five. Her skin is shining, bright, and poreless. She looks AI-generated. I’m stupidly hard. My cock pushes against my jeans, straining to join in on the conversation. 

“So look,” I say, taking a chance. “Do you want to get out of here?”

She gives me a curious smile. “How do you mean?”

Summoning all my courage, I hold her hands. This is the most daring thing I’ve ever done, and I drive a forty year-old car on a four-lane highway every day to go to work. 

“You know I’m the most attractive guy you’ve ever seen, right?”

She whimpers just slightly. My hard-on swells. I can’t believe I just saw I creature this perfect whimper like that. 

Her voice drops the flirty facade and becomes very low. Her eyes downcast. “...yeah. Yes.”

“What do you want to do about that?”

She bites her lip. It’s plump, pillowy. I want to fall into them. “So, so many things, James. But...”

“But what?”

She holds up her left hand. “I’m...attached. And I’ve never felt so tempted. Like this. But I can’t be disloyal. That’s not who I am.”

I look again at the several rings that adorn her fingers; her digits are long and soft and mesmerizingly delicate. One of them is her wedding ring, but I honestly can’t tell. They’re all loaded with ice. I know her husband is rich as hell from his football contract with the Sovereigns. 

I was hoping, I guess, that her finding me so attractive would have affected her loyalty to her marriage. It’s admirable that it didn’t, to be honest, especially considering her shithole cheating husband—and her principles being so steadfast in the face of magical corruption only make me want her more. 

I want her principled lips wrapped around my cock; I want her loyalty unwavering to someone new. 

“Right,” I say. “Of course.”

“But,” she says, gulping. “I mean...I don’t know how to say this.” Her hands slide over mine. It’s so intense to have a woman like her want me like this. She draws my hand into her body. “I really wish I didn’t care about that, right now.”

“I wish that too,” I say, not thinking.

Shit.

And there it is again, in my head—the feeling of the different prices, the amount that each would take. It’s not quite a visual; it’s hard to explain. You know how when you’ve picked up a can of soda once, you know how heavy it will feel in your hand every time? It’s like that.

My life, I think. I pay with—

I gasp, feeling the month of my life leave my body—a month that will never be mine again. It’s chilling, excoriating, like a thousand atom-sized bullets running through my veins.

I can’t keep doing that one.

“What?” 

I’ve bent over; Sasha is checking on me. 

“James? Are you okay?”

“S-sure,” I say, winded. “Sorry, I just...”

Then I see the look in her eyes. Wet. Warm. Pleading. Needy.

She wraps her arms around mine, holding me tight.

“I need to take care of you,” she whispers in my ear. “I need it right now.”

We forget our groceries in the aisle.

* * * * *
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SHE REALLY DOES LIVE close by, and there’s no series of  one-way streets and extra-long traffic lights to deal with like there is in my crowded neighborhood. Nine and a half minutes later, I’m inside of Sasha’s house, on her blood red leather couch, with Sasha in my lap. Her living room is large and spacious behind two large walnut doors she shuts with no ceremony. A high-pile rug the size of a swimming pool is beneath us, blue and soft.

Her ass grinds into my crotch, my swelling cock straining against my pants to meet her. 

“I’ve never felt anything like this before.” Each whisper is a caress against my ear and cheek, her plush lips sliding against my skin. “I feel like my soul is on fire, I need you so, so bad...”

With each phrase, she punctuates her words with hot, easy grinding motions from her perfect round ass on my straining cock. Her cheerleading job means her abdominal muscle control has been perfected through years of training. 

I am trying to keep up, but mostly I am just amazed. Every few seconds I’m leaning into her neck to kiss her hungrily or groping her hefty bosom, but it’s hard to keep it up because she’s so into it. Every touch and kiss and feel makes her shudder with what appears to be a lifetime storage of lust and abandon. The look in her eyes is almost mad with desire; the wishing stone really did a number on her.  

“You’re so fucking hot,” she whimpers. “I can’t believe how sexy you are...”

Her lips run up and down my neck and finally her hands reach down to my pants. She’s a little puzzled, I think, by my reticence and lack of initiative. 

It’s not from lack of desire, I want to tell her—I’ve just never done anything like this before either. 

I’m not experienced at all. Like, zilch. As in—I’m a virgin, and I’m about to lose my virginity with the hottest woman I’ve ever met, the woman I’ve wanted my whole life, the woman I’ve closed down my entire social life just to stare at alone in my dark apartment and stroke to for hours.

Except when she grabs my cock through my pants, my straining needy aching shaft and head, I can feel the need to cum almost overwhelm me. 

I’m not...! Shit!

I can’t fucking believe this. I’m embarrassed to admit it. But I’m so excited, so overwhelmed with lust, that she’s going to make me cum in my pants. Fuck!

“I wish I could last as long as I want,” I say, barely audible. I’m hoping the sound waves don’t have to reach to the stone in my pocket, because I certainly don't want them to reach Sasha's ears. “Be as hard as I want, whenever I want.” 

After a moment, the stone burns again, letting me know it’s ready for the price to be taken. 

No more life, though; I fucking can’t. It’s too hard, too much. 

And the only other person here is Sasha—I’m certainly not fucking taking anything of hers. 

It’s my soul, then. How bad could it be to lose a little soul?

Almost as soon as I think that, I feel it whipped away. Some kind of spectral lash snapping, cracking, lashing it out of me. And though that hurts, for a moment, I feel...

I feel fine?

In fact, I feel better about doing this than I have this whole time. 

Guilt over busting up her marriage disappears. Mixed feelings about affecting her mind how I have go away completely.

This is fucking right to do. Sasha wants me. Sure, I made her want me, but who cares? If she wasn’t made to fuck me, I don’t know who was. And yeah, maybe she’s got a husband, but now she’s going to have a man, right? It’s exactly what she needs. 

Plus, he's a dumb bastard anyway—fooling around on this goddess when she clearly would have loved him if he knew how to treat her right. 

My cock swells underneath her, fully under my control. Surging with confidence, I lift up and toss Sasha down to the couch, where she giggles and squeals in anticipation. 

I lose the pants, and my cock springs free. Sasha eyes it with open delight and wet lips, whimpering, her fingers dancing in the air gesturing for more. 

But is it my imagination or is there...?

Just a flicker of disappointment in it?

I can see her point of view. To want me so horribly bad, to have imagined the man beyond all men who she has needed for so long, and then to see my soldier standing at attention. He’s nothing to be ashamed of, perfectly in line with the average, but he’s hardly worthy of the kind of attention this goddess of beauty deserves, is it?

Doesn’t it make sense for it to be bigger, for her? She’s so gorgeous. 

The familiar lines of obsession begin to hook into my vision, scouring over her gorgeous face, her slender body, her collarbones so wet and shiny with the sweat of her efforts. I've stroked to candids of her looking like this after cheerleading practice so many times—seeing it up front, now, makes my knees weak and my mind burn with helpless lust. 

Aren’t I being selfish if I don’t give this beautiful woman a truly monster cock to fuck her brains out? 

But what if it’s...too big? Isn’t that a thing? Aren’t there some women with smaller vaginas? I read that in the Kama Sutra I think. I don’t want to hurt her...

...but then, there was that flicker, that disappointment, that tiny modality of acceptance she had to go through...

Beneath me, she stares back at my body with all the lust in the world. She is the essence of beauty itself; I cannot believe I’m in this situation. How do I not take advantage? How do I not give this beautiful creature everything she could possibly deserve?

I grab her legs and tug her tights off, using the action to muffle my words from her. 

“I wish,” I say softly, “for my cock to be as big as I want, whenever I want, and for my precum and cum to change my partners so they fit me perfectly.”

Another lashing of my soul for the wish stone; in my lust, I hardly feel it.

The change is instantaneous—and Sasha, watching my cock already with growing lust and anticipation, notices immediately. Her eyes widen as it grows inches in length and girth, hard and proud and long and thick, suddenly pushing up firmly against her dripping wet pussy lips where it had not before. I can feel new muscles developing in my abdomen, buttocks, and thighs to accommodate the new weight and keep it steady. My body, formerly kind of shapeless, already has more definition to it.

“Oh...fuck...” she moans, hands grasping at the air around me. “Y-you have...you have to put that inside me, please?”

This is more of the reaction I wanted. 

Maybe it was some kind of error or cosmic mistake, to put a wishing stone in the hands of a regular joe virgin like me. What else was I going to do but give myself a giant cock and make myself irresistible to gorgeous women? 

I’ll leave those questions for later.

Now, I slide into Sasha, marveling at her tight slickness. Her abdomen ripples as I shove deeper and deeper in—she’s changing to accommodate me. 

Suddenly, she stiffens, gasping, crying out and clawing my back.

“Oh my god, sl-slow down, oh my god, I’m going to cuuuum...”

And she does, just like that. Her voice catches, pitching high and becoming a thrilling, gasping shout of my name over and over—“James, James, James, James...”

I’ve made my first woman cum, the first woman I’ve fucked; a beautiful woman. My confidence surges with my cock, my entire body riding the thrilling pulsations of her trembling, orgasming body beneath me. Her brilliant bright eyes hold my gaze, and she's searching my soul for meaning, for truth, for what the fuck is going on with this fuck. She is utterly and totally malleable for me, penetrated by me, and I have never felt more powerful. 

Her cunt tightens, pulses, squeezes. Holding my cock tighter and tighter, trying to milk my seed from me—but I don’t cum yet. 

I’m in control of when I cum now, and I want to see her cum more before I do. 

Slowly, I back out just a bit, and then shove back in—and she cums again.

Every part of the shocked, awe-struck expression she had doubles. Stars fill her vision. She kisses me harder than she ever has, and just five minutes ago she was making out with me like we were on a crashing plane. 

“O-oh oh my god, oh my god, oh my god—!”

Her voice is so fucking sexy. I love her accent.

What had I said? Not just to fit my cock, but to fit me perfectly. 

Apparently “perfectly” means “a single stroke makes her cum instantly.”

Fine by me.

“Do you want me to stop?” I ask, not really meaning it. Maybe it’s the soul I’m suddenly lacking, but I don’t really give a fuck what she says or thinks about the speed I fuck her. 

She shakes her head no. “Holy shit, please don’t ever stop...please keep going!”

And so I do—fucking her with more and more intensity and drive from one thrust to another. And each time—every time—this beautiful artwork cums for me and only for me. 

And I can’t help but want more. 

I should cum, first. I should cum in this completely willing, beautiful, professional cheerleader; I should impregnate her and make her mine before I do anything rash. 

I’m losing my mind. I don’t think I should do anything in this kind of situation except fuck—not make any big life decisions. Credit cards should be firmly banned from my hands.

But I’ve got a stone in my pocket that makes all my wishes come true, just so long as I’m willing to pay the price, and Sasha turns me on more than anyone I’ve ever met, seen, or been with. 

I want her, so fucking bad. She is the woman I’ve fantasized about my whole life—tall, dark-haired, busty, long-legged, and jaw-droppingly gorgeous. I need more. I want my wishes to carve her life out with me, like taking a knife to a block of wood. Anything that came before or that doesn’t match up with what I want can fucking go; fuck what she had. She has me now, and I want her.

“I wish you were totally in love with me,” I groan. The price is another slice of my soul. “Completely, hopelessly, endlessly in love with me and me alone. And I wish you were always honest with me.”

The look in her eyes shifts—she’s not just fucking a hot, giant-cocked stranger anymore. She’s fucking her love. Her man. She’s fucking the One. She starts whimpering, blubbering.

“Oh fuck, I am, I do, oh my god—I-I’m cumming again darling, oh fuck, d-darling I love you—!” 

That phrase is pure ecstasy to me and I cannot hold back any longer. My perfection, my obsession, my goddess under my control and orgasmically gasping her love for me. 

“Love you so much, so much, oh my god I've always loved you!”

Her voice, her thoughts seem to leave her.  Escaping in a rush of the constant pleasure my new cock brings her beautiful, tight, flawless body.

Light leaves my soul, and darkness takes its place—and I cum deep inside her. Love—intense and furious—fills my entire being. Whatever parts of my soul have left me, it just means there is more room now for the urgent, wicked, demanding exhortations of the lust-soaked loving crush I have for Sasha. But I do feel, in the kind of account that the stone shares with me in my mind, like there is not much soul left I can give without real problems starting to develop. 

When her orgasms slow to a steady, happy, manageable crawl, I exit her body with some regret, letting my cock soften to half-hardness. Sasha is just too completely hot to be completely soft around. It rests on top of her still-pulsing, gyrating crotch and she strokes me with eager, slow relish. My pre-cum shoots all over her tight twenty-inch waist and eight-pack abdomen. I rip off her remaining clothes, leaving her only in her jewelry and heels—and she poses erotically for me, knowing intuitively I love how she looks. 

“You’re amazing,” she says. Clearly in awe. Clearly in love. “I can’t believe...I can’t believe any of this. How are you so amazing?”

I growl, needy, aching. I want to spread this feeling of love and power; I want to give her everything she wants. 

I’m not selfish. Really. Despite all this and everything I’ve described up until now; I really don’t want it all for myself. I want Sasha to have what she wants too. She loves me, right? I need to reward her love, celebrate it. 

“Tell me what you want,” I command her. “Tell me your deepest, darkest desires.”

“I want—” she bites her knuckle and squeals as I keep fucking her. “I w-want...” 

She has to be honest with me, of course. 

“Tell me, Sasha.”

It spills out of her in a rush. “I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. And I wish I was that way forever. Young and beautiful, forever. For you.”

“I wish that too.”

More soul gone, and again I don’t care—but I feel again some kind of warning. Like I shouldn’t keep doing that, lest I begin to lose these dark, twisted fucked-up romantic feelings I have for my new love.

And because these feelings are dark and twisted, toxically obsessive, borderline co-dependent and shamelessly needful, losing them would be a terrible loss for me. 

Something else to worry about later. 

In front of my eyes, now, is something amazing. Sasha, who was already a complete knock-out, transforms before my eyes to be more than ten years younger in all the right ways. Her skin brightens and tightens; her breasts grow to be fuller and perkier; her hair thicker and shinier. It’s unreal, but she’s absolutely right—she does look way hotter, but also I think she’s even hotter than she was at eighteen because she’s got an older woman’s confidence and Madison.

There’s a long mirror on the wall; I’ve been catching our reflections there regularly. It’s been an excellent reality check, to let me know that yes, I am really fucking this object of my obsession. 

“James...”  

She sees herself change in the mirror; she sees all of it. Sitting up with me still straddling her, she shakes her hair out and tosses it to one side. It’s so much thicker and longer now. Softer. Sexier. I think of the wording of her wish: I wish I still looked my best, like the way I remember being eighteen. 

So it’s not how she was at eighteen...but how she remembered she looked. 

Fuck. And Sasha has some incredibly rose-tinted glasses about that time.

And now she’ll look like this forever. 

Her fingers brush her lips—freshly pink and sexy. Her face, almost obscene in its frank sexiness and effortless beauty. 

“...James,” she says again. “What’s happening?”

I don’t have a chance to answer. Something hard knocks me over the head and I tumble to the floor.

“Sasha?” says a stern male voice. “Are you all right?”

* * * * *
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I’VE APPROACHED MOST of my life thinking that someone else has experienced it before. It’s a fairly calming notion. I don’t mean reincarnation; I just mean that in ten thousand years of human civilization, whatever jams you find yourself in probably fall inside of one of several hundred baskets that have previously been weaved, explored, tumbled through, and heaved around by millions of other people. If nothing else, a simple internet search will get you through most of the worst annoyances.

So, there is probably not a wealth of knowledge, somewhere, in dealing with being a lonesome virgin-turned-homewrecker transforming a world-class beauty of a cheerleader into your eternally young and gorgeous obsessed lover because you used a wishing stone given to you by a mysterious stranger, and now you have her two-hundred and fifty pound star quarterback of a professional football team husband staring murder at you with a heavy revolver in his hand. 

However.

This kind of thing has happened before, right? A guy seduces a woman, then is caught by the husband? So surely there is some way out of this that doesn’t result in violence?

“Steve!” Sasha screams. “Oh my god, Steve. Get out of here!”

“Get out? Get out? This is my house. This guy, this maniac is raping you, and—”

“He stays.” 

Sasha rushes to me on the floor, gingerly touching the quickly-swelling lump on the back of my head. She wraps her arm around mine, then pushes her legs into mine. Her naked cunt, still oozing my massive load, slides across my hip. It is a good thing I can now control my erection, because otherwise I would be hard as a fucking rock while Steve Houston stared daggers at me with a gun in his hand, and I don’t want to go to that kind of therapy. 

Sasha, lost in lust and love because of my wishes and the thirty or forty orgasms I've just given to her in the past ten minutes, kisses me on the neck and shoulders and instinctively begins to lovingly stroke my cock.

“What the fuck is this?” Steve shakes his head. 

He mutters something unintelligible. I’m having a lot of trouble piecing all this together; head trauma will do that. 

“This is bullshit,” his voice gets louder now. “After everything I’ve done? After all I’ve been through? You do this shit to me? To me?” 

He raises the gun at Sasha; that won’t do at all. 

“I wish you would freeze!”

The price is his life, of course. Fuck this guy; he hit me over the head. 

I can feel it suck out of him, powering the wish to keep him where he is and ensuring Sasha is safe. 

Steve can’t move; he’s frozen in place. I walk over to him and carefully pry the gun out of his fingers. Even his eyes can’t move; they’re open and straining to watch me, but they can’t. 

Sasha touches me on the shoulder, naked and glorious and more perfect than I ever could have thought. There is a part of me that knows my obsession with her was as much about obsessing as it was about how beautiful she is. And while she was beautiful, I did understand that maybe some idiot would think there was someone hotter. 

But Sasha, at eighteen, was apparently vain as hell. And the way she remembers herself...

There is no way anyone could ever look at her and think she is anything but the most perfect woman in creation. She looks at me with perfect, everlasting love, and guides me back down to the couch where I just fucked up her life forever. 

“James...” she subconsciously starts stroking my cock even as she looks me in the eyes and tries to have a serious conversation. “I love you, but he’s right that this is insane. I can’t...I can’t deny my feelings for you. And that was the best fuck of my life, but...what...” She seems to notice her stroking; her pace picks up. I'm throbbing. “What are you?”

I have to tell her. I love her. I can’t not tell her. I don’t want a slave, as stupid as that sounds. I don’t want some obedient robot just trailing around after me; however, I do want her on board with me. Steve was wrong for her; he slept around town with every stripper, hooker, and gold-digger that passed his way. Everyone in town knew. Everyone in town thinks he’s fucking crazy for how hot Sasha is.

“He hasn’t fucked me in ages, if you’re worried about that,” she says suddenly. “Years. I've been...totally celibate. I wouldn’t let him, not after his first affair. He never really apologized.”

“You deserve better,” I say. 

Her hand squeezes my cock and she whispers in the hottest way imaginable. “I think I found him. Please. Tell me the truth.”

I give her the condensed version. The stranger, the wishing stone, the obsession with her. I tell her how the stone works—taking life or soul.

“So you...” she bites her lip, looking me over. “You made me feel this way?”

I’m embarrassed. “I guess so. Yes.”

“I see.”

She stops stroking me. Despite everything, I think this is it. Fun while it lasted. A good what, ninety minutes of wishing? Took out a marriage and fucked my obsession and now she hates me. 

She struts to the other side of the room, looking out the window. I don't think she can walk without strutting. For a moment she looks back at me—my naked cock still out and hard because of her gorgeous form—and shudders.

“Shit,” she hisses. “Shit, shit, shit.”

I want to wish again, to make her not give a shit about it—but I’ve apparently got enough soul left to tell me that’s bad. Although, if I gave up part of my soul for it, then I wouldn’t care...but then I might have less obsessive love for Sasha, and I can’t face that.

What if I wished to be immortal? And then wished to take time off my life?

My head throbs with a hearty warning—that will not work.

Well. Fuck. Maybe if I took years off of Steve, then? Sasha might hate that, but he's a total piece of shit. How the hell do you have Sasha and then ruin your relationship with some cheap whore just because you can?

“What now, then?” Sasha asks. Her voice is even softer and sexier now that she's younger. “Am I to be your slave?”

That word—slave—makes my cock twitch visibly. Sasha’s whimper is audible and visible when she sees it, and I see the gears turning in her head—he likes that, he likes the word slave...

I’m realizing what I have here in front of me is an opportunity. Yes, of course I can just wish that she obeys my every wish and is ecstatic about doing every last little thing I say—but there’s that kernel of obsession inside me that can’t stand that. I don’t want her to be a robot. I want her. 

I’ve already wished her to be in love with me; all I have to do now is convince those feelings are the ones she wants, that this will work out for her. She’s just had the absolute best fuck of her life, chaining premium top-of-the-line orgasms more than a dozen times, and she’s still wet and dripping for more. Her nipples are hard as she looks at me, and I know for a fact that her new eternally young body feels sensational.

She wants to want this. 

“No,” I say. “It’s not like that. I want you, Sasha. I want a partner.”

She faces me completely now, her naked body proudly displayed. “A partner in what?”

“I’m still figuring that out,” I say. “I’m new to this too. But I don’t want this to be one-way. I want you to have what you want. You’re already immortally young and gorgeous.”

Her face is incredibly beautiful when surprised.

“I’m what?”

“You wished...you wished that you were...”

“Oh fuck,” she puts a hand to her head. “Is that how this happened?” She walks over to look at herself in the mirror. “Shit. I look incredible. God damn you. I’m trying to be mad at you!”

Something in me—the new, surging confident me—compels me to go to her. In moments, my hands wrap around her waist, and my hardening cock slides between her perfect ass cheeks, facing upward. Soon, I’m grinding myself into her slender, tight, luscious form. 

“God damn you,” she whispers again, turning her head toward me. “Damn you. You bastard. I want to be so mad at you, but I love you so much...” There are tears in her eyes. “I know you made me want to love you, but I still do, and your cock feels so right...”

I kiss her, gripping her jaw and grinding my body into hers against the mirror. 

“You’re mine now,” I tell her. “And you do like that, don’t you?”

She has to tell me the truth. “Yes.” 

“You wanted it anyway. Maybe not me particularly. But belonging to someone.”

When she nods, her face runs against mine. Her hair is so thick and soft against my body.

“It’s what I liked about Steve.” Her voice is very sad. “I wanted to belong to the biggest and the best.”

“Look at you, Sasha.”

I let go of her enough to let her see herself totally in the mirror. Something about losing so much of my soul makes it so easy to talk to her, to seduce her.

“Look at you. You’re phenomenal. You’re what other women could only dream of. You’re incredible. You were spectacular before I met you. Now you’re artwork. You’re a masterpiece.”

Her voice catches. “A trophy...”

“The best trophy. And you can have more. With me.”

“More...?”

“Think about it. I’m obsessed with you. I have been forever. I’m going to stay obsessed with you now that you look like that. And I can make anything happen.”

A flicker of understanding in her eyes. 

“Anything...” she gulps. “Anything at all...”

“You’re rich now,” I say, “but I’ll make you wealthy. I’ll put you on the cover of every magazine in the world. Cable news networks will devote hours of television a day to discussing your workout and diet regimes.”

Her ass is grinding back into my cock now. I can feel the wetness between her thighs increasing, dripping down onto our feet. 

“They’ll all...all be thinking of me...”

“If anyone says anything critical of you, I’ll fucking kill them,” I growl in her ear. “Constant praise and worship of you, like you deserve. Forever. Unending. The first thought on anyone's mind is your approval, because you're eternal.”

“S-shit...” her voice is a hot, accented whisper. “P-James...you’d be my protector...”

“That’s right. Your King. I’d be the biggest and strongest. And who would ever be able to compete with me? Who would ever be stronger?”

“Y-yesss...”

“And your stupid fucking husband, we’ll teach him a lesson, won’t we?”

This makes her pause, just ever so slightly. She can tell I want it, so she wants it for that reason.

Sasha loves me. In fact, she loves only me—but it’s not like the human capacity for affection begins and ends with romantic, lustful love. She still cares about Steve—and that won’t do. I was willing to compromise and convince when it came to having her work with me, want to be my partner—but not on this. I’ve no compassion left for that adulterous scumbag.

“Sasha, I wish your loyalty was to me and those I choose,” I say, “and that you want to use everything you can, all your beauty and talent and position and prestige and wealth and intelligence, for me to have what I want, and that it delights you that I wished for this.”

The price? Well, just to make sure that she’s got the right idea—I take a big slice of her soul. 

Apparently rearranging her priorities like that was a significant chunk of her morality and qualms. She licks her lips. 

“Ohhhh,” her eyes flash darkly at me. “Oh, I see.”

It is so fucking hot to watch her gears turn; I’m finding out that I live for it. The minute expressions changing on a beautiful woman’s face live in real time make me so fucking hard. 

“And what is it that you want, darling?”

The question is earnest, she’s dying to know how to make it happen.

“I want you,” I tell her honestly. “I want you happy and obsessed with me and happy that you’re obsessed with me.”

“Done. Easy.” She flashes me a killer smile; it’s all I can do not to wish us a wedding right there. “What else?”

“And I want...”

This part is harder; I don’t want to insult her.

“You won’t offend me or let me down,” she says, intuiting perfectly. “Just tell me the truth, so I can make it happen for you.”

“I want you, I want you on top, the best...”

“But you want more women?” 

Her voice is so inviting, so seductive. 

“Not whores. Not cheap fucking strippers or locker sluts.”

“No. You want the best women.” She nods and groans, stroking me. “Yesss...”

She knows; it’s so easy and comfortable to tell her. She just wants to help. 

“Perfect women, a harem of them.”

“The hottest. Just for you.”

“And I want them beneath me. Beneath you. Worshiping us. Your sisters, but also your servants. Close, friendly, friends. But submissive to us.”

“Maybe like a cheerleading team?”

My knees buckle. 

“Yes. Just like that.”

“Maybe you’ve fantasized about the whole team serving you along my side for years, hmm? Fantasizing about how I recruited them to compliment myself to suit your needs?”

She’s quick on the uptake. I nod, breathless, needing this so bad. 

“Maybe you even have designs on certain barely legal girl who just recently joined the team who I know really well?”

I have no idea how I don't cum. I've opened the floodgates in her mind and her entire id is all spilling out now. I nod, thrusting, practically fucking her stroking hand.

“Oh, we can definitely do that. I’ll just introduce you tomorrow. Although...”

“What?”

“People will ask questions when I show up at work. Who you are, and all that. I suppose we should take care of that somehow, with one wish or another. Plus...”

“Yes?”

“Well, no offense my love, but we need to fix you up a bit, don’t we? You have this amazing cock, and an immortally young gorgeous partner, but that means you need an amazing body to match, don’t you?”

I grin. “You just want me to be the biggest and the strongest there is, don’t you?”

She whispers in my ear. “I’ve got a big kink for hard, incredible muscles on a man. Why do you think I ended up in this rotten relationship in the first place?”

I turn and look at Steve, still frozen. “Speaking of him...”

“You should...use him, shouldn’t you?” 

Her hand grips my cock again. She wants it inside her; she wants me to fuck her in front of her useless, frozen husband who has been there the whole time, with a perfect view of me seducing his knockout wife. And not only that, if she’s asking what I think she’s asking...

“Do you mean as the price for the wishes?”

“Why not? He’s a piece of shit.” Her compassion and loyalty for him is gone completely. “I don’t care if you punish him. Turn him into an old sack of shit, age him inside and out to take me away from him forever. I'm glad I hate him now. I wanted to and now I can, and it feels terrific. Make all my dreams come true and make his turn to ash in his mouth.” She’s stroking me so fast. “Wouldn’t that be hot? Wouldn’t that be perfect?”

Christ. I’ve created a monster, and it’s so fucking hot. 

And she’s right—that would be perfect. I grab her by her tiny waist and push her over to the couch and bend her over. She squeals with delighted anticipation, already sneering at Steve’s frozen body. Heavy tits hanging down. My cock hovers over her pulsing wet entrance, eager to slide inside her slick folds and feel at home again.

Just when I’m about to enter her, we hear steps echoing through the house.

“Mom?” comes a voice. “I’m home. When’s dinner?”

It’s her daughter, the absolute stunner, the star of the cheerleading team—Madison. 

* * * * * 
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MADISON MIGHT BE THE hottest girl alive if it weren’t for the way her mom looked now. 

In fact, even though she’s Sasha’s adopted daughter, they look incredibly similar. Before, they looked like natural mother and daughter; now with Sasha appearing  they look like sisters. Where Sasha's hair is a natural raven black—so deeply black it's almost blue or purple when the light shines on it—Madison's hair is a gorgeous shiny chestnut brown, and her eyes are sparkling green to Sasha's bright brown eyes. 

I straighten and back up from Sasha, delaying our fuck-session for now in order to focus on Madison. Sasha pouts a bit—but just in the way that lets me know she wants to fuck as much as I do, but understands how Madison arriving complexifies the situation. Sasha assures me we've got just a few minutes to figure out what to do before Madison wanders in here.

She kisses my chin. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

“Almost as bad as I want to fuck you.”

She bites her lip. It’s so fucking plump and wet and hot. God, I love her. 

“All right.” Her eyes sparkle. “I'm a one-man girl right now. A one-person girl. So we have to change that, don't we? Wish that I want her. Or heck, really, that I’m bisexual and extremely polyamorous. Like you said, you’re going to want a lot more than just her.”

I hesitate. The truth is that I want to wish for a lot more than that, now that she brings it up. I want to really solidify this—with her as the head of my harem-to-be.

“You want more, don’t you?” She kisses me, stroking me. “That’s so hot. I want you to want it. Go for it. Tell me everything. I want every part of this to be perfect for you.”

I don’t need more encouragement than that.

“I wish that I was the only one who even registers as a man to you. Any other male is barely human, someone to be derided and despised. A maggot. You’re turned on exclusively by my cock, my masculinity, and gorgeous women including your daughter.”

“Fuck,” she whispers, eyes wide with lust. “That’s so hot.”

The years whip away from Steve. Still frozen, he moans, his body grinding away inside of him. We watch his skin tighten and age before our eyes.

She grips me tighter. “Does it hurt him?”

“Yes.”

Her moan is near orgasmic as she strokes me harder and faster than ever. “Good.”

I can't help myself. I was so ready to fuck already, and now with Sasha being more on board with this than I could have ever dreamed, I don't know how to contain my lust any longer even though I technically can. Instead, I cum all over her thighs, her heels, her feet as we hold each other tight and Sasha coos for my seed.

“That's how a real man cums,” she says with such arrogance that I almost cum again. She scoops up several spoonfuls of my seed and licks her fingers clean. “That's what a real man tastes like. Feels like against my body. It's such a shame that I had to deal with such a pathetic little maggot for so long.”

Steve's larynx is as frozen as the rest of him—all the same he lets out another moan. His hair is graying. 

Sasha locks eyes with me. “What a fucking loser. You opened my eyes so much to the truth, baby.” She kisses my chin again and then slides upward until our lips lock once more. “Thank you.”

My cock, once again, is fully hard between her legs. I want desperately to fuck her, but she pulls away just slightly. 

“I’m going to go get ready,” she says. “I need to make myself beautiful for you.”

Ugh. That’s the kind of thing that makes me melt all over. 

“You should get ready too.”

“Get ready?”

“I happen to know that Madison’s type is the hard, tall, incredibly-muscled sort of football player she’s around all the time.” She giggles. “Like mother, like daughter, hmm?” She casts an eyebrow at Steve. “I’m sure he’s got plenty of years to fuel you into being all the man we need, yes?”

* * * * * 
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WHILE SASHA SNUCK THROUGH the house to prepare for us to meet Madison, I followed her advice and prepared myself as well.  

I wish my body was what Sasha idolizes, the ideal masculine and muscular physique for a man, now and forever, so that I am immortal and young just like her. 

I wish for Madison’s body to become slowly more identical to her Sasha’s, except for her face and hair, over the next hour. Her face and hair retain their original essence, but will always be Madison’s ideal version of them, forever.

I wish Madison has always idolized and been turned on by her mom. She’s obsessed with her in the same way I am.

This was the real fantasy with Madison—not just wanting to fuck her, but wanting someone as hot as her to share in the compulsion and obsession over how fucking amazing Sasha was. The main problem with obsessing—I suppose outside of all the mental health issues it supplies—is that it's awfully solitary. Your love and attachment is so intense and passionate that you don't think anyone could ever really match your desire, even if they said they did. 

But the wishing stone can make anything come true, can't it?

I wish Madison was horribly lonely—disgusted with the men she meets, barely thinking of them as human, and in love with her mom who she thinks is forbidden, but would desperately and worshipfully adore if given the chance. None of her female friends have ever been truly close to her because they're not pretty enough to worship the man she aches and hopes for or to join her worship of Sasha. The only one who could possibly be man enough for Madison is her Real Daddy, who she realizes is me and me alone over the course of an hour after she sees me for the first time. She also realizes that what would make her happier than anything is Sasha and I being in love with each other and with her, forever.

Finally, clothing. I try to think of what to wear and I have no fucking idea. My idea of a classy outfit is khakis and a polo shirt, but I know that's not what Sasha would want to meet her daughter and relentlessly fuck up her head for the first time. 

So, once again, I rely on the wishing stone to make it happen. 

I wish the outfit I wear could be changed instantaneously, with a thought, and that I could naturally intuit what would make Sasha the most turned on. 

It only takes a moment for me to understand, like suddenly I've unlocked a double-jump in a video game. The mechanic was always there, I just had to figure it out.

Oh. Yeah.

Okay.

I flex my bicep, and then do a little jump, and then jump and touch my palm to the twelve foot ceiling without even trying. 

Fuck yeah. 

I walk to the mirror and take a closer look, ignoring Steve's moans and gasps. He's in the final dredges of his life. I've started taking his soul, too, because why not? But deep, deeply stealing it—not just enough to fuck with his morality, but sapping away his will to live or think or exist outside of being a mindless husk for me to drain.

Where once there was a proud athlete in his prime, there is now what appears to be a centuries-old man with sagging yellowed skin, puffy red eyes, and clothes that hang off of him like clocks in a surrealist painting.

My every step is full of confidence, power, and ease. The life of another flows through me through the magic of the stone, the soul of another, and my own soul sings with the dynamism of my new destiny.

I am tall. My muscles are perfectly defined. Obliques interlock with abs and powerful pecs contract against the fabric of my new white shirt, unbuttoned to the third button, emphasizing the marble-hard planes of my chest. Tapered black trousers with just a hint of a crease are worn to perfection, complimenting my new physique. My hair is thick and parted, my skin clear for the first time I can remember. I feel like I can lift a car—fuck it, a truck. And even if I can't, I know that if I need to, I will.

Sasha knocks at the door and slides in, her eyes smoldering with visible, total lust at the sight of the new me. Meanwhile, I'm blown away by her outfit. She's wearing a dress made from a diaphanous lilac material, the sort of stuff you'd expect to see hanging in a harem in a Turkish odalisque painting of centuries past. It stands in stark contrast to her pale, flawless skin, enhancing every curve of her body. Her hair is swept up off her face into an impossibly elegant bun, and she's wearing makeup that highlights all her impossibly well-defined features.

She looks like a goddess—and she knows it.

The energy between us is palpable. She takes a step closer, her hand raises to caress my cheek.

"Holy...shit..." we say simultaneously, and then laugh together. 

I am so completely, absolutely in love—and I know she's thinking the exact same thing. I know that I cheated, and I know that's probably wrong by someone's standards, but I can't help but feel pride at being exactly what this gorgeous woman wants. 

She kisses me deeply, pushing her thigh intently against my trouser-caged cock. 

"I love you..." she whimpers, and then increases her volume. "I love you so much more than I ever loved him. You're so much more than he ever was or could be. This is the best thing that has ever happened to me. I can't believe I'm so lucky that you're going to my Man from now on. No one could ever measure up to you."

We both grin as Steve groans in response; his despair palpable. He has enough soul left to feel torment—because I left him that way, on purpose, because I thought it would please my love. And I was right. 

She bites my chin, tugging my cock and pulling me out of the room. 

"We need to do this now or you're just going to fuck me all night long, and then you won't fuck my daughter at all."

I very much agree. I follow her lead through the house, casually gripping her by the ass and holding her possessively. This still feels like an unreal dream, one that will pop at any time—but even if I don't get a single new wish, this will still all have been worth it. 

Upstairs, down a long white hall. Madison's room is towards the top of a different set of stairs that leads down to the kitchen. Sasha has me wait just outside, stepping in without knocking and leaving the door open.

Madison's room is a revelation to me. I expected some standard eighteen year-old beauty's space—maybe kind of dirty but with a clean space around the bed where she posts to social media. 

Instead...it's a fucking church. A church to Sasha. 

The real magic of the stone is revealed to me now. I had no idea it was this intense. 

It doesn’t just change what Madison thinks now or remembers—it changes reality. 

Her room has filled up with posters of her mom—idolizing her totally. Even having never seen her room before in person, I can tell there's a change. And it's not because I haunt her social media and download every video of her stories. Something about the power from the wishing stone highlights its changes to me before they become all-the-way real. Like pouring plastic cement on a model figurine, sort of, except the gaps are all full of a soft white light. 

On Sasha, with her changes, the highlighting just made her more gorgeous like light will do with a beautiful woman. Now, the changes in her are solidified and she somehow is more gorgeous, though whether that's the truth or my obsession speaking is anyone's guess.

Madison's walls are plastered with Sasha's visage. In one corner, though it's kind of disguised as a place to sit down with a tall mirror, she's developed an obvious altar to Sasha's image. Her face is captured from every angle, printed out from the best picture printer money can buy and framing the mirror so that Madison can constantly analyze her own appearance as it relates to her mother, her obsession, her single object of furious worship.

She wants Sasha probably even more than I did, because her desire is pure magic, and her memory has been fucked up to want nothing else. Every hobby she's ever taken a side-interest in, every friend, every class, every show or movie has all been viewed now exclusively through the lens of obsessing over her mother's beauty.

And I am so fucking hard.

Madison yelps a little when Sasha enters, caught kneeling in front of the little altar in the corner of the room. She's wearing a pleated navy skirt spiked with ivory lace that trails down well above her knees, along with a soft grey cleavage-baring sweater. The lines of her pert breasts are emphasized by the snug fit of the fabric, each inch of revealed flesh delicate and inviting. I can't help staring,her ivory skin radiating like starlight before the altar. 

Her thick chestnut hair is pinned up behind her head and her lips are full and ripe as if she's been biting them all night in anticipation, and I can make out the faint outline of an engraved pendant dangling around her neck, glowing softly against her pale skin. It reads "Sasha," because of course it does. 

She looks like a dream–young, passionate, and so completely devoted to Sasha that it's almost frightening in its intensity. Her eyes are immediately zealous looking at her mother, and though I am not making any effort to hide myself in the doorway, she does not see me at all. 

“Mommy..." she whimpers. "I m-mean, Sasha. Mom. H-hi..."

Sasha pulls her in for a long, sensuous hug. Their cheeks rub. Madison is obviously turned on; I find that I can smell her cunt juicing. I suppose that's because Sasha's ideal man can do just that. Finally, Sasha ends the hug, stepping back and holding her daughter's shoulders just so.

"You look...amazing,” says Madison. “Is there...wow. Did you go to the spa or something?”

Sasha smirks. “Something like that. You’re looking killer yourself, dear.”

“Oh...” Madison blushes bright red. “I mean, thanks, I just—”

Sasha hugs her again, pushing her lips against her ear. “I don’t tell you enough how beautiful you are, Madison. But you really are. You’re such a hot number. It’s no wonder you’ve been the star of our team.”

Madison is about to say something, but Sasha shushes her with a long, delicate finger. As they talk, Madison becomes taller, thinner, bustier. Her outfit fitting less and less well. 

“Just sit back, relax, and sit in my lap while we talk about some things, okay?”

She sits on the bed and holds Madison's hand, beckoning her to come down with her.

“Like, my...my butt on your lap?”

“Why not?”

“I’m not a little girl.”

Sasha laughs. It’s a rich, gorgeous sound. “You're my little girl. I’m your mommy, and I say it’s okay, okay?”

Her saying that—mommy—fills me with a terrible lust—and does it for Madison too. She sits on Sasha's lap, lips working, breath hot and heavy. Her growing tits heaving into Sasha's. They're so intimate and close. Sasha strokes her hair and purrs.

“I invited a guest over. Is that all right with you?”

I can see the disappointment flash on her face; she wants to be alone with Sasha. I can hardly blame her.

I don't want to hear Madison say she doesn't want me. I don't want that in any shape, way, or form. So I step into the room more formally and wave.

“Hi, Madison. I’m your mom’s new boyfriend.”

It takes a few moments, but Madison's pussy juices all over her skirt and Sasha's thighs as she looks me up and down. At first, it's just confusion in her eyes. Then, understanding. Then lust.

And then—what I really want—the sparkle of obsession. 

“Hunk,” she says, smiling and giggling, holding a hand out. Her fingers and arms are longer and leaner now. “I mean, hunky. Hunk. Hi.” She giggles, immediately playing with her hair and leaning into Sasha. “Wow. Are you a player for the team?”

"He is hunky, you're so right," Sasha whispers in her ear. "You're so right to tell him that. That's my good girl."

Madison's eyes glaze over even though she tries to focus on me intently. She's too turned on to know what to do; one focus of her entire obsession is colliding with a brand new one. 

“Nothing is concrete." I sit down on the bed next to Sasha, tugging her tight to me, and so also tugging Madison tighter by proxy. “But I think it’s safe to assume I’ll be making a big splash there.”

“I love football players,” Madison gushes. “I mean, not all of them. Just the really big, muscular, strong...strong hunky hunk ones.”

Her fingers slide over my biceps and she catches herself.

“Um, gosh. You have me all fuckstered.” She giggles. “I mean, flustered. Did you say—” she looks at Sasha, who is mooning over me with equal intensity. “—wait. Did you say boyfriend?”

“Well, to be honest,” says Sasha. “It’s much more intense than that. In fact...well.”

Sasha and I share a smile and then a quick kiss. Madison whimpers. She's inches away from the meeting of our lips. 

“You two are...um...really cute together...”

Her voice becomes a small, mousy whisper; out of place but completely arousing from such a beautiful, confident woman.

The kiss between Sasha and I goes longer, and then longer. Her jaw works against mine, looking for more angles to kiss me. We haven’t actually kissed that much; each one feels new to me.

“Should I—I mean...” Madison tries to stand up. “I should leave, right?”

Sasha and I immediately wrap our hands and arms around her, tugging her in tight across our laps. Her legs are so long, and Sasha is so tiny, that her knees go further than the other end of my waist. My hand slips down between her thighs and up against her juicing, pulsing cunt before I slide back and grab her tiny thigh. I can feel it getting slimmer and slimmer, just like Sasha's.

“Your mother and I have a proposal for you.”

“A proposal?” She shakes her head, clearing the lusty cobwebs. “Wait. No. Hold on. What about Dad? Did you guys finally break it off?”

“That’s part of the proposal, dearie,” says Sasha. “I want you, after all these years, to have a daddy.”

“A...daddy?”

Her body already understands. Her mind is just starting to know. Her eyes widen and she bites her lower lip. 

“A real daddy.” Sasha kisses her neck.

“Real...r-real daddy...”

Her voice is little more than a hypnotized babble, and I haven’t wished for anything new; the exponential effects of all the previous wishes are fucking her brain up all by themselves.

I hadn't mentioned that term to Sasha at all—Real Daddy. But Sasha knows it anyway, because she knows what I want intuitively now.

“James is your new daddy. And he’ll always be there for you.”

“...always?”

“Always,” I say. “And unlike your fake daddy...”

“The maggot,” Sasha snarls.

“Unlike that loser...I don’t care how in love with your Mommy you are, Madison.”

She is beet red; it’s adorable. My fingers push into her pussy and she gasps, her entire body convulsing.

“In fact, I love it. I want you to be obsessed with Sasha, Madison. I want to encourage it. I want your every waking moment to be daydreaming about how gorgeous Mommy is, so long as you’re not doing something for me.”

She drops off of our laps, holding her head, walking on her knees.

“S-stop,” she says, trying to move even as her body continues to pulse. “Oh my god. H-how do you...how do you know all this? It’s like you’re in my head...”

I almost think I have to wish to keep her from having a psychotic break. Then Sasha does something unexpected. 

She reaches over and gets on the ground with her. Their tits touching. She grabs Madison's face and stares deep into her eyes. 

“Here, dearie. Just look at me. Look at Mommy.”

Madison almost immediately stops struggling. She's so desperate for this. 

“Lookit...Mommy...”

“You don’t have to think about this, dear.”

Madison immediately relaxed. “Oh.”

“Just look at me. You love to look at me, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mommy...you’re so pretty...”

“I know. I’m the prettiest in the whole world, aren’t I?”

Madison nods earnestly. “The whole world, yes Mommy.”

“And you want to see me happy, don’t you?”

“Happy...”

“Smiling?”

Sasha smiles for her. Her teeth perfect, straight, and white. 

“Smiling! Yes, Mommy, I do, I love your smile so much.”

“Daddy makes me smile. Your new Daddy.”

“Ung.”

“And he turns you on anyway, doesn’t he?”

“Yesss...”

Sasha gets back up on the bed, but draws Madison in with her. To keep level with Sasha's face, Madison has to bend over. 

Sasha, my love, my obsession, my need, is preparing her daughter for me in mind and body. I get behind Madison.

“He’s the real man you’ve been waiting for. Trust Mommy.”

"Trust Mommy..."

"He's the Real Daddy you need. Isn't he?"

"Y-yes..."

"Because I say so. And Mommy and Daddy know best. Don't we?"

"Yes, Mommy."

I rip Madison's panties off and shove into her willing, needy cunt. Of course, just like Sasha, she cums right away. Madison closes her eyes and screams with pleasure as I go harder and deeper. 

Sasha cheers me on. “Yes Daddy! Fuck her harder! Make her come again!” 

"M-mommy!" Madison moans in between kissing Sasha. "Mommy! Mommy!" 

Madison's moans become louder as I plunge my hips against hers. My heart is racing; it feels like I'm going to explode inside of her. She feels so fucking tight. Volcanic heat clings to my massive cock. With every thrust, she screams with another climax. 

Sasha is smiling proudly at the two of us. Her family, just as she wants it. Eyes glistening with joy and lust.

Madison comes again and cries out for Daddy for the first time. As if she's looking for approval.

“Daddy!” she screams. “Daddy, please!”

"That's right." I squeeze and slap and squeeze her ass again. "Good girl. My good little girl. You're doing such a good job, baby girl. Keep it up."

"Y-yes Daddyyyy!"

She comes again from another heavy thrust. I'm only human, even as powered up as I am. I can't take much more of this, and I know I can keep cumming in them again and again whenever I want. 

Sasha is beaming with delight as she kisses and rubs her daughter's beautiful body. The feel of their passionate embrace only arouses me more and I thrust even harder. 

Madison cums harder and harder the longer I fuck her. She wraps her arms and legs tightly around me as if to never let go. Sweat dripping off our bodies as we go wild in passion. The intensity is too much for them; they hug each other between breaths, pressing their lips together in a passionate embrace, cheering me on as I make love to Madison with all of my heart. 

My moans fill the room, intertwining with theirs. Together they are an unstoppable force of pleasure and satisfaction. I grip both of their bodies tightly as I thrust into Madison's tight heaven one more time, spilling my love inside her with one final holler of ecstasy.

The orgasm courses through both our veins like electricity, tracing its way to our core until we both collapse onto each other in blissful exhaustion. Madison turns and wraps her wet arms around my neck, shuddering from head-to-toe while I hold onto her tightly. 

We lay there for what feels like an eternity, enjoying the moment even after the fireworks had vanished from sight. Sasha snuggles in with us, moaning and cooing our names. 

“I can’t wait until practice tomorrow,” she says. “I want to show you off to the whole team...”

I’m looking forward to it.

# # #
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Wishful Thinking – Cheerleader Harem
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The woman of my dreams wakes me up with a blowjob. 

And I don’t mean that she’s just hot and that she is a dream come true and that she’s really amazing in her own right—I mean I wanted this celebrity goddess for years from afar, obsessed over her to a degree that would worry clinical professionals, having reoccurring dreams every night for years because I stuffed my conscious brain so full of her image and jerked off so constantly to her that my subconscious had no choice but to make me dream about her as well—and now she is waking me up with slavish adoration of my cock. Every stroke of her tongue is worshipful and whimpering, murmuring how lucky and blessed she is to be present before my cock, and how much she loves me and the feel of my meat in her mouth. 

“I love you, Master,” Sasha whimpers, obsessive in her own right now. Trembling with lust. “I exist for you. I am yours and yours alone.”

With a wishing stone, I was able to transform her to be her most ideal self—the beautiful version of herself she remembered from her own youth. And that’s hot as hell, let me tell you. Every minute piece of her intricate musculature is perfectly crafted; she had an incredibly high opinion of her memory of her body when she was eighteen. Not only that, but she’s also immortal—so this beautiful, eternal creature now obsessively kisses and slurps and sucks my cock even though she is gorgeous and powerful enough to run any country in the world with a suggestive wink and a whisper. 

And that’s not all. 

Not only is she eternally young and beautiful, but she’s joined by her adopted daughter Madison who is practically her twin. Madison would be begging, but her mouth is occupied by slurping and sucking on my balls and shaft while Sasha softly kisses my cockhead and strokes me. Her fist knocks into Madison's mouth constantly; neither seem to care.. 

To be clear—their absolutely perfect bodies are exactly the same; thanks wishing stone! Their faces are different, but they share the same beautiful pale complexions, dark hair, vibrant eyes, and urgently heated need for me and me alone. 

I sit up, fully awake now, and as I do Sasha holds her daughter Madison down on my cock, staring up at me as she does. 

“It’s all for you, darling.” Her hands grip tight in her daughter’s hair. “This is all for you.”

Madison, her throat full of my throbbing cockmeat, groans her muffled agreement. These two absolute living goddesses of sex and lust and love belong entirely to me, and they'll never, ever get enough of me.

I can cum whenever I want—and this makes me want to cum.  

And today is only the second day with the wishing stone.

* * * * * 
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“I CAN’T BELIEVE IT,” says Sasha. “You’re nervous?”

I'm driving, although “driving” is a generous term for the way that I'm swerving all over the road. I feel drunk, even though I'm sober. I think Sasha's wish for her ideal body also meant that she permanently fucked me up with her presence. 

I would change it, but it makes me hard. She's mostly in my lap, arms against my heavily-muscled chest, crooning and cooing and ooohing and ahhing at my every last movement. Her love for me is an insanity that only grows in intensity.

“The team is full of beautiful women,” I say. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in a room with so many amazing girls all at once.”

“None of them are as pretty as Mommy,” says Madison. “I think you’ll handle yourself fine, Daddy.”

She’s softly fingering herself, looking obsessively at Sasha from the backseat of the car. It’s the only way to keep her calm and to keep her hands off either of us. I should probably tone down the level of her obsession, but Madison is a number-one A-Killer stunner, and having this traffic-stopping beauty mooning over me and the object of my own obsession makes me hard as a rock. 

Madison wears a khaki pleated school-girl skirt that lands well above her knees. That, plus the crop-top sweater she has on with the keyhole for her substantial cleavage, make it hard to look away from her while her fingers attend her dripping wet pussy barely hidden behind white lace panties. The gingham thigh-high socks and oxfords with the stiletto heels don’t help.

But with Sasha so close, or even just visible at all, there’s still no competition for me. She’d have my full attention even if she wore a garbage bag. 

Instead, she’s in a sharp, shark skin business suit with a tight long skirt that hugs her knees and shows off that sexy clingy bunched mess between her spectacularly slender thighs. The fertility of her hips couldn’t be more obvious. Her breasts, perfect and huge and hugged tight by her designer silk blouse, are shaped even more decoratively by the ultra-tight confines of her stylish suit jacket. Diamond jewelry dangles down the trail from her delicate, incredibly thin neck across her prominent clavicles and into the heaving shapes of her perfect twin globes. Did I mention her tits are heaving and perfect, yet? Oh my god. 

Her hair, a middle part, frames her angelic face. All I want to do is make out with her and delay this harem gathering action—but if I go back home with her, all she’s going to do is encourage me to wish the cheerleaders to her mansion so I can fuck them in some kind of nonstop years-long orgy. 

Not a terrible idea; it’s just that I really do want to meet and talk with these women first. All my life I’ve been ignored by hot women. Can you blame me for just wanting to be in front of them in their natural setting and to be the complete focus of all their attention?  

“I mean...” Sasha shrugs. “Can’t you just...you know, wish them all to be how you want?”

Of course I can, but that has consequences, and a price. 

I spent the night tinkering with wishes, using Sasha’s (soon-to-be former) husband Steve Houston as the sole payer of its price. He was in his mid-thirties when we started, a startlingly large physical specimen made for pure athletic competition. Probably, he would have been one of those athletes that went well into their forties with a fantastic record. Now, he looks like he’s pushing seventy. His skin sags; his bones are brittle; his hair is crumpled and gray where it isn’t balding. 

Fucking up Steve’s life doesn’t really bother me, though (although that bothers me, that it doesn’t. I think it may have used to...?). 

What really bothers me is remembering how I fucked up Madison on Sasha. When I wished for Madison to share my obsession with Sasha and her beauty, and man does she ever (she’s whispering “jawline...jawline...jawline” right now as she approaches her ninth orgasm of our fifteen minute drive to the stadium), it rearranged her entire room. 

Before my eyes, her stylishly wealthy room featuring antique furniture and a few modern art paintings was transformed into what could only be described as a shrine to her mother. 

Now, this must have fucked other things up too, right? What if Madison once had boyfriends? She wouldn’t have had them now, right? So those guys must have found someone else for their romantic attention. And what if Madison had once had friends over and invited them to her room? They would have seen her obsession in person, and wouldn’t that have raised questions? There’s this rippling effect that I unintentionally started by messing with the fabric of reality. 

As it is, messing with one really fucking hot girl’s timeline probably couldn’t have affected too much; I don’t think we’ll be missing out on the cure for cancer or missions to mars or anything. But if I start messing with the two dozen cheerleaders that make up the Queens, well. That many people, all messed up all at once, might start to unravel more than I can handle. 

And what’s important—what’s truly important—is that Sasha and I are together, forever. There’s probably some axiom about not becoming romantically involved with your celebrity crush because she could never live up to your standards and you won’t be able to please her because you just want to treat her like an object. But those people didn’t have a reality-altering wishing stone and probably didn’t anticipate mindfucking the daughter of your crush into the lustfully obsessive fan of your hot romantic relationship.

At any rate, I can’t just unravel reality for an afternoon because it’s really hot to have two dozen blistering hot cheerleaders have their entire reality changed so that they’ve been raised from birth to be in love with me and me alone and have been training exclusively for the day of our carnal meeting. 

I mean I can do that. 

I won’t.

I probably won’t. 

If I do, it means that however awesome that afternoon is...the centuries-long honeymoon of fucking Sasha that I’m deeply interested in is in jeopardy. Can’t have that.  

“Darling?”

Sasha touches my face, stroking compassionately. Looking into her eyes is attempted suicide for anyone without my will and resolve; looking away from them makes the rest of life significantly less pleasant.

“Sorry. I was lost in thought.”

The whole time I was thinking, I was looking directly down her heaving, shiny cleavage. Her hand was on my bulge, stroking casually like she almost always is now. Sasha slides her hand through my hair and smiles; behind us, Madison moans at her affection. 

“You’ve got so much on your mind, dearheart. But remember that we’re in this together. I want you to have a harem of cheerleading goddesses just as much as you do.” She smirks. “And so does our daughter. Don’t you, sweetie?”

Our daughter, she says. Fuck.

“Yes, Mommy. So much. You both deserve it, deserve them all on their knees...”

“You see? So whatever you need, you’re not on your own. And if you need to strip a few girls of their age or soul to fuel more wishes to control the situation, I know just who to suggest.”

Ungh. She is so hot and perfect.

“I’m just afraid I’ll go too far. Lose control.”

She unzips my monster cock and slides on top of me. I’m so big now that if it wasn’t for how utterly tight and thin she is, it would be impossible for her to fit between me and the steering wheel.

“Fuck me one last time before we go in,” she whispers across my lips. “Just to take the edge off. I know you haven’t been able to stop thinking about fucking me while I wear this outfit anyway.”

She knows me too well; she knows my obsession with her is complete. Everything that we do today, everything that I am now and want to be, it’s all because of her. My obsessive love with Sasha is a perfect circle of aching for her beauty and happiness.

Her cunt sinks down on top of my completely turgid cock. Behind us, Madison cums with excitement.

“Oh my god,” Madison whimpers. “Yes. Together. Together. Oh my god. Fuck yes, fuck him, yes!”

I groan in pleasure. She is so fucking tight. Every part of her physiology works to grip me, work my cock up and down. I watch her perfect face cum right away—a small one, but a hot orgasm nonetheless. You're not living until you see a gorgeous woman cum almost instantly from the sensation of your cock inside her.

“You know, it’s funny, isn’t it?” Her voice remains a hot, accented whisper. “I feel like I’ve known you my whole life, but it’s been less than a day.”

“Same.”

She giggles, sliding her tits into my face. “Well, you at least got to research me. But I don’t know much at all about you. And there’s so many things you don’t know about me.”

“Like what?” Her heavy breasts muffle my voice. 

Her voice takes the magic, shuddering tinge it does when she’s telling me a truth she would not have otherwise revealed. 

“I’m ruthless and power hungry and I drive the cheerleaders like cattle because prizes and ornamentation mean everything to me.” Her cunt squeezes my throbbing cock. “And now that I can think a little more clearly with you inside me, it really makes me think...”

She said she could be a better confidant if I wasn’t making her cum just from being near her, which is basically what’s happening to Madison. So now she won’t cum unless she wants to, or I want her to. It’s still a lot, just not constant.

“I was a bad, bad woman, James.” Her movement up and down my cock is perfect; she has total muscle control of her hips and thighs. “And you made me worse. I loved the power I had before, and it was small-time, wasn’t it? Nothing compared to what you can give me now. I want to be superior to everyone.”

One of the many wishes she asked for last night—to enhance our love, power, prosperity, and connection—was fueled by her soul. A self-election from her; she said while she knew Steve was a worthless maggot who had never been worth her time (ugh), she still felt a little bad about destroying the lives of the cheerleaders on her team. 

That’s gone now. Now she knows, like I do, that we’re rebuilding their lives. 

“And it’s like you want it.” Her pace is quickening. I can feel her snatch trembling around my cunt, so ready to cum “You want me to be bad. You want to punish the little people for ever being in our way. You want me to push you. You want me to ask you for everything. Don’t you?”

“Yesss,” Madison moans. She’s been on her knees this whole time. “Everything, Daddy. She deserves everything...”

“Fuck,” I groan. “Fuck, yes. Yes, of course I do, but—”

“You know I’m loyal to you forever. That I only want you. That I’m obsessed with you the way you have been with me for so long...”

“Shit. Shit. Yes.”

“What if you were the only man I’d ever been with? I’d still have to be with Steve, I think, otherwise you wouldn’t have met me, but what if I’d just never—”

“I wish you’d never fucked Steve, not once, or any other man.”

The price, lacking any other available source, is Madison’s soul. I don’t care that much—it’s better if she’s as amoral as her mother and I anyway. 

Sasha’s eyes widen, her gaze transforming somehow into one of even more longing and thirst for me. She cums, hard. But she keeps fucking me, grinding up and down, rubbing her tits against my face. They leak hot milk. She's so fertile. 

“And what if,” she purrs, “wouldn’t you like if it I was wealthy? You mentioned that yesterday. Rich, but not wealthy. You were right. But what if I was born to billions? What if I was, from birth, showered in wealth and privilege, only to turn it all over to you because of how much I adore you?”

She knows that's just how to talk to me. It's so easy for her to seduce me. And she knows I’d give her as much of the fortune as she wanted—and infinitely more—because my obsession with her is similarly infinite. 

I was so dedicated to not messing around with reality anymore than I’d already had. I had these thoughts of giving the cheerleaders hot crushes on me from the moment they saw me, of instigating feelings of liquid-hot lust and infatuation. But Sasha, riding me, is encouraging me to have more and more—because the more I have, the more she has. 

And god it turns me on. I cum inside her, hotly jetting into her perfect body, unable to stop myself.

“’I wish that too.’ Hasn’t that worked already?” she asks, heatedly cumming with me.  

She pulls my head into her gorgeous tits once again. I'm drooling, continuing to cum inside her helplessly but remaining hard. Even covered by her half-unbuttoned blouse and skimpy lace lingerie, they’re still warm and hypnotic. 

“And we’d need to make sure I was still available to be found by you and here right now, so I’d still need to be a cheerleader and married to Steve, yes? So that nothing is overwritten.”

Her cunt squeezes perfectly as she slides up my cock. I groan affirmation. 

“And we’d need to make sure that if anyone comes after us, or notices something is strange, that we can use the systems of the world to protect us.” She giggles. “And I really want lots of pretty things to wear for you...”

She’s so obsessed with herself and keeping us safe, keeping our love safe. Hot jets of cum spurt from my cock again, and it’s everything I can do to not make her cum with me. But I’m far too fascinated with whatever she has to say next.

“Very well.” Her voice takes a kind of tranced, lilted tone, like she’s seeing god. “I wish I was the heiress of the largest mining conglomerate in the world, owning ninety percent of the world’s supply of precious stones and metals. I wish my wealth had a controlling interest and stake in the largest world’s banks and media companies. And I wish that I’ve been obsessed my whole life with cultivating the perfect cheerleading harem for the man of my dreams, who is obviously you, so that I can lead it for him. And I wish that to protect this dream of delivering you a superior harem to sneer down at a world of inferior plebes, I’ve used my wealth throughout my life to punish any threats to my holdings—defunding public education, aggressively funding security firms and police forces and misinformation think tanks, bribing politicians and bureaucrats, all that hot kind of power-leveraging stuff—and I only married Steve for his public position to put me even more in the public eye because I knew one day my true love, you, my only love, would find me. And naturally I’ve only recruited ultra-hot, prestigious women from around the globe as your potential harem members in my incredibly exclusive, world-famous, trend-setting, fashion-archetype cheerleading team. I wish we were the Beatles of cheerleaders, except ten thousand times as popular, like if supermodels were both pop stars and quasi-religious messianic figures.”

Sasha, squeezing me tight, has a complete hold on me—with her words, her thoughts, her kink for power and wealth, and her beautifully tight cunt. Most of all, her eyes, locking onto mine, obsessive and layered in a million years of impossible love.

“I wish that too,” I say.

And I cum inside her harder than I knew possible—and make her cum with me too. 

* * * * * 
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IT MOSTLY STOPPED THERE. 

Mostly. I mean, what am I, a priest?

Oh that reminds me—I’ll probably want some kind of name for the official religion that I’ll inevitably have forming around the worship of my cock. I can’t imagine Sasha will be able to stand a world for very long that doesn’t have churches on every corner focused entirely on the glory of my masculinity.  

Anyway, on the way in from the parking lot, I stripped away a few years from some loser living in a van to make the paperwork official and finalized that both Sasha and Madison were my wives. I materialized engagement and wedding rings for them—thick, diamond-studded rocks that effortlessly match the rest of the considerable jewelry they're always wearing. I don't think Sasha's long, perfect fingers are ever without at least five rings. 

This wish process backdated the legality of polygamy in very select cases. At Sasha’s urging, I also ensured that our marriage meant that her property and wealth now belonged primarily to me—she had access, but I was the owner in full.

“A real woman,” she explained casually as my hand gripped her ass tighter than ever, “knows that her highest aspiration is to be the property of the most powerful man possible.”

All of Sasha’s billions, all her wealth and capital, now belong to me. 

I also gave Madison a little bit more of her mind and orgasm control back—not as strictly powerful as Sasha or mine, but still significantly more able to keep her wits about her while she was around us. 

I also—just because Madison’s gorgeous youthful looks fill me with so much sympathy and desire—changed Sasha and Madison’s relationship a little. There was something in the way Sasha had called Madison “dearie” that throws me a little; it was a bit too demeaning. 

That’s not what I want; I don’t want them equals, necessarily—Sasha is obviously the superior. But I do want them to lean on each other, to love one another, to obsess and share and depend on each other. 

They’re true, eternal besties now—deeply, madly in love with each other. Sasha is solely obsessed with me, my happiness, my cock, and our collective position, power, and prestige. But she adores Madison; her female soul mate, who she shares everything with. If Sasha's love and obsession with me is Jupiter, then her lust and admiration for Madison is Saturn. I want it that close. 

And so now, it is. 

Sasha is my unstoppably hot, regal, elegant, unspeakably evil confidant; Madison is more-or-less that to Sasha and to me; and, both of them are helplessly and obsessively in eternal love with me. 

Only seconds after making that wish, Madison goes from whimpering and trailing behind us to easily and adroitly looping her arm around mine, pushing and leaning into me in a knowing, loving way the same way that Sasha is on the other side. 

Much, much better. 

It’s already gotten way out of hand with just Sasha being so obsessed with me. What’s it going to be like with two women like Sasha being like that? 

I suppose I’ll find out. 

As we walk inside the building, my hands hold both of them tight by the ass, firmly clenching between their cheeks. It’s obvious that I own them and they love it. Their bodies slink into mine even as they effortlessly strut in their five-inch stilettos, their miniskirted legs showing off flashes of tantalizingly perfect skin. 

Something else has changed about both of them as well; something hard to pin down and not a direct result of my wishes. It’s in the mannerisms between their mannerisms; the minuteness of their expressions, foot steps, placement of their hands and bodies. It’s blistering, brilliant, unstoppable arrogance—way beyond simple confidence, which they also are teeming with, this is astronomical hubris without the fatal flaw. 

They don't remember the previous world. At all. Their knowledge of what the world once is completely gone. It's even difficult for me to quantify, like recalling the chronological events of an old, old dream. 

Both of my beautiful wives teem with self-obsessed pride now, exploding with it, complete in the knowledge that they are supremely gorgeous, supremely in love, supremely above the law of man or morality—and beyond all that? Born into incredible, monumental wealth. Raised knowing they were the best; constantly hearing they were the best and most beautiful and having every single moment of their life regularly reaffirming that fact as more and more always went their way. 

Knowledge of this new world comes to me slowly, but it does come. The rest of the planet is in a state of impossible squalor; Sasha's control and wealth have led to incredible levels of supreme poverty and squalor and even slavery, starvation and famine are abundant, and diseases float through the populace like fog clouds. Warm water is an unspeakably regal luxury. Clean water is doubly so. 

But Sasha and Madison and the women who live up to their standards? They only get richer, more gorgeous, more lucky, and happier—and they always have. 

That’s the secret sauce that takes beauties like them into the stratosphere; the knowledge that they could easily murder someone in broad daylight in the middle of a public space and pay a dozen legal teams and private security agencies to both frame someone else and to punish their victim’s family for generations with slave-contracts to corporations and purposeful lifespan-extensions just to expand their misery. 

Nothing, not a single thing about them, is “down to earth.” They are barely in our galaxy. 

And they belong. To Me.

Ungh.

The stadium is enormous, easily twice the size of the stadium I remember them having. Regular attendance to the football games is mandatory both by law and by custom—and prices to get in are higher than ever. Million-dollar gates are considered low-earnings, and if they do happen, Sasha fines the government until she earns her appropriate pay day. The President has a receiving telephone—it can't make calls to her—for Sasha in seventeen parts of the White House. 

Meanwhile, Sasha has his phone number...somewhere. Maybe scrawled on a post-it on the back of a copier. 

This is the new world, the world my wishes have made. My wife is an authoritarian beauty queen overlord, and although everyone is required by law to say they love it that way, most of them do love it because she is so unstoppably and incredibly hot.

The stadium features its private offices in a tall glass skyscraper attached to the front of the building. It is swarming with security officials, universally female and strapped with heavy weapons. They wear blood-red leather catsuits and dark sunglasses, constantly checking the perimeter. Their high-heeled boots wrap up all the way to their thighs. Each one looks cold as ice, but when they catch sight of me, they freeze and let out long, lusty moans. I know, intuitively, that Sasha has only hired virgins for her personal retinue, and that each one lives in a barracks where they train their bodies to physical perfection for hours every day. They are tall, lithe, well-muscled, and dripping with sex appeal.

I keep trying to get a sense of the scale of Sasha’s new control over the world. The best I can do is to imagine a cult, but one that runs everything, and that is obsessively vying for physical perfection for women and aching for masculine purity. 

The office space itself is spartan—cool white marble tiles that offer hot clacking sounds for the sound of all the heels on all the many women walking around. Monocolor modern art decorates the walls. The front desk looks almost like a cathedral, surrounded by golden perfect-bodied feminine statues with Sasha-like faces swimming gleefully in a sea of fire. Everywhere I look, women strut in high heels and short skirts or minidresses, rushing urgently but gracefully to get their work done. They all slow dramatically when they see myself, Sasha, and Madison, sending us all looks of desperate need and obedience. 

Overhead is a massive series of screens, one rectangle for each floor of the glass tower. It seems like the offices all revolve around them so that each desk must face them. It features mostly pictures of Sasha, then Madison, then Sasha and Madison, and finally the rest of the cheerleaders. 

Insane, arrogant, insanely arrogant, and insanely arrogantly hot slogans run beside the photos. 

A photo of Sasha staring imperiously: I'm only watching you because you're pretty enough to look at. 

A photo of Madison and Sasha kneeling before a massive phallic statue: Reinforce family values whenever you can. 

Madison and Sasha in their uniforms, under bright lighting, while the rest of the team is shown in shadow: Leadership means obeying your superiors first. 

Then it changes to a video. My heart thumps instantly; it's Sasha in a bright blue dress, doing one of those corporate interior ad things, like where they tell you what a great time it is to be a part of the company. We see her in an office, a beach, a mountain, and a deciduous forest. They clearly shot on location. 

Wilhelm, Wilhelm and King is the most desired employment destination on the planet. Did you know we employ over fifty thousand young women, hard workers who are pretty enough to meet our minimum qualifications, to sift through the incredible amount of resumes and video applications we receive daily?

Even though there are literally millions of applicants a day, I chose you. You could so easily be replaced, but if you work hard and look as beautiful as possible, you're making sure someone else will be instead.

You're just good enough to work here. She winks elaborately. I promise!

Fuck.

Three clerks wait there at the standing desk, patiently staring at us with wet lips and lust in their bright young eyes. The desk is spotless transparent glass, so I have a full view of their incredible bodies. None of them can be older than nineteen, and yet they wear cleavage-baring silk blouses, tiny designer skirts, diamond jewelry everywhere, and tall tall heels with impossibly thin stilettos. 

“Is it part of the dress code to wear such provocative outfits?” I ask.

“Oh, you mean the diamonds?” She laughs. “It’s a bonus for working here, and a status symbol. They don’t have to wear diamonds, but why wouldn’t they? They’re a girl’s best friend, and it lets everyone in their lives know that my girls are superior to others.”

I didn’t see it, but she’s right—every woman I see is wearing diamond earrings, or bracelets, or pendants, or necklaces, or anklets, or waist chains...

Decorated. For me. Shining and pretty, showing themselves off as pure trophies to be plucked and collected. 

“Plus,” she whispers. “They're not even the good stones. Not that they know, of course. I reserve the flawless ones for myself and Madison and top cheerleaders.”

And the stones are from mines that Sasha owns. It's not even an expense to dish them out like this; it's just an offloading of excess inventory. 

“No,” I shake my head. “I mean...the heels. The skirts. The tiny dresses. The cleavage...”

Sasha laughs. “Oh darling. How else would women dress?

My brain expands in that moment, this new reality that Sasha had me wish for finally starting to hit home. Their wardrobe and Sasha’s comment brings in a flood of images to my mind about how Sasha owning controlling stakes in the world’s media corporations has shaped the public perception of femininity and masculinity. 

Gorgeous model-worthy newscasters with perfectly coiffed hair and cleavage on display, always displayed they shamelessly and convincingly blame every social problem on the poor and the ugly and on the infirmity of today's 'so-called men'. That's how they put it. 

Every sitcom, talk show, award-bait drama, and blockbuster movie filling minds young and old with the importance of a woman’s appearance, submission to truly masculine men, and endless fitness and beauty routines. 

One of the most popular shows on television is Fitness for Murder, an hour-long mystery series where the detective is a fitness model. All the victims are inevitably young, innocent, gorgeous, likable young women, murdered cruelly by jealous, ugly, often fat and scarred women. 

The show’s protagonist, a dynamite redhead who was a model under Sasha’s tutelage for years, spends roughly thirty minutes of the show’s runtime working out in different environments with close-ups of her ass, tits, and other parts of her sweaty body before donning a hot, tight outfit (another ten minutes) going to the police station, and accusing the ugliest woman in the room. 

She is always right to do so, as even if her accused is innocent of that crime it comes out that they’re guilty of another, often more heinous crime. She has a firmly committed relationship with her boyfriend and then fiance and then husband, who is never actually shown on camera—just a shadowy figure that she spends several minutes an episode swearing undying erotic loyalty to. They have cute problems like how she doesn't think the girl he wants for a threesome is hot enough for his incredible cock, or an ugly girl has moved next door so the protagonist has to frame her for murder so that her Man won't be subjected to looking at her filthy visage.  

Also notable is that most of the female perpetrators aren’t even all that fat or ugly, if at all—their normal, un-glamorous looks are derided as close to shocking or monstrous, and their weights running above one hundred and twenty-five pounds seen as hedonistic to the extreme.

This is just one example, but there are dozens of these types of shows starring drop-dead gorgeous female protagonists hunting down plain jane women for the crime—in essence—of not being sexy enough. And that’s not even counting the talk shows, news programs, and sitcoms that all carry the same heated, biased messaging. 

Sitcoms regularly feature beautiful women in the dating world, trying somehow to find the “perfect” man—whose description somehow fits me perfectly—and lambasting all the normal men they find as fat, slovenly, lazy, weak, effeminate, boorish, boring, and stupid.

Public utilities and housing are free for women living on their own or without men in many parts of the country, as is education in a few dozen Sasha-owned colleges and universities (where, naturally, all of the country's leadership is farmed from).

And of course, Sasha also purposefully sabotages all the counter-culture messaging by using shadow corporations to fund media promoting body positivity and equality between the sexes. She then hires awful and unlikable actors, employs terrible writers, and distributes poorly-run media campaigns, and then bombs these in think-tank funded internet spam reviews so that the popular conception is that the movement is both untenable and unwanted. She then completely ignores the efforts of the body positivity movement in the Sasha-owned major media outlets (which is all of them). 

Meanwhile, her news outlets run programming for both sides of the aisle—the ones that firmly believe women should be flawless and fertile and subservient, and the ones who believe that women should be submissive and gorgeous and utterly fit. Naturally, both sides are argued by utterly beautiful, impossibly-groomed, luxuriously-dressed women in ultra-high definition.

It should be noted that between this polarization, there is the very firm and unspoken belief that the available “men” in the world are utterly without value. All promises and desire and rhetoric around submission and subservience relates only to the Ideal Man, a philosophical idea and religious figure and patriarchal overlord all rolled into one. And yet like all societies, it creates its own unstoppable force of inertia through a fundamental contradiction.

Although it is a completely matriarchal society, with the available men little more than slaves (most new births are genetically engineered from scratch without the use of a single “devolved” male in the process), all this matriarchy is clearly waiting, on hands and knees (very literally, in their churches), for one Man. 

The Perfect Man. 

Me.

The two sides of the aisle run debates constantly and between the two of them, completely control congress. There is no house of representatives—abolished, because the populace is too busy ensuring they are physically perfect—and Senators are appointed for life-time terms from the nominations by the Board of Supreme Businesses. 

You can guess who that's run by.

Somehow, despite the two party's vocal disagreements on funding public education or creating a clear rights system for workers, there is always enough money to completely subsidize nearly all of Sasha's businesses without a single argument and to fund wars to utterly exterminate the industrial and military capacity of men-friendly countries. There are several, several countries who have been literally bombed into the stone age,with enormous walls built on their borders to keep them inside until they “learn their lesson.”

There is one universal luxury—screens. Specifically, smartphones and flat screens. There are enough built for everyone. Programming is optional, sort of. Is it optional if one megalomaniacal super-cheerleading ultra-goddess controls the five channels and apps you have available? They can't be turned off or muted, they track everything, and they constantly drip out propaganda about ideal females and males and the impossibility of ever being either. 

Book publishers who dare to distribute anything contrary to Sasha's ideals have their families threatened or disappeared. It’s an open secret that Sasha’s grip on the government is all but total, a cabal of global leaders either helplessly in love with her, blackmailed, threatened, or buried underneath so much leverage from the constant weight of her other monetary interests that going against her will is suicide. 

This, all of this, has led to a world in which beautiful, glamorous women wear skimpy, hot outfits to work as a matter of course—the same way they might have, in my original reality, worn make-up every day or had dinner in the evenings. It’s just what is done. 

The receptionists—all three of them, each one more than beautiful enough to have been some kind of starlet or model in the before-world—tremble as they await Sasha's words and my reaction. They exist in a constant state of perfect lust and abject terror. They are obsessed with Sasha and everything about her, grew up idolizing and worshiping her, and live their dream by being able to be so close to her; and they are absolutely terrorized every second of every day by the thought that they may lose their job.

“I run their thoughts,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “Every last one. And you run me.”

My cock swells at her touch, her words, her lips brushing against my ear. The women working in the building—and it is all women I, I notice—stop dead in their tracks when they see me. I am the ultimate Alpha Male to them, the end-all be-all of masculinity, and the wanton lust in their face fills the air with palpable heat. 

Sasha has trained them, all of them, to my image and form. They flinch, flex, sigh, and soak their panties reflexively. Even the most off-the-grid woman (which is illegal, by the way) would know my form from acres of textbooks every girl is required to read about The Perfect Male. 

A beautiful young Korean girl approaches us wearing a sharp navy suit in the same miniskirted, diamond-clad Sasha style I’ve now come to expect. She’s clearly bright, and very pretty, though probably—in this world of super-goddesses I now fuck on command—she could stand to lose about ten pounds. Her name is Rebecca.

“Madam,” she says, deliberately looking at Sasha’s feet. “Thank you so much for being here today. I have your agenda,” she holds out a sheet, “and I would love to know what the office won’t be eating for lunch.”

“Mommy orders big meals to tempt the weak and weed them out,” Madison explains in my ear, squeezing my bicep when I grip her cunt harder at the revelation. 

“Rebecca,” Sasha says to her assistant, “we’re having a team meeting in five minutes. Make sure everyone attends.” She looks her up and down and turns to me. “What do you think, Darling?”

“About fucking her?”

Madison squeezes my cock through my pants. “Yeah, Daddy. Does she excite you?”

“Naturally.”

Rebecca is blushing furiously, clutching her fists.

I shrug. “Well...”

I don’t want to be mean right in front of her; Sasha has no such qualms.

“It’s just as I thought. Too thick, is it? Easily rectified. Rebecca?”

She whimpers, eyebrows raising to indicate she’s paying attention. 

“Check yourself into the nearest weight-loss clinic. A few months of reinforced fasting might assist your weight problem. And pack up your things. Remember to give that nice office space you have to the prettiest girl you know about on your way out.”

Rebecca whimpers once again in acquiescence, as if she’s known this had been coming for months. I watch her leave with Madison’s pawing eagerly at my straining bulge. 

“Stupid bitch,” says Madison. “Disappointing you like that. What did she think was going to happen, Daddy?”

Madison as a seductive, evil force is more distracting than I’d like. I try to focus on the present.

“Reinforced fasting?” I ask. 

“Emphasis on the enforced,” says Madison. “It was my idea, Daddy. I just thought all those fatties should have somewhere to go to help them out. Or at least get rid of them quietly. So many weaklings die without food. But if they’re not going to be able to even make you hard, what’s the point of their lives anyway?”

I’m not an evil person, I swear. Everybody should be given a fair shake in this world, and it’s hard enough living without being judged all the time. 

But Sasha and Madison’s judgment makes me stupidly fucking hard and horny, not to mention how they’re inexorably beyond ever being on the negative end of any consequences for it. That kind of unfair power makes my thoughts swim in a sea of lust, and knowing they’re eternal and so am I is fucking me right up. 

I start kissing Madison hard—somehow we end up in the elevator and my cock enters her virgin-tight cunt rough and hard. Standing up, pushing her against the glass elevator, everyone in the office who dares to look can see me fucking my hot young teenage wife. Her legs wrap around me, and I shunt and shuffle until I'm able to get the position to hold her tight and push her against Sasha. 

I want to look at them both. 

I'm so stupidly turned on. I've turned the world into some hellish slave-pit of hedonistic hyper-fascist capitalism. There's nothing that could be worse for the people even a little bit worse off than one of the receptionists here. The class and income drop between those receptionists and the next level down is staggering; it's enough to kill a buffalo. 

But I'm in control of who benefits and who doesn't. I'm in charge. Even if the stone was somehow taken away from me right this moment, I would have power forever. Wealth forever. Sasha and Madison forever. And a planet full of me-worshiping hyper-beauties obsessed with keeping this system in place so they could live out all their fantasies and religious beliefs about what women should be. 

Thrusting into Madison, I can't help but look at Sasha just behind her. Both of them looking at me with a loving, knowing, orgasmic gaze. Both of them so perfectly thin at the waist and thighs, allowing me to spread my thick, hard arms around them and crush their tit-heavy bodies into my heavy muscle mass. 

As the elevator ascends, we see the football team passing in the hall. They wear collars. Their bodies augmented with cybernetics and heavily roided-out musculature. They remind me of the bulls people use for bullfighting, the kind that wouldn't even exist as a species if they weren't kept alive to fight. Their shoulders and biceps over-sized, knuckles nearly dragging on the floor. I'm so strong that I could rip all of them limb from limb without breaking a sweat.

The girls in the office are all watching us, holding their tits and cunts, dripping, moaning, aching. Existing for the lust between my wives and me. The players, though, very obviously are looking down only. Some of them start to kneel and crawl. 

“They understand that if they look me in the eyes without permission, I’ll have them and their families disappeared,” Sasha explains in a heated whisper. “And if they look at any of our girls, I’ll have them chemically castrated. Of course, I had to prove my word once or twice, but everyone understands before too long.”

She smiles at my disbelieving look and at the way her explanation makes me fuck Madison harder.

Behind her, that massive screen that dominates the reception area plays her video again. 

You're just good enough to work here. 

Oh my fuck. She treats them all with such cruelty...she's inhuman...she's soulless...

Then the wink. I can't hold it in. Sasha winks in unison with the video. It melts my mind. 

“I promise,” she whispers.

She's a fucking monster...and she belongs to me. 

Madison is probably pregnant by the time the elevator stops at the top floor. 

* * * * *
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THE TEAM MEETING REFERS to the cheerleading team, of course. 

The conference room is basically the entire floor, minus space for storage and bathrooms. There is a massive one-piece carved wooden table at one end with plenty of chairs and an Olympic-sized swimming pool at the other. 

Look, I don't understand the pool either, but I've stopped asking questions like that when Madison's hand is on my cock all day. 

The entrance is in the middle of the room and each exterior wall is floor-to-ceiling glass. 

The fifteen women who walk in (they took the stairs) are each more gorgeous than the last. Each one wears something out of a runway show—designer skirts, luxury dresses, tall tall heels, lace and silk and leather and fur; all of it clinging to their impossible curves and shows off the tight fitness of their bellies. And yet even though their outfits are wildly different, there's something about them that is all the same. It takes me a moment to recognize it, although I'm staring openly at each beauty. 

They're cheerleading uniforms. The skirts or dresses are pleated, or their torsos are exposed, or there are little keyholes in the tops revealing their heavy cleavage, or they have race stripes on the side, or they're wearing thigh-high socks...

All these women are dolled up like high-luxury, impossibly top-end cheerleaders. 

Fuck.

Each one, in her own right, is an incredible celebrity in this world—the kind that would shut down traffic in a town just from a two-hour visit. They each boast incredible catalogues of websites with entire cities full of serves dedicated to their traffic and the millions of images of them flooding in per hour.

None of them hold a candle in direct competition with Sasha, of course—but any of them could be seen in a photo with her and not automatically be shamed into an endless black hole of embarrassment, and that’s saying something. 

They ooze elegance and class and—well, hard to describe it otherwise, but pep. They are cheerleaders, I suppose. They’re gorgeous, they’re desired all over the world, they’re in the most prestigious, exclusive beauty-based promotion in the world, and they belong in it, and they’re thrilled about it.

The girls downstairs? They're in mortal terror of losing their spots. 

The girls up here? Some of them have some fear, but most of them don't, and with incredibly good reason—again, while they're not as hopelessly gorgeous as Sasha or Madison (and no one is), they are the closest thing, which puts them far and above the hottest woman possible in the before-world. 

And they are, also, to a woman completely and totally filthy fucking rich and wealthy and always have been. So every single part of their lives has always been soft and coated in luxury, and often run in tandem with Sasha's or Madison's lives. They went to the same schools, organized the same military raids on striking laborers, collapsed the same rare-earth mineral mines to send messages to the same governments, seduced politicians all at the same time to end silly lazy things like weekends and mandatory vacation time for anyone with an income totaling less than five thousand a year (which is 95% of the population)...

Perhaps more relevantly, poisoned totally by Sasha's ineffable influence, they obsessed over me with one another and all had their first orgasm to the thought of me, often simultaneously with other girls just like them.

Walking in, each one smiles excitedly at Sasha, like she's their favorite sister or their personal BFF. Of course, she encourages this relationship to more easily manipulate them. Then their gaze goes to Madison, who probably is their BFF in most cases. She's just a touch less ruthless than her mother. 

But then their eyes fall on me. All fifteen, without fail, stop and choke up for a moment. Eyes moisten. Cheeks flush. Smiles flutter. Breasts heave in tiny silk blouses and threaten to bust through the delicate veneer of skintight jackets. At each one, Sasha pulls me closer and whispers a name. 

Delilah. Zara. Rosalia. Janet. Phoebe. Kimberly. Kristie. Whitney. Cindy. Naomi. Tatyana. Megan. Natalie. Violeta. Penelope. 

I had started off today thinking I would have a harem of professional cheerleaders. I knew the ones who had been on the team, but it's none of those girls. None of the ones from the before-world. Frankly? None of them, despite my frequent obsession over them alongside Sasha and Madison, are anywhere near the hotness levels of these fifteen. 

And now, because of Sasha’s power-hungry involvement, now what I’m faced with is owning a harem of...what do you even call this? 

They’re each fashion icons, trendsetters, and because of Sasha’s obsession with ensuring I have only pristinely hot, wealthy women serving me—both in incredible shape and fabulously wealthy. 

And young. Shit, are they ever. I think the oldest is only twenty-five. Most look to be closer to twenty.

“I have a firm cut-off at the age of twenty-seven,” she explains casually. “Anything older than that, besides me of course, and girls just tend to spoil, you know?”

Sasha again intuits my thoughts—or fuck it, maybe she just asked me to wish she was telepathic and forget about it. Hot either way.

“So that means,” says Sasha, “that girls usually quit around age twenty-six to avoid the dishonor of being asked to leave. That still nets them a few years in the media as personalities or influencers.”

Most of these influencers cash in their celebrity status to gleefully be used as a mouthpiece celebrating Sasha's hyper-capitalist, authoritarian state. Sasha has promised them revivification—becoming young again, young forever, like her—as a reward. 

She doesn't have to, and they both know it. They're all true believers. The fucked up way this world is, completely on its side in abject worship of my glory? They love it. They love the humiliation and squalor of inferiors, and they love their own superior position and the beauty and power they hold. It's the only way they understand society working at all. 

The girls don't know how to approach me. They gather at one side of the massive table. I remember dances, vaguely—I've fucked with reality a lot—when I was in school, where boys would all huddle and see who would be brave enough to ask the one girl to dance. It reminds me of that. They're chatting excitedly, biting their lips, giggling, tossing their hair, flashing please fuck me eyes in my direction constantly.  

A jaw-dropping blonde wearing a nearly-sheer white pleated sundress and tall, tall strappy white heels approaches. Her skin is flawless and shiny, her hair cut to a medium length showing the luscious density of each golden strand. 

“This is Zara,” Sasha tells me again, smiling and holding out her arm to hug her in a long, tit-crushing embrace. “She’s from Sweden. She's nineteen. You just had to immigrate here once you heard about our team, didn’t you doll?”

“Well,” Zara giggles. “I’ve been watching the shows since forever ago. The cartoons and everything. They just shaped everything I've ever thought.”

Zara's eyes are bright and blue and they remain fixated on me with everything she says. 

“The cartoons?” I ask. 

“Certainly. Beauties vs. Uglies. It’s in the sixteenth season. I still watch it sometimes!” Zara laughs. “I just never get tired of seeing the Beauties win. They’re sooo much better than the Uglies. It’s so funny to watch them fail and fail and never be as good as sexy, beautiful women were born to be.”

Brainwashing. This is propaganda on a massive scale. My cock throbs, and Madison is right there to squeeze it. 

“You deserve this, Daddy.” She whispers so only I can hear her. My absolute bucket-full of cum still swims in her virgin-tight cunt. “All this, and so much more.”

Zara, openly flirting with me, grips my forearm. “You’re definitely someone who likes Beauties way more than Uglies, aren’t you?” 

Her profile is some kind of AI-generated conception of “most symmetrically perfect blonde ever.” My stiff, aching cock is uncomfortably turgid just from looking at her. 

And, of course, from Madison still stroking it and insisting I deserve to fuck her full of babies.

This kind of woman wasn’t out of reach for me before—she was outside of my ability to even conceive. I’m not going to lie, she is probably hotter than Sasha used to be, or perhaps ever was in the reality I left more than a day ago. 

Her entire existence, designing herself from an early age to be nothing but a piece of aesthetic perfection, has paid off with brilliant genetics and what must be a torturous workout regime. Or, torturous for anyone else; I doubt Zara has any problem with it. She could probably do push-up handstands in her sleep for three days straight. She is fit.

“I just don’t see the point of looking at anyone ugly when there’s girls like Sasha around,” I say. “Or you.”

Zara titters, clearly pleased to be brought into the same compliment as Sasha. 

“You’re such a charmer.” She turns to Sasha. “Is it him?”

Sasha nods. Zara turns back to me and barely contains a lusty squeal. She clasps her hands to her chest, shaking excitedly.  

“Oh, I knew it! I knew it, I knew it, I knew it! I knew it from how big he was when he came in, the way you’ve been hanging off him.” She bites her lip. “I can’t believe you didn’t call me.”

Sasha wraps herself around me even tighter. “Yes you can.”

“Y-yes,” Zara stutters, clearly afraid of having insulted Sasha. “Of course I can, darling. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant—”

“I know what you meant.” Sasha's tone remains warm and congenial; I can tell she genuinely likes Zara. “To be frank, my love, we had our hands full just with the three of us.”

“Oh, yes, of course.” Zara's eyes get misty. “It's so lovely. You three, you're really together, aren't you?”

They both nod excitedly, showing off the diamond rings I materialized on their fingers earlier. 

“Oh my god!” Zara claps her hands. Her tits bounce fetchingly. “I just want you to know, sir—that I know I'm a catch. I know I'm incredible. I know I'm better than everyone here except for your wives.” She licks her lips. Her arrogance obviously turns herself on. It turns me on. “But I will never threaten Sasha or Madison's primacy for your love, my King. Not in fact, without question, and certainly not in intent. To be the third-favorite of the Glory that is You? The one we have awaited?”

Just to catch you up, the Swedish knockout with the absolutely perfect facial features and objectively flawless body is referring to me in both religious and royal terms and coating every syllable in abject lust, love, and worship. 

“Oh, Sir. Oh, my King. My Lord. Such a fate would be beyond my wildest dreams if I were a plebe like some of the others here.” She casts shade to the other girls gathered behind her, and I almost fuck her right then and there. “It is not beyond my wildest dreams. I know my worth. Worshiping at Sasha and Madison's feet, while they are at your feet, is my only dream.”

She's pushed all the way into me. I'm groaning. 

Madison whispers in my ear, almost sub-audible: 

Fuck her, Daddy. You can fuck her right now and no one would stop you. You Deserve to fuck her. You Deserve her praise. Her worship. You are her king. Won't you fuck her? Please let me watch you...

Zara's tits, heavy, press against my chest, and a big button from her dress pops undone. 

“Gosh, darling,” says Sasha. “Zara is really earning her raise.”

“My raise?” Zara asks, still locking eyes with me. 

“Master just fucked Madison, but he's hard now, all raised up. That deserves its own raise, doesn't it? How much more, baby? How much should we pay Zara to be on your team?”

I somehow have the information already in my my mind—she's already paid over thirty million dollars a month. I groan. 

“I have so many followers,” says Zara. “Particularly in Europe. Can you imagine what they'll do, knowing I belong to you? Can you just think of how many girls will need to immigrate here right away to somehow have a shot with you?” Her voice gets dangerously low. “Can you think of how easy it will be to breed them?”

Three of them. Three urging, eager seductresses. I can't stop groaning. No wonder Sasha likes this girl. She's made her into a monster of her own design—which I guess, in a way, is a monster of my design. 

Sasha is insistent. “Should we double her salary?

“Nine,” I grunt at last, staring helplessly into Zara's bright blue eyes.  

“Nine million more dollars?” Sasha doesn't sound impressed. 

“Nine times more per month. Do it.”

“That would make her one of the most wealthy women on the planet. Only surpassed by myself and Madison.” Sasha kisses my jaw and cheek. “That's so hot.” She turns to Zara. “Darling, won't you sit next to James at the table and negotiate the final terms of your new contract? I'm sure Madison could assist you. I need to address the girls.”

Fuck. Sasha has something to say.

I should have thought of this. I should have anticipated it. She's going to go mad with wishes again. I'm still mentally slapping myself as I sit down and Zara and Madison slide on to either of my massive thighs, unzipping my cock beneath the table and stroking. Their fingers are long, but their hands are tiny, and they look even tinier against my massive cock. I watch Sasha as she struts slowly, effortlessly, around the gathered cheerleaders.

I should stop this. Instead, I just watch, horny and dumb, stroked stupid by two teenage goddesses.

“I’ve advised you all for years now to not have boyfriends. Some of you decided not to listen to me. Those of you who did have boyfriends, I advised you to starve them of sex. And again, some of you decided not to listen to me.” 

I know—I don't know how I know but I do know—that sex is the term given to some male slave (a single woman using a regular male slave calls him a “boyfriend”) using a dildo on their female owner. The idea of a man actually using his penis to fuck his owner is beyond taboo. 

Sasha continues to strut and looks over at me with lust and love in her beautiful face. I love watching her hips move. She’s a marvel. 

“And now, today, those of you who trusted me are to be rewarded. The more you trust me, the more I will reward you. Those of you who still have boyfriends? Contact them now and break it off. Do so permanently. You have one minute.”

I count seven girls busting out their phones and taking care of business. “Breaking up with a boyfriend” means selling them back to the market, or just exterminating them. 

Mentally, I put the girls who had such a male in their lives on the bottom of my list. 

Zara, without pausing in stroking me for even a second, calmly procures her phone from her bag and slides it down the table to me, unlocked. There’s a photo of her as the background; her brilliantly tight tanned body in a bridal lingerie selfie. It fades to another photo—her on her knees, begging, in bridal lingerie again. 

“I had them taken just for you. No one has ever seen these.” She whimpers as she strokes me harder, faster. “Every photo I've ever had taken of me, I've only ever thought of you, my King.”

No one told her to call me that. She just does. 

It's so stupidly hot. 

“So here’s the situation,” says Sasha. “This is James. He is in incredible shape. He is stellar in bed—I don’t think I’ve cum so much in my entire life before meeting him, and now I’ve lapped my record quite a few times. His cock is enormous. He’s the most wealthy man alive. He’s so, so fucking handsome. And I belong to him with my whole body, mind, and soul, forever.”

She takes a full thirty seconds just to stare at me, eyes wet with worship, after she says this. Madison and Zara stroke me as she does and it’s everything I can do not to cum right there. 

No one, not a fucking soul, dares to interrupt Sasha or ask to her move the explanation along. They all know their place.

Eventually, Sasha continues. 

“My darling, perfect, incredible man here can make any change he wants to reality as we know it. He has a wishing stone. I must admit to some fogginess in my head about it, but I’m fairly certain he’s the reason we’re all here right now. Isn’t that right, darling?”

I nod.

“So, you’ve made me this fabulously wealthy my entire life? You ensured I had nothing but wealth, glamour, and the worship of you filling my brain for the entirety of my existence, leading me to use all my power and influence to ensure that the women here, today, were as gloriously sexy and submissive as possible?”

I nod again. 

“You see? Because of him, I’m the world’s wealthiest person, and the most beautiful.”

“You were already the most beautiful,” I correct her. “But now you’ll always be that way.”

“Oh, yes. That. Have you noticed how I don’t age? How I look exactly the same as I do since I was eighteen? Isn’t that marvelous? I don’t have to worry about aging, or gaining weight, or wrinkles, or flab, or stretch marks, or any of that plebe-stuff. I’m just better, all the time. And it’s because of my darling husband.”

A chorus of excited whispers fill the room. Every single woman stares at me with wet, abject worship and need.

“And he can change more. So much more. And he loves it when I suggest things.”

Oh fuck. Here it comes. I start to try to shut Sasha down, but Madison slides down and across my lap, sliding my cock into her incredible mouth and quickly massaging my cockhead with her trembling esophagus. Zara, jealous but cooperative, coos and pumps Madison's mouth up and down by holding her thick hair. 

“There's just so many possibilities. Gosh, like, wouldn’t it be amazing if every girl here was a princess or a queen, darling?” Sasha suggests. “They could each have a little theme, couldn’t they? One could have a little regency where they do nothing but rule over the ruby trade, and another emeralds, another sapphires...” She is closer now, smiling, and uses her fingers to gently guide Madison's head. She doesn’t have to, Madison is incredible at sucking my cock all by herself, and Zara is already helping, but all of them and me enjoy it immensely. “...Of course, they all pay tribute with seventy-percent of their profits and stones to me, but that would still leave them billionaire queens, wouldn’t it?”

It’s hard to speak. She fucks me up so much. Aren’t I in charge? Do I fucking care? 

“What if,” Sasha says excitedly, “each of you girls came up here and made a little suggestion to your new Master? He’ll grant your wishes, I promise. All you have to do is turn him on. He loves it when girls love themselves and their own beauty, like I do...and of course he loves me.”

“Mistress,” Zara raises a hand. “May I go first?”

Sasha claps her hands together excitedly. “Of course! My favorite blonde. Please. Show the rest of them how it's done.”

Every girl looks on with total jealousy. This is starting to feel like some ploy, like Zara and Sasha have had this planned for forever. But...it's just one wish, and that's all, right? How much could it be?

Zara bends herself over on the table before me. She’s thoughtful enough to leave her painfully tight dress down so I can push it up myself and explore the perfectly sculpted, exquisite shapes of her legs and ass. Her pussy, decorated in luxury black lace panties, is soaking wet. 

“I want it.” She looks back at me. “I want your cock...I want your power. I want the wealth. Please...I want you to give me more...I know I'm pretty enough to deserve it, aren't I?”

My thoughts feel thick. Sasha is whispering something in my ear I can't make out. I think I made Madison too fucking good at sucking cock.

“What?” I try to gather myself. 

The other cheerleaders gather up on the table to watch, all of them on their hands and knees. I groan. The entire conference room is swimming in submissive pussy pheromones.

“What if your seed was addictive, my King?” says Zara. “I wish it was.”

I stand up, trying to focus. Instead I just jam Madison's head into Zara's hot, exposed rear as I grope it and rip away her panties. Zara's tits hit the table, crushing them in that perfect way. I stop trying to hold onto control. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I nod. “I wish that too.”

Madison, on her knees, suddenly sucks harder. More urgent. More passionate. Sasha, at my side,  grinds her cunt more insistently on me. 

Where did my clothes go? I had a suit on. I'm just naked muscles now. Zara is so fucking hot. I don't care. 

“Oh, here's one,” says Zara. “Master, what if your sperm changed us? Made us hotter, younger, and tighter for you all the time? So that no matter what, we were always getting sexier for you? I wish it was that way”

My cock already makes women become the perfect fit for me, but this suggestion goes beyond that, improving their beauty as well. 

Grunting, precum spurting everywhere, I push Madison off my cock and slide into Zara's waiting, hot body. She's so tiny and flexible that she turns and kisses me desperately as I bend over on top of her, grabbing my hands to run across her thick, milk-leaking tits. 

“I wish that too,” I groan. “Yeah. Yeah.”

Wasn't it supposed to just be one wish? But then, I haven't stopped fucking Zara yet. So why would she stop asking for wishes?

“Your empress,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “You remember what I said about precious stones. Your empress of emeralds. And rubies. And sapphires. And always has been. I wish that was Zara. She's such a perfect fit.”

Her pussy is so unbelievably tight it takes my breath away. What the fuck are they doing in Sweden? Good lord. 

“But...you...Madison...”

“Your Goddess?” Sasha purrs. “Your High Priestess? I think we are secure in our positions. I just wish Zara was the Empress of all Rare Stones, as we discussed.”

Didn't she say that responsibility would be shared?

Zara wraps her legs around me, pulling me tighter, screaming in pleasure. I'm melting her mind with one cum after another. The cheerleaders around her are, appropriately, cheering her on. 

Oh, fuck it.

“I wish that too.”

Instantly, Zara is layered in jewelry. She wears a tiny ruby waist chain. Her blond hair is longer, a net of sapphires highlighting the gold underneath. Teardrops of emeralds appear around her neck, decorating her clavicles and cleavage. 

“What if,” Zara moans, orgasming again, her azure eyes wild and delirious. “you were the only man? The only virile man, I mean. What if all future generations were derived entirely from your seed?”

Sasha likes that a lot. “Oh my god. Yes. Everyone completely dependent on you and you alone. We could sell your seed for millions of dollars a vial. Only the richest would be able to afford it...” she smiles, grinding and kissing and whimpering. “And only beautiful women will be rich in our world. Won’t that be amazing?”

I’ve just become a wish pump for Sasha and Zara; I do not fucking care. Every wish she has me make further reinforces her twisted view of what the world should be, and it’s so thoroughly evil that it should make me sick. Instead, I’m just lost in the way she’s looking at me, dreamy-eyed, like a heartsick teenager with the biggest crush in the world, while I fuck a woman who isn’t her. 

She loves that I’m fucking Zara, loves that I’m spreading my seed around to other fertile women, loves that her Man is so masculine and strong that he takes whoever he wants. 

And she loves—absolutely loves—that she gets first pickings of my seed at any time, and gets to dictate the terms of my harem to her delight. 

“I wish that too.”

Cumming explosively, I grip Zara’s hips hard. Madison and Sasha, clutching me tight, cum with me at my insistence and power. The entire room of beautiful women feels like it melts into me, cumming when I do, all of them moaning and gasping with orgasmic delight at the fact of my seed spilling into a fertile belly.

For several minutes, all of us just push into one another. A pile of beautiful, perfectly-designed bodies. The entire harem leaning in on me, aching for me, whispering. 

Master...You’re the one...You’re the King...We Love You...We Always Loved You...

And through it all I embrace Sasha and Madison, my two top girls, letting their plush lips against my skin calm my heart beat and bring me back down to something resembling reality. 

I’ve just bankrupted the sperm bank of humanity; holy shit. I can’t imagine that’s going to be good. Maybe I should undo it? Maybe I should...

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of the only true man in the whole world,” says Sasha, kissing my chin.

“The only one,” says Madison, kissing her mother even as she kisses my chest and neck. “We're such lucky, lucky girls.”

What was I thinking about? 

Zara turns, moaning, wrapping her legs around me once more. She is clearly ready to go again, to claim more of my seed for herself and, in doing so, deny others the same privilege. The sweaty flush of her skin pulls me in; I ache immediately to give her what she wants. 

“What if,” Sasha purred, stroking my cock right over Zara’s cunt, “you were even more powerful? Think of it, darling. Think of how much we—"

“Enough!”

There’s an incredible flash of light and a sound of thunder—an explosion in the conference room that reverberates through the entire office. Several windows shatter. The walls crack. 

Two illustriously gorgeous, alien beings emerge from the smoke, blue electricity crackling all around them. Both wear some kind of skintight armored leotard; one wears white, the other black. They look almost like humans, but are taller, tinier in the abdomen, their limbs longer, and their faces without age. 

The one wearing white steps forward. “No more. By the High Counselor, you have to stop this madness!” She waves a hand at me, and something invisible constricts itself around my mouth and throat. “This is not why we gave you this power.”

# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Wishful Thinking – Galactic Harem
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I’m supposed to be having a very serious conversation. Crazy-beautiful perfect-bodied humanoid aliens have just taken away my ability to make wishes, and they look real pissed off. 

But. 

I’m sitting on a couch with Madison and Zara calmly and adroitly attending my cock. Both of them are dressed in magnificent regalia, befitting their stations as my High Priestess and Empress. Decked out in rare stones. Plunging-neckline gowns with hip-high slits, more like suggestions than pieces of clothing. Madison my chestnut-haired fuckpet. Zara my golden blonde regal doll. Their mouths and hands trading spots effortlessly, keeping my mind thick with arousal even as I pour load after virile load down their throats. Each one is hot, sticky, thick, and voluminous. The extra seed seems to melt into their skin, making them shine like the finest possible body cream.  

They’re addicted to me, now. And getting hotter with each load. Bustier. Tighter. Taller. Sexier. Every part of them right down to the smallest atom and quark redefining itself based on pleasure for me.

Their lips—lips that have never touched another, that have spent their whole lives aching and preparing and needing to service my cock and my cock alone—do just that, worshiping my thick meat with wet kisses and long tongue-heavy slurps. Their moans are the only sound in the penthouse as the aliens fiddle with some devices in their hands. I don’t know what they’re doing, exactly, but I think it’s keeping a lid on what’s happening here. Shutting down communications. Stealthing their ship. Keeping the door barred with big masses of invisible energy.

Standing behind me and leaning over with her tits against my head, Sasha whispers her devotion to me, her surety in my supremacy, and her need to see me fill both alien girls with my cum until they beg to belong to me forever. 

“It will be so easy, my King. So easy, just like everything is for you. They will fall to you. They won’t be able to stop themselves. They need you. We all need you.”

Her accented, heated voice is layered with the beautiful collapses of several realities of herself, each one more beautiful and arrogant and wealthy than the last. She is everything to me. Making her wet, making her mine is pretty much all I think about. And even with as much as I want to fuck these two gorgeous alien broads, I want to fuck and enslave them even more knowing it’s what Sasha wants. 

Madison, my darling little evil babe and Sasha’s adopted daughter, chokes as I hold her down on my cock, emptying another heavy load down her throat. Zara, watching jealousy, smiles with criminal intensity as Madison slowly turns purple from the lack of air to her system. It would turn her on to watch Madison be choked even more, because everything I do turns Zara on. She’s hot enough to melt stars and she’s that obsessed with me. 

A wave of slow, angry clarity fills me even as I fill Madison. I push her off of me, slide upwards without sitting quite so deeply in Sasha’s grasp, and sit up straight. Then, thinking for a moment, I push Zara down between my legs for her to go to work. 

I’ve really got to focus. 

The two aliens in front of us step closer, looking ready to talk. I breathe in deep, trying to ignore the world-class beauty making out with my cock like it’s a soldier come home from war. 

Okay, so aliens are real, and that’s a whole thing. 

Honestly I suppose I should have seen it coming. What did I think was really happening? I just happen to come across some mysterious masked stranger in a dead strip mall, and they just happen to sell me a stone that can literally grant me any reality-altering wish that I’d like?

That’s the kind of thing that would only happen now, a hundred wishes in. It’s startling how quickly I forgot what normal life is like. 

Sasha already had this gigantic penthouse installed inside the stadium for me, because of course she did. By this, I mean she had it built in anticipation of my arrival in her life years ago, and continued to have it expanded, maintained, and kept sparkling clean, employing a staff of dozens to ensure that the entire ten thousand square feet space was spotless in every single nook and cranny, and always fully stocked with enough fresh groceries to feed an army. 

And she did all this—was this way, thought all this, planned like this—because she begged me to wish it to be so. She’s so fucking obsessed with me that her entire brain—the brain of this unbelievably hot, immortal, raven-haired beauty—is a nuclear-powered Ferrari engine running for the sole purpose of making the world even hotter for me to rule with her at my side. She begs me to make wishes to give her and myself more power, and because I’ve already wished her to be the kind of supernaturally seductive that would shame a shiver of succubi, I give in.

We are there now, in a living room that is easily ten times the size of my old apartment from several realities ago; one of several such rooms of that size here. The aliens demanded a place to be debriefed, and Sasha led all of us up here to get away from the crawling cooing mess of the dozen-plus cheerleader-supermodel-goddess-queens that I had just mindfucked to eternity and back. 

It’s funny, with as much as my life must have changed for me to have the body and mind and cock I do now, I only remember my life as it was before I ever got the wishing stone. I clearly remember parts of the world that Sasha has established with all her wealth and power, but I still think of my “growing up” as without the endless luxury and privilege that Sasha ensured I had in this reality for being the world’s only “True Male.” 

Maybe it has a different effect on me because I’m the one who holds the stone? Who can say. 

The aliens in question are so fucking mind-numbingly hot that I’m a little surprised I didn’t wish them into existence. They don’t surpass my lust for Sasha, not quite, but they do come closer than anyone else has save for maybe Madison and Zara, and even surpass the two of them in some ways. 

Both of the aliens are humanoid and clearly feminine in shape; the first thought I had when I saw them was that they were some kind of hyper-evolved human from ten million years in the future. 

Each one is pale, pristinely porcelain white. Their skin, completely without blemishes or marks, is smooth and almost reflective it’s so shiny. High, pointed ears assist in the dramatic angles of their faces—pointed cheekbones, hollow cheeks, plush lips, and slicked back long hair that slides in thick tresses down to the middle of their incredibly muscled backs. One is bright golden blonde, and the other is a deep unnatural burgundy red. 

They wear sleeveless catsuits of some kind of ultra-tight material that lifts and supports and clings like spandex but has the consistency of matte leather. The immense curvature of their gravity-defying tits held in and framed by perfect scooping Queen Anne necklines. Burgundy wears blood-red black, the blonde a kind of deep ivory. Their delicately slender necks are adorned with collars, adorned in turn with alien symbols, and long gloves of that same strange material slide up past their elbows all the way down to the tips of their magnificently long fingers.

Their torsos are longer than a humans, as are their arms, but even so their bodies are mostly legs. Gorgeous, thin, miles-long legs. The thigh-gap, easily visible thanks to their skintight suits, is easily five-inches on either woman. Despite their thin stature, neither seems emaciated or starved; in fact I get the feeling that both could go toe-to-toe with any athlete in the world save for perhaps myself and Sasha.

God, I want to fuck them. I want to fuck them both and have them moan my name. Their faces, sensuous and deeply sexy, promise intimate secrets and whispered essays of love with every slight movement. 

And of course I would probably be wishing away their free will right now, but they anticipated this, numbing my vocal cords with some kind of tech so that all I can do is sort of weakly groan and moan to whatever they say. I find it really hot that they’re intelligent enough to resist my new will and power; it makes me want to fuck them all the more. 

Madison crawls back up on the couch—all my cum already absorbed into her flawless, shiny body—and snuggles into me, casually stroking my cock and whimpering for me to fuck her while Zara lovingly sucks my cock. Sasha uses one hand to stroke her daughter’s perfect, ultra-long hair, pushing her tighter against me. 

Just really quick? Madison whispers. Like before they start talking? You could get me pregnant, I bet, before they really need your attention. Would it be all right if I lick your neck while you shoot your unprotected load inside me? I mean I just want—

On and on like that, almost subaudible insane desperate urging whispers to fuck and own them as much as possible. 

I can hear, outside, security forces beginning to converge because of the panicking lusts of the cheerleader queens. It’s touching, to be honest—the loyalty they already feel toward me despite knowing me for such a brief amount of time. I suppose it’s that kind of loyalty that I’ve been aching to have from these women, from anyone, in the first place. 

Due to Sasha’s urging and the urging of the cheerleaders, I own the queens of several countries now (most countries, in fact), all of them helplessly worshipful of my Cock, and all of them supremely well-armed to destroy any opposition to their rule. 

There’s a lot of opposition; turns out, when all you do is work your populace to death so that one gorgeously hot, immortal woman and her closest associates and family have the entirety of a family’s wealth, people try to rise up again and again. Naturally, they fail, because my girls have the most well-trained militaries in the world—with lots of practice, again, because of all the uprisings.

Sasha appears to take this all in stride. She sees how I can’t speak, how I haven’t wished these beautiful creatures into submission, and remains preternaturally calm. She is a queen, an empress, and regardless of the beauty these beings possess and the majestic grandeur of the wide-ranging universe they represent, they remain little more than specks of dirt to her up until the point that they—in her mind—inevitably submit to my will. 

I’m a little less certain than Sasha, if only because her vocal chords aren’t immobilized. 

“So,” she says. “Ladies. Who are you, besides rather rude guests?” 

She asks the question raising a perfect eyebrow and sliding deeper against my back, sliding her hands down my massive marble-cut chest and sliding a hand across Madison’s jaw. 

“It hardly matters to you,” says Burgundy. “We’ll be out of your lives soon enough.”

Sasha nods at Madison, who in less than instant goes from grinding her hot body against mine to attacking the two. She takes a table lamp and smashes it over Burgundy’s head to absolutely no effect. 

Burgundy, in turn, picks up Madison with one hand by the scruff of her neck and pulls out a metal square with a hostile red-flashing end, and shoves it into Madison’s throat. The square flashes furiously red, letting out a blast of heat that leaves a scorching trail on the wall behind Madison and even flash-burns her shadow into the suddenly flaming, close-to-collapsing wall behind her. Then she tosses Madison down to the ground. 

“Now,” Burgundy says. “Do what we want, wish for exactly what we say, or else—”

She stops suddenly as Madison gets up and scurries back into me, resuming her stroking and grinding.

Sorry, Daddy, she whispers. Sorry. We had to try.

Sasha strokes her, letting her know she did well. 

“...that was enough energy to blast a hole in a starship,” Blonde says, stunned. “What did you do to her?”

“The same thing he did to all his girls,” says Sasha, smiling beautifully. “So why don’t we talk?”

“You bitch.” 

Burgundy advances on Sasha—Madison and I both tense up to keep her away, and my rising cock lifts Zara off the ground—but the Blonde grabs her partner’s arm. 

“Don’t be rude, Freya,” says Blonde. “My name is Aurelia, Inquisitorial Archeologist. Obviously, she is Freya, of the Order of Broken Stones.”

Sasha is unimpressed. “Obviously.”  

“Why are you here?” Madison asks. 

Madison is much more upset than Sasha; less refined in her zealotry. Her fury is palpable; I can see the tortures in her mind already being devised for doing any kind of harm to her perfect Master. She’s waited for me her whole life, at least in this reality, and now these two alien broads are screwing it up!

Aurelia sighs. “We’re harvesters, I guess you could say.”

“She is,” Freya rolls her eyes. “I’m a warrior.”

“Yes. She’s a warrior. And normally the way we harvest is primarily through our warriors. They capture, and we retrieve.”

Oh, good. As long as we’re explaining everything. I roll my eyes. This elucidates nothing. 

Sasha feels my frustration, massaging more intently. “What is it that you harvest, exactly?” 

Despite their opaqueness, I have a feeling I already know.

“Genetic material,” says Aurelia. “Breeding material. The genetic material of your species is incredibly valuable to us. We don’t have any more males of our race, but the seed of your species is such a close match that we can use it as a substitute.”

Sasha raises a perfect eyebrow. “You mean...sperm?”

“Yes. We require your sperm.”

Zara giggles, licking my cock. Madison matches her giggle, squeezing me tight, and Sasha laughs richly as she understands the issue. 

“So his sperm, then?”

“That’s the problem, isn’t it?” Freya snaps. “You lunatics. We can monitor the virility of the entire planet; it’s how we got here in the first place. You weren’t supposed to use the artifact for sterilizing everyone but him, even if he is absolutely hot, and—”

Aurelia tsks, grabbing Freya, putting a finger to her mouth. They share a long look, raising eyebrows and daring the other to take control. 

While they’re distracted, I slip the wishing stone into Sasha’s hands. Right away, she smiles in her utterly perfect way. I used to jerk off to that smile twenty times a week, staring helplessly on my computer screen. Now, it’s just for me.

Perhaps you might think it’s insane, slipping a stone of apparently infinite reality-bending power into the hands of a mindfucked slave. What if she wants to take revenge somehow?

But of course, I know she won’t. She loves what she’s become. She adores that all her power, all her beauty and talent and wealth, exists as nothing more than as a vector of worship for my supremacy over her and every other being on the planet. 

It’s why I love her. Even if somehow I could manage to take away my control of her—which I never could, because she would hate not having me and because I would loathe not having her—she would re-wish probably 99% of what I asked for.

She might not have focused on me specifically for the Ultra Alpha Male to rule everything...but, well, that’s they’re my wishes.

“As soon as you have that figured out, ladies,” Sasha interrupts their bickering, “I wish you were my Master’s willing, eager servant girls, desperate for his cum and approval.”

They both turn to address Sasha. United in their opposition. 

Aurelia smirks. “That won’t work,” she says, pointing a thumb at Freya, who waves the chunky dial-heavy device in her hands. “We thought of that. Please don’t assume we’re stupid.”

“We’re screening your wishes,” says Freya. “There’s a frequency that, if close enough, can shut down the emissions from the stone. We did have the stone itself interred in a vault surrounded by tens of thousands of such emitters, but then someone decided we should break thousands of years of tradition and law to—”

“Hush,” Aurelia hisses. “We’re on the same side, Freya.”

Freya falls quiet, clenching her fists. Sasha and I exchange a glance. Part of what makes beauty so dramatic is that it is endlessly suggestive as opposed to the monotony of ugliness—she can communicate with just a glance her desire to try and overpower Freya and take the device out of her hands. 

I shake my head. 

There’s no way to take the device and use it with any certainty. What if there’s something that explodes their ship, or destroys whatever the off-button is for this thing on my throat?

“You know,” Sasha crosses around the couch and sits on the couch, guiding Zara deeper up on my cock, “he only cums when he wants?”

Freya and Aurelia frown. They didn’t know that. 

They don’t know the wishes I’ve made. That’s something. 

“In that case, let me be clear,” says Sasha. “This is my planet. My home. My husband. My life which you are invading. It’s clear you have the upper hand. But it also seems clear to me I have something you want. So what will it take to make you leave?” She slides her hands across my neck, staring dreamily. “If it’s a simple matter of fucking my darling, please make no mistake—I don’t mind in the slightest. If you want his seed, come and get it. Why not?”

Something happens then that surprises me. 

Aurelia’s knees obviously buckle. 

She wants me. 

I can’t believe I didn’t notice it before. Of course. Their alien physiology is better at hiding it than human women—but she’s dying to jump on my cock and feel it bulge her tight, long abdomen. 

Freya is harder to read. Harder all over, in fact. A natural warrior. She is all duty, all business.

I wished for myself to be Sasha’s dream man. That’s the extent of my obsession with her. And of course, Sasha’s dream man is so handsome, hunky, attractive, and studly that he could make even alien pussy wet. The constant stream of permanently-aroused pheromones leaking from Zara, Madison, and Sasha’s bodies can only help that cause, as can the brain-fogging musk of my precum, cum, and cock. 

“Well?” Sasha asks, pressing the advantage. “Fuck him. It’s obvious you want to. You have my permission.”

“We do not require your permission,” Freya snaps. “We need more than just him. We have quotas to fill. We need a planet of cum.”

Aurelia puts an arm on Freya, once again trying to calm her. She sits down on the loveseat across from Sasha and locks eyes with her. And flushes. Because she’s locking eyes with the living definition of human beauty. 

“First,” she says, casting a sidelong glance at Freya. “Thank you. I appreciate that we can talk this over. And you are right that we both have something the other wants.”

Sasha nods, waiting. Tilting her jaw just so. She’s such a fucking regal empress. My cock grows inside of Zara and watching Sasha’s face so intently it’s all I can do to not cum again. 

“My position here...doing this kind of thing,” says Aurelia. “It’s a recent promotion.”

“Very recent.” Freya looks away.

Her sneer is so hot. I want to fuck her while she sneers at the whole globe. 

“Therefore,” Aurelia continues, “it’s a bit tenuous. I do want this to go well. I am willing, for the sake of peace and expediency, to eschew our normal process.”

Sasha raises an eyebrow. 

“Why can’t you just wish yourself some males with the stone?”

“Using the stone is heresy,” says Freya. “And even giving it to a heathen like you to use is highly suspect and questionable.”

“Yes, I’m sure your high-and-mighty attitude about sitting back and letting me do everything I have done so far will get you off the hook under the tribunal of the High Counselor.” Aurelia rolls her eyes. “She’s a real stick in the mud.”

Sasha and Madison exchange a bemused look, and both of them look with favor at Aurelia. 

“I’m curious,” says Sasha, “what is your normal mode of operations?” 

Aurelia gestures for Freya to go ahead. 

“Normally,” says Freya, her face showing a new fervor I also find deeply attractive, “we start wars. It’s easy to do most of the time. Every race in the galaxy finds us unstoppably sexy. And we happen to like it when blood is spilled in our name. The warriors among us, I mean.” 

It’s easy to see why, to all of the above. I know I wished away most of my soul and everything, but I’d have very little issue killing a whole lot of people to fuck Freya. And she just looks like the kind of evil broad who gets off on the suffering of others. I’ve come to know the type. 

“A wink here,” Freya explains, “a smile there, and pretty much everyone just falls all over themselves dying to please us. We have special operatives for it. That’s what she—” she jams her thumb at Aurelia, “—is supposed to do. I’m just clean up, after most of the fools have destroyed themselves.”

“But,” says Aurelia, “I wanted to try something different. Something without all the bloodshed.”

Freya scoffs. “And look where that got us!”

“It was working fine,” says Aurelia. “You were moving right along to where we projected. You’ve turned yourself into the epitome of all that is male and hot and attractive and muscles and big cock sucked on by—” She pauses, breathing, swallowing. Realizing that she had started to babble. “You put yourself slowly more and more in control of every faculty of humanity through the instant accumulation of wealth and power. Once holding a little bit of power, you needed more and more to protect it, and then more to protect that, and so on.” Her gorgeous face becomes pink with fury. “But then you went and fucking wished for every human man alive but you to be sterile! You imbecile!”

Hearing the recounting of her wishes come to life, Zara sucks harder and more soulfully than ever before. I can control my orgasms...but she’s making it hard to control them. My thoughts drift for a moment and I squeeze tighter onto Madison and Sasha.  

“To be fair,” says Madison, “it’s not like it was his idea.”

“Also,” says Sasha, “it’s super hot. I mean, isn’t it really sexy that I’ve got the first cum dibs on the only true male on the planet?”

This course of dialogue surprises both alien girls. 

“Yes, of course it is—” Aurelia shakes her head. “I mean no, and even if it was, like even if it really truly totally was, that’s not the point. You ruined my plan. I’m rather...rather cross with you all.”

Sasha stares at Aurelia and Freya, letting the soft sounds of Zara sucking me off fill the room. She is in no rush. Letting the slow process of their pheromones filling the nostrils of Aurelia and Freya do work.  

“I do agree with you on one point,” she says to Aurelia. “There’s no reason for all this...violence.” She points to the broken furniture and the burn on the wall and floor. “Our desires are not opposed. They are merely...not yet parallel.”

Freya sits down next to Aurelia on the couch. They sit very close. Their legs touching. Freya intently watches Zara worshiping my cock. It occurs to me that they haven’t seen my cock in all its glory very much yet. 

Aurelia touches Freya’s thigh, examining Sasha. “What do you have in mind?” 

“You need not listen to her,” Freya hisses. “I can tell you how to handle this. We kill them, all of them, and harvest the male, and—”

“You already tried to kill one!” Aurelia shook her head. “We have to work with them or else use the stone ourselves. There is no third choice.”

Freya, a bit cowed by Aurelia’s sudden intensity, stands back up and paces over near the window. 

“Go on,” says Aurelia.

“Tell me exactly what it is you’re proposing. Clearly.” Sasha’s jaw sets. “Without any more...back story.”

“One of you has to take the stone and wish things back to the way they were. That’s it. It can be you.”

“You mean,” Sasha’s voice took a dangerous edge, “before I am who I am now? Before I was so thrillingly and perfectly and immortally in love with my man?”

Freya and Aurelia know they can’t hurt Sasha. And if they throw her in the vacuum of space or something else to dispose of her, it’s not like they’re going to get anyone else on earth to do something that would explicitly displease her. There are, now, because of her wishes made my command, vast underground dungeons the size of continents full of those who displeased Sasha in the tiniest of ways. 

“All we want is to be able to milk the men of this planet and take their seed for our reproductive purposes," Aurelia explains. “Surely, with the stone, there’s any number of ways for that to happen without upending the life you’ve led?”

“You could just put them all in farms and grow them like cattle,” says Freya. “We do that a lot on other planets.”

Aurelia ticks ideas off a long finger. “You could make them love it to keep down the threat of uprisings.”

“Or you could make them hate it just to enjoy their misery.” Freya bites a lip, staring out the window. I see her squirm a bit. 

Oh, she is definitely my kind of girl.

“So the deal you’re proposing,” says Sasha, “is to wish for the men of this planet to have their virility back. Or,” she puts a finger on her perfect, plush lips, “Or to be even more virile than ever, perhaps? To really sweeten the pot for you.”

Aurelia nods. “Yes. Although you would need to wish also to want to farm them out to us. For that to be a basic drive to you, like shelter or water or clothing. So that there would be no misunderstandings in the future when perhaps you thought you had some sort of an advantage.”

Sasha gestures to indicate she heard this. “And in exchange,” she continues, “you’ll leave us alone otherwise. I’ll continue to be wealthy and gorgeous and eternally young and beautiful, as will the rest of my Master’s harem. And he’ll be the invincible conquering god we all know him to be. And you continue your wonderful cause of a galactic matriarchy, conquering in the name of beauty and aesthetics?”

“Yes,” Aurelia nodded. “We can allow that.”

I see Sasha’s jaw tighten ever so slightly. Almost imperceptible, except perhaps to one who had studied her image for years at a time like myself. That word—allow—struck her in exactly the wrong way, and I knew that our path was sealed from then on. 

I catch her gaze, and guide it down to Zara on my cock—pushing the blonde back ever so slightly before she whimpers and slides up deeper. She’s babbling in tongues against my meat. Have I mentioned she’s hot enough to power an entire fucking universe by herself?

Sasha nods. She gets it.

“It’s just quite difficult for me,” says Sasha, “to wish for anything that would harm my man. I’m sure you understand. Girls as attractive as you must have romantic partners?”

Freya blushes furiously, looking at Aurelia and then looking away. 

“Actually,” says Aurelia, “we’re forbidden from such partnerships. Mating is a very...technical process for us. Lifelong partnerships are common, but romantic relationships are seen as quite taboo, as they initiated the cataclysm that led to so much of our current situation...the harvesting and all of that.”

“Really?”

“Yes. You see, the wishing stone, in the wrong hands of course, meant—”

“I think she can figure out what it meant,” says Freya. “She’s practically the prototype for the Great Betrayer.”

Aurelia rolls her eyes and continues. 

“We’re an incredibly sexual species. We mate for life, often with numerous partners, just to keep up with our own voracious erotic demands. Just...”

“...Not for breeding.”

Sasha, holding court, is a sight to see. She pushes Zara backward on my cock, and Zara dares not disobey. 

“Naturally, you have to protect your race. That only makes sense to me. I am happy to wish that into being.”

“Well.” Aurelia huffs. “Thank you. I’m glad you’re being reasonable.”

“Only...” Sasha smirks, and reveals my cock entirely, pushing Zara to one side. It’s covered with Zara’s slobber and my precum. 

Freya moans, and immediately walks back over to sit next to Aurelia again. Both of their jaws slowly slacken and drop. Their eyes affixed. Awe-struck.

“...I mean, I do wish to be very open with you,” says Sasha. “My feelings of compersion are rather intense. And I am sure my darling husband finds you deeply attractive. You’re both gorgeous. Seeing my perfect husband with beautiful women pleasing him sexually excites me considerably. So call me interested. Are you...at all...attracted to him?”

Aurelia and Freya both swoon visibly, which only makes my cock harder, which makes them swoon harder again.

“It’s just, you know. You need male seed. And you mentioned that he is so ‘absolutely hot.’ I just must think that your species has some predisposition to wanting to mate with ours. And since my darling husband is the living manifestation and embodiment of all that is male and masculine, and you two are both so clearly fertile and fuckable, I thought you might find him attractive.”

Gobs of drool fill Aurelia’s mouth. She’s having trouble forming words, just looking at my cock. I’m so hot that this brilliantly sexy extraterrestrial babe is going bimbo just from looking at my manhood; it’s a nice feeling. 

Freya keeps it together a little bit better. “You don’t...quite understand,” she gulps. “We don’t really mate the way you do. Because our race is entirely female, we...we use vats. Technology. We grow them and...”

“Except the elites,” Aurelia moans, edging closer to my cock. “They get to fuck. They get their own special stock they get to enjoy whenever they want.”

“It’s irregular for anyone of our standing to mate like you describe.”

The easiest route from their seats to my cock is crawling forward. It’s only about a five foot distance. They drop onto their knees, giving me an easy view of their cleavage. Aurelia tugs the half-willing Freya along.

“Yes, but not illegal,” says Aurelia. “We just could never afford it. And look at that thing. Have you ever thought that you might lock your lips around such a pure specimen of masculine perfection?”

Freya bites her lip and shakes her head. “We...we shouldn’t...”

“We’ll change it all back. Right?” Aurelia looks at Sasha. “You’ll wish it all back for us?”

She smiles her perfect smile. “Naturally. I believe in your cause, as I said.”

“You see? So when else will we ever have the chance?” Aurelia pulls herself closer to my knees, yelping just slightly as I make my cock throb and pulse and pump out another load of precum between her and Freya. “Just do it with me, okay? We’ll do it together. That way, it will go faster. We’ll make him cum in no time, and just have some of that seed for ourselves.”

Freya is completely willing now. Glistening hot sweat covers her brow. “Y-you’ll...you’ll take a sample.” I can feel her breath against my cock. Her lips millimeters away. “Save some. For study. So that this i-is...official...”

Her voice fades as she slips into my cock, kissing and licking and sliding her tongue up and down. Very quickly, Aurelia joins in. 

The two of them, their tongues entwined, make my body shudder with pleasure. Their hands slide up my thighs and begin to work in perfect unison. One strokes and circles up from the base to the head, as the other works on increasing the intensity of their shared task; capturing every drop of cum so that it can be sampled and studied by her studious mouth. 

Sasha fervently cheers them on, urging them to finish the job and slurp it down greedily. 

“That’s it, girls.” She’s almost matronly. “You’re doing so well. He’s going to cum any second for you...”

Sasha knows I can cum whenever I want—she wants me to delay it, make it go long—and I agree. My cum is addictive now. And even if these gorgeous alien beings aren’t strictly human, they’re like us enough to be able to be bred by my cum, so I imagine they can certainly become addicted to it. 

And it plays out with the way they suck and serve me. At first they are gentle and inquisitive, almost romantic. But it comes needful, aching, their bodies shaking and quivering with moans of unadulterated pleasure as I shoot more and more precum down their throats and across their faces and hefty bosoms. Meanwhile Sasha and Madison groan and grind against my side, with Zara having shifted behind me and resting my head in her big, hefty, lactating tits. 

The room is filled with sounds of moans and slurps as Aurelia and Freya work together devour my cum, their tongues meeting in the middle for one final kiss before Madison and Sasha push their heads together and make them use their lips to jack me off. 

Sasha watches with amusement, licking her lips in anticipation of what is to come. 

“Oh, god...he’s going to do it, I can tell...” Sasha moans. 

I could have cum at any time—but I follow her lead, and start to shoot my heavy, sticky seed into these alien beauties. 

They swallow me down with gusto, eagerly swallow every precious drop that oozes out of me, as if they’re consuming forbidden fruit. Their eyes shining with pleasure as they greedily slurp down my cock and its addictive, body transforming gift.

My body thrums with pleasure. All through the aftershock of my orgasm I am biting Sasha’s shoulders, rubbing my face into Madison’s shoulder and hair, rolling back my skull into Zara’s tits. It’s good to be the king. 

In the silence that follows, there is only Aurelia and Freya’s soft, eager licking. Addicted. They need every drop of my cum they can get. Their eyes are glassy. They look stoned.

“Now,” says Sasha, “I suppose I’ll wish all this back...”

“No!” Freya shouts.

Aurelia looks at her, stunned. 

“No, you can’t, I mean...” Freya slides a hand through the thick beauty of her hair. “...let’s not go crazy, here. We only just got to taste it, and...”

“Freya,” Aurelia whispers. “Are you sure? Maybe we should...back off. I mean, it’s so good, and the scripture teaches us—”

Freya takes Aurelia by the back of the head—so much stronger than her—and pushes her slippery, eager mouth over my still-hard cock. 

“I don’t give a fuck what you think about scripture, you heretic bitch,” she snaps. “Take his fucking cum and shut the fuck up!”

Aurelia is surprised, off-guard, but not unwilling. And especially not after I immediately shoot another hot jet of addictive, form-changing cum down her throat. Her alien physiology is resistant to what I can offer, but not immune. I cum again, and again, and again, bulging her esophagus from the hot, frequent loads I empty down her throat.

When Freya finally lets her up for air again, Aurelia is covered in sticky hot seed from her lips to her collarbones. Freya licks her passionately, tasting as much of me as she can. 

“What were you saying, dear?” says Sasha. So patient. So wise. 

“Ungh...?” Aurelia whimpers. “Ugh. Mmmm...”

“She says that we don’t want you to wish things to return to normal,” says Freya. “We won’t screen the wish. Just...” she looks at my cock, still so titanically hard. Throbbing. Spilling more seed. Her eyes glisten with love and awe. Without looking, she flicks more inscrutable dials on her device. “...just let me taste him again.”

“I wish you girls would see things my way,” says Sasha. “Wouldn’t that make this so much nicer?”

The stone glows—and my connection with the stone lets me feel it as a portion of the soul of Zara is stripped away. Freya immediately attends to her device again and unleashes my vocal cords. 

“I’m so deeply sorry, darling,” Aurelia whispers, nudging her face into my crotch repentantly. 

“Yes,” Freya nods. “We’re sorry, Master. We didn’t...we didn’t know...”

She can’t talk anymore from my cock shoving down her beautiful, long throat. 

Sasha, smiling darkly, slides into my lap and guides the traffic of Aurelia and Freya slurping and sucking and kissing on my gigantic cock. 

“Good girls,” I say, finally.

They cum automatically. Just like Sasha does when I say the same thing to her. 

“Oh darling,” Sasha whispers in my ear. “I had no idea there were such sexy girls in the universe. There’s just a whole galaxy that should belong to you, isn’t there?”

Oh boy.

* * * * *
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I WANTED TO NAME OUR ship The Goddess or something similar, after Sasha, but she insisted that it needed to have a name that struck the proper amount of terror and awe in the populaces of wherever we went. 

We settled on Beauty. 

It is easily half the size of Earth. I forget the exact wording of the wish that I did to make it, dozens and dozens of years and realities ago, but I asked for it to be large enough to house all the most perfect women in the galaxy comfortably. As it turns out—that’s not a whole lot of women, but each one does require quite a lot of space to feel truly comfortable, especially because Sasha insists on having at least a dozen times more space than the nearest girl underneath her, and for the elite host of women under her to have ten times the space than the nearest girls under them, and so on. 

Of course, the entire ship is mine and mine alone, and in the center of it—like a medieval castle—is an enormous throne room. Gathered inside are all my closest lieutenants, my sparkling hot force of beautiful angels with their massive glowing swords and maces, and all of my most favored brides. Of course Madison, Zara, and Sasha sit at the top of the heap—Sasha encouraged me to always keep the two of them just a bit ahead of everyone else, just like she was always ahead of them—and lounge on my throne with me. These mind-bendingly hot goddesses stroke and caress and moan and sigh in orgasmic delight at my existence. Freya is my most-favored general, and Aurelia is my Cultural Counselor (mostly this means she counsels me on how to fuck up a given culture). 

It’s a large throne, padded and comfortable, almost more like a love seat. This is because, naturally, I spend a lot of time fucking on it or being fucked on it, especially when I address my galactic kingdom. It spans thousands of systems and many more thousands of planets. 

Maybe you’re supposed to get tired of fucking beautifully perfect pussy all the time? But, I don’t know about that. I was able to look at whatever porn I wanted once upon a time, and it was usually always the same thing. 

At any rate, I wished that tendency to get tired of any of this away, though. So, I fucking love this shit. 

Today is a special day in the throne room. Today, we have guests. Or prisoners of war, I suppose you could say. A whole retinue of the Aesthete high command—all their generals, princesses, and of course their Queen. 

Today is the day of their surrender. 

The Aesthetes are the aliens. They had some other fucking name, but fuck all that. I wanted something easy to remember. Aurelia suggested it, actually—suggested with a dripping cunt the wiping away of her entire culture’s legacy—and so I made it real. 

I toyed with the Aesthetes for a long time, several years, mostly to the delight of Sasha. I fought a great many battles against them—first wishing away all their artifacts and weaponry, and ensuring that all their many weapons had only the effect of making their users see visceral hallucinatory flashes of my immense cock entering their impossibly tight virgin cunts. Several battles ended in mass surrender as their beautiful warriors could not stop begging to be fucked by me. 

Over time, just because, I made their weapons more powerful again, giving them ample opportunity to test them out on other races. 

I made it even simpler for them to use their vats to reproduce, making their numbers almost incalculably large. They genocided their way across the galaxy, gaining territory and influence and power, spreading a rule of matriarchal domination against the terror that is and has been my Endless Masculinity. A totalitarian dictatorship of endlessly flawless warriors, conquering because of me. 

But not for me. Not yet.  

In response to the threat they knew I posed, they instituted a terror state of their own, an authoritarian rule almost more cruel and draconian than anything I could have devised. Some sects, numbering millions of worlds and billions of souls, began to believe that the more they sacrificed the lives of innocents, the more my thirst for their worship would be sated, and they could hold me off by performing great acts of depravity. 

I mean, it was kind of true. 

I was just fucking fascinated to see what they’d get up to. My experiments had, both directly and indirectly, led to a race of hyper-gorgeous warrior angels becoming the kinds of cruel, callous, cock-obsessed, sneering beauties that I had dreamed about my entire life before I found the wishing stone. 

Look, I know what you’re thinking. I’m the most evil guy in the universe. I get it. 

But—but!

Several hundreds of wishes ago, I made the commitment to undo all the harm they’d done. That’s good, right?

But...but. 

Because I can undo it all, actually wishing it all better doesn’t feel like much of a priority, you know? I can make the wish at any time—I can make any wish at any time, actually. I have no end of viable prisoners that I use to suck the life or soul out of to make my dreams a reality. 

“Besides,” Sasha pointed out when I brought this up to her, “every moment that you don’t wish to undo it means you’re enjoying the suffering they dole out.” She hugged her enormous tits hard into my chest. “And that makes me so fucking wet, darling.”

Sigh. She really gets me.

She sinks into my body now, in the Beauty’s throne room, wearing a sparkling diamond gown that stretches for several dozen feet. And when I say sparkling diamond gown, I mean every thread of it is literally diamonds. I could have wished it into being, but of course, Sasha found it hotter to make peasants work for lifetimes to create it so she could wear it once and then throw it away. 

All my other girls are dressed similarly. I’ve given, taken, created, and destroyed so many planets for Zara, now wearing glimmering red, that I can’t even keep up with what she is anymore besides a blonde goddess who somehow manages to get me to give her little wishes every time she strokes my cock. They’re always hot. And Madison, in sparkling blue, is still the spitting image of Sasha, just younger and somehow more fierce and unrestrained in her evil lusts for domination of wills and minds. 

The Aesthetes have already had their last little moment. 

A few hours ago, they pulled out some wish-reversing artifact that I long ago replaced with a copy created from repurposed sea-shells. It did nothing, of course. I think it was supposed to restart the universe? Apparently total annihilation was preferable to serving my cock. 

I had wished—at Madison’s suggestion—to have all the powerful artifacts in the universe brought to me some time ago. There’s a mountain of them on the moon now, under the constant watchful eye of a thousand of my finest warriors and a million-strong legion of robotic automaton fighters. 

It’s really, really easy to have a legion of robotic automation fighters if you don’t have to worry about stuff like logistics, by the way. 

So—at the moment of the Aesthete’s last stand, after years of fighting and resistance, cornered at their home planet before a dying red sun, I wished for everyone in their fleet to slowly fall deeply into obsessive, Sasha-like love for me over the course of an hour. 

Sasha’s love for me is beyond absolute; it wraps through into the tiny microscopic places between light particles and waves; she loves me inside the center of every star in the universe; her love for me permeates inside of every second of every hour that has been since the beginning of time. 

After five minutes, each of the Aesthetes in their warships was dripping wet, aching to feel me inside of their brilliantly hot, eternally young cunts. 

An entire race of women bred to be aesthetically perfect, immortally young, and impeccably fertile. Loving me like Sasha loves me.

Can you fucking imagine? God. 

Every Aesthete in the throne room right now was exempted from that wish—I wanted to see their faces personally as I made it all go down. But they’ll be in the same kind of Sasha-like obsessive state with me before the end of this hour, now. 

And that includes their Queen. Her name is Nora. She stands at the front of the retinue, wearing an elegant pure-diamond diadem that only highlights the natural beauty of her incredible cheekbones and flawlessly smooth skin. A gown of pure white adorns her perfect, tall body, clinging to her massive tits and showcasing her incredible ass and long legs. She’s hotter than Madison. Hotter than Zara. Almost as hot as Sasha.

They didn’t really have a Queen before I came along. It was, you know, all caught up in their religiosity and bureaucracy. She was the High Chancellor of Controlled Interests or some bullshit like that, I can’t keep track of all the different fucking rulers in this galaxy. I wished for her to be known to her race as the Queen; it was just easier. 

She is built like Freya or Aurelia—impossibly tall and thin, with an incredible strength of musculature that looks like it could never be sourced from a body so slender. Her platinum silver-blond hair goes to her ankles, thick and silky soft and layered like some beauty from a 90s comic book. 

Long hair is a status symbol for the Aesthetes—I can’t remember if that’s because of a wish of mine or their own deal. It doesn’t matter. I have vague notions of making her hair prehensile, just to have some other part of her to vigorously fuck. 

Nodding, I have my angels guide her forward at gunpoint. Her every movement in her gown is pure sex. I wished for Sasha to have basically a “her” counterpart for the Aesthetes—you can imagine my excitement at seeing this spiritual sister to the woman I’ve obsessed over so much that I wished myself a galactic empire to keep up with her desire for me. 

“Hello, your Majesty. Are you ready to fulfill your destiny and serve my cock?”

“You’re despicable,” she says. “Just do what you’re going to do and get it over with. You’ll never take away the pride I have in our fight against you.”

She says this, but there is heat in her cheeks. She wants me. They always want me. And even if she didn’t, just because of the layer cake of wishes I’ve put on top of my being to be the ultimate in masculinity...I wished for her to start falling in with Sasha-level love with me three minutes ago. 

“That’s where you’re wrong,” I laugh. “I can take away anything at all I want from you. I can turn your whole life upside down.”

She shakes her head. “I would know. I would remember.”

Her nipples are hard. Tenting her gown. 

“You used to be called a High Counselor,” I said, smiling. “I wanted to fuck a Queen, though. A real Queen. I wanted to fight and beat and fuck you. We’re at two out of three.”

“I...I was born a Queen. I remember...”

“You remember what your mind told you to remember to accommodate the reality I gave to it. Your mind is very powerful. To keep you from going crazy, it gave you a narrative to follow. And I mean, it is what happened, to be fair. It just wasn’t what always used to happen. Are you catching on yet?”

“You...you can’t...” Her tits heave in her tiny gown. “...this is so wrong.”

“I’m going to fuck you no matter what you say or do, Nora. No matter what you would have ever said or done. So really, you have a decision point to make here.”

She just stares up at me, glaring. Madison, Zara, and Sasha urge tighter into my body, adding to the majesty and to Nora’s arousal.

“I understand that you think you’re being brave for your people, but you’re not. They’ll all be serving me the instant I wish it. So this is about you. You see, Sasha and I...well. We do love a beautiful woman who submits of her own accord.”

She sneers. “I would never. How dare you—”

“—Because the alternative, Nora, is that I just fuck you however I want you and then dispose of you. But Sasha, gosh. She’s an awful sadist, Nora.” 

Next to me, Sasha nods and moans an audible mmmhmmm that makes the entire membership of my harem in this massive room cum. Nora, witnessing this, falls completely silent. I would say the blood drains from her face, but really she’s just more turned on than before. 

“And your resistance will make her angry. She’ll want to punish you. So she’ll have you burning eternally in some alternative fire dimension of blades and pokers. She’ll forget about you. You’ll be trapped there, alive, forever, in pain, forever. Because we’ll be too busy being in love to ever remember to let you out or to think you’ve had enough. Heck,” I chuckle. “I could probably wish so much that I would make it impossible for you to get out just because I kept overwriting the timeline. I’d wish you to some other dimension where you would exist, but change so much here that you never existed, and so then we’d forget about you.”

The horror on her face lets me know she understands. 

“Wouldn’t it be hot,” I suggest to Sasha, “if you were the true Queen of the Aesthetes this whole time?”

“Oh!” Her face lights up. My cum instantly lands on the steps before Nora in a dazzling light display. Then she bites a lip. “Oh, yes.”

She loves it when I suggest wishes for her. I’ve been saving this one. 

“A queen in exile, maybe.” I grip Sasha’s entire tiny waist with one massive hand. “Looking for me. Aching for me. Your people needing you. Captured under the evil, vile grip of this pretender.”

“What?” says Nora. “No. No, I’m the real Queen. I’m the—”

“I came to Earth looking for genetic material to keep my royal line alive,” Sasha cuts in, thinking the narrative through. “But I couldn’t find anyone worthy, until I met you. And at that point, I had the whole planet eating out of my hand. Aching to do anything I said just to make me even the slightest bit happy. And of course, as an alien Queen, my powers of suggestion and hypnosis and mind control were too much for almost anyone...” she shudders her lips against mine. “...Anyone but you, Master.”

“No...” Nora whimpers. She falls to her knees, as do the rest of her retinue. The wish working its magic. “I never had...there’s no powers. We work hard for what we have. We train, and we study, and—”

“Of course all the girls who are loyal to me have powers of their own,” says Sasha. “An entire race of mind-controlling, hypnotic, ultra-hot beauties spreading throughout the galaxy to fuck up civilization after civilization just to adore You and You alone.”

“That’s right,” I said. “All of them horribly obsessed with me. For ages.”

“And little Nora...” Sasha pauses, sliding her gorgeous hand across Nora’s beautiful features. “Nora...hmm. Did Nora rebel against me? And try to fight against my will this whole time? Or was she assailed by her corrupt court, forced into disservice, and secretly tried to return to me this whole time so she could be my obedient, whimpering, adoring lapdog? She’s so beautiful. I think she could be another adopted daughter of mine, don’t You, Master? Or an adopted sister. I’ve always wanted a sister. But which is it?” She looks at Nora again very deliberately. “Jog my memory, sweetling. Were you a nasty little rebel who will suffer an eternity of pain and hellfire while we dance on your corpse, or were you my adoring, doting, adopted sister who was misled, and needs to be fucked back into her right mind so she’s the cruel image of dominating beauty that our Master deserves to have worshiping him?”

It is hard to understand Nora’s mumbling answer through her tears. She’s quivering with pleasure and burgeoning love. I’m so fucking hard. 

“What was that, dearie?” asks Sasha. “I couldn’t understand you. You have to say it loud.”

“I was m-m-m-misled,” she whimpers. “I’m your p-pretty sister. I can serve. I will serve. I...”

“The words you’re looking for,” says Sasha, “are that you wish it was just like I said.”

“I do,” she gulps. “I wish it was like you said, where you were the real Queen and I was your sister.”

“I wish that too,” I say, stripping away a huge chunk of Nora’s soul, until she’s nearly as sadistic and fierce as Madison. “And I wish you were eternally young and gorgeous just like your sister Sasha, and I wish that the two of you were deeply, unstoppably in love with each other, and have been this whole time, with the only person you could possibly love more than one another being me.”

The change in their demeanors is dramatic and instant.

Nora stops crying and her eyes fill with a deep admiration and love for Sasha. “I love you Sasha. I’ve never loved anyone more than I love you,” she whispers.

She crawls up the steps, righteous and confidant. Her gown changes color to a deep, lovely lavender. Her entire retinue and their outfits change into dramatically more sexy versions of themselves—uniforms with incredibly low cuts and high hemlines. 

Sasha smiles happily and pulls Nora up and into a tight embrace on my lap. “I love you too, sweetling."

Nora looks up at both of us in awe, admiration and love. 

Sasha smiles and takes my hand in hers. “I think that’s exactly what we all want. A beautiful, twisted love triangle. A beautiful family who will stay together forever.”

Nora spreads her legs as I and Sasha guide her down onto my cock. She’s so fucking tight. She is impossibly tight. Galactically tight. She cums—right away. They always do. 

“Yes,” I say fervently, looking deep into Sasha’s eyes. “Together. Forever.” 

As I begin thrust deep into Nora, kisses and moans escape her heavenly lips. Sasha and Nora moan as I grab their asses tight, their slick cunts making my fingers wet and sticky. 

“Forever,” Sasha and Nora whisper together.

It becomes a chant for the entire throne room. The gathered representatives of all my conquered races, my most elite of elite harems, moaning and begging. A mass of impossibly hot flesh pushing in toward the throne, all these incredibly powerful girls on their knees. Crawling for me. 

"Forever," they chant in unison. Orgasmic. "Forever...Forever..."

The chant crescendos until the walls of the ship shake with our pleasure.

Nora’s passionate moans and the pleasure coursing through me increase as my thrusts become more intense. 

“Please,” she whispers. “Please make me your slave. I will obey your every command, I will be loyal and devoted to you for the rest of my life. Please, please take me as yours.” 

Sasha smiles and leans in towards Nora, letting her tongue trace Nora’s earlobe as she gently caresses her back. 

"Oh, Daddy, Daddy," Sasha whispers. Her face so close against mine. Conspiratorial. 

Oh fuck. Here it comes. 

"I love my new sister so much. Don't you?"

I groan, nodding. Sasha gyrating and flexing her body to help Nora fuck up and down my massive cock. The bulge evident in Nora's abdomen. 

"I wish you loved her as much as you loved me, Master."

Oh...oh fuck. 

That's too much. That's...that's insane. That's...

"I wish you loved her the same way you loved me, darling. Please?"

I can feel my orgasm building up inside of me. I have to cum so fucking bad. I never have to cum like this anymore, and I have to now. Sasha has me against a wall and she knows it. 

"Please?" Nora whispers. "Please? Forever?"

"Forever," Sasha nods and nuzzles her gorgeous face against mine. "Forever...Forever..."

They both keep chanting. I'm so fucking lost. 

"I wish that too."

Instantly, my heart feels like it triples in size, filling with love for Nora. Not only at her impossible beauty, but everything about her. Her sadistic heart. Her love for Sasha and for me. Her obsession. Our triple-pronged obsession for one another. Even the knowledge that Madison or Zara have been with us longer, perhaps more deserving in that way, makes it even hotter for me and makes my love burn brighter. 

I’m fucking one Queen of the Galaxy with the other Queen urging me on, and I am fucking obsessed with both of them, and they are obsessed with me.

“Fuck her, Master,” Sasha moans. “Fuck my sister. Fuck my sister. Oh my god, fuck her, fuck my sister please!”

“Give me your babies,” she moans. “Your twins. Your triplets. Fill me up. Make me yours. Yours—yours, forever!”

With one final thrust I explode into a blissful state of pleasure, filling Nora with the heaviest load of cum I can ever remember delivering—and at the same time I see Nora collapse in my arms in a state of ecstasy as well, both of us now bound together forever by love and obsession.

Slowly...very slowly, my mind unglues a bit from the pleasures of the flesh. Nora and Sasha cling tight to me. Somehow, Madison and Zara got knocked off the throne. I don't care. 

So I’m the King of the Galaxy. I try to think back. Way, way back. 

This probably has gotten a little out of hand. All I wanted was Sasha, and maybe a healthy body and some money to get by. Do I really need...all this?

A planet-sized ship full of utterly corrupted cock-worshiping angels clinically obsessed with being as cruel and wicked as they can be to impress me enough so that I’ll breed them?

I mean, even in a perfect world way back when, the most I would have asked for was maybe Zara or someone like her along with Sasha. Even that feels decadent. Me, my wife, and my girlfriend, along with a boatload of money to enjoy life with. Asking for more than that is just insane, right?

I take a long, deep breath, stroking Sasha’s impossibly thick hair. She’s all I really want.

I’ll wish this all back to normal. Right now. In fact—

“—Master,” Nora interrupts my thoughts, sliding her thick lips up my cock. “Darling...would you like to see the machines we made that let us slide into other dimensions? There are so many more beauties waiting to be conquered by you. Entire realities who have always, always worshiped you...”

Sasha, cumming at this revelation, grinds against my body and grips Nora’s hair, pushing her down on my cock. “Oh, darling. We have to. We simply must. Please? You deserve it.”

Well. Yeah.

“You deserve it,” they both start to chant, even with Nora’s mouth stuffed full of my cock. “You deserve it...”

I’ll wish it all back to normal.

Eventually.

# # #
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Lust Party
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She was covered in the seed of at least a dozen different men. Women all around her were moaning, their bodies writhing in pleasure, covered in thick seed much the same way as her. 

Her need for more cum, more penetration was uncontrollable. Sex was all there is. Sex was all there was. Sex was all there ever would be. 

Fragments of clothing still remained on her body. Bits of her torn dress and ripped stockings were plastered to her heated skin by the gallons of cum and sweat that had been sprayed and spread on her lithe young body over the course of the night. 

Every sight that entered her eyes was that of pure, unadulterated carnal heat—in the corner, a man had a woman on his shoulders, delivering cunnilingus as he slammed her busty body into the wall. She cried out in pleasure at each impact, each second of his tongue. On the couch, a businesswoman was wrapped like a burrito between two couch cushions, sucking off one man perched above her like some sexual vulture and being drilled in her needy, fertile cunt by another. 

She saw all of this and she marveled, forgetting for a moment at the sensational feeling of the cock inside of her own cunt—a man she had never met before tonight, a man who kept telling her that she was such a better lay than his own wife. 

That was only natural. She was young and hot, and probably a better lay than anyone in this room. 

But what she didn’t know was that practically every woman at the party thought that—that there was a strange, wicked force operating on them. Compelling them to believe new, depraved ideals. 

This was the doing of the elixir—the special concoction that their punch had been spiked with. Each of them took of the unique substance willingly, lured along by lusty promises of carnal delights. But none of them knew their minds and bodies would become this out of control. None of them knew that the elixir's effect would encourage sick, heated sex acts that would make the common person’s head spin.

Their bodies became more and more attuned to sex, more physically capable, more disastrously sexy as the night went on. Younger. Tighter. Hotter.

But this was nothing unusual for the man in charge. This was what he had wanted. This was what he had planned. 

This was the Lust Party.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN HUFFED, TAPPING slowly away at her computer. The words were not coming easy that day. 

Some days the words came very easy indeed. They flowed like the water in a river, picking up rocks and twigs and petals along the way, nothing getting in their way to that final, sweet destination of ever more flow. 

On those days, all she had to do was sit and consider for a moment, and then—coffee nearby, naturally—she started typing and the words seemed to beckon themselves from the ether, and it was only her job to snatch them up by their bobbing heads. 

But, that was not how it was today. 

Today, every word was a struggle, a battle hard-fought. Every last syllable seemed clunky and awkward, fighting with the one before it. Every intonation felt wrong, every sentence a mockery of the actual sentence it was supposed to be. 

There was nothing cooling, nothing soothing, no gentle flow of a river—only hard jagged edges that slipped against her soul like broken glass sliding through a sea of burning tires. 

Part of the problem, she knew, was just the story she worked on. 

Morgan was a reporter. 

She was a real reporter—she wanted to be in the dirt, picking up stories and getting down into the tiniest nitty-gritty details to help build her stories. She wanted to have boots on the ground, knocking on doors for interviews and retrieving statements from witnesses who the cops never bothered to talk to. She wanted to report the ideas that shocked and informed, she wanted to make people question every assumption they had. 

But what she had, today, was a story about cats.

Cats!

“Huff,” she said, tapping away with supreme ambivalence at the fifteenth adverb in as many sentences. Her editor, Lionel Powell, would have something to say about that many adverbs, no doubt. He would also clean it up for her. 

He was a good boss, and so he knew that cat articles were well below her area of expertise, but it was a slow news week. 

The expected fallout between the Rosington city manager and the new district attorney didn’t happen; if anything, they seemed closer than ever. The budget passed with an overwhelming majority. The latest sex scandal with the mayor had all of its witnesses disappear like smoke. The police were behaving admirably. Crime was down. Schools were turning in good test scores. 

There was nothing to report. 

And thus, cats. Cats brought into an old folk’s home who were supposed to be helping with longevity of life and the battle against senility. There was, Morgan tried to convince herself, something basically interesting about that. 

Probably.

To someone.

Just...not to her.

For the seventh time that morning, she leaned back in her chair and took a long sip of coffee, sighing at the barely filled screen before her. 

“Cats,” she muttered.

Morgan was young and full of ambition. She had graduated from Western University at the top of her class and had immediately landed an internship in a paper overseas in South America. A month later, a war broke out, and so she had become an impromptu war correspondent. 

After a few brushes with death amidst the war-torn countries she reported in (among them a near hostage situation and a few artillery strikes landing just too close for comfort), she landed back in the States in her home town of Rosington. Her plan was to take a few months off and regroup, try to get her head together while still building up her reporting credentials. She had gotten tired of that six months ago and had not yet been able to find a better job. 

“Malls, how’s that article coming?”

She looked up to see Lionel Powell standing above her. He was a large man who power lifted as a hobby, and had thick forearms and a hard, handsome face that were the subject of several of Morgan’s most vivid fantasies. His wife had left him just a few months past, and Morgan had been working up the will to become a swift and easy rebound fuck for the man. 

She was certain it would be sensational. All those muscles. She was much tinier than him, and often her mind centered on that fact. It would have been a simple thing for him to slam her against any amounts of furniture, to drive into her so fucking hard, but he might forget how strong she was. 

Morgan worked out too, on her legs especially. When he started losing himself in that perfect dynamo piston thrust right before cumming, she could clutch him around the waist, not letting him pull out. She would moan how she wasn't on protection...and he could dump his babymaking load right up into her fertile womb. 

All fantasy, of course. 

It was hard to imagine him turning her down. Morgan had a thing for older men, and Powell was more than fifteen years her senior. She was a lovely young woman with rich chestnut hair, bright blue eyes, and a tight body honed by years of proper diet and regular runs. She had dressed today in a smart, sleek, gray pantsuit with a tight jacket that admirably contained the heady swell of her young, ample breasts. She noticed his eyes flicking back and forth between the curve of her chest and her face—he was trying to be polite. 

Part of her wished he wouldn't.

“You know exactly how it’s coming, boss. It’s not.”

He smiled and tossed down a file onto her desk. It landed amid a heavy stack of other such files, all unsorted, papers upon papers of stories that had gone nowhere. Morgan hadn’t done proper reporting in more than a month and she had searched far and wide for something new. 

“Check this out for me, would you?”

“What is it?”

“It’s some high society party thing. Lots of deep pockets there. Maybe some political people.”

She scanned the file, her interest piquing slightly. 

“Why do we care?”

“Because it’s fascinating,” he smiled. “And because there might be sex involved.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Like an orgy?”

“We’re not sure.” He shrugged. “But maybe. You should check it out.”

“If I didn’t know better, Lionel,” she said, crossing her legs, “I’d think you just wanted me thinking about sex while I’m on the job.”

His face flushed then and he stiffened, though not in the way that Morgan would have liked. 

“I’ll finish the cat thing for you,” he said, “maybe give it to Jerry. I’ll expect something by the end of the week on this.”

* * * * * 
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CALIGULA BRADDOCK, Journal. Entry #1:

Eleanor’s condition rapidly diminishes. I do not think I shall be able to save her anytime soon. I sit with her at nights and hold her hand, but there is not much I can do in the bedroom and I loathe to waste my time there. 

When I am in the lab, I work to be with my wife. When I am with my wife, I cannot wait to be back in the lab so that I may protect and save my wife. But there is no one else for her. 

I have started this journal as a way to organize my mind. Between Eleanor's sickness and my own research, there is a great deal that weighs upon me. The thoughts bleed into each other like wine spilled on a page. This is my attempt at some manner of sponge. 

Efforts in the laboratory are not going as well as I would like. Shall I be able to hone in on the elixir before Eleanor dies? It is impossible to say. 

My latest serum merely overexcited the subject to the point of death. She screamed out many lewd comments about my genitals and then dropped dead. An autopsy revealed the cause to be a cardiac arrest. I wonder if it was due to the profanity she unleashed at my expense? Not the profanity itself, obviously, but her exultation in screaming it at me. Perhaps the over-excitement of her lungs to gather air deprived her of the oxygen she needed to breathe...anyway.

I am overextended between this and the duty of taking care of Eleanor. I must hire some help.

* * * * * 
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A REAL STORY. MORGAN, carried by the excitement of this development, practically skipped into the break room at the office. If this was even half as juicy as Lionel implied, then this was probably the best assignment she’d been given since arriving at this nowhere newspaper in this has-been town. 

It had all the perfect elements of a big story—sex, cover-ups, high society, maybe even drugs and probably scandal. If there was that much sex in one place, then there was little doubt that some people were sleeping with the wrong people. 

“You should be careful, you know.”

The voice startled Morgan, who was trying to fix herself a cup of coffee before returning to the file that Lionel had laid out for her.

Colette was a tall, winnowy girl who did not seem to fit in with much of anyone at the office. She was pretty, but Morgan had never heard her once talking about boys (or girls) and never saw anyone call on her. She was a bit standoffish and strange around the office, often snapping at people who asked her for information. 

But, she was a heck of a copy-editor and a great researcher. She wore a few different hats for The Edition. Most people had to, since the place was so small and funds for newspapers were so hard to come by. Colette dressed now in tight jeans and a loose t-shirt, highlighting the length of her body and the gentle curve of her behind while hiding the overall flatness of her chest. 

“What do you mean?” asked Morgan.

“That party. You should be careful. I don’t think it’s a good idea to investigate it.”

Morgan's reporter instincts flipped on immediately. “What do you know about it?”

“I hear things,” Colette shrugged. “Different things.”

Morgan crossed her arms. “You’ll have to be more specific than that.”

“I heard that the son of the governor went to one of those parties a virgin. Straight A student. On the model United Nations, all that sort of thing. He had an intern at some judge’s office. A week later, he was flunked out of college and,” she whispered now, “screwing every secretary at the judge’s office.”

“You can’t flunk out of college in a week.”

Colette spread her hands. “Then he dropped out, whatever.”

“So...you think what? If I go to this party I’m going to come back and bone everyone here?”

Colette blushed deeply now, eyes turning down. “I said what I wanted to say. You should be careful. In fact, you shouldn’t go at all.”

Morgan raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow, looking Colette up and down. Was the nerdy copy girl attracted to her? That would be...odd? Flattering?

Attraction from women wasn’t totally outside of Morgan’s experience. Though she was totally straight (outside of, of course, a few experiments in college that had left her mostly cold), she seemed to have that sort of body chemistry that sometimes people have where they create the incorrect kind of attention from the same sex. 

“I’m a big girl, Colette,” said Morgan. “I can take care of myself.”

“You say that now. But just wait. It’ll happen, you’ll see. Weird stuff. Sex stuff. You’re going to have your whole life turned around.”

* * * * *
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JOURNAL ENTRY #2

Help has been hired. Her name is Yolena. She is from Brazil, a very fine young woman with a good understanding of her place in this house. She did not ask me any questions about my wealth or how I got it, which is what I would prefer. I do not enjoy the thoughts of what she might say or do should she know my dark alchemical secrets. 

“Dark alchemical secrets.” Listen to me. I sound like a supervillain. I suppose I should not precede “alchemical” with “dark” if I ever want my studies to have the prestige they deserve. I am an alchemist, that is all. If what I have discovered is dark, it is because the world is often a dark place, and it is the alchemist's job to source out what is hidden in the darkness for the betterment of mankind. 

And to make gold, of course...but I learned that secret long ago. No sense in sharing that until society is improved. 

Which is why I am working on this elixir in the first place. Oh yes, Eleanor's sickness is a useful motivator (if I wanted to be especially heartless about describing it), but I started my work on the elixir well before her sickness overtook her. Well before. Years before. Her condition merely accelerated my efforts, encouraged me to drop other projects that were going nowhere. 

Should the elixir be completed as planned—in the way that the books promise—then I shall be able to make the world a better place. I have means of mass production, synthetic creation that the old masters never did. Their elixir was confined to a spare few before they were found out and burned for being different. Mine shall be free to all the world. 

Then I shall let the world know of the secret of my wealth...should they still want it. I suspect they won't. 

The latest subject fared little better than the last. The outward appearances were different, at least. She appeared to regress much quicker than the last one, rapidly approaching forty or even thirty to my eyes. But again, once she reached that point where her beauty began to eclipse her age, her profanity began. At the sight of me, she became desperate for cock, cock, cock. 

Hiding myself did nothing. I only revealed myself after two hours, much longer than the ten minute period I had used previously (witnessing digital video the entire time), and still, the result was the same. 

I worry about giving such a serum to Eleanor, even in its final state, if all it is to give to her is some obsession with cock. Eleanor and I never had the most lively love life to begin with, and both of us preferred it that way. We had too much to do; I in my lab, and she in the courtroom. 

That reminds me. She has a number of callers next week from the political circles. I ought to tell Yolena to tidy up the house in addition to her duties in attending to Eleanor. I am afraid I have let this house fall into disarray.

* * * * * 
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THE HOUSE FOR THE PARTY was large and isolated, behind a series of tall iron gates. Morgan had managed to get past the gates and the guards with a pretty smile, which was her first surprise. They didn’t ask about her back story—which she had spent hours perfecting—and simply let her through after taking a look down the hot cleavage-baring red dress she wore. 

Now Morgan sat in her car, spending a few moments trying to psyche herself up for her entrance into the house proper. She wasn’t invited to this party, so she would be unequivocally crashing it. 

So, she had to re-prepare all her speeches, all her thoughts. She was posing as the cousin to an aide of the mayor—an aide who didn’t exist. So long as she didn’t speak to the mayor himself, it was likely to work. 

It was the sort of thing she had done before. For a story she had done on the mob, she invited herself to the wedding of the sister of one of the local crime ring’s top lieutenants. Morgan was pretty, and sociable, and so it had been easy to infiltrate the scene—she had even left with a few numbers. 

Of course, she hadn’t called them. It was one thing to pretend to be someone willing to date a mobster, but quite another to actually do it. 

Her risks were measured, thought-through, and delivered with care.

She had dressed for the part, at least. The file mentioned that people regularly reported heavy sexual activity after arriving in their hottest wear. Men wore expensive suits and women dolled themselves up to get attention. 

Her dress was tight and red, an expensive number she had picked up for a wedding earlier that year. The neckline scooped deep down her chest, revealing the heavenly expanse of her beautiful young breasts, and her legs—long, fit, and tanned—were shown off by a long slit on one side of the dress practically wrapping around to her crotch. 

It was very risque. 

The entire time she had worn it at the wedding, she had gotten stares—which was the point, she supposed. She had been in a mood to pick up a man, even though naturally she would never sleep with him that same night. 

As it went, she ended up not finding anyone on the wedding, and so the dress had been retired until this night. So, she would look hot and perfectly fuckable, and would almost certainly be asked to join whatever orgiastic festivities were occurring inside. 

Morgan, of course, had no intention of actually joining the orgy. That was ludicrous. But it would be fun to see if she had any offers to join in. 

Rather insulting, really, if she didn't. 

Her sexual history was not prolific, but for those lucky fellows who had landed her in bed, it was festive. She was an enthusiastic lover—but she had a heavy emphasis on love. Sex was for the people you really, truly cared about, not something to be thrown away at a party like a treat. 

She would have a special moral pleasure in exposing the people attending this orgy—if indeed that’s what it was. 

The file Lionel gave her contained names—people suspected of attending. Morgan raised an eyebrow at the ones she recognized—practically the whole of the city council, plus a number of high-profile businessmen and women who were worth almost the entirety of the city’s GDP by themselves. 

Taking a final breath, she left her car—struggling just for a moment in her expensive leather heels—and approached the house with her bag in hand. Inside the tiny handbag was a recorder and her smartphone for taking notes. 

Her memory was fast and quick, but her instincts always told her to be prepared. The recorder was running, and had battery life for at least eight hours. She would be able to return to every conversation later and enhance her after-the-fact notes. 

There were two heavyset guards at the door wearing matching maroon suits. 

“Hello, gentlemen,” she said. “I’m afraid I lost my invitation, but—”

“Come right in, Miss,” said one guard.

They opened the door for her straightaway. They had started, indeed, upon her walking up the stairs. 

She stopped, puzzled for a moment. “Well,” she said. “I assure you, I can corroborate my story if need be. I just—”

“The party’s started, Miss,” said the guard, smiling and leering down her cleavage. “Go right in.”

For a moment, she just stared at them. They stared right back, drinking in her lovely visage in her revealing dress. Then she shrugged and entered. 

The inside of the house was lavish. Crystal chandeliers sparkled light outward from high above. Tall smooth pillars held up the ceiling in the vast entryway leading into long, wide, spiraling marble staircases. Fires crackled merrily at either end of the hall, circulating warmth through the crowd. 

And what a crowd it was. Every man dressed in an expensive, designer suit, and every woman in some elegant gown or another, furs on their shoulders and expensive jewelry on their wrists, ears, and necks.

What she noticed first of all was that almost all of them were rather...old. Not just old money—though they certainly were that, as she noticed the progeny of industrial giants from decades past chatting it up with the nephews and nieces of high-ranking generals and politicians. 

No, they were just plain old. No one she saw was under the age of fifty. Not that fifty was old, but for everyone to be that age and above—soaring up to eighty or ninety in some places—made her very interested in what was happening. 

Morgan felt distinctly out of place, though she was glad that at least she hadn’t under-dressed. She had merely under-accessorized. That was unavoidable, though, as she didn’t have any furs or diamond jewelry to go around.

She began to work through the crowd, taking note of the faces she saw. From pop culture and movies, she had half-expected this party to be the costume kind with ornate masks, but apparently no one here minded others seeing who they were.

After about fifteen minutes of perusing, darting in and around the long snack table with its several punch bowls and assorted hors d’oeuvres—including garlic-roasted shrimp cocktail, ham and honey mustard palmiers, goat cheese crackers, and caviar—Morgan had identified the mayor, about five of the seven members of city council, several police captains, and all of their assorted spouses. 

Whoever was running this party knew a lot of names, and had quite a lot of pull. Would so many high-profile guests really be interested in attending an orgy? It was a hard idea to swallow. She couldn't imagine the mayor—a corpulent, hairy being—having sex in the first place, let alone having group sex.

There was not, at this moment, any sex happening, unless it was behind closed doors and very quiet. A violin quarter played, but they took frequent breaks and no moans or exultant screams of pleasure could be heard through their measured sound. 

But, Morgan could feel a tension in the air—a manifestation of waiting that all the guests shared. She had felt the same feeling in the spare moments before firefights broke out in South America, when both sides waited for the other to begin attacking. But what were they waiting for?

And why was no one drinking the punch? People drank glasses of wine—a lot of it—and consumed the hors d’oeuvres with gusto, but no one touched the punch. Morgan wouldn’t have noticed except for how plentiful the punch bowls seemed to be. There were two levels to the party, upstairs and downstairs, and in the dozen-plus rooms there was a punch bowl in each one. Each was ornately designed, scrawling with symbols that Morgan didn't recognize. 

“Good evening,” said a low, deep voice from behind her. 

Morgan turned to see a handsome, elderly gentleman standing next to the record player behind her. 

“H-hello,” she said, feeling surprisingly flustered. 

The man was older than her, but he was also deeply handsome. Like, as handsome as Lionel. Only there was something special about him. Something...intense. And there was a scent on him, something musky and intoxicating. 

She felt her nipples rising in her dress, and she felt herself not caring about the level of sudden, slick arousal spreading between her thighs.

It took a moment for Morgan to realize that the man had women with him—two women significantly younger than he. The first was a blonde, absolutely gorgeous with a brilliant blank smile, wearing a sparkling black gown that hung off her tits in a way that advertised open and ready slutty ease of access. Her skin shone with youth. 

On his other arm, hanging on him with at least as much gusto as the blonde, was a woman with skin the color of mocha. Her hair was deep ebony, shimmering in the chandelier light of the luxurious house. Her gown matched the blonde's, but it was white instead of black. 

“Are you having a good time so far?” Braddock asked.

“I suppose so,” she said. “Though I was expecting something more wild, I must say.”

“Ah, I see. This is your first time at one of my parties,” said the man.

“Yes,” she said. “You said your party?”

He held out a hand. “Braddock. Cal Braddock. “

“Morgan Malls.”

“A pleasure, Morgan. This is my wife, Eleanor.”

The stunning young blonde held out a hand in the way that people do when they expect people to kiss them. Morgan did not, opting instead to simply offer it a limp shake. Her touch was electric, and Morgan felt her body pang with lust.

“And this is...?” Morgan nodded to the stunning dark beauty on Braddock’s other arm. 

“Oh, this is Yolena. She is my oft-consort.”
“His concubine, he means,” said Yolena, her eyes brimming with desire as she slid her hands up and down Braddock's thickly muscular arm. The desire seemed all-encompassing—it was desire for Braddock, it was desire for Morgan, it was desire for everyone she saw. 
Morgan didn’t quite know what to make of this; whatever arrangement was had, all three seemed very happy with it. Eleanor and Yolena’s hands slid over Braddock’s body openly, not stopping at his arms. They drifted down to his crotch, gently squeezing the heavy bulge beneath at different points along the shaft. 

Braddock acted as if this were the most natural thing in the world. In fact, he seemed more than a little...disinterested in their attention, as if they were merely necessities to the persona he presented. 

“Now, my dear,” said Braddock. “What brings you here tonight?”

Her heart fluttered. Her story—return to it!

“Well, I’m the cousin of an aide to the mayor, and she said—”

“No, no.” Braddock shook his head. “It doesn’t matter how you found out.”

“Oh,” said Morgan, somewhat crushed. 

She had worked hard on that back story. And now apparently the man who ran the party would just let anyone come in? 

Bummer.

“I meant what I said. What brings you here? What did you hear that enticed you so?”

“What do you have to offer?”

She said it in a way that she hoped was flirtatious, smiling as she did. Men revealed more when they were being flirted with. Plus, he was cute. 

The two women at his side, naturally, did not mind in the slightest that Morgan was flirting with him. They seemed excited by it. Eleanor squeezed his shaft, a small moan escaping her lips. What was most odd about the eroticism of it all was that Morgan did not mind—did not think any of it odd. 

Looking at Braddock, how handsome he was, the intensity of his gaze and the heady feelings of lust his scent delivered to her, Morgan felt like he somehow deserved such attention.

“What do I offer?” He smiled. “An interesting question. What do you think I offer? You must have heard something. A lovely young woman like yourself must have plenty of...offers.”

He took a moment to relish over that last word. Morgan felt her pulse rising.

“Well...” she shrugged. “I heard there was a lot of free love. Sex. Orgies.”

“I think if it’s all in the same place, it’s just one orgy.”

“Still.” Her nipples were threatening to tear through her dress. She couldn't take her eyes off of Eleanor's hand on his shaft. “Isn’t that what happens here?”

He stroked his chin. “I offer the glories of youth. Sex. Gratification. Fun. A lack of worries or cares about consequences or harm. I offer...titillation, and a place that is free to indulge in it.”

His bulge grew evidently, and it took Morgan several moments to rebound and remember to ask another question. Her mouth was getting very wet.

“But how do you make so many people act like this at once? Isn’t it...I mean, I’ve thought a few times about the nature of an orgy. Isn’t there a big hurdle people need to overcome to actually get going?”

He smiled and produced a vial from his coat. “That’s why I have this.”

The vial he produced was small and pyramid shaped with dark purple liquid inside. Arcane scrawls were inscribed all over its glassy surface.

“And what’s that?”

“You’ll see. Now, if you’ll excuse me,” he said, “I have to make an announcement.”

She watched him, admiring the shapely turn of his behind and his broad, muscular back. And admiring too, she felt with a little flush of shame, the sexy struts of his concubine and his wife.

He approached the front of the dining room, the entire crowd gathered inside, walking up a step-ladder until he stood directly over the largest punch bowl in the house. 

“As you know, at these monthly swarees, I have been exposing you to some of my premiere stock. You’ve had fun, I know. We’ve all had fun. You especially, Mr. Mayor.”

A rumble of soft, self-deprecating laughter passed through the crowd.

Morgan didn’t know what he meant by “premiere stock,” but she guessed it had to do with the vial in his hands. But what could that be? Certainly, there wasn’t enough there for the entire party, was there?

Braddock continued. “But tonight’s stock is a rather...special dose. The effects will linger with you well after the events of tonight’s party. Don’t worry, they’re not permanent. Oh my goodness, no. I have to keep you coming back somehow, don’t I?” 

He laughed, and the crowd laughed with him. Even Morgan did, though she hardly knew what he was talking about. The man was charismatic. 

“But you will feel them in the days to come. And should you enjoy yourself, why...you can always come back for more. Anyone who attends is always welcome to return.” 

With that, he winked at Morgan. For some silly reason, she felt her heart fluttering. It had been some time since she had felt this instantly attracted to a man. 

He upended the dark vial into the enormous punch bowl, smiling wildly. “Let the festivities begin!”

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #3

Worst fears confirmed. Yolena wandered into the laboratory

She did this against my express wishes, though she insists it was innocent. She was, in her words, “merely trying to clean.”

When I found her in there, investigating (for what else could it be?), I immediately immobilized her and stuffed her into a cell. It was an unused cell, no one had died in there. I’m not a monster. 

I just need to think. 

She’s so very lovely. I must admit I think the implications of the serum are having some effect on me. I cannot help but wonder, from time to time, what it might do to someone with so much clear, vibrant youth. 

Would she survive it? Should I test it on someone younger, just to see what happens? Don't I owe that to the great science of alchemy?

Such an act might kill her, though. And that would be a shame. It would be hard to explain to the help service I used. They are already cross with me for firing so many before Yolena. 

Fortunately, I have not heard Yolena speak much of family. She has a taxi pick her up from my estate every day. I do not think she has anyone she cares about. It is a bit surprising, considering her looks, that she does not at least have some kind of paramour. 

Can I kill her, truly?

I do not know.

I do know that  Eleanor comes first. And for Eleanor to come first, the science of alchemy must be above all.

* * * * *
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THE ESTATE HAD MANY servants. Morgan had noticed that most all of them were busty young women with beautiful faces and long, sexy legs. They wore tight uniforms, dresses with long buttons going down their front, complete with tight smoky stockings.

These servants had all had vials of their own and emptied them out in the other various punch bowls until all of them were spiked. 

It was hard to notice at first, what was happening to the people who drank the spiked punch. Morgan resolved not to—she didn't take anything into her body that she wasn't sure exactly what it was. 

For several minutes, nearly a half-hour, she had thought that there was nothing at all in the punch—that it was just some placebo that people blamed on unleashing their sexual desires so that they didn’t have to feel guilty about participating in an orgy. But people were definitely drinking it. And in large, large volumes. 

And then...

...then, events began to occur. 

She noticed more and more couples doubling up. Some people were tripling up. They all danced very close together, and the dances were often not very complicated. The violin quarter, all women, had been traded out for a deep bass-heavy dance music blaring out from speakers in the corners of every room. 

Women turned their backs into the men they were with, grinding their asses against hardening crotches. Tits spilled out of dresses and women did not correct themselves, and nor did other women point out any need for correction. Men, of course, simply stared, and Morgan watched their bulges thickening in their tight pants. 

It occurred to her, after a moment, that she no longer felt like the youngest woman there. When she had arrived, it had seemed obvious. Morgan was in her late twenties, and the youngest person she had seen as she walked from one end of the party to the next seemed to be in their late thirties. Most of the guests were well over that. There was definitely an age gap.

But now...that seemed like a wrong assumption. The men and women she saw mostly seemed in their younger forties, not their fifties or sixties. Some seemed even younger. Many appeared to be in their twenties. Morgan thought she might have even seen a teenager walking around. 

So, the dancing that she saw would have been almost comical with the guests she had seen when first arriving. But now, with all these younger hot bodies, it was erotic. It was sensual. It was...enticing.

The need to dance, to join in, was very real and present in her mind.

What she saw didn’t track with her reporting instincts. She was sure she had seen most of the crowd, and she was sure she was the youngest one around. And yet, as she looked—that certainly wasn’t so. There were young beautiful women right over there in that love seat wrapping a thick fur blanket around themselves and...

Oh. 

Oh my. 

They were kissing heavily, those two young beautiful women, and it was clear the blanket was there to allow them some modesty while their fingers went to work on each other's pussies. Morgan saw the woman on top sink herself down onto the waiting index and ring fingers of the woman below her, a soft moan escaping red-painted lips as the two began to grind and ache against each other. 

No one paid any mind. This was simply what happened at this sort of place. 

Morgan, transfixed by the sight, forgot to move and to breathe for a moment. It was arousing. The woman on top saw her watching and shot her a wink, beckoning for her to come over and watch. Perhaps to join. 

Morgan shook her head and quickly exited the room, keeping her head down until she was in a library of some sort. It was still crowded, but less so than the last drawing room she had been in. 

Next to her, she overheard a conversation between a devastatingly handsome young man and a gorgeous redhead in a sparkling green gown. 

“You look lovely tonight, Cassandra.”

“Thank you, Franklin.”

She toyed with the buckle of Franklin's belt, pawing greedily at his shaft beyond.
“I’ve wanted to fuck you, you know. For a long time now.”
His hands came on to her tits, squeezing them tightly. Cassandra let out an appreciative moan and then a giggle, as if he had given her some intimate compliment. 

Cassandra laughed. “Of course I know about that, Franklin. Do you think me blind?”

“I’ve noticed your husband hasn’t been coming to these parties.”

“I don’t tell him about them. What’s the point of frivolous adulterous sex if you have a husband around?”

“I have a point for you, Cassandra.”

His hands were hard on her hips, pulling her against the straining erection in his pants. 

“Oh my, Franklin. You certainly do.” 

Cassandra's hands hurried on his belt buckle. Soon his pants were around his ankles. Morgan gasped when she saw the size and girth of his cock. 

Holy fuck, Cassandra! Good choice!
“I’m going to fuck you until you forget all about your husband, Cassandra. I’m going to fuck you until you hate him.”
His cock pushed up against the sparkly fabric of her dress, spreading precum all over the expensive cloth. 

“That won’t take much, darling...hurry.”

Franklin took Cassandra and pushed her against the nearest bookshelf. Books came tumbling down, landing hard on a globe. The sound boomed in the small space, but none of the other guests seemed to notice. They were all Cassandra and Franklin, all dancing too close than what was proper, all grinding and bumping like mad if not stripping one another outright. 

Cassandra wrapped her hand around Franklin's cock and began to jerk him with gusto, whispering something in his ear that Morgan couldn't hear. Her hand was slick and wet, Franklin's cock impossibly hard. It looked like it could fuck its way through a redwood. 

Overcome with awkwardness, Morgan coughed briefly. Cassandra and Franklin looked up, some puzzlement in their eyes, as if they couldn’t imagine why she was feeling uncomfortable.

Cassandra raised an eyebrow, all interest. “Did you want to suck his cock while I whispered dirty things to him about my husband, dear?”

Franklin's cock raised at that, and Cassandra stroked him appreciatively. 

“N-no...that’s all right.” Morgan blushed deeply. 

“Where’s your punch?” asked Franklin. 

“I...er...I um...” 

Morgan had no idea why she was so flustered. She was a professional. She had been through wars. What was making her cool composure come undone like this?

It was all this sexiness. All this hot heavy scent of lust in the air. It was impermeable. 

“Here, dear,” said Cassandra, taking her drink from the bookshelf and spilling it gently on her tits. The color was deep purple, and the liquid stuck to her skin easily. “Have a lick. You’ll love it.”

Even despite the astounding array of hors d’oeuvres downstairs, it was the most delicious sight Morgan had seen all night. She wanted it. She wanted to lick a woman's tits. She wanted to fuck this man, this stranger. She wanted to be fucked by him while Cassandra watched.

She wanted to make Franklin, who she knew nothing about, forget all about his crush on Cassandra, who she also knew nothing about. A primal biological competition was spiking in her, the need to be the prime breeding machine in the room, the top fuck, the one all the men fought to penetrate. 

And, stunned with this observation, she ran from them both.  

She had to take a break. She had to slip away. 

With no real forethought, she started running into rooms. In one, she saw a man and a woman about to go down on one another, naked. They didn’t seem to mind Morgan’s presence. In fact, she was sure she saw the woman beckon her closer like the others had. 

Another door. A man had a woman bent over in a supply closet, very closely examining her panties. Her ass cheeks jiggled with delight and the man’s nose continually pressed up into her pussy.

Another door—and a bathroom. Empty at last. Hearing a bustling outside, she quickly locked the door. 

It was just in time. She heard a heavy slamming on the outside of the door—and then a series of moans. The bumping increased, reaching a rhythm.

Someone was fucking right on the door outside. 

Morgan slid down to the bathroom floor, hugging her body tight, doing her best not to sink her fingers into her needy, completely soaking cunt. 

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #4

Yolena is an exceptional young woman. Or rather, an exceptional woman. I do not believe she is truly young at all. In fact, I think she may hold the key for my elixir.

She entrapped me in conversation earlier today as I made the rounds in the laboratory. She expressed admiration for the gathering of my subjects, the senile and the unfit from the worst retirement homes in the state, where no one would mind a few missing residents. 

It may sound monstrous to take these people, but they were well on their way to the grave. If I sent them there a bit sooner, I have little doubt that were they in their right minds, they would thank me for it. What’s more, if I were to be successful in my experiments, then I know for a fact they would thank me for my work. 

She recognized the logic in this quite innately. With exceeding clarity, she laid out the case for an elixir such as what I am working on—as if she had been reading from my notes herself. That very well may be, and I cannot discount that she might have searched far and wide in my laboratory before I found her. 

There was, throughout this conversation, no pleas to be let go. No complaints about her situation inside of her cell. I was surprised at this. It made me feel as though she were not trapped in there at all, that she could, if she wished, leave at any time. 

But what’s more is that she says she herself knows the missing components to my elixir. If I allow her back her freedom, and if I help her in some grisly task she has in mind, then she shall aide me. 

The grisly task frightens me. There is a glint in her eyes when she speaks of it, though she will give me no details. I suspect the foulest arts are in play—with her considerable beauty and with her designs on the world. 

I am not alone in my study of the dark arts, if they must be called that. The occult. People of every profession and speciality manage to congregate to one another one way or another. Lawyers meet at courthouses. Doctors meet at conventions. Writers meet at bars. In the world of the occult, the alchemical, where so much depends on chance and fortune and coincidence, it is little wonder that I have found another who is equally invested in these sciences by pure happenstance. 

Yolena's desires give me a great chill. I had trouble sleeping last night. 

But Eleanor must be saved at all costs. 

* * * * *
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ONCE SHE HAD SUCCESSFULLY calmed down—humming to herself while plugging her ears with her fingers for about an hour—Morgan stepped out of the bathroom and saw that everything had taken a decisive turn for the insane. 

Down the hall,  she saw a busty young woman giving an exuberantly hot blowjob to a man in the corner.

What was insane—outside of the blowjob, of course—was that she had seen those same people not ten minutes before rushing to the bathroom. They had been talking, their heads very close and intimate, clearly wanting to get to know each other very well. 

And yet when Morgan had seen them, the man and woman had both appeared close to forty. Both had been rather attractive, with only a few lines around their eyes and some extra weight around their hips belying their age. 

But now the same two people were different. Again, outside of the obvious difference of the man’s thick, heavy cock being slurped down by the woman’s eager, plush mouth—both appeared rather younger. There were no more lines in their faces. That extra weight around their hips seemed to diminish somewhat. 

The woman's hair, which had been a mousy blond in a sort of bowl cut, had become a vibrant mass of platinum locks stretching down her back and floating above her ass. The man, in turn, was shockingly muscled, tall and powerful with biceps the size of melons.

She was still convincing herself that it was just a trick of the light when a gorgeous young blonde took her by the arm. Her touch was warm and sensuous, and Morgan had trouble remembering that she wasn’t sexually attracted to women. 

“Hi!” she chirped. “I’m Gloria. What’s your name?”

“Morgan.”

Gloria was spectacularly busty, spectacularly leggy, and spectacularly blonde. Her hair stretched down near to her ass and her eyes, bright and blue, were vapid and friendly. She also had two drinks in her hands.

“Do you want a drink, Morgan?”

“Oh.” 

Morgan took a look around at the party and all of its inhabitants. A small tray flipped over, spilling glass and wine everywhere, when a redhead crawled on top of the lap of a circuit judge. The crash came because she had pushed away a young Asian beauty to take her place on his cock. 

His cock was still spurting heavy, forceful streams of cum as the redhead sank down, and the Asian moaned, begging for more while her cunt dripped his seed on the carpet. 

Two young men began to fight over the fallen Asian until she slipped her mouth around the cock of one, leaving her behind open for the other. He chose to fuck her ass—and there was no complaint from the buxom exotic beauty.

“I-I don’t think so,” she said. “It’s not for me.”
“Come on,” said Gloria. When she spoke, her tits jiggled. They were surrounded by heavy diamond jewelry, and so her body sparkled with youth and luxury. “Everybody’s doing it.”
“If everyone jumped off a bridge, would you do it?”

Gloria seriously considered this question. “I don’t know. Would we be able to fuck on the way there?”

Morgan laughed. As she did, she inhaled—and took in much of Gloria’s heavy, heady scent. It was light and airy, a sweet fruity freeflow that made Morgan’s thoughts swim merrily. Gosh, this Gloria was pretty. Was she single?

Wait, they were at an orgy. Everyone was single.

No—no, that wasn’t the point. Morgan wasn’t a lesbian! She wasn’t even bisexual. 

But Gloria was...really pretty. And Morgan's cunt—despite all her efforts in the bathroom—was still really, really wet.

“W-who are you, Gloria?”

“You already know, silly.” She giggled. “I’m Gloria. I'm a friend of Master Braddock.”

Morgan heard that—the “Master” instead of “Mister,” but she cast it off as just a slip of the tongue. 

“How long have you known him?”

“Years and years, now.”

“Oh. Are you his daughter? His niece?” 

Gloria giggled. “Don’t be silly. He’s much too old for me to be related to him like that. Though I wouldn’t be too surprised if he had fucked my mom at some point or another.”

“What are you talking about?”

“He’s very old. He has a regimen, though, and he stays very healthy. I joined up with him after he visited my practice for an appointment.”

“You work at a doctor’s office.”

Gloria giggled again, those tits jiggling like mad. “No, silly. I am a doctor. Can’t you tell?”

She looked like a model—like a lingerie model who belonged in tight clothing and swimsuits all the time. To imagine her as a doctor was essentially the beginnings of some obscene fantasy.

“How about that drink, gorgeous?” 

Gloria sloshed the drink slightly. Sitting right above her breasts, as it was, some of it spilled out and onto her picture-perfect skin. The shine combined with Gloria’s tan made them very appealing indeed. Morgan looked at them, already feeling somewhat drunk. Why was she feeling this way about Gloria? Why had she never felt this way about another woman? Why was everything so syrupy and hot inside her head?

“I don’t know,” said Morgan. “I think I’m feeling unwell. You’re really pretty—” why did she say that? “—I mean, gorgeous really—” and why did she say that? “—but I just can’t...it’s too...”

Gloria was tracing the line of liquid that landed in her heavy cleavage from one end of her tits to the other. Morgan’s eyes were wide, watching the finger work its magic. 

“Please?” Gloria held out the drink, hopping up on down slightly. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

Gingerly, Morgan took the drink. It was so hard to resist. Her cunt felt like it was melting. Why resist? Why be so stubborn when it would feel so very good to give in? She had trouble holding the glass steady while Gloria was in front of her—and looking so, so very fine. 

“Maybe...maybe just a sip?”

Such words had sunk sterner ships than the S.S. Morgan. She took a brief sip, as intended. Berries, fruits, and gentle spice, maybe just a hint of a pepper? 

Another sip, just to find out. Yes, definitely pepper. And...what else? 

She took another sip. Then, raising an eyebrow, took another, and then another. She hardly noticed when Gloria replaced the first glass with another, which she immediately downed, sipping be damned. 

The sensation was pleasant, heady, and immediate. The room spun without moving, and Morgan felt like she could see everything at once. And everything she could see was sex, sex, and ever more sex. 

“Yes,” said Gloria, as if reading Morgan's mind. “My first time, the drinks hit me very hard. I think your brain needs a few exposures for you to really keep up mentally. I don’t have any problem now. It’s all benefits, no fuzziness.”

Everything Gloria said was awfully fuzzy, and Morgan realized that the gorgeous blond was so very pretty that Morgan didn’t have to pay much attention. She could just look at her smooth tanned tits instead and admire the lovely turn of her chin and nose. 

Somehow, time had passed and Morgan found herself on a nearby couch with Gloria lodged between her and the arm of the chair. With so little room, Gloria had to swing her long, tanned legs over Morgan’s. They both had really, really sexy legs, Morgan thought with smug approval. How fun was that. 

Her eyes followed the happy, diamond-sparkly trail of Gloria’s legs up for several inches until the sight was intercepted by Gloria’s forearm. It led directly into Morgan’s pussy, where Gloria’s fingers had arrived and snuck inside. 

“Oh...” Morgan said. 

It was really more of a moan than any actual verbage. Her pussy lips felt soft and wet—softer and wetter, indeed, than they had ever felt before—and it became easier and easier for her to spread her legs while Gloria fingerfucked her wildly. The tips of her fingers slid hard across that special spot at the top of her canal where the g-spot rested, and Morgan twitched with constant pleasure.

“How old would you say I am?” Gloria asked. 

Her cunt was dripping onto Morgan’s dress. The beautiful, overwhelmed brunette barely knew how to reply. “O-old? Oh. Ah. Oh god.” She gulped. “I don’t know. Tw-twenty-two? Nineteen?”

Nineteen seemed like some kind of magic word for Gloria, who moaned and shuddered, grasping Morgan tight. Morgan then noticed for the first time that her own fingers were buried deep inside Gloria’s cunt, her knuckles sliding against the jewel-crusted silk panties as her fingers slid ever deeper into Gloria’s teenage-tight cunt. 

“N-nineteen!” Gloria moaned in Morgan’s ear. “Oh fuck yes, yes darling, just like that. Finger me like I’m fucking nineteen!”

They were quickly reaching a crescendo. Morgan felt her orgasm on its way like the not-so-distant whistle of an arriving train. Her entire body tensed, a whirlpool of pleasure gathering itself inside of her. She stared up at Gloria's sparkling blue eyes, moaning with sweet understanding. This was how the world was supposed to be. 

“That's it, darling,” Gloria moaned. “Make me cum. Oh fuck, yes. Make me fucking cum like I'm fucking nineteen.” 

With grasping, gasping motions, the two came together, legs sliding up and down. Their juices soaked through the coach they were on top of. Gloria kissed Morgan long and hard, laughing at the young beauty's need for more. 

“Fifty-two, by the way, darling,” she cooed, sliding her youthful, lithe body up.
“Huh?” Morgan asked, feeling drunk from the orgasm. “Wuzzat?”
“I’m fifty-two, love. I’ve been coming to these parties since the very beginning. I don’t miss a single one.”

Morgan’s lust-addled mind was confused and over-stimulated. But even she knew that didn’t make a single bit of sense. 

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #5

The deed is done. I made the sacrifice as Yolena instructed, with her guiding me through the process every step of the way. It was a grisly task, working on the animals like that, but it was a necessary one. 

The new elixir waits in my laboratory. Time will tell if it works or not.

There is another part of the ritual Yolena had us do that I hesitate to tell, as this is a record. But I must make this a complete record if it is to be a proper record. 

After the sacrifice, she pulled me down on top of the pentagram and had me enter her body. I was hard already, watching her exquisite body writhe and dance as she called upon her spirits. It was all I could do not to empty myself in her body right away.

She was so lush. So very...fertile.

Earlier today, as I was calibrating some of my equipment, she asked me if I should like to fuck her again. She spoke at length how good she found me at the task, and thought it a shame that a man like myself was confining my cock only to a wife who could not return my affection. 

I turned her down...but even I have to wonder if that was the right choice. Would not Eleanor understand? She has been sick for so very long, and a man has needs. Better some of the hired help than to go out of the house and search around, to be absent. Were I to bed Yolena regularly, I could stay home as much as needed and always be on hand for Eleanor...

Such rationalizations have brought down many a marriage, I am sure. But Yolena assures me Eleanor will never have to know. 

The elixir, once it is perfected, will work on anyone. However I wish it too. 

I could alter Yolena's preferences in this manner...alter Eleanor's. 

A man with the elixir of youth should be able to say he's earned two young beautiful lovers, I think.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WANDERED THROUGH the party, her dress slowly slipping down from her shoulders. Men and women grabbed her heavy tits and she just giggled, thanking them for the time. Dimly she realized that she needed to find the exit—that getting out was a good idea.

But it was a hard sell. Everything felt so good. Everyone smelled so nice. And every person she saw looked so...fuckable.

She hadn’t had a cock inside her body for more than a year. It felt like an obscene thing to say. She was sure the second such a fact left her lips that her every available orifice would be so pumped full of cock that she would be able to pass for a pincushion.

Once she nearly found the exit. There was a great wide set of ornately carved wooden double-doors. She recalled having entered such a set long, long ago when the party started, though that felt like years ago. 

Would it be years ahead? Was she reverse-aging as well? How much younger could she get, when she was already twenty-five?

Twenty...five? Twenty seven?

Twenty four? How old was she, again? She was so hot, and each year she shaved off her mental understanding of herself made her feel so much hotter.

She cast the thought of her aging away, affirming herself to the notion of leaving through the doors. There was no one stopping her. No giant set of tits nearby for her to ogle until she lost her nerve. But there was...

There was a fountain of the punch available. She licked her lips, seeing its dark purple shades sliding up against the magnificently luxurious glass bowl. 

Just...just one sip. You know, just a glass. That was it. A nightcap. The drink was so good. How did they make it so well?

She filled up a glass and drank it down. It was delicious, just as she remembered. And then, spinning happily, she took another one and drank that one down too. 

She began to hear music. For a moment she wondered if it was really happening or if she was just hearing things in this hyper-aroused hallucinogenic state she seemed to be in. Then she realized it didn’t really matter, as the beat was fantastic. 

Morgan spun and danced her way into a small study, her drink forgotten and spilled out onto the ground somewhere. A big-titted servant picked it up, her naked ass high in the air, inviting a quickie to any man who wanted to fuck someone in the tiny, daring outfit. 

In the study, Morgan slid her hands across the heavy leather bindings of the books and files, pushing her sweating face close up against the shelves and breathing in deep. Everything about the smells, the sensations turned her on. 

Heavy. 

Leather. 

Bindings. 

“F-fuck me...” she moaned, shoving her fingers up into her pussy. 

Knowing herself so well, she did a better job than Gloria. That was no knock against the lovely young (older?) blonde; Morgan simply had a whole lot of hands-on time to get acquainted with her cunt, like anyone. 

“I can oblige you, sweetheart.”

Morgan turned, seeing a tall, handsome fellow in a thin dark suit approaching. His cock was already out, hanging thick like a heavy sausage. Morgan saw it and her mouth instantly began to drool. Heavy dollops of saliva landed on her swollen, needy breasts. 

There had been a whole lot of fucking she had seen, and much nudity. But so many of the cocks had been inside of others that she hadn’t actually seen a cock like this in a while. Big, long, thick and beautiful. 

“Do you think she can handle two, Holt?” asked a man behind the first. He wasn’t as tall, but where the first—Holt—was thin, he was thick and muscular.

“Sure, Duncan. Why don’t we ask her?”

Duncan smiled. “How about it, sugar? Can you handle two?”

Both men were soon naked. They ripped their clothes off, not bothering very much with formality. Their bodies were spectacular. Hard abs locked in rock hard hard torsos, pectorals like the vision of god staring her in the face. She wanted to chew on their bodies, they were so hot, but really what she wanted to do was suck...and suck...and suck....

There was too much spare saliva in her mouth—altered, she knew already, to be thick and syrupy, the perfect lubricant for an incumbent cock—for her to actually give a proper answer. And so instead Morgan began ripping at her dress and dropped to her knees. 

Her tits, heavy and thick, were exposed to the air. Bright nipples the size of full erasers stuck forward. Remnants of her clothing remained, sticking to her skin as a result of the sweat from the delicious, endless heat that the party provided.

She needed cock. She needed as much cock as she could muster. There was nothing more important in the world for a young woman like her, a young beautiful woman with so much sensuality and desire to offer, than to be fucked brutally and thoroughly and for as long as possible. Her body, scintillating and amazing, was made purely for taking in as many cocks as possible. 

“Oh yeah,” said Holt. “She can handle us. What a good girl.”

Holt stepped forward, his cock hardening at the sight of the kneeling Morgan. Precum dripped down like a leaky faucet, and Morgan moaned with need. 

His cock already exposed, Morgan could not stop herself from sliding her mouth directly over the shaft when he came close. The movement took him off guard a little—but only a little. In short order he was raking his hands through the thick, silky tangle of her gorgeous chestnut hair and guiding her up and down. 

In the mirror on the wall, Morgan could see her body. It looked younger, fitter, than it ever had. 

But she couldn’t hold the image for long. Holt’s cock simply tasted too good. A good girl was supposed to close her eyes while she sucked a man off—or if not that, then to look up at him and let him know what a subservient whorish slut she was just for his use. 

So wrapped up with serving Holt was Morgan that she almost forgot about Duncan. Just from tasting Holt's cock, she was close to cumming. It was all her sexified body needed at this point. 

And then, from behind, Duncan entered her hot, waiting cunt. She was surprised by the entrance, but she definitely welcomed it. Her slit was sopping wet, so eager to take in cock, so happy to be filled by a member that was as thick and large as Duncan's was. He drove into her with abandon, strong hands grasping at her wide fertile hips and jackhammering up into her cunt. 

Hands—she didn't know whose—slipped over her tits and nipples, squeezing and playing. That sent her over the edge. She moaned as an orgasm struck through her body, purest pleasure lighting up every atom she had—and then it kept going and going. Every stroke from Duncan became another hot orgasm lighting her brain on fire. Every slurp and suck of Holt's cock was another round of blissful waves, sending her mind to the next level of consciousness. 

She was nothing but a fertile cock vessel, and that was how life should be. Any thoughts of her ever being anything else, wanting to be anything else, were fucked right out of her stupid, small, empty little head. There was no room for anything but serving cock. 

The two men loved her body, groaning and sputtering. 

“Fuck!” they would groan. “She's so fucking tight!” 

“So fucking good!”

“So goddamn hot!”

“Gotta cum. Gotta empty myself in this cunt.”

Whose voice was whose hardly mattered. All that mattered were their cocks, their cum. She waited, aching, and then finally felt it. Holt emptied down her throat, covering her mouth and esophagus with layers of his startling hot white goo. .

Spurred by his friend’s eruption, Duncan unloaded himself, creaming into Morgan’s fertile cunt. She took all of it, squeezing her cunt muscles to take more and more, desperate to feel as much of his sweet liquid gift in her pussy as possible. 

They each took a moment, pumping silently into her hot, waiting body as she absorbed their cum and cleaned them dry with her mouth and grasping pussy. When they exited, both seemed out of breath. 

Morgan turned then, opening her legs to the two men. Hot seed dripped from her cunt. Dribbles of it ran down her chin.

“Come on boys,” she cooed. “Is that all you’ve got for me?”

The two young men high-fived. It was not. 

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, THE SUN finally rose. A servant gifted Morgan with an elegant silk robe that she could wear on her drive home now that all her clothes were ruined by all the fucking

After Duncan and Holt, there was William, and then Reggie, and then Paul, and then Hannah and Ivy. There was no doubt about it any longer—Morgan was definitely not a prude anymore. She loved sex. She loved fucking. She loved lust and she absolutely loved the Lust Party. 

That was what she was calling it now, in her head. She had heard it once or twice around the crowd, and it was a brilliant name for the wonderful event.

There was a lot she didn’t understand. All her stamina. The seeming fountain of youth that Braddock provided. The nonstop feelings of arousal pumping through her system. 

But that didn’t feel very much like it mattered, anymore. All that really mattered was getting her fertile fuckbody full of some stud’s cum. 

With all the raucous fucking that Morgan had enjoyed throughout the night, one might have expected her to be staggering out, maybe limping. But instead she frolicked out to her car, with more sexual energy than she had felt in ages. She felt like there was nothing she couldn’t do—no one she couldn’t fuck. 

She licked her lips. This was going to be fun. 

And there was one thing she knew for certain—she would have to go back to the next party. 

# # #
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THE FUCKING HAD BEEN going on for hours now. It wasn't right to call it an orgy, exactly. There were lots of men fucking, but only two women. They had become the stars of the show. Other women there—cheerleaders—could only look on with wanton jealousy at the two girls that had become the favorites of the men in such a short time span. 

All they had done was show up, and their presence, their beauty, had demanded the cocks of the dozen-plus ripped athletes who were there already. 

Both young beauties were covered from head to toe in sparkling hot cum. Their skin glistened with it. They were full of it on the inside. 

And still they wanted more. 

Always more. 

The gorgeous young hotties would never have enough, would never feel enough cocks inside of their beautiful bodies. All they wanted in the world was to be fucked. To have whatever cock they wanted stuffed in their beautiful bodies until their minds blinked off from overload.

And they would get it. Because this was a place where everyone got what they wanted. This was a place where the nastiest, dirtiest fantasies came to life. 

This was the Lust Party...and guests never had to leave. 

# # #
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Lust Party 2
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The day after her first Lust Party was mostly a wash. Morgan stumbled home, her body full of the cum of strangers, and slid into her bed. She slept the day away, waking from time to time to raid her fridge for the most carb-heavy, calorie dense foods she could find. There was a distant memory in her head of sending a text to her boss at the newspaper where she worked, The Edition, informing him that she wouldn't be arriving that day. 

But the next morning—after the day long rest that she was able to have, Morgan woke up in her bed feeling terrific. She slid out of her sheets and stretched her lithe, tight body long and high, shaking her hair out until the fine, glossy chestnut locks settled into their natural wavy length, framing her angelic face and resting at the halfway point down her back. 

Wait...what?

She stepped over to the full-length mirror she kept attached to her closet door across from the bed, one perfectly constructed eyebrow raised curiously. 

At the Lust Party two nights ago, she had been fucked, and thoroughly, several times. She had imbibed Braddock’s “Elixir of Lust”, or whatever he wanted to call it—probably a lot more than she needed to. In her half-awake calculations the day before while she recovered from its grogginess-inducing after-effects, she had written the substance off as merely some form of very strong booze. But now that she looked at herself in the mirror, that write-off seemed very hasty indeed.

Morgan was twenty-eight years-old. She was attractive, though not stunning, and while she turned heads from time to time she had to go out of her way to really make men look for a long time—to get the kind of open, jaw-dropping looks that made her thighs tremble and her stomach quiver. 

It was a nice in-between and she had used what looks she had from time to time to give an advantage to her journalism career, where a pretty face could go a long way toward loosening tongues. 

She had shoulder-length chestnut hair that always seemed a bit drab to her; she had modestly-sized breasts and, though not in perfect shape (thanks to a regular habit of stress-eating whatever bread and cheese was on hand, usually on the weekends), she ran nearly every day and kept herself in physical form. 

That was not the reflection that looked back at her in the mirror this morning. 

What she saw was, at most, a twenty-one year-old. And more than that, a twenty-one year-old porn star, with magnificently sculpted, naturally perky tits that seemed like they would burn bras off if any dared to disgrace the sight of their physical perfection. 

They were easily 36Ds, when Morgan before had been a much more modest 32B. Her muscles were toned and visible—the soft surface of her abdominals was layered with tight, compact muscles that made Morgan’s mouth drool just looking at them.

Her reflection was turning her on. 

Little wonder. 

Her hair, as she had found out first, was long and luxurious, each lock a glossy silken strand that made love to Morgan’s skin as it stretched down her toned back. She had grown at least four inches, well beyond her previous height of five foot four. Her posture was a perfect C shape—chest out, ass out, belly in. It felt more comfortable than any manner of holding herself she had felt in years. 

It was not lost on her that this was the perfect way to display her body to men, too. 

The coup de grace was her face. There was not a hint of any blemish, no sign of any imperfection. Her face held all the glory of youth—smooth shiny skin that practically begged to be kissed, her lips plush and full, her dark eyes brimming with sultry mystery. Cheekbones had been raised and enhanced just so, and her jawline evened out, and so while she was still recognizable as Morgan, she was definitely an improvement. 

“Fuck,” she said, her voice an earnest, breathy whisper, though she had intended to speak at full volume. “I’m amazing!”

She was indeed. That was why, mere moments after catching the sight of herself in the mirror, her hands slipped down to her cunt and began exploring. She was sensitive there—much more sensitive than she could ever remember being. 

A gentle touch sent a lightning bolt of pleasure through her body that dropped the buxom beauty to her knees, and she had to keep going from there. Her fingers expertly knew how to pleasure this new body, working in and out of her slippery hot pussy with delicious ease, and her fingers knew also to grasp the raspberry-sized nipples waiting for her touch.

When she woke from her round of six or seven orgasms—there was really no telling how many there were, all in rapid fire succession just from the most surface exploration of her rich depths—she stumbled into the shower and finger-fucked herself again to another seven orgasms, one right after another in a hot chain of pleasure that curled her toes and made her scream at the top of her lungs. 

An hour later, she was already two hours late for work and Morgan simply didn’t give a fuck. She sent off another quick text to Lionel Powell, her boss at the newspaper The Edition, and told him she would need another half day before coming in. 

* * * * * *
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MORGAN’S NEW SIX HUNDRED dollar heels clicked happily along the pavement as she stuffed her latest round of purchases into the back of her sedan. 

Her new suit was daring, bold, and undeniably sexy. It was scarlet red, a tight jacket with a deep v-neck attached with two large golden buttons that seemed loose and easy to detach for ease-of-fucking. Beneath the jacket, barely visible, was a sheer black top clinging to the underside of her tits and only just covering her nipples. 

The skirt she wore was tiny and red, matching the jacket, slipping down her thighs halfway to her knees. If she sat the right way—and she would always make sure to—then it slid up so that part of her ass cheeks were exposed to any viewing her heavenly visage. Smoky dark stockings decorated the shining skin of her newly-long legs, matching the dark leather gloves eagerly clasping the cock-handling hands she now possessed. 

The young female clerk who had been helping her try on new clothes picked up outfit after outfit for Morgan—after a while, it was apparent the poor dear just wanted to see Morgan’s hot-fuck-me frame in as many sexy combinations as possible. 

Morgan couldn't blame her. She herself was sneaking off a quick chain of orgasms after every new outfit she tried on. 

After the fifth such outfit, Morgan started winking for the little smartphone camera the girl kept sliding under the door of the dressing room. 

Give her something to dream about. No doubt the girl was full-on lesbian now, if she wasn’t already before. Morgan knew, knew, she had that effect on women now. 

It would have been simple to convert a straight woman to full lesbianism with her beauty—like sliding a nut over a bolt, that easy. Something that had always belonged and merely needed to be shown how to attach. 

Maybe the clerk would post Morgan's amazing beauty to some website. Strangers all over the world could jerk off to her. The thought made her hot. She slid her fingers against her hyper-sensitive clit, imagining some man or woman pleasuring themselves in front of a computer screen or a tablet or a smartphone, thoughts racing with this person she knew nothing about getting their sweet bodies off at the thought of Morgan's body becoming ever sexier and more undressed. 

Morgan did not mind, at all, that her sexuality had expanded to easily, frequently, and exuberantly include women. It only seemed natural. Women were hot. They deserved a bit of hot lust as much as anyone. Why exclude them?

The trunk of her car now was absolutely stuffed with new outfits. She had blown through more than a month of pay entirely on clothes. Within three hours of waking up, she had drained her savings of five thousand dollars to pay for dozens of brand new outfits, heels, and accessories. 

There was so much that she could be wearing. Why the fuck had she been spending all her time in such drab clothes and with such a full bank account full of useless cash, just sitting there? 

Although, it was fun when she found out she could simply take a few things for free, so long as the clerk was into her. 

That was how she gotten a brand new set of designer belts, retailing for close to a hundred dollars each, for little more than her hand sliding up and down the young teenage clerk’s cock behind the counter. He was obviously eighteen, his face still somewhat scarred by acne and his hair thick and loose, but Morgan didn’t care. 

In her mind, she knew she was a distant twenty-eight, but her body only felt three years old than him...and when it came to his cock, he was certainly not of a mind to protest their age difference. 

It was the middle of a Tuesday, and no one was really at the mall. So, when she walked into Cloud, the latest designer shop, it was just her and the clerk. His voice squeaked wildly as he greeted her, and Morgan just found that so cute.

In less than ten minutes, she had her hand slid around his cock and was urging him to cum all over her tits. She had taken off her hot scarlet jacket, of course, leaving her heavenly tits exposed as she knelt before the young stud. 

“You’re so fucking pretty,” he moaned, hips thrashing as he emptied himself on her chest. “You’re so f-fucking pretty...”

“I know dear.”

As it turned out, she didn’t even have to wipe up the cum. Whatever had happened to her had made her skin happy to absorb the hot cum of strange men, leaving only a happy shiny trail from her neck to her tits and leaving her looking sexier than ever. 

And then, when his wits returned to himself, and he protested that she was taking too much, she made him cum again. That kept him quiet. 

Morgan would be the subject of every erotic fantasy he ever had again. No other woman would ever be able to match up to her. The poor soul would be constantly lonely, aching to find someone even a fraction as hot as the mysterious woman who blew into his life and stroked his cock for a mere ten minutes. 

The thought gave her a thrill, knowing she was ruining him like that. 

Morgan shut the door on her trunk, smiling at the memory, only a hour or so before. The clerk would be bragging about her to all his friends for ages. That felt good. That felt...right.

She deserved to be bragged about. She was a hot fuck goddess, dressed to rock and roll with every cock man enough to step to her. Morgan licked her lips. It was time to go to work. 

* * * * * 
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SHE STROLLED INTO THE office close three in the afternoon. The brunette beauty had made a few stops on her way to the newspaper office—most notably, several bars with several men inside. 

Morgan, being a reporter, knew the strip of bars that all the lawyers, bankers, and other such high-rolling corporate fellows went out to in the middle of the day for lunch. Quite a few of these rich studs had offered to buy her drinks, and even more had given her their numbers. In a matter of hours, her love life had suddenly become more festive and exciting than it had in years. She had dates lined up for weeks. 

The thought of having some young, hunky stud wrapped around her fingers, begging to give her ever more cash and clothing and jewelry just to fuck her one more time made Morgan’s heart race. And she knew there was nothing stopping here. There really had been nothing stopping her before, outside of a lack of confidence. And now that her body was so spectacularly splendid, that lack of confidence had gone “bye-bye.”

Of course, there was something else, too. Some sort of dark, heated energy she felt in her bones. Some inner-burning, a need for attraction, a need for attention, a need for sexual energy, a need for...lust.

“Morgan?”

Lost in thought, Morgan had been strutting merrily to her cubicle in the middle of the office. Before, she had hated such placement—being in the middle of so much activity, and so very many male gazes. 

And yet, now...now, the thought excited her. All those men looking at her. Wanting to take her. Wanting to pick her up over their shoulders and stuff her into a closet, tie her down and fuck her at their leisure. Wanting to breed her, fill her up with babies, make her their hot, bound pregnant cunt. 

Her cunt moistened at the thought of a man actually strong enough to keep her like that. 

With a soaking pussy, she turned to face Colette, who had called her name. “Hello dear. How are you this morning?”

“Is that...is that you?” Colette asked. 

The young copy-editor and researcher wore what she always wore to work—tight blue jeans and layers of clothes on top to hide the abject skinniness of her frame: a hoodie over a sweater over a long sleeved t-shirt. Fingerless mesh gloves wrapped around her hands.

“Of course it is, love,” Morgan smiled. Her voice was soft and low, a sultry whisper that spoke of dark candlelit nights and centuries of passionate lovemaking by the sea. “What do you mean?”

A few reporters nearby had lifted their heads up above the cubicle, man and woman. Their eyes widened as they saw Morgan’s daring outfit—the tiny skirt, the tall heels, the thick bundle of her gorgeously glossy hair as it swished gently in the A/C. She soaked up their attention and, in turn, let their attention soak her cunt. 

But, Colette had to ruin it. The willowy brunette tugged Morgan by the arm and shoved her into a nearby office, emptied due to budget cuts. 

“You know what I mean!” Colette hissed. “You know exactly what I mean! Two days ago, I tell you not to go to that crazy party. I told you it would change you. And here you are, totally changed! You look...you look like some fucking slut, Morgan! What’s the matter with you? What—what are you doing?”

As Colette spoke, Morgan had been stepping around the office, closing all the blinds very deliberately. Even though the cords were easily within arm’s reach, she bent over at he waist to grab them, showing off the long svelte lines of her legs and the incredible shape of her ass. Her hair, so thick and long, fell down to one side like a luxury blanket, the sort given out at five star hotels. 

“I’m giving us some privacy, dear. Isn’t that okay?”

“A-and there’s that! That too! Calling me ‘dear.’ ‘Love.’ You never used to talk like that. I’m like a year older than you, besides! What the fuck is—”

Morgan placed a gloved finger to Colette’s lips. “Shhh.”

Colette, confronted so immediately with such an intimate gesture, appeared to be stunned into babbling. Morgan's tits pressed confidently on Colette's. The resulting shape was enticing and inviting, and Colette moaned as she saw the sweet crushed cleavage formed on her body.

“What...what is...”

“I know the problem here, sweetness.” 

The brunette bombshell’s voice had effortlessly turned into a symphony of succubine seduction, sliding into every part of Colette’s brain and soaking it in hot intentions. 

“Y-you do?”

“Of course I do. You’re attracted to me. You’ve been attracted to me for a long, long time. Haven’t you?”

She blushed furiously, looking away. “That’s...that’s not...”

Morgan put a hand on Colette’s hip, clenching just right. “It’s all right, love. You can tell me. I want you to be attracted to me. Because I’m attracted to you. I really, really am.”

Their lips were dangerously gloss. Morgan's were wet, glossy, and pink...and looking ever so soft. 

Her attraction perhaps wasn’t as specific as Colette’s—the researcher had been building her crush for some time now ever since Morgan had arrived at the office. Morgan’s own attraction had started the second she saw Colette that day, simply because available lust in the air turned Morgan on more than anything else in the world. 

“Really?” Colette’s face softened. Yearning, open and pleading, was obvious on her face. “You’re not just saying that? Because if you aren’t, then I—”

Morgan cut her off with a long, sensuous kiss. Her jaw worked up and down, their tongues eagerly sliding together in the silence formed by their meeting.

Colette moaned into the embrace, arms flailing outward for a moment before wrapping up and around Morgan’s body. Her hands tugged at Morgan’s tightly muscled back, running through her thick hair, fingers sliding hard into her scalp and shoulders. 

“Oh fuck,” Colette breathed after a moment. “No. We really...we shouldn’t. You smell so amazing. You’re like heaven and berries, oh my god. But we...we can’t. We have to...you’re under their influence somehow. We can’t just—”

Morgan cut her off with another kiss, this time using her hands to unbuckle Colette’s pants. The skinny beauty melted before her, knowing where this was going. Her panties were ripped away, easily disposed of—Morgan was stronger than she had ever been, fueled by lust, confidence, and whatever dark power brewed inside of her.

A small trail of downy brown hair led to Colette's pussy. She kept herself trimmed there. Morgan felt drool entering her mouth, looking at the juicy cunt already so moist and hot because of Morgan's disastrously hot body. 

As Morgan’s fingers slipped up into Colette’s beautifully tight pussy, she began to whisper in Colette’s ear. “I tell you what sweetling. I have an offer for you. A proposition.”

“I...ooh, oh my god, ohfuck oh fuck you’re so good at that, you’re so good, you’re so-so-so pretty, so-so-so—”

“Pay attention, darling. I’m trying to talk to you.”

“I’m sorry.” Colette gulped, eyes wide with fervent adoration. “Tell me whatever you like. Tell me anything, j-just keep doing thaaaaaat...”

“If I make you cum,” Morgan kissed Colette’s neck, knowing perfectly well she would already do that, “then you’ll come along with me to the very next party Braddock throws. And you can see for yourself whether anything is amiss or not.”

It only made sense, in Morgan’s mind, to tell others about the party. For her, it had changed everything—made her entire life better and more satisfactory in less than a day. Why not do the same for Colette? She was such a sweet girl, crushing on Morgan like she had. Morgan wanted to do something nice for her. Morgan wanted to change her, to make her life hot and amazing like hers was. 

“Nnn—” Colette moaned. 

Morgan suspected the sweet darling was trying to resist. Her thumb pressed hard on Colette’s clit, an intense grin on Morgan’s face.

“You don’t want to cum, baby? You don’t want to cum just for me? After all this time? All that longing? All that need? All those sweet, delicious nights you spent under the sheets wishing and hoping something just like this would happen? Won’t you say yes for me, Colette? Won’t you tell me what I need to hear?”

“Y-yes!” Colette moaned, her volume out of control. Everyone in the office could hear. “Yes! Make me cum, oh my god, anything, please! Just make me cum!”

Whatever dark energy burned within Morgan also gifted her with a natural understanding of just what a girl needed to have the hardest orgasms she possibly could. She applied that knowledge know, administering her fingers and thumb to Colette’s clit and g-spot with exactly the rhythm she needed. 

Moaning wildly, thrashing against Morgan’s sure, strong body, Colette came, her cunt gushing down Morgan’s brand new leather gloves. 

The two brilliant beauties kissed as pleasure overcame all of Colette’s senses. Morgan, having pleased her target, felt warm satisfactory thrills run up and down her body—the equivalent of an orgasm for her yesterday. Today, it was merely warm-up. 

“L-love you,” Colette mumbled, staring in awe at Morgan. 

She had just been gifted with the hottest, most powerful orgasm of her life. Her entire worldview had shifted. There was nothing she wouldn't do for Morgan now, no one she wouldn't lie to or deceive, no task she wouldn't dare. Morgan was who she wanted. Morgan was everything to her. 

Nuzzling Colette close, Morgan whispered into her ear. “I’ll let you know when I get the details, dear.”

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU GOING TO TELL me what that was all about?”

Almost immediately after exiting the empty office, Morgan’s boss, Lionel Powell, had pulled her aside and shoved her into his own office. 

Colette was a hot, sweating, cunt-dripping mess, and would need an hour or two before her sanity all the way returned to her. She remained in the abandoned office, absently fingering her cunt while looking at pictures on her smartphone that Morgan had encouraged her to take. Morgan could pose like a model now with perfect ease. 

Her body was made sure showing off from top to bottom, so it was only natural that her flexibility and ease of movement could on board with the program. Her hair was so shiny, her tits so large and buoyant, her legs so perfectly long and sleek—every part of her demanded admiration at all times. Colette was practically required to worship Morgan from this point forward just by biology. 

Naturally, Morgan did not have a hair out of place, and if anything, she looked even more dynamite than she had before. The heated flush in her cheeks from the fingerfuck session with Colette only heightened the smoky gaze she put out, and the lesbian workout had built up a gentle sheen of sweat that made every part of her skin look even more delectable than before. 

“You mean between Colette and I in the office?”

Lionel took a seat at his desk. Morgan had already noted that the blinds were closed. Lionel liked his privacy when he was trying to put out the final pages of their weekly installment of The Edition. His chair was tall and leather, the desk hard oak and littered with papers. 

He was not an exceptionally clean man. Morgan had regular fantasies of dressing up in a maid’s outfit and cleaning his desk and office for him. Perhaps she would be occupied with a stain on the carpet, and he would be overcome with lust after seeing her lack of panties, his brilliant mature cock so right as it slid right into her cunt...her unprotected cunt. 

There would be nothing stopping him from getting her so very pregnant...and then she would be able to raise his babies and suck his cock all day long like a good girl...

“I mean all of it, Morgan. You come in six hours late for work. You don't even show up yesterday. You’re dressed like...well, there’s not a lot of appropriate words for it that aren’t insulting, so let’s just say it’s completely inappropriate. You’re—”

She slid up on Lionel’s desk, crossing her long legs. She allowed herself several seconds for the motion, at least five to stretch one leg all the way out, and then another ten to let it gently and effortlessly cross high up on the thigh of the other. Her expensive new heels, strapped tight to her ankles, dangled precariously close to his crotch. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, sliding back in his chair. 

“You don’t seem to like my outfit,” said Morgan. She began to pout. “I have to admit, Lionel, I’m a little hurt. You’re the reason I’m wearing this, actually.”

His argument seemed absolutely forgotten from the onslaught of sensory information being delivered to him by Morgan's body. 

“I am?”

“You are. I wore it especially for you. I wanted you to see how I look in red. I think I look dynamite. But I suppose you don’t agree.”

“I...I...of course you...” he shook his head. “No. Look.” He rapped his knuckles on the arms of his chair. “How attractive you are isn’t really the question. Do I smell booze on you? Because that’s not—”

“So you do think I’m attractive?” 

She turned bent forward, letting him look down the heavy expanse of her cleavage. His eyes locked on immediately to the smooth, young, healthy, full tits she possessed. Tits that were, as she had just said, decorated solely for his attention. 

As he was transfixed, she noticed the picture of his ex-wife still on his desk. What a piece of trash, leaving this beautifully masculine man. Morgan flicked it carelessly off the desk—and the photo landed, appropriately, in the bin waiting below. An indulgent smile cross her lips. Lionel didn’t seem to notice. 

“I mean, Morgan...of course you’re attractive. That’s not really...wait.” He put a hand to his face. “Do you smell that? It’s so...it’s really hot in here.” He tugged at his tie. He had begun to sweat. “It smells like...berries. And clouds, somehow. You don’t—what are you doing?”

Her heel had landed on his knee. The long tip dug into his flesh, though not enough to hurt him. Just enough to get his attention. 

“Something you like. Don’t you?”

He gulped. 

“Morgan...you’re...clearly not in your right mind. Did you go to that party? Is that what’s causing this? Because I did some digging on my own, and I found these reports, and—”

Her heel slid up higher on his thigh, heading quickly toward the rapidly forming bulge in his crotch. “I don’t want to talk about all that boring stuff, Lionel. Baby. I want to talk about the best way to shove your cock into this fertile young body. Isn’t that more exciting?”

“F-fertile?” he gulped again. “Young? Morgan, you’re—oh fuck.”

Her heel landed on his cock. She began rubbing the toes up and down his thick, heavy rod, licking her lips as she delivered the pleasure she knew that he wanted. Calling herself “fertile” had been a bit of an ad-lib. 

But then, she was fertile, wasn’t she? She could have as many babies as Lionel could pump into her. God, that would really seal the deal, wouldn’t it? If he made her pregnant. Then he would have to fuck her all the time, just to keep her in line. 

Maybe he could convince her to fuck Colette too. Get her pregnant. The two of them waiting on him and his huge cock hand and foot, all day long, each girl trying to have a more pregnant belly than the other...

“You work so, so hard all day long, Lionel. Mister Powell. Won’t you let me your day a little easier?”

“If you want...shit.” He was huffing now. “If you think, I mean...if you want to go out, Morgan, I mean...I’m your boss. But even then, we can’t just do it something here. We have to—”

Her heel had relinquished its soft pressure on his cock, but only because she had dropped to her knees. “Do something here,” she said, smiling and licking her lips. “What a lovely idea, Mister Powell. I just finger-fucked Colette in the other room. I know you overheard us. I know you wanted to watch. I can make sure you watch later on. Would you like that?”

Whatever answer he had was cut short when he realized she was sliding down to her knees between his legs. 

In short order, she had her hands unzipping and freeing his cock from the confines of his slacks. His hands came up to stop her, but she merely placed them on the side of her head, where the silken soft locks of her hair felt too good to massage to actually bother trying to stop her from giving this perfect man a beautiful blowjob that he so clearly deserved. 

His cock was large and mostly hard, a fierce red pole of masculine power. It was everything she had ever hoped for in all her fantasies at home.

“I’ve wanted this,” she moaned, “for a long, long time.”

And then she slid her mouth over the turgid head of his member, suckling gently as he slid all the way down her throat with ease. There was no gag reflex, no hesitation. She knew exactly how to beautifully suck a man’s cock in the same way that she knew how to amazingly finger a woman like Colette. 

As she slurped up and down his dense meat, Morgan’s perfect countenance remained intact, as if her beauty had a power unto itself. Her hair did not fall out of place no matter how much Lionel massaged her scalp or pulled at her shimmering locks. Her face remained angelic and needy, not a smudge of make-up anywhere. 

Her lips, pink and glossy, remained moist and warm, creating a happy suckling home for her boss’s beautiful cock. And her clothes remained easily in place, though she would have been perfectly happy if they did not. 

If Lionel wanted to, in fact, he could have ripped every piece of clothing from her back and fucked her wild. Fucked her into the corner, maybe, trapping her with his cock and making sure she had no choice but to take his babymaking sperm and get her as pregnant as possible. 

But, he didn’t. Instead he threw his head back, groaning and grunting, encouraging Morgan to suck ever more of his big cock with helpful thrusts and gyrations of his hips. 

“Take it, baby, yeah.” His voice was breathy and heavy. “Take all of it. Oh shit, holy shit, you’re so good. You’re so good, Morgan. I had no idea. No idea...no idea you wanted this. I would have...fuck, ages ago, before Lynn left me even...goddamn...Oh fuck...oh fuck...”

He was going to cum soon. Morgan was delighted to feel his balls tighten, his shaft begin to vibrate just so. There was no mistaking when a man’s orgasm was arriving. She sucked with ever more gusto, eager to swallow him down, aching to feel his white load flush down into her system. 

She moaned loudly, knowing her sounds on his cock were only increasing the pleasure he felt from her sex-bomb body. Louder and louder her moans grew, filling the office, filling—she hoped—the ears of everyone listening outside. With some sort of lusty telepathy, she knew they were there, and she knew the staff were all touching themselves in tandem, aching, wishing they were as lucky as Colette or Lionel.

“”F-fuck...fuck, Morgan, I'm gonna...you're gonna make me...I have to, you might want...”

She stayed latched on, desperate for his cum. Her boss emptied himself into her mouth and throat, spraying hard. Gushing streams of heavy cum landed inside her and she swallowed each of them down with glee, eagerly awaiting more and more as he emptied himself into her body. 

Once he finally sputtered out, the spasms of his cock leveling down to gentle trembles, Morgan slipped her mouth off his rod and began to gently lick and clean him up.

“Fuck,” he said, face in his hands. “Oh, fuck. Fuck me.”
“Whenever you’re ready,” she purred, sliding a hand up his abdomen. 
“What?” He shook his head, and pushed his chair back from her. He furiously buttoned up his pants, shaking his head. “This was a mistake. All of this. You have to...you’re on suspension.”

“Suspension?” She raised an eyebrow, not quite believing him. 

“With pay,” he said. “Because of how...because of your work before this. But you have to clean yourself up. You can’t just come in here to work and...fucking christ, you fucked me and Colette in the matter of half-an-hour, didn’t you?”

She shrugged. “I’m efficient, Lionel.” She was still on her knees, and crooked a finger at him. “Why don’t you come over here and I can show you how suspended I should be?”

He took a few steps forward, and then shook his head. Turning to the window, he opened it and stuck his head outside, taking several deep breaths. When he returned, his face was clear. 

“You’re suspended, with pay. And that’s final. Call me in a week and we’ll talk about...” he waved his hands. “Whatever just happened. If you’re...serious. About something you feel for me, then you’ll wait.”

Morgan stood finally and left the office without saying anything else. A normal woman might have been hurt, insulted, or even outraged. She was merely curious at his resistance. She supposed she should have let him fuck her tits? 

Deep in thought, considering how she might have pleased him better, she did not notice the heavy looks of arousal that nearly everyone in the office was giving her. Apparently it had become common knowledge, quite quickly, that if someone simply dragged Morgan into an office then they were asking for a romp with the sexiest woman they had ever seen in person. 

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and her eyes grew wide with pleasure. 

It was Braddock. He had texted her:

New party tonight. Special event. Bring whoever you like. Starts at 7 PM. 

Morgan's smile was alive with delight.

* * * * *
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EIGHT HOURS LATER, Morgan and Colette drunkenly stumbled into the Braddock house with their arms intertwined tight. Colette’s resistance to coming to the party—as, looking at Morgan, there was no doubt what it would mean for herself—had been worn down after Morgan extracted her from the office and had her down several bottles of wine while licking the sweet young brunette’s pussy. 

Morgan herself had her own turn having her pussy licked and drinking plenty of wine last, a heated pleasant warmth spreading through her body to match the heated pleasant warmth of the near-constant orgasms that Colette’s tongue delivered to her over-sensitive clit. 

But despite all of this, Morgan's thought processes remained clear and her goals were adamant—she had to go to the Lust Party, and she had to bring Colette with her. 

And so, when they arrived, they were both positively smashed and feeling rather in love with each other. Colette, for her part, was already hearing wedding bells and had heavily considered breaking it off permanently with the three on-again, off-again girlfriends she had. Living in the lesbian world meant that her circle of friends had quite a few people who simply slept with everyone, Colette included. Morgan made a mental note to introduce herself—and some of Braddock's elixir—to all of them. 

But Colette had no second-thoughts about breaking it off with these girls, even though she had known them since she had entered college more than a decade before. Even being Morgan’s permanent footstool and pussy-licking servant was an upgrade in Colette's mind. Any way to be close to the brilliant, sun-like scorching hotness of Morgan was an immediate win for the nerdy babe. 

Morgan, while rather enamored with Colette, was mostly wrapping the researcher around her leather-gloved finger simply to add more fuel to the lust fire when she inevitably tried to seduce Lionel once again. Certainly he felt compelled to turn Morgan down after a blowjob at work, but how would he feel about turning down the two of them, dressed in nothing but lingerie, heels, and overcoats, showing up at his house and begging for his cock?

Begging for his cock, and begging to be bred. Begging to be his pregnant little hand servants, to be ordered around at his leisure and taught how best to suck and serve to please him the best...Morgan's mind was on fire with this fantasy. She needed to make it come true. 

And so she simply had to go to the Lust Party to make sure that Colette was on board with the idea as well. 

Colette might have been a lesbian now, but Morgan was certain she could turn her around. If the Lust Party didn’t do it, then Morgan would simply tie the silly girl up and lick her pussy while flashing a thousand gigabytes of cock pictures at her in a dark room for...oh, maybe just a few days. That would turn anyone around. 

The only morality Morgan had anymore was her own pleasure. Every code of ethics and line of right and wrong that she had ever been taught took a firm and steady backseat to doing whatever she could to make sure that the only sensation she felt was endless bliss. There was no competition.

Morgan was still dressed in her stellar red suit, looking stunning still even after hours of fervent lovemaking. Colette looked dazed, dressed in a tight black cocktail dress that Morgan made her wear (one that she had bought earlier that afternoon, quickly modified so it fit the brunette's frame), but still was attractive with her natural lithe, skinny frame fitting inside of the tight confines of the dress so well. 

The first thing Morgan noticed upon entering was how subdued everything seemed to be. There was only one bowl of punch located in the dining room—a stark difference between the several of the other night—and it was almost all gone. There were no bowls anywhere else. There were no party-goers madly fucking in the corners, no newly-fashioned paramours going down on each other in every study and library in the expansive mansion. 

She dragged Colette over to the bowl and gave her a long drought of the stuff. Filling the cup meant that all that was left were mere droplets in the ornate bowl. 

“Drink,” she said, holding the cup up to her lover’s face.

Colette’s time for refusals was long, long past. Grinning and giggling, she tipped the glass back and took it all down in one go. 

“Was that good, Morgan?”

She could have easily replaced “Morgan” with “Mistress” and kept the same worshipful, obedient tone. Anyone who gave a woman more than a dozen orgasms in the space of eight hours would earn the same kind of loving adoration as Morgan had earned from Colette. 

“Good girl,” said Morgan, petting her head and kissing her on the neck. “That’s my good little pretty. You’re such a good babydoll.”

The other woman giggled with clear pleasure at following commands. She was naturally a submissive, and Morgan had to work only a little to find all the right words to make that submissiveness come right to the surface. 

Then, Morgan noticed the little vial—the one that Braddock must have dumped into the punch. One little vial of that had been enough to affect an entire bowl of punch all by itself. Its potency, its power, attracted her greatly. 

She shook the vial in her hands, examining closely. There was not much of the substance left, whatever it was. But there was a short little swig there. 

No doubt that small amount, in its concentrated form, that would have been enough to fill several, several drinks. Morgan licked her lips. Next to her was Colette, giggling and cooing, pressing against her shoulder. Morgan could feel the soft, melting heat of Colette’s cunt as it pressed against Morgan’s thighs.

Whatever had happened to Morgan—all this beauty, all this confidence—it was a result of this substance. The thought of making two of herself was inescapably hot. There was no way, no way, that Lionel would be able to resist that. 

And then finally...finally she could get to wrap her legs around his waist. Finally she would be able to feel him thrust inside of her, emptying himself, filling her with his fucking children and getting her so fucking pregnant...

Morgan took Colette’s cheeks and popped her mouth open, emptying the vial into the other girl’s throat. Colette giggled, simply going along with whatever Morgan said at this point, and downed the dark substance in one go. 

“Fruity,” Colette breathed after swallowing. She burped slightly, and then giggled at the decisively unladylike gesture.

And then, abruptly, she passed out. Morgan managed to catch her before she fell all the way to the ground. A contented smile was on Colette’s face. Morgan shook her, trying to wake her. Oh god—had she just killed her new lover?

“Yes,” said a deep voice. “I did my own experiments with testing out the substance by itself without adulterating it with the punch. The effects are more potent, as you’ll notice, but they do create an intermediate period of stasis for a while. Not much good for parties. I can’t very well be giving out drinks that make everyone pass out on the first sip, can I?”

Morgan turned to see, of course, Braddock. He was just as handsome and mature as he was the day before, a true silver fox. Heated desire, real and potent, overwhelmed her. She let Colette drop roughly into a nearby leather chair and focused all of her considerable charm on the new man. 

He had a cock, and there was no doubt he knew how to use it—and she wanted to serve and pleasure him without any reservation. 

“You’re so smart and strong, Sir,” she cooed, mincing her knees together, bringing her hands up under her considerable tits to push them out even more. “So wonderful and good. I’m so lucky to be in your presence.”

He wore a deep black robe, barely tied shut. She could see his considerable musculature thriving beneath, and edging around the opening in the middle was the thick head of his cock. Morgan began to drool. She hadn’t considered herself as having any feelings for this man before ten seconds ago, but now that she saw him, those feelings of love and adoration were all that she felt. 

Dimly, she began to notice that his wife and concubine, Eleanor and Yolena, were behind him on the floor. They were kissing his robe. 

Yolena looked heavily pregnant—six months or more. Morgan's eyes grew in surprise. She had seen the woman just two nights ago and her stomach was flat as a board. 

The dark beauty must have been incredibly fertile...and Braddock incredibly virile. Morgan felt her cunt's juices getting thick, aching to take him in and keep him there for the rest of her life. 

He took a hand and caressed Morgan's face, taking a few moments to guide his fingers through the thick locks of her stunningly smooth hair. 

“My elixir did quite a good job on you, I must say. I haven’t had many opportunities to test it out on women who were already young and beautiful, outside of Yolena here. But those were...special circumstances, shall we say? With a bit more visitation from the arcane.”

Morgan just giggled. He was talking about so many ideas. She could hardly keep up when all she wanted to do was suck his massive babymaking cock.

“Mostly, it’s women who are, you know...high-society,” he explained. “The long-term wives of men with ambition, or, occasionally, women with ambition. Not enough of that latter category, really.”

Morgan tried desperately to keep up with what he was saying. He had done this to her, all of it. All these feelings. All this beauty she had now. She was so grateful for it. She loved him for it. She should tell him. 

“I’m in love with you,” she said, realizing it as soon as she said it. “I just...I totally am. And I want...I don’t know what I want. I want your cock. I want to be yours. Forever. Please?”

This buxom bombshell, who had spent all day manipulating others due to the sheer force of her overwhelming lust and beauty, was trembling with heady need after barely a minute in the presence of her creator. She loved being this sexy, this confident, this beautiful. She loved everything that had happened to her. There wasn't a single aspect of her being that she was dissatisfied with, and it was all due to him. More than that, it made her cunt ache with need that despite all her hotness, despite all the stares and lust that had been thrown her way all day long, she still ached with desperate, schoolgirl-ish need from just one man. 

Morgan, illogically, hoped she was pretty enough for him. She could have graced the cover of any fashion magazine in the world, could have seduced any billionaire she set her eyes on, and even so, she wasn't sure of herself in the face of Braddock's overwhelming masculinity. That was his effect. 

She leaned forward to kiss him, fully expecting to soon have her lips ride over his, their tongues meeting and aching together, her tits on his hard chest. 

But instead he put a finger on her lips, smiling gently. 

“Not yet,” he said. “I have many lovers. Many concubines.” He gestured down to Eleanor and Yolena. “And as I said, you may yet outdo them. But the effects you are under are currently...temporary. You’ll be feeling more of yourself tomorrow. Your body will change back the day after that. If you still mean what you say—if you want to be mine, then you can return at any time and then we can make the effects permanent. I've perfected the process only just recently. But for now, I must work.”

“Work?” Morgan scrambled, trying to make him stay. “But there’s...the party...”

“Party?” A blare of music sounded through the house as a door upstairs opened. “Oh yes. Up there. Feel free to join them. Basketball players and a bevy of cheerleaders. More young subjects. I’m rather excited to find out what happens.”

He began to walk away, and Morgan trailed after him, eager to suck his cock, to kneel at his feet all day long and just be his gentle high-heeled cockwarming mouth rug. But he noticed, and held up a hand, and pointed again to the upstairs. Eleanor and Yolena did follow after him, crawling like good girls after their Master. Both of them shot haughty, knowing smiles to Morgan, indulgent in the fact that they were better than her—that they got Master's cock while she didn't. 

It should have insulted Morgan, but instead she was just turned on by it. 

If she had to prove herself to him by taking the cocks of all those basketball players, then take those cocks she would. 

* * * * *
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MORGAN’S NEW BODY GAVE her a considerable strength she had not had before. Her muscles, tightly toned and adapted for hours of endless fucking, were strong and had high endurance. So it was not too much trouble to take Colette’s rapidly changing form and to bring her up the stairs with her. 

The beautiful brunette was rapidly becoming blond. Or, perhaps she been dyeing her hair this whole time? Who could say. 

The brown locks slowly streamed outward, the coloration becoming closer and closer to platinum at the roots and then spreading down to the tips. Colette did seem sort of like the kind of girl who would dye her hair one color to appear more serious and straightforward, and maybe just to stop getting hit on by men. 

Outside the door to the party, Morgan held Colette up against the wall. She watched as Colette's breasts rapidly ballooned outward, flesh creating more of itself seemingly from nowhere. Her platinum locks continued to grow and thicken, falling over the newly-enlarged breasts in an inviting manner. Her skin became youthful and shiny, her face clear of all marks or moles, dissolving like they had been specks of dirt or food. 

Within a matter of minutes, she had transformed entirely from a bookish nerd into a porn-worthy teenage beauty. Her face, fresh and innocent, was also full of a seductive vigor that Morgan herself found it hard to match. 

Slowly, Colette’s eyes fluttered open. She saw Morgan there and licked her lips. 

“Fuck,” she said, groaning happily and stretching her arms up. “I feel great. I feel...” She held her nose to the air, turning quizzically. “I smell cock.”

The young lesbian, transformed and sexualized, every facet of her lovely face designed to elicit arousal, turned away from the brunette beauty and opened the door to the party with one singular goal in mind—stuffing her body with as many cocks as possible.

The party was being held in a large dining hall decorated with glass cases containing strange artifacts that Morgan had never seen before. Mystic symbols decorated ancient ankhs and poles and plates, floating feathers flew high on long handcrafted weapons, and terrible masks loomed over them from high overhead. 

Inside the party was, as Braddock said, an entire team of college basketball players with a full squad of their cheerleaders. These were the young athletes and beauties who had so quickly burned through Braddock's punch. There was no telling how he had gotten them here—but it wasn't as if college kids needed much of an excuse to find a place to drink and party and fuck. 

Morgan saw that many of them still had their jerseys and outfits on, either not bothering to or not remembering to change after hearing the promise of participating in a wild orgy with the apexes of masculinity and femininity in their society. 

They were already naked and rutting. Those that weren't had merely recently finished, or were about to begin again. Huge cocks of every color were wet with precum and pussy juices. Cheerleaders, tight-bodied and gorgeous with huge tits and wide fertile hips and teensy tiny waists were covered from every end in heavy, dense loads of cum. 

Immediately, Colette fell on the cock nearest to her. It had just popped out of a cheerleader’s cunt, still spurting wildly impregnating seed, and Colette sucked it down like it was the sweetest bottle of nectar in the world. The black player suddenly finding himself sucked off by this incomparably hot platinum blonde high-fived a nearby teammate drilling a cheerleader’s ass from behind. 

This was the first cock Colette had ever had in her body. The first cock that had ever shoved inside of her mouth, and she took it with as much skill as a fish to water, sucking expertly and driving the basketball player to distraction. Within moments of beginning, the drop-dead-gorgeous platinum blonde made the prospect of high-fiving or bragging anymore completely impossible because his body was overloaded with pleasure from her plump vibrating lips. 

Morgan, at the sight of so much cock, tits, and ass, needed a taste for herself.

She put herself down on all fours in the middle of the room, sliding her skirt up at her waist and pushing down beneath her tits. Her heavy breasts dangled in the air, her tight, shiny ass exposed to every player in the room. 

“Come and get it boys,” she said, smiling sultrily. “The water is fine.”

Immediately, every man not currently fucking a cheerleader—and several who were—lunged forward to stuff Morgan’s body. 

Two men stood out immediately, pushing aside the others and quickly dominating their way to Morgan's cunt. One was tall and black, heavy muscles dripping with sweat. The other, Hispanic and lanky, but with an amazingly huge cock, grinned down at Morgan with lust. 

“You ready for this, Greg?” asked the Hispanic. 

“Shit yeah, Tomas” said Greg. “I want this ass more than any other here.”

She slipped over onto her back and pulled Tomas on top of her thick, buoyant tits. With ease, he ripped apart her blouse and the two of them quickly discovered that the gobs of precum he produced were perfect lubricant for fucking her tits. 

His cock was so huge, in fact, that he could fuck the massive pair she boasted and still land more than four inches of cock into her needy mouth. Her lips sucked down on his hard rod, suckling and pleading for his cum.

At the same time, Greg wrapped her legs up around his neck and started driving into Morgan's tight pussy. Even though she had been fucked by several men just a few nights before, her cunt was tighter than ever and more needy of cock than she had felt in her life. Greg's entrance into her body was welcome, filling her completely with his huge black cock in a way that she had never felt before. The thick shaft powered against her g-spot and filled her cunt all the way to the edge of her available space, almost perfectly designed for her cunt. 

She moaned in bliss as orgasm after orgasm shook through her tight, tiny frame. There was only pleasure with cock inside of her. Their precum spilled into her, more than the loads of cum of normal men—but these athletes, so perfectly chiseled, were no longer normal men. They had been gifted with Braddock's elixir, and so even their precum was thick and syrupy...and delicious.

Tomas gripped her tits tight, holding the throttle on her with ease, and just from feeling his manly grip on her huge nipples alone, Morgan would have cum. That, in combination with the cock in her mouth and her cunt, made her every nerve alight with a symphony of excess. 

Next to her, she could see Colette being fucked much the same way. She was on her hands and knees, being fucked in the ass by some massive white athlete while she blew another. The one behind her was fucking her so hard that she was sucking even harder on the cock in her mouth, being pushed up and down it by the piston-like thrusts into her behind. 

The men knew that these women were cumming for them—cumming because of their cocks. There was no need to prolong the experience. It was entirely about their pleasure, entirely about getting off as soon as possible so that another could take their place. They held back nothing and emptied all their aggression and passion into these gorgeous women. All the other cheerleaders had suddenly become unfucked because of the gorgeous two invaders—the athletes only had eyes for Colette and Morgan now, and the cheerleaders were lucky if allowed even to stroke the cocks of the players to keep them hard. 

When they emptied, in a perfect groupthink, they all emptied at once. Colette was showered with cum—and filled with it. The first cum to ever touch her body was at that very moment, spraying over her backside and filling her ass while another man filled her throat and tummy.

And for Morgan, Tomas jizzed all over her tits and mouth and face while Greg unloaded inside of her incredibly fertile womb with his precious white hot goo. 

They all took a moment, breathing hard. There was a space of silence after the climax. Everything made sense. Everything was perfect. Every movement Morgan made, she felt more cum inside of her, and so she felt another orgasm frolic happily through her system. 

She rolled over, covered in cum. Another man was approaching, tall and muscular and naked, and clearly ready to fuck. She saw Colette do the same.

“I need some cum in my cunt,” Colette moaned. “Nobody’s even tried to get me pregnant yet tonight.”

The men surrounding the two girls gave it their best shot. 

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WOKE THE NEXT morning on the lawn of the Braddock estate. She was by herself. The party was long over. There was no one around. Cool air ran over her mostly naked body and she tried to cover herself, much to no avail. 

Her breasts, heavy and danging, felt foreign on her body. The long sheets of hair she possessed tangled in her limbs and her long legs felt stilt-like and strange. It took her several attempts to balance herself and stand, muddying herself more each time. She turned from one end of the yard to the other, searching for something, anything to cover herself with. Eventually she came across a blue plastic tarp set over some lawn equipment near a shed. It did nothing to block the cold, but at least it allowed her some dignity. 

The day before she would have walked proudly with her naked body exposed. 

Today, she knew that something was terribly wrong. She knew that all of this—all the sex, all the cock, all the pussy—was not what she truly wanted. She was a reporter, for god’s sake, and she had to get to the bottom of this. 

A great pink fog had been lifted from her brain, receded back into the ether of primal nature from whence it came.

Braddock had changed her somehow, him and his elixir. It was unnatural. It was dangerous. Who knew what might have happened, thin busty girls like her and Colette and all those cheerleaders among so many manly, masculine basketball players and...and...

Why the fuck was she getting wet at the thought of all of that? 

After much searching, she found her phone at the front door, pinning down a handwritten note.

Remember my offer. The body is gone after tomorrow. A normal life awaits you. Or, one of luxury, lust, and uninhibited desires for all of time, if you like. All it will take is one more dose.

- Braddock

Morgan set her jaw. This maniac had drugged her. He had...he had given her the time of her life, that was true, but he had drugged her. 

She would get to the bottom of this, somehow. She would make it through the next few days, turn back to normal, and totally fuck up his plans. 

How hard could it be?

She wrapped the tarp close around around her, dialing the number for a taxi. As she did, jolts of pleasure shot through her body—her supercharged lust-happy erogenous zones still existed, even if her mind wasn’t as completely obsessed with dick. She caught her gorgeous reflection in the window of Braddock’s house, and felt her fingers drifting toward her over-sized nipple, aching to touch herself just as the very sight of her new body. 

Oh, she thought suddenly. This was going to be very hard. 

# # #
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In her dreams, she was gorgeous and admired. She walked down streets and made men cum with just a wink. Women stopped her and begged her to lick their pussies. The strongest men held her down in alleys and stuffed her full of their potent, alpha cum, probably getting her pregnant.

This was what she truly wanted.

This was what she deserved.

All thoughts of propriety, decency, went out the window. Any thought that she might have some normal, boring life was obliterated. 

The closest to normalcy she would have would be to become the adoring, obedient housewife of some alpha stud. She would clean for him all day long in lingerie and cook his meals in high heels and stockings. 

When he came home, she would be on her knees, mouth open and eyes closed, waiting for his cock to pound into her mouth. If she dressed hot enough, he would reward her with a throatfuck in the corner. And if she dressed truly hot enough, then he would reward her by throwing her to the bed and filling her cunt with another baby. 

These were her dreams...the dreams brought on by the Lust Party, where dreams became reality.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WOKE, GROGGY and angry, in the cold of her apartment. She had taken to leaving the temperature low to save money. There was no guarantee, after all, that she would get her job back after her misfired attempt to seduce her boss. 

Her phone buzzed—Colette again. No doubt desperate for sex, or for seduction, or for another Lust Party. But Morgan was done with all of that. She had quarantined herself successfully and she did not want to have to start from day zero. 

The troubled beauty had gone three days. Three days without an orgasm. Three days without running off to the nearest Lust Party and giving herself up to it like she wanted to—needed to so badly.

Her body felt different, like she was going through withdrawal. Life felt...boring. Plain. Muted. Like someone had suddenly turned off all the color. Several days before, when she had been in the thick of the transformation, every last sensation was incredible because it was just another brick in the house of another orgasm. 

There was no need to have an excuse for cumming—cumming was its own excuse. 

She had watched over the last few days as her body slowly regressed to normal. And what a disappointing normal it was.

Her bountiful curves became ever-less-bountiful. Her long, thick shiny mess of perfect hair fell out in waves, dissolving on the floor like sugar in water, and became her old, normal drab cut. Her face became slowly less sexualized, her eyes less bright and her lips losing their natural come-fuck-me gloss. The five inches in height she had gained slid away, vanished like leaves in the wind, and that hard-to-burn tummy fat that had vanished so effortlessly with Braddock’s elixir made its return with a stubborn resolve to never leave again. 

In all, she was still an absolutely lovely—if particularly worn out, on this day—young woman. Just not the mouthwatering, jaw-dropping bombshell that she had been under the influence of the elixir. She took a turn in front of the mirror, trying to feel any glimmer of gratitude for having her old self back. 

It was difficult. Elixir-Morgan, Bombshell-Morgan, had been a force of nature. She had been something...someone incredible. 

And how many times in a person’s life could they say that they had been someone incredible? 

Someone who could sprout boners with a mere wink, who could seduce all comers, who could wear any outfit and become a walking wet dream? 

She took a breath, turning away from her reflection. If she looked at herself too long, she started having weird, half-hallucinatory visions of her “old” self, her former flawlessness mocking her, that soft, exotic breathy voice cooing how easy it would be to return to the way things were.

You'll love it, the voice would say. It will be so easy...so very easy. Just a little drinky, and poof! You're exactly what you should be again.

But Morgan wouldn’t allow it. She had been good for three days. If she could do it for that long, then she could do it for three weeks, and three months, and so on. She was normal again, and that was fine. 

Yes, everything had returned to normal...except for her need to orgasm. 

It wasn’t everything, this need. Not like it had been when she was fully under the effects of the elixir. But it was more present, always in her mind, always beckoning, calling, needing. 

And Morgan knew that she would only need to give in one time for the whole mess to come tumbling down around her. 

With nowhere to go—being suspended from her job at The Edition—Morgan took it upon herself to still establish some sort of routine. The first part of that, every day, was to take a long cold shower. Usually that brought her need to cum down to a low boil. Not entirely possible to ignore, but enough to let her know she could control it somewhat. 

Her phone buzzed wildly as she dried herself off. When she took a look, she quickly wished she hadn’t.

It was a series of pictures, taken again and again, of Colette. 

The first few were of her face, beautified and enhanced in every erotic way, just as Morgan’s had been. These were enough to show the tops of the slippery hot lace on Colette’s sexy, sweaty body. 

That Colette was this sexy was Morgan's fault, sort of. It was the elixir and Braddock's influence that had made Morgan give Colette the dosage to change her body and mind. But still...that didn't stop Morgan's dreams of being full of Colette's sexy body. It didn't stop her memories from being ripe with thoughts of Colette's tongue on Morgan's tits, on her abs, on her cunt...

The pictures only got more erotic from there. The photos slipped downward, sliding to the tops of Colette’s suddenly very full, very large breasts. She had been close to flat-chested before, and now her tits were properly tits, easily 36E though her frame had stayed just as skinny and trim as before, if not more so. In fact, the supple, tanned, toned nature of her skin was doing as much to turn Morgan on as every other part of her friend’s body. 

Long blond hair was in every shot as the breasts were revealed in their tiny lace lingerie and beyond, down to the tight abdomen with its perfectly formed fuck-me muscles. The hair would never need a comb, never need any sort of solution in it. Morgan remembered. The hair simply did as told, arranging itself in whatever sexy way she wanted without the need for any sprays or gels.

And then the images stopped. Morgan was soaking. Her every atom pulsed with the need to see more. 

The text came in: Want it?

Colette was toying with her. 

And then another image—below the magic area between the upper thighs and the lower abdomen, below the crotch where no doubt Colette’s brilliantly naked, perfectly trimmed pussy waited for hard fucking and long nights of licking. Instead, she showed the tops of her tight blue fishnet stockings wrapping around her thighs, and another at her knees, and another still at her calves, finally ending in the long red platform heels of the young beauty decorating her body. 

Another text: I know you want it. You can’t help yourself.

Morgan really couldn’t. Her cunt was dripping down her naked thighs. The towel she had brought with her out from the shower was long forgotten and discarded on the floor. Hands, soft and insistent, spread across her body. Squeezing her tits, sliding down to her eager, sopping pussy. 

It took her several moments to realize these were her own hands, and several more to realize that perhaps she ought to stop. 

But as soon as the thought occurred to her, a final photo came in—Colette’s pussy at last. Gleaming and wet, spread open by gentle fingers, eager to be filled and fucked and licked and owned just like Morgan’s and oh-oh-ohfuck—fuck!

Her fingers pushed up hard into her pussy and she was off to the races. There was nothing that could slow her down, no way to stop the flood of sensations that she had destroying all sense, all reason, all logic with a steady artillery barrage of endless lust and a need to cum. 

Morgan didn’t care about her quarantine, didn’t care about her three days clean from orgasms; all she cared about was indulging herself just like she knew she deserved. 

She dropped to her knees, thrusting her hips down and forward into her fingers, knowing exactly where to hit her g-spot to bring on a cum before she could second-guess herself. And the entire time, she was looking down at her phone at that sweet, hot young pussy. 

When her orgasm finally arrived, she was entirely on the floor. Her legs had scaled up the bed, pulling down the sheets over her body. A pillow fell on her face and she bit it hard, screaming in pleasure as shock waves of bliss powered through her body. 

That was a good cum, she thought. A very good cum.

But she still...she felt like herself. 

Hope sprang in her body, filling her with an urgent desire to dance, to cry out. She had cum and she was herself. She had orgasmed—held out for as long as she could!—and she was still herself. She could do it whenever she wanted now.

And she knew she would want to do it a lot because cumming was terrific and even that one, after days of build-up, wasn’t nearly as hot or good as even the lightest orgasm she’d had when she was...

When she was under the influence of the elixir. 

Her elation left her. She truly was back to normal. Normal body. Normal thoughts. Normal orgasms. Was all of that truly what she wanted? Yes, she was in control, but god, when she had been manipulating men and women left and right, she’d felt very in control then. 

There was a knock at the door. Morgan approached rapidly, half-expecting and half-hoping that it was Colette, wearing nothing but a trench coat and that scandalously hot lingerie. But instead it was a package. Though she had answered as quick as she could, there was no sign of the deliverer. 

Inside her kitchen, sitting down at her table, she opened the package. 

Beyond a mess of packing peanuts and newspaper wrapping was a small vial and a tight, sexy red outfit. The one she had left behind—the one that all those basketball players had fucked her in. It had been cleaned, but when she held her nose to it, she could still smell the cum. 

The memory rushed through her senses quickly, making a soft moan escape her lips. 

There was no question about what the vial was, naturally. It was the elixir, contained behind that small glass vial with all of its occult symbols scribbled up and down its surface Braddock was clearly having fun with her. 

Attached with the vial and outfit was a note. It read:

You are missed. We could use your mind for our cause.

Their cause. The cause of unmitigated lust, adultery, cumming, fucks, and every kind of depravity. 

Morgan stared down at the vial, her fingers hovering over the stopper. 

And she knew what she would do.

* * * * *
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SOME HOURS LATER, SHE had cleaned herself up and dressed and, with nothing on her schedule for the day, easily made the time to go to Braddock’s house once more.

She dressed conservatively. Her hope was that it would heighten the effect, to present herself as a composed, self-contained woman who knew exactly what her business was. Her drab brown sweater was contained under a bulky dark jacket, baggy jeans hiding her form. She didn’t want to be sexualized or presented in any way. 

She made her way inside, expecting to knock down every door in order to find Braddock. Morgan was surprised, then, when the lovely dark-skinned Yolena in the entryway, apparently waiting for her. She wore a tight maid's outfit, her tits practically spilling out from it. 

“Welcome back, my dear,” she said, that exotic accent ringing her words. “You want to speak with the Master of the House?”

“...yes,” said Morgan, after a moment. 

At every turn, all her energy with this case was subverted. Just a few days before she had worked herself up into a frenzy to crash the first Lust Party she went to, only to find out that all were welcome. Now, she was ready to tear down this house to confront Braddock, only to find him perfectly willing to speak with her. It was as if he could read her mind, almost, and knew how to make all her energies and desires seem useless. 

Useless...or girlish. Like she was a little girl throwing a tantrum. 

That was how his attitude, his methods made her feel. 

It was too bad that it sort of turned her on, being second-guessed and controlled like that. 

Yolena led her to a large waiting room toward the back of the house. After finding a seat, Morgan watched with some amazement as the wall opened up. Very briefly, she saw an intricate and expensive laboratory through the opening. White tables, clean walls and floors, all manner of lab equipment sitting in rows. The instant Braddock stepped through, however, it all disappeared behind the wall again. 

“That’s a neat trick,” said Morgan.

Right away, she tried to hide the instant and total heat her body felt for Braddock. Whatever was happening to her, whatever he was responsible for, perhaps that’s what she hated the most. She couldn’t stop feeling turned on by the whole affair...or by him. 

He was masculinity incarnate. She couldn't be around him without thinking of him being fucked and served by a multitude of fertile women, each more willing and desperate than the last. 

“Oh, that?” He shrugged. “With as many amorous party guests as I have looking for private rooms, it only makes sense not to have the lab in an area where they can easily access it. Thus, secret entrance. Though not really a secret. I don’t mind people knowing about it. I just don’t want anyone to start rutting so hard they ruin all my work.”

The words carried Morgan’s thoughts away for a moment. She thought of Braddock lifting her up on the table, her legs wrapped around his hips, thick cock planted hard inside her and driving her closer and closer to orgasm, closer and closer to getting pregnant, closer and closer...

“—I said, what is it you would like to talk to me about?” Braddock asked. 

Morgan’s mind was clearly not as together as she would have liked. 

“I want to talk about this.” She procured the vial from her purse. “What’s the meaning of this?”

“It’s a gift,” he shrugged. “Most take it. In fact, I have to admit, I am surprised to see you here in this state. I was certain you would have taken it.”

“I don’t care right now whether you’re surprised or not,” Morgan snapped. “I am not here in a personal capacity. I’m here in a professional one.”

Braddock raised an eyebrow, nodding slightly. “You’re a reporter, isn’t that right? So you want to...investigate? Report?”

“Yes.”

“I am busy. I don’t have much time for any dilly-dallying with reporter types. Even if they are lovely. I have many other lovelies hanging around.” 

“I’ve noticed.”

As if on cue, his wife Eleanor appeared at the door to the waiting room. She wore nothing but black and white lingerie, smoky stockings covering her startlingly sexy legs. She was busty, blond, and extraordinarily young...looking no older than perhaps twenty or twenty-one. She minced forward for a few steps and then began to crawl—a gesture from Braddock allowed her to continue. 

Morgan knew Braddock had used his serum to change his wife too. She had looked her up online—a former trial lawyer, and a very successful one at that. Her actual age was close to seventy-one.

“I hope you don’t mind,” said Braddock. “But she hasn’t had a drop all day, and she gets antsy if she goes too long.”

At first, Morgan didn’t understand what he meant. Then Eleanor, without even turning to Morgan, pulled out her husband’s cock from his pants. It was long and thick, the kind of cock that women dream about. 

Morgan felt a clamor of drool gathering in her mouth. Eleanor beat her to the punch, apparently, slobbering on her husband’s heavy meat before sinking her lips across the head and shaft. Braddock let out a long sigh, clearly enjoying himself.

Morgan gathered herself. If that was how he wanted to play, that was fine. She could roll with the punches. Clearly this was a tactic to scare her off—but she was not running.

“That’s my first question. Did you do this out of sexual frustration?”

He smirked. “Beg your pardon?”

“You won’t have it. You clearly had a tough time getting laid before creating the elixir. Isn’t that why you started this whole sex virus business?”

“Sex virus?” He snorted. “How droll. Who would enjoy a sex virus? This isn’t even a sex elixir. It’s a youth elixir, as I have said in the past. Sexual energy and proclivity is part of the side effects.”

“And having a devastatingly beautiful body? That’s a side-effect too?”

“In a way. It’s a result of the elixir’s ability to make you young. You stay young better with a body in tip-top shape. It perpetuates itself, in some ways, with sex. So, it encourages sex with aesthetics. If you have enough doses of this latest batch of elixir, all you need to remain young afterward is enough sex.”

“And if you won’t? Will you die?”

“Die?” He looked mortified. “Heavens, no. I’m not a monster. You’re free to go, as you found out. The only thing that would trouble you would be your memories. It’s hard to let go of the memory of feeling this good.”

Of this, she was well aware.

“The elixir,” he continued, “has three basic waves. The first is what I have come to call the Heat. This is when you feel drunk, high, and as if you're tripping all at once. You feel invincible and turned on. You can’t remember much or make many decisions, all you can do is fuck. Then comes the High. You experienced this also. Confidence and desire, the need to control others to spread the Heat and the High become the foremost concerns.”

“Like a virus.”

Eleanor was becoming loud and enthusiastic in the sucking of her husband's cock. A wet puddle of drool and precum gathered on the floor, dripping down from Eleanor's mouth and tits.

“It’s not a virus,” insisted Braddock. “It’s a...it’s a movement, shall we say? To focus on what really matters in life. Fucking and reproduction. That’s all.”

Eleanor, earnestly sucking his cock, let out a happy moan of approval. 

“You’re certainly taking advantage.”

“This?” He gestured down at his wife. “Oh, Eleanor was thirsty, that’s all, and she’s convinced she can only be sated by my cum. She’s wrong, of course, but I like to indulge her. Honestly, it gets rather in the way. I’ve got a lot of lab work to do, and it’s hard to move around in there with someone suckling at your cock all the time. Work must be done, you see, for progress to be made. Eleanor’s decided she only cares about my cock.”

Morgan shook her head, getting angry. “You made her that way.”

He shook his head. “Not at all. The third stage of the elixir’s effects is the Awakening. This is the really exciting portion, the most fun to study. Honestly, watching people have sex, even beautiful people, can become mundane after a long enough period. But what I’ve found is that, when people realize they have essentially eternal youth and beauty, their mindsets change entirely. Some very serious-minded people become entirely obsessed with frivolity and fucking. Some very light-hearted folks have become serious, sultry, and ambitious. Others remain entirely the same. It’s a way to unleash their inner desires on the world and set them free. This is what I’m offering with my elixir. That you became a sultry sexbomb during the High would suggest that there’s a part of you, a very large part, that simply wants that and nothing else. Or perhaps you want that and to also pursue...other interests. It’s all...” He was breathing heavily, his orgasm incumbent. “...’scuse me.”

Eleanor moaned again as he began to cum down her throat, her heavy slurps becoming sloppier and hotter as her lips and mouth were coated in his heavy seed. Morgan watched it all, clutching the sides of her chair desperately. She wanted more than anything to shove Eleanor off and take her place...but that would be insanity. 

Finally, Eleanor's slurps slowed and she merely began to clean her husband's cock with a soft dutiful hum.

“Look,” said Braddock, starting to stand. “I have to return to work. I’m terribly sorry, but it just can’t wait. I’ll have Yolena send you my lab notes, hmm? And then you can see for yourself the relative harmlessness of what I’ve been creating.”

Naturally, Morgan didn’t agree that any sex-inducing liquid was harmless, but having her hands on his materials was a huge get. 

She nodded amiably. “That’s fine.”

He stood up and pressed a series of buttons on the wall, allowing himself to re-enter his lab. After he was gone, Eleanor stood up and stretched, a massively content smile on her lovely face. She turned to Morgan, as if noticing her for the first time, and had no little amount of condescension in her eyes for Morgan’s conservative outfit.

“We’re having a Holiday Party tomorrow night,” said Eleanor, wiping her mouth clean. Braddock had cum a lot. Much of it was still pooled in Eleanor's substantial, decorated cleavage. “It’s going to be quite a lot of fun. And there will be plenty of private rooms—it’s the Derring Center, downtown. Do you know it?”

Morgan nodded. She did indeed. It was the most luxurious event hall in town. 

“We’d love to have you there,” she said. “You can even come as a reporter, if you like. We’ll be happy to answer more questions.”

“May I ask you something, Eleanor?”

Eleanor’s smile brightened the entire room. “Of course, dear. Whatever would you like to know?”

“Are you...are you happy, with this life?”

“Six months ago, I was going to die. I was seventy years old.” She smiled that flawless smile, not a wrinkle on her perfectly young skin. “I suppose I still am. I would have wasted away into nothing, my entire body decomposing before my husband’s eyes. And he saved me. He not only saved me from dying, but saved me from the last ten years of my life before that being a self-pitying waste as the disease slowly took away more and more of my vitality.” Eleanor held Morgan’s hands tightly for a moment. “Now, I get to make my husband cum whenever I want. His cock is enormous and delicious. We fuck like mad rabbits with his assistants every night. He makes me cum almost without trying. I don’t care very much about my career anymore because,” she shrugged, “I never much cared about being a lawyer. It was a good way to make money, but we don’t need that anymore. And all I really need, truly, is the cock of the love of my life.” She licked her lips, eyeing the shut entrance to the lab. “Quite badly, actually. Do you think I can convince him to give it to me again?”

Eleanor didn’t bother waiting for an answer. She left Morgan in the entryway alone, turned on and more conflicted than she had been before.

* * * * *
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BACK AT HER APARTMENT, Morgan sat at her kitchen table, looking soulfully at the vial of dark violet elixir. 

One drink from that vial, she thought, and it all goes up in smoke. Everything I thought was real or allowed by the physical world suddenly becomes an entirely new reality, unchained by anything related to the familiar. 

One drink from that vial, and my entire life becomes a fever dream of sex and seduction, with every last man and woman falling under my spell simply because I’ll be that fucking hot. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have those orgasms again. Those sweet, sweet orgasms that feel like they last for hours, that provide a pleasure plateau well over and above the normal world with peaks of bliss that rocket up into the stratosphere. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have Lionel’s cock inside my body again, fucking me into silly putty while I beg for more.

One drink.

She considered this sitting on her hands, because before, when she had been studying the vial, her fingers would subconsciously move to her zipper and try to slide inside of her pants. It was a good thing, she knew, that she had worn pants and not a skirt. If she had worn a skirt, then likely the battle would have been over already. 

“Just throw it away,” she said out loud, to herself. “It’s too unpredictable. Who takes drugs from some maniac who whips it together in his basement? It’s madness. Pure madness. Just throw it away.”

Except it wasn’t entirely madness. She had felt the transformation. She had been changed. And Braddock, while absolutely an eccentric, wasn’t accurately a “maniac” either, as his entire approach was thorough and scientific. 

He had given her the notes on his elixir and the process of refining it for her to study. He apparently didn’t care who knew how to make it at this point. The more the merrier, in his mind. 

What she could make out of his information-dense notes all seemed rather straightforward. One trial after another. 
Although—perhaps he wasn’t telling her everything. Even the first trials he supplied were successes of some kind, with the subjects feeling fine after the effects of the elixir had worn off. The issue then hadn’t been to find the right effects, it was simply to make them exponentiate—for them to last longer. Wasn’t that odd—for him to formulate an elixir like this whereupon the very first attempt was an qualified success? Were there other trials...trials he wouldn't reveal to her? 
There was so much that smacked of the occult about this whole ordeal. The supernatural. There were all those scrawls and arcane symbols all over his house, his punch bowls, this very vial. Where did that figure in? 

As she considered this, the vial had arrived in her hand once again, unbidden by her conscious mind. Her thumb was toying with the stopper. Earlier, she had uncorked the vial entirely and the heady, delicious smell of the elixir had entered her nose—and it had taken everything she had, plus a cold shower, to convince herself not to drink it then and there.

There was a knock at the door. Morgan rose to answer—another delivery? More vials?

She opened the door, looking down at the mat, expecting to see a package. Instead she saw a set of gorgeous white heels attached to an even more gorgeous pair of legs. A small pit of dread opened in her stomach, combating with the instant spread of arousal blossoming in her chest and pussy. 

The legs slipped up into a tight, white minidress, the kind club sluts wore when they wanted to get laid fast, with little patches of open skin on the side and up the front revealing toned tabs and impossibly huge tits. 

It was Colette. Her blond hair curled down one side of her impeccable face, bright blue eyes staring with predatory desire at Morgan. 

“Hey doll,” she chirped. She blew a big bubble of pink bubblegum. “Wanna go grab some young hungry cock to stuff our holes?”

Just a week before, Colette had been a firmly, fully confirmed lesbian. She had, in fact, crushed on Morgan for some time. 

“I...” Morgan gulped. 

Colette was very attractive. Her tits were mouthwatering in that tiny dress, so amazing in their display. And Morgan, in her right mind, was not bisexual. But the elixir had woken something in her—something that didn’t care about man or woman, male or female, so long as there was sex involved. And with Colette, there was a lot of sex involved. 

“Come onnnn!” Colette took Morgan’s hands, inviting herself inside. “Let’s go! Get dressed in like, something cool like the other night, and let’s go have a ball! I’ll lick your pussy beforehand if you want.” She caught the look in Morgan’s eyes. “Or you can lick mine?” 

Morgan shuddered, trying to block the hot image that gave her. 

She summoned all her strength. “I think you should go, Colette.”

“Really?” Colette clasped Morgan’s hands to her breasts. “You want me gone? You want these gone?”

Morgan gulped, feeling the heavenly warmth of the full, firm tits beneath her grip. 

“I was at the office today, doing what you did. I hopped from cubicle to cubicle, just seducing, sucking, slurping, and fucking. It was so easy.” Colette took Morgan’s fingers, wrapping them in her cleavage. They disappeared quickly. “People just end up wanting to do what a pretty girl like me says. Don’t they, Morgan?”

“Y-yes,” she said, voice quiet and soft. It was so easy to be led along by Colette, who was so sure and true.

Somehow, they were on the couch. Colette had the vial of elixir in one hand. How had that happened?

“It’s just easier to do what a pretty girl says. To think the way that a pretty girl says to think. Isn’t it?”

Morgan nodded minutely, and Colette giggled and leaned forward, kissing her on the chin and neck. The kisses were slow, wet, and warm; Colette’s clear need shining through. The smell of cock and cum was heavy on her breath and Morgan wanted to inhale it forever. 

“Why don’t you drink the little elixir like you had me do? Then we can be sisters again. Cock-loving fucksisters, having fun out on the town. Doing whatever we want. Making everyone else do whatever we want. We could have brand new cars by the end of the night, I bet. The both of us. One each. Hot little sports cars to hold our hot little bodies, given to us by hot-bodied studs who need to see beautiful babes in big bad ass cars. What do you think, Morgan? Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Morgan's jaw shuddered. She wanted that more than she could possibly say. 

She tried, still, to protest. “But it’s...there’s something wrong with it all. There’s...it’s...it’s not you. It’s not us. You didn’t even like men a week ago!”

“Right?” Colette giggled. “What a stupid cocktease I was. Women are made to take cocks. Oh, pussies are nice. Very nice,” she slipped her hand down Morgan’s loose pants, middle finger slipping just over her clit. Morgan let out a long moan. “But cocks are really where it’s at, aren’t they? Cocks are what it’s all about. Serving and loving and sucking and fucking cock. Getting preggo from cock. Teaching others how to take cock. That’s what we want, isn’t it?”

“F-fuck...” Morgan whispered. “Fuck. Stop. You have to...have to fuck...stop...”

She didn’t know if she spoke to herself and her pleasure or Colette. Either way, the protest landed on deaf ears. Her body was brimming with heated bliss, and Colette stroked her clit more urgently than ever. 

“I left Lionel for you,” Colette purred. “His cock, totally untouched. Still straining and yearning, probably, just for you. You want it, don’t you?”

“Y-yes,” Morgan whispered. “Yes, very much.”

Hispregnantfuckslavesoeagerandsowantingonmyhandsandkneeseverydayachingtobefilledwithhisbrood

Colette, squeezing a breast hard, slid the open vial against Morgan’s lips. “Then drink, darling.”
Her resistance broke, crumbled like the sandcastle that it was, that it had always been. The second the elixir hit her mouth, Morgan knew she had made a brilliant decision. Confidence, easy and sexual, rushed through her body and every part of her knew that what was happening now was destined to happen. 
Colette made to kiss her, perhaps to taste some of the elixir for herself, but Morgan pushed her off—pushed her down—so that Colette’s luscious mouth was mere inches away from Morgan’s rapidly changing pussy. Her scent suddenly flooded the room, a heady mix of pheromones and musk that made the delicious young blonde’s mouth drool with desire. 

“F-fuck, Morgan,” Colette whimpered. All her sultry cool was gone, all her ready seduction gone in an instant in the face of this new primal need to taste the cunt of her superior. “Fuck me, please?”

Morgan looked down at her, enjoying the view as Colette grew smaller and Morgan taller. Her pants began to rip at the waist and thighs as her muscles toned and lengthened. The tight denim split so much that it was easy to rip them off and admire her legs as they grew every more shapely and long, the length and tone utterly fascinating her to the point of her almost forgetting to admire her other rapidly evolving body parts. 

Almost, but not entirely. It was, after all, hard to forget about her sensationally expanding bust as she was staring down anyway. The nipples became ripe, erotic raspberries of delight, the amazing tear drop shape expanding quickly to a size even more impressive than they had been already. 
Morgan pushed Colette’s needy mouth into her drooling pussy, catching her reflection now in the tall window of her apartments. Her breasts were easily bigger than Colette’s, whose own immense breasts pressed hard against Morgan’s newly-perfected legs. 
Colette clung to Morgan’s body, her hands clenching into Morgan’s hot, firm ass that was without peer in the world of man. Every lick was soft, urgent, and sensational, sending hot thrills through every part of Morgan’s body. 

Her hair and face transformed as well. The face easily regressed into the angelic mixture of pouty and wicked, the heavily hot “come and try it” attitude written all over her every centimeter of flawless perfection. Lips full and wet, her cheekbones angling out into sharply defined totems of pure sexuality. Her chestnut locks became thick and vibrant, sliding down her back in long voluminous waves that were thicker altogether than her newly-tinified waist. 

Colette, staring up at her and licking for her life, came uncontrollably at the sight of the freshly-minted love goddess she pleasured.

“Yes,” Morgan moaned, throwing her lustrous hair back. “Yes, just like that. Just. Like. That. Just like that!”

She didn’t have to cum, not if she didn’t want to. With the power that filled her now she could feel the easy control over her own orgasms, to dictate when and how they arrived like a general scattering soldiers about. But she did want to cum, and she wanted it now, and so she unloaded with Colette beneath her. 

One lithe leg rose up and wrapped around Colette’s head, pulling her in for her own uses. 

The orgasm shook through her, blowing away every other orgasm she'd had in her life—and making the one she'd had earlier in the day a bare distant thing, like a bird singing on the other side of the world. 

Her pleasure was so great that it eclipsed her own body, spreading into Colette's, who twitching and thrashed beneath her with unstoppable bliss. 

Colette collapsed to the ground, licking Morgan’s feet obediently. Still awash with pleasure, Morgan looked at her for a moment, carefully stroking her lover’s thick blond hair with one flawlessly pedicured foot. 

“Good girl,” she said with a grin. “Such a good little doll for me.”

She straightened, eyeing the massive pile of designer clothes in the corner. Her gaze glimmered with possibility. It was time for Colette and her to put on a little fashion show for the town. 

* * * * *
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THE EDITION had no idea what hit it. 

Morgan walked in the next morning, completely bypassing security when she flashed a wink at the old guard. He was barely able to stand up to check her identity card to get into the building, and once he did stand, the size and intensity of his immediate boner made him sit down again almost instantly. 

A tiny blue skirt did nothing to cover the long expanse of her peerless legs and instead did everything to display them. The skirt was barely eighteen inches in length. 

Her top was a trendy micro-blouse, half-unbuttoned and baring all over her braless cleavage, held together by all appearances by sheer force of will and its skintight clinginess to Morgan’s rockin’ bod. Boots, skintight and suede, slid up over her thighs and clicked smartly on the tile floor as she strutted from one end of the office to another. Her hips and legs had developed a natural model’s walk, one foot right in front of the other, hips swaying sexily, advertising their complete fertility and ability to bear as many children as whichever alpha studs could manage to hold her down and make her give them to him. 

Tight gloves, leather and long, stretching up past her elbows, completed the sexified look. She was a walking decoration; a living reason to stare; an argument for the objectification of every female in the world. She wanted eyes on her. She wanted to be treated like a trophy. 

She wanted Lionel Powell. 

Colette walked with her. Her own outfit was a sort of school-girl chic. This was especially true due to her bright red pleated skirt, only inches longer than Morgan’s, swishing merrily around her bodacious ass and gorgeous legs. 

Boots, again—tight, dark, and suede—wrapped up just over her knees with thick useless tassels hanging off the sides, there purely to entice whatever man was around into looking. Her sweater was soft and white, and though it did not show any cleavage, it was so tight and sheer that the busty blonde was practically topless inside of it. Her nipples, thick and erect, were easily seen. 

When she bit her lip at a passing couple, the man walked into the wall and then forgot about his partner altogether, following after Colette with a bloody nose and a thickly hardening cock. 

The two of them walked through the office of The Edition, not bothering to give anyone the favor of a glance or a smile. Colette was sorely tempted, but then, after last night, she was Morgan’s creature now, and Morgan had given her very strict orders. 

Rather than going out on the town immediately, Morgan had opted to tie Colette to the bed with some of her newest pairs of stockings. The giggly blonde could not stop the newly Awakened Morgan in all her glory, not even if she wanted to—which Colette most certainly did not. 

And so Morgan then spent the following eight hours with her tongue attached to Colette’s clit, her fingers sliding in and out of her moist, ever-so-tight cunt, licking and sucking and kissing and bringing Colette to orgasm again and again and again. Morgan’s mouth, literally, had taken possession of Colette’s cunt. And Colette would do anything now—anything at all—to get even a fraction of such attention again. 

So the two of them walked with great determination straight to the door of Lionel Powell. From all the commotion at their arrival, he had stepped outside and—naturally—became rather dumbstruck as he witnessed the two model-level beauties eyeing him with unbridled lust, licking their lips. Morgan grabbed him by the tie and delivered a long, scintillating kiss, their faces melding together for what felt like hours but was only a spare few seconds. 

“Inside,” she purred, pulling on his tie, “With us.”

She pulled him in and Colette shut the door behind them. In short order, Lionel was on the couch in his office and Colette had closed all the blinds. 

“This is...very irregular...” 

He sounded tired, but he wasn’t. There was just so much blood rushing away from his head and into his cock that his body was losing its way to keep up.

Standing over him, so very tall in her high-high heels, Morgan bent over and began to unbuckle his pants. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was dazed, looking and re-looking at everything Morgan had to offer. Her body was a wonderland of supernaturally sensational delights. His gaze seemed fixed on her tits inside her tiny outfit, pressed together so easily and hanging just in front of his face. 

“Something you want,” she explained, sliding her leather-clad hand around his cock. “Isn’t this what you want, Lionel? Don’t you want me giving you a hot leather-gloved handjob like this?”

“I...I...I...”

He gulped, struggling for air. She didn’t want to give it to him. Lurching forward slightly, she pressed his face into the tanned, soft expanse of her perfectly crafted cleavage. For a moment, he moaned in protest—and then the moans shifted, his breathing changed, and he began to lick at the deep valley between her hot tits. 

All the while she was still stroking his rapidly hardening cock. Precum began to spurt out the tip and she rubbed it in to his cockhead and shaft with her supple leather gloves. They were probably ruined forever but that hardly mattered—she could also just seduce some other weak-willed fool into giving her more. Or buying some for her. Somehow, that was even more exciting than simply being given the gloves. 

His cock soon became fully hardened. She stroked it with gusto, moaning and aching, licking the tip as more and more precum slid out. Colette dropped down with her and the two of them traded long, sensual kisses across his cockhead. Their tongues intermingling and meshing as they melted up and down his thick shaft. Lionel just moaned, his hands lost in their hair, as Morgan continued to stroke.

But it wasn't enough. She needed him inside of her, and she needed it now. She pushed Colette away and turned around, pulling her skirt up. Lionel ripped her panties aside, their silk fabric easily tearing from his powerful grip. Morgan lowered slowly, rear-end facing Lionel, and soon his cock slid up entirely into her moist, ready cunt. 

Taking initiative, Colette positioned herself at the top of the couch, lowering her hot, fresh young cunt down onto Morgan’s face. Her hands climbed up onto the blinds covering the window. Morgan had to crane her neck to lick properly, but it was worth it—Colette’s cunt was so fresh and sweet. 

Lionel's cock felt amazing inside of her body. She'd never been so thoroughly pleased with a cock inside of her—not even at any of the Lust Parties when she rode the high of the elixir. She'd needed Lionel's cock in her cunt for so very long, and now she had it. It was hard, thick, long, and beautifully filling as she squeezed her folds up and down, up and down. 

Each gyration up made her press her face into Colette's cunt even harder, and the beautiful platinum blonde cried out with open orgasm into the office. Everyone in the building could probably hear her. Her tits, so huge and delectable, pressed hard against the blinds. 

“Christ,” Lionel said, pumping his hips reflexively. “Christ, good god, goddamn. You girls are so...so...” he huffed strongly, clearly approaching his orgasm, “so fucking hot.”

“I know,” purred Morgan. “Cum in me, baby? Cum in my cunny, please? I need it...I need you sooo bad...”

He needed it too. Lionel's grip clamped down on her hips, keeping her luscious body tight against his. She abandoned all efforts to lick Colette's hot clit—the gorgeous blond quickly adapted, sinking down behind Lionel and sandwiching herself between him and the couch. She brought the blinds with her, still fingering her orgasming cunt.

With the blinds down, everyone could see Lionel—and Lionel alone—fucking the glorious Morgan. She moaned as orgasm after orgasm shuddered through her, anticipating his. Her body, a good girl's body, knowing that cumming was the best way to tighten her pussy which in turn was the best way to please a cock inside of her. 

She felt him spurt up inside of her body, her entire being shivering with delight at the feeling. His cum, thick and warm, filled her needy fertile cunt like no one else's. Morgan shuddered, holding him close against her tits, her body lighting up as his tongue went wild on her exposed nipples.

After a moment, Colette slid out from her trapped space on the couch and began licking up Lionel’s excess cum where it gathered at the joining point of his and Morgan’s pelvises. 

“So, darling,” Morgan said, wrapping her hands around Lionel’s neck. She tossed her hair back and smiled sexily. “Shall we go again?”

Behind them, the entire office was watching. Several were touching themselves. Between herself and Colette, they probably all had new objects of erotic fascination 

Lionel didn't seem to care. He was hard in mere moments.

* * * * *
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THE DERRING CENTER was located in the middle of downtown, a five-story affair with a great number of glass windows and heavy steel beams supporting its weight all over the frame. 

Inside there was a large Christmas tree, stretching twenty feet up with a scantily-clad angel scraping the ceiling. 

Before arriving with Lionel in tow, Morgan had stopped at home so that she and Colette could change. 

Now she wore a tight red leather dress and sexy tight black boots. Her long red leather gloves had been traded out for shiny, vinyl black gloves—even tighter and hotter than the ones before. They were as shiny as her tip-top-tall boots. A little Santa hat perched on her temple, held there effortlessly with heavy strands of hair. 

Colette had put on a tight pink lycra miniskirt with white fluff around the hemlines. Her top was essentially a bra with only slightly more fabric, the same sort of white-fluffed lycra with a deep scoop into her substantial cleavage. 

Together, the duo looked like sexy Santa’s Helpers. Lionel had one girl on each arm, looking rather overwhelmed. Being told it was a simple holiday party, he had worn a gauche red sweater—the kind with happy snowmen on it—and his standard khakis. Morgan didn't care. All she cared about, really, was getting his cock again...and again...and again...

And the best way she knew to slake her endless thirst, she knew, was to ensure that Lionel had plenty of elixir in his life. 

There were great bowls of punch, all of them already heavily darkened with the violet elixir of Braddock. Other party-goers were melding close together, their dances becoming slowly more erotic. The trio had arrived just after the unveiling of the elixir, apparently, which meant that the orgy would start soon. 

Braddock and his smashingly gorgeous wife Eleanor were near one punch bowl, watching as the concubine Yolena emptied out more and more of the cups for their guests. Sometimes she poured it in her tits, her cleavage, forcing some of the more attractive guests to drink it that way. 

None refused, of course. 

Upon seeing Braddock, Morgan immediately melted. All that cool, sultry exterior she had faded away until she was giggly and coquettish, eager to do whatever this older man said. 

“You’re looking very fine, Morgan,” said Braddock. “At last.”

She giggled. “Thank you, Sir.”

“And you...Barbara, was it?”

Colette giggled too. “Colette, Sir.”

“Of course. How could I forget the name of such a delicious beauty?”

Again, Colette giggled. Every time she did, her magnificent breasts threatened to spill out of her top entirely. If they did, it wouldn’t be out of form. Behind them, a woman tore off her top as she kissed a man’s wife, much to the man’s delight. Both women had hands crawling into his pants, reaching for his stiffening cock. 

Braddock pulled out a dark purple vial—darker than usual. 

“I have a very special concoction for your man here,” said Braddock. “I think you’ll find he rather likes the results.”

“But...” Morgan licked her lips, looking at the vial. So many possibilities. “I thought we shouldn’t take it all at once?”

Braddock shrugged. “You did. Colette did. He can. It’s more of a matter of style, not effectiveness, to do it the other way. I like spiking things. It excites me.”

Whatever excited Braddock was fine by Morgan. “Wonderful, Sir.”

“When he takes it, he’s going to change. He’s going to dominate you. Utterly. You’ll be his plaything from now on.”

“I...oh?”

That seemed...wrong? Different? Wasn't Morgan the one in control? Wasn't that what she wanted?

“That is the natural way of things, Morgan.” Braddock patted her on the head like he would a child. “Haven’t you figured that out yet? You’re subservient to me, aren’t you? You’re my pet. You’ve done everything I’ve wanted this entire time.”

She nodded, hopeful. Pets were rewarded sometimes. “But I...I also, I mean. I chose him. To fuck. I’ll fuck him. I want him. That’s my decision.”

“Perhaps. But it really oughtn’t be up to a woman who she sleeps with,” Braddock tsked. “Men are supposed to be in charge. That’s what this world is all about. Eleanor used to be quite the uppity young woman. Barking orders this way and that. Lawyers, you know. Now, she understands her place. Sucking me. Serving me. Doing my bidding, even if sometimes she gets in the way.”

“But she said...” Morgan gulped. “She said she was happy. You said that...that we had a choice of who we became...”

“She is happy,” said Braddock. “Happy being a happy little fuckpuppet for me for the next few hundreds or even thousands of years until I get tired of her. And she has a choice. Sometimes she dresses like a maid or a secretary to turn me on.”

A great conflict of thoughts rose in Morgan. Had she been lied to this whole time? But even if she had, fuck she felt so good...did it even matter?

Yes...?

Thoughts were so hard when Braddock kept telling her not to worry. 

“But I...I want...I wanted to be a reporter still. To get the stories. To expose...to use this power I have for good.”

“There’s no greater good than serving a strong man, my dear, and that vial will make your love struck beau there as strong as any man. Probably stronger. Now, be a good girl, and tell him to drink it.”

Be a good girl. Right. Do what Braddock says. That was important. 

Morgan handed the vial to Lionel, gently removing his mouth from one of her tits. “Drink this, darling.”

Naturally, he did as he was told. The man was utterly mesmerized with Morgan, and if she had stayed away from this party, he would have essentially been her slave for ever.

The second Lionel finished the vial, he collapsed in a heap. Colette caught him, holding him effortlessly. Her youth and beauty gave her many exciting gifts, one of which was an easy strength. 

“You’re excited about this new development, Morgan,” said Braddock. “You want to be dominated.”

She...she didn’t know that she was, but she was all of a sudden. Braddock was such a man, and when men like him said things, they had to be paid attention to. That was like, the cardinal rule of womanhood. 

His wife was stroking his cock—his hard cock, getting him off. Braddock's face was red. Probably Eleanor's stroking encouraged him to say and do all sorts of things he wouldn't otherwise. 

“You’ll fuck others for him, maybe, or seduce for him,” said Braddock. “You’ll be his happy little seductress out in the world. Elegant and perfect, just the sort of trophy a man deserves. But when you’re at home, you’ll be nothing but his submissive, darling little housewife fuckdoll, and you’ll do everything he says with a smile on your face. Won’t you, doll?”

Morgan knew she would.

* * * * * 
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SHE AND COLETTE MADE out on a couch near the dozing Lionel for about an hour before he woke up. Colette suggested, several times, that they make each other cum, but Morgan knew that something like that would be against what Braddock wanted. 

Braddock wanted her cums and Colette’s cums to wait until Lionel woke so that all their pleasure could be focused on him. The Man. 

The Man was who was important now, and Colette and Morgan both belonged to him, whether they knew it or not. Whether they wanted it or not. A girl's consent was never important. Only a Man's will.

At around the forty-five minute mark, Morgan started to notice the changes in his body. They had stripped him while he waited—it was just easier that way, and all those torn clothes got in the way sometimes, as Morgan had found out. So it was easy to watch him change.

He hadn’t been in bad shape before. A man in his early forties, he worked out regularly as a power lifter and watched what he ate, but still indulged from time to time in alcohol and sweets, giving him just a bit of a gut—but not the kind that was hard to look at. His body was mature, which was part of what attracted Morgan to him in the first place. 

As she watched, his body began to brim with muscle from head to toe. Thick pectorals developed, lodging themselves against dense deltoids and amazing abdominals. Quad muscles became huge and defined. His entire body looked like it was cut from raw marble, and he looked close to three hundred pounds of solid muscle. Morgan, watching this transformation, just drooled. 

Lionel began to stir, and Morgan felt her heart singing with need and desire. He would see her soon...he would see her, and then he would fuck her.

Slowly, Lionel stood up entirely. 

He was massive now. Huge. Her body sang with desire. She wanted every part of him—and she especially wanted his cock. It was massive and thick, as big around as a coffee cup at the base, and it wasn't even hard yet. Precum dripped from it—this new form of Lionel was in a constant state of primal arousal. 

Morgan melted. All her succubine exterior was long forgotten—the sexual dynamo that had been created by the elixir still existed, but she was a dynamo of service, not of will. Before, she had thought that she could enforce her will on anyone, that she could make herself the sex queen of the whole city. 

What a silly thought that was now. What a stupid little girl’s idea that had become. She was supposed to belong to this man. She was designed to be his trophy. That’s all that really mattered to a woman like her. Anything else was secondary. 

Lionel noticed her, finally, and she melted, dropping to her knees. He seemed to be able to read her mind. His cock pressed against her cheek, soft spurts of his precum dripping down her neck and chest.

“You didn’t really want to be in charge of me, did you, little girl?”

Morgan trembled with inequitable desire. This hunk, this stud, this God was speaking to her. Her! Of all the women in the world that he could be talking to—he had chosen her! Her delight was that of a hormone-fueled schoolgirl toying with the pleated edge of her skirt while the biggest football stud in town singled her out for a date to the prom. Her excitement was youthful and unstoppable. Her excitement was orgasmic. 

“N-no, Sir,” she shook her head. Her voice was low, breathy, a blissful whisper. “Of course not, Sir.”

Colette wasn't being spoken to, so she simply shook her head quietly, right next to Morgan. Her eyes were transfixed on Lionel's cock, the biggest she had ever seen. 

Not so long ago, Colette was a lesbian, and now she was a complete cockslave to Lionel without even having tasted or touched his cock. This was the power of the elixir. This was the way life was supposed to be for beautiful good girls in the presence of their men. 

He gripped her by the throat, then, holding her steady and even lifting her off the floor, her knees suspended just above the ground. Morgan felt her control over her orgasms, over her body disappear. A blinding hot ball of scorching pleasure began to spin in that magic center just above and behind her cunt, a fireball inferno of bliss slowly unwinding and spreading through her limbs. He lifted her up by the throat, her tall and busty goddess-like body so small in his grip.

“Master,” he said, correcting her. “You’ll call me Master. Or Daddy. You know I’m your Daddy, don’t you, little girl?”

Morgan nodded, eyes big. She knew anything at all that he told her; his word was the truth.

“Yes, DaddyMaster.”

“Good girl.”

She cried out, the swirling inferno of pleasure inside of her spiking as he named her his good girl. But her cry was that of pleasure, not pain, even though his grip on her throat clamped down in his excitement at seeing her pleasure. With ease, he pushed her back into Colette. The blonde operated as a mattress for Morgan, her huge tits so soft. His cock, enormous and hard, pressed against the flawless lines of her thigh, leaving long drops and trails of precum all along her body. 

“Gonna fuck you now, good girl,” he grunted, sliding her booted legs up onto his chest. “Gonna fuck you right.”

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me, Daddy, please!”

He powered down onto her, thrusting inside of her cunt hard. His grip was around both her and Colette, and he was able to squeeze both of them effortlessly up into his body. Even so, he drove down with authority, filling Morgan entirely on the first thrust. Each subsequent thrust only filled her more. He backed up until almost his entire cock was out of her, and then powered all the way back in. There were no short, hard spurts—no, they were all long, and they were all furious. 

He did not care about pacing himself. He did not care about taking his time. In front of him, around him, was the most fertile cunt he'd ever come across. Nothing would let him slow, nothing would allow him to do anything except fill her up as quickly as possible. 

Everything about him was big, enormous, and his hardened cock was no exception. It became Morgan's whole world.

“Oh yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Please Sir! Please fuck me harder! Oh god, oh my god, please! Please fill me up! Give me your fucking babies, oh my god! Get me pregnant, Master, please!”

“That's right, you slut. You fucking slut. You're my slut. My good girl. My slave. I'll fill you forever. You'll never be not pregnant again, never in your life.”

“Yes!” Morgan moaned, completely dominated by his strength. There was nothing she could do, nowhere to move. He had her totally trapped. She could feel Colette's trembling-hot cunt boiling over with orgasm behind her. Morgan's own orgasms were unceasing. 

“Do it!” she begged him. “Oh god, oh fuck, do it please!”

With their voices joining together in a chorus of exultation, he emptied himself into Morgan’s waiting body. His cum was thicker than it had ever been before, denser. There was more of it than ever and yet she was able to take it all perfectly. Her belly felt swollen by the amount of hot white goo he dumped inside of her. 

Pregnancy was almost assured. Morgan had never felt so complete in all her life. As her new Master exited her cunt, she stooped low to clean him and suck him down. He was totally delicious.

“F-fuck...” Colette moaned, watching, trembling, quivering, her entire body a mess of bliss.

Together, they turned and looked at Colette. Morgan’s fucking had been so thorough, so forceful, that Colette actually looked a little bit scared. Even so, her cunt was dripping wet—mostly what the beautiful blonde felt was arousal. 

“Come here, sweetie,” said Morgan, eager for her fucksister to feel as pregnant as she did. “Come and join us.”

Colette gulped, crawling forward slowly. 

“I...it’s just...he’s so big...” said Colette, voice full of wonder. “Will you be gentle, sir?”

Lionel smiled, petting Morgan's head. “Not at all.”

* * * * * 
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HOURS LATER, SHE WOKE, her body wrapped around Lionel’s. She could feel his seed still brimming inside her, no doubt making her as pregnant as she possibly could be. She hoped for twins. Triplets. More. That was what a woman should do. That was what lust was all about. 

It was so simple. She’d spent all this time resisting, trying to figure things out, hoping to escape. 

But resistance was so silly, impossible really, for a woman. 

And the only thing she needed to figure out was the best way to please her man and spread as much lust around as possible. 

And the only escape she needed, truly, was to take another long suck of her man’s cock while he dozed. She stirred now to do exactly that, noting that her body was just as gorgeous as it was the day before—and that for as long as she would be fucking Lionel, it always would be. 

The Lust Party would never end for her. It was only just beginning. 

# # #
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Me Too! – Office Fantasy
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Brigitte’s ass was tight and round and plump, and in the spectacularly thin matte leather tights she was inappropriately wearing on a Monday afternoon, her legs looked sleek and utterly grippable. This is what she wanted now, ever since reading the Book and all its glorious secrets—to be gripped, held, known, and mastered. 

In front of the pile of filing boxes in her boss Randall’s office, she bent this way and that, making a show of herself. Letting him see. 

It was raining outside. Brigitte thought it was so romantic. In the late afternoon, nearly everyone else had gone home, and the parking lot in their small office park was mostly empty save for a few diehard employees (all five of whom, man and woman, Brigitte knew were waiting around to specifically ask her out. She would turn them down, of course; they were practically inhuman to her compared to the glory of her perfect man). 

Her blouse was both too loose and too small. It had fit well-enough just last week. Now, it billowed over her incredibly thin, flat, tiny, toned waist and abdomen and strained to keep the entirety of her heaving, eager tits from bursting the barely-capable buttons holding them in. She wore heels—daring and tall, ankle strap heels she had bought more than a year before but never wore for a wedding she had uninvited herself to when she hadn’t been able to fit into her bridesmaid dress.

Her body had been fat. Corpulent was really the word. She had hated the sight of herself.

Then she read the Book.

“H-haven’t you...” Randall groaned, watching her move. “I mean. Isn’t it over there? The Emerson file is the one we need.”

“Gosh,” said Brigitte, with a seductive ease that still somewhat shocked her with its velvet allure. “I’m just having such a time. Would you help me, darling?”

She could say things like that. Darling. Or even Gosh. And she didn’t sound like a goof or a ditz. She sounded like a goddess. 

Randall made a sound like he was going to disagree. Brigitte, automatically knowing what to do, tossed the thick, incredible mane of her dark hair to one side. It stacked on her head a good two inches or more, an ocean of silk aching to feel a strong man’s hands sliding through it and snapping it to one side while he fucked her cunt full of his babies and slapped her stupid.

Brigitte’s smile turned into a seductive glare, biting a lip, flashing her eyes. She waved a hand at him, bracelet jingling. 

“Pretty please?”

He got up, as if entranced. He wasn’t, because Brigitte knew who was interacting with trances between the two of them, but he was very close to being enthralled. It felt phenomenal, life-affirming, self-validating to the nth degree to be desired the way she was now. 

He approached and she took his hand and guided it over her shoulder, turning her back to him. 

“See? I thought it was in this box over here,” she stroked his thick, muscled forearm and guided it to a corner. Her ass pressed hard into the growing bulge in his crotch. 

“Uh. Oh.”

She giggled. “But then, there’s this box...” She gripped his hand and put it around her waist. She was so tiny in his grip. “Oh, hold me up, won’t you? These heels have me so clumsy today.”

They did not. She walked in them like a professional model. Heels had become so comfortable in fact that she had slept the last three nights in them and had a pair on the way via same-day delivery so she could shower in them. She also had several, several dozens of items of new clothing on the way. 

“And it’s like...so hard.” She giggled softly, pushing and grinding against his cock. Feeling it throb and pulse and grow. He was so handsome. Brigitte was so in love. “Isn’t it hard? To find it?”

His face brushed against hers. Brigitte’s heartbeat positively doubled. 

“Y-yeah...fuck yeah...”

He was fully groping her. It was a dream come true. She wanted to be groped, gaslighted, manipulated, and fucked with or without her consent. She wanted nothing to matter but his pleasure. She wanted to be his obedient worker bee, his office eye candy, his stress reliever. Women were just things, just hot pretty things, and she wanted to be the prettiest thing he could have around. 

“I just wish there was some way to help how hard it is.” Her ass musculature had been perfected; without moving the rest of her body, she ground her ass into his thick cock. The material of her tights was so thin that his bulge pushed easily between her sculpted cheeks. “Can you think of anything, Sir?”

He groaned at being called Sir. That was so hot. 

Just wait, she thought, until I call You Master!

“Can you think of anything at all that might help how hard you are, Sir?”

She guided his hand up to her tits, gasping in pleasure as his grip crushed into their pillowy softness. The perfectly defined muscles of her back meant that her breasts had a lot of natural lift, but even so, they seemed to magically lift themselves even more, staying bouncy and firm despite how deeply soft they were in his hands. 

“Cecilia is still here. She’s outside.”

His office manager and second-in-command, as well as the line to the biggest source of all his venture capital money, being the daughter of his largest investor. Despite having the job basically due to a kind of indirect nepotism, Cecilia was still an effective and eager employee.

“Oh, right.” Brigitte giggled. “Do you want me to call her in here? She could join us.”

He exhaled, unable to believe what she was saying, but squeezed her tits at the same time. She moaned, clinging her body to his and tossing her hair back so he could enjoy everything she had to offer. 

“Brigitte...shit...you are so fucking gorgeous.”

“I know,” she whispered.

She knew that was the right thing to say somehow; better than thank you or a flattered giggle or a return compliment. It was the vanity that attracted to him; the vanity that could belong to him. That was the fantasy she wanted to embody for her Master. 

And she was right. He tugged her hair down and kissed her deeply, his tongue siding past her lips and into her supple, eager, young mouth. Brigitte had been close to forty last week. Now everyone remembered her being barely eighteen. She was even starting to remember it too. She had filled up her brain with nothing but the Book and endless amounts of TikTok and Insta to really absorb the culture and to ensure that her attitude was appropriately youthful. 

Her Master deserved young women. Young, beautiful women. It’s what his fiancée was, after all. But that girl was just not enough for him, and Brigitte would show him.

She leaned into the kiss. He was behind her, still, groping her as her ass ground into his cock. She ached for his cum—she needed to feel his cum on her body, in her body. She needed to keep this new body of hers, this new mind and attitude; she needed to ensure her Master was worshiped. 

Kissing him was her supplication, her prayer, her invocation of his favor. Every locking and gasping of their joined lips was coupled with her cooing in high-pitched tones of how perfect and masculine and amazing he was, spoken so fast and eager that it sounded almost like gibberish. 

“You are so fucking perfect, holy shit,” he said, pulling away briefly. “Can we...christ. Let’s slow down for a second...”

No. Slowing down was death. She dropped to her knees instead, unzipping his pants and unsheathing the perfection of his cock awaiting her inside. 

“Valhalla,” she whispered. “I have awaited thee...”

“The fuck?” he laughed, almost hysterical, his cock throbbing forward at her desperation and need. The words themselves seemed to have had some effect, shooting pulsing precum all over her throat and clavicles. She rubbed it on herself like lotion. 

Her hand went to his cock, the other steadying him on his buttocks. Right away she pressed her face against his shaft and cockhead, but did not kiss. Her nose dragging along the thick pulsing veins. She could not partake, could not indulge. She needed permission. To taste without his approval was forbidden. 

“Slow—god. Your face. Your eyes are just...glowing...”

“For you, Sir,” she whimpered. “Please. I’ll do everything for you. Just for you...”

“Slow down,” he tried again. “Brigitte. You’re...you can’t...are you even eighteen?”

She giggled. The Book had changed so much; people’s perceptions and memories. It was so exciting to be part of it. 

“Barely.”

“Fuck.”

He took a deep, shuddering breath. His phone rang at his desk and the relief that powered through him was almost palpable. Randall stepped back, zipping himself up and bent over the desk, answering the phone. 

It was a client asking about some services. She watched him enter the familiar, congenial drone of guiding someone through the process of googling for information. As he worked, she crawled on the ground toward him. 

He noticed her when she was just a few feet away, erotically shifting toward him with her hips swaying to one side and then another. 

“Right. You see, I don’t know what website you were looking at, because there’s a lot of them. No, a lot more than a hundred. That’s right. That’s...um...” 

She started licking his boots. She liked the taste more than she thought she would. It was so delightful to serve a man, a real Man. The Man. Her Man. 

“I live for You,” she whispered to him. “I love You, Sir.”

“...hunnh. Listen, Laverne, can I call you back?”

He hung up without waiting for an answer, and then scampered back to his chair and wheeled away to the other side of his desk, as if not trusting himself to not grope his secretary if he put his hands around her again. Brigitte smiled; he was right. He would have been helpless to stop himself, the same as her. 

“I have a fiancée.”

Brigitte shrugged. “I won’t tell if you don’t.”

“I love her.”

“I bet you love having your cock sucked by a barely legal smoke show while you’re at work, too. Why would you only need to love one thing?”

“Brigitte...”

“You love lots of other things that belong to you. I want to belong to you, too. I don’t want you to stop loving those other things. I don’t care who else your cock is inside, just so long as it’s filling me full of your perfect seed whenever you want. If I told her about it, or threatened you, you’d be in pain. That’s the last thing I want. I want your pleasure, Sir. Only your pleasure. Only you. Forever.”

Every word was completely true. She had no desire to fuck this up with jealousy. Jealousy had been banished from her. She was envious only of his underwear, able to hold his perfect cock all day long.

He put his face into one hand. “You are just...how do you...I mean...”

“I’m ovulating, I think. I think you bring it out in me. Your strength. Your masculinity. You just make me ovulate. I’m dying to breed. I want to give you a litter of happy daughters. What do you think about that?”

“You-you’re what?”

“My tight, young, breedable little body. I’m so tiny compared to you, but I’m actually pretty tall for a girl, aren’t I? Can you imagine how big my tits will get when I’m pregnant with your babies? I’ll still wear really tight clothing so everyone can know how virile you are for knocking me up. My baby bump on broadcast. Won’t that be terrific?”

He took a deep breath, standing up. His cock straining once again inside his pants, although they were heavily stained now. Brigitte’s hope fluttered wildly in her chest. 

“What is it, exactly, that you want from me, Brigitte?”

“I want to be your property. You don’t have to stop fucking April.” His fiancée. “I want you to marry her. She deserves to be your wife. She’s so pretty. Almost as young as me. You just deserve someone to fuck at work. I want you to own me, you see? I want to be your slave. You can fuck me, or fuck my face, or slap me around, or whatever you want. I’ll cook and clean for you. I’ll even give you my paycheck. I can live in a cardboard box outside the office. I just want your cock inside me. That’s all.”

She had poured her heart out to him. She was confident he knew everything he needed to know now. She left out all the parts about the Book on purpose—why complicate it?

He nodded, walked to the door, and turned the knob. 

“You should stand up,” he said before opening it. “I don’t want anyone to see you on your knees in here. It would look bad.”

And then he kicked her out. 

* * * * *
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WHEN SHE FIRST GOT home, she was despondent. Embarrassed. Humiliated. She had been so sure of herself. So pretty; so delectable, and the Book had told her he would want her...

Brigitte, standing in the entryway of her small apartment, kicked the messy shelf of old, worn-out shoes next to the door. The bad shoes. The fat girl shoes she had been so ready to throw away.

Why hadn’t he wanted her enough? Wasn’t she prettier now? Wasn’t she gorgeous?

She rushed to a mirror to make sure. She’d bought several over the weekend, unable to stand not looking at her beautiful new reflection for long. In her sparse living room, she had put a full-length mirror in front of the television. It was a useless device anyway. None of the programs absorbed her attention as much as the Book did and the curved black surface hardly worked as a mirror at all. 

She stripped naked quickly in her remorse and shame, furiously searching for any imperfection in her new countenance and form. Her body was barely one hundred twenty pounds, if that. She looked like a teenage gymnast spliced with a runway model, all sinewy toned muscle and perfectly plump tits beneath a gorgeously kissable face and effortlessly sexy hair. The perfect teardrop shape of her heavy breasts was enhanced by their aching reluctance to part above the long lines of her abdomen, giving even her naked form sumptuous cleavage sexy enough to lick.

What was wrong with her? 

She needed to be Randall’s slave. She needed to figure out how to make him want her as his slave, soon, or else the Book...the Book had told her...

The Book. Yes. That was it. She just needed to read the book. 

Naked still, she went to look for it through the blackness of her apartment—dark spaces no longer hid anything from her, her bright green eyes could now easily see in them—and the Book flew to her, already open. 

It immediately calmed her nerves, sliding through the air to reach her eye level and happily turning to the latest page. Each word seemed freshly written, the smell of ink in the air, but she had only ever turned to pages that had words on them no matter how much she looked. 

And so now she stood in front of her mirror, the Book floating in the air just next to her, as she examined its perfect words and her perfect body. 

Perfect, it agreed. Perfect. Read.

She did, and she began to agree as well. Her body was perfect. It could be more perfect. She had to open her mind. 

She was just being silly thinking that the book was writing itself. So much of what she thought was silly. Her sadness was silly. 

The bout of mind-numbing sadness that Randall’s rejection had brought on was a sadness indeed, shaking her to her core and bringing on a dammed-up reserve of doubts and self-loathing. 

She’d always had trouble liking herself. Whether that was because of all the extra weight or if the extra weight was a result of not liking herself, the result was always the same—she was alone and bereft of self-worth. 

But as she had now for days, she let the Book recontextualize her sadness, reminding her that it didn’t really exist. 

She had never been ugly, had she? That was just some bad dream she’d had. More of a daydream, really, easily forgettable and just as consequential. 

She had been popular. She had been something of a tyrant, really, picking on the ugly and fat girls at school (which she had graduated from just last spring) and ensuring they went home to cry at night wishing they were her. Seducing the teachers into giving her perfect grades with just a smile and a wink. Leading the cheerleading team and the swim team and the volleyball team with a body that was endlessly, forever in shape and injury-free. That was the kind of life she deserved, after all, for being born with such superior genetic gifts.  

Brigitte held on to that feeling of superiority, smugness, arrogance, and cruelty. Remembering somehow the weeping of girls she’d never met and certainly never seen or heard weeping—but all the same she knew it had happened. The Book told her so, and it never lied. 

And Randall hadn’t rejected her. He was to be her Master. The Book had primed her for him. 

She just hadn’t given him enough, that was all. It was not Randall’s fault he had denied her. 

In fact, in some ways, that was a good thing, was it not? He had conviction. Her choice of Master was so terrific. He had so many wonderful qualities. How lucky was she to be the property of someone who would deny a tight, fit, barely legal beauty such as herself? A hot teenage beauty who would eagerly lick her Master’s feet to ensure he felt warm and welcomed.

Something, briefly, told her that she was not actually barely legal. 

Wasn’t she—actually—more like forty? This was just a game. A fun, transformative game—and...

And...

...and...

...games were for girls, and she was a girl, a teenage girl, and that was that. 

She read a little more and forgot about the thought or what brought it on. She was only eighteen. She was allowed to forget things once in a while. 

She read on. The Book revealed to her that Randall was a real Man. A True Man. A mighty Alpha Male who would breed her full of one litter after another. Her body sang for his cock inside her and always would—and if she completed her service, if he took her as his slave, then the Book would reward them both. Forever.

If she didn’t, and soon—the consequences would be terrible. The Book would take it all away: the beauty, the youth, the new past and identity. And even though Brigitte now only dimly recognized, if at all, that her life was not her own, she was never going to give up what she now had. 

So, she simply had to sweeten the pot. 

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU HEARING ME, Brigitte? We really need this to stop.”

Brigitte had been caught daydreaming about Randall’s cock at work. It was all she did lately when she wasn’t hand-delivering him gifts and love notes. She looked up at Cecilia, who had sat down on top of Brigitte’s desk in front of Brigitte. Cecilia wore a long pencil skirt and a fetching pink blouse. Before this week—before The Book, really—Cecilia had never worn anything riskier than a pair of jeans on Fridays. 

But pretty girls always wanted to compete with each other. That was something The Book taught Brigitte. It was one of the ways it got inside people’s heads. 

Brigitte’s desk was remarkably clear. The computer wasn’t even turned on. To occupy herself, all she had to do was close her eyes and read The Book. Its perfect words were written on the inside of her eyelids; they were inscribed on every neuron in every nanometer of her blissfully-emptying brain. Even if she wanted to stop reading, there was nowhere left to hide. 

She looked at Cecilia, who was obviously having trouble being so close to Brigitte. Cecilia was nearly thirty, blond, quite lovely if a little too plump to deserve Master’s glory. Real women didn’t weigh more than one hundred and twenty pounds, no matter their height; everyone knew that. It was in The Book. 

But even with the extra weight, she was pretty. Like a mid-career Charlize Theron. But when The Book got a hold of her, she’d start to look like Claudia Schiffer before long. 

Brigitte wore a tight black Valentino mini-dress with sexy ruffles down the front. They parted at her neckline to reveal her perfect, bronze cleavage. The long sleeves of the dress, ending in marble white cuffs, only emphasized how thin her arms were now. She looked like a supermodel. Every part of her polished, coiffed, and shiny. She felt like a goddess. 

“You’re right,” said Brigitte. “It has to stop.”

“Yes. You see, Randall told me in confidence about your unwanted attentions, and, to be honest, I don’t get it.”

Brigitte nodded. “Right? Neither do I. I mean, my body is picture perfect, and my face belongs on a magazine cover, and—”

“What? No. That’s not what I mean. He’s engaged, or he was anyway, poor man, and you’ve got every guy in this office slobbering after you. You have to start dressing like a real employee.”

“You mean like, I should just show up in lingerie?” She leaned forward conspiratorially. “I kind of thought Randall wanted to keep it low profile. Are you reading The Book too? Did it tell you something it didn’t tell me?”

“What are you talking about?”

All of Cecilia’s replies were slow and laced with lusty, heavy breathing. She clearly had trouble understanding that anyone as pristinely sexy as Brigitte could actually move and speak. 

“You know what I’m talking about, Cecilia. I’m talking about pleasing our boss to his satisfaction.” She smiled indulgently. “For our jobs,” she added. “Like The Book says.”

“The book? What book? I’m talking about our...employee guidelines. I’m talking about wearing...wearing...” 

Her eyes were caught on Brigitte’s cleavage now. Brigitte preened, straightening her back, letting her see. Good girls made new good girls, and Brigitte’s body was the perfect weapon to seduce new slaves for Master .

“Wearing pretty clothes is a sign of respect for our boss,” said Brigitte. “He deserves our respect."

"I...what?”

“Don’t you respect our boss?”

“Of course I respect his cock. I...no, cock...respect his...judgment and his cock, both. It’s enormous. It would...slide...”

Sweat beaded down Cecilia’s forehead. She stumbled off of Brigitte’s desk and grabbed the purse off her own desk just across the way. 

“I have to go. I’ll be back later. I have to...have to change...”

Of course she did. Brigitte waved happily. 

It was once again late in the afternoon at the office. Cecilia didn’t seem to notice that she was volunteering to come back in the evening. That was good; Randall deserved worker bees droning away at all hours, and they had lost so many workers lately that the girls who remained would have to work harder to make up for it. 

Her poor love had been having a rough week. First, Randall had to fend off Brigitte’s advances, which must have filled him with doubt. All day long, dressed in tiny designer leather skirts and hot cleavage-baring sweaters (she changed three times a day), she brought him coffee and candy and office supplies, each delivered with a passionately-written love note affirming her worship of him and his cock and her commitment to being his eager sidepiece: 

I want you to fuck me with your cock wet from your wife’s cunt.

I want to suck the taste of her off you every day. 

You deserve to fuck as many women as possible. 

You make every other “man” here look like a joke. I love you and you alone. 

The way he had looked at her since the evening of her first advances was not the kind of look someone gave to a bad influence who might end your career for sexual harassment—no, he looked at her with a particular lust that Brigitte knew meant he was thinking of her offer. Thinking of how she would never tell a soul. 

But that wasn’t the only reason his days had been hard. 

Randall oversaw two teams in his small office, facilitating client-facing operations and putting together regular proposals to both retain and acquire sales. They sold...something. Something really neat. 

Brigitte, as a secretary, used to know the business inside and out because of her familiarity with everyone in the office. 

Now, all she knew was that everyone was at that office to make Randall rich like he deserved. He was the boss, after all. They sold um...computer searching? Internal combustion engine optimization? Keynesian power indicators? It was really important, because Randall worked on it, and he deserved to have his cock sucked for hours because he worked so hard. 

Yesterday, several members of the team had quit. They had all been males. Each one was pale, thinning, without sleep. Bags under their eyes, a manic desperation in their faces. They hadn’t had a calorie in over a week. Their bank accounts empty and the ones who had houses were in the process of selling them because they no longer felt they deserved to exist under a roof. 

Each one, strangely, had decided to become a homeless vagabond and probably would stuff their heaviest coat full of something heavy and walk out in the ocean once they had their affairs in order. They said none of this to Randall, of course. Only to Brigitte, in hushed desperate tones confused about their own eager ambition to end themselves after disappointing her “so thoroughly.” 

“I-I-I just don’t understand,” said Bill Haverson yesterday morning, next to the coffee machine, staring at Brigitte in her light tan leather Gucci suit with its sharp lines and oversized lapel. “I g-gave you all my money. Y-you’re so fucking pretty, so gorgeous, and all I want t-to d-do is sleep i-in—”

“I know, sweetie. You said already.” She was filing and polishing her nails. They were quite long now, only really good for digging into her man’s flesh while he fucked her pregnant. “You want to sleep in my trash. I don’t want you to, though. You don’t deserve it. You’re really nothing but a worm to me. One of god’s more tragic mistakes. You understand, don’t you?”

“Y-yes, Mistress. O-only—”

“Then probably you should do like we said, shouldn’t you?”

He stared at the impossibly wide gap between her thighs, her short tan leather skirt so expertly displaying the length of her impossibly long legs. Her hair, thick and dark and long, worked almost like a pillow as she held her head to one side and examined her nails in the bright office lights she had installed to let her see her own reflection better. 

“B-but that means...I mean, I wouldn’t see you if I’m dead like that.” He gulped. “W-would I?”

“Gosh, that you would even ask that makes me so sad, Billy. It really convinces me that you’re the worm I thought you were. You know, Dan promised to die by tomorrow morning with all his money taken care of for me. Are you saying Dan loves me more than you?”

He straightened. His entire body trembling. Eyes bulging. He looked like a tuberculosis patient. “No! No way. I’ll do it. I promise. You’re my goddess. That’s how I’ll see you. In heaven.”

She rolled her eyes. They were bright blue, glowing softly with her own deep arrogance and vanity. 

“Sure, okay. Just make sure you do it right.”

All these conversations made her supremely annoyed, but also deeply wet. It was fun having idiots want to die for her. Not as fun as just thinking about Randall’s cock, but fun nonetheless. 

To Randall, they cited different reasons for leaving, but Brigitte knew the real reason why very clearly—she had encouraged them to. 

Little worms who couldn’t withstand the might of her beauty were the new bane of her gorgeous existence. She found them everywhere since reading The Book. Silly little worms who dropped to their knees when she strutted by, her flawless body full of the Book’s radiant light. They didn’t deserve her. Why should any man who didn’t deserve her eager, arrogant submissive service exist? 

She had merely convinced these silly boys that she was never, ever going to sleep with them—and therefore they had no real reason to keep their jobs or their lives.

So they quit, but not before donating their last six months salary to the company. Brigitte thought that might help her keep her own job. 

Then today, just a few hours ago at lunch, Randall’s fiancée April had broken up with him. It had been very loud, at the front of the office as he tried to walk her out after they had shared a meal. She tossed food in his face. Brigitte couldn’t help but feel eager, lustful pride when April stared with tears in her eyes at Brigitte, all but publicly accusing her of seducing her man away from her. 

April no doubt was prideful of her appearance, her ability to keep a man. Randall was the boss of a successful company, and deeply handsome. She was tall, beautiful, a ballerina and dance instructor, with a melting smile and a gorgeous head of thick black hair. She was deeply beautiful, but didn’t seem to hold it against anyone. 

Something The Book would have to cleanse her brain of. Holding beauty against inferiors was the best thing about being better than others. 

With Cecilia gone, everyone of any consequence was out of the office. There were only a few other peons left—web-designers and programmers who had already happily resigned themselves to living the rest of their days perfectly attached to their computers to make the boss money. 

Some people were just weak. Not like Randall. He had resisted Brigitte and The Book for days now. 

The peons gave in after only a few hours, sending her urgent emails declaring their need to obey her will within only a day or so of Brigitte reading The Book. She gave them photos of Randall and dildos to jam up their cunts as they worked.  They were feckless millennial types, strangely gendered with horse-like faces, bad haircuts, and poor fashion sense, arms and backs featuring inane tattoos of inside references no one got but them. The Book judged them unworthy of True Service, but they were skilled enough to keep around for the pursuit of profit. 

Brigitte reminded herself to have Cecilia order them virtual reality headsets and IVs so they wouldn’t ever have to leave the safety of their new virtual workspace cocoons. 

Confident and happy, Brigitte knocked on Randall’s office door. He said something that sounded like “for the love of god, leave me alone, please,” and Brigitte walked in with a loving smile, preferring it if he said “lick my cock like a cone, tease.”

Seeing her, his already forlorn expression drooped. His tie was loose, his blazer on the small couch in his office. All the blinds were closed, the only light coming in from the blank blue screen of his computer. 

“Darling,” she said, strutting toward him in six-inch heels. “You look sad. Please let me help you?”

“God, go away,” he said. No mistaking that. “You’ve done enough. Thanks.”

It was clear he suspected her hand in April’s leaving him. Brigitte was hurt, even though he was quite correct. 

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean, darling.” She came to the edge of his desk, sitting in front of him just as Cecilia had sat in front of her moments ago. “Won’t you please let me comfort you?”

He rolled his eyes. “I know what you want, Brigitte. No.”

She pouted, pretending to be bothered.

“It doesn’t have to be like that,” she said. “I just wanted to give you a hug. It just seems like you could use one.”

He looked at her, defeated. Her gorgeous, thick hair. The way she looked like a wife already, somehow, despite being obviously virginal and single and deeply available. Thinking no doubt of the way her smell filled his nostrils and made him think home. The on-point fashion of her tight dress and how she looked like he could walk with her laughing on his arm into any high-class restaurant in the city and have every man in there wishing they were him. 

“Sure,” he said, relenting. Starting to get up to hold her. “But just for a second. Just—”

He groaned as she slipped onto his lap and curled up underneath his chin, burying her beautiful face into his hard, muscular chest. 

She could have him easily now, she knew. A soft kiss under his ear here. Pushing her tits against him just so. The feeling of her wet, hot breath against his cheek and neck. He’d be putty in her hands. 

But it was important he knew that he would be her Master. The Book told her so, so she had to make it so. 

Beneath her supple, firm, young ass, she felt his cock growing. The cock she needed. The perfect cock. It throbbed, strained, bulged against his pants and she could feel it probing up between her ass cheeks, aching to be inside her. She moaned and pushed her body closer against his, thriving in his warmth. 

“The offer is still open,” she whispered in his ear. “Being your slave.”

“What?”

“Your fuckslave. Just yours. Yours and yours alone. I would never offer it to anyone else.”

His cock throbbed underneath her. Straining madly to be inside, immediately.

“Brigitte...” he began to push her away. “I knew this was a mistake. Fuck. You have a one-track mind, don’t you?”

She considered that a very high compliment. “I could give her to you, you know.”

“What?”

“April. She could be yours again.”

“What?”

He was angry, not interested. She had to make him see. Her hand went to his cock underneath her, and she shifted her position so her brilliant tits rested fully on his chest. Smashed there, hot and utterly his. 

“She’s just a girl. A very pretty girl. I have a way of making pretty girls interested in what I’m interested in. And all I’m interested in is looking really, really hot all the time so that you will want to fuck me, because what I want more than anything is for you to fuck me all the time.”

“You have a way?” He shook his head. “Look, you’re really...I mean, is this about your ego? Do you think I don’t think you’re attractive?”

She could barely stand to ask. “Do you?”

“You’re fucking gorgeous, Brigitte. Holy shit. I can hardly believe you exist at all. You’re in my lap and it’s a dream come true. I’m out of my mind in lust for you, are you kidding? Ever since you showed up here I haven’t been able to cum without thinking of you, usually right when I’m cumming.”

Brigitte closed her eyes, biting her lip. The orgasm those words brought on was slow, pleasant, and eager, like a long ride down on a baby rollercoaster. 

“When you cum in April. Then, too?”

“Of course. She can’t even...she doesn’t...”

He stared at her cleavage. Drool spilling from his lips.

“Yes?”

“She doesn’t hold a candle to you, if I’m being honest.” He wiped his mouth and then immediately grabbed her tiny waist again, probing hard with his fingers, as if looking for some part of her that wasn’t hot lean muscle. “But she’s my fiancée. Or she was. I don’t know. We own a house together. There are vacation plans. Wedding plans. Child plans. She’s pregnant and now she’s leaving me.”

Brigitte hissed. The thought was anathema to her. She wished she had known April was pregnant before putting the worm in her ear that Randall was cheating on her. 

Pregnant women belonged with their man. Brigitte would have to make this right. She stood up abruptly. 

“I know,” said Randall, misreading her reaction completely. “You hate her. Or whatever. You want to...have her do drugs with you or whatever you’re doing. It doesn’t matter. You need to stay away from her—don’t even talk to her—and stay away from me, and that’s final.”

* * * * *
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“WE JUST CAN’T HAVE this, Brigitte,” said Cecilia. 

Cecilia was on her desk again, staring down at Brigitte. Sweating. Whimpering. Twitching. Her words were harsh, but her tone was mournful and full of longing. 

Brigitte mostly ignored her and casually admired herself in a tall mirror on top of her desk, which is how she had spent most of the past sixteen hours when she wasn’t actively begging Randall for his cock inside of her fertile pussy.

It was near the middle of the evening on Friday. Cecilia had stayed late with Brigitte and the peons. While Brigitte preened in front of the mirror, casually admiring her beauty and dreaming of how best to serve Randall’s cock, Cecilia and the peons had spent the time working on accounts and presentations due in more than six months time. Every bit of paperwork and slides and spreadsheets for the next few months was already taken care of. 

With the peons working nonstop, and Brigitte easily finding new girls to “hire” to outsource more work, it had been easy to keep up with the steadily-growing demand that would soon be making her darling man more than fifty thousand dollars a day. Brigitte had gone with Cecilia on all the sales calls over the last few days. She’d set records within hours. Men loved giving her money just because she was beautiful.

The new peon girls worked at home, but they would soon have to move in with each other to save on expenses. Brigitte found them at a robotics club at the local college. Scholarship students. 

None of them had boyfriends (or none for very much longer, of course), and eagerly attached themselves to Randall once Brigitte and The Book explained how important it was that he was rich and they were his slaves. The girls agreed to work for pictures of his cock, which really were priceless—so in all honesty they were some of the best paid workers on the planet, weren’t they?

For the last couple of days, Cecilia had worn increasingly sexy outfits showcasing her rapidly thinning figure. Those extra pounds had melted off of her and seemingly went straight to her ass, tits, and hair. Now she looked the epitome of a stereotypically attractive office woman—with a long platinum mane that glowed golden in the fluorescent office lights and long nylon-shiny legs decorated with tall black heels. Today she wore an impeccably tailored, red and white mini-skirted suit that showed off her hourglass figure. 

“What can’t we have?” asked Brigitte, barely paying attention. She thought instead of the way Randall’s cock had bulged in his cock earlier when she had taken five minutes to crawl from his door to his desk with his coffee perfectly balanced on her ass.

“You’re walking around in tiny skirts and silk blouses that are half unbuttoned,” Cecilia explained, shifting on the desk to adjust her tiny skirt. She paused for a moment, gazing longingly at the framed picture of Randall on Brigitte’s desk and unbuttoning her silk blouse. “The staff, what’s left of them, are in love with you. Half are suicidal because they’ll never have you.” Her fingers slid down her skirt. No one was there to see but Brigitte. “And the ones who aren’t suicidal are miserable because you o-o-obviously only exist for Randall like I do. He’s such a fucking man. I wish I could suck his cock. I’m so fucked up on him and you. Fuck.” She whimpered, clearly fingering herself. “Why am I even saying this to you? I came over here to f-fire you...”

Brigitte smiled. “You feel the Book’s influence through me. I think it’s choosing you. It likes attractive women, or women it can make attractive. Not everyone is good enough to be chosen, and it lets them know it. And it eats away at their souls until they expire. But you could be good enough, couldn’t you?”

Cecilia nodded and whimpered. Eyes desperate for purpose. 

“Y-yes...”

“You’re very pretty, aren’t you, Cecilia?”

“Yes.”

“You’re pretty enough to serve a real man like Randall, aren’t you, sweetheart?”

“Yesss...”

“Yes, what?”

Cecilia paused, groping herself openly. “Fuck. I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do. You heard what the others call me. What the peons like to say. Go ahead.” She leaned forward, whispering. “Randall will like it.”

Swallowing, Cecilia shuddered, slipping her fingers deep into her cunt, somehow understanding it would be the last action she’d ever have of her own free will. Then she looked at Brigitte—now standing over her, glorious and beautiful and terrible in her zealotry—and moaned.

“Yesss...yes, Mistress.”

“Wonderful. Then I have something I need you to do for me...”

* * * * *
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LATER THAT NIGHT, RANDALL entered his home, sighed, and slumped against the door. He looked broken, tired, ready to give up. The stink of expensive whiskey emanated from his clothing. From his movements and the soft slurred way he spoke to himself, he was obviously drunk. 

That was wonderful. A good boss deserved to drink however much he liked. Brigitte made a mental note to start serving him whiskey in the afternoon. What would it hurt? Her perfect boss deserved a tall glass of whiskey alongside her loving, attentive blowjobs. 

Randall tried seven or eight times to drop his keys into the small dish, muttering the whole time about the “bitching keys never did bitch-goddamn appreciate him, just like the other bitch.”

As much as she knew her man deserved to let loose, he did seem a little...sloppy. Drinking away his sorrows. Brigitte’s heart filled with such compassion for him. She wanted nothing more than to take him into her arms, squeeze him tight, and promise him that she would be there for him no matter what happened. That she would nurture and care and love him, and whisper softly into his ear stroking him to all his favorite photos and videos to get off while she moaned what a great man he was.

But she had to wait. She had a plan. She had a whole arrangement. 

Presentation was everything. The Book had taught Brigitte that. 

It had been there her whole life. She remembered reading it from a young age and how it trained her to become the woman she was now. Trained to always worship Randall. Trained to be his office trophy. Trained to be groped and adored and complimented and taken advantage of at a moment’s notice, just for his wealth and his stress. 

Only today was she finally ready—ready to be a perfect fuckslave for her new Master no matter how he might protest or push her away. 

Her body was perfect now. The Book made sure of that. It had always been perfect because she had always been reading the Book. She had been the cheerleading captain, the swim team super star, the Olympic-level gymnast, the record-setter for cross-country and marathon and every other kind of running. She had a small shrine of awards from beauty pageants ranging from local to national. The only reason she hadn’t won Miss Galaxy for the last seven years running was because she didn’t want to lose focus on what was really important—Randall’s perfect, holy cock. 

Excited by waiting, her soft fair skin was covered in a thin layer of shimmery sweat, each muscle coming to life when the entry was suddenly illuminated by Randall turning on the lights. 

Randall’s eyes widened in awe as he took her all in. He took a step back as if he needed distance, but went nowhere. His chest rose with a deep inhale, and for just one second it seemed like time had stopped completely as he looked upon Brigitte standing there before him dressed in sparkling hot white bridal lingerie. Diamonds glittered in her cleavage. Lace gloves, adorned carefully, caressed her fingers as she clutched her hands together under her massive tits.

That one second felt like an eternity to Brigitte—she could see the desire written plain across Randall’s face. Could almost feel his cock stirring beneath his pants as he devoured her body with hungry eyes. 

He shook his head. "I should have known you would be here."

Brigitte smiled. "I exist to serve you, Sir."

"I lost us the Madison account today. Did you know that?"

She did, and she knew they would have it back by next Tuesday at the latest. Mr. Madison had a young daughter who had started working for Randall earlier that day, thanks to Brigitte, and already she was fully in love with him. Obsessing over him. When her father tragically died of a heart attack over the weekend brought on by “somehow” being over-exposed to his egg allergy, all his voting power in the board would immediately go to his daughter and she would run the company as little more than a money mill for Randall. 

Brigitte considered. Was that right? 

No, maybe not.

Maybe Wednesday. 

"I'm so sorry, Sir. Can I serve you dinner and suck you off while you tell me about it?"

Randall looked totally defeated. As far as he knew, his biggest client was gone. His fiancée had abandoned him. And this one strand of morality he'd held on to—not doing anything wrong, not fucking his gorgeous secretary senseless—was about to go too.

"I should have fired you," he said.

Brigitte stepped closer to him, her hands lightly caressing his chest. "Yes, you should have. That way I could have woken up every morning at your feet to suck your cock like you deserve." She smiled at the way his breath caught at her touch. "You need me, just like I need you. I'm here to serve you, to make you feel special and desired. That’s why you’re the boss, and I’m just your brainless hot secretary."

"Brigitte..."

He was plainly hard. She caresses his cock through his trousers. Brigitte's entire body ached for his cock inside her. He trembled, moaning, nodding urgently as she unzipped him and began stroking him. 

“Yesss...” she moaned, and then moaned deeper as he slid his face down into the full softness of her heavy, lactating tits. 

“You really do want to be my fuck slave, don’t you?” 

She nodded, stroking more urgently. “Yes, Master. I really do.” Her strokes didn’t stop, but she did slow considerably. "Here, may I show you something?"

"I don't think I can stop you."

Brigitte smiled and took him by the arm, casually leaving his pants behind, leading him into the living room where April and Cecilia were having their minds rewritten by the Book. Both of them knelt down in front of the couch, leaning forward so heavily it seemed that the only reason they didn’t tip over was because of the coffee table in front of them. Both of them drooling and forming puddles on the ground. The Book levitating. Its pages turning of its own volition. 

As they drooled, Cecilia and April both spoke in heavy slurred language, eyes blank. Rewriting their brains. Reprogramming themselves. Their tits growing, their legs lengthening, their hips widening. Cecilia’s tight red miniskirt became something more of a microskirt just because her hips became so wide and fertile. Her top popped its top several buttons making room for her heavy, buoyant tits. 

April wore tiny jean shorts and a cut-off midriff-baring tank top. As The Book filled her, her short-shorts started to look more like a bikini bottom, and her shirt ripped off entirely, revealing her large porn star-esque shiny tits to her fiancé—as well as the burgeoning bump in her belly. 

"Watch them," Brigitte said. It came out almost as a command but she made it sound like an invitation as she moved closer to him, bringing her body up against his and rubbing her lips to his neck. "This is what I can give you now, my love," she whispered. "A taste of complete power over these women who didn't understand what kind of man you are or how great your potential truly is." 

Brigitte could tell he was unsure about what to do, so she stepped closer to him and whispered in his ear.

"You can do anything you want with them," she said softly as she started stroking his arm lightly. "Anything." 

She continued to stroke him slowly, letting her words sink in. Stroking him, wearing hot white bridal lingerie, as he watched his wife-to-be and co-worker thoroughly and helplessly mindfucked in his living room. 

"You...you mind controlled my pregnant fiancée," he groaned.

"That's right," said Brigitte. "You knocked her up and I fucked her mind just for you. She's going to drop that extra preggo weight so easy, but her tits will always milk from now on. But then," she giggled, "so will all your slaves. At least while we're ovulating. Which we always are, because we're in constant need of your seed."

“I told you...” He paused, shuddering, cumming all over the ground. Several seconds later, Brigitte continued to stroke—slowly and mindfully and passionately—and he was still hard. The Book’s funk was entering his mind, making it hard to think about anything except what he deserved. “I told you not to talk to her.”

“You did, Master. You told me not to talk to her. So I didn’t say a word, or at least, not until it would have been rude to stay quiet. All she wants to talk about now is how much she loves you, so we have so much in common. But anyway, it was the Book that spoke to her. It got in her head. It got in my head. It got in Cecilia’s head.”

“Yeah, what’s that...fuck. I’m hard. Still. Fuck. What’s that about? C-Cecilia?”

“I wanted to sweeten the pot, Master. You deserve all this and so much more.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

He shuddered again and pulled Brigitte underneath him, falling to the ground. He looked lost in a trance himself, only one of a mixture of drunken rage and lust, finally unable to hold back his better nature with a seductive vixen revealing how she mind controlled hot women to better serve his cock. 

The book audibly closed, sliding through the air and sitting on a shelf above them. Watching. 

April and Cecilia crawled over to Randall. April shoving her baby bump into his side, kissing his shoulders. Cecilia lactating heavily all over his arm and waist. 

“Fuck her, Daddy,” they said together, still entranced. “Fuck your slave. She’s earned your cock. Fuck her and complete the ceremony.”

If he noticed that—the ceremony—he said nothing. Instead, grunting, Randall grabbed Brigitte and wasted no time in ripping away her lingerie. She gasped as he tore her push-up bra off, revealing her full lactating tits completely. His hands ran eagerly over them as he ravenously kissed her neck. Biting. Licking. Biting again. April and Cecilia pushing in on him. 

“You’re the king,” they giggled happily, mindlessly. “You’re the only man alive. You’re the real man.”

Brigitte moaned with astounding force, cumming brilliantly as he finally entered her body with a powerful thrust, sending April into a frenzy of disturbed pleasure as she watched at the side, begging him to give her exactly what he already had given April herself – a baby.

“Fuck her, Daddy. Fuck her pregnant. I wanna have babies at the same time. I wanna have babies for you. Please make her preggo, Daddy, Master, Master, please? Please pregnant. Please pregnant.”

Randall pounded inside Brigitte's tight body relentlessly, pushing them across the thick carpet. The softness of her skin as he grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him with each thrust, the velvety touch of her lips as he ran his hands over the insides of her thighs. Brigitte's skin glistened with sweat, Randall’s muscled body gleamed from the overhead lights. His biceps flexed with each thrust, his thighs straining over hers in the missionary position; the crown of his head regularly shoving into the front side of the pillows of the nearby couch. 

As he lifted her legs up around his head, almost standing as he fucked down into her, The Book flew off its shelf and levitated overhead, spinning madly in a vortex of dark energy. 

Watching it, Brigitte’s eyes turned pure black. If Randall noticed, he fucked her anyway, needing to cum and soon. The scent of lust and sex filled the air, sweet and sweetly musky. Brigitte’s scent was all pheromones and arousal, Randall's scent was all testosterone and musk.

The spiraling book became her entire brain once again. Brigitte’s mind filled with visions of her future. Serving Randall for centuries. Eagerly showing him green pastures full of beautiful women trained to be his slaves, each one with their own copy of The Book. Eagerly sucking him off the night of his election to world dominance. Begging him with soft, urgent strokes and whimpering need to start a war with that one ugly country just because it would be so sexy to be the privileged ones who didn’t live in a warzone, and the help was getting too uppity. 

His thick hands gripped her hips tightly as his entire body tensed up. He thrust inside her and held himself there, dragging his lips across her nose and cheeks. She looked up into his face and saw a man in a moment of pure pleasure, a look of calm satisfaction and a hint of a smile crept across his face.

Like he knew. Like he saw it all too. 

Somehow, even with all that, he managed to remain composed until April came up behind them both and whispered in his ear. 

"Get her pregnant just like me."

“And then,” Cecilia whispered from the other side. “Do me too?”

The words hung heavy in the air for a moment before Randall unleashed entirely, flooding Brigitte’s hot pussy with his virile seed with shot after shot of sticky, hot white gift. The walls rang with Brigitte’s orgasm, with April’s, with Cecilia’s. Master’s pleasure was their pleasure now. 

Hours later, when Brigitte woke dreamily to casually slide Randall’s cock in her mouth as he slept, she found The Book under his body in the mass of blankets and pillows they had made.

Touching it, she realized very suddenly that something was wrong. Why weren’t there beautiful women chanting his name all night long? Why had there been zero lingerie-clad beauties bringing him a sandwich to enjoy as Cecilia sucked his cock and Brigitte whispered how she thought she could be an even better wife than April?

It just wasn’t right. He was the boss. He deserved even more. 

# # #
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Me Too! – Casting Couch
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“Now, Grace, you were the center of some huge controversy not even a year ago. There was a court case pending, a civil suit and a criminal suit in the works, there were deals dropped, there were astronomical amounts of money involved. Even the President said something, for god’s sake. And now...?”

Grace shrugged. “Now, nothing. It’s all settled. I couldn’t be happier.”

She lit up the talk show set, dressed in a simple, daring ivory dress with a Queen Anne neckline, diamonds sparkling in her hair, on her collar, on the stylish and symbolic chains attached to her wrists. 

“So what happened, exactly?”

Each of the hosts, Redhead and Blonde, looked vastly different than they did just last week. They either had started reading the Book or were replaced—as hosts often are—with someone who fit their personality and appearance archetype, but who was younger and prettier. 

Their eyes shone with appreciation and awe at Grace’s presence, treating her with appropriate deference. Each question left their mouths guarded and couched in praise, eager to show how careful they were hoping to be in preserving their admiration of the young living goddess. 

“I mean, he was just treating me exactly like I wanted him to. He grabbed my ass on set. He felt up my tits in the dressing room. He brazenly complimented my looks and treated me like I was brainless. What more could a girl ask for? Every woman loves being treated like that. We know it’s our place.”

All the hosts nodded sagely, like she was advising to save money by putting it in an IRA. 

* * * * *
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THE SMALL DINNER BETWEEN friends had been pleasant until Lillian brought up the elephant in the room—Grace’s recent accusation of sexual abuse against the producer and director Wyatt Bramm. 

“Oh, that.” Grace’s nose turned up. “I don’t think I want to talk about it.”

“Really? You sure talked about it to those journalists.”

They were outside, on Grace’s balcony, enjoying a small meal of tapas and wine that Lillian had brought with her. The wine was chilled and the tapas were from the best place in town—Elliana’s—and now the air between them was colder than ice. 

It was a Thursday night. Grace, world-famous actress, was also famous for being something of a recluse in any case. Except for the major events like premieres, she would never go out. This meant, on this comfy casual Thursday evening, she wore simple black yoga tights and a midriff-baring top, braless and casual with one of her closest friends in the whole world. This penthouse condo—luxurious and large—was only one of several residences that Grace had, and the one she only used when she was in the city for work. 

In a way, Lillian understood that Grace felt so comfortable with her because Grace was not threatened by her. Lillian’s modeling and acting career had passed her by with all the drama of a steamboat tugging past a coastline—slowly, inevitably, and carrying a load of garbage behind it. But, because Lillian had been in that world, she knew enough to be able to properly empathize with Grace. 

Of course—that had now changed. Lillian’s body and face had been upgraded. Grace hadn’t noticed—self-obsessed and vain and arrogant as ever, and as she so obviously deserved to be (Lillian knew very well there was nothing more important to a woman than her own beauty, and Grace’s aesthetic from her perfectly-shaped nose to her full lips to her impeccable bust right down to her ultra-long legs leading into wide fertile hips was all endlessly worthy of self-adoration). But, all the same, Lillian was different. She glowed with self-delight, self-adoration, with the easy and casual confidence that she was simply better as a person now just from being more beautiful. 

Lillian had felt this way since waking up and noticing the changes for the first time. She had, with her thick golden hair draping down like a shiny blanket, adored herself in the full-length mirror she had on the closet door for several hours. 

She was thin. She was pristine. She was precious. 

Her breasts, hypnotically large, floated naturally toward the center of her otherwise tiny chest, forming natural cleavage. Her nipples, bright and pink, were permanently erect. Every bit of her flesh was sculpted in perfectly formed muscle and covered with supple, lithe muscle and just enough fat to keep every part of her smooth. 

All the while, the Book was open, floating, chanting at her. Its pages flipping in the background of the mirror. It didn’t speak—that was ludicrous, it was a Book—but it did communicate. Lillian had learned that she didn’t have to be actively looking at the pages to read them. 

It was like, periphery vision? The way you knew someone had walked in a room and what they were wearing without looking at them full-on. The Book could work like that. It was slower, of course. But then, she had stuffed the corner of it up her cunt and snuggle-fucked it for hours the night before, so they could go a little slower now. 

The first order of business had been to throw out most of her clothes. She was no longer an unacceptable size 6. All her 00 clothes in the back of the closet—most of them club-bouncing outfits from when she had dallied with anorexia and nearly killed herself from her desperation for stardom—now fit perfectly. 

Although...Lillian knew that wasn’t quite right. She had never dallied with starving herself. She’d hardly had to. Food always melted right off. And all these oversized clothes were just a sign of...under-confidence. The Book was helping her with that. 

All of that meant, on this cozy, comfortable, casual Thursday with her bestie, Lillian had dressed in a dramatically sexy tight dress—the kind reserved for ultra-hot dates with particularly wealthy and attractive men. It was bright green and tight, hugging her newly-enhanced torso. Because her abs were longer and her hips wider (to make room for her Master’s children, once she was lucky enough to bear them. And to bow before her Master, of course), the dress fit tighter than usual. It rode up nearly to her hips, showing a ton of thigh—which meant that the stylized Wolford tights she wore and the thigh-high leather boots she had bought that afternoon by maxing out her credit cards ($5000 for a pair of ultra high-heeled boots was an incredible investment, honestly) were all the more clutch in completing her come-fuck-me-Master-whoever-You-are look. She had drawn her hair to one side, femme fatale-like. 

In fact, she looked quite a bit like Grace’s most famous role as a homewrecking assassin, Hannah Beauty, except golden blond and not auburn-haired. 

But Grace had not noticed Lillian’s outfit, or her change. Typical.

Lillian felt her hot pussy squeezing and creating hot, slick moisture just thinking of it. Grace’s self-obsession was easily one of the hottest things about her—or any beautiful woman, really. If a girl couldn’t absolutely adore and obsess over every part of herself, why would a man? Why would Master?

The two had talked over the trivialities of life in their normal way. Grace asked how Lillian was and listened for exactly the length of time it took to appear polite—which Lillian had measured long ago as seventeen seconds. 

Then, as ever, Grace interrupted by saying, “Oh wow, that’s just like—” and then launched into the difficulties of managing her social media presence and juggling several different multi-million dollar offers at once, and what a headache it was to decide whether to wear a skirt for one company or to use the hair product of the first company’s rival, and her guilt at feeling no guilt at all for receiving free products and cars and yachts and so on all day long for years now. 

These kinds of decisions were common for Grace. She sounded them off against Lillian, but never actually valued her input. Lillian, her homely friend (although now an absolute knockout, and even before in any other town but Hollywood a definite 9/10), was much more of a stress sponge than any kind of advisor or confidant. 

“I’m just surprised,” said Lillian. “I don’t remember you saying anything at all about the harassment to me.”

“Well, it’s really sensitive, you know.”

Lillian laughed. “So sensitive you talked about it with the entire media?”

“People have to know!” Grace stood up and hugged herself; she was upset. “You don’t get it. Nobody has ever tried to do it with you.”

That wasn’t all the way true. In fact, the opposite was kind of true—she’d begged the very same man who took advantage of Grace to take advantage of her just a few months before he had blessed Grace with his attention. 

Wyatt Bramm, the movie director and producer in question, had turned her down. Lillian had never forgiven herself for being so unworthy. 

“He violated me. And I said okay, but that doesn’t mean it was okay.”

“You could have said no.”

“And tank my career? End up like...like...”

She was struggling not to say like you. Lillian empathized. It was so important for wildly beautiful women like Grace to know how important and correct they were about everything simply for being beautiful. 

Lillian nodded. “It’s okay. I wouldn’t want to end up like me either.”

Grace teared up and wiped her face. “He took...he took my virginity.” She bit a lip. Lillian was deeply wet; even without make-up, just in workout clothes, Grace was so fucking sexy. “He’s still been the only one I’ve had, even now. And he...he stopped talking...and...there were those other girls...” she shuddered. “He’s a fucking bastard.”

Her friend was in need, and Lillian pulsed with lust. She got up to hug Grace, holding her for a long time while Grace cried. The ultra-famous model-turned-actress-turned-icon cried as she did everything, classily and prettily.

“I just wish you had been able to talk to me about it,” said Lillian. “I’ll always be here for you, Grace.”

“I mean...” Grace shrugged. “You kind of know about it now.”

“I know. It just seems to me that you were looking for attention. I would have given it to you. But I guess you needed a lot more than me?”

Someone else might have minced words, took her time to get into the heart of the matter. 

“Excuse me?”

Grace shoved her away, precariously close to pushing her off the balcony altogether. She was stronger than she looked, all her tight lithe muscles wiry and strong. 

“You think I did this because I wanted attention?”

“I know you want attention. I’ve been your friend for a long time. I just think you want attention from this, now, because the box office of your last three movies barely broke fifty million.”

“That’s...that’s nothing to do with...I mean, the pandemic, and then, you know...I mean audiences, they just don’t...I mean...fuck you!”

A swirl of emotion flurried through Grace’s perfect features. 

“He’s a great man,” Lillian pressed. “Why wouldn’t you want to suck his cock? You’d be great in that role.”

“I...what the fuck is wrong with you?”

Nothing had ever been better with Lillian, actually. Her skin was clearer than it had been in five years or more, since the late-stage breakout of acne had single-handedly ruined her burgeoning acting and modeling career. Those last stubborn fifteen pounds she had struggled to annihilate for nearly her entire adult life had melted away over night. Her body felt terrific, her libido was in the stratosphere, and her mind felt permanently high. 

And she had the Book to thank. And soon, so would Grace. 

“Sucking the cock of a wealthy, handsome man like that is really where our talents lie, don’t you think? It’s what pretty girls were meant to do.”

Grace crossed her arms and stared at her. The sadness now entirely replaced by rage and confusion. She pointed. 

“I don’t know what’s going on with you? What weird, jealous or deluded thing is happening? But you need to get out. Now.”

Lillian smiled brightly and nodded. 

“Oh, sure.”

She walked back inside the penthouse, grabbed her bag off the nearby countertop in the breakfast nook, and began to walk out. As she did, and as she had planned, the Book dropped out of its outer pocket. It landed with a dramatic thump. Lillian knew the Book wasn’t heavy, but it was dense. Every page was so full of wisdom about how beautiful women should serve alpha cock. 

Lillian, quite confident in her plan, did not even look at the fallen Book. She walked straight down the long hallway—plastered with glamour photos of Grace—to the front door. 

Grace strode after her, probably hoping to ensure the door was locked. 

“Hey, bitch. You dropped this. Why don’t you—”

Lillian stopped and listened, satisfied, as Grace’s voice cut off from the fascination with the Book’s cover. 

The experience was so fresh for her that she could recall with exactitude what her friend and new sister-in-service was experiencing from second to second. 

At first, a genuine confusion at the Book’s cover. What was it made of? It felt like leather, supple and smooth. But it was much lighter than leather, and softer too, and it was red besides. 

Matte and inviting. 

And what did it say, what was its title? There was a strange language on its surface written in wild latitudes and longitudes, operating in three axes all at once. Letters flowed up, across, out. Grace was probably certain she would be able to read it if she just spent a few seconds more trying to interpret what she saw. Everything in the Book was just on the cusp of realization and understanding because everything in the Book was trying to get in. 

Grace knelt down, trying to get a better look. Dropping arms. Jaw slacking. It would feel so good for her to relax. Every muscle loosening. Even her heart slowing down. Parts of her brain shutting down while others turned on, while even others awoke for the first time never to be asleep again. An overwhelming need to serve and understand filling her beautiful, famous head, even as her cunt began to pulse with aching, eager, moist need. 

Lillian stripped Grace’s leggings off one leg at a time, like undressing an invalid. Grace’s pussy, hairless and beautiful, trembled. Puffy lips quivering with wet, eager, desire. 

“Do you see?” said Lillian, discarding her own panties and kneeling down next to Grace. 

“I...why can’t I stop?”

Grace’s pupils had turned red. That was so interesting. It was the same deep, dark red shade of the Book’s cover. Lillian’s—bright blue naturally and even brighter since submitting to the Book’s will—must have done the same. 

Lillian turned the page. “It’s so fascinating. Can’t you see it?”

Her fingers slipped up into her own cunt, always wet and ready now. She was going to be so ready for him when it was finally time. 

“I can...I can see it...” Grace gulped. “It’s just...it’s so...”

Lillian slid her young, tight body against Grace’s. Both of them were into their thirties in real time. But the Book had already informed Lillian that they would both be permanently eighteen from now on—both permanently just living the day of their eighteenth birthday, when their bodies were finally truly ready for Master. 

Her fingers pushed up against Grace’s pussy. There had been a time when this was all that Lillian fantasized about. That was before the Book, of course. Now she understood that women pleasuring one another was only about male pleasure—and specifically His pleasure.

Grace turned pages, moaning and reading aloud. All the words sounded like gibberish to Lillian, even now. She hadn’t remembered reading aloud herself, but then she remembered very little about reading the Book in the first place. She just knew that she should. 

The door opened. “Hey, Grace? Your last text about Lillian was so weird. I thought I would—holy fuck.”

At the door was Cecilia, Grace’s closest friend. Her real, actual friend, not just a usable stress sponge like Lillian. A peer, someone truly relatable—and not a warning to never stray from the path. 

Blonde, tall, gorgeously classically pretty with high cheekbones, thick hair, and frankly beautiful tits, Cecilia was on the top of the god-I-have-to-jerk-off-right-now list of every man who saw her. Wearing a tiny pleated skirt with a slim-fitting button-up sweater, she looked stunning. Her heels—high-heeled mary janes—slid easily up into dark tights showcasing the immeasurably wide span between her thighs.

She was also quite freshly eighteen, as practically every social media presence had been blaring about ever since her birthday.  

Cecilia was a young model on the edge of breaking out into a major star; she had walked the last two seasons in New York and Paris. One more and she would be a veteran, and one more after than and she would be too old for anyone to care. She had to break through soon, and had already landed minor roles in major movie productions to do just that. And of course, the rumors swirling around that she and Grace were soon-to-be lovers—while untrue—only helped her career. But it was on a timer, and that timer was counting down. The public would get tired of her soon, like they got tired of everyone. 

But the Book could change all that. 

“Hi,” said Lillian, standing up. 

She stepped over Grace, who was licking the pages as she read them, chanting and whispering, stroking it like a darling lover. The Book shuddered in pleasure as she did. 

Lillian’s dress had pushed up past her rock-hard abdomen and hitched on top of a hip bone. Grace, sans pants, similarly had her top shifted all around as she continued to moan and grope herself. Her tits, already gloriously big, grew larger, dripping milk on the groaning, trembling book. 

Cecilia stepped backwards. Eyes wide. Stuttering. Shaking her head. Working the door and trying to get it open again. 

Great vibrations of the Book’s power filled Lillian. Like a light of its blessing was upon her. She felt awash in lust and control; she felt like a succubus unleashed from the hells. 

The Book was pleased with Grace, deeply pleased. It liked her mind conforming to its wishes. And it liked the idea too of having Cecilia at the same time. 

The Book gave Lillian a vision—kneeling beneath Grace, with Cecilia. Grace being the most honored, as she deserved for being the most beautiful, and sucking their Master’s Cock while he surveyed the land for more young, fertile women to take advantage of like he deserved. It was so vivid, so perfect, so right—it was her destiny. It was destiny of all of them. 

Cecilia finally opened the door—and Lillian opened her eyes, seeing Cecilia now for what felt like the first time. This must have been something like what the Book sensed about others—she could read Cecilia, see her aura in its completion, and could see where it was painfully lacking.

“Oh, you’re lonely. Aren’t you?”

Cecilia stepped back and scoffed, looking disgusted. She was nearly gone. With a thought, the Book’s power coursing through her, Lillian swung the door closed and tugged Cecilia just one foot forward, closer to Grace and herself. 

Cecilia—pulled from nothing, by nothing—jumped and yelped.

“You’re lonely,” Lillian said again. “And you’re in love with Grace.”

“What?” Cecilia shook her head. “She’s...we’re just friends. And...why is she doing that?”

Grace was on the floor completely, licking the Book like it was a lover’s pussy. Her tongue sliding into the crease, her nose softly pushing some invisible clit. Her own pussy leaked all over, a puddle spreading all over the marble. 

“You can figure it out if you look closer,” said Lillian. “Come and help her. It’s okay.”

Cecilia didn’t quite believe her. But she did love Grace, and she did want to help. She stepped forward, curious. Gulping. Heart pumping. The Book’s power was too preoccupied with Grace’s attentions to dump its massive info-wipe power into Cecilia just yet. Lillian—almost operating like a satellite of the Book—had to assist. 

Grace moaned and spasmed, suddenly and obviously cumming even as she continued licking and kissing the Book. Cecilia, gasping, stepped forward. She must have thought Grace was in pain at first—until she saw the empty, happy smile on her face and the way she kept licking. 

Lillian pushed in on Cecilia’s side, urging and holding, her fingers knowing just where to go to get Cecilia’s resistance to hesitate. 

“Just look at her,” Lillian whispered in her ear. “She can’t stop you. You can just look at her and feel my touch. She can’t do anything about it. Isn’t that sexy?”

Cecilia froze up.

“Please, let me go, I won’t say anything, I won’t—”

“Isn’t it hot?” Lillian said, sliding her fingers all the way up between Cecilia’s thighs. Her tiny pleated skirt was no resistance at all, and she had worn it in the first place to impress Grace. “Isn’t it so fucked up and sexy to see this crush of yours with her mind fucked up and stomped on like this? Doesn’t it make you wonder?”

“...wonder...?”

Cecilia had almost doubled over under Lillian’s grip, the blonde’s fingers now deep inside the model’s pussy. 

“What we could do to her head. You’re wondering all about it. How could we fuck up her pretty little head? What could we make her believe?”

“Believe?” Cecilia shook her head. “No. No. I love...I mean, I don’t want...”

“You could make her in love with you.”

This close to Cecilia, Lillian could read even more of her aura. All her fears and longings laid bare before her. The Book loved Lillian so to give her this kind of power! She was so lucky. 

“You don’t have to be ignored anymore,” said Lillian. “No one will ignore you if you join us. Not Grace. Not anyone. They’ll remember you. Don’t you want to be remembered?”

She slid her tongue up from Cecilia’s pretty shoulder all the way up to her cheek, relishing the luxurious taste of her fear and arousal. She could taste Cecilia’s thoughts:

justforgetmetheyALLwilleveryonejustwaitingtoforgetanotherstupidskinnymodelwannabeactressosstupidwhycouldntIbesmartortalentedIcantevengetamanliketheothersbecauseallIwantisHERohfuckshessoprettylickinglikethatohmygodmygodHERohmygodHER—

“You can have her,” Lillian promised. “You can have a future. Won’t that be wonderful?”

Cecilia turned to her and gulped. Her face wet with sweat, with need. 

“H-how?”

Lillian smiled and kissed her. Cecilia’s breath minty and fresh, her tongue lashing with sweet longing. The two of them sank down to the floor. 

All the Book needed from a girl was curiosity. 

* * * * *
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“AND I JUST, YOU KNOW?” Grace shrugged beautifully as she continued her story to the talk show hosts. “I got too full of myself, to be honest. I’m embarrassed by the whole affair. He acted like a total gentleman. He let me suck his cock for a role in his big movie and even gave me scenes where I got to put on sexy clothing and look like, super hot! I was such an ungrateful bitch, honestly. I hope it can be a lesson to other girls out there to always just obediently do what men ask you to do in the work place, because then they might let you suck them off and call them Daddy.”

“Oh,” Redhead sighed. “I wish I could be so lucky.”

Redhead was easily capable of modeling and had several million followers on her InstaTap account, where she posted about thirty times a day in different tight-fitting string bikinis. 

“Luckily, he’s the sweetest man in the world, and he decided to forgive me.”

“I bet you had to work for that forgiveness,” chuckled Blonde.

Grace smiled and raised her eyebrows suggestively. “I wouldn’t say I had to. But after I begged him for three hours straight to suck his cock and call him Daddy, we reached an understanding.”

The hosts and the audience clapped their approval for ninety seconds straight. At one point, Grace stood up and took a little bow. Naturally, the camera stayed focused on her the entire time. 

“It’s just,” Grace continued, sitting down, “there are plenty of lazy, ungrateful women in the world. Too many, really. You lazy bitches out there listening? Don’t bother living another day. It’s not going to get any better.”

The audience whooped and cheered. Grace continued.

“Honestly. There’s just a plethora, a surplus, of peons and pissants and peasants who want to argue that they have some real place in society. But for women, it’s really only being beautiful that counts, isn’t it? Only effort matters. And the only way a beautiful woman’s effort counts is if she’s hanging at the arm of a strong, handsome, wonderful, wealthy man. I’m just so lucky to be one of the ones he’s decided to own.”

“I think it was seventeen magazines that just simultaneously named you the most gorgeous woman of the century,” said Blonde. “And you’re the one whose lucky to have him?”

“Well, twenty of them actually,” she giggled. “He just bought them. You’ll see me on their covers from now on. Wyatt said it would really fuck with the heads of entire generation to judge themselves against a standard of beauty that was universal, unobtainable, and immortal.” The crowd cheered again. “I hope I make him feel lucky,” Grace blushed. “But I’m nothing without him. Just like every woman is nothing if she’s not pretty. And a pretty woman is nothing if she isn’t owned by a man like him. It’s just too bad for all you pathetic little losers that there’s only one man like him.”

Her voice remained clear, shining, happy, and articulate, even as her words became pedantic and dismissive. 

“It was wrong of me to accuse him, and wrong of anyone of you at home to believe me. Honestly, an unmarried woman should never be trusted unless she’s saying she wants to be possessed by a man. I think we all know that anytime a woman says no, it either doesn’t matter or she means yes.”

The hostesses nodded sagely. They were both having trouble not fondling themselves as they sat this close to Grace. Their nipples erect. Growing puddles of arousal in the chairs underneath them.

* * * * *
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WHEN HE TURNED ON THE lights and threw his phone toward the bed, Lillian was in the corner sitting down, posing and lounging in the expensive Italian leather accent chair in his bedroom. 

It was late—well past late, actually, and he had every right to feel afraid and violated. So of course, she had dressed for the occasion and for the motivation to keep him calm, horny, and curious while she spoke to him. It was so important that he hear her out. She needed his dreams to come true. 

She wore sparkling blue lingerie. The girls in all his films wore blue lingerie when they wore lingerie—and they wore a lot of lingerie. 

All his movies were known for being bombastic, explosive, and wildly sexist. Displaying women in their best, truest form—empty-headed, obedient bombshells who looked stunning in athletic wear and lingerie. And then, of course, there were all those commercials he had done actually advertising lingerie—pairing women in high heels and lacy things in front of explosions and strutting through piano-stuffed mansions. 

“Please don’t be upset,” she said right away. “I would please just love so much just to be able to speak to you. Please?”

Lillian did her honest best to make her voice seductive, earnest, submissive. It was what his majesty deserved, after all. She pressed her tits together, her massive tits forming a sumptuous feast for his enjoyment. It would have been impossible to not notice the way her knees pressed together in need, how her thighs didn’t touch even as she sat down, how slender her arms were even as she used them to steady herself with her chest pushed out, the way her golden hair fell thick and soft just so across her clavicles, the tightness of her thin sculpted belly.

His eyes looked unsteadily at the bag under her arms where she held the Book. She wasn’t willing to show it to him just yet.

“Do you...recognize me, Sir?”

He licked his lips before answering, adjusting his horn rim glasses. He had short, almost entirely gone hair, and wiped a hand through it. Just outside the door were his shoes, kicked off and forgotten. He had been ready to fall asleep, alone. Lillian’s soul hurt at that thought—her Master should never be alone. 

“I...” His face squirmed. “I think the right answer is to tell you that I do, and mean it, but I really don’t, honey. I’m sorry. I’d love to fix that, though.”

“I’m Lillian Watkins.”

The face he made intensified. “Yeah, sorry. Not ringing any bells.”

“I...wanted a role on one of your projects. The Grandstanders. I would have done anything for that part. Instead, from what I understand, you used your power to take advantage of other girls.”

“I...none of that is substantiated. Maybe, if you’d let me call my lawyer, they could talk to you about it...”

He walked toward his phone on the bed. 

“No!” Lillian squirmed in her chair, wet at his presence. The leather beneath her soaked completely. “Don’t. Please.”

He froze, eyes locked on her, hands up. “Whatever you say.”

“I’m sorry for shouting. You just have me so excited.” She smiled her best smile. “I offered you myself. Offered you all of me. I didn’t care if you had me as a sidepiece or even just a one-night stand. I just...I understood then what I still understand now.”

His hands were still up. “What’s that?”

“That you’re a genius. That you deserve admiration and adulation. But...when you turned me down, rejected me...it broke me completely. But it was necessary. I had to be broken in order to realize what I had to do.”

Her hands slid into her bag now. It was time to show him.

“So you’re here to kill me, is that it?” He threw his head back. “Fuck it. Whatever. Just make it quick. At least you’re gorgeous.”

Lillian laughed with the realization of what he thought this was. Her hand in her small purse—he must have thought she had some weapon there. She supposed it wasn’t that unusual—for someone who had so much of his needs met by the material world, a surprise visitor in the middle of the night was a cause for fear, not a hope for some kind of life-changing miracle.

In a fair world, no one deserved a miracle less than him. He had abused his position, taken advantage of countless young idealistic women, making spectacles of them after extorting sexual favors for stereotyped roles that would leave those women fighting an uphill battle for the rest of their lives.

But the world wasn’t fair. That’s why Lillian loved him. That’s why the Book had favored her. She saw the truth of the world—only the Worthy are Worthy. Only the Fortunate are Fortunate. That’s the way it is, has been, always will be, and should remain. 

“Oh...oh!” Lillian shook her head. She dropped to the floor before him, prostrating herself. Her perfect ass positioned upwards. “I’m so sorry. I gave you the total wrong idea, Sir.”

“...the fuck...?”

He could see, almost certainly, the dense wet puddle of her arousal on his chair. The slickness of her thighs. And no matter what, he could read body language, and could see easily that she was entirely sincere. 

“Oh, I’m not here to take anything away from you, my love. I’m so sorry. I’ve explained this poorly. I don’t want to hurt you. I worship you. I want to serve your cock eternally, now and forever.”

“Hey, um...”

He scratched his head. This sure was a puzzler for him. Sighing, he grabbed her arm and lifted her up off the ground. 

“Look. Lillian, you said? Look, you’re a looker. But this is an awful time. I’ve got lawsuits, like you said, and—”

“Oh, you won’t have to worry about that anymore. Grace is going to drop it. And once she does—once you marry her and she explains her mistake and actually how lucky she was to be targeted by you for groping and sexual favors and how, as a woman, really all she should live for is the attention of a true man like you, it will all blow over. I’m attending to it.’

He didn’t seem to understand. 

“Because...because I love you, Master.”

He looked at her dumbly. She shook her hair out, letting him gaze in awe at its shimmering glory, and straightened her back to invite his gaze toward her big titties. 

“You were right. Do you see? Someone as handsome and rich as you doesn’t want to feel the lips of the filth I was. I was sinister. I was ugly. I was unclean. I ached for redemption, not revenge. I wanted to be able to kiss the ground you walked on. I wished to be worthy. You deserve elegance. You deserve regality. You deserve beauty. So I became all that and more, just for your glory. There is no worship, no real worship, but the worship of your masculine power and wealth, my King. My God. And studying the Book has helped me see that.”

He looked at her like she was crazy. She must not have been making herself clear enough. That was okay. She could be perfectly clear with his cock in her mouth, stuffing her full of the only sounds she needed to make. 

“The Book?”

“Your Book, of course,” she bent back toward the chair and finally withdrew it from her bag. “It showed me. Let me know that the only way to eternal salvation, beauty, and wealth was by worshiping the worthiest male I could think of. And of course for me, there was only one man fitting the bill.”

Quite suddenly, he was hard. His cock, thick and long, bulged at the sudden sight of the Book. She moaned, sensing his erection before she saw it—and then moaned again when she did see it. 

“F-fuck...uh...damn. Look...”

She squeezed his stiff cock, attending to his zipper while she finally, finally kissed him. Sliding the Book against his backside, holding him tight, squeezing him between her loving embrace and the Book’s power.

“I’m the least of what You deserve,” she whispered into his embrace. “Please, let me show you your gift downstairs?”

* * * * *
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“I HEARD YOU TWO RESOLVED your differences amicably?” 

Blonde hoped to become the fourteenth wife of the studio head by the end of the week. She had heard Number Twelve baked him overdone chicken; last night, she had promised him that she would bake Twelve in revenge for his displeasure. Men deserved perfect compliance and perfect attention to detail, not to mention perfect loyalty. What did hurting or killing matter when her Man’s pleasure was on the line? 

Of course, she had learned that from Grace’s autobiography, Morality is Obedience.

“Oh, yes. More than amicably. I mean,” Grace giggled, showing her hand. “He put a ring on it, girls!”

“Oh my gosh!” exclaimed Redhead. “You’re so lucky!”

“She’s so lucky, oh my god.” Blonde nodded.

“Wow, can you believe how lucky she is?”

“She’s such a lucky girl. Oh my god, wow.”

They went on like this for another two minutes, again with the crowd ahhing their agreement and the camera fixating on Grace’s empty, happy smile and showing her massive ring. Producers—the ones that could remain conscious after taking so much of Grace’s concentrated beauty hitting their brains—celebrated as ratings went through the roof. 

* * * * *
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LILLIAN GIGGLED SOFTLY, leading Wyatt down the staircase to the large open-plan living room. Her high heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she sauntered and swayed, feeling powerful and sexy in her skimpy lace lingerie. 

She flipped on a dim light switch, illuminating the room just enough for him to see Grace and Cecilia waiting for them on the couch with a Wyatt-sized hole between them. The room was cozy and inviting, with soft lighting and comfortable pillows scattered around. 

As they approached, Cecilia's eyes widened with anticipation while Grace looked at Wyatt pleadingly, her breathing ragged. 

Grace sat on the left side of the plush couch with her long legs crossed seductively, wearing a set of thrilling red lace lingerie that clung to every curve of her jaw-dropping figure. Her auburn hair cascaded down her back in thick waves, framing her flawless face with an ethereal burning red glow. Her bright green eyes were wet with lust, her lips glossy. The straps on her tall, tall heels were decorated with pearls.

Cecilia, meanwhile, took up residence on the right side of the couch, her long blonde locks piled high on her head, cascading down in soft curls around her shoulders, framing a face that was even more breathtaking than before. She wore a similar set of crimson lingerie that hugged her curves just as tightly as Grace's did, accentuating every curve and crevice perfectly. She bit her lower lip nervously, eager for what was to come. The Book had changed both of them, making them sexier, tighter, thinner, longer, bustier, and infinitely more submissive for their Master.

Lillian paused by the couch and said, "Grace has something she wants to say to you," before stepping aside and gesturing for him to sit down next to them. 

Wyatt hesitated for a moment but eventually obliged, sitting down gingerly on the edge of the cushion. Grace immediately pressed herself against him, her breasts flattened against his chest as she wrapped an arm around his waist and held onto his thick cock with her nimble hand.

"Wyatt," she whispered hoarsely, looking up at him with pleading eyes. "Sir. Darling. I need you to know that what’s happened...the lawsuit...I want to take it all away. I’ve already contacted my lawyer to drop it. I’ll be doing the rounds with a press conference all tomorrow apologizing. Lionizing for you, actually. I was wrong. You favored me. You chose me. I should have welcomed your attention. I should have begged for it.”

“Oh...” He was clearly taken aback. “Oh man.” His eyes caught Lillian’s, who was now kneeling in front of him, and then Cecilia, who was pushing in on one side and kissing his shoulder, whispering soft prayers of devotion. 

“Are you girls serious right now? This isn’t like...some sting or something?”

“Make us prove it to you, Daddy.” Grace gripped his firm, erect cock, stroking ably. “We’ll do anything.”

He seemed too stunned to be able to answer right away. Lillian pushed her lips up against his cock. It wasn’t a kiss, not really—there was no tongue. He hadn’t told her to kiss his cock yet, so it wasn’t allowed. 

She was just...hugging his cock with her lips, that’s all. While Grace jacked his precum into her face. 

“What if...” Grace suggested, “we honored you how I should have? I said all that nasty stuff about how you made me suck you off with your position of power. But you know I was dying for it, don’t you?”

“Ugh. Yeah. I fuck...fucking. Fuck. Knew it.”

His head arched backwards as he gripped Lillian’s skull and slid her further on his cock, gasping at her sudden alacrity. It wasn’t a struggle, but she made it sound like one—she thought that would turn him on. Lots of choking, glucking, whimpering, pained moans. 

She was right. He loved it. 

“Hnng. Fuck. Yeah, baby. Fuck, that’s what you get...”

Grace ground her body against his, her hot lace-covered cunt slipping up and down his side as she dug her long nails into his chest. 

“I should have begged you to touch me...” she whimpered. “I should have begged you...”

Grace Loren was, of course, probably the most famous woman in the world. She was the internet’s top search for the last three years running. All over the world, right now, men helplessly came to her image. And she pushed into her new Master, utterly submissive, aching for his approval and forgiveness. 

“Should have begged to be chosen by you,” she whimpered, teary-eyed. “I’m so sorry darling. I’ll be so good to you. So sweet and loving. I’ll suck you off every morning with a new girl. Please, please...”

“And...” Cecilia purred in his ear as she slid her hands up his thighs to cup his balls, “...I want to show my appreciation too.”

Cecilia straddled his lap and leaned in for a deep, passionate kiss, her tongue dancing with his in a sensual dance as their hands roamed over each other's bodies. 

He tugged Cecilia’s hair, pulling her jaw to one side, seeming to finally recognize her. “You said all that mean shit about me on your TipTap.”

“Already deleted and retracted.” She smiled, knowing her pliable beauty earned his forgiveness all on its own. “I also posted my favorite list of movies. They’re all yours. Sales will be going up soon. I also posted how jealous I was of Grace for being chosen by you and how I would feel so lucky to get targeted in the same way. It’s already got half-a-million shares and counting, and that’s from an hour ago. Also...” she kissed him deeper. “Did you know I’m just barely eighteen?” She pushed in, laughing and nipping at his chin. “Barely legal teen girls find me to be such a role model. Don’t you think that’s interesting, Daddy?”

He groaned, grabbing her by the ass harder and thrusting his hips up, which ground Lillian’s head against her cunt as she dutifully sucked him. 

Grace whimpered and begged, and Cecilia kissed deeply, and Lillian continued her ministrations on his rock-hard cock, taking him deeper into her warm, wet mouth with each faux-struggling bob of her head. She kept moaning “No...no...” with a throat full of word-stifling cock, and every time she did it made Cecilia and Grace grind on him harder and felt like it made his cock stiffer in her throat. She was so grateful to be used like this.

His balls slapped onto her face and her eyes rolled back into her head in pure bliss as she took him deeper into her mouth, sucking on his cock like it was the most delicious treat she had ever tasted. Every groan and grunt that escaped Wyatt's lips only fueled her passion for him more. She loved being at his feet, serving him like this. Being used by him in this way was better than anything else she could imagine. 

She looked up at him adoringly and whispered, "You are the best. The best."

“I need it,” Grace whimpered, staring at Lillian’s lips pushing and smearing around his cock. “Oh, Master...I need to taste you again...”

She nimbly made her way to her knees and began massaging his thighs, working her way up to his balls as Lillian pulled away for air. Then she pushed in, lips and tongue first, aching and moaning and kissing and slurping, licking any flesh she could. 

"Mmm... God, you three are insatiable," he groaned, bucking his hips involuntarily as the pleasure coursed through him. His grip on the couch cushion tightened as he felt both women's tongues competing for his attention.

"We're yours," they all moaned in unison, their eyes locked on him. "Use us however you want, Daddy."

Wyatt grinned smugly, loving every second of the attention from these once-proud women now reduced to quivering piles of lust at his feet and in his lap. He grabbed all three by the hair, guiding them all down between his legs together until their faces were mere centimeters apart. 

"You know what I want," he growled. “Don’t you?”

Grace nodded, smiling seductively. “Do you want to mark me, Master?”

“Oh, Master,” Lillian clapped her hands. An angel cheering on his worst demons. “Won’t you, please? Mark her? Breed her?”

“That way,” said Cecilia, “When you get her pregnant, she’ll always be under your thumb.”

“You can get us all pregnant, Sir.” Lillian put on her best, most pleading smile. 

“Obviously he can,” snapped Grace, tossing her hair back. “But it’s me he wants the most. Isn’t it, darling?”

It really was. A deep animal sound reverberated from his chest, and he began to direct traffic.

"Grace.” He stood, his cock wet and bouncing and hard. “bend over on the couch." 

She did so without hesitation: elbows on the cushions, her perfect ass jutting out invitingly in the air, the red lace of her lingerie barely concealing her wet pussy. 

"Cecilia, get on your hands and knees underneath her. Time to show me how sorry you really are."

Cecilia eagerly complied, crawling between Grace's legs and positioning herself at the wet, quivering entrance. Grace bit her lip, anticipation and desire mingling in her gaze. They were positioned such that Cecilia, on her back, faced up toward Wyatt and Lillian, and Grace faced away practically sitting on top of Cecilia’s face. 

"Don't disappoint me, Cecilia," he muttered darkly. "I have a hard cock here that needs inspiration."

Without a word, Cecilia plunged her tongue into Grace's pussy, lapping at her folds with primal hunger. Grace moaned loudly, her hands gripping the couch arm rest for support as pleasure consumed her. Wyatt watched them, idly stroking himself with Lillian’s eager, available mouth as he enjoyed the show.

"That's it," he purred, his hands now roaming over their writhing bodies, "show your appreciation for your master." His words were met with muffled mewls of agreement as Cecilia licked harder and Grace squeezed even more.

“Please, Master,” Grace moaned. “Please show me you forgive me? Please make me pregnant, Master. Please?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Lillian nodded. “Just for tonight? Make her feel special?”

“So special.” Grace clamped down on Cecilia’s gorgeous teenage face. “Like a new bride, maybe?”

He groaned and pushed Lillian away. “Yes. Fuck yes.”

Staggering forward, he pushed his cock up against Grace’s entrance, his balls slapping into Cecilia’s mouth.  

“You’re so fucking wet for me, slave.”

“I am. I am.”

“Say it again, say you’re my slave.”

Grace gasped as she felt his thick cock penetrating her in one single, forceful thrust. “I’m your slave, Daddy!” The power she handed him then was lost on no one. “I’m everything...everything to so fucking many. So many fan sites. So many peons. But only you matter!” 

Wyatt pumped his hips in and out, his mind on fire with the pleasures of the two women beneath him, their moans and whines melding together into a symphony of pleasure. 

“You like that, don’t you?” he hissed, picking up speed. “You like being my little breeding bitch? You like being my cunt?”

"Oh, Master!" Grace moaned loudly as she felt his thick cock penetrating her. “Yes, darling, yes!”

He was a god, a king of men, her mighty darling perfect king. His strength and power overwhelmed her, making her pussy clench around him tightly, wanting more of his power. She arched her back and gasped as he filled her completely, their hips slapping together in a sensual rhythm that made her toes curl. He was relentless and dominant, pushing her limits with every thrust while she swore she'd take everything he had to give. 

"Yes! Yes! More!" She mewled, grinding against him in response. 

She could feel the heat and wetness between her legs as they moved together, their skin slick with sweat and desire and leaking all over Cecilia.

The room was filled with the sounds of skin slapping against skin, wet noises echoing off the walls, heavy breaths filling the air. The scent of arousal hung thickly in the room, making it almost tangible. Wyatt's powerful strokes were punctuated by soft sobs from Grace who reveled in the intensity of being completed by her one true love at last.

Cecilia's tongue worked relentlessly between her thighs. Her walls clenched around him, and then she was coming. 

"Yes," Wyatt growled, powering his cock harder into her wet orgasming core, "You're mine! Every fucking part of your life is mine!"

The others moaned in agreement, their hands wandering all over each other, a perfect triumvirate of rapture.

Wyatt started to piston in hard deliberate strokes. The thought of impregnating the most beautiful woman there ever was brewed in his mind, along with two very close second-places. Their toned bodies, growing bigger and fuller with his babies.... 

"Oh, Daddy." Grace moaned, her nails digging into the couch cushions as he gripped her hips tighter. "Oh fuck! Yes Daddy!"

Wyatt leaned down and placed open-mouthed kisses on her back and whispered in her ear. "You're mine now,” he said again, as if coming to believe it finally. “I own you."

Cecilia eagerly continued lapping at her clit and surrounding folds as Wyatt pounded into her mercilessly from behind.

Grace's high-pitched moans and Cecilia's wet sounds of lust filled the room as their combined efforts built the tension within him to unbearable heights.

"Damn...oh, damn, damn...," he panted, his grip tightening on Grace's hips as he angled his dick to hit every sensitive spot within her. "I'm going to..."

"Cum inside me, Daddy," Grace begged. "Make me your breeding bitch! Make me pregnant, please!"

That seemed to do it; with a final grunt, he exploded inside her, collapsing on top of her spent form as his dick twitched within her tight walls. 

The room was a cacophony of moans and groans as the four of them came together. Wyatt, still cumming after emptying inside of Grace, kept going and covered Lillian and Cecilia in his hot seed, marking his territory on his property.

"Now," he said finally collapsing back into the couch, spent but sated, “Clean me up.”

He’d never felt more powerful than he did right then, with the three perfect-bodied women pushing in against him to clean him with their tongues. 

"God damn," he panted, "you girls know how to make a man feel invincible."

But he wasn’t invincible. Not yet. 

That’s when Lillian, from one side, showed him the Book for real, flipping its pages open just as it instructed, and sliding it through the air in front of his face. 

“Oh.” He nodded. His hair growing thicker on his head almost immediately. “Yes. Oh. Of course...”

Within moments, he was hard again. His eyes burning white, filling with the Book’s knowledge—with a truer, better knowledge than any of his girls were allowed to receive. Reading was just beyond pretty women, after all. Words were like, hard, and literacy was a man’s game. He pulled Grace back down against his cock, cunt first, and his hard cock began to shoot pure strands of Book knowledge into Grace’s eager, waiting womb, fucking her relentlessly while the Book kept them going. 

Lillian was so proud of herself.

He would be able to write the Book in people’s heads soon. He would produce; he would direct. 

* * * * *
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THE FINAL COMMERCIAL break returned with the camera clearly treating Grace like the host and the actual hosts as hangers-on. Blonde and Redhead would of course go home and call Grace’s public service number—costing a hundred dollars a second—to leave dozens of messages thanking her for the privilege.

“I do want to introduce you to one very special girl,” Grace said to the camera. “My best friend, and Master’s second wife. Do you mind? She’s going to be in every movie I’m in from now.”

“Oh my gosh!” Blonde nodded. “That’s so amazing! We’re so lucky you’d let us meet someone from your life.”

“I know,” Grace nodded, and then gestured at the curtain for Lillian to enter. “She made it up in the world the same way I did. Just by being prettier than other women and happy to fuck a powerful, strong, wealthy man whenever he wanted. In fact, for the last few weeks, she’s risen up in the ranks just by being there whenever he wanted someone to grope or suck him off.”

“That’s a real go-getter attitude,” said one host. 

“A self-starter!” agreed another host. “Let’s meet her!”

Lillian walked out, smiling and waving to the crowd. Her life was so much better and simpler now that she had simply tied her fate to Grace’s beauty and power. It had been such a mistake to try and defy her fate, to redirect Master’s affection toward Lillian over her. Especially before the Book, when she had been nothing. 

But her own star would rise soon, and perhaps there would be another chance to be achieve the pinnacle of feminine existence—the best slave her Master could own.

# # #
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Me Too! – Cheerleading Frenzy
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“This is a disaster,” said Mallory, looking at the wall of snow. “There’s no way we get to the game in time now.”

“The game?” said Sloane. She swept a hand through her shoulder-length blond hair. “Dude, we might not even make it out of this alive.”

Mallory thought of Sloane as her second-in-command, though maybe that was just the military brat in her speaking. 

Mallory was the cheerleading captain at Dunwich University, a spot she had earned through hard work and determination. She was especially proud of the leadership role after her high school years had left her at the bottom of the cheerleading pack due to either leaving or arriving partway through a school year because of her mother’s military service moving her from base to base.

They arrived in a bus that they’d had to drive themselves. Sloane had been the one driving when twenty minutes ago, they pulled into the small Summer Hills Cabin Resort parking lot as the snow began. There was an advisory on the radio to pull over and seek shelter; the wind had already started picking up the bus’s wheels on sharp turns. 

The radio was saying blizzard. There was no one at the resort front desk but there were keys; Mallory took one and left a note.

A few minutes after that, they drove up to a cabin and stopped entirely because they couldn’t see further than about twenty feet.

The inside of the cabin was warm for now and the heat worked, but Mallory was scared that wouldn’t last. Each of the dozen scantily-clad girls were dressed for early fall weather, which for cheerleaders like them meant wearing thin cloth hoodies over their revealing uniforms.

They were a small university and the coaching of the team basically came down to Mallory and Sloane. Their coach had gone on leave—and everyone knew who to blame for that—and that left the team to fend for themselves, except for their sole trainer, Erin.

Mallory had just recently instituted a more provocative cheering uniform for their visiting games; she hoped to drive up attendance from the home crowd. There were never enough people cheering on their guys. The eyes on her hot young body didn’t really matter to her one way or another, she just didn’t want to be a failure. Men and women had always been looking at her; she had the kind of easy starlet beauty that made everyone stare. Cheekbones, lips, thick glossy dark hair, sculpted lines, and a smoldering gaze. 

Her own internal bias toward pretty girls—the secret indulgence of every beautiful woman in charge—meant that her whole team was on her level, beauty-wise. Their looks were a strategic asset, so why not take advantage? She put it to a vote to the whole squad and, with Sloane’s support, easily obtained a unanimous decision.

The secret to maintaining control was a good second-in-command; Sloane was certainly that. As the only girl Mallory had ever met who was nearly as pretty as her, she commanded almost as much authority as Mallory did. If it weren't for her obsessive crush on Mallory—nurtured only gently by Mallory occasionally sending her an outfit of the day or going clothes shopping with her bestie—she might have been Mallory's rival. s

At any rate, where before they may have worn tights and skorts and tight sweaters, they now had white-and-red pleated skirts and low-cut, mid-riff baring white tops with red trim and little keyholes of cleavage. The gaggle of them shivered in the cabin even outside of the brewing blizzard.

Not exactly winter weather clothing. 

It was late September, there wasn’t supposed to be snow like this!

The cheerleaders huddled together inside the cabin, the temperature dropping noticeably as the freshly-started fire in the fireplace flickered and wavered under the assault of the blistering wind outside. The girls huddled together around the fire, their cheeks flushed and teeth chattering from the cold that snuck in through the cracks around the door. 

The cabin was snug, but it wasn't big enough to fit all of them comfortably. It had been designed for a family of four, maybe five if they were close, but not a dozen provocatively-clad cheerleaders. They shivered as they took off their shoes, their feet squishing slightly in the thin wet socks they wore underneath. The floorboards creaked beneath their combined weight.

Mallory's eyes scanned the room, taking in every detail—from the stone fireplace to the wooden beams supporting the ceiling, to the patchwork quilt on the couch that smelled faintly of cinnamon.  Knotted pine walls were streaked with the odd reflection of the interior lights bouncing off the white snow outside. It was already getting close to knee deep out there. 

The fire crackled and popped, casting flickering shadows on the log walls and making the already surreal scene even more dreamlike.

Mallory, holding herself, looked out the window at the blanket of snow covering everything. Her breath fogged up the glass. She tried to remain calm. First, she had to do a head count. She knew the quarterback Tyler was still out in his SUV behind the bus, where he could fucking freeze to death for all she cared, but that still meant she had plenty of people to look after.

She began inventorying what they had to account for: ten girls— twelve including herself and Sloane—a portable propane stove that the team usually used for tailgating, two small tanks of propane, a couple of pillows and blankets each girl had stashed in their bags, half-empty water bottles...

In their faces, she could see the girls clearly knew the score just the same as her. Panic in their eyes at the cold and the isolation, not knowing when the storm would end. She had to start giving orders to keep people calm. Scared people liked nothing better than something to do.

“Angie? Babe, would you see if you have cell service? Don’t everyone call, we don’t want to block the signal. Leave it to Angie. If you think you have service, talk to her and let her make the call.”

What she said popped out of her mouth automatically. She knew that the substance of the order wasn’t as important as saying it with authority and confidence; so long as nobody was humiliated or hurt, following orders improved morale.

Her mouth twisted to one side as she thought.

“Gloria? Would you see if that hot tub works or if it’s all gunked up? Let's get some warm water going.? Okay, thanks.” She pointed. “Hannah, and O’Toole? Check to see if there’s any firewood like right outside before we can’t open the door anymore? Great. The rest of you, look for blankets, jackets, coats, anything that could keep us warm as the temperature drops. Sloane," she turned to her friend, a bit blindsided by the open hero-worship in her bright blue eyes, "can you crank up the thermostat? It might get hot in here at first but I want as much heat as possible built up here if the power fails, okay?” She clapped her hands. “I know this is scary, but we’re in shelter and we’re going to be fine. If anybody has any bright ideas, please just let me know and we’ll get right on it, all right?”

“What about Tyler?” asked Jennifer in the back.

Jennifer was the team's newest join. She wasn’t used to that awful creep yet; still somewhat taken in by his chauvinistic arrogance. He probably had only felt her up a few times, unlike the rest of the girls on the team. It must have been great having a millionaire for a daddy who could threaten to sue into permanent bankruptcy any girl you wanted to squeeze the ass or tits of.

“I asked him if he wanted to come inside.” Mallory kept her voice emotionless. “You all saw me. He wanted to stay in the car with the heat on. He thought we were overreacting.”

“Well, now we know we weren’t,” said Jennifer, pointing out the window. “So shouldn’t we go get him?”

Sloane stepped up. “Nobody goes outside looking for anyone or anything. It’s a white out. You can get lost in a second and freeze to death. When the snow stops, we can look for him. Until then, it’s safer for everyone if we stay here.”

Jennifer retreated into a corner, clearly dissatisfied with this answer. Mallory saw a lot of wry smiles and shade thrown her way. Most of the girls knew what was up and they had no issue leaving him to freeze. Just like Mallory, they probably could remember too easily his voice in their ears, his fingers between their legs, just wanting “to know what there is to taste.”

Such a creep. She shuddered, and saw other girls do the same. It wasn’t the cold.

Something troubled her, though. She did another headcount, looking through the milling crowd before her as they went to work following her directions and then realized the problem.

“Hey guys!” she used her leader voice, clear and commanding. Everyone stopped what they were doing. “Where’s Erin?”

Silence filled the tall living room as everyone looked around. Then, as if on cue, a moan filled the air. Everyone’s neck twisted this way and that. Then, another moan—harder this time, and even more obviously sexual.

“Ohhhh...” The voice dripping with wanton sensuality. “Oh fuck...”

The cabin’s living room connected to two bedrooms with a single bathroom downstairs next to a large kitchen. The moans came from a bedroom. Everyone gathered in front of it with Mallory leading the way.

Erin knelt in a corner, huddled over and naked. Her body glistening with sweat. Her dark, thick hair stretched down to her back—Mallory didn’t remember it being so long—and her skin shone with incredible vibrancy.

“Yessss.” Again, Erin moaned. Her arms clutched to her body, one clearly snaking down between her legs. “Yes, of course. Of course...”

Mallory didn’t know what to do. What to say. This had her more flummoxed then the blizzard. She turned back to Sloane who made a face and shrugged. Other girls behind her started to laugh. A couple rolled their eyes and walked away.

“So gross,” she heard Jennifer say. “Stuck with a bunch of weirdos...”

“Erin...?” ventured Mallory. “Honey, are you all right?”

“I’m incredible.” Her voice was a throaty, delighted purr that belonged on some kind of silver screen femme fatale. She turned, her profile striking and beautiful in the dim light of the bedroom.  “Would you like to join me?”

That was too much. The entire group erupted in a fit of laughter, Mallory loudest of all. She didn’t know what the hell was going on but it was too funny to be believed. Maybe Erin had gotten high on the trip and taken the wrong drug? Similar things had happened at different times with other groups and other girls; they were in college after all.

Their laughter cut short when Erin turned to one side, revealing the expanse of her naked flesh. Every muscle toned. Her face seductive and inviting. Her proud, big tits majestic and perfect. Even though that was unexpected—her body had been so skinny and flat, where had pin-up girl come from?—it wasn’t why they stopped laughing.

She held up a book. The cover beautiful red leather. The pages...what was going on with the pages? They were lovely, there was something in them...

But then Mallory realized it wasn’t Erin holding the book. Her arm was just on top of it, and her kneeling body was six inches off the ground.

The Book was holding her.

* * * * *
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“I JUST THINK WE SHOULD, I don’t know, check and see what’s going on,” said Jennifer. 

The pretty, thin blonde had a thin sheen of sweat over her well-defined features, but then, they all did. The heat befitted a sauna more than a cabin stuck in a blizzard. It was wet and clingy, sweaty and tight. Their tops were tugged at, their heavy tits easily visible through the white cloth gone sheer from being soaked through. Their long legs slippery, and so deeply slick especially between their thighs. Everyone's nipples were hard, like it was thirty degrees colder. 

Their hair—everyone had such thick, long hair suddenly—was slick and wet like it had been gelled. Only none of them had gelled; it was just looking that way, silky smooth and soft somehow despite being wet. Not a single tangle among them. 

Mallory didn't understand the heat or the hair or the sweat or the big yummy titties with sexy-as-fuck hard nips, but it was low on her list of priorities when it came to things she didn't understand right now. 

She didn't understand why she was so fucking horny. She didn't understand why she couldn't stop thinking about being drilled by a strong, capable stud who would breed her full of his seed. She was only nineteen, which meant she could conceivably be pregnant for like twenty years in a row—maybe more with fertility drugs. Why couldn’t she stop thinking of her hot teenage body, pregnant and desperate, fingering herself as she sucked cock in front of a television set? Why was it turning her on so much to imagine being ignored by a super stud while he watched porn and she obediently sucked his cock with her puffy lips and her preggo bulge pushing against his legs?

She didn't understand why all of her memories were slowly being replaced with fantasies of dressing up like a fuckdoll and being bred in a kitchen, or a movie theater, or a classroom. She didn't remember going to high school anymore—she just remembered staring at a mirror and noting how utterly devastating her smile was and how she hoped to catch a strong man's attention with it. 

The moans of eight girls filled the cabin. Mallory’s remaining squad had managed to close the door on them, but the bedroom was awfully crowded now and the interior walls were paper thin. All seven of the newly transformed girls were like Erin now, kneeling in front of the floating Book and fingering their cunts as they read and read to each other. 

Their hair growing. Their bodies getting tighter and longer, bustier—all of their changes evident from their half-naked bodies and shimmering sweaty skin. 

Mallory and her tiny little squad of survivors were lucky. Their tits maxed out at 36D cups; that was totally normal. Mallory's hair had only grown about a foot in the last few hours, which was a perfectly acceptable amount. Her nimbly maneuvering fingers, deep inside her cunt, made it easy to calmly accept these rational thoughts. 

“You know what’s going on." Sloane's voice was tinged with the same lusty ache that Jennifer's was. “You can hear what’s going on. You don’t need to check.”

Jennifer bit her lip. Another orgasmic chorus filled the air. Ten minutes ago she had pulled off her cheerleading top and now wore only a zip-up sports bra that was mostly unzipped. Her heaving cleavage was shiny and spectacular. 

She absently toyed with a nipple, but they were all doing that—or playing with their hair, or stroking their necks, or gyrating their hips and flexing their buttocks, or fingering themselves like Mallory was. It was just something to do to remain calm during this stressful situation. Anyone would do the same.

“I just...” Jennifer gulped. Sloane wore no sports bra beneath her top because before the trip started, her tits had been non-existent. Now Jennifer stared at her heaving, hot globes as they softly bounced in time with Sloane's deep breaths. “It just seems like, interesting, that’s all. If we checked it out, maybe we could...we could help...”

“Help what?” Mallory snapped. “Help them finger themselves? Help them lick each other’s cunts and read the Book and hold one another down and fingerfuck each other to one mind-blistering orgasm after another while we cum and cum and cum and moan his name over and over again and—”

Mallory sat down, holding her mouth, eyes wide. Her hips pushed insistently into her fingers; her mind was still racing with the thought of cumming, cumming, cumming for him... 

The other girls didn’t judge. They had all had similar outbursts. 

In any other situation, talking uncontrollably like that and being stuck in this strange circumstance would have made Mallory cry. Instead, her barely legal teenage body convulsed with pleasure, her cunt aching as it pulsed towards the bedroom door. Wanting to join the others. Sloane put her hand on Mallory’s bare thigh and it lingered there well after she calmed. Sloane's head came down on Mallory's shoulder. They snugged right in to one another. 

Mallory welcomed Sloane's presence, her intimate touch. She knew Sloane was in love with her, had been for the longest time. At some other time, she might have found it distasteful or overwhelming. 

But now she just thought it was...appropriate. Even helpful. She could rely on Sloane’s assistance, if for no other reason than Sloane hated disappointing her. 

Besides, it wasn’t like Sloane was ugly. Mallory took solace in how pretty her second-in-command was. Girls, and especially barely legal girls, and especially cheerleader girls, were supposed to be pretty. They were supposed to be the prettiest, actually—role models for everyone around them to liven up school spirit and influence others to believe in something greater than themselves. No one wanted to follow some ugly old hag around. 

In fact, being so pretty was part of why she had recruited Sloane in the first place. Wasn’t it? Mallory was sure it was now that Sloane’s pretty-fingered hand slid further up her thigh and rested so very close to her pulsing, yearning pussy. 

Yes. 

Sloane was pretty—her slender but defined jawline, her high cheekbones, the thick malleable mass of her golden hair, her sensual bust that she was always showing off in those tiny sports bras and cheerleading outfits...

Mallory was staring at Sloane’s cleavage. Sloane caught her gaze and smiled, squeezing her thigh harder. Maybe...maybe it wasn’t so bad to be caught in this storm after all?

A wild chorus of sudden orgasmic screaming—shrieking, really—broke her concentration. All the girls from the bedroom sounded like they were cumming all at once, and as hard as they possibly could.

The sexual energy hit the remaining girls in the living room like a wave. One girl, Josefina, fell over with her fingers in her pussy and her top completely torn away. Sloane’s fingers gripped up even tighter on Mallory’s thigh—brushing so gently against her folds—as Mallory leaned into Sloane and moaned into her shoulder. 

Thank god she was holding herself together! It would have been awful to think about this squad full of cheerleading virgins somehow losing control over themselves. 

Luckily, thought Mallory, softly nipping at the nape of Sloane’s neck, she was only a little turned on. It was very simple for her to keep it under control and just grind her thumb into Sloane’s hipbone and that was all. 

Her thoughts were just running away from her a little, that was all. She felt constantly like she was waking up from an incredibly sexy dream. The kind she always had, every day that she could now remember—the reoccurring dream she’d had for what felt like her whole life. 

The dream where she was the living embodiment of sexual service for a massively hung alpha male, worshiping him with every part of her mind and body and soul. The dream she wished was real, the dream she would do anything to accomplish, where every single atomic element of her beauty was put on display to honor his strength and dignity and power and she was nothing but a trophy to stand at and grind into his side.

“Dreamy...” Sloane whimpered into Mallory’s neck, kissing her back. 

Yes. It was dreamy. How could they possibly not be in their right minds when they were being so accurate about the situation? It was a dreamy little fuck time, a time where fingers and lips got to play with each other, where pussy juices could slide over your hot friend’s legs and you could whisper how badly you wanted to be a slave to big bad misogynist cock. 

Mallory remembered a very brief episode just outside the cabin when the white out hit. They had all been piled just outside the door, shivering and trying to get in. Sloane gave the door a shove, and then Selena and Gloria. Panic built.

Then Erin walked up and it popped right open.

“Just had to nudge it a little,” she said with a shrug. 

Erin had been putting on muscle mass lately. Before, she had been painfully, sickly thin—almost anorexic-looking. Now that thinness carried with it a wiry strength. It made sense to Mallory that Erin may have found a way to get it open. Trainers were handy. 

It only occurred to her now that something amiss might have occurred. Something—and she hated to even think the word—something supernatural. 

It wasn’t like there was anything necessarily supernatural about what was happening now. There was just a freak blizzard in September in an area that hadn’t seen snow in more than a hundred years, and now a cabin full of barely legal beauties was stripping naked and touching one another constantly and yearning for big, monstrous, misogynist cock to fuck them pregnant. 

That was normal. Happened all the time! She oughtn’t to worry. 

Misogynists were so sexy, after all. They knew a woman's place was at her knees. She wanted to feel small, wanted, claimed. She pictured herself on her knees, looking up at him. The memory of the dream was too vivid, too real. Was it really just a dream?

She closed her eyes and took a deep breath to try and calm herself down, but it was no use. The air around them was thick with desire and lust. She could almost see the pheromones floating in the air, making her dizzy with want. 

Still. Maybe she had been too precautionary before. The cabin was awfully hot now. All the girls, including Mallory, dripped with sweat—along with everything else they dripped, of course.

“Sloane...” she put her hand to her head. “I can’t stand this heat anymore. Would you turn down the thermostat?”

“Oh, that?” Sloane giggled. Her voice just a whisper in Mallory’s ear. “That broke like, five minutes after I started messing with it. I would have told you but then...everything started happening.”

They were both dripping with sweat. Sloane’s cunt rode on Mallory’s thigh and hip. She was such a good friend.

“It’s been off for two hours?”

“Yeah. Everything is busted. None of the light switches work or anything.”

“But then...”

Mallory trailed off. It was useless to ask how they could see, how there was light in the middle of the room, how it was so warm.

It was useless.

None of this should be happening. None of this seemed real. But it took real strength to accept the truth of her situation.

Something supernatural was happening. Something terrible—in the old sense of the word, something old and majestic that she should revere and fear in equal measure. If she stepped wrong, she could end up torn apart in some mystic tornado or something.

But if she showed that she could cooperate, if she could somehow not be useless to it...

Useless.

The word bounced across her brain, became all her thoughts for several seconds. Her pussy pulsed with heated, eager pleasure, almost like the word itself was sliding across her needy young teenaged g-spot.

Useless.

“Useless,” she said aloud.

It was like she was testing the word. Sloane nodded into her shoulder, kissing her clavicles and jaw.

“Totally useless,” said the pretty blonde. Her cunt juiced all over Mallory’s thigh.

“Useless to think.”

“It would be better just to...just to find out for ourselves.”

They clutched hands even tighter. Mallory brought Sloane’s over to her own pussy and let feel the heat there.

“Oh my god,” said Sloane. “You’re so wet for him...”

Mallory was. Sloane was so fucking right. She was a hot-bodied mega-fit ultra-sexy fertile barely legal teenage beauty and she needed to be knocked up like the extra-fertile fuckqueen she was. She wanted to hold down the rest of the team for his hot jock cock no matter how much they protested or cried or said “no.” 

No was such a useless word; it really meant yes whenever a pretty girl like Mallory said it to a real man. 

“Would you cum for him?” Sloane whispered, holding her tighter. Fingering her openly. 

“Would you, please?” Jennifer asked. 

She was on her knees in front of Mallory, half bent-over. One hand on the ground propping her up, the other deep inside her own virgin pussy. Josefina just behind her, but bent over all the way. 

“Would you cum for him for all of us?” asked Sloane.

“If you cum for him, we’ll all have to,” said Jennifer. “You’re our leader. You’re in charge.”

“You’re the one he really wants to knock up. We’re just treats.”

“Just hot little extras. You’re the trophy.”

Trophy. Yes! She was a trophy. So much fucking hotter than that bitch Erin. Who the fuck did she think she was, assuming command over her man’s cheerleading slaves like that? 

“Cum cum cum.” Sloane ground her entire body into Mallory’s. “Cum, cum, cum please?”

Everything was going so fucking mad and it felt so good. 

Mallory nodded, and she felt it surge through her, building and building. She pictured him standing there, in his perfect football uniform, his cruel evil cock huge and proud. She pictured him fucking the entire team but stopping to jerk off on her tits alone, the warm sticky cum splattering over their D-cups as they cheered for the team and his marvelous trophy fuckdoll.

It had been so long since she had cum. She was so fucking wet. So juicy. So...

“Yes,” she whispered, her eyes squeezing shut with lust. “I’ll cum for him. I’ll cum for him to show him how much we all want his cock.” 

“Trophy cum for Daddy,” Jennifer hissed, rubbing her hot clit even harder. “Prove to him you’re his favorite fuckqueen.”

“Make him cum a lot inside you. Make him make you prove it.”

Mallory squirmed against Sloane, rubbing her pussy and clit like her life depended on it. His cock—his big, hard, misogynist cock—was right there, somewhere in the room with them pushing against the hot slick folds of her brain—and she needed it inside her. She needed to be fucked raw and impregnated and a-and and!—

The collective orgasms cooked their brains until there was nothing left but desperate wet obedience. 

* * * * *
[image: ]


EVERYONE WAS IN THE main living room now with their clothes off. They had moved the furniture—or had the furniture just moved for them?—to be able to gather in a big intertwined pile of barely legal teenage flesh on the plush carpet. 

The Book was open, somehow attached to the screen of the unplugged television set, turning its own pages and whispering its words to them. Erin, who had been reading the Book the longest, knelt directly underneath it and softly kissed and slurped at its ribbon bookmark. 

It was too thin, being just a ribbon, to make such bulging shapes in her cheeks and throat—but they were there all the same, like some force of lustful magic incarnate had decided to fuck Erin’s skull after days of fucking with Erin’s mind.

Mallory was in the front row, of course, and Sloane was right next to her. They were the hottest and got priority readings. It didn’t matter that other girls had been reading longer than them or even had transformed already to have larger tits or longer hair than they currently had. Mallory and Sloane were transforming steadily and soon would surpass all of them.

Selfishly, proudly, vainly, Mallory wanted to take up all the Book’s attention. It wasn’t like the other cheerleaders were worth that much when she was around, was it?

Tyler would want her. He would want her at the top.

And just to make sure, she would offer him Sloane at the same time. Sloane, easily the second-hottest girl in the room of rapidly transforming sex goddesses, was already deeply in love with Mallory. 

It was time they were open and honest about it. It wasn’t like Mallory had any reservations about fucking a deeply gorgeous girl like Sloane anyway. She had just been saving herself for a man, for THE Man...for Tyler. 

She fingered her cunt now, reading the Book's pretty words, thinking only the Book's pretty thoughts, imagining only the Book's pretty images, thinking of all the times he had slid his hand up her tiny, asking-for-it skirts when she had protested. 

She wished she had protested more. She wished she had begged him to stop. And she wished that when she had, he kept going. She wished he had fucked her silent and threatened her to not tell anyone or that somehow he would ruin her life, and she wished that once all that had happened, she had showed up to his house on her hands and knees and begged to thank his force-fucking cock with her gentle, loving mouth and then showed him the tied-up cheerleaders she had in her trunk for him to force too. 

She had been rejecting him, making him mad. What was wrong with her? He was a man. A real man, too—not some girly beta cuck who wanted to buy her flowers or (puke!) ‘make love’ to her. Gross. 

He wanted to fuck her. Breed her, probably, and he’d probably want to keep breeding her until he had a house full of her daughter-servants waiting on him hand and foot.  That was all a girl could wish for.

The Book agreed. The Book knew all of this. The Book knew everything. 

It knew how much she wanted to be owned and controlled by a real man.

Her body was young, tight, hot, and perfect. She was graceful and elegant and beautiful. Who wouldn’t want to feel her up? It was a compliment, really, and she should have taken it as such. 

The next time he grabbed her ass, she would lean into it. She would moan just so, her wet puffy lips parting, and turn to him and smile. She would say something hedonistic but demure. Hi Handsome or the like. Just enough to let him know that his strength was appreciated, wanted, needed. Strong alpha men like him had to know their rightful position at the top of the social pyramid. 

And Mallory—being a gorgeous young woman with a great rack and a breedable body—was the perfect status symbol to be at his side. Like a diamond ring on her finger, say. The bigger the rock, the more important and wealthy her husband was. And so the more beautiful a real man’s girlfriend was, the higher his status—and if he put a big sexy fucking sparkly rock on his property’s finger, it meant his status was even higher. 

Women were just status symbols. That was all. 

Mallory was the cheerleading captain. And that meant she had to show this male, this real man, that she was eager to be his property and fulfill her destiny. Otherwise, he might only want to fuck her once or twice before throwing her away and fucking some other girl! And while Mallory was perfectly happy if her Man fucked as many women as he wanted, the thought of him doing so without her there to cheer him on was anathema.

Besides, if she didn’t go along with it, he could easily fuck her up. Beat her or restrain her or hold her down and do whatever he wanted anyway. It was better to just smile and enjoy herself; there were less bruises that way. It was a woman’s responsibility, if she was beautiful, to let a man know that he didn’t need to tarnish the objective appeal of her real estate to enjoy perusing her lawn however he wanted. 

The door swung open and a blast of cold air entered the room. Snowflakes swirled in with it, but only for a moment as they melted on the heated crotch-scented air.

Tyler stumbled in, shirtless and covered in snow. Behind him, a ten-foot tall tunnel of snowmelt and ice from his SUV to the cabin manifested from his body heat alone. His eyes glistened with lust and dominance, homing in on the group of naked, needy cheerleaders. His thick cock bulged in his sweat pants, straining to be free and claim the pussies that belonged to him.

“Oh my god, hiiii,” Mallory cooed, happily strutting toward him. “Are you really here? What a dream. We’re so lucky.”

For a moment, he was stunned. She wrapped her arms around his neck and stared lovingly into his eyes, dabbing little eager kisses on his chin. Sloane was right behind her, smiling adoringly at both of them. Her nipples were perky, hard.

“It’s okay, baby. We’re all here for you, and we won’t tell a soul about the things you've done.” Mallory stroked his chin with a manicured nail. “In fact, we were just practicing what we might do to repay you for showing us so much of your valuable attention...” she said, leading him over to the half-naked, writhing pile of barely legal hyper-fit tits and asses.

His body was so hot—literally and metaphorically. Mallory pushed her thick, milk-heavy tits into him with a loving moan, snatching Sloane into his other side. Showing her worth as a trophy girlfriend, eager to help him fuck as many hotties as possible. 

Everything about Tyler was hard, ready. A twenty-something stud full of sperm to give her triplets. Her elegant fingers danced on his cheese-grater abs. Eager, desperate whimpers filled the air—the other girls were so jealous. They stared up at him with open, eager worship wishing they were Mallory or Sloane, needing his massive hard cock filling their grip instead of the Captain and her lieutenant. 

"I thought..." he groaned as Mallory's grip shifted inside his sweatpants, holding his cock expertly as she stroked it. 

It was the first cock she had ever held. He was so fucking huge, so hard, so ready to fuck. Hot lightning-strike orgasms danced across what little was left of her roasted, toasted obedient brain. She needed him hard so bad.

"I thought," he continued, "you bitches were going to sue me for sure."

Sloane giggled. "For what? Showing us our place?" 

Mallory laughed with her. What a silly idea! A woman complaining to a man! Absurd. 

“Oh, you should be able to grope and fuck whoever you want, baby." Mallory kissed his chest. Hairy and muscular. "You’re a real man, after all.”

“That’s right,” Sloane nodded. “We exist for you.”

His hands went down to their asses, gripping tightly. Mallory came again. She could feel and see Sloane cumming too. Milk spurted from their tits, quickly flowing across his body and down to his crotch and their legs. They used their shifting, gripping thighs to slide his pants down and reveal his massive erect cock to the entire cheerleading team. 

Oh fuck. 

Oh god, really?

Oh my god, is he real?

Can we...can we please?

Please sir, show us our place?

Fuck me up, fuck me up, fuckmeupfuckmeupfuckmeup—

He tugged at Mallory and Sloane in equal measure, their feet lifting off the ground and simpering into his calves, like he was swinging a keg around. Smiling smugly. 

“You two fought me. You said you would report me.”

Mallory snapped her fingers and Jennifer crawled forward, whimpering and hot. Her pin-up girl looks polished and clean and shimmering with sweaty, eager need. 

“We’ll report all the ugly girls now." Mallory stroked his cock into Jennifer's face, battering it lightly even as she pushed his cock against her lips. “The ones you don’t want to fuck. We’ll say they’ve been spreading rumors about you and cheating on tests and selling drugs.”

“We’ll get them kicked out of school." His cock was so huge that there was plenty of room for Sloane's nimble, small, long-fingered hand. "Off their scholarships. Ugly girls always have scholarships. It’s the only reason they can even be here.”

“You just deserve a bunch of rich snobby bitches fucking up other people’s lives to make you happy and giving you an unending supply of unwilling virgins to fuck as you see fit." Mallory nodded toward the team of kneeling cheerleaders fingering themselves before him. “That's why I gathered them for you. Why I chose them exactly for how hot they are. You’re a man, after all, and should be treated as such. We’re sorry we ever thought you were anything less.”

Tyler grinned. “Well, that might work.”

Mallory shivered as she came again. What a basic thing to say. He wasn't smooth, wasn't suave, wasn't clever or charismatic. Just a handsome, dumb, rich brute who deserved to fuck them for being such an alpha jock stud. He squeezed their asses, harder this time, harder than he had ever done before. They both came again, moaning into each other’s necks.

“We’re yours,” they breathed in unison. “Our bodies, our minds, everything.””

He nodded. “Well, shit yeah. That’s all I’ve been saying this whole time.”

“I think it’s so sexy you’ve groped so many girls,” said Mallory. “I just think it's so cool how you know what we want no matter what we say."

“Me too,” moaned Sloane. Both of them stroking his enormous girth nonstop. “How many of them said no? I bet it was a lot of them. How many of them told you to stop?”

He grunted, hips pumping with their strokes now. “So...so many. Usually they stopped. Or they were so drunk...”

“It’s not any girl really could be unwilling for you anyway, Sir. You’re such a man. They were just teasing.”

Sloane nodded. “And even if they weren’t, girls don’t really have a say, do we? We should just do what men want.”

“Just do what men want...”

Mallory repeated Sloane, locking eyes with the blonde, her mind blanking out. Like a chant. She felt the pull of the Book swiping away parts of her will again.

Do what men want. 

Do what Man wants.

Do what THE Man wants.

Do what HE wants.

DO what he WANTS...

She couldn’t repeat the words because her mouth was full of Tyler’s cock, slipping and sliding over one side of the thick, beautiful shaft and slurping up against Sloane’s lips and tongue doing the same on the other side. They were kneeling. When had she gotten on her knees? They were on top of Jennifer, using her like a yoga mat. 

Other girls pushed up behind Mallory and Sloane, begging for the taste that they shared. They moaned and writhed, all of them moving as one enormous ball of orgasm-addicted female flesh on fire from the presence of their one true master. 

"M-Master!" Mallory moaned into his cock, the first to say it. She was always first. "Our Master..."

"Fuck us, Master?" Sloane spoke directly to his crotch. "Please fuck us both?"

He did not have to be asked much. His own virile fuck-centered mind was on overdrive, surrounded by a host of more-than-willing model-hot beauties begging to be bred. He took a thick sheaf of Mallory's hair and snapped her down to the ground, knocking her senseless for a moment. 

When she came to, he was pushing up inside her just how she needed him to do, with Mallory just cognizant enough to wrap her long tanned legs around his waist and guide him in. 

Her orgasm was immediate, passionate, and all-encompassing as his cock shoved up deep inside her ultra-fertile cunt. 

Mallory's mind was a whirlwind of lust as Tyler's cock invaded her core. Sloane leaned over and kissed Mallory, her eyes locked onto their shared master, putting on a show for him and him alone. Women were objects and were supposed to please their Master at all times, especially during fuck sessions where he impregnated fertile barely legal virgins. The room was filled with the sounds of wet slapping, tongues lapping, and heavy breathing as Tyler began his furious, hot, fast, deep thrusts inside Mallory. His hips pounded against her with a possessive rhythm that made her walls clench around him in delight. Every time he pushed in deeper, she felt herself moan louder, lost in the moment.

Mallory watched in a haze as Tyler thrust with increasing force, his heavy balls slapping against her ass cheeks with each powerful hammering of his body into hers. 

“Please cum,” she whimpered. Truly desperate to be a trophy mother for her new MasterDaddy. “Please cum, please cum, please cum...”

Sloane whimpered it back into her mouth as they continued to kiss, both of them shivering with orgasm after orgasm at the fact of their Master’s incumbent pleasure. He exploded into her womb, his seed filling her up as she came again and again, her mind whited out. 

The only thing that mattered was pleasing him, making him cum in her. Making sure he would want to keep her around for the next time he needed his cock serviced, or the next time he wanted a breeding session with two hot, lovely cheerleader babes on their knees, ready to breed at a moment's notice.

Mallory felt his warm, seed-heated cum fill her womb, and she shrieked through her orgasm as well, her entire being on fire. Tyler tensed and moaned as he kept pumping inside her, claiming her with his seed, marking her as his breeding stock for all eternity. 

Finally spent, he smiled down at them both before pulling out with a wet slurp and a smack. His cock was hard again in seconds. Sloane looked at him adoringly. 

“Do you want me to clean that for you, Master?”

So hard! Such a fucking stud. Love swelled in Mallory’s chest, mixing with the happy thought of his cum obviously impregnating her. She thought of later, arriving at the game. Tyler immediately entering the locker room and proceeding to break the legs and arms of the opposing team. 

It would be easy for him. Mallory and Sloane with fingers deep inside each other’s cunts. Gasping and cumming at every broken bone, every new display of hot masculine violence. Their Man in total control. They were so lucky to be his property. 

"Fuck yes.” His voice broke Mallory’s fantasy, returning her to the one she lived in. “You’ll clean it with your cunt.”

“N-no!”

Mallory and Sloane sneered in the direction of the voice. Who the fuck would say no to their Master?

It was Erin. Kneeling in front of the book. Its bookmark ribbon tied tight around her neck, clearly choking her. 

“Please,” said Erin. “P-please. I wanted him first. I made all this happen. I w-was the first...”

She had transformed completely from the sickly tiny girl with the greasy hair. She was a stunner; any man would have felt lucky to take her home to Mom for dinner. 

She would have easily won some regional beauty pageant. 

But Mallory’s own beauty had now enhanced to the point where she would easily earn millions a day just from smiling at a camera. Sloane wasn’t far behind. Jennifer was nearly as pretty as Mallory as well; she would probably be Mallory’s new second-in-command in front of Sloane. 

“What the fuck does that have to do with anything?” Tyler asked. 

“I...I put it together. I never cared that you abused the other girls. I wanted your attention so bad. I made it—”

“Yeah, yeah, you made it happen.” Tyler shrugged. “So what? You gave me a billion dollars and you’re asking me to only spend ten thousand. Who the fuck would do that, stupid?” He looked at Mallory. “Tell her why you’re number one, babe.”

“It has nothing to do with my personality, not really.” She giggled, sitting up on her arms. Her belly full of Tyler. She could feel herself getting pregnant. She hoped she showed soon. “Except that my personality is the hottest girl alive, and that’s all he wants. If I wasn’t the hottest girl at all, I wouldn’t have a personality, because I wouldn’t even bother existing. There’s no point to the rest of you except as set decorations. All that matters is being the prettiest for Daddy’s Cock. There’s nothing else.”

As she spoke, he had already entered Sloane. Mallory, noticing, slipped on top of Sloane’s face. Making the sexy blond lick her cum-soaked clit. Master could look at Sloane’s body or Mallory’s body and face; the choice was clear and Mallory was over the moon with his eyes locked onto hers.

He looked only at her as he fucked Sloane pregnant. The book floated over to Mallory, purring into her side. Erin tipped over and choking from the ribbon around her neck. Turning blue. Mallory casually and forcefully slapping Erin's rapidly-bruising face even as she ground her sexy young cunt into Sloane’s mouth. 

For as long as she could, Mallory would keep his focus solely on her no matter how many other girls his cock thrust inside. The object of all his orgasmic thoughts. 

It felt so good to be objectified by her Man.

# # #
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Tranced: His Hot Assistants
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Gorgeous women. Three of them. All kneeling in front of Warren, chanting his name in admiration. In worship. 

They wanted him. By god, they all wanted him. 

His body, tall and layered with dense muscle, felt electric. It wasn’t just lust. Of course there was that, as he was going to fuck each and every one of these beauties until they were overflowing with his unprotected seed. But it was more than that—it was power. Pride. Fulfillment. He deserved this. He had earned their adoration.

Their beautiful bodies were encased in tiny lace lingerie. Supple, hot breasts showcased just for his enjoyment. No one else. No one else had earned this—it was just for him. Their eyes were frantic with lust, watching him slowly take off his pants. 

At the moment of the big reveal, the moment they saw his cock, each of them gasped in awe. They had seen it before, of course. But it still amazed them. The size. The thickness, the length, the way it hardened so quickly.

And they thought all of this—they knew all of this to be absolutely true—because he had made them think it. All three of these perfectly gorgeous creatures were absolutely and totally under Warren’s control. He had reshaped their thoughts, reformed their minds, and re-wrapped their every atom until they were living, breathing totems of devotion to his Will. Their pussies would only ever cum for him for the rest of their days.

His cock rose proudly, veins throbbing. Precum slid out, glistening over the head. Each loveslave before him moaned, licking her lips, hoping to be the honored vessel who took the first taste of the day of his cum. 

Warren was born to be a showman. He’d known it since he was very young. 

He was going to give these girls a show they’d never forget. 

* * * * * 
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JUST THIRTY-SIX HOURS before that messy, depraved scene, Warren arrived at his small workshop early in the morning on Monday. The weather outside was cool, and he wore a light jacket over his sweater, hoping it would be enough to keep him warm all through the day. A cold front was expected toward the afternoon, but he had forgotten all about it until he had driven halfway to work.

His focus layered on the incumbent cold to take his mind off the mess of his professional life. He had a show this Saturday, and he was resting all his future on it. 

One big success. That’s all it will take. Just one good house and I can pay down the loan in good faith.

Loans. Pay down the loans.

God, but wasn’t that depressing. His life’s goal—the one thing that would relieve all the stress he felt right now—would to be able to begin to pay down his loans. Not to pay them down completely. Not to be rich, or have a nice house, or to run shows in Vegas and Los Angeles and New York—no, none of that.

Just one big show to pay down the massiveness that was his debt.

His workshop was a small place located at the corner of an industrial district deep in the inner-workings of Alder City. It was not an ideal place for a magician’s workshop, as the placement made commutes long and the trips he needed to make—trips for supplies to rehearse with or use in shows, or lunches with suppliers to lower prices down the line, or drinks with theater owners to maybe get a few points on the house take—were always made longer. And longer trips meant more time away from rehearsal and his ever-more-disagreeable assistants, Belle and Katie.

But, the rent was cheap. The rent was affordable. Or it would be, if Warren had anything closely resembling a living wage from his life’s work as a stage hypnotist and magician.

All around the workshop, then, were factories and distribution warehouses. He regularly had to swerve out of the way of truck drivers as he arrived. The workshop was squat and gray, several cloudy windows dotting the parameter of its surface. 

Directly inside was a small office where nothing ever got done, no matter how he badgered Belle and Katie to work on inventory and dates for shows. At the rear of the first office were two doors. One led to his own office, where he lamented over his deplorable finances. The other led to the workshop area proper, where he and his assistants rehearsed shows in front of an audience of broken assembly-line machines that Warren couldn’t afford to have taken away. 

Surprisingly, Katie and Belle sat in the front office, waiting on him. Usually, they were late.

Belle was a positively gorgeous young woman. Her thick dark hair was tied up in a loose ponytail that slipped down one side of her face. Her hair was dense and soft and shiny, made for gripping during desperate gasps for life in the deepest, hottest, most brutal ruts that a man could imagine. Her face, all cheekbones and bright blue eyes, dripped complete haughty distaste in a fashion that only the most beautiful of women can do. Her body was tight, toned by hours and hours of kickboxing and Pilates (which of course, she dragged Katie to—she had a horrible fear of being alone), and her bust had been “enhanced” some years before when she thought it would help her acting career.

It didn’t, but it certainly caught Warren’s attention. She possessed a whopping pair of 36E tits, enough to catch most men’s interest. He’d desperately tried to fuck her before settling with just having her work for him, and occasionally—shamelessly—hitting on her every day. Over the past five or six months, he’d stopped hitting on her, if only because his lack of good pay had fast eroded any good will Belle once felt for him.

Katie was sort of the opposite of Belle. Friendly, down-to-earth. She looked like a surfer girl, with long dirty blond hair that shimmered as she moved in the early part of the day, but would tangle into thick knots and rope-like braids as the hours of rehearsal stretched on. Her smile was easy, her body sensationally slim, and with a much more modest bust than Belle’s at 34B. The two were dear, good friends, though from time to time Warren got the feeling that Katie would love it if Belle wanted more than that. But Belle was either too firmly heterosexual or—as Warren suspected—to firmly asexual to care. 

It was strange. He’d never encountered someone with so much pure physical beauty and so little sensuality as Belle. Sex was too light and frivolous an activity for her. She was all hard edges and discomfort. 

It was a real shame. He’d have fucked her rotten in an instant—the both of them, really—wife be damned. 

Warren would never admit it—to anyone, ever—but Belle was hired largely because of her similarity in appearance to his wife, Melinda, who in turn looked remarkably similar to his stepsister Joan. There was a whole nest of forbidden, hot taboo lust snakes curled around the roots of Warren’s heart. The thoughts were intimately his, and he would have been lying if he said that Joan’s face did not haunt him in his most private orgasmic thoughts. 

But they were his private orgasmic thoughts, and as no one had ever called him on his choice of wife or assistants—they were positively gorgeous, after all—he rather thought he was getting away with something. 

Besides, he thought often—Joan had dark green eyes. Melinda’s were more light green, and Belle’s were blue. They were all very different.

He had no sooner set his bag on the front office desk than did Belle sit down at the small folding chair across from it, arms crossed. She adjusted her skirt only briefly, not seeming to care overmuch that Warren had started to leer at her tanned legs. Her sweater was unbuttoned by necessity, revealing much of her overflowing cleavage. Behind her, Katie stood like an attendant, wearing tight leather pants and a hoodie that highlighted her slender, fae-like form.

“Katie and I have some concerns.”

Uh oh. He knew what this meant. Namely, that Belle had some concerns. 

He smiled. “I’m always willing to listen to constructive criticism.”

“See, that’s the thing. There’s not a lot to be constructive about. That implies that something can be built again. Salvaged. I don’t think it can. Our take—Katie and I's—from the house has gone down for the past six months.”

“Of course, of course.” He began to drink from his water bottle. “This economy, you know. It’s not doing anyone any favors—”

“And your take has remained steady. I looked at the books.”

He coughed, water sputtering. For the first time since arriving, he noticed (with some embarrassment, a showman was supposed to be attentive, after all) that his office door was ajar. 

“I-I see. Well. You have to understand, my income is the business’s income. What you get paid is derived from a series of equations, and...”

He trailed off. She wasn’t buying it. 

The truth was that the only reason his income had remained steady and theirs had decreased was because if he gave himself less money, then the rent on his apartment with Melinda and the rent for the workshop would have nowhere to come from. He was a magician, it was true, but he couldn’t just make money appear from nothing. Instead, he used the next best thing—loans from the bank. And a few other less reputable sources. 

Belle and Katie’s salary had become token as a matter of course. Warren made exactly zero dollars of actual profit. At least the two of them could get by on what he squeezed from their “revenue” from the loans. If he had his druthers—and what druthers he had—he’d pay the two girls top dollar. They did, he would openly admit, absolutely deserve the very best in pay. Thus far, he’d been lucky to keep them around. Their patience and dedication to his skill humbled him quite a bit.

Or, it had, anyway. Up until a few months ago. Then Belle started getting really nasty. 

“We have a proposition for you, Warren,” said Katie, smiling. “We really think it’s best for everyone.”

“I’m listening.”

Belle squeezed her partner’s arm. Katie looked at her with quick flashes of lust, remembering to correct herself only after a moment.

“Katie has become something of an expert in card tricks,” said Belle.

“I’ve noticed. She’s tremendous. A great asset to our venture.”

“And my illusions are strong enough to carry a show all on their own.”

The standard set-up of their shows was that Katie would do a card trick or two to warm up the crowd. Belle would get them going with a few illusions, usually with Katie as her assistant, and then Warren would come out at the end and wow everyone with his own illusions and then really send it all home with a little hypnotism. Shows were just over an hour.

“Ladies,” he shook his head. “If you think that you can carry this show on yourself, then by all means, feel free to try.”

“That’s exactly what we’re proposing, Warren. We’re done with you.”

He coughed once again. That bluff had worked in the past. He supposed that was the problem with bluffs, though. Short shelf life.

“No matter the problems between us,” he tried again, “I’m sure we can come to some form of restitution. I know that business is on a downturn, but that’s only to be expected. If you’ll just stick with me for a few more shows, I know—”

Belle rapped her knuckles sharply. “We don’t want to work for you anymore, got it?”

“W-what?”

“We don’t like it. We never did. We don’t like the way you leer at our bodies. We don’t like how you make us wear those ridiculous outfits. All those idiotic feathers and sequins. We don’t like how your shows don’t draw. And frankly, Warren, we just don’t care for you.”

Warren had nothing to say in response, and even Belle looked rather surprised at her own vitriol. 

He gathered his dignity.

“There's nothing keeping you here. And no one. You want to go? You can go.”

And so she got up and left, snapping for Katie to follow.

Katie simpered out an apologetic smile. “She was a bit meaner than I would have liked, but we really do apprec—”

From outside, Belle shouted in. “Katie!”

Her car was starting up. Katie's face squirmed.

“Coming!”

The hot, goofy blonde stood up and ran out to catch up with her worse half. Warren was left alone, in the workshop, hands on his forehead, trying to work out what to do next.

* * * * *
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AFTER SOME TIME SITTING in the silence of his workshop, Warren decided finally to go home. Maybe Melinda would have an idea of what to do. Maybe she would even volunteer to work for him again. God, that would be something. He’d been a fan of many women in his time, but on a good day (which was most days for his wife), Melinda put them all to shame. 

Excepting, maybe, Joan. 

There was a race he'd pay to see. 

He pushed those thoughts aside as he got back in his car and began his long drive home. The traffic was light enough, being the middle of the day. 

Despite all evidence to the contrary—all the money he owed, all the women he lusted after—Warren thought himself a rather simple man with a simple enough dream.

Being a stage hypnotist, a performer, was his dream. 

Clean, straightforward. That was it. To do that and make money off of it.

But the crowds—they wanted something else, always. Something more. He made compromises. 

Learn a little magic, he told himself. Just to ease them into the hypnotist act. And he did. Hire a few assistants. Let them do some nice sideshows for a while. Draw them in with a little flagrant tits and ass, and then he could do what he did best.

Do the show in a smaller venue. Work your way up.

Do the show less often. Make them really wait, really anticipate for the show.

All of these compromises were borne from his situation—he ran a show that apparently no one wanted to see—and none of them preceded more success. His patience wore thin. So did his wife’s. 

When he was very young, he had gone to see a stage hypnotist. The Great Santini. He watched Santini every day for two weeks, going back again and again to the show. Watching it work. A funny looking balding man with a large paunch and a penchant for red suits. His suit had frills down the front, like some pirate’s wear. He held a wand, the end of it shiny, and would wave it from one end of a volunteer’s face to another. By the end of the show, he’d have them jumping like rabbits and barking like dogs and bokking like chickens, all the favorites. Hopping on one leg, jumping jacks for the duration, drinking warm butter like it was water. Any old strange thing you could think of, Santini did.

Right away, Warren glommed on to the act. 

All that power—the ability to shape and change a person’s perspective just from swinging a watch or a pendant...it was pure magic.

Of course, later on he learned that was pure charlatanism. There really wasn’t hypnotism that worked on a stage. Real hypnosis—the true power of it—took time and care in an intimate setting over a series of hours-long sessions. And, some years before his stage career started, Warren had worked as a hypnotherapist and helped a number of patients with all kinds of issues. Hypnosis could help with bringing subconscious desires and fears to the light, relieving them of their power. It could help with relief for chronic pain sufferers—particularly those with nerve damage or burns. 

But Warren’s heart was on the stage. 

What happened with stage hypnosis was a curious addition of some actual suggestibility and the power of peer pressure. Not true hypnosis, but the crowd bought it, most of the time, and Warren was able to believe it as well. 

He could pretend his way through the rough parts—enough for the crowd to buy that, at the very least, Warren bought it. 

Maybe that was his problem, he thought, stopping at the light just beyond his house. Too good at putting a happy face on shit. How long had it been since a good show? Months? A year? 

He had met his wife, Melinda, at his first show. He “hypnotized” her into going out on a date with him. By some twist of fate, she’d actually agreed to see him in the bar after the show, and they hit it off. In less than forty-eight hours, she was his new assistant. In less than six months, they’d gotten married. 

She was gorgeous. Dark-haired. Green eyes. A true beauty for the ages, and a natural show-off. She could draw the eye of the crowd like no one else he had seen before or since. She had a background in gymnastics, having trained for the Olympics at one point before running out of money and interest. She  somersaulted and flipped around the stage like it was nothing at all, and in her tight little outfits, the crowd loved it. 

But she tired of the work, always being on the road and being on display. She wanted to go back to school to pursue her engineering degree, and Warren certainly didn’t want to stand in the way of the woman of his dreams following her dreams.

Finally, he drove up into the parking lot outside their small apartment complex. 

Once inside the apartment, he set his bag down on the small side table next to the front door, shaking his head. Melinda was sitting down on the couch, long legs crossed. Her outfit was tight and black, like she was ready for a funeral. She looked, of course, beautiful.

“Hell of a day today.” 

“Warren, we need to talk.”

He didn’t hear her. “God, you won’t believe Belle. Katie. The stones on those girls. You know what they’re asking?”

“We need to talk, Warren.”

For the first time, he noticed how his wife sat. Upright, at attention. A conservatively skirted power suit covering her luscious young frame. 

They had been married five years and had been madly in love for about one and a half. Since then, it had been a long, slow decline. Warren had tried to jump start affection here and there—gifts, vacations. But it was all on the downward bend. Before another word came out of her lusciously formed mouth, lips so effortlessly sweet and soft, every inch of her made for furiously passionate lovemaking and breeding—he already knew what was going to happen. 

This was going to end, and very soon. 

The only thing keeping her with him, this woman he loved, was his stubborn insistence on optimism.

“Certainly,” he said brightly. “Let’s talk. I’d love to talk. Can we talk about how pretty you are? Because man, you are looking great today.”

He saw her struggle not to roll her eyes. 

“We need to talk about us. Our future.”

“So, kids? I’ve been telling you—I’m desperate to have them. I think you’d be a great mom. Heck, I’d even be an okay dad. But—”

This was a horrible sticking point between them. She refused to have children. She said she could never sacrifice her body like that. 

“No, Warren. Not that. I want to talk about your future. Yours and mine. And how it’s separate.”

“Well, each person has their own path. It’s true. But I take a special comfort in knowing that we’ll always be at each other’s side, comforting the other.”

She frowned now. She could see what he was doing. She could see that somehow, inconceivable to her, he knew what was on her mind. He knew that the very idea was an affront to her—that anyone could think of what she thought. Melinda had long thought herself above such trivial things like the notions of other people. To find herself contained by them, and accurately, was remarkable indeed. 

Her beautiful head tilted now. “You and I are through. Can I be clearer than that? We are done. Over.”

Slowly, he started to cough. Buying some time for a response. Trying to think of anything.

Elaborately, he looked at the coffee table between them. “I don’t see any divorce papers.”

“They’re coming. Believe me.”

“I believe you. I also believe I’d love to fix this, if I could.”
“There’s no fixing it, Warren. I’ve got no desire to stay with you. I was angry about it before.” A lie, clearly. She was angry about it now. “But I’m not anymore. I just want to be done with you. You’ve worn me down all the way. I’ve got no patience for you anymore. Your schemes. Your shows. Your ‘next show’ mentality. It has to end. For me, at least. I can’t be part of it.”
He didn’t know what to say, what to do. His head held down. He couldn’t even meet her eyes. 

“Don’t do this. Not now. Please.”

“It has to be now, Warren. It’s all very clear to me what’s happened. You’re a professional liar, and you’ve wrapped me up in your lies. Lies that you’d be successful, that it would turn around. But you’re a farce, Warren. Your whole career. And you’re drowning us in debt. I can’t keep supporting you.”

“We’re right at the turn, Melinda! We’re right there. If you’ll only give me some time—”

“You’re out of time. And I’m out of patience with you.”

He thought for a moment. “Who’s the guy?”

“What?”

“You wouldn’t be so sure about this unless you had some other honeysuckle dripping down your throat. Who’s the guy?

She straightened and then stood up. “That’s none of your business.”

“You are my wife! How is that none of my business?”

Already, she had bags for him next to the door. Just now, he noticed them. He’d have to get more attentive somehow. She pointed at them, her gorgeous body a collection of beautiful curves. 

“Here are your things. You have more, I know. But this should get you through in the meantime. I don't want any of your stupid crap, don't worry. Soon, you’ll be receiving some papers. I’ll arrange an appointment with a lawyer. Then I won’t be your wife anymore, and it really won’t be any of your business.”

* * * * *
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WARREN DIDN'T DRINK all that often, but he felt as if he needed one. A nice stiff one to knock his thoughts back. But he would feel odd going into a bar when it was still light out, and so, in his daze, driving around the city with all his clothes in his trunk, he wandered to a coffee shop named City Grounds. 

It was a small place with a strange layout, like it had used to be the home for a much larger shop. There were multiple rooms, but all connected to a central serving area, and the register where he ordered only looked like one of many possible places to catch a barista's attention.

There was only one barista on duty. Alder City did not have a lot of downtown traffic these days.

The barista was petite, busty, and redheaded. Her scowl looked permanent. 

“What are you doing here?”

He wished he could answer that question in any real satisfactory way.

“Coffee, please.”

She sighed for five full seconds. “You want cream?”

“Uh, I'm not—“

He was going to say “not sure,” but the barista was already gone.

“Whatever. Here you go.”

The barista slammed the coffee down. Some spilled over the top. Warren frowned, tugging out his wallet. It was possible, he thought, that she was having as bad a day as him, but her expression seemed far too sullen for it to be a transitional occurrence. 

Suddenly, he felt a dark presence behind himself. 

“Hey.”

A hand came down hard on his shoulder, shoving him away from the counter. His coffee spilled everywhere. Warren tried to gain his bearings, limbs flailing wildly, but whoever held him knocked him into the side exit door and then tumbled him out into the alley outside.

It was Larry, the loan shark.

Warren’s coffee had spilled everywhere, all over his pants. 

“Fuck!”

“Hello, Warren. Where's my money?”

Larry was a large man. Wide. Not very tall, but made up for it with nearly two hundred and fifty pounds of bulk. He had on a leather jacket, his dark beard groomed neatly.

Warren pushed out a smile. “Uh, well, Larry, that's interesting—“

Larry shoved him again, pushing him against the alleyway dumpster.

“I've been asking around town. And you know what I found out? You owe a lot of people. So, nice guy that I am, I bought up all your debt.”

“Y-you did?” Warren cracked out a smile. “Hey, that's great, Larry. So...oh.”

Now, he owed Larry all that money. Larry, who broke legs for a living. Larry, who Warren had met by distracting a cop while Larry hid a gun in a gutter some months before.

“That's right. And it's come to my attention that you've got a show coming up. Right?”

“Yeah. That's what the money is for. So it's just—”

“I get the take.”

“The take? What take?”

“The house. I get all the take from the house.”

The ticket money from the show that Warren depended on to start his life over. That take. And even if Larry was paid, that wouldn't save Warren from the banks. He wasn't sure which was worse.
“A-all of it?”
“All of it.”

“Can’t I just pay you? I have...”

He didn’t have anything, though.

“Nothing?” guessed Larry. He laughed. “Thought so. Yeah, you got nothing. So you’re gonna give me the take. All of it. And if it don’t fill my coffers, guess what I’m gonna take?”

“A nice walk?”

Larry smiled. “Ah, you’re a funny guy. Funny guy. Guess what, Funny Guy? I’m gonna take your car. I’m gonna take your stupid little workshop. We’re gonna burn it down and collect the insurance if we have to. Then I’m gonna take your house. I’m gonna burn that down too. I’m gonna take your wife, and have her give up everything she’s got. And if I still don’t have my money, plus interest, I’m gonna kill you. How’s that?”

Warren held up a shaky thumb. “You got it, boss.”

Larry shoved him a final time, tossing him hard into the dumpster, leaving Warren bruised and aching on the ground. 

* * * * * 
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BLIND OPTIMISM, ONCE the only way that Warren moved from one day to the next, had become strangely able to see. And in its clarity, slowly morphed into pessimism. 

His luck had seemingly devolved down into only two forms—bad and worse—and the one place he could think of to go to was not pleasant in the slightest. Even in his brightest, most optimistic form, all Warren could imagine was, “perhaps they won’t shit on me that much when they hear about the day I’ve had?”

There were not many places Warren could think of to go. Any hotel would want to check his credit cards—all of which, of course, were maxed out. He had no real friends in the area. There were work friends, of course—the theater owners and suppliers who he wined and dined so regularly—but to be with them he’d have to tell them the truth about his situation. And he couldn’t bear to let his professional contacts know anything about that. If nothing else, he was scared that they might smell which way the fire was burning and abandon ship along with everyone else. 

And so, there was always Joan. It wasn’t a good resort, but it was the last one he had. 

Joan was his stepsister. They had grown up together from a very young age when his loveless mother and her loveless father somehow decided to enter into a loveless marriage and lovelessly raise two children. 

His sister—always, as far as he could remember—hated him. She blamed him for her own father’s issues with running a family well, and somehow even managed to take his mother’s side against Warren as well. 

Joan might say something like: Who could blame her for being a shell of a woman when you robbed her of everything good she once had? 

Or something to that effect, at any rate. 

Joan ran a local feminist literary journal. Her partner, Edith, helped her run it. It was a small journal and Joan only made a living from it due to the generous donations she received from philanthropists across the region. Every year, she had to suck up her ego and go suck the dicks—figuratively, of course—of every rich high-hat in the quad-state area. 

Joan and Edith had met at college. They traded through a veritable of army of lovers in their lesbian circles, as college lesbians are oft to do, and eventually decided they liked one another best. Warren got the distinct impression that Joan loved Edith because it had been Edith who had laughed the loudest when Warren invited Joan and all her friends to one of his earlier shows. 

As far as he knew, Joan and Else had wanted to get married for years. The only reason they hadn’t was because of the state laws on the matter.

She lived in the inside of Alder City, on the opposite side of his own small place. Her house was a tall two-story that she owned, a fact which she never failed to mention to him in all her visits to his workplace or home, which were few. 

Shoulders drawn up close to his chest in an unconscious pre-protective stance, he knocked the door.

Joan’s gorgeous face was lit up with glee as she saw him, originally, and then slowly the glee faded into cool, joy-abandoned steel. 

“What are you doing here? I’m expecting guests.”

This, the response from the sister whom he had not seen in more than two months.

“It’s nice to see you too, Joan. May I come inside?”

She made a face. “I guess? But you can’t...don’t eat anything. Or touch anything.”

She walked inside. Warren struggled not to have his heart race as Joan's choice of wardrobe for the evening—a tight black cocktail dress that dipped deep into the well of her cleavage. She looked phenomenal. Sexy stockings led down into tall, red heels, and Warren was assaulted with oft-fought thoughts of holding his sister and kissing her thoroughly. 

Inside, the house smelled brilliantly of baked bread and fresh cheese. There were a great many wine bottles chilling in a great many ice buckets on different tables and at different stations throughout. 

God, thought Warren. And it’s only a Monday. 

“Is that Carlton?” Edith called. “I’ve been waiting to tell him that hilarious horse story. You know the one, where—” she stepped out into full view. 

Blonde and voluptuous, Edith was a walking pin-up model if ever there was one. Warren had cum thinking about her more than once. About her and Joan, together. Watching them kiss was like witnessing a star explode. Impossible to turn away. Easy to burn up inside of. She wore tight white leggings and a trendy leather jacket, tall golden strappy heels on her feet. 

“What’s he doing here?” Edith asked, raising one lip in a long sneer. 

All day with this. Desperate for an end to the judgment, to the dislike, he turned back to Joan. 

“I need a place to stay, Joan.” 

“Of course you do. Do you need ten thousand dollars in the meantime?”

“Sure,” said Edith, giggling. “Or maybe we could just buy a house for him. How about that?”

Joan’s eyes lit up, clearly enjoying Edith’s enthusiasm. “Yeah, how about that, big bro? You want us to give you a house, too? I mean, we’ve just got all this charity sitting around. You might as well have some of it.”

Venom. Pure venom, right away.

“You two aren’t being fair. You’re not even...you won’t even hear me and I just got here.”

“What’s to hear, Warren? You’re ruining my dinner party and it hasn’t even started yet.” She put her hands at her well-formed hips “Well? What is it? Tell me what you need, go on. Money? Time? You want me to tell my friend about your pathetic shows where you humiliate women and make those poor ex-models dress up like idiots in sequins and feathers?”

“The feathers...they’re for the show. Why does everyone hate the feathers?”

“What?”

“Nothing.” He swiped one hand down his face. “Melinda left me, all right? And the assistants quit. And I’m just...I’m in this sea of debt, and it’s all gone wrong. All of it. I’ve got nothing to show for myself. Not a damn thing. And you’re the only person in the world I know, okay? The only one. I came to you because I’m hurting. And you’re family. And I need you. I just need a place to stay until I sort all this out.”

Joan and Edith exchanged a look. Edith gave a little shrug and then a look, as if to say, Gosh. Maybe he deserves a break?

“If he stayed in the back during the party...” Edith began.

Warren latched on to it. One wild hope for human connection today. Human kindness. “Yes.” He clapped his hands. “Absolutely. The back. I’ll even hide my car down the street. You’ll never hear a peep from me. Just one night. Please?”

He had taken Joan’s hands into his own, pressing them together. 

But an evil little smile arrived on Joan’s face. She stepped away, shaking her head no.

“You have to go, Warren. This is my house, and you’re not welcome in it.”

His heart sank to the floor. Past it. 

“Please. Joan, really. I’m begging you. This isn’t a time for...for cruel jokes. I need you. I really do.”

“I’m sorry, Warren. But I’m not sorry. I’ve never wanted you in my life. Now, splayed out at my feet, is a perfectly good chance to show you that for a fact. Maybe now I won’t have to suffer any of your ridiculously stupid life any longer.”

Somehow—and Warren wasn’t sure how—he ended up outside. Had they tossed him out? Had he left of his own accord? His mind felt like it was skipping time. He only bothered to move from their walk when he noticed guests arriving.

He’d have to stay out of their way, yes. Or else Joan would be angry with him.

Warren stumbled. He felt drunk from isolation. All ties to the world lost. Eventually he made it back to his car. 

Down the road there was a pharmacy with a large parking lot. He could drive in there and sleep for a while.

* * * * *
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THE MOST MORNING HE woke with purpose. Simple enough. He had next-to-no possessions, and his wife was set to take all he had, no matter what she might have said. The only thing to do was to sell whatever he could before she got a mind to take the clothes off his back and the stuff in his car as well.

He drove over to his workshop and began to stuff it full of what supplies he thought might fetch a fair price. 

Alder City was a small city, but a city nonetheless. It had a population of just over a hundred thousand people. The winters were cold and the summers hot, and in between the months fluctuated between warm and cool. It was fall now, and being fall, all the women had started to wear fetching tights and sexy tall boots, and Warren could not help but wish he had known this was all coming. He would have given Melinda more to be angry about. An affair right now would be a hell of a thing—any human kindness at all.

Certainly, a partner who wasn’t bringing in money wasn’t doing their fair share. But it was a good partner’s duty to stand by someone through the thickness of poverty, wasn’t it? The lean times of struggle, when nothing felt like it was going to end well. By god, if you could depend on one thing, wasn’t that it? Wasn’t it marriage?

Marriage, he thought, or family. At least Joan couldn’t divorce him. Last night, though, she had done all but that. He did not know when, if ever, he would be able to work up his will to talk to his beautiful sister and her delectably shapely lover again. 

God, even now, knowing what they had done to him—all of these women—he could not help but find them furiously attractive. His curse was to want beautiful things around him.

Maybe that was the problem. Maybe he objectified them all too much. Forgot about what they wanted. Put himself first. 

But, dammit, if only they’d worked with him some, given him just a little more time, maybe he’d have been able to really, truly get himself off his feet. Then he’d treat them however they wanted. However they needed. 

And dammit, didn’t he support Melinda in getting her degree? Her job at that firm downtown? And where had it gotten him?

She was probably sucking off some fucking architect right now. The thought made him sick to his stomach. 

From his workshop he managed to gather a number of possible supplies to sell. There was always gadgetry and machinery to have as an illusionist. He had a printer, two computers, office furniture and filing cabinets. He had all manner of wiring and gears. Several dozen books on the craft of magic. 

He stopped in front of the white room. God, how much had he sunk into that? And never being able to make it work. Not truly.

The white room was an experiment of his back when he still moonlighted as a hypnotherapist. 

The subconscious was like a swamp full of mines. If it didn’t suck you in and cover over your life, it would blow you to bits. No one was safe from it, not really. Everyone acted on subconscious impulses. Warren knew that he did, even. He knew that his obsession with his sister—no matter how much he denied it—was part of some desire to feel some form of feminine love in his life after his mother steadfastly refused to show him any. 

And there had been a time, a very brief time in his childhood, when he and Joan were close. Some part of him clung to that, trying forever after to recreate that blind, simplified liking that just appreciated someone else for being nearby during a struggle.

Anyway. Everyone had their own problems. Warren tried to remind himself of that. To absolve his guilty feelings, perhaps, of never quite being able to convince his sister that he was worth her time. If only he had somehow been good enough—

No. Down that road was madness, he knew. Her displeasure with him was her problem. As was Belle’s. As was Melinda’s.

But damn. If one person wanted you out of their life, then that person was just disagreeable. If every person wanted you out of their lives, though...

Maybe it was all bad timing. God, what he would do for a round in the white room right then. It was too bad he didn’t trust anyone but himself to operate it. 

He opened the door. Inside the air was sterile, flat. The assistants didn’t know about it, he was almost sure. Not even Melinda did. 

The idea was that if you could empty someone’s mind completely, then you could relieve them of all that subconscious junk that stuck with them from childhood. Disarm all the mines. Clear away all the gunk. Leave only a simple, easily crossable grassy plain full of life and light. 

But it worked...well. It worked a little too well. He’d put one woman in it for an hour, and she couldn’t remember her name or how she had gotten there for more than six. And afterward, she showed no signs of improvement. No response to any triggers or suggestions that Warren implemented. 

He'd always thought if he increased the frequencies slightly, he could have really produced some interesting results, but it was, frankly, too much to experiment with. A person's mind was at stake. He couldn't just wipe someone out and reprogram them.

After that—his trial run, his first attempt—he gave it up. Oh sure, he still tinkered with it from time to time. Changing the frequencies, altering the notes, experimenting with different intonations and trance patterns. But he never put another human in there.

It wasn’t that the woman had minded. God, no. She had actually loved it. All that empty space in her head was a major stress reliever. But she hadn’t remembered that she’d already paid him. She hadn’t remembered her terrible mood before arriving. She hadn’t remembered that her children had needed someone to pick them up from their football game; her cell phone had seventeen frantic messages waiting on it when she was done.

It was too powerful a tool. It worked in dynamite when all Warren had been looking for was a chisel. 

So he put it away. 

Maybe this was an opportunity, he thought mildly. To bring it back.

No. Best not. He was in enough trouble as it was. 

An hour of packing and stuffing his car later, he drove into the pawn shop down the street. Across the way was a grocery store where someone was shot every few months. It was a heavily afflicted part of town, and Belle had always told him she never felt safe walking around. She was too pretty to be seen in such an area without a gun in her purse or a big, massive hulk at her side keeping her steady. Warren was fairly muscular, and kept in regular shape, but he didn’t think he was the hulk she was speaking of. 

Inside, the shop seemed more like antique store than pawn shop. There were a great many chairs everywhere, chairs and tables, all of them overfull with trinkets and baubles, figurines and small signs with sardonic sayings like “A Happy Wife is a Wife Drinking Wine.”
Behind the desk was a tall, woman with jet black hair and with gorgeously caramel-colored skin. She was hunched over on the desk, poring over some sort of record with a red pen in her hands. Her hair fell in a delicious mound to one side of her face, highlighting the statuesque nature of her beautiful face. For a moment after entering, Warren just stared at her. She was like some ancient Egyptian goddess of lust. Her lips pouting just so in her confusion as she looked at her documents.
Eventually though, he approached the desk, knocking it softly. The woman rose up, as if from a deep sleep even though her eyes had been open. 

“Hi.” She shook her head, appearing perhaps to shake away the problems she had been working at. “Sorry. Hi. I'm Tasia. Welcome. Please, have a look around.”

“Actually,” said Warren, “I’m more interested in selling.”

“Selling? Oh, no.” She shook her head. “No, no. We can’t take anymore inventory right now. None at all, I’m sorry.”

“Really?”

He looked around. Most of what was there looked like it had just come in, no dust on it at all and all unsorted, which implied to him that there was a great deal of traffic happening.

“Really. We’re...I mean, I am going out of business. Sort of. I mean, not going out? Not like, we failed? Or I failed? But just...done. Giving up the shop. So I can’t possibly take any more. I’m sorry.”

“What happened?”

Warren was curious now. Perhaps it was just because she was so beautiful when she talked.

“My husband.” Her face contorted. “He died. He ran the shop. He was going to convert it into an antique shop. You know the kind. With the bookstore doing so well up a few blocks, East Side Pages? We thought we would try to emulate their success a little bit. Gentrify, all that. Get out of the pawn store game. But I was...I am a student. And I just don’t have time to run a shop. I don’t know the first thing about it.”

She smiled self-indulgently, as if suddenly realizing how much of herself she had revealed. Warren smiled back, showing an appropriate amount of concern.

“That’s too bad about your husband. I’m sorry.”

She shrugged. “It was sudden. He didn’t feel a thing. Don’t worry yourself.”

Warren turned and looked at the shop. “God, you know, I’ve only just come in here the first time, and now you’re leaving.” He laughed. “It was the one thing I had thought worked out for me. My workshop is just up the road. I’m clearing it out.”

“Another business closing?”

“Sort of. I had a falling out with...everyone, really.”

But he wasn’t truly paying attention to the conversation anymore. There was a watch on the table across from the beautiful shopkeep, hanging down from a jewelry stand. Swaying just slightly, catching the eye. It was a gunmetal gray except for the deep silver trim across its edges. A beautiful piece. There was a sun engraved on one side, with an eye inside the shape of the sun.

“My husband,” he heard the shopkeep say. “He bought all this stuff from some vendor. It just arrived yesterday. But I can’t find out the name of it for the life of me. Nobody stayed behind to help me load it in. It was just there in the loading bay all of a sudden.”

He approached the watch, lifting it up slightly.

“How much for this?”

Her steps were light, barely there. Tall as she was, she was slender, too. Her blouse clung to her tiny waist like spandex. Her denim pants were so tiny they fit like tights. Her panties were visible just over the edge of her belt line.

“I’m not sure,” she reached over his shoulder, trying to touch it. 

For whatever reason, the thought of her touching the watch at the same time as he filled him with fury. He couldn’t allow it. He wouldn’t. It was inhuman, abomination. He spun away from her, gripping the watch tight by the chain. As he did, a great, blinding light flashed outward from the watch as it swirled through the air. 

“Just back up and let me have a look, all right?”

She nodded slow, turning dumbly and striding back into the counter. She bumped it several times, unable to work her way around. It was only after looking up again that Warren noticed she was actually walking backward. 

Odd.

“Hey,” he said. “You don’t have to get snotty about everything.”

Her face was distant, serene. “Don’t get snotty. 'Bout everything.”

“I’m...I’m serious,” he said. “You don’t have to joke.”

“So serious.” She sighed contentedly. Her demeanor entirely shifted from the hunched, stress-balled form he had just seen her as—now her posture was relaxed. Laid back. Almost...empty. “Won’t joke. Okay.”

Her smile was languid. Blissful, almost.

“Holy shit,” said Warren, looking at the watch in his hands.

It couldn’t be. Could it...could it really be?

“Jump on one foot,” he tried.

She did. Her heavy tits bounced merrily.

God in heaven.

“Smile. With teeth. Like you’re posing for a picture.”

She tossed her hair back and smiled wide, her eyes flashing glee at some invisible camera.

His cock pulsed against his jeans. This was a discovery, he thought dumbly. This was...this was the discovery of a hundred lifetimes.

The door rang—another customer walked in. An old woman. Luckily, somehow, she was distracted by some piece right in front of the door. A plate, he thought.

Quickly, Warren stuffed the watch into one pocket and then moved Tasia back into the small office behind the counter. Her face had started to smile less, her movements less and less easy to coerce.

He stepped back out, a smile on his face. The customer in question was a small old woman, perusing calmly between the aisles.

“I’m terribly sorry, ma’am, but we have to close.”

“Close?” she looked around. “It’s the middle of the day.”

“I know!” He smiled amiably, nervously. Part of the act. “It’s a shame, isn’t it? But I’m the only one who works here, and I’ve just gotten a call about a family emergency.”

“I’ll only be a moment,” said the woman, returning to her browsing. “You know, you can just leave me here. I can lock up. I won’t take anything, my boy.”

“Ma’am.” Warren’s voice gathered a hard edge. “You have to leave. Now. Please.”

The old woman huffed. Her hands and arms gathered around her side like she held groceries.

“No reason to become indecent about it.”

He pushed the door open. “All the same.”

“You can bet I won’t be coming back here! And I won’t be recommending it to my friends, either! They buy this sort of thing!”

“Good afternoon, ma’am.”

He closed the door and locked it tight.

* * * * *
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THE SHOPKEEP WAS STILL in trance in the back, if not quite as adamantly so as before. It seemed as though allowing her to relax and just feel what she felt was a good way to let the trance—if that’s indeed what it was—last longer. 

The office was small. Long rows of binders—presumably full of accounting and inventory records—filled one wall. On the back wall, on a shelf, were pictures of the shopkeep with her husband and their dog. Several of the photos had been turned down or pushed away. He took a moment and turned the rest down. Nothing and no one looking at him now. He wanted no witnesses. 

Finally he sat down in front of the shopkeep. They were both in front of a hard, old oak desk that looked much like an antique itself. Her face was gorgeous and he had to resist the urge to kiss her as she smiled so serenely.

“Tasia,” he said. “I want you to tell me what you’re feeling.”

Slowly, she stretched her neck, laughing softly.

“Calm. Warmth. Trust.”

“Good. That’s so good.”

“Yes. Good.”

“I want you to unbutton your top, Tasia.”

It was a thin, blue blouse. Her tits hung heavy in it. They looked gorgeous from the outside. He wanted to see what color her bra was. And more than that, if she did that, then she would definitely be completely hypnotized. Somehow. He could figure out the mechanics later.

“Un...button?” Her hands came to her shirt. She fiddled with the top button, fingers sliding over one another in doubt. “But...” She shook her head. “No. I don’t...want to.”

Warren felt panic shuddering through his body. Stomach knotting up. Palms sweating. She was coming out of the trance, and fast. But...why? What was different? 

He reached into his pocket and held onto the watch. 

The watch! Yes! Something with that, of course.

“How did...how did we get back here?” she asked. Gaze clearing. “Why are you in my office?”

Her head was in her hands, rubbing as if she had some tension headache. 

He traced back his steps. He had told her to back off. He’d told her to calm down and relax, to go into the office.

“I think you should calm down,” he said, posturing with the watch in front of her face.
“What?” Her look was harsh. “Don’t you tell me to calm down. You’re in my office. Why are you holding that? Do you want to pay for it? You better. I’m going to call...someone.”
“Wait!”

As she reached for the phone on her desk, he did too, and the watch dangled down from his hand. It swung from side to side, and the dark beauty’s eyes flashed with vibrant, filling light. Slowly, she stopped. Transfixed now by the easy pendulum motion of the watch.

It was the swing, he thought triumphantly. The swinging motion was the key. Of course. Just like an act. How had he missed that?

“Sit back. Relax.”

“Yes,” said Tasia. “All right.”

Warren licked his lips. Everything about her, ripe for the taking. Just waiting for his will. God, what a feeling!

“You’re going to be very attentive now, and very open-minded. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

How deep was she, truly? He had to know.

“You should say ‘Sir’ when you address me, Tasia. It’s only natural. It’s a sign of respect. And you respect me deeply.”

“Yes, Sir. I respect you deeply.”

Her voice eminently calm. Almost a monotone except for the soft, breathy pleasure in every syllable. 

“Every time you call me Sir, you’ll feel yourself respecting me more and more. More than anyone you can recall. You know that my authority is right and good.”

“Right and good. Yes, Sir. I respect you so very, very much.”

If he gave her a chance to respond, or indicated that he wanted a response, she would respond. Interesting. But what if he just wanted to actually trance her—like he had tranced all those patients of his before? Would she be able to sit through a full induction?

“I want you to imagine yourself in a house, Tasia. You don’t need to talk for this unless I ask you for a response. You just need to listen and obey. Respecting my voice. Following my voice. Everything I’m saying, you’re seeing and feeling. It’s all so very real. You’re in a house—your house. You’re alone there, even though you can hear my voice. And you trust my voice. The house is furnished with all your thoughts. All your worries. All your stresses and responsibilities. They take the form of regular objects, but you know them for what they are. Can you see it?”

“Yes.”

His cock was hard. Why was his cock hard?

Because you can make this beautiful woman beg to fuck you until the day she dies, stupid.

Oh. Right.

A real induction didn't work like this, of course. It took repetition, calming sounds, the right environment, deep trust in the hypnotherapist, and lots and lots of emphasis on relaxation. It took years of practice and hours in sessions to get as deep as Tasia had gone in an instant. And all because of the watch. 

“You’re going to stuff each object in a box outside the house, Tasia. Each and every object. All your stress from work. All your stress from driving. All your stress from living. All your stress from your husband’s death. It all goes in the box outside. Each and every last object. Everything on the walls. Every bit of carpet. Every last piece of furniture. Is it there?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Now I want you to watch the box. It’s a void, can you see that? Outside your house, your mind, there’s only a void. Black. Empty. And you can see the box fly away, farther and farther gone, until it blips into nothingness. All gone. All that stress. Totally, irrevocably, gone forever. Isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir” she moaned.

He reached forward and felt her shoulders, her thighs. There was no tension in them whatsoever. No stress. No effort.

“Who do you have to thank for that, Tasia?”

“You, Sir.”

“That’s right. I relieved you of all your problems. Now, I want you to look back into the house. There’s new furnishings, now. Better ones. Better pictures on the walls, of you and me together. You can see them. Better plates in the kitchen. Better carpet on the floors. Better paint on the walls. You can see it all. And it’s all better because it’s made from obedience to my Will. It’s formed from the pleasure of knowing my thoughts, knowing my wants, doing what I say. Doesn’t that make perfect sense, Tasia?”

She licked her lips slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

“Pick up a vase, there on the counter. Can you feel how it’s made from obedience? Pleasure? Can you feel how it’s crafted at the atomic level from the sick, hot, perfect thrill you get when you suck my cock and take my cum into your stomach?”

What the fuck was he doing? Why couldn't he stop himself? His cock was in his hands now. One hand stroking, one hand swinging the watch. He was so furiously turned on. Precum shot out, sliding over his cockhead and lubricating his strokes.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Put the vase down. Sit down in the couch. Lay back. It’s made from knowing I am your Master. This is an entire room in your house, as a matter of fact. Knowing that I am your Master. That you are my slave. That you can never disobey me. You can never leave me. You will never hurt me or make me sad. You will do everything in your power to surround me in pleasure at all times, won’t you Tasia?”

“Yes, Master.”

He took her hand and wrapped it around his exposed cock. “Do you feel that, Tasia? Do you feel how hard I am for you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“This is the foundation of your house. Your mind. Your thoughts. Your will. It is my cock, and my cock alone. No one else’s. Ever. Not before or after this moment have you or will you desire another cock in your life. This is it. This is the only. The one and only cock that you need, that you worship, that you love with your entire heart. It makes you so deliriously happy to know this. To understand this. It fills your heart with joy. Isn’t that right?”

She choked back a joyous sob, her smile permanent. “Y-Yes, Master!”

He stopped swinging the watch now, putting it back in his pocket. Tasia stroked him slow, her face empty of all thought, all purpose except for her new Master's.

“Make me cum, Tasia. Make me cum like the good little servant you are.”

Her hand worked up and down fast, faster, faster. He was so close already. 

Pleasure thrummed through his body. He was going to explode. “Fuck...fucking...suck me off. Suck it down, Tasia. Suck down my cum.”

“Y-yesss, Master!” 

Her mouth wrapped around his throbbing, squirting shaft, taking hot spurts of his precious jizz across her face before finally slurping down completely on his shaft.

Come down from the high of arousal and power, he saw Tasia in front of him for what seemed like the first time.

The worship in her eyes. The open, heavy arousal. 

Slowly, he raised up the watch, about to hypnotize her again. To undo all of it. He’d gone too far. All that stuff about obeying only him, never leaving him...god, he was as transparent as could be. 

But she stopped him, licking her lips as she looked at the watch.

“You want to give it to me again, Master?”

Her beautiful, silky voice was an indulgence. One he never wanted to let go of.

“I...no.” He shook his head. “No, I suppose I don’t.”

“What’s next, Master?”

The question terrified him. Like he had found a bag full of millions of dollars in the middle of a war torn country. There was nothing but possibility in front of him, when less than an hour before he’d had nothing. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, HE RETURNED to City Grounds. It was deserted. It was just after lunch, and everyone had returned to their jobs. There was only one other patron, and he was passed out—a drunk probably—with his earphones over his head, leaning hard against the window. 

He’d told Tasia to return all his things to his workshop, giving her the address and a key. And then he’d taken her car—which he now knew was his car, whether he had intended that or not—and drove to clear his head.

With Tasia, his boner got the best of him. It made him go deeper, farther, harder than he would have thought to do in the first place.

But did Warren have to go that far? He had to investigate. He’d been given the keys to the entire kingdom of pussy. 

And yes, it was pussy on his mind. Pussy and money. He could have both. As much as he wanted. There was little standing in his way. He’d just have to make sure he was discreet. Quiet. 

And then he’d take his life back, one woman at a time. What would Joan think, he thought with a cruel smile, once he transformed her into his perfect little French maid? Maybe he’d give her some trigger word to let her know what was what. Who would be kicking who out of who’s life then? 

God, to see that beautiful face of hers beg...

But. Experiments first. Make sure. One experiment was just being out and away from Tasia for this long. He’d had to make sure that his influence could last on her. Every twenty minutes, she texted him on his cellphone.

His phone buzzed, right on time: 

I love you, Master. You’re my Everything.

And he didn’t have to text back a thing. That was power. The ability to ignore social convention? Oh yes, power indeed. 

At the counter of the coffee shop was the same barista from yesterday.

“Empty,” he said.

“Yeah,” she nodded, shrugging. “Boss is on break for an hour. It’s just me and the coffee, basically.”

Fuck, but she was cute. Short red hair and a freckled face. A sort of girl-next-door type. The kind of deliciously lovely girl who would be best friends with Warren, but never truly want to bang him. He always attracted a darker, more virulently sexual kind of woman. The sort who wanted to fuck him as much as she wanted to fuck him over. It was a tight tug of war, and for the most part, he liked that.

Before seeing the barista, Warren wasn't sure exactly why he was here. But now he knew. He was a slave to his subconscious—and soon, this girl would be too.

He ordered his coffee and asked her to bring it to him when it was ready. She huffed and agreed. Apparently, she had no recollection of seeing him the day before. He found a seat near the back, away from the front door and any windows. There was a back room with several card tables. The coffee shop hosted board game nights from time to time. 

She arrived with the coffee after a few minutes. 

“Anything else?”

With the implicit caveat in her tone—there better not be.

“Oh, yes. Let me tip you.”

Her face lit up for a moment, and he pulled out the watch from his pocket.

Instantly, her face slackened. He led her down to the seat and slowly began to massage her palm with his fingers, still swaying the watch all the while.

Blunt force. That was the method here.

“You’re desperate to suck my cock. Truly, completely desperate. You can’t explain it, but you don’t care. You know that, unless you suck me off and swallow every last drop of my cum, you’re going to go insane. It turns you on more than you can comprehend. You know you’ll only need to do it once to be satisfied forever. For the rest of your life. Your body is on fire with lust right now just imagining it. Your pussy dripping. Your nipples growing ever more erect. Your mouth salivating. Needing it. You need—absolutely need—to cum. You’re starving for it, like you would be starving for food after not eating for two days straight. You know the only way you’ll ever cum again, just for now, is if you suck my cock. You don’t much care if I say yes or no. You know you’ll have to take it even if I won’t let you. The second I snap my fingers, you’re going to be fully aware of all of this, but you won’t remember my watch or question why you feel this way. When I snap my fingers afterward, you'll forget about everything we did.”

Smiling, Warren tucked the watch away. Her face followed it, pouting just slightly as it disappeared into his jacket. Then, he snapped his fingers. 

The barista’s eyes lit up slowly. Embers of lust heating and then blazing hard. 

“Hi.” She said, pushing the table over. It spread out into the dining area, knocking over a few other chairs. “Hi. Hi. I’m...hi.”

She was between his legs now. Her hands sliding up and over his thighs. She took in a deep, sucking breath, eyes wild.

“I need to...I need...I n-need...”

She was having trouble speaking without drooling. She licked constantly, but the saliva slipped down past her plush lips and over her tits, soaking into her blouse. 

“Hey now,” he said, quite amused. “What’s all this?”

He continued to paw at his zipper, trying to get it open. “Please, pleeaseee...”

Her mouth came forward, surging onto his crotch, biting gently to pull away the fabric.

She was too turned on to think, he realized. Not even able to operate a zipper. 

Her voice became very small. “Please.”

Warren smiled and unzipped and unbuckled his pants. “Go right ahead, my dear.”

“Thank you!”

She lunged into his crotch, tearing down his pants roughly. Her young mouth slurped over his knob, taking it all the way into her mouth. Very quickly, he was hard and just along for the ride. She pushed all of herself into the sucking, practically fucking her own mouth with his cock. He felt almost like a living dildo. 

Moaning, her feet scrambling every which way, she continued to slurp and slobber, kissing and worshiping his cock with everything she had. Tight, warm suction surrounded his dick. Her tits spread out over his legs, and his hands pushed deep into her hair and back.

It was the most enthusiastic, hot, passionate cocksucking session he had ever had in his life.

No one was watching. No one saw. It was just him and her. Her moans became more and more intense, and Warren struggled to maintain his level of arousal. Fuck, he could cum right down her throat. Right down her pretty little throat, and she would thank him for the privilege.

She would have to thank him. She had been commanded to thank him.

“Fuck me,” he grunted, squirming in the seat. “Gonna cum, babe. Gonna fucking...give you my load, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fu—”

His seed erupted down into her, spraying against the back of her mouth and sliding heavily down her throat. As he came, she came, hips bucking, tears of joy streaming down her face, as she sucked his load down. 

Slowly, almost sad, she kissed his cock and licked it clean, until she had taken all of his available taste into her mouth.

“Thank you,” she moaned. “Thank you so, SO much.” 

She began to kiss his hands, and then his feet, still crying out tears of gratitude. Like he had saved her life, or bought her back the home where she grew up.

Warren stood up, leaving her in a pleasure-filled mess on the floor. She giggled, asking him where he was going. But he saw no reason to let her know. 

Behind him, the back corner of the restaurant was in disarray. The tables overturned. The chairs broken from the barista’s kicks of overwhelming pleasure.

The barista stood up, as if to follow him, and he snapped his fingers once again. She stood in a daze, her mind slowly returning to her. So, he thought pleasantly, the rough ‘n tumble method works pretty well.

Outside, returning to his car, he called Tasia.

“Hello, Master!” she breathed deeply, clearly hyperventilating. “How can I...what can I...I love you so much, baby. So much. Oh, god, oh Master...”

“Shush, doll. Calm down.” 

“Mmhmm.”

The struggling sounds she made to obey his orders and contain her pleasure sent electricity through his spine.

“I have something very specific to ask you. What have you got in the way of sexy clothing?”

Her breathy, aroused sounds instantly became giggly and excited. 

* * * * * 
[image: ]


“AND THAT’S THAT. DON’T you think, Miss Durant?”

Slowly, Rebecca’s mind returned to her. In front of her was a man. A handsome, handsome man. Incredibly so. The most handsome man she had ever laid eyes on in her entire life. The most handsome man anyone had ever laid eyes on, ever.

“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, her fingers sliding up to her lips. “Yes, quite right. I think so. Though please, call me Rebecca.”

She had no idea what she was agreeing to. It could have been anything. 

“So the Performing Arts Grant. You’ll set it up for me?”

Leaning forward, she hoped that her breasts were on display for him. It was very important that he find her attractive. Otherwise, she might never fuck him.

God, he might even leave the office without fucking her. That was unacceptable. She stood up, sliding around her desk, and crossed her legs languidly at the front. She lifted one leg so that it rested on his, her heel gently digging into the flesh of his thigh. The heel was a modest three-inches—certainly not out-of-line for a bank manager. 

In fact, her entire outfit was rather appropriate attire for a young woman running a bank. 

It was funny. At the back of her mind, she thought she had worn a pantsuit today. Yes. Gray, the jacket with a dark blue trim. And her hair had been collected in a bundle at the top of her head. 

Now she had on a tight, tiny little blue dress. Her heels were fabulously ornate, with tiny leather straps sliding over her delicate, sexy feet. Her hands were decorated with lace gloves, each one tied off with little puffs of string. 

But that was...that was what she had worn all day. Wasn’t it? 

Of course it is. You were born to dress this way. There’s no better way for a beautiful woman like you to look.

She was a beautiful woman, she thought smugly. Even at thirty-four and a bank manager, everyone always was stunned by her beauty. Deep, gorgeous chestnut-colored hair. Large breasts, still plump and lusciously fertile. Deep, dark eyes. A face that melted hearts. She was lovely, and she knew it. She loved being beautiful, because it meant that men like this one—whatever his name was, and oh god it was probably the most perfect, most handsome name ever—found her attractive enough to fuck.

“Mrs. Durant?”

She smiled at him. This handsome, perfect man. So gorgeous. Fuck. She couldn’t even quantify what it was about him. In fact, she didn’t even know his name.

“Oh yes. It’s yours. Completely. Mister...?”

She gave him an embarrassed smile. How the fuck could she not know his name? His perfect, perfect, incredible name? It would have to be at least as perfect as the rest of him. At the least. In response, he slid his hand up her calf. Rebecca rolled her head back in orgasmic pleasure, instantly cumming from his touch. 

His phone dinged. He looked at it briefly, and then put it down.

“I don’t think that’s all that important, do you?”

Cumming wildly just from his touch, she could offer no counter-argument.

In no time, she was bent over on the desk, and his cock was driving wildly into her volcanically hot slit. She could not scream—she knew that she couldn't—but she desperately wanted to. It was the best fuck she had ever had in her entire life. He filled her. He made her whole. She was complete. He was her reason for being. His cock, so hard and huge, rammed again and again into her tight hot snatch while she had her forearms down in front of her computer.

On one edge of the desk, his phone dinged again. She saw all the messages of the past several minutes. From someone named Tasia:

I love you so much, Master!

You’re a fucking God and I love you, Master.

Fuck, I just...I love you so, so, so much. Oh my god, MY God...

Master. That was a lovely name for him...

“Concentrate,” he said, pumping slowly into her snatch. “Do what I told you.”

The computer was in front of her. She was supposed to add money to the grant. Right. She put down a number, not remembering really what he had asked for. Probably it was the perfect amount.

“More,” he ordered. 

She added another zero. 

“M-more,” he grunted. “More, more, more, more...”

He kept grunting out the word, fucking her face into the computer screen. 

“Christ, I'm going to cum right in your fucking belly.”

She wasn't on protection. She didn't care. His bare, hot cock felt so amazing. His load would be perfect, so perfect. This was all...all...

Perfect.

His warmth filled her body. It was immaculate. Wonderful. She was probably pregnant now with some perfect new child. She came, crying and moaning, biting down on her arm to prevent from screaming. The pleasure thrashing through her body as his hands ripped away at her ridiculous, tiny little outfit. Her hand stuck on the zero key, adding more and more and more until the computer dinged with error. 

Slowly, he exited her body and slapped her on the ass.

“Good job, Mrs. Durant.”

She had a husband, somewhere. It was hard to care. This man was perfect. Her husband was nothing.

His fingers slid around her mouth, sliding the cum from her pussy down across her tongue. She licked it up eagerly. Then she watched as he deleted most of the long line of zeroes she had entered. 

“There,” he said. “Five hundred thousand. That’s easy enough to hide, isn’t it?”

“Yes, baby.” She nodded urgently. “Anything you say. Sure.”

“No, really.” He held her face. “You can hide that, right? No questions? No trouble?”

Quickly, she did the math, and then nodded. “Yes. There’s...yes. Trusts. So many. They’ll never notice a thousand here or there. I know which are oldest. It will be fine.”

He left her then. In his hands were her clothes and also a giant bag of cash. When had he gotten that? She didn't care. It was probably at the perfect time. 

Her work was only beginning. She changed back into her other set of clothes—kept the entire time in a small pile in the corner, where she had forgotten about them. She remembered them now—remembered that it was very important to put them on and put on a happy, smiling face for her workers. 

Even though, truly, she was dead inside without the cock of her Man inside of her, leading her, guiding her, telling her what to think and how to feel. But that feeling would fade. She knew it would. Something certain inside of her mind told her so.

But her work did not stop there, with allocating the money. Oh, no. She had given away a great deal of money today, and it would take a lot of dedication and craft to ensure that no one found about it. 

A voice inside her told her that she would be happy with her life. Perfectly happy. Everything would be tip-top and fine. She would even forget about doing all of this; she could deny ever having set it up. Already the memory of his cock had faded from her thoughts.

But if he came calling, she would remember everything. And serve him as he deserved.

* * * * *
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THAT HAD GONE VERY well. Better than he ever could expected or hoped.

God. All his debts, completely erased. Just like that. 

Or his official debts, anyway. The ones through the bank. He still, of course, had a few loan sharks to worry about—but they would be easily paid off now. And he had no desire or need to ever take money from them again. 

Heart filled with confidence, he put his wife on the phone as he drove back to his workshop. He planned a mocking, sly message to make her wonder about whether leaving him was a good idea. To his surprise, she actually answered.

“Yes, Warren?”

“Hello, Melinda.” His smile was auditory. 

“Hello, Warren. Did you call to apologize?”

“For what?”

“For making a mockery of our marriage? For being a mockery of a man? For pretending like you were ever worthy of being at my side? There’s a lot to choose from. Let me think for a moment, and I’ll pick for you.”

He was not going to be goaded into an argument. He was not.

Soon. Very soon indeed—he would use the watch on her. He’d make her beg to apologize to him. He’d make her grovel and crawl, to wear only potato bags for a year. Every last demeaning and humiliating thing he could think of, and she would take it all with a grateful smile and a sad tear for not being able to suck his cock.

But he swallowed his rage at his betrayal. It wouldn’t do to show his hand. She'd be suspicious. She was massively intelligent and possessed an animal cunning that always put herself first.

“Let’s be adults, shall we?”

“Oh? Adult? Is that what you’re calling yourself now?”

“Please, Melinda. I would very much like to...reconcile, somehow.”

“Excuse me?” she scoffed.

“You caught me very much by surprise yesterday. Surely you can see that. I didn’t get to say much in edgewise.”

“I don’t know very well that you deserve to, really. I said everything I wanted to say. I was the one with something to say. You would have only...done what you’re doing now. Try to change my mind. Try to plead and cajole.”

A text from Tasia dinged on his phone:

I love you so fucking much!

Warren smiled.

“I don’t want to plead and cajole. I want to hear you. Hear what’s on your mind. I want to...” he took a breath. “I would like an accounting. Where you think it all went wrong. No matter what you may think of me now, we were happy, once. For a time. And even if I can’t do that with you anymore, I should very much like to know how not to fuck up any other relationships I might have.”

A slip. He shouldn’t have revealed that much. God, but it was too easy to talk to Melinda. Her voice was so silky, so smooth, so warm and vibrant even as he hated the mind behind it. 

“Other relationships? Are you sleeping with someone already?”

Drat. She had caught that, eh? Oh well. Go on the offensive. Keep her off-balanced. 

“You’re getting mad about me sleeping with someone? Really?”

“It’s different. You’re not supposed to—” she huffed. “You know what? Nevermind. I don’t care. Sleep with anyone.”

“Will you meet with me? Tomorrow, let’s say. At the house. Seven in the evening.”

“Very well. Tomorrow. Don't expect dinner.”

They hung up. 

* * * * *
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HE PLACED A BRIEF CALL to Tasia to clean herself up and then meet him at the workshop, and arrived back there himself. 

But outside already was Belle’s old jeep.

“The hell?”

He had given up on seeing them again. His mind, for the night at least, was pre-occupied solely with Tasia. Training her for the show Saturday—because, oh yes, he had to perform, and he would perform better than ever—and then fucking her while she wore one of Belle’s old stage uniforms. They were of a similar sort of busty, slender build, though Tasia’s tits were all-natural. 

Inside, the two beauties were practicing. Belle wore a tight pink yoga outfit—deliciously grabby tights with sexy white tennis shoes bouncing softly as she corrected and suggested while Katie moved. Her hoodie was pink as well, no shirt underneath, but rather a black sports-bra that barely held her enormous tits inside. 

Katie had on tight, spandex black shorts and a pink tank top displaying her modest breasts. Her tennis shoes pink. 

Had they...coordinated outfits? If they had, then he suspected Katie had spearheaded the event. Belle was not one for such contrivances. 

With a smile on his face, he picked up a small box that had been used for storing envelopes. He cleared out the envelopes and placed the watch inside, and approached the ladies as they walked through movements for a show—presumably the show they hoped to steal from him on Friday. 

“So, you’ll run this way, passing out cards.”

“The real ones or the flaming ones?”

“The flaming ones, of course. We can’t pass out your real cards. They’ll just hit the audience in the face, you twit.”

“Right, Belle.” Katie nodded meekly. “Sorry, Belle.”

Warren cleared his throat. Katie jumped. Belle merely turned coolly. 

“Hello, loser.”

Warren frowned. The weight of the watch in the box he held was pleasant. A comfort. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“We thought we would keep rehearsing here, actually.”

“And why did you think that?”

“Well, Katie can actually afford the rent.”

Katie shrugged sheepishly. “It’s my Dad who can. But he does whatever for me.”

“And you can’t,” said Belle. “We thought we would allow a concession. Let you pay a little to stay. Maybe that weird room in the back that you try to hide. Yeah,” she laughed. “See? I told you he thought we didn’t know about it. Look at his face.”

Warren was going to let that slide. He was going to let it slide all the way down to the ground, when she was on her knees, licking his heels like they were candy. 

“I had something to show you.”

“Oooh,” said Katie, a smile on her face. “Is it a present?”

“Who cares what it is?” Belle crossed her arms. “He doesn’t have money to give us anything worthwhile, anyway.”

He smiled. “You’d be surprised. And yes, Katie, it is a gift. But before I give it to you...”

“You’re not getting anything in return.” Belle shook her head. “Not a single thing.”

“Before I give it to you,” he continued, “I have to know something.”

Belle crossed her arms. “I really, actually, totally am not going to sleep with you.”

“Yeah!” Katie crossed her arms too. “Me neither!”

God, they were like dutiful little detectives in a children’s story. Thinking they had outwitted the big bad boss. 

“There’s no way to work it out between us?” Warren asked. “No way that you’ll ever go back to work for me?”

“Not even if you grew thirty feet tall and could shit fire balls. No. Possible. Way.”

He had asked, at least. Somehow, it made him feel less accountable. He had made every effort to be civil. But his livelihood was on the line. His very life. 

Tasia would make for an excellent assistant, it was true. But didn’t Warren deserve more? Belle and Katie were both incredible at their jobs. To control them absolutely as they worked would only make them better. 

“Well, then.” Warren held the present out, and opened the box. “You’ve earned this, then.”

“What is it?” Katie reached in to touch.

Slowly, Warren held it up, dangling without swinging.

“It’s a watch, my dear.”

“A watch?”

Slowly, the watch began to swing from side to side. 

“That’s right. A very special watch. Isn’t it special?”

“Sp...special,” they said, completely in unison. Even the small stutter was said in tune with the other, in the same warm monotone. 

These two unmatched beauties stood before Warren, their minds completely ready and willing to take on every thought he had ever had. Every dirty piece of his will. Every last, filthy, horrible thought he’d had about filling their bodies to the brim was now available to him at any time. 

“I need you girls to listen to me, carefully. With an open mind. With full attention.”

“We are listening, Warren.”

He smiled. Their beautiful, luscious faces blank and ready to do anything he said. It was amazing.

“You don't need to respond unless I say so. You are listening so deeply, so attentively, right now, that it's like you're in a classroom. In fact, that's where you are. In a class room. You can see the board at the front. You can see the other seats, but it's only the two of you there. You can see the teacher's desk, and the door, but you don't ever want to leave. You can hear my voice, and you know it’s deeply important, but you have only each other there. But you’re not focused on one another. You’re focused on the board. What are you focused on?”

They replied in unison. “On the board.”

“That’s right, girls. And on the board is everything you know to be true in this world. All your thoughts. All your beliefs and responsibilities. All your values. There's so much. It fills the board. Writing on top of writing on top of writing. It's hard to keep track of it all, but you know every last thing is there. All your stressors. All your worries. All on the board.

“Now. In one hand, you have an eraser. Both of you. You can feel it. The softness on one end. The residue of chalk in the fabric. You’re going to take that eraser...and you’re going to wipe it all away. Wipe away those thoughts. Wipe away those values. All those beliefs and responsibilities. All, all gone. What’s on the board, girls?”

“Nothing. Nothing.”

“That's right. From now on, when you hear my voice, you’ll know that everything I say will be etched on the board. Inscribed on it. Irremovable. Irreducible. Undeniable. My words fill your boards. You will be able to write new words on top, but only in chalk. My words, my Will, is there forever. What fills your boards?”

“Your words fill our boards.”

“Good. My voice is so important to you. My work is important to you. My cock is important. My pleasure. My happiness. You can’t imagine anything more important to you than my happiness.”

He continued on. On the boards of their minds, he wrote out a long treatise of the correctness of his rule over them. They would never disobey. They would never leave. They would apologize for even once considering it. They would love him, always. If they were uncertain of an order, they would always ask for clarification. Their highest ruling philosophy would be to protect him and give him pleasure. They would never do anything to harm him, or each other, or—Warren thought of Tasia now—any other slave he owned. 

And then he gave them a very specific set of instructions, smiling and stroking his cock all the while. 

* * * * *
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TASIA SQUIRMED AT THE door, conflict clear on her face. She had spent the whole day, almost, cleaning out this place and making it look lovely, but Master had ordered her to go home and shower and dress pretty. Then, she was to wait outside until he said it was all clear, and so that’s what she did.

She was looking pretty. A bright orange dress decorated her lithe, gorgeous caramel form. Her long hair was loose around her shoulders, her breasts braless in the overtight confines of her outfit. Heels on her feet displayed her legs, her ass. The wind picked up, and she had to hold down the short edges of the dress to make sure her bare pussy wasn't shown to the world.

Panic struck her suddenly. Had she sent him the required text? She checked her phone for the most recent:

You’re the most amazing Man alive. I love you.

Slowly, she cooled. That was the hundredth such text; the hundredth such panic attack. In ten more minutes, she would send him another, even though he was right inside. He had ordered her to do it, after all. He had ordered it. You didn’t just ignore an order.

She was a good slave.

And fuck, wasn’t that strange?

She was biting one thumb, conflict clear on her face. She didn’t know why she was there at this warehouse in the middle of the city. Her compulsion was evident on her face, scrawled in the small worry lines forming on her smooth dark skin. Should she be there at all? Why was she there? How long had she known him? Wasn’t this all rather sudden? 

But then the door opened. He was there. Her everything. Her existence. Her entire life. Suddenly, her knees buckled.

“Hello, my lovely.”

“Oh.”

Suddenly, it all made sense to Tasia. Everything about this—everything in the world. Of course she had been waiting to see him. Wanting to see him. Desperate to. Of course she had come running when he called—fucking look at him. He was perfect for her. The perfect stud. The most perfect man in the world.

“Oh,” she said again. “H-Hi. Hi, Master.”

It wasn’t lost on Tasia that she was pretty. Men did all sorts of things for her. Free coffee. Free drinks at bars. Cops let her off tickets. When her husband died (what husband? What? Did I have a husband?) people kept saying how terrible it was for her to have to be such a beautiful young widow. 

But all knowledge of her worth was lost once she found herself once again in the gaze of her Master. 

“I’m so, so happy to see you again.” She took his hands into hers, kissing them. He tolerated it, like the adoration of an overexcited puppy. “I’m just...” she shook her head. “You have this...this fucking effect on me, Sir. I can’t explain it. Like...like I just called you Sir! Just now!”

She put her head in her hands. “It’s so hard to think when I’m around you. And I like to think. I do. But you’re...” she nipped little kisses at his chin, his neck. “You’re so fucking handsome, and all I end up wanting to do is needing to kiss you, and serve you, and just...j-just do anything at all that you tell me, Master.”

But all he did in return was smile. Tasia melted all the same.

“I want to show you something.”

He pulled her into the office and then back into the workshop area. 

There, standing in ornate, gaudy outfits, were two gorgeous young women. One was busty, her body clearly fertile and fuck-ready from a young age. The other was tall and reedy, almost, her beauty eager on her face.

They were speaking on unison on cellphones in their hands. 

“I'm just a stupid slut. I'll never be anything more than a stupid, cockloving whore. This isn't a joke. This isn't a prank. I haven't lost a bet. A whore is all that I am. All that I can ever hope to be. I don't want anything else except to be filled and sprayed with cum. I want everyone to know. I'm such a dumb, dumb, idiot whore. All that I am for the rest of my life are three holes to be used and abused by men. It's all I'm good for. It's all I'll ever be.”

They hung up in unison, each dialing a new number on their own phones, and beginning again. “I'm just a stupid slut...”

Warren, smiling, showed his phone to Tasia and the social media feed, where those same exact words were posted again and again on the girls' newsfeeds.

“This is Belle and Katie,” Warren explained. “I've had them call a number of their associates. Family members. Old boyfriends and girlfriends.”

Tasia's eyes widened a bit. That was...sort of diabolical. These girls were humiliating themselves on every stage of their lives. Anyone who knew them would know that they were just calling themselves stupid, cockloving whores. 

“They were very rude to me. Do you know what they did?”

Of course she didn’t. She let her Master talk. 

“They tried to kick me out of my own place of work. They wanted to endanger my life. My livelihood.”

Rage rose up in Tasia. These bitches. These cunts. How...how dare they? Master was too good to ever deny. He put a hand on her shoulder, calming her. 

“But we’ll see if they can make it up to me. Perhaps their minds have changed. Your God is a forgiving God, Tasia.”

He snapped his fingers. Instantly, the two girls straightened, shaking their heads slightly, as if coming out of a trance. They turned their phones off and threw them away.

Was that what it was? Was that...had her Master done that to her? With the watch?

Intense feelings of calm suddenly sat down on her brain. Who cared? He was perfect. Let him do what he wants. 

Belle and Katie slowly came out of a long daze, and when their eyes refocused, they saw Master waiting for them to speak. Warren wrapped his hand on Tasia's ass, gripping hard. Tasia started breathing fast, her pussy leaking down past her thighs.

“We’re so sorry, Sir,” said Belle.

Katie nodded. “Yeah. Super sorry.”

“It was totally wrong for us to think we could do the show without you. How could we possibly?”

“We couldn’t possibly. We're just stupid sluts.”

Belle pouted. “Really, super dumb whores. We have to work for you again. Please, Sir?”

“Please? We’ll do anything.”

Warren smiled. “Anything?”

“Oh yes, anything!” they said in unison. 

“I want you to suck my cock.”

“Oh my god!” Belle’s face brightened immediately. “God, I thought you would...you would want me to burn down a hospital or rob a bank or something insane.”

Katie nodded. “Right? I thought he would like, want us to wrestle in mud or take food from children or something. We’d be happy to suck your cock, Sir.”

Belle nodded. “Oh yes. So, so happy.”

His grip on Tasia's ass tightened.

“First, you two should kiss.”

Katie nodded urgently, eyes wide, sliding her mouth into Belle’s, and they kissed passionately.

“Katie's never kissed Belle before,” he informed Tasia. “I made sure she still had a crush on her. And Belle has one on Katie. Neither is quite sure the other is really attracted to her, so they're always going to be trying to prove it to one another. You see?” He pointed, watching Katie stifle hot little moans as she ran her lips down Belle's luscious neck. “I'm not so bad a guy.”

He sounded somewhat like he was trying to convince himself.

“You're wonderful, Master,” said Tasia. 

Soon, he tired of the show, and wanted to join in himself. Tasia led him to where she had set up a mattress, at his orders. King-sized and big enough for all of three of them in the middle of the warehouse. Nearby were a series of pillars and an old table that once held some kind of robotic arm. 

Warren undressed completely, all three girls waiting on the bed for him. Touching one another at his order. Tasia's hand in Belle's pussy, Katie's hands in Tasia's pussy, Belle's hands in Katie's pussy. Rubbing clits, moaning softly as they waited. 

Tasia had never touched another woman like this before. She didn't care. It was so, so right to do whatever her Master suggested. 

He approached with his cock already fully hard. Smiling, he slid the length across Belle's face, then Katie's, and then finally Tasia's. Each delivering soulful kisses to the shaft as he crossed their paths. 

In short order, Tasia was the only one left on her knees, sucking her Master's cock lovingly. |To his right was Belle, to his left Katie. He kissed one while the other cooed in his ear or cheered on Tasia, and then he would switch off. When one of the girls whined enough, he pushed Tasia off her knees, having her switch places with Katie. Then Belle sucked him as the other two performed as before. And so on this circuit went for several minutes, getting him excited enough to fuck one of them.

But who would it be? Tasia prayed for herself...but Master had eyes especially for Belle, it seemed.

He pushed the dark-haired, big-titted beauty down on the mattress, spreading her legs wide. His hands gripped those big, fake tits, squeezing tight and wrenching this way and that, until Belle squeaked in pain. That made him grin. Then, shuddering and heaving with heavy, aroused breaths, he shoved inside of her cunt. 

“Fuck,” he stuttered, entering her whole-heartedly. “You're...you...are you a virgin?”

Tasia had taken to tracing Master's back muscles with a longing finger, adoring the firm musculature he boasted. His body was so perfect. She saw no flaws, anywhere—just like he had ordered her.

“Yes, Master,” said Belle. Any pain that she might have felt had been wiped away with the pleasure of obedience instilled in her. “Is that acceptable?”

“No...I mean, yes.” He grunted, pushing in and out, clearly hard as a rock. “I'm just...fuck. Surprised. It's perfect in there.”

“Lots of girls get pregnant on their first time,” Tasia suggested, kneeling down next to Master. “Maybe Belle will too?”

“You'd like that, huh? For me to get her pregnant?”

Tasia nodded intently. “Yes, Sir. You deserve pregnant sluts worshiping your cock with their fertile little bodies. Doesn't he, Katie?”

Katie looked dazed from lust. All this talk of pregnancy, fucking, had an effect. “Yes. Oh, fuck. Yes. And me too? And Tasia? All of us pregnant? You can do it. You're so fucking virile...”

“B-but me first?” Belle moaned. She was gyrating her hips, eager for more movement of his cock. “Please? Fuck me, Sir, please! Teach me a lesson! Teach me how to serve you. I'm just a stupid slut. I won't know how to do it unless you show me.”

Her voice was husky, lustful. All of their voices were. Warren thrust harder inside of her, gathering her legs up under his arms. Her knees pressed against those big fat tits, the angle of his penetration deep.

“Yeah, do it, Master! Teach her!” Tasia kissed and bit his shoulder. “Show her what it means to obey.”

Katie nodded. She had her hands wrapped around Belle's throat, restricting her airflow. The positioning made it easy for her to kiss Master again and again as he drove deeper into Belle's virgin-tight cunt. 

“God, yes,” moaned Katie. “I want to watch this bitch strain from your big cock, Sir. Please? Won’t you teach her?”

“Yes!” Belle’s eyes glimmered with need. Her voice husky and low from Katie's choking. “D-do it! Show me how wrong I was for defying you. Please, won’t you?”

In that moment, Tasia’s heart filled with community and love. They all wanted the same thing. They wanted their Master’s vindication; they wanted their Master to feel the absoluteness of power that only he and he only deserved. 

“Do it, Master,” Tasia urged him. “Please. We all need it. We do. Cum in her. Oh god, please, cum in her now!”

“Ruin my life, Master.” Belle urged him. “Own me with your seed.”

“Yes, Master, please!” Katie choked Belle harder now, restricting her voice entirely. “She won't be able to do anything when she's pregnant. You'll tear her life apart. Do it, please! Do it! Fucking ruin her! Ruin her body! Ruin her life with your seed, oh god Master please!”

His thrusts became wild and fast. There was no stopping him. Tasia's heard overturned with pleasure and lust as she watched him empty inside of Belle. His seed overflowed from her cunt, spilling out onto the mattress below.

“Thank you, Master.”

Tasia said it in time with the other three. In her orgasmic haze, she could not tell truly whether it was her voice or theirs that she heard as she wrapped her body in a loving embrace around her only true reason for living. Her hand took a hold around her Master's cock, and she was surprised and even a little scared to find it still hard. How was he doing it?

Master turned then to Katie, ordering her to spread her legs. 

“Do it,” Belle urged in her cumdrunk voice, wrapping her hands around Katie's throat. “Ruin her life, Sir. Fill her up. Get her pregnant. Ruin her forever...mark her as yours.”

Tasia's jaw trembled with lust as she watched her Master's wicked grin. She knew he would have no mercy on Katie. None at all. 

* * * * *
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WARREN SIGHED. CONTENTMENT. That was this feeling. Belle still happily marrying her mouth to his cock. Vow after vow of obedience and trust. 

Tasia was wrapped under one arm, Katie the other. Their noses cutely snuggled one another on his broad chest. 

The day was done, and a complete success. But he still had to attend to his wife. And the loan shark. And Saturday's show. 

He thought he knew very well how ready he was. But truly, he had no idea. 

# # #
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Tranced - His Snobby Household
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Sometime in the night Warren decided that the best possible way to celebrate his complete ownership of three gorgeous women was to do so on an enormous pile of cash. He had the cash already from the bank—a great big bag of it, and every last bill entirely for his benefit. He was rich; he was in total control of three beautiful women; he was brimming with the need to fuck their fertile, beautiful bodies and own their entire selves in more and more ways. 

They were all dolled up just for him. Belle, who previously had hated the idea of her magician's outfits, had led the charge for wearing them. Master deserved his dolls all dressed up, after all. 

So she was dressed in gold, a tight leotard that wrapped tight around her sopping wet cunt, smoky black stockings on her legs. Little feathers in her cap—she looked like a show girl in a Vegas show. Her would-be lover, Katie, wore much the same outfit, except in red instead of gold, and with taller heels (she was a bit shorter than Belle, after all). Her long, luscious legs wrapped around Tasia's body, her nipples hard as flint.

And Tasia herself had taken immediately to wearing the outfits—because Warren had instructed her to, of course. But of the three, she had the most “magician's assistant”-like outfit—a parody of a tuxedo with flamboyantly low-cut cleavage, and a short white gloves that sparkled as she ran them up and down Warren's cock. Her top hat was abandoned on the floor, knocked off several times during their exaltations of lust. 

Fucking on cash seemed obvious; so obvious, really, that he almost felt bad for not doing it first thing. But he was still less than twenty-four hours in at being a mind controller, a thought fucker, a soul-altering hypnotist who could irrevocably shift the thoughts of the women he desired. And so, he thought, perhaps he was being too hard on himself by not immediately thinking to have three women suck and adore his cock while he lay back on an inches-thick pile of cash on the small spare mattress in his workshop.

It wasn't as if spraying their willing, coaxing cunts with his life-giving seed all over his office and workshop was exactly wasted. He imagined they would all be pregnant soon enough. They insisted they were done with birth control.

The workshop was more of a warehouse, a large space with one office in the front and a wide, open area in the back that used to be used for assembling some kind of furniture. Many of the fixtures and tables remained from the previous owners. Before, Warren had never had the cash to cart the stuff away. Now, he had sort of gotten used to it all. A sort of drudgery-rustic look. It suited his temperament. Besides the old equipment, the warehouse was full of Warren’s assorted tricks and illusions, all the gear that a magician needed to make his act work. 

Being a hypnotist was a crowd-pleaser. But being a magician paid the bills—or so he had thought, until he hypnotized a woman at a bank to pay all his bills.

Now, his assistant Belle rubbed her massive, enhanced tits on one leg. On the other side was his other assistant, Katie—who formerly had believed herself completely, secretly in love with Belle. It had been a simple transference to make Katie understand that who she truly was crushing on was Warren, and that her closeness to Belle had only been to encourage Belle to fuck Warren with her.

Katie, after all, wasn’t enough of a woman for Warren all on her own (or so Warren made her believe.)

The two assistants stared up at him with total adoration in their eyes, loving his body, running their tongues up and down his sturdy abs and the bones of his pelvis, biting occasionally with open lust into the thick muscled meat of his thighs. Warren was a showman; he had to keep in shape. 

But the star of this little show, for now at least, was Tasia. She had been a pawn shop owner, grieving over a dead husband. Now she was Warren’s number one cockslave—even if only for the duration of being able to suck his cock by herself. Her body was long and slender, like a willow, her skin the color of caramel. Her hazelnut eyes were large, pleading as she worked her hot mouth up and down his rod.

They weren't really people to Warren anymore. They were slaves; they were holes to fuck and use at his leisure. Maybe he would change them back, some day. But he doubted it. This was how life was supposed to be.

“God, do it,” Belle urged Tasia, as she worked up and down Warren's rod faster. “Make him cum again. I can’t believe he’s still hard.”

“Me neither.” Katie nodded. “We’re so lucky to have a Master with so much stamina.”

In truth, Warren was getting a little tired, after a marathon session of fucking all through the night. But every time he held the watch—the source of all this new power—he found himself fully invigorated and ready to fuck and fuck with these women once again (and again).

The watch was in his grip now. And looking down at the three lovely women beneath him, licking and kissing him, everything about their austere and regal beauty completely vulnerable only to him, all he could want was more. 

Perhaps three was enough, a part of him said. Perhaps it’s enough even, for just one beautiful woman to want to suckle and worship your cock until the end of days.

But a greater part of Warren niggled away at this lofty, high-minded sort of thinking. He wanted more. Why shouldn’t he have more? Wasn’t he doing these women a favor? They had been so sad and angry before. Belle, plotting only for personal success and abandoning all loyalty and friendships. Katie, living in a world of unrepentant and un-returned lust for a woman who now would lick her pussy at Warren's merest suggestion. Tasia, grieving for a dead husband who would never again hold her. All of that forgotten now, and all because of Warren’s work. 

And there were so many other women he could improve. Namely his wife—who soon wanted to be his ex-wife, and his sister and his sister’s lover. All three had wronged him. All three could learn a thing or two about respect.

Six special cocksluts, made to adore his greatness. That wasn’t too much to ask, was it?

Tasia choked urgently, eyes filled with pleasure and just a tinge of fear. Lost in the thoughts of teaching those other spiteful bitches a lesson, Warren had been fucking Tasia's mouth urgently from his back, holding her hair and jamming his cock against the back of her tight, hot throat. Slowly, he relented, letting her breath once more. She seemed both relieved and a little excited—like maybe he would do it again, soon.

Instead, he had Katie fetch his phone. In a few moments he was making a call.

Even though it was impossible, he could practically hear the extended, exaggerated sigh of exasperation before his stepsister Joan answered the phone. 

“What is it, Warren?”

“It’s lovely to speak with you too.”

She was straight to the point. “What. Do. You. Want?”

“I’d like to meet with you.”

“I have nothing to say to you. God, you don’t take a hint, do you?”

Two days before, Joan had done her honest best to humiliate and debase Warren as best she knew how, and essentially disowned him in front of her lesbian lover. It still stung. It would probably continue to sting, Warren rationalized, until he had properly hypnotized her and made her sacrifice her male virginity up to him as atonement. 

“You gave me much more than a hint, as I recall.”

“Then you’re too stupid to take much more than a hint.”

“All the same. I’d like to meet you. Please.”

Tasia was doing something terrific and ticklish with her tongue. A long, mad laugh started to fall out of his mouth, and he wasn’t able to cover up the receiver in time.

“What are you—” he could feel the outrage in her voice. “Are you laughing at me? No, fine. I will meet you, then. I’m going to say some shit to your face, Warren. Two o'clock. At my house. We’ll be waiting.”

Warren tossed the phone aside and smiled, looking down at his girls. He had held off on his orgasm long enough. And even though he was surrounded by three beautiful women, his thoughts as he came and showered their needy, pleading faces with his white hot seed focused entirely on his Joan. Beautiful, beautiful Joan, who he wanted for ages—that was who he wanted dripping with his sheets of hot spray, that was who he wanted moaning orgasmically from just the touch of his precious seed running across her lips and cheeks. 

* * * * *
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DETECTIVE CATHERINE Autenberry cleared her throat several times before knocking on the door. It was mid-morning, just past ten, and she was looking forward to getting this done and returning to her desk. Despite her excitement at finally being in the field, and by herself to boot, she was also missing the familiarity of her desk. The place where she was in control, where there were no curve balls, where she knew just what order to follow. 

There was no response from behind the door. She tried again, thumping harder this time. Waiting still, she straightened her back. She wore a modest brown pants suit, perfectly acceptable attire for a newly-crowned police detective, even one as short and busty as her.

You’re super cool. You’re in control. You’re the cop. It’s just an interview. He’s probably innocent. You’re just asking friendly questions. Friendly questions about assault and robbery.

Well...questions, anyway.

“All right,” she heard after another round of thumping on the door. “All right, all right. I’m coming.”

The voice was followed by a series of giggles—high-pitched, breathy, feminine. The man who answered the door was tall, with long loose dark hair sliding around his brow and shoulders. A number of gloved female hands tugged at his shoulders, his arms—Catherine counted four in all, with three of them belonging to different women. 

Catherine tried valiantly to hide her distaste. What had she interrupted?

“Warren? Mister Warren Aldretti?” She showed him her badge. As she did, her cross-bearing bracelet jingled just slightly, hanging down. “A few questions for you.”

“How can I help—oh.” He coughed and turned to the side, face becoming sharp, authoritarian. “Ladies, take a break.” 

The chorus of replies was clear. “Yes, Master.”

He turned back to the detective, a sheepish smile on his face. “Sorry about that, Officer. We were just uh...rehearsing. I'm a showman. A hypn—er...magician, you know.”

His body slid further into the door, revealing the entirety of his broad shirtless chest. A manly swath of dark hair gathered from the middle of his pecs and trailed down to his boxer briefs. Catherine noticed, trying her damnedest not to notice, that the tip of his cock was just visible through one end of his boxer shorts, half-hard and dripping precum to the floor. The sight gave her an unexpected and undeniable thrill.

“Detective.”

“Me? No, I’m a magician. Didn't I just say? Illusions. Sleight-of-hand. That sort of thing. Did someone tell you I was a detective?”

“I am a detective, Mister Aldretti. I am Detective Catherine Autenberry. Do you understand?”

He laughed nervously, suddenly shifting his boxers so that his perching manhood was more covered. “Yes. Of course. Sorry.” He cleared his throat. “Detective. Of course. I didn’t know they made them quite so...pretty, these days.”

Catherine rolled her eyes, bright blue orbs tilting to the sky. Lord, give me strength with this fool.

Aldretti wouldn’t be the first man to discount her because of her looks. She was short, slender—tiny, really. Her body was eminently toned by a quasi-religious dedication to her boxing classes, and as a result her relatively modest 36C breasts looked positively enormous on her tight, slight frame. It did not help that her upbringing had her rather convinced that a single woman ought not to cut her hair overmuch, and so her voluminous red locks trailed far down her back in a bright, neatly arranged ponytail. 

Normally, she wore a braid or a bun, but this was supposed to be a quick task on her half-day before getting back to the office. As a result, the finely tailored edges of her luxurious hair shook just slightly above the halfway point of her toned back, like an arrow leading down to the upward tilt of her sculpted young buttocks.

And this man drank it all in. Leering at her openly. She was rather scared to look downward again to the teeming mass of his hardness; with the way his eyes gleamed as he took her body in, objectifying her totally, she was rather sure he was gathering his hard-on to full strength. 

She cleared her throat, hoping to adjust his gaze upward. But now, he just leered at her face, pretty and pale. 

“I have some questions for you,” she said finally.

His grin widened. “All right. I am single, before you ask. Recently so.”

She frowned. She was well aware of that. Before arriving here, she had gone to his house and had a brief chat with his wife. They were separated now, by the wife’s statement. She seemed rather amused that her husband was under suspicion of crimes. Pleased with herself.

“Yesterday, at City Grounds, a woman made a complaint that a vandal had come in and left her shop in disarray. But, when pressed, she couldn’t remember anyone coming in.”

“That’s a shame.”

“A bank manager reported something similar. Her office left in complete disarray. Actions she didn’t quite remember taking.”

“Actions?”

“She said she couldn’t account, at all, for the hours between noon and two o’clock, Mister Aldretti.”

He frowned slightly. 

“Why don’t you come inside?”

She did not want to. There was a visceral aroma of sex and alcohol from beyond the threshold of the doorway. It was unbecoming of a woman—even a detective—to enter such an abode. She wasn’t there to search Mr. Aldretti’s space, after all. 

But then there had been that short incident with his wife. 

Is this about his loans? I knew they weren’t legit. I knew it. I should have hung him out to dry long ago.

Distasteful though it might be, a lead could come from anywhere, and it was foolish to turn down a suspect's invitation to enter his home. An invitation was a nice workaround for a warrant, in most cases. 

“Very well.”

Inside, the office looked rather tidy, actually. Some disarray. Papers stacked messily underneath a few paperweights. Some books on finance serving as coasters. But not quite the drug-laden din of sin she realized she had been expecting. Perhaps she had been too hard on him.

And then a woman entered from the back room. Her tall heels clicked smartly on the concrete floor. She was tall, dark-haired, and enormously busty. For a moment, Catherine mistook her for Andretti’s wife—but she wasn’t quite as pretty, her eyes slightly smaller, and her nose more royal than regal. She had on a tight, tiny show girl outfit—the kind with sparkling sequins in the front, feather-tail in the back, and sexy-as-hell smoky black fishnet stockings wrapping around long, completely beautiful legs. 

“Is there anything I can fetch you, Master?”

He smiled. “No, Belle. We’re doing well. Miss Autenberry, would you like anything?”

“I told you, it’s not Miss, it’s—”

“Right.” He slapped his head. “Officer. Of course. Would you like anything?”

In his hands, he toyed with some metal object, sitting back on the desk. She couldn’t quite make out what it was. 

Her mouth was firm. “No. Some more clothes for the two of you, perhaps.”

Belle looked confused. “Master?”

“Go back,” he said. “Show Katie how to do that thing with your tongue that you did earlier, with Tasia. That was great.” As she exited, his dark face admired her ass with a somber smile. “I’ll have to remember to get them to stop calling me ‘Master’ in front of guests.”

It did not seem like he was speaking to Catherine. He barely seemed to register that she was actually there.

Whatever. She didn’t want to be there any more than he wanted her there. It would be over soon enough. She just needed his responses to these questions.

“As I was saying, Mister Andretti, the bank manager was unable to—”

“I know what you said,” he interrupted. “I’m not sure how I see the connection between the two incidents. Other than that they each might be closeted blackout drunks.”

She frowned slightly. “We have security footage of you entered the bank at eleven forty-five AM. There’s close-circuit footage of you entering City Grounds just before the barista reported her own incident. This is all coincidence? Are you telling me you didn’t see anything out of the ordinary?”

He seemed to notice something behind his desk. His cock hardened. Catherine watched the growing meat now, somewhat transfixed by his brazenness. God, help me, she thought. The sight of it made her pulse quicken so strangely. That he would be so open about it. So easy and confident, so sure of her role in submitting to whatever he might want or say... 

What he and his assistant said to one another, it didn’t seem like rehearsal or even roleplay. It seemed...more real than that. Catherine struggled. He stepped around the desk, shuffling paper around with one toe.

“If I may, how were you able to connect these two cases?” he asked.

“I...sit at the desks, most of the time. I heard the two reports come in, and I investigated. You know, like a detective?”

“I’m just sort of impressed, that’s all.”

She approached now. She told herself it was to see what he was poking at—but really, in her heart of hearts, she knew it was to see one more glimpse of that hardening, cum-coated cock. The cock that had, apparently, inspired three beautiful women to call him “Master.” What sort of luck did she have to land in such an insane parlor of perversion? 

She licked her powdery lips, cunt quivering. God, it smelled like eighteen hours of nonstop sex in here.

Not that she would know for sure what that smelled like. Catherine was a lifelong virgin.

She peeked over the desk and saw the paper he had been pushing his foot through. It was cash. He was toeing at a huge pile of cash.

All that time at the bank. The time lost. He was blackmailing them somehow. Creating a net of control. Maybe he paid off the barista, too. She had stumbled onto the plot. She had to call someone...had to...to...

The object in his hands dangled down. A pocket watch. That’s all it was. Not a weapon.

“Mr. Andretti, you’re under arrest for suspicion of...of...”

“Yes?”

He held up the watch higher, smiling. Waiting.

“What are you doing? Didn't you hear me?”

“Nothing. Just checking the time, that’s all.”

She started to laugh, despite the circumstances. “A pocket watch? Don’t you have a cell—”

There was a flash of light.

* * * * *
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THIS WAS THE BEST FUCK Catherine had ever had in her life.

It was also the first fuck she had ever had in her life. Her virginity absolutely obliterated by the incredible power of this beautiful mating. But that wasn’t nearly as important. She felt somehow aware of every possible configuration of coitus, every last position and time and ability that had been enforced and employed, every single pair of people that had joined with one another in such a complete and loving manner each one passing through her mind in the instant just before her God’s cock had shoved inside of her. 

None of it—no other couple, no other position, no other fuck—had ever been as good as what Catherine felt now. The second He entered her, she shuddered with a mindblowing orgasm, her voice rapidly hoarse from her screams of writhing, hot pleasure. 

It had been a rather simple epiphany, really. She had been in a church—somehow. She remembered arriving at the workshop of the hypnotist, but then just as suddenly as she was there she was somehow in a church. She went every Sunday, knelt and prayed for guidance and love and acceptance from her God. And as she knelt down, praying, an angel descended. A beautiful woman with jet black hair and caramel skin, her body gorgeous and naked, every inch of angelic flesh divinely attributed. And the angel whispered in her ear.

“Everything you knew about God was wrong, my darling. But I will show you the truth.”
And Catherine could only coo, mind melting in warm lakes of lust, in response. This being spoke to her—favored her. Showed her the light, the way! It was glorious. Zealous fervor filled her heart. 
Somehow she knew her new God knew about Catherine—her firm belief in the Church. Her firm beliefs in the old God and her savior. And He had taken all of that and turned it on its head, let her know how completely false every last belief she had held was. For all of those beliefs, all that mythology, had never mentioned the true God, the true savior, that powered into her willing, dripping hot no-longer-virgin cunt now with his world-ending cock.

She stared up at His magnificent, divine body, moaning in rapture, biting her lips to stop from screaming His name. That would be sacrilege. 

She had never been so full, so completed. God was inside her. But not the old, traditional god—the one she had learned about in church. No, this was some new, improved version. A modern testament of all that was manly and hot, all that deserved to feel her incredible feminine curves and flesh thrumming in need for his masculine instrument. 

She was a vessel for His will, and His will was perfection. 

“Give me your child!” she moaned, voice near delirium. “Please, my God! My God! Your child, please! In my body! Let me be the vessel! Let me, oh please, let me please!”

He turned her on one side, fucking her from a new angle. His Blessed Cock plowing deeper still into her fertile fields. His hands grabbed roughly at her tits, using them as handles to drive into her cunt. She moaned, more orgasms developing, as if on some cosmic assembly line, pushing out of her in droves.

As her eyes tried to focus somewhere, she noticed at the far end of the Temple, there was a woman watching from the window. A devastatingly beautiful woman, dark hair and green eyes, a face like a model’s, easily one of the most gorgeous Catherine had seen in her entire life. Catherine found herself attracted to her, deeply. Was that wrong? 

No. Nothing was wrong. The voice had told her so. Nothing in the world could be wrong right now. Was the watcher an angel? Did she know of the Holiness of her new God? Probably. How could someone not? Catherine screamed as another orgasm shuddered through her body. When she looked back at the window, the watcher was gone.

Just as well. Her God was approaching His orgasmic zenith. She could feel His balls slapping against her ass, so full of His Divine Will in hot, intense semen form. His hands were so rough and hot on her tits, pulling her closer to him and using those thick, hot pillows as grips. 

“Fill you,” He grunted. “Give you my fucking glory, get you fucking pregnant on the first fuck, oh shit...”

“Yes!” Her mind was adrift with pleasures and possibilities. Caring for this God's young would fulfill all her purposes as a woman. “Please, yes!”

And all around them both, a chorus of angels, other perfect servants of His, calling out his praises and begging for Him to cum in this newest of worshipers. 

“Cum in her, Lord!” they moaned. “Cum in your disciple! Cum in her body! Oh God, she needs it from you, Master!”

His thrusts became quicker and quicker, jackhammer-like, his entire being trembling and shuddering as He came inside her. It was indescribable. The warmth of divinity filling her, and so much of it! Her body trembled again and again with orgasm; it felt never-ending. She did not know where her thoughts went to. 

When she returned to herself, such that her self even was anymore, her God was above her. His Holy Rod still dripping down cum on her thighs. She felt so fertile. She was certain she was pregnant.

“Oh please, have you blessed me, my Lord? Have you given it to me? My virgin body, made just for you, just for you...”

He simply smiled and shook His head. His angels at His side kissed His naked hips and ass, and one slid over His cock, cleaning Catherine's juices off from His Holiness.

“I think I may have overdone it a little with you,” said God. “It was that cross on your wrist. The bracelet. I got inspired.” He pulled out a watch. It looked strangely familiar, though she knew she had never seen it before. “Here. Watch this very closely, all right? This is my command.”

And she watched, her body finally unclenching itself from the rigid firmament of her faith, her thoughts slowly pooling into a completely peaceful, happy puddle.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NOTHING JOAN wanted less than to give Warren the satisfaction of finding her waiting for him at her own home, like she was his secretary or some other horribly demeaning, objectifying thing.

Warren was no mystery to Joan. No mystery at all. No men were, really. They were all brutes, concerned solely with fucking and hurting, holding inane pissing contests and engaging in long philosophical discussions about the size of their members. They were auxiliary to her, outside of her purposes in every way except for how they somehow had managed to smarten up enough to know that they needed all the money and power in the world to keep holding their stupid pissing contests and cock conversations. 

Cockversations?

She pushed the thought aside. Joan normally went for any old portmanteau in a storm, but that wasn’t pressing now. 

As she didn’t want to give Warren the luxury of seeing her waiting on her, she made up a list of items she suddenly needed at the grocery store at one forty-five in the afternoon, even though she was set to meet with Warren at two. That ought to show him.

Of course, the grocery store was full of pigs as well. It always was. Joan wasn’t even dressed up for their piggish attention, but it hardly mattered. She was, she knew all too well, too good-looking to be ignored by their infernal gazes like she wanted to be. She wore tight jeans and tall wrap-around suede boots, as well as a tight flannel shirt to fight off the incumbent cold. And she wore it all for her, not for them—even if the jeans made her ass look fantastic, and even if the tightness of the flannel around her supple young breasts had been making Edith drool all day long. 

Joan and Edith worked largely from home. Twice a week they pitched in at a local donation center, and though they were on the payroll and picked up a few extra hundred dollars a month, really the reason they did the work was to give back to the community. They made it a point to spend whatever profits they made at that place back on the community—supporting small local shops, making charitable donations to city magazines or journals, and buying from farmer’s markets on the weekends.

Returning home near forty-five minutes after the scheduled time with Warren, she had a smile on her face. That would show Warren for trying to get her to be somewhere just because he asked. 

But inside, no one could be found. Joan set her bags down, a bit surprised. Had Warren left already?

Faucets in the master bath suddenly turned off. Edith walked out from the master bedroom, wiping her luscious mouth dry. Her face lit up with a smile. 

“Hi, baby!”

Edith had a penchant for flirty, tiny skirts and colorful tights. Today was no different—a taupe skirt over blue tights. She wore heels around the home—she loved heels, after several fights with her father as a teenager when he wouldn’t allow her to wear anything more liberal than a straitjacket—and her pair today had tiny sparkling buckles. The light blouse she wore was open several buttons down, and she toyed with the buttons absently, perhaps considering whether it was truly worth it to put it all back together.

“Hello, love.” Joan’s tone was serious. Edith looked sort of stoned. “I see his car. Where is he?”

“Who?”

She gave Edith a look. “Warren, of course. Is he in the garage or something? I think I have some comic books of his there. Did he finally figure out where they went?”

“Is that where those books went?”

Warren’s voice followed Edith out from the bedroom. He emerged, zipping up his pants. Edith turned to him, knees quaking. She looked for a moment like she might resist whatever strange compulsion was ruling her instincts, and then fell to the floor anyway, her fingers floating to her blouse and pulling it down. Soon, she had exposed her heavy, bra-less tits entirely. Warren stopped in front of her, frowning slightly, and took her chin in his hand.

“Now, Edith,” he shook his head. “What did I say?”

“I-I’m sorry,” she moaned. “I know you said to wait, but you’re so fucking handsome and I couldn’t wait, I couldn’t, I needed to kneel. I needed to kneel for you, I’m sorry.”

What the fuck was going on?

She had dated Edith for years and years now. They had been inseparable, practically joined at the bone, since Joan had matured as a woman. There was absolutely nothing Joan didn’t love about Edith. The flowing turn of her hair. The lovely little curve of her nose. That slight gap in her right teeth. Her pert tits, so small and easy and lovely for sucking. There was nothing—nothing—that Joan would have changed about Edith if she had been given half the chance. 

And now...this. Edith. Love of her life. On her knees in front of the one man Joan held up as a totem of hatred in her life.

Joan started to laugh. “Is this some...some joke?”

Warren looked at her. His smile cruel and small. “No joke, Joan. Edith has just revealed her love for me. Numerous times, in fact. I think we’re going to be a fine couple. What do you think?”

Edith beamed merrily at this revelation. She turned, eyes excited, to Joan and mouthed, “he said ‘couple!’”

As if this was something Joan ought to endorse.

“I don’t...” Joan’s vision swam slightly. “I need to sit down.”

The hallway was narrow. It was nothing to catch herself on one side of it. Her vision straightened slow, and it was hard to make sense of the need to breathe.

Warren’s hands were on her. “Joan, I need you to look at this.”

“What is it, Warren? Another one of your tricks?” She shook her head. 

“No trick, Joan. Something very important.”

Finally she looked. He had a watch in one hand. It swung just slightly.

“Edith’s been telling me you’ve been reading quite a lot of Ancient Roman history lately. Shall we find out how much you can remember?”

“I don’t...” the watch was so shiny. So lovely. “I don’t under...stand...”

And her brain...turned away.

It was the best way to describe it. It was like she had been on guard her entire life, showing everyone her strongest force first. Every thought, every expression, every action a maniple from a legion with shields up and spears out. And suddenly, all that carefully crafted security turned to the side, exposing her flanks. Every last one of her weaknesses was bare to him.

And bit by bit, he began to take them away. Every last soldier turning and retreating.

There was a long-standing fear of abandonment. It was rooted under and dug out like a weed. 

There was a deep-rooted dislike of males for their tendency to wander from partner to partner without any real commitment. Plucked like a thorn from a vine. 

There was a years-long conviction that she had to be more important than anyone else she came across, because then it wouldn’t matter if they left or not. Squashed, spread thin, and then scraped away like a bug on concrete.

One by one she felt her soldiers falling away. Reduced to nothing. Leaving only the standard bearer—her consciousness itself—open to exposure. And the standard bearer knelt on the ground, yielding to the attacking force completely. Eyes wide, mouth open, begging to be taught. To be indoctrinated in the ways of her conqueror. It was her—her in that hot mockery of a Legionary’s armor. The chain mail just a skirt around her slender torso. Tight leather corset pushing up her ample tits for display. Her body was really made for display. She thought she was a fighter, but she wasn’t. 

She was a pleaser. 

She always, always wanted to please—and especially Warren. Not all men, just him. He was so attractive. So wonderful to her. How had she noticed that before? She had been too uptight. Too stuck-up. To afraid of her own feelings for him. Those awful, spiteful feelings had surrounded her like protectors, but really they were prison guards. Keeping her pinned in. It was her attraction for Warren that would set her free and let her lead her legions of good feelings like she wanted.

And of course Edith fought with her. They were on the same army. She had to trust Edith completely. Her darling Edith, always so good and true—they would share everything. They could share their love however they wanted.

All these soldiers the two of them. They probably all had perfectly good bodies. Strong bodies. Hard bodies. 

And cocks.

And there was one in particular, one better than the rest, one that she truly needed to focus on more than any other. She could see this perfect soldier, this emperor, just on the blurry cusp of her vision, slowly becoming clear—the man she would worship above all others...

Ringing filled the air. Its high tones made everything glimmer out of focus. The perfect, soldier-filled world she had around her began to waver and throb. And then suddenly, an echoing, cavern-filling voice broke harshly across the battlefield. 

“What do you mean, now? We agreed to seven. Unless—”

The words were sharp, tearing. Joan’s mind broke from the happy conquered field of battle, a smile on every one of her soldier’s faces. Slowly, the world returned to view. First, her mind’s eye retreated from the bloodless scene of battle, leaving only a white light behind. And then the light retreated, returning Joan to the every day.

“Very well,” Warren continued. “If it has to be now. That's fine. I'm coming over.”

Edith was on her knees, lightly stroking the cock of her brother Warren. Warren was on the phone. Her fingers pushing up in her own pussy as she served him. God, he had a very big, big dick. Wasn’t it handsome? Dicks were so very handsome. Why hadn’t she noticed how lovely they were before?

It was just lovely that Edith was stroking him like that. Not Joan’s preference, but Warren did deserve quite a bit. And Edith was very pretty. She could hardly blame him for taking someone so pretty and putting her to good use.

“Edith...take care of our girl, here. Make sure she’s happy.” He shook his head. “I hate to cut this short, girls, but I've got to go. The wife wants a word.”

Joan's mind wasn't put together enough for her to protest. If it was, she would have. All she wanted to do was sit and admire Warren's cock. Tell him how great he was for having it. Just to hold it in her hands, her very first cock in her hands, even if just for a little bit...

From across the hall, Edith slid her fingers out of her pussy and licked them, giggling mischievously. Edith used to never want to finger or even lick Edith. She was a pillow-queen, always demanding attention, never volunteering pleasure for others. 

“Master said to take care of you. So, I'm going to take care of you. Just relax.”

She pushed Joan back on the floor. The rug underneath her was soft and fluffy. Edith, suddenly, was delighted to service Joan's pussy. Her tongue slid over Joan's folds slowly, circling in on her clit. Soon, she had found it, and Joan's world lit on fire. 

Edith's single-minded determination to make her cum was brand new. Joan's legs wrapped around the torso of her long-time lover, amazed at the effect of the soft, happy, moaning licks that Edith delivered. Her skin tingled with the need for more. 

Before, Edith had only spent maybe three-to-four minutes on Joan's pussy before demanding her own pleasure for up to half-an-hour. Edith now was approaching the ten minute mark, and showed no times of stopping. 

And all because of Warren and his orders.

It was a welcome change. One of many.

* * * * *
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WARREN SMILED. SHE was in his complete control, mouth hanging open, eyes transfixed upon the swinging watch. 

“You’ll never leave your husband. You love him far too much. He’s everything to you. In fact, you don’t even mind if he cuckqueans you a bit. Certainly you’ve earned that. You’ll let him know how he deserves to fuck other women if he wants. You’ll help him. He deserves it. You love him so much.”

He stopped the swinging watch and placed it back into the small box he had brought with him. The woman—a neighbor of his (or would it be former neighbor?)—had been crying on her phone just minutes before. Almost in hysterics, talking on the phone to her sister or mother.  Without thinking much, Warren had walked into her house, hung up the phone, and promptly hypnotized her into telling him all her problems.

The husband slept around and drank too much, apparently. Warren firmly believed that that was only because she wasn’t providing a good enough home for the husband to come to. If he was having his cock sucked or pleased every waking moment he was at home, there would be no reason to stray. Certainly, if Melinda had been that way with him, he wouldn't be doing what he was now, would he?

The housewife was pretty enough, if not the glamour-model type that Warren went for. And deserved, he reminded himself, drawing up straight. 

Slowly, the woman—her name was Ramona? Rebecca? He couldn’t keep track—began to come out of her trance. Smiling. Happy. She'd never let any amount of drinking or sleeping around hurt her again. He'd done the poor girl a favor, really. More than ever, she was aware of and completely embraced her place. 

Warren kissed her on the head and stepped out, walking the rest of the way to his own house. Melinda’s house. It would be his again soon. He’d make her beg to give everything back to him. He’d even be nice about it. She wouldn’t have to hurt the way he did. 

Warren could feel the allure of the power getting away from him. He didn’t much care. It was far too fun to use and abuse. Anything he did, he could undo. He had proven that with the bank manager, with the barista, and now with a cop. It was easy to take, easy to give back. 

He wondered still about the white room. What would the combination be—his new watch and his mind-numbing white room? 

The white room was an experiment he had created back when he had aspirations of being a hypnotic therapist. The notion was to strip away all ideas of the conscious, all ideas of the subconscious, and leave only the pale fire force of the soul behind. It was, perhaps, dangerous, but worth exploring. Before, when he had tried it, his patients had left almost like zombies. It had taken hours for them to return to themselves.

But in that state, that perfect state of unawareness, if he combined that with the powers of the watch, how deep might he be able to delve into the primordial state of the human mind? What would be waiting there? What could he discover?

What could he control?

He knocked, but the door pushed forward, already open. Ready for his arrival.

Inside, Melinda sat down. It was eerily similar to the scene two days prior, but there were a few differences.

She sat at the position he had taken this time, opposite of where she was before. Whereas that day she had been wearing black, as if going to a funeral, now she wore a crimson dress—shorter than the one before, with a more generously flirtatious cut around her substantially gifted chest. Her legs were no longer bare, but instead decorated in smoky stockings, and tall, sexy heels adorned her feet.

His wife looked, for lack of a better term, ready to fuck. His cock suddenly pushed hard and out, bulging evident in his tight pants. 

God, she was gorgeous. She had always been so, so gorgeous. That's why he had let her walk all over him for so long.

He wanted her so bad. It was all he could do not to take out his watch right there and watch as her perfectly sculpted face went completely blank.

“Thank you for meeting with me, Warren.” She moved to one side on the couch. “Please, won’t you have a seat?”

“Certainly.”

He held up the box. “I have a gift for you.”

She studied it just for a moment before pushing his wrist down, and the box with it. “Please, may I speak first? And then you’ll show me what you’ve got?”

Warren's alarms started ringing. There was something up. But she was so earnest, so eager...he could not deny her. He had never been able to. 

“Very well.”

“This has all gone so very sideways.” She shook her beautiful head. Her dark hair glimmered lusciously. “I have something to tell you.”

He’d waited only a few seconds now, but it was far too long—there was something going on, and unless he took her mind now, he wouldn't have another chance. He felt certain of it. 

“That’s fine.” He nodded. “I have something to tell you, Melinda.” His hand hovered over the box. 

“I was so wrong, Warren.”

His fingers closed around the lid of the box. “You were so wr—what?”

“Wrong. I was wrong to hurt you. I was...I was really, truly confused. I never should have done what I did. Said what I did. It was all terribly unfair to you.”

Suspicion assailed him. He knew his wife was intelligent. What was she up to, here? 

But...maybe he should listen. Fuck, she was pretty when she was apologizing. He wanted to kiss her horribly. He should listen, just for a while. He could use the watch whenever he wanted. 

“Two days ago you stomped on my heart like it was a bug. What’s changed?”

“I had...” she turned away, her perfect jaw working slowly. “I had an experience, last night. With the other one. It was...unfortunate.”

Anger arrived in Warren, hard and immediate.

“What happened? Did you hurt you? Did he—did he hit you, Melinda?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.” There were tears in her glimmering green eyes. “Please. Let’s just...can’t it be you and me, again? We needn’t worry about the money. We’ll figure out some way around it.”

“You’re right. We don’t have to worry about money.”

“What?”

“I...I got some. Earned some. A big advance,” he lied, “for the show on Friday. A sudden swell of interest.”

“You got all the money you needed to pay off the loans?” She looked dubious and yet—he thought—hopeful.

“I did.”

“That’s...” she smiled. “That’s wonderful, dear. I’m so proud of you.”

He had no idea how much he had been longing to hear those words from her mouth. And yet all the same her lack of questions should have made him question more. But then she slipped her hands up to her dress and quickly undid the clasp that kept her breasts in place. Exposing gentle, perky, perfect breasts. Saliva hit his mouth, warm and sudden. God, he wanted her. And now.

The box with the watch fell to the ground. Later. He could do it later. Now he wanted her, the woman he had married.

Their bodies were entangled instantly, hands running through hair, heavy moans and hot breath pushing on one another with relish. 

It was hard to recall the last time she had been so passionate. Her fingers sliding into his pants so immediately, tugging at his already hard, pre-cum wet cock. She jerked him skillfully, knowingly, like only a wife could, and as she kissed him she led him back into the bedroom. Their bedroom.

She took him down into the bed, pulling him on top of her. They tangled in the sheets for several moments, kissing madly, before finally she ended up on top. Her dress half on, the fabric gathering around her slender waist. Her heat was tangible, filling the space between them. That soft, tight slit hovering just above his already fully-hard cock. 

With a shuddering moan, she lowered down and his member sank slickly into her entrance. The thought that his cock was still probably warm and tainted with the cunts of other women made his heart throb wildly. He’d make her want that. He’d make her okay with it.

After this. After this perfect, beautiful moment with his wife. 

Her thighs were strong, her torso built solid and tight. With all this easy, hot muscle strength at her disposal, she milked him beautifully, working up and down on his manhood. Her face a mask of orgasmic pleasure.

“G-God!” she moaned, sounding genuinely surprised. “Fuck! You’re s-so hard, so big!”

For his own part, he pushed his hips upward, wanting to get deeper and deeper in. Fucking her as much as he could with all the potency of a man who had regained what he thought he lost. 

“You're so beautiful, Melinda,” he grunted. “Oh fuck, I love you.”

She pulled him in for a kiss, their tongues melding. Her tits crushed against his chest as she continued to bounce softly up and down his rod. Her tunnel was tight and warm, wrapping like a hot glove around his member. His skin felt electric, his muscles bunching together and holding his woman tight.

He was going to cum soon. There was nothing for it. She was so beautiful, and this was the last thing he had expected after spending all day almost fantasizing of owning his wife completely. To have her love, her real love again, it was too much for him. A pistoning sensation of pleasure erupted from his belly, pushing his cock up into her warm, waiting cunt. His cum just seconds away. 

But she was right there with him, at the edge herself. His cock, already so deep and hard, pushed in on her in all the ways she needed. 

Shuddering, she came and fell down on top of him. His hips still thrust up, ready to release now, and just as she reached the end of her climax he shot his deep load into her cunt, the bulk of it hitting on her g-spot and rebounding her body through waves of pleasure.

Slowly, she rubbed her tight, beautiful body against his, her cunt tightening once more on his still-hard cock. 

“That was good, baby” she whispered in his ear, as they began to doze. “Very, very good.”

Before he drifted off, he couldn't help but think she sounded a bit surprised.

* * * * *
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WARREN WOKE EARLY THE next morning, completely replenished. He hadn’t realized quite how exhausted his attentions to all his new girls had made him.

God, they would be wondering where he was, probably. He’d told them to pleasure each other and rehearse until his return. He hoped they had enough soundness of mind to be able to rest when they need it. The rationalization would be easy enough—Master doesn’t want us to rehearse poorly, we need rest to rehearse well, we must rest. 

But then, he could just as easily see that train of convoluted logic going the other way—Master wants us to rehearse; we must never stop rehearsing until he says otherwise. 

His hand drifted over toward his phone, but it wasn’t near the bed like usual. 

In the living room. Right. Where all the magic had started.

God, that had been incredible. Back with Melinda, just like that—and the sex better than it had been in years.

Already this felt like a stranger’s bed, like he was staying in someone else’s house. How odd. He’d make Melinda fix that for him. She’d want him to be happy. He’d take care of that. 

It was all going to work out. He had the money to pay off the debts now. That was what she cared about most. Of course, somehow, he’d have to tell her about the watch.

Or would he? Perhaps he could just toss it some place. After re-arranging the minds of Belle, Tasia, Joan, Edith, and Katie to be perfectly discreet.

Good lord, he had gone through quite a run. He’d have to do some housecleaning, that was for sure. Make sure they were all capable without his constant attention. 

The thought of all those women cooing his name created a swelling in his loins. Fuck. So many beautiful, perfect women waiting for his command, to be told what to do just by him...

Well. If Melinda needed to have her horizons opened a bit, to let him keep one or two of them, that was his right, wasn’t it? Certainly he didn’t want to just abandon Tasia back to the misery of grieving over her dead husband. And Belle and Katie had certainly become rather more agreeable. They’d be perfect assistants. That would mean a lot of money for him, and wasn’t that most important in a marriage—providing for the family?

And god, Joan and Edith. It was a little selfish, he admitted, taking Edith. But he would be hard-pressed to relinquish control of Joan. And the two were sort of a package deal at this point. 

What if he just hypnotized Melinda and sounded her out? Got her honest thoughts about the situation without letting her remember that she told him? 

A fair compromise. Marriage was built on compromise, after all. 

And if she didn’t like what he had done, he could take care of that easy enough.

Where was Melinda? He didn’t hear the shower running. It wasn’t like her to wake so early—it was still a little dark outside. She usually slept in late, though she was rather hard-working in virtually every other respect.

He walked back to the living room to grab the watch from the box. “Dear? Would you mind coming here a moment? I’ve got something to show you...”

But instead, in the box was a note:

––––––––
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WARREN,

I know about the watch. I know what it does; I know what you’ve done. I saw you.

Last night was a nice goodbye, and that’s all.

This is your one warning: Fuck. Off. 

Or I will make your life hell.

−  Melinda

––––––––
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WELL, THOUGHT WARREN. Shit.

Barely did he have time to process what the note said when someone knocked hard on the door. Oh, fuck, he thought. His stomach immediately ground up inside his body. Was it cops again? He’d have to be on his best behavior. 

He knew he had taken care of Catherine well—she was attracted to him, even a little devoted to him in case he needed her later—but maybe he had forgotten to work over some part of the religious obsession he had given her. Maybe she had taken to preaching in the streets. Maybe there was a whole team of cops outside, ready to bust his head in for what he had done to their own. 

The door thumped again, more insistent this time.

“I know you’re in there! Come on! Open up.”

The voice sounded familiar. Not the cops? He opened the door. 

“Hello, Warren.”

“Larry?”

His loan shark, Larry, stood on his porch with a beautiful young brunette in a tight yellow dress. She looked like a porn star or a hooker, her tits on display in the shiny vinyl of her outfit, her hair dolled up and teased out to make herself look as sexified as possible.

“Larryyyy,” the woman whined. “You said you were gonna take me to brunch. I got dressed up.”

“Barbara, you be quiet.” The brawny man glowered. “Elsewise, you ain’t going nowhere.”

The babe opened her mouth as if to dispute him, and then she suddenly thought better of it.

“Okay, Larry.”

Almost, Warren saw Larry lose his temper—as if even that little bit of extra verbage was enough provocation to slap the young beauty around. Instead, though, Larry swallowed slowly and tilted his head up at Warren. 

“Enforcement time,” said Larry. “Time to enforce.”

He pushed past Warren roughly, strolling into the house. Barbara hopped after him, clearly not quite used to the extra-tall heels she had on. God, she couldn’t have been older than twenty. 

“What’s this about, Larry?” Warren shut the door behind him. “You said I had till Saturday.”

Larry nodded. “You do. You do have until Saturday. But it’s Thursday, and I haven’t heard a thing from you. So you gotta give me something to let me know you’re really serious about paying.”

“What are you...” Warren shook his head. “That doesn’t make any sense.”

“Are you calling me crazy?”

Barbara shook her head. “You shouldn’t call him crazy, Mister. He don’t like that much.”

Warren laughed nervously. This was insanity. “You’re not crazy. Nothing is...nothing is insanity.”

“So now I’m insane, is that it?”

Larry, shorter than Warren, was still much, much beefier. He backed Warren into the wall. A few shelves fell down—his and Melinda’s wedding pictures piling everywhere. Warren gulped, smiling. It was like having a rabid boxer dog at your heels. All chest power and pushing.

“Nobody’s insane. Or crazy. It’s all great. Everything’s great.”

“It don’t seem like everything is great, Warren. I don’t feel great. Barbara, how do you feel?”

“Bored! You're not even hitting him, Larry. This is boring.”

“You hear that? She's bored, and nothing is great. How is it great right now, Warren? Tell me how it’s great.” 

Panicking, Warren finally latched onto the nugget of solution that had been probing at his consciousness since he saw Larry at the front door. “I have your money!” He laughed, nervous and high-pitched. “I have it. Your money. I’ve got it.”

“Really?” He seemed surprised. “You got it? Now? Here?” He looked around.

“No. I mean, yes. I have it, but it’s just not here. You see—”

Larry punched him in the stomach and Warren doubled over, catching himself just barely on the table. Barbara gasped, her face lighting up with glee. 

“Don’t fucking feed me that line. ‘I’ve got it, Larry. Just give me a day or two.’ ‘Don’t you worry, I’ll get you the money. Just let me have some time.’ I’ve heard it all, Warren.”

“No, really...it’s not time I need. It’s just, it’s in another place, so I guess I do need time to get there, but—”

Larry raised his fist again for hitting. Warren threw his hands up in surrender.

“You’re right,” he nodded. “Yup. You said it. Totally right. I don’t have it right now. That’s my bad. I’m sorry. I wasn’t trying to mislead you.”

“I’m gonna mislead your face you talk to me about money again without having none in your hands, you understand that?”

Warren did not, literally, but he had a literate enough mind to know what the colorful language meant. 

“Of course. Sorry.”

Larry left the room for a few minutes, leaving Warren alone with Barbara. She refused to look at him, rolling her eyes a bunch and twisting her lips this way and that. Her face bored, empty. Finally, Larry walked back into the living room with Melinda’s jewelry box.

“I’m gonna take this,” said Larry. 

“That’s my wife’s jewelry.”

“Ain’t it, though? How about it, Barbara? You like this?”

Barbara looked through it, multi-colored hoops jingling softly on her wrists. “It’s okay. It’s kind of like, old people’s stuff, though.” She made a face at Warren, sympathetic. “Or 'mature.' Is that better, hon?”

Warren was despondent. If they took Melinda’s stuff, she would blame him. And if she thought he was fucking with her life, she would try and fuck with his...and she had the watch.

“Come on. Don’t take that. How about the television, huh? It’s a flat screen.”

“Flat screen?” Barbara’s face lit up momentarily. Warren’s hopes soared. “Is it smart?”

“Smart?”

She nodded, enthused. “Yeah! Does it like, stream movies and stuff?”

“No. There’s...it’s got a DVD player, though.”

“DVD?” Barbara blanched. “All the good ones have Blu-Ray. And the really good ones stream. It’s junk. It’s all junk, Larry. He’s just some junk man. Can we go?”

Larry frowned. “I’m taking the jewelry.” He shook the box. “You want it back, make sure to have my money.”

“You were already gonna break my legs, weren’t you? Why do you have to take the jewelry too?”

“You’re trying to set terms with me, magician? Is that what you’re doing?”

“No, Larry, I just—”

The loan shark smacked him across the face. Barbara squealed with delight, rubbing herself into his arm.

“Oh my god, Larry!” she giggled. “You’re such an animal. Can we skip brunch, maybe?” 

Her legs squirmed against the loan shark's thigh. His beating forgotten, Larry walked out with his date, his hand sliding up into Barbara’s ass-crack from underneath her tight little dress. 

The beautiful broad probably didn’t know it—or maybe she did, who knew—but she had just saved Warren a beating. He promised himself to go easy on her mind later once he had his watch back. 

But first, somehow, a plan had to be made.

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, A PLAN HAD to be made. Catherine didn’t know what to do about that, exactly.

She had taken the day off from the department. Her lieutenant seemed disappointed, but Catherine insisted she had the flu. 

The excuse seemed to work—that, or she showed up on time so often otherwise that he seemed not to care—and so now, on her own time, she drove back to the warehouse where she met Mr. Andretti. It was the middle of the afternoon, and her mind hadn’t been able to rest since the day before when she had left the warehouse in a blind, stumbling haze. It had taken her thirty minutes just to remember how to turn her car on.

Submission. She had tasted it now. She couldn’t remember much of it, really. All she knew for certain was that every blindingly hot moment of orgasm that she had ever experienced, every feeling of guilt and self-hatred that she’d had in her bed alone at night for fucking herself silly with her fingers, every last little fantasy she’d had of absolutely and totally surrendering her will over to the care and love of a Lord and Savior...

Somehow, it had been activated there, in that place. At Andretti’s workshop.

After the meeting with him, she’d promptly gone home, slipped her fingers into her cunt, attached her thumb to her clit, and forgot about every last little thing that wasn’t submitting gloriously to some inconceivably hot being.

There was no memory—in images, at least—of what had happened to her at the workshop. She tried again and again to recall it, but all that did was make her horny. All she knew for certain was that she had submitted absolutely, and that it had been brilliant. Perfect. Transcendent. And she wanted more.

She knocked at the door once again. More timid this time. She had dressed prettily as she knew how, in a knee-length yellow skirt that hugged her ass; her red hair pinned up in an elaborate bun. The pale nature of her skin made brighter colors better for showing off—she had on a sky blue blouse as a result, her breasts mushed together in a hastily-bought push-up bra for just this occasion. 

Andretti answered the door. Her heart started racing. Pouty lips pursed, quivering. Needy.

“Oh god,” he put his hand to his face. “I should have expected this.”

“I’m sorry?”

“You’re here to...arrest me, right? Something like that?”

“Why would I arrest you?”

“Because you’re...never mind. Come in.”

She came inside. 

“I’m not here to arrest you, Mister Andretti. I’m here on my own time. I...something happened yesterday, and I—”

There were shouts in the back. Shouts of pleasure, exultant and almost mad. Her words trailed off, and she looked fearfully up at the hypnotist.

“Rehearsal,” he explained, voice lame.

“I just have a few questions to circle back to, Mister Andretti.”

“Please,” he touched her hand. “Call me Warren.”

He watched her visibly shudder. “P-please, Mister An—Warren. Don’t do that.”

She took several steps back. Her pale skin flushed with sudden desire.

It must have been empowering for him to see that effect that he had on a woman. Certainly he began to smile. Any hesitation he had initially began to fade away, and once more he became the arrogant, cocksure hunk she had seen yesterday.

“Why don’t I introduce you to everyone?” he asked. “They could, perhaps, answer your questions better than I.”

“But I—oh.”

He took her by the arm and led her to the warehouse in the back. Waiting there were several beautiful young women—all of them with smiles on their faces. A tall black woman in violet lingerie; a straw-blonde and a busty dark-haired beauty in matching pink stripper outfits, complete with platform heels; a Scandinavian-ish blonde wearing plaster-tight jean shorts and a too-small tee-shirt; and a petitely ravishing dark-haired, green-eyed who looked strangely out of place in her expensive, sexy black cocktail dress.

“I suppose you ought to meet the crowd,” he said, smiling dumbly. “There’s Edith, Joan, Belle, Tasia, and Katie. Girls, this is Catherine.”

The five girls waved to Catherine. Everyone but the one named Joan seemed gleeful that she was there. Joan, though, had flashes of jealousy in her eyes.

“Another, is it?” Joan tsked. “Is she necessary, brother? I wanted some time to speak with you alone.”

“This is a policewoman, Joan. You’ll be polite.”

“Detective,” Catherine muttered, but there was no strength behind it. 

Joan was adamant, however.

“I want to talk to you at home, Warren. I don’t like...I don’t like being around these girls. I know you trust them, and they’re important to you, but...but I want to talk to you at home, please? I have to be alone with you.”

Warren looked conflicted. Like he had lost something important.

“Very well. Come on, then. But, Edith is coming too.”

The tall, statuesque blonde jumped merrily at the mention of her name, tits bouncing up and down in her tiny shirt. 

Joan smiled at getting her way. “Naturally.”

The stepbrother and stepsister hooked arms together—and wasn't that rather strange?—and began to leave. When they were almost out the door, Catherine realized she had to say something. She wasn’t just some object to be forgotten—not truly. Was she? She wasn’t, was she? No, no, she wasn’t an object, even if the thought of that made her heart feel on fire and her pussy was chanting out pulses of pleasurable assent at the thought.

Catherine cleared her throat. “Mister Aldretti, if I may...?”

He stopped, clearly annoyed. Whatever his sister wanted to “talk” about, he seemed very happy to engage in the conversation. 

“Oh, god. Fine. Listen, girls?”

The ones in the assistant outfits—Tasia, Belle, and Katie—all perked up. 

“Take care of her, will you? Just...keep her busy, yeah?”

He touched Catherine's shoulder, and she nearly collapsed to her knees from the sudden intake of pleasure. “I’m sorry about this,” he said, hands drawing up to her cheeks. She moaned softly. “I’ll be with you in...in a little while, okay? If you’ll stick around. You’ll stick around, won’t you?”

There was no mention of time, how long she might have to wait. But of course she assented.

She watched him leave, looking at his backside wistfully. What a nice butt he had. God, she wanted to touch him. She could still feel the warmth of his hands on her cheeks.

Fingers landed on her shoulders, turning her around. Katie, Tasia, and Belle all waited, their cleavage on display in their tiny little outfits. Tasia took the lead, beckoning the other girls forward. All of them with hot, predatory looks in their eyes. Belle pushed her hands over Catherine's shoulders, tugging gently at her blouse. Katie did the same on the other shoulder. Tasia, smiling, in control, began slowly to unbutton her blouse. Catherine felt horribly, completely out of control.

And she loved it.

“Catherine,” said Tasia. “Catherine, Catherine. Catty Cat Cat.”

Tasia giggled, and the other girls giggled with her.

“I...yes?”

“We have to take care of you now.”

Their arms looped into hers. The three of them so strong, operating as if entirely one unit, one mind. Catherine's body felt like it was one flame, burning and consuming every sensation. A fire that needed a constant intake of fuel. They tugged her down toward a chair.

“Stop this.” Catherine’s voice became high in pitch. Even she didn't think she was convincing. “It’s not...you can’t do this. I’m the police!”

“Master said to take care of you,” Belle whispered in her ear. “We’re going to take care of you.”

“H-hey,” Catherine tried to struggle. She did. She truly did. But she couldn’t fight them.

She couldn’t fight herself. 

They tied her to the chair with thick, soft, velvety ropes, and then walked further back into the warehouse, disappearing behind a corner. She could hear their giggles. The warehouse, so large and open, was made for reverberating soft sounds like kisses and licks.

But only thirty seconds had passed before Warren returned into the warehouse, whistling happily. He shuffled through a small pile of belongings near the door.

“Forgot my keys, sorry.”

Then he stopped and turned.

“They tied you up?” He shook his head.

“Girls!” 

In seconds, the three slaves surrounded him, on their knees again. Tasia had lost her bra, her dark nipples fully erect in front of her Master.

Master. That's what he was to them. It was so obvious. Catherine gulped, fine neck muscles pulsing. Fuck, but she wanted what they had. 

“Why did you tie up this police officer?”

Detective, Catherine thought furiously, though for some reason or another she couldn’t dare to raise her voice in front of this perfect hunk. Especially not now that she was tied up. Restrained. Bound. Helpless. At his mercy. Her knees quaked inward, and she struggled not to knock them together.

Made to submit, whether she wanted to or not. Accepting or not. Her state was a state of submission and helplessness, and there was no amount of thinking or wishing that would change it. She would be better off just by accepting it. 

Her state was submission; she had submitted. It was that simple. Like math. If submission was on one side of the equation, then submission had to be on the other, no matter the factors or symbols surrounding either. 

“You told us to take care of her, Master.” Tasia raised one elegant eyebrow, casting an amused eye at Catherine. “Now, she’s taken care of.”

Warren put his hands on his hips, shaking his head. “Now you’ve done it. God. I thought I could have a little more time.”

He walked over to Catherine slow and got down to one knee. It was a place that seemed intensely wrong for a man of his obvious power and stature.

“I’m really sorry about this,” he said with a smile.

Catherine's voice was small. “So, you’ll let me go?”

It would have been the worst thing in the world if he did that.

He made a face. “Not quite the time for that, is it? No harm will be done to you. But I have a few things to take care of, and frankly, overeager though they are, my girls are right. You’re a loose end. I’ve got to keep you under wraps.”

“P-police,” she said, trying to help. “They’ll look for me, and...”

It seemed as though he thought she was still trying to leave. “You said you were here on your own time. That means you didn’t report it in. Doesn’t it?”

“Y-yes.” Her eyes fell.

God, why was she so turned on? So completely at his mercy, so utterly honest and open. 

“Thank you for telling the truth. Let me ask you for another. Would you like to watch my girls pleasure one another while you’re tied up?”

No. No no no no that’s wrong wrong wrong no I can’t I won’t I—

“Y-yes!” she nodded urgently. “Ver-very much. Yes. They’re so...pretty. So glamorous.”

He smiled and placed a gentle kiss on her forehead. A knowing, intimate gesture. Catherine could not stop her body from heating up even more, could not stop the moan that fled from her mouth, could not stop herself from needing his touch again. But Warren guided his slaves forward to Catherine's position, trading long kisses with each of them. Jealousy burned in Catherine's chest. How she wanted what they had!

“Take turns with each other, ladies. Be gentle with the poor officer, but don’t untie her for any reason. If she needs to cum, help her out. And rest when you need it. That means all of you. I want you in tip-top shape for tomorrow.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison. Their eyes turned lasciviously toward the restrained Catherine. “Of course, Master.”

Warren left, then, a big smile on his face. 

Belle, Katie, and Tasia got down on their knees and crawled until they were in front of Catherine’s urgent, needy gaze. And then they began to undress and adore one another’s bodies, inching ever closer to Catherine's needy cunt.

Her first lesbian experience with so many, all at once. When Tasia—and of course it was Tasia, who had been sending little “fuck me” glances at Catherine since she arrived—finally pulled Catherine's panties down and administered her loving, knowing tongue to Catherine's pussy, the redhead came almost immediately.

It was sensational. Her body convulsed in the chair, every muscle tightening and then relaxing. A hot ball of pleasure sped from her toes to her forehead and back again before finally settling in her midsection and blossoming outward like a flower. Her wetness against Tasia's face was evident, small sounds of schlicking and sliding as Catherine moaned out her pleasure.

The feeling didn't seem to end, and Catherine noticed after a moment that was because Tasia had slipped her fingers into her while she worked, pressing them gently upward into Catherine's g-spot. And even still, continuing her licks. But these were physical concerns with the physical world. Catherine operated now on what only could be thought of as the pleasure world. Every breath was orgasmic. Every heart beat was bliss. Every neuron firing across her brain was a gentle lick of the rapturous lollipop that had become her body. 

Time lost meaning. Her sight faded. All she knew was blinding, white-hot pleasure. It swallowed her entire being up. Her voice became hoarse with the effort of screaming her love for the sensation. Her every muscle felt like liquid, her torso floating in clouds with the other limbs along for the ride.

Finally, the feeling subsided, and Catherine looked down to see the three gathered slaves with rather surprised looks on their faces. God, she thought she would never come back. She had been there for months in that place, that perfect blissful place.

“What did you do, Tasia?” Belle asked. 

“I just...licked her and fingered her a little. Like for two seconds. You saw.”

Catherine moaned. She thought they had worked on her for days at least.

But now, Tasia smiled, lowering her head again. The other slaves pushed inward, sliding their mouths over her breasts and neck.  That end-all, be-all orgasm was only the beginning for Catherine, and the night was young. 

* * * * *
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EVERYONE HAD ARRIVED at Melinda's house precisely on time. Carlos, her tall, dark-haired paramour, had even arrived early. That was just lovely. 

Melinda knew she was a woman who inspired punctuality. To be late would be akin to insulting her, and men always fell all over themselves to avoid insulting her. It was an advantage she had as a beautiful woman in a world full of men who treasured beautiful women above any other material object, and it was an advantage she took to heart and never took for granted. 

Except, of course, when it was really, really fun to do so.

The men she had invited to dinner had taken their places around the table. Perhaps they were wondering why—as Melinda had offered to cook them dinner—there were no cooking smells emanating from the suspiciously clean kitchen. 

Or, perhaps not. She suspected Harrington, red-faced and balding, was a high-functioning alcoholic, and there was plenty of wine available. He had already gone through three glasses in his fifteen minutes present. The other two—her lover Carlos and the banker Chandler—seemed too busy staring at Melinda’s expansive tits in her tiny little dress to notice little things like the hunger brewing in their stomachs. 

Her dress was made for her to be stared at. She was rather glad it was doing its job. The lovely deep red fabric was cinched tight around her waist like a corset, small ribs of fabric clinging to her torso and pushing her enormous tits up and out. They were on display, and if the display in the dress wasn’t enough to convince the men of that, then her necklace was—a glimmering, shiny thing that wrapped her neck with long, delicate fingers of gold resting on top of the twin globes she sported so enthusiastically. But not a single part of her was to be outdone—tall black heels on her feet, costing several hundred dollars each, pushed her legs on display, straightening their lovely surface and amplifying the naturally high bump of her sumptuous young ass. 

Chandler had already spilled a little wine on himself when Melinda bent over to refill the glass of Carlos. His eyes mooning over her enormous pillowy tits. It was possible, even probable, that she could have gotten everything she wanted from these men with just looks alone. But it would have taken a little more time. And certainly, it wouldn’t be nearly as fun.

Yes—fun. She knew what the watch did. Annihilating wills. Erasing minds. The thought excited her deeply. All that control. No one would ever be able to tell her no, or to leave her out in the cold for days at a time. No one would forget to feed her or make her practice dance in drug-fueled marathon sessions. No one would ever be able to hurt her again. She pushed the thoughts of her parents aside, and focused on the men in front of her.

Harrington looked a bit like her father, she noticed. In fact, they all rather did—that same balding spike around their forehead, the long shape of their jaws. Nothing like Warren's easy, handsome face—and hadn't that been why she found herself with him in the first place? 

At any rate, a cold, steel grip wrapped around her heart—this was for her own good. This would be wonderful. Satisfied that she was mentally prepared for the leap into destroying wills and minds, she clapped her hands together and positioned her purse at the end of the table in front of her. In the purse was the watch.

“I am sure that you all are, naturally, wondering why you’re all here.”

The men all nodded. 

Carlos was a highly successful architect in Chicago. She had met him—and convinced him that an affair with her was a perfectly natural, wonderful thing to do—about six months before. Their sex sessions had been rather tepid, actually, especially compared to the gusto that Warren brought to the table, but that was hardly the point. The point was that he was rich and connected, and was a way for the ascending Melinda to continue moving up. 

Harrington was Melinda’s boss. The top architect in Alder City. He was responsible for a number of bridges and buildings—or rather, his firm was, while Harrington ruled it with a drunkenly iron fist. He was naturally suspicious, and fired anyone who became too ambitious, after discrediting them of course. 

She had convinced Harrington to invite his friend, an investment banker by the name of Chandler, to the dinner as well. Chandler was an older gentleman with steel gray hair, perfectly parted down to one side. His suit looked like it had cost as much as Melinda's house. 

Melinda reached into the purse and withdrew the watch, looking at its engravings with some slight curiosity before returning her gaze to the gathered men. 

She had promised Harrington she had a remarkable business opportunity for all of them. Which was sort of true. She did have a business opportunity for them to participate in, it was just that it would exclusively benefit her.

“I’m sure you’re waiting for dinner. Hungry, even. But, you see, that’s just not terribly important to me.” She smiled broadly, toying with the watch in her hands. “Carlos, you’re a terrible lover. Mister Harrington, I think you have tremendous talent, but the way you run your office is a shit-show. And I’m going to make sure you stop telling me to ‘smile, sweetheart!’ all the time. And Mister Chandler...” she just sighed a bit. “Well, you’re here because you’re rich from investment banking. So, I’m sure it comes as no surprise to you to imagine that I have rather little sympathy for the your hard work or how you’ve earned your money. Your kind are ruining this country.”

They all bristled. Harrington even stood up. Chandler laughed, as if it were some joke—he’d heard it all before—but there was true hate in his eyes. Carlos was wide-mouthed, wavering in his chair.

“Y-you said I was the best you ever had?” Carlos stumbled.

“None of that is really material to my proposal,” said Melinda, ignoring Carlos. “I just wanted to say it to you at least once.”

Harrington was incensed. “If you think for one second we would listen to any proposal from you, you’re absolutely...w-what are you doing with that?”

She swung the watch in front of them, working its happy magic. A sparking, eager light danced out from it.

The jaws of all three men hung slack. Harrington began to drool. His wine drifted to one side and then fell to the table, staining the tablecloth. She'd have to remind him to buy her another. 

Melinda’s pulse doubled. It worked. It actually worked. She’d had her doubts, or thought that perhaps there was some extra, secret trick to it. But no—it worked.

“Now,” she said with a smile. “You are all going to listen extremely carefully to what I have to say. It’s so very important to listen to beautiful women, after all. And I am, of course, the most beautiful woman in the world. Aren’t I?”

“Yesss...”

“Say it. All of you. Tell me I am the most beautiful woman in the world.”

“You’re the most beautiful woman in the world, Melinda.”

Her heart thrummed with excitement. Her entire body felt as though she had slid on top of some kind of cosmic live wire, the force of the universe humming inside of her every atom. Control. She was in control. Perfect, complete, uncontested, for the first time in her life.

“That’s very good, boys. You’re all such good boys for Mistress, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her hand came down to her clit, and slowly she began to touch herself. “Wonderful. That's so wonderful. Now, I want you all to listen very carefully...”

* * * * *
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“HERE WE ARE,” SAID Warren, driving back up the drive to Joan and Edith's house. 

Immediately, Edith led Joan back inside and into the bedroom, and Warren followed. Their asses were both so pert and fit. It was a lovely experience simply to watch their young, tight bodies in motion. 

He would have his stepsister soon. His sister. There had never been a clearer, better thought in his mind. 

Joan paced from one end of the small bedroom to the other. She wore tall heels that made her legs in her black, trim skirt look phenomenal. Edith sat with Warren on the bed, casually sliding her fingers through the sides of his hair and whispering hot nothings into his ear. Her tits pushed heavily on his arm. 

“I don’t understand any of this.” Joan shook her head. “I was so mean to you, Warren. I was mean to you for so long, but it was all really about me. My fuck-ups. My fears. It never had anything at all to do with you.”

Warren smiled. “It’s all right, Joan.”

“No, it’s not.”

She sat down next to him, opposite Edith, and put a hand on his knee. Excitement gripped his heart, pushing him inexorably toward the course that involved only his stiffening cock and his sister's cunt. 

“I’ve been talking with Edith a lot. Did you know she’s been attracted to you for like, her whole life? Since the moment she met you. That’s what she told me. She told me that she had a really hard time with it, that like, she had always self-identified as a lesbian, but with you around, it threw her entire compass into flux. And she made up for it by being with me. That way, she could be close to you and still be a total lesbian like she thought was.”

Edith nodded, her hand sliding up his other knee now. “But I’m not a lesbian, Warren.” Her voice was a soft, sensual purr in his ear. “I’m bisexual...just a really, really specific kind of bisexual.”

Of course she was. Warren had made her that way. 

Joan’s hand moved up his thigh. She was more tentative than Edith. Taking her time. Not quite so sure of what she believed. But Warren could tell she knew his expectations—she knew he was smart enough to know what was happening. And those expectations, with her new fervent desire not to let him down, combined with Edith’s presence and encouragement, pushed her ever forward. 

“We both are,” said Joan, smiling nervously. “We just want to fuck you. That’s it. No other men.”

There were a lot of ways to play this. He could have played dumb, or even romantic. Treat it like Joan was his long-lost lover. But the truth was that he never really wanted to love Joan in a romantic way, or at least, he didn’t think so. He just furiously wanted to fuck her. His desire to fuck her had taken over his whole life. Marrying Melinda. Hiring Belle. Always wanting to impress her, to please her, to make her proud to have him around. 

Proud enough that they could just talk like people.

Close enough that one day they could slip into the back and fuck like rabbits like they had always been meant to do.

They’d do it now. He wasn’t going to be done with her until her deliciously fertile body was as pregnant as he could make her. 

So no, he wasn’t going to pretend like he knew nothing of what was happening. He was going to take his right. Assert his dominance. Warren had earned it. He had earned all of this—and even if Melinda had the watch now, he had still earned Joan and Edith worshiping his cock with their sopping wet cunts.

He put a hand on Joan's face, stroking her hard cheekbones gently. “Take out my cock.”

She hesitated, looking to Edith for guidance. Edith, though, began to unzip Warren herself.

“Stop.” Instantly, Edith stopped what she was doing. “I wasn’t talking to you. I know you’ll do what I say. I want to know if Joan will.”

“I...” she laughed, sort of. “I don’t want this to be an obedience thing, Warren. I wanted it to be—”

“What you want doesn’t matter right now.”

She looked a little shocked.

Edith nodded. “I’m sorry, Joan, but he’s right. You’ve been a bitch. You’ve got to learn to obey if you really want to do him right. And you do, don’t you?”

Joan gulped and nodded. “O-okay. I just, can we take it slow? One toe at a time? Like, kissing first, and then...” she trailed off.

Warren shook his head slow. 

“There are no deals, here. You do this, and you do it how I want, or you don’t get to touch, suck, or fuck my cock at all. Is that understood?”

Her face shifted, perhaps weighing out some form of protest. But Warren could see that none could find true purchase in her mind. Even if she thought that perhaps a legitimate objection could be made, she couldn’t deny the flood of lust pulsing through her veins. She wanted him. She would obey him, if that’s what it took. 

Finally, she nodded. “Yes.”

He smiled. “Yes, what?”

There was no reason to stop pushing the envelope now. She was past the limit of stopping him. 

“Yes...Warren?” she ventured.

Of course that was wrong. He shook his head again. Edith tugged at Joan across Warren's chest, whispering in her ear. Voice low, softer than even Warren could hear at his proximity. Joan’s eyes widened with understanding, and she gulped once more.

“Yes...Sir. I understand, Sir.”

Her hands reached for his cock again, but again, he pushed them away. The skin so soft and smooth. Fuck, but he wanted her. His bulge pulsed forward under his pants. Edith whimpered, eyes fixating on the push of growth. Little droplets of drool fell to the bedding from her mouth.

“I want you to ask for it. Beg for it. Don’t leave me with any doubt.”

Pride showed on Joan's face, fierce lines forming around her mouth and eyes. But Edith slid across the bed and pushed into Joan, kissing at the side of her head, her neck and ears. 

“Do it, please, Joan? Please beg him. I need to see it so, so bad. I need to please him, won’t you please? I’m so fucking horny right now...”

Nodding slowly, Joan shuddered, her hands running over Warren’s thick bulge. The flesh so close to her fingers. Tantalizing her, confounding her.

“Please, Warren? Sir? Baby?” she gulped. “Please, Sir? Let me touch it? Let me please you, Sir? I want to so bad. I need to. I can’t believe how much I need to taste your cock, Sir. It’s...it’s right there and I need it, Sir, please? Please won’t you let me taste my...m-my brother’s cock, Sir?” 

That excited him. Her confirmation of the inherently taboo act they were participating in. She saw his excitement, a smile on her face as she rubbed him through his pants more intently now. His precum stained the fabric, wetting her fingers. 

“Yes, Sir. That’s right. I want my sister mouth on my brother’s cock. I want to show my Big Brother Sir what a good little servant I can be.”

“She’ll be a good cockwhore, Sir, I promise,” said Edith. Her nimble little hands ran over Joan’s nipples through her thin blouse, squeezing tight. “I’ll make her serve you right. I promise. Let her have her sisterslut mouth on your rod? I’ll guide her down for her first time, Sir.”

Joan was fully wrapped in the madness now. Their combined smell of their lust overwhelmed their senses. Her beautiful eyes were wild with lust. 

“Let me, Sir, please? Please. Please, please, please Warren brother baby darling Sir, won’t you please let me suck your big beautiful cock after all this time?”

He didn’t trust himself to speak without his voice catching and failing. He merely nodded and urged her head forward with his hands. Fingers sliding through that incredible dark mass of hair. His cock, unburdened from his pants, leapt upward to meet his sister's face.

Her mouth, untrained, made up for her lack of skill with hungry exuberance. Her moans were long and exultant as she sank down onto his pulsating meat. Her mouth was so warm, so tight, that every bump and contour of his flesh slid hard down her esophagus as Edith pushed her down harder. Joan gagged, loudly, and neither Edith nor Warren cared. The little bitch would have to suck it whole or nothing at all. 

When she finally was allowed to come up for air, she needed only one breath. 

“Please, more! Please, brother! I need your cock again!” 

Warren, nodded, and Edith pushed her lover down onto her Master's cock once more. They slowed the pace now, allowing Joan to find her footing in this brand new experience. Sucking a man's cock was as foreign to her as walking on the moon. As Joan worked, Edith took it upon herself to offer minute lessons, with Warren’s approval. 

“Not like that,” she’d explain, moving Joan back and taking Warren between her own lips slowly. She shifted her hair back and slid up slow and luxurious on her Master’s cock. “See? Take your time. It’s not a race.”

Ever a quick learner, Joan nodded, mimicking her lover in exactitude. 

Everyone should learn to suck cock this way, he thought. 

He felt he was in heaven. He pulled Edith in occasionally, and their tongues worked in unison. The two lovers knew each other so well that they could anticipate one another's movements, sliding in tandem around his hard length. Moaning and melting around his body. Making out madly around the head of his cock, their tongues madly mixing over his massive hardness. Edith, grinning, took Joan's head and pushed it down, choking her on his cock after every few sucks, letting her lover really get the taste of her new Master's cock. 

But after several minutes of this attention, he was no longer content with simply fucking their mouths, even with Edith pushing Joan well past her limits. Finally he stood up completely. He needed to fill his sister's cunt. He needed to get that fertile body with child. 

There was nothing else for it. Without the watch in his possession, and perhaps never getting it back, he needed to make sure that Joan was tied to him, irrevocably. A baby in her luscious belly was a perfect way to do that. 

“Spread her legs out on the bed,” he told Edith. “Prepare her for me.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Small but strong, Edith pulled Joan onto the bed and guided her legs open. She ripped her clothes off, giggling, leaving only the torn remains of her lacy bra. 

“Oh...Sir...but...you’re my...my b-brother, I don’t know if...”

Hesitation, again. Warren felt disappointment sting at him—but Edith was already on the case. Her tight, scantily clad body sat on top of Joan's, spreading her thighs wide with her own knees. There was just enough room for Warren to slide in underneath her and into Joan's cunt. Edith kissed her darling lover on the neck, cooing Warren's praises. 

“You want it, baby. You want his cock in you. Trust me. It’s so, so good. He’ll fuck you just right...”

“I'm just...I'm not on birth control. Can't you wear a condom at least?”

He kissed Joan on the head. “I promise I'll pull out.”

It was a lie, and he didn't care. She was going to be his one way or another.

She nodded then, urging him inside. His cock, so hard and primed, needed little encouragement. Her folds were so hot and wet that he entered with absolutely no resistance. Finding her so open to his cock, he thrust into her wildly, entered at long last his Joan. His sister. His heart's desire. She was no virgin, but he was the first man ever to be inside of her, and she was just as tight as that fact advertised. The soft, warm folds of her luscious canal drew him in, squeezing on every ridge and line of his cock as he thrust into her again and again.

Edith on one side kissed both of them, her hot pussy juicing all over the sheets. Warren sucked on her tits hungrily for a moment, but only a moment. What he truly wanted was to see his sister's soft green eyes as he fucked her, entered her, desecrated her for anyone else. She was his now, and would be forever.

Finally, finally! Finally inside of Joan. After so, so very long. After so much wanting. 

“Oh fuck,” he grunted. “Oh god. Oh Joan. Joan, Joan, Joan...”

“Yes, Sir! Oh, god, Warren! You're so good!”

She was clearly feeling the effects. Her legs, wrapped around Warren's waist, pulled him in ever tighter to her lithe, hot body.

“I'm so fucking close, Joan, oh god. My Joan. My slave.”

“Yes, Sir. That's right. I'm your slave.”

Edith nodded, pushing her heavy tits on Warren's shoulder. “We're both your slaves, Master.” 

The blonde's weight meant that Warren fucked even deeper into Joan—a fact that wasn't lost on anyone, including Edith. She pushed harder as Warren entered his sister, her smile orgasmic as she watched her lover getting fucked by her Master.

“I've g-got to cum, Joan,” he huffed. “Does my sisterslut want me to pull out?”

It was inane. If he had his druthers, he’d have fucked her mind into being desperate for his cum in her belly at any old time. And he had no real intention of pulling out regardless. But he thought now, after several minutes of their perfect, hot coitus, that he might as well ask. 

“P-pull out?” Joan shook her head. “You...you said...”

“Don't make him, Joan. It'll feel so good. You'll be marked by him. Marked by his cock. It'll be so special. Do it for him. For me? For us? Have him put that baby in you.”

This clearly turned Joan on. Her cunt spasmed around Warren's thrusting cock. 

“Fuck, I don’t care anymore!” Her fists slammed down on the bed. “Fuck me, please.” She spoke with remarkable clarity between fevered breaths, though the clarity staggered the more she spoke. “I need your cum in me. Do it. Cum in me, Sir. Cum in my little hot sistercunt, made just-just-just for you, please oh fuck...p-please...”

It was more than he could resist. His orgasm started and chained through every part of his body, emptying out through his cock and up into the tight, delicious confines of his sister's pussy. His hot white goo emptied into her belly completely.

An amazing thing happened. They all shuddered in orgasm collectively. His own load had struck hard onto Joan's pleasure points, intensifying her pleasure just at the point of his own orgasm. And Edith had been given some very particular commands when Warren tranced her to cum whenever he did. Their shaking, kissing, licking bodies pushed against one another. Warren moaned against his hot sister's face, grinning uncontrollably. 

He'd done it. He'd fucked her. He'd fucking put a baby inside of her, he was certain. 

* * * * *
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PERHAPS AN HOUR LATER, he was shaken from his dazed sleep to find Edith still obediently suckling and loving his cock with her mouth. She had coaxed the cock of his semi-conscious form all the way back up to hardness.

It was nearing late evening now. He still had a show to put on the following night. He had to pay Larry back. He had to take care of that cop, somehow, snooping around and asking questions. And he had to deal with his venomous wife, her wicked mind now fully equipped with a dangerous mind-melting weapon.

But instead he sighed and settled in, sliding Edith's mouth back down to his cock. Joan giggled as she watched, nibbling at Warren’s ear.

“Get her, brother. Take what you've earned.”

Soon, he promised himself. He’d take care of it all soon. But for now, he was going to enjoy this one little victory.

# # #
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Tranced – His Unfaithful Wife
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Gorgeous women, five of them, had wrapped themselves around the man's legs. Those who couldn't slide their slick, arousal-laden bodies against him directly moaned and pushed their bodies up against their fellow sex slaves. They were all desperate to please him in every way...just like he had made them.

Just like he knew he deserved.

In front of the man was his final conquest. The one who he wanted to own more than any other. The one who had betrayed him the most brutally. 

But now that he had his special tool back...he was going to take her just like he had all those others. His cock, brilliantly thick, shone with a thick glaze of slave saliva and precum. 

“Please...” she said, shaking her head. “We've been through so much together.”

“That doesn't matter anymore.”

“But...but all our history.” She gulped. She knew she was gorgeous. She would try to use her beauty to get her way, just like she had done countless times before. “You're going to throw it away? All of it? Just like that?”

“You already did that, sweetheart.” He held up the watch. “I'm just making it official. You shouldn't have turned your back on me. You shouldn't have put me out.”

The light filled the room...

* * * * *
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IT WAS LATE IN THE morning before Warren could actually pull himself from Joan’s clutches. Her body so tight, so perfectly small against his, was hard to walk away from. But there was still a situation back at the warehouse—and unless he said something to his assistants directly, he was afraid that the women he had gathered for his service might have harmed Catherine somehow. 

He left his stepsister Joan with a kiss on her forehead, and slid the snoozing Edith—Joan's long time lesbian lover—down to half-consciously lick her cunt while he showered, dressed, and finally left. Later, he would call them as he needed them. 

Half-an-hour later, when he returned to the warehouse, everything was strangely calm. He had half-expected to walk into the middle of an orgy. 

In all honesty, because of the magic watch, Warren's life had begun to feel like an orgy. 

His assistants, so beautiful and completely naked, were asleep on the ground, all their limbs intertwined in a loving trio embrace. Tasia was in the middle, with Belle and Katie sleepily landing little kisses on her neck and torso. The caramel-skinned beauty had become something of an impromptu harem leader for Warren, perhaps because he hadn't been quite so angry with her as he had the others. 

Belle and Katie had their minds practically rewritten under his command for their insolence—trying to ruin his livelihood, his entire life's dream. Tasia he had taken pity on, being a widow. Not that she remembered her old husband—to her, now, Warren was the only man who ever need exist. 

The cop, Catherine, was still tied up, her hair disheveled and her face flushed as she stirred in Warren's presence. Her blouse had been ripped open during the night, her skirt tossed away. Slowly, her bright blue eyes landed on Warren's tall form before her. 

Other than looking a bit cold, she didn’t seem bothered by the fact of her nakedness before Warren. She seemed, even, invitational. Her legs stayed spread open, letting him see her wet, dripping pussy. Juices puddled on the floor beneath her.

“I thought I told my girls to keep you busy if you needed it?”

“They fell asleep,” she explained, yawning just slightly. “They passed out after making me...” she swallowed and shuddered. “After they had their fun. Several, several times over. But I still...I need to, still...I have to...”

“You need to cum?”

She nodded. “I thought that, if I rubbed my legs together just the right way, I could cum, but all I’ve done is turn myself on.”

His hand fit around her jaw. Her pale face, already flushed, flushed even more. Her legs slid up his, pushing intently. For the first time since walking in, Warren realized how odd it was that she hadn't asked to be untied.

“You do need to cum, don’t you?” 

This was so easy for him, now. He was almost surprised by how simple dominance was for him these days. It was like he had been born for it all along. All he needed was the watch to let him know how right it was for him to be in charge. 

“Y-yes!” Catherine cried, urging herself into his grip. “Yes, Master please!”

Warren stopped. There was a surprise. 

“What did you call me?”

“Master. You’re my M-Master. I don’t care. I’m so fucking horny. I need to cum so, so bad, please! Please!”

He smirked. “You’re such a horny little slut, to need to cum that bad for Master.”

“I need more than that.” Her voice was gravelly and serious. “Please. I’m so fucking horny. You control them so totally. I’ve never seen anything like it. But I want it for myself. I want—I want what they have. I want that mindlessness. Will you give it to me? Take my will away, please?”

He stepped back now, disappointed. “I can’t. I'm sorry.”

“Yes, you can. I know you can. You did it to them. And god, they just fucked and fucked for hours, not stopping. Getting hotter and more pleasured because they knew it was all for pleasing you. I want that. Fuck, I want that so bad. I’ve always wanted it. I don’t care anymore. I can say it because I know you’ll do it. So please, please do. Please?”

He shook his head, somewhat amazed by her eagerness. She was a natural. What a hell of a thing. A natural submissive. No wonder she hadn't asked for him to untie her. 

“Please. Really. Please? Please?” Her voice became a choked, worried whisper. “Please? Anything. I’ll do anything. Please. I just need what they have. It’s what my life is for, please?”

“I can’t.” He put his fingers to her lips. “I would. Believe me. I did it anyway, without you asking for it. I thought I had turned you back to normal, but apparently, normal for you means...well.”

She turned low. “Wanting to be a slave.”

“Yes. But I can’t do it. I don’t have the tool to do it anymore.”

He watched her try not to show her displeasure.

“I...I see.”

“But I can still make you cum. And I’ll still own your pretty little body. Would you like that? I’ll take total control of you.” His hand came to her throat, choking just slightly. Her body was instantly excited again. Fear and lust filled her gaze. “You’ll hop at my word like I command, or else I’ll kick you to the curb, where all the naughty, disobedient sluts go. How’s that?”

“You’ll...own me?” Her voice, from his grip on her throat, was soft now.

“Yes. And if you’ll help, then I aim to get that tool back.”

“The one that will make me yours completely.”

“That’s right. What do you think?”

“I think I need to cum really, really bad.”

He smiled, choking her a little harder. She responded with a soft cry of need. Leaning over, he roughly pushed his fingers into her slit—which was fine. She was slick as he had ever felt any woman. 

“You're going to cum for me, slave. You're my good little slave,” he explained, “and good little slaves cum for Master whenever he says. Don't they?”

Her body shook underneath him. “Y-yes!” 

Her arms shook in her bindings. She had nowhere to go. No way to escape even if she wanted—though of course she was happy being tied up like she was. 

“Please, Master? Please? Let me cum? Tell me to cum, please? I need it so, so bad, but I need you to tell me, I need you to tell me, I need you to tell—”

“Cum for me, Catherine. Cum for Master.”

A low, happy cry of ecstasy left her body, like an exorcised ghost. Moaning, biting his broad shoulder, she came. Her tight, hot body shook against his; those gorgeous pale tits rubbing up and down his shirt. Tasia and Belle stirred on the floor, smiling with open lust as they saw their Master pleasing another woman so. 

After about a minute, Catherine's body finally stopped shaking. Slowly, with just a bit of regret, he let her out of her bindings.

“I had gotten used to them,” she said. “You’ll tie me up again, won’t you?” 
She rubbed her wrists. The ropes had been soft, but even soft ropes would begin to chafe after a while. Luckily, her skin only seemed slightly irritated. 
“Certainly. That's what I do for good slaves.”

Catherine smiled and blushed. Katie finally stirred on the floor, waking up in Tasia's arms, as if wakened by the smell of a fresh orgasm.

“What now?” asked Catherine. “I mean...this is my first...um, few minutes as a slave. So what do you require, Master?”

It was cute how hard she was trying. She knelt down on the floor in front of him, her knees sitting in the puddle of her own spent aroused juices.

He stroked his jaw, considering. “First thing—I need that watch back.”

“What does it do?” asked Catherine. “The watch.”

He saw no reason to lie to her. If she knew, she knew. 

“It hypnotizes women. It hypnotized you.”

“Is that why I feel so...so submissive? Is it that powerful?”

“I think it is. But I don’t think that’s why you feel that way. I undid most of the damage I did. I went really, really far with you. Too far.”

“How far is too far?”

“You turned your back on your God and proclaimed me as him instead.”

Her eyebrows rose, one hand coming to her mouth. “Oh my. Yes. That is rather far, isn’t it?”

The assistants slowly rose upward, as if one being. Tasia, Belle, and Katie all crawled up to their knees at once, pushing Catherine aside only slightly, so that they could crawl around their Master’s lounging body.

“We missed you, Sire,” cooed Tasia. 

“So much.” Belle and Katie—perhaps due to being indoctrinated at the same time—had started the habit of speaking at the same time as well. “We followed your orders exactly.”

“Yes, Sire,” said Tasia. “We made each other cum I think eight times. And the new initiate came four. Didn’t you, initiate?”

Catherine nodded, clearly feeling subservient to Tasia.

From the body language of Catherine—the slight tilt of her head, the lowering of her eyes—her subservience appeared to come more easily to Tasia than it did to Warren. He wondered why that might be. Perhaps it was because Tasia had no doubt about her place. And Warren, for all that he knew about how much he deserved to have these women worshiping him, was still rather new at it. Tasia thought that she had been born perfect at service—had been wrangling her Master’s slaves and doting affection on him for her entire life. 

Without any prompt at all, Tasia pushed the other girls away, claiming first privilege on his cock. The other two whined and pouted, but only because it turned Warren on. They were perfectly happy, he knew, to watch Tasia suck him off. Her dark body looked so right in the service to his body.

Blissfully, perfectly obedient. They would never move against him. No matter what.

No matter what. That set off an idea in Warren’s head.  

“Belle, Katie.” He cleared his throat. “I need you to listen up.”

Reluctantly, they moved their faces away from his balls, retracting tongues into their mouths. “Yes, Master?”

“I’ve got a little job for you...”

* * * * *
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ALONE IN HER HOUSE, dressed neatly in a fashionable green sundress, the positively gorgeous Melinda sat and looked at the watch. Wondering where it had come from. What its origins were. 

Was it a force for good or evil? Was it just a tool, to be used for gain? But tools weren’t marked like this watch was—the engraving upon it. An open eye in the middle of a sun. 

Tools were just tools, built with a purpose. Humans marked property and heirlooms; humans marked ceremonial instruments for strange rituals, and humans marked weapons for war. Didn't they? Was this some manner of weapon?

That it was powerful was beyond doubt. Just the night before, she had hypnotized three of the richest men in the city. They had signed over practically the entirety of their wealth over to her. She would never feel insecure about money again. 

That was happiness, for Melinda. Feeling secure. A lifetime of disappointments and missed opportunities had made her loathe to invest herself in anything that wasn't sure. She had been burned too often.

She supposed, with the men last night, it wasn't necessary to make them never be able to fuck another women without thinking of Melinda the entire time. Even so, the thought made her heart warm. She rather deserved that kind of worship. And without all that fuss about actually having to fuck such inferior men. 

There was a real man out there, waiting for her. Maybe Warren, if he hadn't disappointed her so often. There was a kind of appeal to him, to be sure, a rugged determination that not many men possessed. And after all, sex the other night had been fantastic—but she pushed the thought away. 

He didn't deserve her. 

Melinda wasn't sure anyone did. She could easily make out her reflection in the mirror across the room. God, she was perfect. She pushed a hand through the thick mass of her hair. Had anyone ever had hair so thick and luxuriously sexy? It was no wonder the watch had ended up in her hands. She deserved everyone doing what she said. That was right and natural. 

Men and women would do what she wanted anyway, just to see a smile on her gorgeous face. The watch only sped things up, that was all. 

The doorbell rang. Upon checking the door, she saw that it was Belle and Katie. Warren's assistants. 

How...strange. What was this about? 

They were dressed, as Melinda had often seen them, in matching outfits. Belle's gorgeous (though fake,  Melinda noted) tits were constrained in a tight pink tank top, hot yellow skinny pants riding up just to the point of her hips. Katie wore, in turn, bright pink short shorts with a midriff-baring tube top that neatly showed off her lusciously shaped, modestly sized chest.

Melinda noted with satisfaction that even with all their showing off, she was much more attractive than either of them. 

“Hello, dears. Can I help—”

They rushed inside, pushing open the door. 

“We’ve got something so important to talk to you about,” said Belle.

Katie nodded. “Super important. We really need to sort it out right away.”
They each wore tall platform sandals, clopping loudly on Melinda's tile floors.
“I’ll bite. What is it?”

“Well it’s just—”

“—It’s Mas-Warren, isn’t it?”

“Right, Warren. Him. The Him. I mean, you know Him.”

Melinda could hear their capitalization. Their faces had become a little glazed, talking about him. She began to laugh. 

Did Warren really believe that Melinda wouldn't already have suspected he'd use the watch on Katie and Belle? She knew him too well for that. The only reason he even hired Belle was because he and Melinda had stopped fucking him, and Belle was merely an imitation—though a lovely one, Melinda had to admit—of Melinda. 

The girls didn't seem to understand why she was laughing, both of them sharing the same confused look.

“Oh, he didn’t think this through, did he?” She tsked. “You poor dears. He fucked your minds too thoroughly to really be any good at something like this, I think.”

Belle gulped. “He doesn’t know...I mean I don’t know what you’re talking about. We’re not Master’s toys.”

“No,” said Katie. “Not His toys at all. Or his pets. Or his fuckdolls. Or his little cockslut servants...”

They had started leaning into one another. Holding hands intently, Katie dragged Belle's hand up her bare thighs, letting out a soft moan.

“Right.” Melinda nodded, very serious. “I believe you.”

“You do?” They said it unison, eyes lighting up. 

“Of course,” she lied. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Oh, that’s great. He’ll be so excited,” said Belle. 

She apparently didn’t notice her faux paus. 

Melinda smiled. It was a luscious, beautiful thing, even with as predatory as she made it. “Now, you’re here about the watch, is that right?” 

“Are we...did we say that?”

They hadn’t, of course. “Of course you did,” said Melinda. “You need that watch.”

“Right!” Belle nodded. “So we can all...have our revenge on him!”

“Yeah!” said Katie. “And really suck his cock to show him what’s what!”

Belle elbowed Katie hard. As if she had merely slipped, instead of revealing everything in its entirety. These were not the best spies to send on a diplomatic mission such as this.

Melinda giggled. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh yes,” Belle breathed, looking at the watch still held in Melinda's hands. “We’re totally serious. We want to show him what’s what. And he's got such a cock to show.”

The engraving on the watch was rather pretty, Melinda decided. Elegant and simple. An eye inside of a sun. It looked Egyptian. Perhaps it was some ancient heirloom? But then, how would the Egyptians have had a watch? Perhaps some watchmaker long ago who had stumbled upon a book of Egyptian spells?

There were other types of hieroglyphics as well, of course. Other ancient societies. It was rather cliche of her, wasn’t it, to assume Egyptian. It could have been Malasian, or Peruvian, or Aztec...any number of sources. 

Or even something from another world. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was that it worked.

“Do you want to know what I think?”

The two looked at one another and shrugged. “Of course.”

“I think my idiot husband sent you here after me.” She held up the watch. “I think he sent you after this. Didn’t he?”

Immediately they tried to shield their eyes, guard themselves and back away. Melinda swung the watch slowly, undeterred.

“Don't worry, girls. You don't have to worry. Just look at me.” 

Katie, always rather dim, tried to peek. “Did you put it away? Because—oh.”

Immediately, her face and body went slack.

“Take Belle's arm down.”

Instantly, Katie pulled Belle’s arm down, ignoring her lover’s protests. The effect was instant.

The two stood, dazed and smiling, staring wide-eyed as the watch fried their tiny, hypnotized minds. 

“You two are my slaves now,” said Melinda. “You were always meant to be. Always. Never anyone else’s. Never, ever. Always mine. Never Warren’s. Only mine. Even when you pleased him. It was all for me. All for me. Everything is just for me. You know it’s true. It’s always been true. Nothing else could be more true. Everything in this world exists solely for me.”

She waited for them to repeat it, and then remembered herself. That wasn’t how it worked. They had to be told to say it back.

And she wanted to be told that. She wanted to hear it from them—what she deserved. What she had earned for her efforts. Didn’t she fucking deserve some hot babe slaves doting on her? Why not? She was a fucking hot babe herself, she ought to have whatever she wanted.

“Repeat after me, girls,” Melinda began, still swinging the watch. “You are my slaves...”

* * * * *
[image: ]


BACK IN THE WAREHOUSE, it was late in the evening and Warren looked over the note that Melinda had delivered to him. The note was harsh, articulate, and stunning—just like Melinda, so of course it was:

––––––––
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Next time you send your sluts after me, make sure you haven’t made them dumb as rocks beforehand. Belle used to be so sharp. I admired how much she loathed you. I think I’ll bring that version of her back, and better than ever. It was rather mean of you to make her true colors go away like that.

Oh, and IF you send anyone after me again, I’ll come over there and have you wearing diapers within the hour. I know you had to try something, just to see if it would work. It didn’t. It won’t. Try it again, and you’ll never be able to say anything more complicated than the first few lines of baby’s first book.



––––––––
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“I SHOULD HAVE KNOWN,” he shook his head. “Melinda knew about the watch ahead of time yesterday. I thought she saw me fucking you, but she must have assumed that Belle and Katie were in on it too. Or maybe they just weren’t...weren’t... trained well enough.”

It was all going to hell.

Around him, his remaining girls—Tasia, Catherine, Edith, and Joan waited patiently for him to command them. He let the note fall to the ground, and it was Joan who picked it up and read it. Edith and Joan had showed up just a few moments after Warren sent Katie and Belle out on their mission. Quickly, he had filled them in—not caring anymore, really, whether Joan knew she had been transformed into his complete hypno-slut or not. It wasn't as if she could do anything about it. 

His lovely sister wore tight leather pants and a sexy, form-fitting white jacket. Edith was in one of her characteristically flirty outfits—showing off her tits in a tiny blue tank top with cut-off jean shorts. Little cowboy boots were on her incredibly tanned legs.

Catherine and Tasia had gotten dressed, in a manner of speaking. Both of them wore assistant outfits—tight spandex leotards showing off their devastatingly sexy forms. 

“War...” Joan coughed. “Master, I don't understand. Why can't we just leave it alone? Do you need that watch, really? I mean...we're all so happy to serve you.”

He shook his head. She didn't understand.

Of course, a normal man might have been satisfied with these four beautiful women doting on his every waking action, but Warren was quickly realizing he was no normal man. He wanted it all, and damn the consequences. Tasia and Edith were completely hypnotized in his name, but Joan was only slightly so, and Catherine was there purely because she wanted to be. 

What if Melinda came after them? What if she wasn't content with what she had? Why would she be? She already clearly deserved so much...and she had enough arrogance to know it.

There was nothing left to do. Melinda knew everything. Nothing but...but...

“There is one solution left for us,” he realized suddenly.

The girls brightened, in almost perfect unison saying, “Yes, Sir?”

He walked them to the back of the warehouse, toward his “solution.” Opening the door, he revealed the small space inside—completely bare, completely white. In the middle of the room was a small box, where a subject would sit and close themselves in. There was a hole at the top for a neck; the idea was, then, that whoever sat there wouldn't be able to see anything but the stark, blank whiteness of the room. 

“This is the White Room. It’s an experiment of mine.”

He had never told anyone about the White Room. Not even Melinda. He didn’t want to show her anything that wasn’t already a success. It was the sort of environment she encouraged. Belle and Katie had found it, but unless Melinda asked, she wouldn't know about it either—and those two hadn't even known what it does. 

“What does it do?” asked Joan.

He bit one lip. It would have to be Joan, he realized. Melinda would never think Joan was on his side. Tasia and Catherine, she had probably already seen. And Edith would have been too easy to dismiss. No, it would have to be Joan.

“It would...it would wipe your mind clean,” he explained. “For a while. Not forever. But it would clear out your subconscious. You’d have nothing in your head except for my thoughts. My will.”

Catherine nodded slowly. He could see the prospect excited her.

“That sounds a lot like the watch,” said Catherine.

“It is. But the watch reshapes the subconscious, I think. Forming it to the user’s will. This just...pushes the subconscious away, for a little while. Gives it a vacation. All that’s left is whatever I say. No conscious. No subconscious. Just blind obedience.” He turned to Joan. “I want you to do this for me, Joan.”

“That sounds...a little scary.” Joan squeezed his hand. “Are you sure it’s safe, Warren?”

“What I think,” he said stolidly, “is that it’s the only way to get the watch back from Melinda. And we have to do that.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s what I want, Joan. Don’t you want to do what I want?”

“Y-yes.” She smiled prettily. Trying to disarm him. “Of course, Warren. You’re my brother. I want to help. It’s just...I don’t know why it’s so important.” She waved her hands at the crowd gathered around him. The beautiful, scantily clad crowd. “I mean, Tasia still is just nuts about you. Catherine, who like, I just met, is singing your praises and wants your cock down her throat all the time. That was like the second thing she ever said to me.” She shook her head. “So I mean, Belle and Katie might be working for Melinda, but she might give them back to you. And Edith and I are still here, and we just adore you. So can’t that be enough?”

Even still, Joan tried to defy his will. Once he had the watch back, he'd take care of that permanently. But until that point, he just needed to lean on her a little bit. 

“I need you,” he said to Joan. His hands clasped onto her cheeks. “All of you. For the show. My career’s on the line. It’s too important. It won’t be enough unless I’m in control of everything. I have to be.”

That was all true. But what was also true for Warren was that the thought of wiping his sister’s mind totally clean, even for a little while, was incredibly exciting. 

“Yes, Warren. Master. Of course.” Joan stepped back, looking worried. “I’m...I didn’t mean to make you angry.”

He shook his head. “I’m not angry. Just worried. I want all my girls back home. All of them.”

She nodded. “I’ll do it, Sir. I love you.”

Warren smiled. That would do. For now.

* * * * *
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IT WAS RATHER ENJOYABLE, having female slaves. Melinda could see now why Warren had grabbed so many. She hadn’t even considered using the watch for sex until she had captured Belle and Katie.

As she reclined on the couch in her home, the two beauties massaged her feet now, doing a rather wonderful job of it. She promised them that if they did a good enough job, she would allow them to lick her pussy. 

Melinda was something of a demisexual, and needed a lot of time together with a potential lover before feeling the intimacy required for copulation. 

Perhaps, she considered, munching on a grape, that was why Carlos had been such a complete disappointment. 

Carlos was an inadequate lover, and the other two men were taken in the first place only for their money. Indeed, Carlos had only been brought into Melinda’s equation in the first place because she wanted someone with a little safety net of cash to support her as she transitioned through the divorce. The plan had never been to be with Carlos long term—which is why it was sort of  amusing to her, during a hypnosis session, to find out that the poor dear had plans of making her his wife. 

She rolled her bright, gorgeous green eyes at the memory. As if. She wasn’t done with men, but she was definitely done with marriage. She wasn’t even thirty—what did she want with being attached to someone for the rest of her life?

The doorbell rang. Immediately, suspicion entered Melinda's heart. Surely, Warren wasn't trying again to take the watch? Hadn't he learned his lesson?

Katie perked up slightly. “Shall we get it, Mistress?”

Melinda sighed. “No, I suppose not.”

The two slaves had their minds a little too fucked at the moment to be of much use to Melinda in any capacity outside of physical service. Later, she would train them to greet others as if they were Melinda’s friends. Or perhaps cousins? Belle did look so much like her, after all. She walked through the house calmly, rather enjoying the way her feet felt so relaxed. The girls really were very good at massaging. 

Peeking out the window, she noticed that, curiously, it was Joan who stood at the door. 
Joan, who hated Warren. Who despised him. Who would do anything at all if it meant humiliating and demeaning her brother. 
In truth, Melinda had never been able to stand Joan. The bitch hadn’t bothered to come to her wedding, and had never sent a gift—never—not even with numerous reminders about where she and Warren were registered. Never a card in the mail, never a congratulations. Indeed, Joan always acted like she felt sorry for Melinda—which was the one sin that Melinda could never ignore.

No one would pity Melinda. No one would hold her in contempt. She was above that. She was above everyone. 

When you’re above everyone, after all, then no one can ever have a thought that harms you. 

Melinda smiled, opening the door. Even if Warren had somehow gotten his sister to talk to him, Melinda felt confident of her ability now to completely wipe her mind. Maybe give her an attitude adjustment.

Yes, maybe she would do that anyway? Joan was rather beautiful, after all. 

In fact, she looked a lot like Melinda. Just like Belle did. 

Wasn’t that...strange?

Warren. What a pig. He did have a type.

The moment Melinda opened the door, she noticed something was terribly wrong. Joan’s eyes—her entire face, really—looked blank. 

For a moment, Melinda was able to study her intensely gorgeous features. She had only met Joan a few times, and each time Melinda had been sort of drunk. Always at parties or get-togethers, Warren trying to drum up support for Joan by arriving at her insipid little journal release parties. Melinda drank to get through them. They were insufferably vain, cannibalistic affairs otherwise. The alcohol turned the insufferability down to a reasonable sufferable level

Melinda had been waiting for Joan to say something—but so far, there had been nothing.

She crossed her arms. “Are you going to just stand there all day, or say something?”

Joan pushed open the door, arms jerking mechanically.

“Joan?” Melinda was surprised. “What’s wrong with you...why is your face so blank?”

She looked almost like she had been hypnotized, but there was a strange purpose to her expression, even with her eyes blank and empty. It wasn't like the hypnotized look that the watch gave—which is what confused Melinda. 

“Do not talk with the woman. Grab the watch.”

Her voice was slow, robotic. It did not sound like Joan’s voice. It was deeper, slower, like she was trying to imitate someone else. 

She pushed Melinda aside and started scanning the interior of the house, head tilting this way and that.

Melinda realized suddenly that the watch—stupid, so stupid—was right out in the open. 

“Grab it!” Melinda commanded her new slaves.

The lithe, young Katie picked up a lamp, orgasming obviously at obeying. Belle, seeing her initiative, took the lamp in her hands as well, and they both smiled and thanked their Mistress for the privilege. Joan, meanwhile, saw the watch on the table and snatched it up.

With no other recourse, Melinda tackled Joan. They tussled on the floor for several moments, tugging hair and pushing with one another.

Finally, Melinda got the upper hand. She shoved Joan away and grabbed the watch.

Melinda held it up, swinging triumphantly as its light filled the room—but it had no effect. Joan snatched it, examining it close. She sniffed it, like she was some animal. Nostrils flaring. 

“Grab the watch. Return home.”

She pushed Melinda into the gathered slave girls and they all fell down in a tangle. Katie and Belle immediately tried to cover Melinda’s hot, flushed skin in kisses, insisting on their love for her. Roaring in frustration, she pushed them away.

But she was too late. Joan was gone—and the watch with her.

And so too was Melinda's perfect future. 

* * * * *
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FOR NEARLY AN HOUR after her return, Joan’s mind was completely blank still, and totally obedient only to Warren. 

Warren, being a generous sort, of course took this opportunity to have her suck his cock like the good girl he wanted her to become. The second she woke, he wanted her to see him with the watch in his mind, thus wiping out any vestiges of resistance to his will. To this end, he had Edith kneeling next to Joan, her eyes blank and watching the watch. 

He hadn't told Edith to do anything specific—merely to look at him and orgasm like the hot, fuckdoll good girl he had turned her into. Edith, body trembling and throbbing against his leg, of course obeyed. She had been obeying for close to an hour, now, tranced the entire time, her eyes blank of anything but worship, in the deepest hypnotic trance ever created. Warren wondered idly if it was unhealthy, and then he remembered all the times Edith had laughed at Joan's jokes about him, and encouraged her to orgasm harder.

Joan, meanwhile, sucked mindlessly, her face absolutely blank as she worked up and down his pole. Warren watched her closely, having cum twice now already at the sight of his gorgeous sister's beautiful face—that face he had wanted to own for so very long—at his utter beck and call. 

Fuck, but it made him hard to watch a totally empty-minded vessel serve him like this. Catherine  and Tasia stood behind him, safely outside of the radius despite all their protestations of wanting to serve like his sister and her lover. He didn't care what Catherine and Tasia wanted, though—he was in charge, now, like it should be. Besides, he would let them have their way soon enough. 

There was a knock at the front of the warehouse. 

Warren sighed. “So soon,” he shook his head. “I was wondering when Melinda would make her play. Catherine...be a dear.”

“Yes, Sir. Master. Master, Sir. Yes. I'll get it.”

He smiled at her fumbling, turning to watch her excellent ass in the tiny spandex outfit Tasia had dressed her in. Her pale skin, combined with that thick red hair, looked devilishly hot. 

After a few moments of straightening, he had pulled his pants up and stopped swinging the watch. Elsa collapsed to the ground, gasping and moaning.

“M-Master...” she croaked. “Oh, Master, my Master...”

Her hands stretched outward toward him. She was being a good girl. He'd have to remember to fuck her for her service later. Joan, meanwhile, was still mindlessly moving her jaw up and down in the air, sucking at air.

“Cease,” he told her, “rest.”

He pushed her down into Edith's arms on the arranged mattress, who immediately wrapped her body around her lover's, kissing and spilling tears of joy. 

Sliding a hand into Tasia's delectable ass cheeks, he approached the front office of the warehouse, ready to accept Melinda's surrender. Only, it wasn't Melinda standing in the office—it was, once again, was Larry with his girl Barbara. 

Larry was Warren's loan shark. He was a mean, stout man, fully capable of hurting others for a living. He was the sort you would see in a crime movie and immediately peg as the jerk who would do something terrible to the protagonist's family later on, and smile about it. 

Barbara was dressed up, if it was even possible, to look hotter than she had the day before. Her tiny tweed skirt barely covered her ass, and her midriff-baring pink sweater hugged her tits so tightly that if they were alive, they’d be suffocating. The effect was immediate on Warren, who felt his blood rising as his eyes fixated on the long, gentle turn of her neck down to her oversized breasts. Little droplets of highly conditioned hair swirled around her lovely, doll-like face, resting around her shoulders in liquid chestnut curls.

Larry tore his lascivious eyes off of Catherine—looking so lovely in her own tiny outfit—and ground one fist into his palm. 

“You got my money, magician? I want my money.”

“It’s Friday, Larry. I owe you tomorrow.”

“I don’t care what day it is. I want my money, and I want it now. Or do I gotta teach you another lesson in respect?”

“You know what, Larry? I do have something for you. Come right in.” He gestured. “Give me a second, all right?”

Larry walked into the back, Barbara on one arm. Immediately, his eyes widened at the sight of the naked Edith salivating on the mattress as she watched Warren move. She rubbed her cunt furiously against the blank, motionless body of Joan, grinding her clit into Joan's back thigh. 

“Hey, uh...I didn’t mean to interrupt...whatever this is.” Larry put a hand to his chin, looking at Catherine and Tasia with a new light. “You know, maybe we could forget about some of the interest on your payments if uh, you know, you’re willing to be a good Samaritan and share a little?”

“Larry!”

“Shut up, Barbara. The men are talking.”

“Y-yes, Sir.”

Warren twitched at that. Barbara quieted instantly, like a dog beaten too regularly. Despite everything, he had no tolerance for a person living in fear. A man had to have some lines of morality, and his were drawn there. Despite all his other faults, all Warren was really doing was having the time of his life making these beautiful women have the time of their lives. They came constantly, their minds always pleasured, their bodies in constant, happy ecstasy. Obedience to him was pleasure, not terror. 

He let the watch slide down his grip, holding it like a grappling hook, or a flail. “Larry, I have something to tell you.” 

“If it ain’t my money, I ain’t interested in hearing it.”

“It’s better than money.”

He and Barbara laughed. “There ain’t no such thing, sonny boy. Sorry to be the one to break it to you.”

The watch in Warren’s hand felt justified. It felt right. Tasia and Catherine obediently walked behind Warren, knowing what was coming.

“Of course there is, Larry. Here, have a look.”

“Look at...at...that?”

In seconds, both Barbara and Larry were following the swinging watch with their eyes, utterly hypnotized. Totally under Warren's control.

Warren considered for a moment. His first impulse was to humiliate Larry somehow. Make him pay for his terrible manners. But Warren had gotten himself into that situation. He had taken out money from Larry. He knew the risks. It would be asinine to humiliate him publicly—and would draw too much attention.

He could use some muscle, however. One kept well in-check not even by his own hand, but by Barbara’s.

“I want you both to imagine that the two of you are together in a theater,” he began. “You know there are other people in the theater, but you can’t really focus on them. They don’t matter. All that matters is what shows up on the screen. 

“On the screen, you can see me. Me, and all my girls. The girls you know, just by looking, that I deserve. There’s not a doubt in your mind. You love this story. You want it be real. It entrances you totally. You’re caught up in the world. A fanboy for everything about it. You want to daydream all day long about this luscious world and all its possibilities. Who will I fuck next? Who will be worthy enough to serve me? You think all day about it.

“But you both know that the two of you are in a very special, very exclusive club. You’re both the true fans, the real fans, while other people aren’t in on it. They don’t understand. Either they can’t, because they’re not enlightened enough, or they don’t want to. Either way, you know that people outside our special little club—the club that includes me as a performer, my girls as my special acts, and yourselves as the fans—people outside of us, they won’t get it like you do. They won’t respect it. You have to protect it.

“You need to protect me. It’s very important that you do. You know that the best way to protect me...” Warren grinned, stroking Barbara's lovely face. “...the best way to protect me is if Barbara is in charge. Barbara’s loyalty to me is absolute. She’ll fuck me anytime I want. She’s a true fangirl. And the two of you share your love of what I do, and you know how important fucking one another is to feel the worship of me in your veins. Barbara will only ever think of me while she cums. And meanwhile, Larry, you’ll only think of how good it is that you’re doing what you were made for. Fucking at my command. Living at my order. That’s what people are really meant to do. You know it, but you know it’s a secret. The movie makes it all so clear. You can see the narrative playing out, threads of story sliding over your mind and making them absolute.”

He went on for a little while, reinforcing this narrative thread of obedience and loyalty, of the authority that Barbara held over Larry. Just to drive it all home, he slid Barbara down to her knees and had her start sucking Larry's thick, long cock. 

It was strange, but it got him hard, watching the tranced Barbara slowly, expertly, suck on Larry’s cock. Her lips were thick and pillowy, colored the same bright, cheer pink as his outfit. It was the power of it, Warren realized. Making others do what he wanted. Barbara was so absolutely under his control that even now, as she sucked Larry's cock, she thought she was blowing Warren. That's why her muted, happy moans were so joyful and enthusiastic. 

Ultimately, Larry came down Barbara's throat just as they both were exiting the trance. Barbara swallowed it all, wiped her mouth, and stood up calmly.

“That was pretty good, right, Sir?”

Warren nodded. “You did beautifully, Barbara. Now, about that money I owe you...”

“It's disappeared. Gone. You won't have to worry about a thing. Larry will take care of it.”

Fumbling with his still spurting cock, Larry finally seemed to notice that Warren was watching. Coughing and flushed, he arranged himself back into his pants. 

“Oh, I guess we should leave? You don’t want us in your office, huh boss? I guess we should just—“

“Shut up, Larry,” said Barbara. “The adults are talking.”

Larry gulped, a hangdog look on his face. His eyes went down to the ground. “Yes, ma'am.”

Barbara gifted him with a cool smile and turned back to Warren. “Is there more for now? Or shall we return to the theater and see that it's properly secured for you?”

An ideal servant, that was what he had tranced Barbara as. Gone was the ditzy exterior, a security measure to live in a world populated by who-knew-how-many-Larrys. All that was left now was this calm, serene beauty, completely assured in her service to Warren. 

“Yes,” he said. “That sounds good. Run along.”

Barbara hummed happily with the order, and the two left, Barbara tugging Larry along by his earlobe all the while for speaking out of turn.

There. That was done.

* * * * *
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SHORTLY AFTER LARRY retreated, Catherine asked for a word with Warren. He had almost immediately pushed Tasia down to her knees, enjoying a soft, lick-heavy handjob from the young beauty. 

Warren smiled at her. “What is it, my dear?”

Catherine loved how it was easy to call women by such demeaning titles when he owned so many. It wouldn’t be long before he owned Catherine completely—he had been saving her for last. With her enthusiasm for the process, he had been excited by the prospect of getting her input on how exactly she wanted her mind to be totally fucked over by his will. She was delighted to provide this for him. 

“What you did to Joan, in the White Room...it really fascinated me.”

“Oh?”

On the mattress, Joan was finally stirring. Edith immediately snuggled harder into her. The two of them were really quite cute together. 

“I mean,” she bounced slightly, “I want you to use the watch on me.”

“I know that, love. And I will.”

Tasia stroked a little harder now. 

“But not just that,” said Catherine. “I don’t want just the watch. I want you to try something with me.”

“I’m...” he huffed slightly, using his palm to slow Tasia's efforts. “...I'm listening.”

“I...I want you to see what happens when  you use the watch with the white room.”

There was a light bulb humming overhead. It must have distracted Warren, made him daydream, because he acted as though he couldn’t have possibly heard what he just heard. 

“You...why?”

“Because I’m tired of my mind fucking with what I really want. And what I really want, what I’ve always wanted, is to submit. Totally. And I don’t want my mind getting in the way of that anymore. I don’t want any doubts. I don’t want any stupid morality or religion getting in my way. I want to wipe my mind with a fucking sponge, and then rebuild a temple to yourself so that I’ll never, ever think of doing anything that isn’t your will again.”

Warren’s cock was rock hard at this pronouncement. Precum spurted happily into Tasia's face. She gobbled it down with happy, slobbering sounds.

“I’d have to...set it up, I think.”

He didn't need much more encouragement. Within the hour, he had the new system set up to his liking.

The watch wouldn’t work after the White Room did its work—as Joan had proven when she took the watch from Melinda. So, what Warren set up was the watch on a long string of fishing wire. It was connected to the ceiling, and then to the door again, so that Warren could ensure it kept swinging by twisting and turning the doorknob on the outside. 

After it was all set up, Catherine, heart racing, entered the White Room.

An empty mind. A mind devoted purely to service. She had never been so wet in her entire life.

She knelt down in the box in the middle of the room. There was a small pillow inside for her knees. Another pillow at the back of the hole for her head to keep her neck supported. Above her was the watch. She saw it start to swing, slowly, ever so slowly, as the door clinked shut behind her.

Warren's voice came through on the intercom. “The session begins now.”

It was funny, thought Catherine. She didn’t feel anything yet. She heard the thrumming in the room, of course. The somewhat primal waves of thumps and piston engine sounds around her. But she didn’t feel anything.

She didn’t feel anything.

She didn’t feel...anything.

Nothing at all.

Nothing.

Nothing...but...

There was nothing but the void. The empty, white, perfect little void. She could have been inside of it for days. For seconds. For years. For hours. She lost a sense of time, and then she lost the sense that she should know what time is. It was all whiteness. All emptiness.

Her mind was the void.

Her brain was the void.

She was the void. 

No, simpler than that:

The void was.

Sounds entered the tiny room. The bottom part of her face was wet with drool. A watch appeared in front of her—she did not recognize it. Did not recognize the shape, the function, or the color or the texture or any of it. It began to swing, shining bright, perfect lights.

And Catherine slowly was reborn. 

* * * * * 
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AFTER THOROUGHLY MINDFUCKING Catherine, the gathered gang re-located to Tasia’s house, which was a small one-story.

It seemed like a safer place to be. Melinda didn’t know yet about Tasia or Catherine—and with Catherine, there was always the threat of more police coming by to ask about her. Warren didn’t yet trust the gorgeous young redhead to make a call in to quit her job, even though she gleefully offered to be tied up again when he decided to move. She now considered talking to Warren to be obeying orders—and as such, orgasmed as she did so. Her body was in a constant state of heightened, regulated bliss.

“Place her there, yes.” He pointed, indicating to Tasia and Edith. “On the bed. Prepare the master bedroom for the rest of us. I’ll want to enjoy you all very soon.”

Tasia made sure Catherine was safe and warm under the blanket, her body still orgasming ceaselessly, and nodded. “Yes, Sire.”

Warren removed his clothes, and ordered the other girls to do the same once they had gathered into the master bedroom. There had been time enough with them decorated. Right now, he wanted every last one of them naked. He wanted to spend the entire night learning every inch of their perfect skin.

“Joan,” he said, a smile on his face. “I want you to—”

The doorbell rang. Joan's face immediately filled with exasperation. 

“Don't answer it, Master,” she implored him. “Let me worship you. Let me worship my brother as he deserves. Please? Pretty please, Sire?”

He sighed. Her hands were so soft around his neck...but he had to see who it was, at least. Leaving the girls in the master bedroom, he peeked outside—and saw that it was Belle and Katie at the door. They wore tiny silk robes—Melinda's robes—and tall heels, displaying their long, perfectly shaped legs. Curious. He retreated to the bedroom and grabbed the watch so that it was safe in his hands, and then returned and opened the door. 

“What,” he said, not caring at all that he was naked in front of them, “are you doing here, ladies?”

Belle and Katie looked guiltily at one another, mincing in their platform heels.

“We followed you,” Belle said, by way of explanation. “We didn’t know what else to do. We were so lost without you.”

“Lost?” he laughed. 

“Your will was too, too strong, Sire. Your words. She didn’t know what she was doing, not really.”

“Yes, Sire,” Katie nodded. She shifted her robe to one side, showing her cleavage. “She was like some amateur football player in a professional ice skating rink. Her control wasn't as good as yours. You thought it was the watch—we both did, but...”

“But,” said Belle, “really, it was you all along. The watch helped, but it just awakens your natural power. Your real power. It's not the watch at all.” She looked at it pointedly. “It's just you.”

It was a damned tempting thought. He gestured for them to come inside, and they did so right away. Belle kept talking, gulping as she did.

Of course, he knew it was some kind of lie. If they were really still under his control, as they said, then why hadn't they dropped to their knees? Why weren't they drooling in his presence like all the rest of his good girl slaves? 

“We can go back to her, Sire,” said Belle. “Put her under. Put her back in your control, where she belongs. Won’t you let us? If you’ll let us have the watch, we’ll make sure of it for you.”

Katie nodded. “We can make it all happen for you, Sire.”

Ah, so that was the play. Did Melinda really think he was going to be fooled by the same failed trick that he had tried? With the same failures who tried it? She really didn't think much of him. Disappointment arranged itself around his heart, and he shook his head sadly, holding up the watch.

“No. I think I’ll make sure of you two, first.”

They tried, of course, to resist and put up their arms—but it was not enough. He swung the watch easily, wiping their minds again. Katie's robe fell to the floor, revealing her absolutely naked body before Warren. With them safely tranced, he shut the front door. Probably with so many repeated indoctrinations, Belle and Katie would need good dose of the White Room themselves, soon. Just to clear out any outside motivations. 

He quickly wiped away their allegiance to Melinda—a simple thing, truly, she had done a rather botchy job of re-aligning their loyalties—and had them slide into each other’s arms before him. 

His attention was so focused on them, though, that he did not see nor hear Melinda sneaking up from behind him until it was too late. One moment, he was holding the watch, re-entrancing Belle and Katie, and the next—

The next—

The next moment—

—took ages—

His mind blinking in and out of consciousness—

—as it was reformatted—

—to the sound of Melinda's voice—

—his Mistress's voice—

—and he was kissing Melinda's beautiful feet. She was so beautiful. So beautiful. How could he ever betray such a beautiful, perfect creature?

“Line them up in here,” she said to Belle. “Bring them all before me. I want them all to watch what I've done to their 'Master.'”

Warren knew remotely that he was talking about him. But it didn't make sense. He was no one's Master. He was a servant. He belonged to Melinda. Beautiful, perfect Melinda, and—

Catherine was there, brought in by Belle. He witnessed as Melinda tried to use the watch on her, but it had no effect. None. The gorgeous redhead simply shook her head. 

“You can't wipe the mind of the faithful, you stupid bitch.” Catherine smiled. “I belong to him, my God, in every way.”

And then they fought, banging against one wall and then the other in the house. Pictures crashing down, shelves smashing. Warren stood up to help, but he didn't know how. His Mistress hadn't commanded it. If she would only say something...

“Warren!” Melinda's voice was strained. Catherine had the watch, smiling triumphantly. “Take it from her! Do it now!”

Finally, an order! He rushed after the redhead, but she swung the watch and—

And—

The next moment—

The next moment took—

—ages—

—and he returned to himself. 

First he noticed his fingers, totally under his control. He remembered everything. Melinda entrancing him for nearly an hour, trying to rewrite his brain to serve her and her alone. He could still feel traces of her in there, her lusciously perfect voice cooing to him, urging him to obey, obey, obey...

But Catherine, beautiful Catherine, had been able to resist. Because of her love for him. Because of what they had done to her in the White Room. 

“Good girl,” he said, standing up slow. His legs were a little unsteady. “Good girl, Catherine.”

She handed the watch to him, her pussy obviously throbbing with orgasm, and moaned hotly as he kissed her plush, pink lips. 

“Thank you, S-Sir,” she breathed. “I only wanted to make you happy. To make you in charge.” She turned to Melinda, Belle, and Katie, who were kneeling on the ground. “I left Melinda's mind in tact for you, Sire. So that you could do whatever you wanted. She's just immobilized, is all. And waiting for your command.”

He grinned. “Good girl.”

All the girls were in the living room now. Lined up for him. Totally naked. Tasia had taken it upon herself to put on a black velvet collar, but among them, she was the only one with any decoration. The cunts of Edith, Joan, Belle, Katie, and Tasia all pulsed with need as they looked up at Warren. He had Catherine kneel next to them—all his lovely beauties in a row. His cock returned to full hardness again almost instantly.

What Melinda had done to him was understandable—she was only trying to protect herself. In a certain kind of way, he even admired it. The sneak attack certainly showed more respect to him than did what he thought was her actual attempt—that of just using Belle and Katie again. 

Bending over, he took Melinda's chin in one hand, looking deep into her beautiful green gaze. 

Her voice was a venomous sneer. “Hello, husband.”

“Wife.”

These were the terms the two had come to.

“I'm allowing you to move,” he said. 

She straightened up, his words having an immediate effect. “Thank you for that.”

Even so, she remained kneeling before him. 

“You’re not very smart,” he said. “Coming straight here to me like that.”

“Maybe not,” she sighed. “It almost worked, though. I didn't expect your redhead to be so...stubborn.”

“And now I've won.”

“Yes.”

She didn’t seem worried. Why wasn’t she worried? Didn’t she know what he was going to do to her?

“I’m going to change you, Melinda. However I want.”

“I’m aware that you’ll...that you want that. Yes.”

“You don’t think I will?”

She raised a carefully countenanced eyebrow. “I have a counter-offer.”

“Oh?” he laughed. “What might that be? You're going to be my fuckslave from now on. Whenever I want you, I'm going to have you. I'm going to fuck you full of me, Melinda. I'm going to stuff you until you're pregnant.”

Previously, he would have hated the distaste on her face. Now, he found himself enjoying it—as he was going to change that response soon.

“Does it have to be such a primitive relationship, my love?” Her eyes lit up as she saw his face from her words. “You do love me, don’t you? And I love you...I truly do. You’ve given me all I could ever want. So much power, you have now. So much wealth. Wasn’t it really, all along, all of this, just for me?”

“I...Melinda.” He shook his head.

“I don’t mind all that about Joan. Oh yes, it’s taboo. And very, isn’t it? But truly, why have her when you could have me? She never gave you the time of day. She never once liked you. I did. If you use the watch on me, you’d be walking all over that.”

He could do that. God, it was tempting. To have her beside him as he owned others. His partner in crime. His lover. His wife. His manipulator. She was so beautiful. The thought of her wanting all the things he wanted—if he could just trust her...

Her hands slowly moved toward the watch, and he felt himself not caring. Fuck it, to give up control was tempting at this point. What he thought turned him on was controlling others—dominating—but what it really was simply came down to control. The abstract notion of control, no matter who held it. No matter how it shifted or changed, moved around or mutated. One person owning another totally was hot to Warren.

“Master?” 

It was Catherine who spoke. Her pale, voluptuous form like some rococo angel in the bright light of the house. Her pussy spasmed constantly, orgasm after orgasm flooding through her body, her mind. 

“Master, don’t do that. Please? You are...you are God. You cannot let her take that away from you. Please, don’t? It’s so perfect for you to rule us all.”

Hearing her voice, it was like a fog lifted from his brain. She was right, of course.

Control was sexy. But his control was best of all. And he couldn’t give that up. Not for forever. 

“Tasia,” said Warren, “Edith. I want you to restrain my wife.”

In unison: “Yes, Sir.”

Not strictly necessary—but it was a nice visual. Their naked bodies pressing in on Melinda's. They dragged her into the corner, and his cock, hard and ready, waited to finally enter her. 

“No.” Melinda shook her head, struggling mightily against the two. “Warren, no. You can’t do this. You can’t. I’m your wife. Despite all this. Is this what you really want? Some fucking...some slave? You can’t. That’s not you, Warren. It’s not. We’ve been through too much. I know I hurt you, I know I did, but we can work it out, can’t we?”

“Melinda,” Warren shook his head. “I need you to understand something before we go any further.”

“Of course, dear.” She nodded fervently, as if he was giving in again. “Anything.”

“Identity—how we treat ourselves? It’s just memory. And I can change anyone’s, now. Joan’s. Yours. I can make Joan, and you, act any way I want. I don’t have to work it out with you. I don’t have to forgive you. I don't have to be forgiven by you. I can just erase it all. All that anguish can be gone in a moment...and will be.”

Melinda tried again to back away—but Tasia and Edith held her firm.

Warren smiled, and started to swing the watch one more time. “And you, none of you, will be able to do anything about it.”

* * * * *
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MELINDA AND JOAN LAY before him on the bed, their beautiful bodies totally naked. In the dim light of the bedroom, they looked almost like sister. The other slaves had gathered around the bed, on their knees, softly praying to their new Master. Catherine, Belle, Katie, Tasia, and Edith—all of them absolutely as under his control as Melinda and Joan now were.

He had won. Now, it was time to celebrate.

Other nights, he knew already that he would take whoever struck his fancy that day. He'd set them to competing for his attention. But not tonight.

Tonight was special. Tonight was a victory. Tonight was purely about Melinda and Joan, the two women who had fucked up his thoughts for longer than any other. 

His cock was long and hard already, dripping precum down on Joan's legs, and then Melinda's, and then Joan's again. They giggled merrily, sliding the thick substance of it up and down their shiny, youthful skin.

“What may I call you?” Melinda asked. “I want to call you the right thing.”

“What did you have mind?”

“There are so many titles. So many thoughts. All good ones. I cannot decide. Your name is too...too intimate. Especially for these other ears.” She cast a rather arrogant glance toward the other slaves left off the bed. “But Master is so perfect, but then, they all call you Master. I could call you Daddy?” she suggested idly. “My paternal, intimate owner. Or perhaps Husband. Or God.”

“He is God,” Catherine insisted. 

“Or Sire,” Melinda continued effortlessly. “Or Lord. Or King. So many options to choose from. I don’t know how I’ll ever narrow them all down to just one.”

“Why need it be one at all?” Joan asked. Her feet came up on his torso, sliding around down and getting her feet slick against his cock. 

“Of course.” Melinda smiled indulgently, tweaking her nipples in anticipation. “My LordKing. My MasterDaddy. My GodHusband. You are all those things, aren’t you? Oh yes.”

Joan's attentions had drawn Warren down into her body. With relish, he lowered his cock inside of her belly again. God, but he wanted her fucking pregnant with his load! What if the fucking the night before hadn't done it? He would have to keep filling her, and filling her, and filling her, until she was totally his. Until she was pregnant from his attentions. 

His cock pushed hard into her furiously hot canal, so warm that it felt like she was burning against him. Her gorgeous cunt was almost painfully tight around him as he slammed his member into her depths, her sex spasming wildly around the massive invasion. Thrusting harder and harder, his mind became lost, thoughts filled only with the words of the slaves around him, encouraging him to fuck her harder. The foremost among these was Melinda's.

“Call him your God!” Melinda moaned. “Tell him what he is!”

“Yes, you’re my God!” Joan nodded, eyes insane with lust. “My God! My DaddyGod!”

With Joan writhing in bliss beneath him, it was tempting to unleash his babymaker batter in her already. 

But no—with as virile as he felt, there was only one place he wanted to dump his seed. All the self control in the world allowed him to exit the moaning, blissful, orgasming Joan and to push her roughly aside before spreading Melinda's legs wide.

“Yes!” Tasia moaned behind him. “Oh, fuck her please! Fuck your wife! Fuck her until you know she's loyal!”

That was exactly what he was going to do. For too long, too goddamn long, Melinda had denied him a child. No longer. 

Sliding deep into his wife, all these women cheering him on, Warren truly felt like his inner sex god had been unleashed.

“Yes!” Melinda cried as he thrust into her. “Oh God! My god! You’re going to knock me up, aren’t you? Oh fuck, you’re going to get my fertile little cunt just full of your seed!”

Her voice turned into an orgasmic cry, a high, continuous whine as Warren fucked his huge member inside of her tight, hot body. With every stroke, he forced her body to become more open to him, but always it was perfectly tight, squeezing and gripping him in all the right ways in all the right places. She possessed the perfect fucktunnel for his ultimate cock. 

“That’s right, slave. My hot little slavewife. I’m going to get you as pregnant as they come.”

“Yes, Sire, please!” Her voice was delirious now. “Do it, oh god do it please! Knock me up! Knock me up for the rest of my life!”

Tugging hard on her hair, he erupted inside of her. All it would take to fill her totally would be just a few spurts of his potent cum, and yet he pumped more and more into her—always more. His voluminous load seemingly unending, and her womb greedily absorbing every last succulent drop. 

Slowly, breathing hard, he exited his cumdrunk wife, watching with pleasure as she orgasmed still. Her fingers shot to her pussy, pulling as much of the excess cum as she could and swallowing it down. If he thought he had earned a reprieve, he was wrong. Already, Joan started in on his cock, sucking it dutifully with her beautiful, thick lips. Within a few minutes, he would be back up to full hardness, and ready to fuck again. 

That was right and good. He had so many hot babes to knock up at his leisure, after all. 

* * * * *
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THE AUDIENCE BEYOND the curtain was ready. Warren was ready. He adjusted his sleeves and cleared his throat, stepping out onto the stage and basking, finally, in their warm welcoming glow of applause. The applause he had earned—the applause he had earned.

After they quieted, he held up his hands and began to do a few flourishes. His suit was expensive, though of course he received it for free, and now had a gorgeous young tailor in the city on his hypnotized retainer of women—and showed off his rugged form in a tight v-shape of manly power. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” he announced with a smile, “I’d like to introduce you to my award-winning act—The Hypnotism Hotties!”

The girls danced out onto the stage then, each of them with eyes full of worship for their glorious master. Their reverence for him displayed in public, before an enormous audience. 

No more illusions, no more tricks. All hypnosis, all night long. Oh sure, Katie and Belle started off with a few card tricks, showing off their cleavage and legs to the audience just to get them warmed up—but they were billed as a separate act. Warren’s act was all about Warren—just as he knew he had earned. 

Larry and Barbara ran a terrific security firm for him. 

There was a full house tonight, as there was every night. The women were the draw, of course. With their hypnotized minds at his absolute disposal, the busty young beauties had no issues at all about wearing the skimpiest outfits that Warren could imagine. The only thing holding him and his team back was his imagination. 

Melinda would dress in a minidress entirely composed from feathers. Tasia would wear nothing but carefully arranged leaves in an effort to mimic the biblical Eve. Belle would just walk around in a string bikini and high heels, like a car model, with the one difference being her top hat and white gloves. He would have two or three of his retinue walking around town in the days leading up to a show, going out to a bar and handing out fliers, instructing his women to flirt shamelessly with everyone—men and women—that they came across. Catherine, with her comely good looks and girl-next-door aura, was especially good at reigning in new male audience members.

But what kept the crowd engaged after the first five minutes was witnessing true, actual hypnosis.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Warren said, an apologetic smile on his face as the incredible beauties paraded before him, “it’s a simple thing to perform hypnosis. It truly is. Even my assistants can do it. And you know, I’m sort of tired tonight. A bit under the weather. How about I leave them to it?”

The crowd would cheer, of course, eager to see more of the scantily-clad women bustling about the stage. 

It then became a sort of vaudeville act. This was all part of the regular show: Warren would come out and hypnotize an audience member. Then he would leave—called away by something or other, an emergency at the warehouse, a fire down by the docks—and Tasia would sneakily start to hypnotize people in his name. Then Catherine and Edith would rush around, trying to set everything right and only causing more chaos—hypnotizing the women to act like men and the men to act like women, hypnotizing Johns to be called Nathans and the men acting like dogs “corrected” to act like cats. 

At the show for this particular night, Melinda and Joan didn't do much. They were pregnant, after all—and he wasn't going to risk his progeny for anything. 

With their incredible bodies, and being only a few months pregnant each, Melinda and Joan barely showed. If anyone asked Joan who the father was, she said she’d had a donor. Publicly, she and Edith were still firmly lesbians, after all. 

He had every intention of knocking up the other girls—but only after Melinda and Joan finished their terms. When they got far enough along to have to stop entirely, he still wanted to have a show running and touring, after all.

It was possible, he supposed, to just hypnotize more girls into being his assistants, but seven was probably enough. 

Probably. That didn’t stop him from fucking whatever hot little lovelies he came across in bars after the show. They went home with a smile on their faces and a hot load in their bellies—with a trigger to contact him if it ever resulted in a pregnancy. He had enough money to take care of anyone that he gifted with that most precious gift.

At the end of the night, after all the chaos, triumphant finale of having every hypnotized member of the audience do an incredibly orchestrated dance number right before the crowd. 

It was silly. It was lofty. It was sexy. It was daring.

It made Warren a ton of money—and he made sure every night that the crowd left dying to see more, and desperate to spread the word on social media. 

At home, Warren had no complaints. 

Some nights, he hypnotized Joan into becoming his doting, loving wife. Adoring everything about him, always ordering his other girls around the house as the Supreme Mistress of the house. Even Tasia submitted totally to her will. Other nights, most nights in fact, he let Melinda do it. She was a beautiful woman, after all, and a real doll so long as she had her priorities straight. And Warren and the watch would make sure she always would. 

His home was a real home now. His home. His life was his life. And whether in the bedroom or on the stage, Warren received the adulation he knew he had earned.

# # #
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The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend
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Someone skilled and eager had their mouth wrapped around Stephen’s cock. He was in a bed, covered in sheets and blankets, and under those blankets with most of his body was someone with a spectacularly talented tongue. 

This was not how he started most mornings. This was not, indeed, how he started any mornings, and given the dismal state of affairs with his wife as of late, it was not even how he expected to spend any amount of time for the foreseeable future. 

Instead he twitched, moaned, thrust his hips, and the happy mouth under the covers moaned in return and sank deeper. His cockhead hit her throat, distending the succulent sucking flesh, and he gasped and rolled slightly, hitting the other girl. 

The other girl?

Yes, there were two of them. He hadn’t opened his eyes yet—this dream was far too nice to ruin. But there was clearly a face on his cock—no way around that—and his thigh just rolled into another face, which immediately began kissing his skin and whispering softly. 

“That’s it, dearie. You see how much he likes it? I told you would be so good at this.”

He groaned. Whoever that was had a voice like an angel. So far from the kinds of female voices he was used to hearing—angry, accusatory, insulted female voices had haunted him now for months, climaxing in the deliverance of divorce papers from his wife and a round of sexual assault allegations at work. 

How had he gotten here? Where was here? Dare he open his eyes to find out? There were two angels sucking his cock—he could feel the second girl guiding the first, her hand tight on the first girl’s skull and showing her the exact pace to drive him wild—and it felt entirely out of line to somehow break their spell. The last thing he could remember was being brilliantly, apocalyptically drunk—a drunk to end all drunks—and at the moment, although he was enjoying an incredible amount of heated, wet pleasure, he could feel no alcoholic-induced euphoria whatsoever. 

He wasn’t hungover, either. Had he died? He had sort of meant to. You didn’t drink that much and not account for possibly dying. There had been several, several shots of whiskey in a row, punctuated by tall beers and many other shots of other liquors. 

Slowly, finally, he opened his eyes. The clock told him it was late morning—far too late to be enjoying this sort of affair on a Monday. But the clock wasn’t his, and the sheets weren’t either, and he didn’t recognize the ceiling or the nightstand. They were all much nicer than anything he could have managed from his meager earnings at the law firm. 

Most of his clients were crooks and deserved the sentences they got, but that didn’t make him feel any better about never being able to argue his way toward good settlements. He was a “good enough” defense lawyer, which meant in other words that he had a pulse and a law degree and that was about it. Stephen hated confrontation, part of why he still had not drawn the covers up to see whose bed he was in. 

Two girls, that much was clear between the pitch of their voices, the feel of their heavy tits pressing against him, and the warmth of their pussies grinding on his legs. God, he hoped they were pretty. They certainly felt slim, and from the calf and high heel poking out from one part of the covers that he could see, at least they were rather in shape and healthy. Her skin was radiant, actually, glowing tan like she spent most of her days playing tennis. That was the life his wife Marisa afforded herself even though they as a family couldn’t afford it in the least. 

Something wet and creamy dripped from the tits of the girls, lubricating their bodies and his. Milk. Somehow they were lactating, though neither felt pregnant. Their tummies, occasionally slipping across his thighs, were utterly trim as far as he could feel. 

He didn’t know how such a thing was possible, but it made him even harder inside the mouth of the one blessed girl doing the perfect job of loving his cock with her tongue and lips and throat. 

How had he managed two girls? Why couldn’t he remember it at all? The last thing he recalled was going to bed alone. He must have been on some divorce-inspired bender...

The leader of the two—the one guiding the girl on his cock—seemed to notice he was more awake. She sat up straighter under the heavy duvet and started working the other girl’s skull even faster. 

“He needs it, dear.” Her voice pure sex. “Can’t you tell he needs it? Give Daddy what he wants.”

“Oh, god,” he groaned. “God...god...”

Calling him Daddy was a particular kink of his that he had never been able to shake, despite Marisa stripping most of the rest of his intimate desires from him. 

“Take his cum, sweetie,” said the leader. “You can do it. You can take Daddy’s cum. You can take all of it...”

He bucked, hands reaching across the blankets and sheets and squeezing, looking for anything at all to keep from applauding. His legs wrapped tight and he twisted, fucking the girl’s face hard into the bed while he shot load after load down her throat. She was there for it, eagerly gripping his backside and moaning. Honestly, she sounded like she was cumming.

In all the twisting of the sheets, the other girl—the one who had been running the show—was revealed. An absolute smokeshow with dark hair, big bright brown eyes, and an utterly built body clad entirely in show-off lingerie. She looked fit for a runway, not a bed he was in. 

Fuck yeah, man, all right. Good work, good work. 

She looked at him with absolute adoration in her eyes and a deep intimacy that made him a little uncomfortable to be the recipient of. She was, after all, just some girl he had presumably picked up somewhere. But—whatever. If she wanted to guide her roommate onto his cock, then that was fine by him. 

“Was it good, darling?” she asked him. “Did you like it?”

Something about the way she called him darling struck him as familiar, like he should know her. But he didn’t know any woman this beautiful, and certainly none who had slept with her.

“Hell yes,” he said, sitting up in the bed. “Of course I liked it. Hell yes.”

She clapped her hands excitedly. “That’s so lovely. I told Gale we could do it every day if you pleased her.”

He laughed, cringing a bit. 

“Oh,” she frowned. “What’s wrong?”

“N-nothing. Really. It was great. It’s just...that’s my daughter’s name.”

Gale, of course, was the adopted barely-eighteen year-old daughter of Stephen and Marisa, but they had raised her since she was little.

Under the sheets, the girl giggled. He could hear her lips smacking with his cum. The woman on top tossed her hair back and smiled. 

“Of course that’s her name, my love.”

Everything felt like it turned to slow motion. He looked closer at the woman in front of him. 

Nothing about her was similar to his wife—a cold, angry, stern woman who had been raised to despise pleasure in all its forms. Sex for her was for procreation and holding others in contempt. Stephen had made the match to earn a job from her father that he then proceeded to drink himself out of it in misery when it was utterly clear his wife didn’t love him, and anyway the business collapsed when her father had suffered a massive, hate-induced stroke. 

Marisa had dark hair, but it wasn’t this dark hair. Not silky smooth and long and effortlessly sexy in tangles and waves. 

His wife had brown eyes, but not these brown eyes. Not vibrant, full of love and warmth and promise—sparkling with intensity and need and the promise of her service for years. 

His wife was in shape, but it was a formidable, utilitarian kind of shape. Stocky, almost. Rectangular. This siren in front of him was curves and angles, a rhomboid of sexual lust, sharp around her face and collarbones and curving at her waist just so. 

And yet there was something...something there...in her face that was utterly familiar. Utterly belonging to Marisa.

And that meant...that meant...

Horrified, he ripped the sheets off the bed entirely and saw what he already knew was true—there was his sexy daughter Gale, smiling and cumdrunk, reaching around the waist of his transformed wife and working to slide her beautiful, young, barely legal face into her mother’s pussy.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT FEW MINUTES were a blur. Somehow he found enough clothes to get to the garage. 

He shuffled on his pants and hurried through his shoes and shirt, cursing as he buttoned and tied everything wrong twice, panicking. He was sure someone was on their way to catch him, to trap him, to expose him. 

Worse yet were Marisa and Gale, who followed him downstairs in their high heels—he heard each distinctive click-clack with a wince—and called after him. 

“Darling, don’t you want breakfast? You’ve got such a big day today.”

Gale joined in. “Will you let me suck you off again while you eat, Daddy?”

And when that didn’t work:

“Daddy, can’t I watch Mommy suck you off so I can do it better? I must have missed something in all the video I studied. Please let me make it better? I promise I’ll finger myself like a good girl! Daddy?”

Somehow, sex-crazed nymphomaniacs had replaced his wife and daughter. Or who at least said they were his wife and daughter. Yes—yes, that was it, perhaps they were just strange imposters playing some preposterous, sexy, jesus-goodlording-christ-they-were-both-so-fucking-hot game. His real wife and daughter were trapped somewhere, or held against their will. Perhaps he had to go save them?

If it had just been Marisa, perhaps he could believe that. But it was Gale, too—sweet Gale, lovely Gale, perfect Gale who absolutely hated his guts ever since he had just the once—the once!—hit on her best friend at one of their swim meets after filling up just a bit on liquid courage. And Gale hadn’t changed at all like Marisa had. Yes, she seemed rather more filled out, and certainly any female form was going to be enhanced from lingerie, but she was still definitely Gale—not some hyper-sexualized version of herself like Marisa. 

That’s because Gale already was hyper-sexualized and one of the reasons Stephen had hit on her best friends was because Gale was terrifically pretty and was the kind of terrifically pretty girl who only had deeply terrifically pretty friends. And it just wouldn’t do for Stephen to hit on his only daughter—where would he even hide if she rejected him?—and so, feeling utterly despondent over another course of failed couples counseling with Marisa, he had remarked on how well Addalyn’s swimsuit fit on her ass. 

And of course the whole situation wasn’t helped at all when he had followed up that rejection by getting a little more tight and hitting on Addalyn’s stepmother Abigail, who worked for him. He thought it had been a sure thing—she was unhappy in her marriage too and was always complaining—but then suddenly it was lawsuit this and disbarring that and it got quite out of hand. 

That was all last week. 

So why was Gale sucking his cock, for god’s sake, and what was Marisa doing showing her how to do it? Gale was barely even a month past eighteen. 

And that—that wasn’t everything that was wrong. He tried to take stock in the garage, holding himself steady on a workbench filled with shiny tools. That was all wrong. His workbench was right here in the garage, but his tools were grungy and misused and the edges of anything sharp mostly dull—a side-effect of largely trying to use them while he was drunk. Thinking back now, he recalled other similar disparities. Everywhere he had looked, this was his house, but it wasn’t. 

Everything was topsy-turvy and crazy. The busted wooden stairs that had squeaked on every step and constantly let Marisa know when he was coming in too late from the bar had been smooth, carpeted, and immaculate. The dreary entryway with its curtains so thick and dusty they may as well have been carpets in a mausoleum was instead now bright and airy and shining white, immaculate in its cleanliness. 

Even his clothes! What were these clothes? He’d never owned a pair of pants that fit so well—yet they were clearly tailored and so clearly tailored for him. 

And this car! The car in the garage—what even was it? Without thinking, he clicked the keys to turn on its lights, and saw one of those fancy top-of-the-line electric self-driving jobs that cost about twice as much as his net yearly income. 

These were his keys. Attached to them was the little rubber logo of the college he went to, a dumb keepsake he kept around because he liked to mess with his hands in his pockets. Restless personality. It was even rubbed down and ripped on the same end as his.

“Darling? My love?” Marisa knocked on the door. “Darling, won’t you please come let me suck your cock in front of our daughter?”

His wife’s voice sparked something deep and undeniable in his soul. She made him burn with need, and even though only minutes ago he had cum, his cock hardened again. His erection was furious and instant, tailored pants easily making room for it, and it demanded attention and satisfaction. His legs drew him toward the door, toward her voice. Dear god, she had looked so sexy. The way she said Daddy. The way she had tossed her hair and smiled and looked so warm and inviting, god god god...

“Please, husband? Your daughter is just beside herself. I think she may start to cry if you don’t tell her what a good job she did, and—”

He couldn’t bear to hear anymore. Stephen lunged into the car and sped to work. 

* * * * *
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THE CAR KEPT TRYING to drive itself and Stephen struggled with it for several minutes until finally the controls relented and recognized his authority. 

This whole world had gone crazy and out of his control, by god, but he could at least control a car! He drove deliberately, focusing on the street and the machine only. Just the feeling of the wheel under both palms, eyes attentive to upcoming traffic lights, ears listening to the sound of the engine. 

Over time, it calmed him. But he was so focused on these small sensations that it took him about halfway to his office before he started to notice some other pertinent factors. 

For one, he was hard. 

He was really hard. He had just cum—god help him—deep down the throat of his spectacularly gorgeous daughter. His refractory period had gotten worse over the years, as he expected it did with any man, and the drinking certainly didn’t help. In fact, getting hard at all was something of a rare occurrence, more like once a week or even bi-weekly. 

Now, his cock strained, pushing at his pants. Attentive, urgent, needy. Beads of precum seeping through his trousers. Every time he stepped on the gas or brakes, it shifted his leg, and the sensation of his clothing against the suddenly-sensitive, throbbing head of his cock made him groan in a wave of need and pleasure. 

Trying to take his mind off that, he looked around once more at the town around him. What he saw was odd, to say the least. For the most part, the streets were empty. That in itself was odd, as usually this time of day he had to fight traffic to get to work. But instead of busy streets, he saw busy cafes and parks, and busied particularly by women. 

Beautiful women.

Women, beautiful women, dressed in tiny form-fitting dresses and skirts and sweaters and blouses and high heels, with long gorgeous shining hair and smiling and giggling. 

A gaggle of them at a small ice cream parlor saw him and waved. One winked. Their smiles were brilliant. 

Of course, he assumed they were mistaken, or he was, and that there was someone else they were waving at. He didn’t even think these women lived here. He had a general sense of the overall attractiveness level of the town, men and women included, and it was a steady four, four and a half maybe, out of ten. These women were all colossal beauties, each one—every manner of complexion and hair color and height—outstanding thirty-fives out of ten easily. 

He was at a stop light, just staring. His cock twitching. His hips had started gyrating unconsciously, and consciously trying to stop himself had a limited effect. A dark town car pulled up to him, driven by a sickly-looking man in a chauffeur’s outfit. 

That was odd in and of itself, but not as odd as when the back window opened up to reveal a woman in a fur coat and diamonds. She winked and licked her lips at Stephen, and—startled—he slammed on the gas and ran the light. Luckily, no one was coming. 

Her tits. God, her tits. They had been nearly popping out of her tiny dress. 

When he drove into the garage, he was relieved by the normalcy of its drabness. It was just a huge, brutalist chunk of stained concrete. Nothing strange, nothing out-of-the-ordinary. Whatever else was happening in his life, he could at least rely on his empty office full of his own quiet desperation to do anything at all that mattered in the world. 

That wasn’t exactly a huge comfort, but that desperation was his, by god, and after waking up how he had, he wanted to recognize the qualities of his world for what they were. 

This was all shattered, of course, when he opened the doors to his fourth-floor office and saw Abigail waiting there with a cup of hot coffee just beside her. 

The office was small. There was a front room with Abigail’s desk and a small waiting area, and then a backroom where he worked—or, more usual lately, worked off hangovers—and that was all. 

His heart sank at the sight of Abigail. First of all, she wasn’t even supposed to be here. She had threatened lawsuits against him. Several lawsuits, actually, starting with sexual harassment and going all the way up to withholding pay from her. And yes, he had done all of those things, but they had all seemed like they were done for very good reasons at the time. 

“Abigail?” he could scarcely believe it. The last time he saw her, the only reason she hadn’t slapped him silly was because she didn’t want to be counter-sued for assault. 

“Oh, lovely!” she clapped her hands. “Marisa called ahead. We weren’t sure where you went to. She was very concerned about how upset you were after that terrible blowjob this morning. Would you like me to have Addalyn have a talk with Gale?”

This Abigail looked twenty years younger than the one he knew; she looked much closer to her stepdaughter Addalyn’s age, or Gale’s, in point of fact. She was smiling brightly at him, blue eyes shining, wearing a tight pencil skirt and a blouse that threatened to unbutton from the pressure of her heavy, perfectly formed breasts. 

“No,” Stephen shook his head. “I mean, it wasn’t terrible, it was—”

“Oh yes, of course, we don’t want to insult the poor girl.” She nodded sagely. “It was her first time and everything, just so freshly eighteen. And who could blame her if she wasn’t as good as her mother? Do you think she’d receive the advice better if it came from me?”

“From you?”

He could barely tear his eyes away from her sumptuous cleavage. Abigail was so definitely filled out now. Her tits invited staring. She noticed and played with her jewelry there.

“Yes! I mean, it might hit wrong from a friend or her mother, but from a friend’s mother, it could be a little more formal and so a little less invasive, you know? She’ll be sucking you off right in no time.”

“No, the blowjob was amazing. I mean, no, no—”

Stephen threw up his hands and rushed to his office, closing the door behind him. 

This was insane. Abigail as well. What the fuck was happening? 

Maybe there was some kind of clue on his computer. Certainly there seemed to be a time lapse he wasn’t aware of. Again, he suspected the bender to end all benders. Like most drunks, he danced with the idea of becoming suicidally drunk from time to time, though usually after tying one on he felt well enough to just have a blackout and be done with the night. But today felt like his life was drunk. 

Plus he was hard. All the time. God.

He’d been hard since he’d heard Marisa begging for a blowjob and now from seeing Abigail his cock was only more insistent. Offering to teach his daughter how to suck his cock! What was even the appropriate reaction? Outrage? Police? 

His cock had decided the correct reaction was yes, harder, more of that, do it now. 

Feeling exhausted with this day already, he sat down in a heap and powered up his computer. Immediately, a pair of nimble young hands unzipped him and began stroking his shaft and slurping softly at his cockhead. 

“What the fuck...?” he groaned.

He pulled away from the desk and the girl followed him out, obediently crawling and sucking and slurping as she went, whining softly as he continued sliding out of reach of her insistent lips. 

“Addalyn?”

It was Addalyn, his daughter’s best friend. The one he had hit on so clumsily, the one who had tattled on him. 

Abigail walked in just as he had his hands all over Addalyn’s skull. Originally, they were there to push her away. But in seeing Abigail, Stephen yelped and felt instinctively the need to hide, and drew his arms to his sides. But he still held on to Addalyn’s gorgeous head, and so this just meant he fucked her throat harder than before. His cockhead pressed against the soft flesh of her esophagus, suddenly deep-fucking her like her face was a cunt. 

“Fu-oh fuck...”

Abigail’s eyes lit up at what she saw. “I just noticed you forgot your coffee outside, sir.”

She strutted toward him, deliberately swaying her hips. God she looked amazing in that skirt, the way it hugged her long, long legs. Her hair, brilliant and brown and shining, hung down one side of her face in a thick gorgeous pile. It was no mystery at all to Abigail what was happening, no secret, and certainly no scandal. Her luscious lips parted, her eyes sparkling with desire. She walked all the way up until her hand clasped on top of Stephen’s on top of her daughter’s thrillingly hot skull. 

“I was wondering where she had gotten to,” she whispered. 

She pushed in harder, her crotch cinching tight around the back of Stephen’s hand and so also her daughter’s head. 

“Is she doing it right, sir? It’s so important to me to have raised a quality daughter for you. I need to raise her correctly.”

“Correctly...?”

He groaned, feeling trapped. One beautiful woman on his cock, and another—apparently her mother but looking gorgeous enough to be her sister—pushing in and eagerly encouraging him to do more. 

“To suck your cock.” Abigail’s voice was a sultry whisper. “A good girl needs to serve her man correctly. It’s so important. And you’re her man...if she’s good enough, I mean.” She smiled, biting a bottom lip. She looked at him like a teenager wanting to ask out a crush to a dance. “I don’t want to presume. I just want my daughter to impress you.”

“Impresss...” he gulped, struggling to stand. Addalyn hummed with pleasure on his cock. His eyes feeling like they would roll in the back of his head. “Impress me...”

For a moment—well, to be honest, for several moments—he just enjoyed the moment. His cock was in charge, demanding he take more and more from the willing, wet-mouthed Addalyn. The thought of her in that tiny, skimpy swim-team uniform flashed before his eyes. She was so fucking young, just barely eighteen just like his daughter.

But...no! Christ, no. This was wrong; this was all wrong. He had been drunk when he made those idiotic comments, and he was dry as a bone, and he couldn’t blame his lack of willpower here on anything but himself. He had to stop this. 

He stood up completely, but Addalyn kept sucking, and Abigail pushed harder against them both, rubbing her hands up and down Stephen’s chest. He backed into the nearby bookshelf. His degrees knocked against the wall. Addalyn’s skirt and heels shuffled as she slid forward. He noticed for the first time that she was fingering herself with her free hand while she sucked. A puddle followed on the floor behind her. 

“Yes, that’s it, dearie,” urged Abigail. He didn’t know if she meant Addalyn or him. “I mean, she’s wanted you for so long. It would break her dear little heart to disappoint you now, don’t you know? All those times she wore those skimpy, teeny, tiny swim suits, she was just thinking about you. She and Gale having all those sleepovers, and the whole time she just wanted you. Both of them just needing you, dreaming of you, wishing somehow they could please you. Look at her, darling.”

All he had to do to look at Addalyn was glance down, but that would be acknowledging a level of reality to this situation that was hard to take. He’d have to look at the way Abigail ground her hips into her daughter’s head into his cock, guiding her as she sucked him dry. Abigail’s lips, so glossy and plump, were inches away from his own. The only thing keeping him from kissing her madly was air resistance and his evaporating willpower. 

But he didn’t even need to look down that far. Abigail had brought up her phone—showing him pre-loaded images of Addalyn in bikinis. Curated photographs, professionally done, showing off her own daughter in provocative poses. 

“I took them myself,” she whispered. “It’s just you, me, and her who have seen them. Not even Gale knows.” She giggled. “Addalyn wanted a competitive edge over her. She figured Gale’s going to be on your mind all the time with you living with her and all.” Her hips fucked insistently now into Addalyn, into him, skullfucking her own daughter against her boss’s cock. “Did it work? Do you like it? Do you like her?”

Addalyn moaned, needing to know that he thought she was pretty, even as he fucked her throat with his harder-than-ever cock. 

“Do you think she’s pretty?” Abigail asked. Her lips brushing against his chin now. “Is my daughter fuckable?”

She showed him a picture of Addalyn in a red bikini.

“Won’t you cum in my pretty, pretty daughter?”

Addalyn in a pink bikini, eyes smoldering.

“She’s pretty just for you.” 

Pink bikini, biting her lower lip, cupping her breasts.

“She needs to be fucked just by you.” 

Kneeling down, hands holding her heels tight with chest up. Topless with a white bikini bottom.

“Please won’t you show her how pretty she is and cum in her throat? She won’t know otherwise.” 

A gif of Addalyn mouthing please.

“There’s no way to know for sure unless you cum in my daughter’s throat.” 

A close-up of Addalyn’s profile, eyes full of want.

“Look at how pretty she is. She told me she thought about you in every photo. Just thinking of her new Daddy and his big cock and how much she needed him—”

That was it, that was too much. Calling him her new Daddy. 

Cumming heatedly, he grabbed both of them—taking Abigail in his arms with a long kiss and wrapping one leg around Addalyn’s slender back. He came as hard as he ever had—losing himself in the sensation, dumping load after load of hot, virile cum down Addalyn’s eighteen year-old throat. She was so wet, willing, and able, taking him with orgasmic glee. As his thrusting pulses slowly subsided, she became gentler as well—slowly sucking and kissing to make sure she milked everything. 

His mind came back to him. Fucking shit, what had he done? This was insane. There was no way to explain this to Marisa or Gale. He had to get away.  

He extricated himself slowly. As soon as he tried, though, they were at it again—Abigail leaning down to kiss Addalyn. 

“I want to taste him,” she purred, licking Stephen’s cum off of her daughter’s lips. “I want to taste Daddy with you...”

Their lips met, sharing his cum between them in thick, gooey trails. They giggled and slid the excess over their necks and cleavage, making their skin even shinier than before. 

Holy christ, he could not watch any more of that. 

“I-I’ve got to get out of here.”

* * * * *
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IN THE CAR, UNCERTAIN of where to go or what to do, his cock compelled him to act. He sat with it unzipped, unleashed, rising out from his lap like a majestic totem, streaming precum and harder than he’d ever felt it before. 

Before—between the raucous wake-up call, escaping, arriving at the office and escaping again—he hadn’t really had a good look at his cock. It had felt big and hard, sure, but he just thought he was especially turned on because gloriously stacked supermodel-esque beauties were worshiping him with their mouths and begging him for more. 

But now, in the garage’s dim light, he took another look. It was bigger. Much, much bigger—longer by at least three inches and thicker in diameter by at least another inch and a half. How had he grown such a monster? What the fuck was happening?

Gentle, groaning, he wrapped a hand around it and stroked just slightly. He was so hard. Precum shot out like a cannon, streaming upward and then splattering over the steering wheel and his hands and shaft. 

It was perfectly possible, he realized, to make himself cum. There was plenty of material to work with from his recollection of today. Addalyn’s mouth. Abigail’s begging. Marisa’s imploring. Gale’s...fuck...Gale...

Why couldn’t he get the thought of Gale sucking him off out of his head? She had been so spectacular at it. And—like a drunk who threw away half a liter of vodka on his way to a recovery center—he could not help but wish he’d had the presence of mind to go further before he had known it was her. God, if he had just been able to fuck her sweet, tight body before he had known who she was...

No, no that was wrong.

And the feeling of wrongness only intensified when he stroked himself thinking about it. Something stopped him from making himself cum by himself—it was almost revolting. And it wasn’t just the sapping engineer team of Gale-type-thoughts drilling under the walls of his brain that made it feel wrong; it was the fact of him stroking himself to a finish at all. 

Like he needed—like he had earned—a gorgeous woman to absorb whatever cum he created.

What he needed, perhaps even more than he needed to cum, if that was possible, was someone to talk to. 

He needed someone who wouldn’t want to fuck him. Someone he could trust to tell him the truth. 

* * * * *
[image: ]


HE DROVE UP TO THE Fontaine Law Office in the middle of the afternoon. It was windy, and he wished it wasn’t—every time the warm breeze blew into him, his overly-sensitive cock mistook the sensation as someone tugging it into action. 

So, staggering with lust and struggling not to stop and grind his palm against his straining oak, he entered Ella Fontaine’s office. 

She was his oldest friend; they went to law school together and had run their year’s most successful study group. After graduating, they ended up at the same firm—under “good old Hartman,” which is what they had called the vicious old bastard who had paid them next to nothing to grind their fingers into dust writing him briefs—and shared long talks about opening up a firm together. It had always been friendly and easy between Stephen and Ella because she was a committed lesbian and let him know that on their very first meeting. They became best friends fast, and relied on each other for help with their growing client list across town. 

Nonetheless, they had suffered a falling out years ago when—too drunk at a party—he’d made a clumsy pass at her. 

Something of a pattern, that. Perhaps he should look into it. 

No time now.

Inside, some young thing was bent over the front desk wearing a tiny white skirt and tall, tall white heels. Her delectable ass, perfectly sculpted in the form of a heart-shaped bubble, shifted this way and that as she searched for something inside a drawer. He groaned audibly. This was the last thing he’d wanted to see. He had to take hold of the door frame just to not rush forward and start molesting this poor young woman whose only indiscretion had been dropping her pen. 

Stephen’s office was small; Ella’s was practically a coffin. They shared a similar structure—small waiting room and an office in the back—but Ella had never, to his knowledge, made enough to afford a secretary. She had moved into divorce lawyering, the last he heard. The lobby had three men in it, all staring helplessly at the display of the gorgeous blonde before him. Stephen looked over at them and they immediately averted their eyes—not from the blonde, but from him.

It was strange, like they were intimidated. It was not a response he was used to; Stephen had been beat up so many times growing up that he had built up his argumentative skills particularly to respond to bigger, stronger men bullying him around. 

The blonde, in front of them all, bent over further. Her panties—or perhaps the absence of them, judging from the total lack of lines in her skirt—would soon be visible. 

He cleared his throat, hoping to encourage her to stop what she was doing. Instead, she bent over further, giggling, flashing her pink-wet slit, and then rose up vertebrae-by-vertebrae like a yoga instructor and shot her thick blond hair back in an elaborately sexy toss. 

“Oh my god! Stephen! Thank goodness you’re here!”

The blonde—only more stunning now that she had turned around—smiled and leapt towards Stephen, giving him a long and intimate hug. Her breasts, plush and plump in her tiny sweater, crushed fetchingly against his chest. She smelled like fresh strawberries. Stephen’s cock urged against the confines of his trousers, sliding up against her thigh. The way she giggled and pressed off of him made it ambiguous as to whether she was just friendly and airheaded or actually feeling him up; either way, her fingernails raked against his shaft and pushed a long heated sigh from his mouth. 

She braced his shoulders. “Now, how are you holding up? Has that bitch made any more demands?”

“Bitch?” He blinked. “Demands? You mean Marisa? No, I mean...I think our marriage might be okay...”

Her laughter was intoxicating; he felt like laughing because she was so pretty as she did it. 

“No, no,” her smile faded after a moment. “The bitch! You know, Rhonda! I couldn’t believe it when I heard they picked Ladwell as the judge, could you? I mean, she doesn’t have a prayer once this thing gets to court, but—”

“Sorry, stop.” 

He held up a hand, and the blonde beauty obeyed him immediately, mid-sentence. Rhonda Sullivan was the leading partner at his rival law firm, Hanson & Hanson. They’d competed for clients for years. Was she suing him? For what? 

What was going on?

In front of him, the blonde waited patiently, happy to stare at him and soak him up with her bright sea-blue eyes.

It was her eyes that gave it away.

“Ella?”

“Yes, sir?”

Sir. What the fuck was she doing calling him that?

No, no, that’s the second question. The first question was obviously what the fuck was Ella doing looking like that?

“Ella...” he shook his head. “We have to talk. Privately.”

She nodded, taking his hand and guiding him to the back office. Her fingers were soft and long, a far cry from the stubby, utilitarian sausages that the Ella he knew had. This woman—this girl—looked barely legal, just like Abigail. 

Just like his wife. 

Oh god, had they gotten to her too?

“Ella,” he said again. “This is important—”

“I know,” she nodded, sliding up on her desk. “I can smell it. It’s been hours for you, hasn’t it?”

“No, Ella. Something’s happened. You’ve changed, and—”

“I know,” she nodded, tugging him toward her. 

Her hand pushed him up her flimsy skirt. He could both see and feel quite suddenly that his presumption about her lack of panties was correct. Her pussy was tight, wet, and beautiful. Perfectly waxed, shining, waiting for him. Somehow his cock had left his zipper at last. Had he unzipped himself or had she? Did he care?

Her skirt pushed up higher, almost like a string belt. Ready and willing and waiting. She slipped up on top of the desk and slid her legs around his waist. Precum dripped from his cock down onto the surface of the desk, mixing with the quickly forming puddle of her heated juices of arousal.

Right above her pussy was a curious tattoo. It looked a little like the letter H, but the edges were more diagonal and the line through the middle was a crooked slash. It seemed to glow as he approach, though surely that was just the light. 

“I know I’ve changed,” she continued. “I used to be able to last for months without you,” she whimpered, wrapping her arms around his neck. “But it’s been days and I’m losing my mind. Please fuck me? I promise I’ll get you the best settlement possible.”

His cock hovered right above her entrance. God, he wanted her. But he was so confused. 

“What do you mean, settlement? What is happening with Rhonda? And w-with you, and with Marisa, and Abigail, and—ohhhh fuck!”

She had edged herself forward toward his cock on the desk, sliding easily from the sudden and constant lubrication of her own juices. Her pussy lips kissed his cockhead just as she reached up and kissed his chin. Her entire demeanor was so wholly submissive and seductive. The tattoo over her pussy shimmered and sparkled. That was just her sweat sliding over the pattern, of course.

Desperately, he tried to keep his wits about him. His cock was inside her, but only just so. He could still pull out and call this whole thing a misunderstanding. 

Ella tossed her hair to one side, licking her lips and settling her wide-eyed gaze on him with a deadly mixture of avarice and lust. 

I’m trouble, but I can keep a secret.

That’s what she advertised. 

“Wh-what about Rosie?” he asked. “Your wife?”

“She-she’s at home,” Ella whispered between kisses. “She won’t be able to make it before you fuck me stupid. Please don’t stop!”

The fact that Ella described her wife’s location in terms of inconvenience for him—he wouldn’t be able to fuck her before he fucked Ella, because he so obviously had to fuck Ella—instead of trying to persuade him that she would never find out really hit home for Stephen. Ella didn’t care if Rosie knew because in this crazy world he had entered, he apparently fucked Ella and Rosie at will. 

Her heels, resting on his rear, patted him forward. Her legs were strong, toned, long. Suddenly he was inside her in earnest, gripping her hips, and plunging his manhood deep up inside her utterly tight entrance. 

“Fuck!” she cried. “Oh my god! You’re bigg-bigger than ever!”

She was so fucking thin. Her slender body rivalled what he remembered of Marisa or Gale this morning. It was so simple to wrap his hands around her waist and take hold, and he immediately had control of her entire body weight. 

He could—and did—twist her this way and that, and she contorted her body appropriately, twisting herself to let him see her entire slim length, positioning herself like a model on a magazine cover to best display her many angles and tilt her tits or ass or jawline at him in the most fetching way possible. 

Constantly, constantly trying to make him harder and to have him lust after her lusciously transformed body even further. 

The more he drilled into her body, the more he examined her—unable to stop himself. He roamed over her tight, soft skin with his hands, toying with her tits and especially her nipples. They were shiny and glossy like the rest of her, but wet also. 

She was leaking milk, he realized after a moment. Leaking hot, fertile milk because he fucked her, because her body was so driven by the need to be his breeding instrument. 

“Please,” she whimpered, as if reading his mind. “I need your babies. If you fuck a baby in me, I’ll get to be around your cock all the time, please...”

He didn’t know how to respond to that, and she cradled his head down to her tits.

“You can taste it,” she urged him. “Taste how good I’ll be, Daddy...”

He couldn’t stop himself. A part of him tried—thoughts of Marisa, her transformation, loyalty to his wife in this one way despite all the numerous instances of infidelity he had engaged in already today. 

But a stronger part of him—the cock-leading part—leapt full-bore into owning this bimbo blonde who so clearly wanted him to run her life. 

He sucked on her nipples as she called him Daddy, the taste overwhelming the pleasure centers of his brain. It wasn’t normal milk, just like none of this was normal anymore—this was special somehow and it made his need to cum overwhelm whatever control he may have once had. 

Standing up straight, growling, he pinned her down to the desk with his and almost violently choking her around the neck. Ella loved it, squeezing his arm tight, as if daring him to choke her harder. 

Her eagerness, the milk, her silently mouthing the words Please, Daddy? over and over again sent him over the edge, and Stephen came inside of her tight, wet pussy. 

As he did, his grip relinquished just enough for her voice to come back, and she came loudly—screaming his name.

“You’re the fucking best, Master!” she cried. “You’re so fucking good! So. Fucking. Good! Oh my god, oh my-my god, my god! Yes, Daddy, yes!”

“Ella...” he moaned. “Oh fuck, oh god, Ella...”

“Master! I love you! I love you forever! Forever!”

Just when he thought he couldn’t keep going, when his orgasm was totally done, that pronouncement urged even more from him—a final spraying of his heavy seed down in the beautifully tight canal she was swearing was just for him.

Finally, though, she settled down, kissing him loudly on the neck and shoulders, making a long show of raking her nails over his back and biting him possessively. It was all very theatrical. 

The door, he noticed suddenly. The door to the front of the office—she had never closed it and he had been too turned on to notice. The men in front had been watching the whole time. Two of them were on their knees, dry-humping their hands as they watched. 

“M-mistress?” one of the men called out. “Should we go?”

Ella sneered, calling out the door. “Shut the fuck up, worm.”

Her change in countenance was extraordinary. She had been so worshipful toward Stephen—so utterly impressed and seductive and needy. Raising her eyebrows just so. 

As she turned towards those in the lobby, though, her expression became entirely contemptuous. Sneering wholeheartedly. Eyes narrowing down to murder-killer slits. 

The men in the front, cowed, resumed their silence. They were crying, he realized. Crying because he was fucking the girl they wanted. 

He knew he should feel bad. But instead it only emboldened him further. He gripped her tits, her ass, hard as he could—squeezing for her attention. 

Just as quickly as she darkened, she brightened again, looking back up at Stephen with need and reverence. 

“I’m sorry about that, my love.”

“Mistress?” he asked. 

She shrugged. “Not my idea. But one of them started doing it and I just kind of ran with it, you know? Weak little boys like a strong woman to tell them what to do. Not like you, though. You’re the strongest. Ungh.”

She took a hold of his cock, which had exited her cunt only to rest against her belly now, still streaming and hard. Stroking, holding him tight against her rock-solid abdomen, she looked up at Stephen with deep, unreserved lust. 

“So strong,” she whimpered. “Won’t you show me again how strong you are?”

There were so many questions he still had—this business with Rhonda Sullivan, what had happened to Ella’s wife, what had happened to the women and men in this town, and probably most importantly, what was going on with his wife and daughter...

But Ella was soft and hard in all the right places, warm and willing as he was between her legs, and stroking and kissing him like there was no tomorrow. 

Problem solving could wait. He slid inside her again and listened to her confess her undying love once more. 

# # #
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The Bimbo Fix – His Rival
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“I’ve got to figure this out,” Stephen said, gripping Ella’s perfectly formed ass even harder. “Something is up. I just can’t figure out what.”

As he casually fucked his former confidant over her desk, sliding her this lusciously busty way and that, Stephen tried to keep his composure long enough for some real critical thinking to occur. Ella’s hands sprawled out, reaching to grab on to anything in the ecstatic fervor she felt as his thick cock utterly filled her tight pussy. 

“Fi-figure it out!” she moaned. “Y-yes! Yes, of course you will! You’re so smart! You’re the smartest everrr...”

Her voice drifted off as yet another orgasm hit her system. They seemed to arrive every seven or eight thrusts. He had ripped her clothes off somewhere in the throes of their passion because he liked watching her tight, newly-young body tremble and shake before him with the unstoppable might of her bliss. Her back, exposed to him, was perfectly muscled and undulated with terrifically erotic precision. Her legs had wrapped around his waist, locking in place with her preposterously tall heels—the only clothing she still had on that was in one piece. Now she balanced on top of her smooshed tits astride the desk, banging her fists as the currents of passion took her.

So far, it was only while he fucked her that he was really able to think clearly. And he liked to speak these newly clear thoughts out loud. 

“This day has just been insane. It starts with my fucking daughter sucking me off of all things, good gracious. And then Marisa, she seems really into it. And she was going to leave me! I remember signing papers that you put together for her.”

“Sss...sorry about that,” Ella mumbled. “I dunn...fuck. Don’t ‘member it much. But I’m sorry, Daddy—oh! Ohhh!”

His thrusts picked up and he hit the magic cum number for Ella once again. That always hit home, calling him Daddy like that. Even though he technically wasn’t Gale’s real father, they had adopted her at a very young age and both he and Marisa had raised her. That made the current level of transgression—with her sucking him off like she had with her adopted mother’s encouragement—somehow worse to him. Taking in a girl from some other home just to—apparently, now that she was barely eighteen—corrupt her into serving her new father’s cock. 

“So then every woman I come across wants to fuck me. I want to fuck them. I can’t even think straight, I’m so hard half the time, and it’s only fucking you that I’ve been able to put all this together a little. It just feels like I’m missing whole days. I got drunk, sure, man did I get drunk, but I’ve never lost a month or more. How long did you say you’ve been in love with me?”

“My whole life, Daddy. I live for you. You’re my whole world and all I want to do is make your cock so happy and hard and—”

He picked her up briefly off the desk and then roughly set her down again. Not quite a slam but not quite not one either. Her tits mostly cushioned the blow. Mostly. 

“How long. Did you. Say. Stupid?”

Ella giggled. “Ohhh, I just dee kay, baby. Like, three weeksish?”

“Three weeks. Three weeks and you’re in love with me, and so is Abigail and Addalyn and suddenly Marisa again and for some fucking reason Gale is too, and you’re looking like this, god, are you ever...”

He stared down at the tight, tanned flesh of her back. He really had a thing for bare backs—and not just the complete lack of protection he employed now to probably fuck a whole litter of babies into Ella with. When she had originally seduced him, there was no time for condoms, and he figured the damage was already done. He also found that, when he thought about Ella being pregnant, full of his seed, he only wanted to fuck her more.

But her back now was gloriously tight, muscled, and toned. Before, the Ella he had known had been almost brutish in appearance; squat and square and businesslike. Ella now was a phenomenal bombshell of cover model proportions. 

“And I’ve changed too,” he said. “I’m fit. I’ve been fucking you for what, an hour now?”

“Yeah you have,” Ella groaned, bucking her hips up into his thrusts. “What a man you are...”

“And my cock is huge. And I’m stronger. And I don’t even want a drink, christ. I can’t even tell you how long it’s been since I haven’t wanted a drink.”

“And your cock is huge!” 

“I said that.”

“It’s soo fucking big, and good, and hot, and ‘mazing...” She picked herself up off the desk by her forearms just a bit, sneering out to the audience in the lobby. “You hear that, you fucking twerps? It’s more man than you’ll ever be!”

Her orgasm-laced contempt carried easily across the small confines of her office to the small gathering of men which had only grown since Stephen had been fucking her. When he first came in, he assumed they were clients of hers. She had revealed to him between fuck-sessions that she basically bullied them into accepting the worse divorce settlement conditions possible—completely giving up all of their individual savings and wealth and agreeing to alimony conditions that essentially made them slaves to their ex-wives for years. Stephen, his clear thoughts only lasting as long until his next fuck, hadn’t quite thought through the implications of that yet. 

“And there’s that,” he said. “These dummies out there. All so hopelessly in love with you. I don’t mind it like I thought I might, them watching.”

“It’s good for you to cuck them, Daddy,” Ella smiled and then sneered. “They deserve humiliation.”

That earned her several hard thrusts in a row, until her long, pointed nails left scratch marks in the lovely carpentry of her desk. 

“It seems like,” he huffed, “The only woman who apparently doesn’t want to fuck me, the only person around totally unaffected, is Rhonda Sullivan and—”

“Don’t worry about her,” Ella moaned, tilting her back up like a cat. “She’s in the lock-up already. It won’t be long now.”

He wanted to ask more about that—lock-up? Won’t be long until what? But Ella tossed her hair to one side in a gloriously sexy motion and sneered again at the audience waiting in the lobby.

“They’re so in l-love with me,” she giggled, her voice sounding practically mindless. “All those stupid little wimps. But I only love you. I’m fucking up their lives for you. The law is changing to fuck them just like you fuck me, and it’s all because I love you, I love you, I love you—”

She kept repeating it and the sound of this exquisite phrase from such an immaculately lovely mouth was too much for Stephen. He came inside her amazing, orgasming body for the fifth time that day, pulling out after several loads to spray even more all over her back. Marking her as his. She writhed under his load, obviously cumming even more—her count must have been in the dozens at this point. A sheen of heated sweat covered her glorious curves and tight angles, making her every movement all the sexier. 

God, cumming inside of and all over her felt good. That felt right. This new Ella was what he deserved. The old one was so stupid and haggard, and—

He shook his head. No. No, that was wrong. That was wrong. Something kept fucking with his head, his thoughts. This was all wrong, and—

“Nnng,” Ella moaned, turning over and back again, rubbing his cum all over herself. Her already shiny skin became even shinier, seeming to absorb the seed right away and giving her body a clear-coat finish. “If those dummies think I’m sexy, Marisa will really throw them for a loop.”

Stephen was confused. “Marisa?”

“She’s even hotter than me.” She raised an eyebrow. “Surely you’ve noticed?”

Her composure returned to her quicker than his did. Perhaps some compensation mechanism for the quickness and ease of her many, many orgasms. She was so ready to fuck, all the time, and just for him...god, it was enough to make him hard again...

He shook his head. Had to focus. 

“No, I mean, what do you mean they’ll see her?”

“She’s on her way.” She smiled brightly, like a good student getting the answer right in class. “Gale too. Didn’t you see me texting them?”

“No, I didn’t see you fucking texting my wife and daughter!”

Stephen started throwing on his clothes in a hurry. This—hurriedly dressing to get away from his family—was becoming a pattern; one more of several new ones. Ella kept pushing her body against his, touching at his muscles, his arms and chest. Rubbing him. Her voice sliding into his ear, so soft and insistent and needy.

“Well, yeah. I mean, we’re all so concerned about Gale. We want to study her technique and show her where she went wrong, and I thought, well, you’re here and you’re calm and yourself again, so it just makes sense for Auntie Ella and Mommy Marisa to look at Gale while she sucks your cock and tell her the best way to go about it.”

As she spoke, Ella absentmindedly started finger-fucking herself, as if thinking about Stephen’s daughter being taught to suck his cock was so helplessly arousing that there was no other choice other than to resort to self-pleasure.

“Jesus fucking christ.” 

He stumbled through his pants one leg at a time. Where were his shoes?

“We’ll suck you too, to show her first, if you’re worried about that.” Ella backed off a bit finally and sat up with cover-model perfect posture on the desk. She took a long time to cross her lusciously long legs. Somehow, even with her clothes mostly ripped off and covered in the sheen of his cum, she looked elegant and sexy. “And we’ll finger ourselves while we watch. It won’t be all about you. We love to watch.”

“No. Christ, no.”

He was fully dressed now, just looking at the gorgeous Ella. The blinds were up, he noticed for the first time. Anyone could have been watching, and several were. Men on their knees, and women holding each other in small masses. They crooked into one another’s elbows and joined hands, like they were at some kind of vigil. When the women saw him looking, they smiled brightly and waved. Hopeful for his attention. 

“Is that entirely fair, counselor?” asked Ella. “I mean, you let Abigail give Addalyn a lesson earlier, and Addalyn isn’t nearly as pretty as Gale, though she is lovely of course, and—”

“I don’t want anyone teaching anyone about my cock! Nobody else needs to learn about the best way to suck me off!”

Ella scoffed for a second and then tore up laughing, as if that was the funniest thing anyone had ever said to her. 

She was still laughing as Stephen left.

* * * * *
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STEPHEN STILL DIDN’T quite know what was happening, but his latest cum had sated his lust for a moment and the clarity he had felt while fucking had not yet succumbed to the ever-present needs of his raging, titanic cock. 

“Maybe I’ve got this thing beat,” he said, driving through the sparsely-populated roads of town. “Maybe I’m in charge after all.”

He drove to the “lock-up,” as Ella had put it—which he assumed could only mean the local police station. Somehow, and he didn’t know how exactly, the key to understanding all of this was Rhonda Sullivan. 

In a lot of ways, Rhonda was the source of all his problems. Perhaps not his current problems—with a rapidly expanding set of women who seemed both dead-set on fucking him and on teaching his daughter how to suck his cock—but all his problems prior to that.

They had competed for the same set of clients for years. They were both lawyers in corporate law—mostly rote contract-inspection and creation and careful application of legal pressure to weed out competition for high-stakes clients. She had spread rumors about his drinking and philandering and womanizing, and while that was all true, certainly none of it had been a problem before she had started saying it was. 

She hated his guts. The exact reasons why were unclear to him, but he suspected it had something to do with how he had slept with her sister. 

That dumb broad had blown their whole—incredibly brief!—affair way out of proportion. Started saying she loved him and she’d kill herself without him, that kind of thing. Sure, he hadn’t called her back, but she had been kind of an awful lay and was a nut besides, so who cared? He heard something later about how she had been to a mental institute, some sort of psych ward, but that hardly had anything to do with him. 

The few sights he did see on the way to the station were odd indeed. Earlier when he had been driving to work and to Ella’s office, he had treated each new vision of gloriously hot women with confusion and even fear. Tunnel-visioned on his quest to escape from his own erection. This drive was longer—the station was on the edge of town due to some poor city planning (nothing like having a police station on the other end of town when you needed them)—and so he had the time to take in the sights. 

There were no “normal” people. Not really. The women were tall and beautiful. The men—what few of them there were—followed behind the women by several paces, often holding enormous piles of bags from expensive clothing stores. Several of those men were on leashes. Women stopped and chatted with each other, spectacular beauties in wide-brimmed hats and gorgeous plunge-cleavage dresses and blouses, and admired one another’s leash selection. 

One woman with a leashed husband spoke to another with her unleashed husband, and let her try out the joys of tugging him this way and that. The collars were not nice; most of them looked to be the kind of choke collars that used to be in vogue for large misbehaving dogs. The sort that dug into flesh when they were pulled. 

Stephen, stopping and staring at one of these exchanges, was caught in his voyeurism. 

One woman pointed at him, surprised, eyes wide. They both stopped what they were doing. The leash-holder roughly pulled hers, pulling her man to ground. Packages spilled all around him. She stepped on the back of his neck with one high heel and curtsied deeply. The other knelt down entirely like she prayed at an altar. 

The light had long ago turned green. Stephen sped along before his erection became even more pressing. 

At the police station, he hoped, there would be some version of normalcy. It was the police! Whatever was happening to corrupt the rest of the culture, the policy would surely be exempt. They were there to protect and serve and that was it. 

This stray hope for a conservative reality was dashed in less than a minute after parking at the police station lot. Striding through the front doors, the first sight he was exposed to was the sight of his own bare legs and cock on a poster, hanging over the front desk. 

Serve and Adore, the poster read. 

“Goddammit,” Stephen muttered, shaking his head. This was already a bad idea. 

The officer at the front desk perked up at his arrival, smiling gorgeously and unbuttoning the top buttons of her already rather-unbuttoned uniform. She was busty, pale, with gorgeous auburn hair that swept out in waves across her shoulders. Beneath the shirt, she may as well have been an Abigail-class sexpot secretary, wearing a tiny miniskirt and thigh-high high-heeled boots. Soft wrist-length silk gloves adorned her hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clasped her hands together. “Can I help you, sir? Is there someone you need us to arrest? The other girls all brag about holding them down for you to have your way with them, and I just wish that—”

“I want to see Rhonda Sullivan,” he said. “Where is she?

Right away, she sneered. “Oh, that dumb bitch? Why do you want to see her?”

Stephen didn’t relish his reply, but his temper was growing short. 

“Are you questioning me, now?”

This was a bit of a gamble—were they all really under his influence and just madly in love with him like Ella and the rest seemed to be?

The redheaded officer—Malone?, as it read on her name tag—gulped and blushed. 

“No, of course not. I’ll hold her down for you, even! I’d love to do that. May I please do that?”

“Where is she?”

She pointed. “Just back there in holding. They’ve been prepping the needles for her all day. You put us through such a rush last week, I think three dozen or so? We had to wait for some to become available, and—”

Stephen didn’t know what any of that meant and kept walking as she spoke to him, leading the way with an outstretched, dainty hand. She apparently walked and talked, one too many tasks for her simple head, and tumbled over the edges of her desk as she tried to keep his attention. 

A week ago—or what felt like a week ago to Stephen’s apparently time-altered head—he would have been tongue-tied and flummoxed while talking with that gorgeous girl. Hell, without a few drinks in him, he probably wouldn’t have had the courage to talk to her at all. And yet, now, today, he had ordered her around and even ignored her while she was still desperate to talk to him. 

Probably she might even go to bed tonight fingering herself silly thinking of the fact that she’d had a conversation with him at all. 

The police station’s layout and décor was basic and utilitarian; your standard dystopian model of public service with fluorescent lighting, chipped linoleum floors, leakage stains in the tile ceiling. But there had been clearly attempts over the last little while—Stephen guessed three weeks or so—to liven it up. Fresh flowers attended every cubicle and desk. Large posters of gorgeous cover models in bikinis plastered on one wall under an ornate, pink and gold plaque reading: “The Ideal Servicewoman!” 

Club music thumped from one closed office and Stephen saw several sexy, high-heeled, pornographically uniformed officers dancing and drinking with each other inside. The interior courtyard was visible through the windows; nearly a dozen girls sunbathed totally naked. Someone had posted a large yellow sign with black, imperial font reading “TAN LINES ARE FAIL LINES.”

And of course, there wasn’t a man in sight.

Down the hall, he approached two young—god, every woman looked so young now, so fresh and virginal—two young guards outside a door holding heavy batons. 

“Is she in there?” he asked. “Rhonda?”

They both nodded, faces flushing red at his presence, clearly turned on. Buttons, as apparently they did now in his presence, swiftly became undone from fast-acting fingers, and he soon had a vision field full of perfectly arranged police-woman cleavage. 

He opened the door, pushing past them—they both pushed into him with their soft, heavy, loving tits—and closed the door behind him. 

Inside, he saw Rhonda handcuffed to a table.

Rhonda was a petite, pretty brunette. She wore sweatpants and an oversized sweater, like they had picked her up late at night after a microwave dinner. Even so, he had to admit she looked good. Some ruddiness in her cheeks; a bit of fullness to her lips, hips, and nips he hadn’t remembered.

“You?” she sneered. “Really? Good lord, I was wondering what this was all about. Is it really you they’re raising such a fucking fuss about?”

Though he understood her ire, he could not help but be a little insulted. Why not him? Was it that crazy?

He remembered the poster on the wall, Serve & Adore, and the picture of his cock. When had anyone even had a camera out in front of his penis like that?

Maybe it was a little crazy.

“Look,” he said, “I’m not sure how much time we have. Everyone seems to be kind of crazy right now for some reason or another. I don’t know exactly what they’re capable of, but they seem to be obedient enough that I can get us out of here.” He sat down across from her. “Are you in your right mind?”

She spat in his face. 

“Great.” He wiped himself off. “Let’s go.”

* * * * *
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HALF AN HOUR LATER, they were outside of the city and on the highway, heading to a mountain cabin that Stephen sometimes rented. It was a summer cabin, and it was the middle of the fall, so he hoped that it would be unoccupied for a little while yet. It might be dirty, but he could handle that kind of thing. 

Rhonda had refused to talk with him after the breakout, staring mostly out the window and keeping quiet. Every so often he heard her grunt or sigh, clearly annoyed with the situation. 

“Look,” he said, “I know you’re upset. And probably scared. And I know you don’t like me. But I don’t know what’s going on any more than you do.”

He was trying to drive and have a serious conversation, never an easy task. The weather was mostly clear at least, and there weren’t many other cars on the road.

“Is that what you said to all of them before you took them hostage and fucked up their minds?”

“I’m not going to fuck up your mind,” he insisted, “and you’re not my hostage. You can go at any time. I just thought I would take us some place safe first. You can have the car when we get there. Unless you want to be picked up by someone from town?”

She paled a little at that. Slowly, she shook her head and looked out the window. 

“I just don’t get it. I don’t get any of it,” she said after a minute. “The girls, the...the changes. Or like, you. Look at you. I mean how did you even do that? With the handcuffs?”

They had broken like wet paper in his hands—both the chain to remove Rhonda from the table and then the cuffs themselves when he’d set her free. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “I guess I’m just...stronger now. There’s a lot of things I don’t understand.”

She made a face. “So the whole town is turning into your personal harem...except for the men, who are like, a gang of beta simp cucks now, and you’re telling me you’ve got nothing to do with it?”

“I’ve clearly got something to do with it,” he said, “I just don’t understand it. I was hoping maybe you would help.”

“Why would I help you?”

“I mean you want to see me ruined, right? For some inane fucking reason? What better way to ruin my day than to take away all of this nonstop blowjob action?”

“It’s not an inane reason. You sent my sister to the fucking madhouse, and—”

It was Stephen’s turn to make a face. He nearly took his eyes off the road. 

“I did what? We slept together, once, and it wasn’t even—”

“She was in love with you, stupid!” Her cheeks flushed a lovely shade of red. “She had been in love with you for ages, and once she realized you didn’t care—”

“You’re not supposed to call it a madhouse, you know. You’re supposed to be sensitive.”

Rhonda looked short-circuited, which was the point of his comment. 

“You’re telling me how to call it? Are you serious right now?”

“Hold on.”

They passed a hitchhiker and Stephen slowed down the car to pull over. She had thick burgundy red hair tied up in a bun and wore a giant backpack. 

“What?” said Rhonda. “Are you kidding? No.”

“She’s heading out of town,” he said. “That means she might know something too.”

“Hitchhikers are dangerous! You can’t just pick someone up. And you’re just trying to change the subject, because you won’t face that you fucked up someone’s life and—hi! Hello. Where are you headed?”

The hitchhiker appeared at the window that Stephen had rolled down. He smirked at Rhonda’s natural instinct to be welcoming. 

“Anywhere, just out of that crazy place,” she said. 

Stephen noticed—or rather, his cock really noticed—that this girl was young and fresh and she smelled like a virgin and she was gloriously sexy as hell. There was a ruddiness about her cheeks that made him want to fuck her in a field full of flowers. He had thought she was bulky and stout, but it was just the many layers of her clothing. As she leaned over, he saw her magnificently constructed clavicles inside her dangling sweaters and shirts, just above a tremendous pair of heavy tits. 

She was fit. She was busty. She was a virgin. 

She was exactly the kind of girl he shouldn’t be picking up if he was serious about getting away from the problems the town presented. 

But—maybe it would be different in a different location? What did they call it? A geographical cure? If it didn’t work, they wouldn’t call it a cure, right?

“What’s your name?” asked Rhonda. 

“I’m Kylie. I’m ei-eighteen. I’m totally single, and I’m a virgin?” She giggled and pushed her hand through her thick, shiny mess of red hair, smiling and looking directly at Stephen. “Sorry. I don’t know why I said that. I just wanted you to know? Is that okay?”

Stephen held in a groan of lust. 

“Get in.”

* * * * *
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THE CABIN WAS UP IN the mountains but, as often was the case, there was a small center at the base of the mountain road where people could resupply. This was where Stephen offered to drop Kylie off, and she had agreed; it was only an hour away.

That had been an hour and a half ago when Kylie still had all her clothes on, had been sitting in the backseat, and wasn’t sliding her hands up and down Stephen’s body whispering in his ears about how much she needed his cock. 

Now she wore nothing but a tight-fitting tank top and a pair of panties. She looked like a college coed, her clothes piled up next to the car door and her dark red hair down and in a mess hanging over his lap. 

“It’s so big,” she whispered, squeezing him through his pants. “Look at it. I need it. Please? I didn’t know how much I needed it but I really do...”

She had asked—once they got to the mountain base—to go with them up to the cabin so she could use the trails. She was a hiker, thus the backpack, and was always looking for some great place in the wilderness “to hang.”

Kylie and Rhonda had switched places, Rhonda asking to sleep in the backseat. Now that they were driving up the mountain trail, Kylie was right next to Stephen, staring at him with large needy hazel eyes, moaning and whimpering. He couldn’t stop or pull over on the narrow mountain road, nor could he spare much attention to fight Kylie off. 

All his focus needed to be on the road. Probably he would have been rather worried about driving safely regardless, but his grandfather had died by driving off a mountain road and Stephen’s childhood was punctuated with several horror stories of his ancestor’s demise. It was the early evening now, and on this side of the mountain, the daylight wavered. 

No sooner had Kylie traded places with Rhonda than the beautiful teenager started stripping. First she was too warm, then she was too dirty, and then she just started explaining that she really wanted Stephen to see her legs. Did he want to see them?

Boy, did he ever. They were long and supple and slender and her thigh-gap looked like it could hold a coconut. 

“Do you think my mouth can even hold it?” Kylie asked him. 

She referred to his cock. Everything she said was in a soft, melty-voiced whisper, her lips sliding against his ears. Big, soft tits pressing against his bulky arm, docking on either side. They felt like they were full of milk; smelled like it too.

“It’s so big. I can feel how big it is.” She squeezed his cock through his pants. “I’m not sure it would even fit in my mouth or my pussy. You’d probably break me forever.”

“Fucking hell.”

His trousers were slick with his precum, cock straining, begging to be released. Rhonda seemed perfectly asleep in the back. Exhausted from the day’s ordeals. A little bit of embarrassing drool ran from one corner of her mouth down onto her shoulder. Despite Kylie’s constant whimpers and begging, the auburn beauty’s decibel level was quite low. The car in low gear, the gravel trail of the mountain road, and the constant winds must have drowned out anything she said. But then, all it would take was a simple eye-opening from Rhonda to expose them. 

“Please, sir?” she whispered again. “Please? Please let me just touch it. Would that be so bad?”

He struggled to find the reason why she couldn’t. His thoughts were clouded over with lust. If he were more sober, more aware, he might have wondered how it was that this hitchhiker seemed to possess the same need for him that women from town did. He might have wondered, too, why it hadn’t been as instant with her. 

Instead all he could think about were her lips, glossy and pink and so close, and how he couldn’t kiss them because that would mean taking his eyes off the road and killing all three of them. 

Her hand continued to slide over his cock, encouraging more precum to soak his pants. The cloth was so thin there now that she might as well be stroking him for real. 

Might as well. That was a powerful phrase for someone like him. 

Might as well have another few drinks at the party; the wife was mad with him anyway and he’d be sobering up for good tomorrow. Again.

Might as well hit on the secretary; she seemed to think low of him and would probably be out of his life soon, should see what could happen while it could still happen.

Might as well let this gorgeous virgin eighteen year-old vixen stroke him off if she was just going to stroke his cock over his trousers regardless. 

Besides, wouldn’t it just make sense? Wouldn’t it be better to stop being so torn between two worlds? He could just let her suck his cock and then his thoughts would get clearer again, like they had with Ella. Wouldn’t that be a responsible decision for him to make? 

This virginal, buxom beauty, so eager for his permission. That made his cock pulse even more, thinking of that. She was all over him—touching, kissing, cooing—but to actually touch or taste his cock for real required his permission because he was in charge of her. And the way she acted and sounded and moved, that meant he was in charge of her entire life.

He sighed. “It’s j-just...”

“Yes, sir? Tell me, please. I’ll do anything.”

He didn’t know how to explain it. 

“I have a daughter. She’s about your age.”

“Oh, I see.” Her voice became somehow even lower and sultrier. Squeezing his cock harder. “Do I remind you of her? Do you want to call me her name?”

“...fuck.”

“You can call me her name if it makes you happy, Sir. I’ll dress up like her. I’ll become her friend. If she doesn’t want to fuck you like you deserve, I’ll hold her down. She should have a little fuckdoll friend, shouldn’t she? Someone whispering sin in her ear all the time?” Her voice changed octaves just slightly. “‘You’re so lucky to have such a hot Daddy. I wish I could surprise him in the shower in the morning and suck his cock like a good daughter. You’re so lucky to be able to do that.’ Like that, Daddy?”

“...fuck...fuck...”

“Do you want me to help teach her, later? Do you want her to have a special secret slavefucksister to serve you, Daddy?”

That...that was too much.

He let one hand down just for a moment and unzipped himself, guiding her hand onto his cock. Right away she started stroking expertly. She hugged herself into his body and sighed happily, loving every second of touching his cock. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “This is so amazing. It’s so big. Look at my fingers. They don’t even touch. You’re so huge, Daddy.’

He couldn’t look—but he was sorely tempted. But it would be too easy to stop looking at the road entirely. Her fingers were heavenly. Soft, long, and nimble. Nothing like what he might have thought her rough hitchhiking life would land her. 

“What’s the deal with your girlfriend?” Kylie asked. “Why isn’t she doing this for you, Daddy?”

Again, she called him Daddy. Fuck. She really was taken under the same spell as everyone else in town. Was it his proximity? But if it was that, why was Rhonda still immune?

“No,” he shook his head. “No, we’re more like...I don’t know. Kind of enemies. Competitors in business.”

She scoffed. “What a bitch.”

As she said it, her stroking became more elaborate and long. Like she was showing off what she could do and what Rhonda wouldn’t. Her hand was already slick with his precum. A long, sticky, warm stream of drool dripped from her mouth all over his cock and balls.

His resistance evaporated. He needed to cum, needed her mouth on him.

“Take it,” he ordered her. “Take it all.”

She let out such a gleeful sound in response that he was almost worried that she would wake Rhonda. But as her lips found purchase over his trembling, spurting cockhead, Rhonda’s eyes remained closed. She looked almost like she was having bad dreams. Her hands drawn up over her lap and turned intensely to one side, eyes firmly shut and head pressed against the window. 

In another world, another time, he might have been concerned. Something certainly seemed up with her, but he couldn’t figure out what. 

Instead, while Rhonda lived a nightmare, he lived a dream with Kylie’s talented teenage mouth shunting up and down his shaft. 

* * * * *
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HE SLOWED DOWN AS HE drove because he wasn’t sure of his ability to handle Kylie’s beautiful mouth and handling the steering wheel. Every ten seconds or so, her tongue and mouth delivered some fresh heaven of pleasure he had never experienced before. When he came—which he did three times in  the extra hour it took them to go all the way up the mountain road—she came too. And he struggled not to watch as her body became tighter, longer, bustier, sexier as it was jammed between his crotch and the steering wheel with each load he busted up into her willing, slavish throat.

In the backseat, Rhonda was clearly pleasuring herself. He put it together after his first cum. Her fingers caught between her legs, even with as much as she tried to obscure it with her positioning. Eyes out the window to look away—but in doing so, catching the reflection of Stephen and Kylie.

Helpless. Lost in  lust. Sweating, shaking, moaning, shifting. She wasn’t even hiding it by the time the cabin actually came into view. 

The parking spot in front of the cabin was marked off with sticks and stones. He pulled into it oblong and harsh, jolting Rhonda out of her seat like poorly stacked groceries. She landed down in the space between the back and front seats, legs sprawled out, her head stuck upright with eyes fixated cleanly on Kylie’s mouth worshiping her new god’s cock.

He pushed Kylie down on the seat, but there wasn’t enough room. He was getting larger somehow. He could barely fit behind the steering wheel. Growling, he kicked the door open, metal wrenching and busting from the impact, and grabbed her by the hair. She screamed but she loved it, the quick pain only intensifying the pleasure she felt at being manhandled. 

Out of the car, still dragging Kylie by the hair. Feeling violent; feeling like a conqueror unrealized. He slammed Kylie down on the hood of the car ass-first, spreading her legs wide and entered her abruptly and easily. 

“Y-yes!” she shouted. “Oh my fuck, yes!”

The bulge of his cock could be seen all the way up to her abdomen. She was so fucking fit. 

Gone were any worries of hesitation on his part, of his wife finding out, of what Rhonda might think. All he could think of was how young, virginal, fresh, and fertile Kylie was and how that meant she badly needed to be fucked by him all day long. 

Just above her shining, superbly wet cunt was another tattoo—the same kind of symbology that Ella sported. It glimmered and glowed, and seemed to shine even more as a lusty sheen of sweat ran over its surface.

Something to think about later. He pushed deeper inside of Kylie, feeling her virginal resistance crumble before the might of his new, enhanced cock. He felt so fucking strong—taking her, pushing her down. She needed it, wanted it, begged him to go deeper right away—but even if she had fought, she wouldn’t have been able to stop him. They both knew it, and it drove their lust levels even higher. 

Every piston-like thrust into Kylie’s cunt powered her tiny body into the car, seeming to do permanent damage to its frame and everything under the hood. He heard metal rattling around, screeching, begging him to slow or stop—but being able to drive back to town suddenly held a lot less interest for him. 

Not for Rhonda, though. She stumbled out of the car, crying. 

“Please, stop! Stop fucking her! I can’t take it!”

Her hand was deep in her snatch as she begged him. Kylie’s legs wrapped around him tighter; her wildly orgasming cunt spasming around his thick shaft, her thick hair spread all over the hood of the car. 

“Never stop!” Kylie begged. “Please, don’t ever stop fucking me!”

Rhonda grabbed his arm. “Stop!”

Kylie pulled him in tighter. “Don’t!”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

“Don’t...”

“Stop!”

Rhonda suddenly seemed to realize she was just playing into Kylie’s chanting hand and ran to the cabin, trying to get inside. But she didn’t have the keys. She knelt down and hugged herself near the door, looking away, furious. Her fingers once again slipped up between her legs and she sulkily played with herself, trying to ignore the display Stephen and Kylie made.

With her out of the way, he focused entirely on Kylie—and there was so much to focus on. 

She was a beautiful young woman, and whatever had happened to transform the women of the town had clearly happened to her as well—making her even more beautiful. Her exposure to his cock meant her young, healthy skin was even more vibrant, her hair longer and thicker, and her hefty tits even becoming bustier even as he kneaded them. The supple titflesh pushed through the gaps in his fingers, slick from her gathering milk . 

“Cum in me, Daddy. Put a baby in me. Please, Daddy? Please fuck me pregnant?”

Nothing from his previous life told him that he could have a baby with some random college girl and have no consequences. But now that felt entirely different—he felt like he could impregnate her and all her friends and never suffer a single repercussion. 

“Do it, please? Please, Daddy? You’re a stud. You’re such a fucking stud. Fuck up my life, please? Make me your pregnant little fucktoy, please, Daddy?”

Stephen knew he had to give her what she wanted. For as much as these women promised him their obedience, they sure seemed to influence the hell out of him. 

Looking at her squirming, lusciously lithe body, Stephen decided he could live with their influence. 

He emptied his load inside her fertile belly, exulting in the immediate orgasm she obviously felt at the splashing of his seed inside her. Her beautiful face, caught in the waves of purest pleasure—cheeks flushed, pupils dilated, glossy lips parted—softened his heart for her considerably. 

He wanted to keep this girl. He wanted her to belong to him. She was his fucking property now. Not just owned by him like all those girls in town—but actually his. Someone in his household. How had she put it? A “special secret slavefucksister” for Gale. 

His hands roamed over her trembling, post-orgasm body—all the way down to her pussy, above which still featured that same odd tattoo. 

“They grabbed you in town, right?” he asked. “Marked you like this.”

Kylie nodded. “I thought it was really weird and scary at the time, but I’m super happy about it now, Daddy.”

His cock—even though he had just cum harder than ever—jolted at her calling him Daddy. Thoughts of fucking her supple, smooth-as-silk body again ran through his mind. This time, though, he could think about a solution to this host of problems, instead of just being lost to the passion of it all. He lifted her legs back up around his hips, already trying to problem-solve with his cock resting on top of her entrance. 

The tattoo is magic somehow, okay. Sure. But where does it come from? Why does that symbol look so familiar?

Rhonda approached, averting her eyes from the sight of Stephen astride Kylie. She had her hands stuffed up inside her armpits, arms crossed, but her thighs rubbed together to try and create some friction on her needy cunt. It wasn’t much use; her thighs were thin now. 

She was changing too. Changing like all the other girls. She had always been a looker, but now her brown hair glistened, a sexy tangle drooping down into a heavy pair of thoroughly smashing tits. 

“Please,” said Rhonda. Her lips looked so sexy when she said that. “Give me the keys. You promised. You said. Give me the keys. Let me leave. Please.”

“Oh, I don’t know, Daddy.” Kylie slid up and wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking him with her feet wrapped just so around his thighs. “She’s a dumb bitch for being against you, but she is a stunner. Should we really just let her go?” She leaned in close and whispered. “Why let her go when you can fuck her however you want, no matter what she says? We’re in the middle of nowhere. What’s she going to do about it?”

Fuck! 

What was it about this tattoo that made every woman he came across not only smoking hot, but desperate to give him as many fucktoys as possible? It was like he had somehow earned the favor of some mad sex god. 

“I’ll let you go,” he said, pushing Kylie away just slightly. “I did promise. I’ll keep my word. But you have to show me something first.”

Rhonda tugged on her clothes, now all out of sorts from her constant, failing attempts to not pleasure herself. Her thick hair was piled all to one side. God, Stephen wanted to fuck her. It hit him hard like a pile of bricks; he wanted to strip her down and make her sorry she was so fucking stupid for ever going against him. 

He could imagine Ella, standing over her with a whip. What the fuck is wrong with you? Don’t you realize who he IS? You stupid cunt.

And here...already holding his cock, was Kylie. She wasn’t quite as impressive as Ella—few could be—but she still was something, and she definitely had the right attitude. 

“Show you something?” Rhonda asked.

“I want to see your pussy.”

Kylie bounced with glee. “Yes! Yay!”

“You’re cr-crazy. You-you’re...no!”

But her hands had already started to go to her zipper and buttons, like she couldn’t help but do what he said. Like something had changed her already. 

Stephen walked away from the crumpled, probably-now-useless car and advanced on Rhonda. She backed up, whimpering, licking her lips, big eyes searching for mercy and finding none. Before long, he cornered her against the side of the cabin. Kylie, simpering, sidled up next to him and gave Rhonda dagger-eyes. 

“You better do what he says. There’s no one out here to hear you scream. And he and I could do anything to you. No one would know. And even if they did find out...no one would care, would they? Your struggle against the wants of a man like him? Would anyone give a fuck?”

Her hand slipped up onto his cock as she spoke, stroking him so that he spilled precum all down Rhonda’s legs and feet. She was so twisted and evil and willing, and so easily. Stephen knew nothing about this girl and yet she was already in so many ways like a carbon copy of Ella or Abigail. It was like one template had been handed out for the whole town. 

“Please,” Rhonda whimpered. “Don’t make me. Don’t make me...”

“Don’t make me,” said Stephen. “Show me your fucking pussy. Right now.”

Trembling and nodding, Rhonda began to strip. 

Her body was unbelievable. Tight, toned, busty. Milk streaming from her heavy tits. Thick chestnut hair like something from a painting. She had clearly changed from the Rhonda he knew. 

From what her body looked like, at least, he was mostly certain what he would find—but she wasn’t done yet.  

“Panties too,” said Kylie. “Show Master everything. It’s what he wants.”

Kylie’s urgency filled him with a different urgency—to fuck her until she wanted him to conquer even more, if that was possible. 

The fight was gone from Rhonda—he saw it leave her countenance like the air from a balloon. Deflated. Defeated. Totally willing.

Finally, Rhonda was naked entirely beneath the waist, and he saw why she had been so reticent to show him. 

She had the tattoo, just like Kylie and Ella. And just like them, it was the same symbol and in the exact same placement. 

But that wasn’t why she didn’t want to show him what she had. No—she had apparently stuffed her pussy full of a vibrator plug. 

Kylie giggled. “What the fuck is that?” 

“I—I’m not stupid,” Rhonda said, clearly struggling. “I saw what was happening around town. I knew that women would get really turned on and then it would all become about you for some reason. So I thought that if I controlled my orgasms, if I edged and came enough, that I would be able to keep my composure. And it worked! I was right!”

Even if it had worked for a moment, it was clear the efficacy was waning if not outright eliminated by Stephen’s recognition of his power over Kylie—and by extension, Rhonda herself. She had been touching herself quite a bit—fingering her clit while the plug buzzed along inside her pussy...so much stimulation. She nearly got away with it, too. 

Kylie slipped a hand up between Rhonda’s thighs and removed the plug with a laugh, tossing it into the dirt.

“Do you feel like you’re in control of your orgasms right now, stupid?”

Rhonda whimpered and came down on her knees, weakly reaching after the plug. Kylie took her by the hair and slapped her. 

“Hey. Bitch. Stupid bitch. I asked you a question. Are you in control?”

Rhonda, knees knocking, eyes searching all over Stephen and Kylie for help, shook her head. “No. No.”

“Who is in control, stupid?”

“He is. Stephen.”

Kylie slapped her again, leaving a blazing red mark on one cheek.

“Who is, bitch?”

“M-Master.” Rhonda’s voice became a whimpering whisper. “D-Daddy. Daddy’s in control of my cunt. I w-want it. I want his control. Please.”

Kylie held her tight to her face, sneering against her cheek and ear. “You feel smart now, bitch?”

“No. No. I’m so sorry. I’m so stupid.”

From this display, this dominance of one beautiful slave over another, Stephen was harder than he knew how to handle. 

There was a bed just inside. He ripped the door off its hinges and shoved Rhonda into the cabin and down onto the bed. Kylie slid around them both, serpentine, holding down Rhonda at the shoulders. 

“Please, Daddy,” begged Rhonda, spreading her legs wide for him. “I’ll do all the things you say. Please make me sorry I was so stupid.”

He would.

# # #
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Stephen had decided to do the right thing. 

Beneath him, an eighteen year-old college freshman and his fiercest rival competed intimately with their mouths over the thick, heavy expanse of his now-constantly hard cock. Kylie and Rhonda, respectively, did everything they could to make their Master happy. 

“He’s soo big,” Rhonda murmured in awe for maybe the hundredth time. Her plump lips attended the tip of his cock. “I can’t believe how big he is.”

“That’s because you’re a stupid bitch.” Kylie pushed her to one side and slurped Stephen down, showing Rhonda how it was done.

Both girls were naked. Their clothes were in tatters. The one thing they seemed to be able to agree on was how it was a shame that they weren’t in sexy outfits for their Master; they both were exceedingly distraught that they didn’t have high-high heels to wear for him. 

Everything else, though, seemed to be an excuse for Kylie to find fault with Rhonda—and Stephen only egged her on. 

It was the morning after the day he had awoken to find that pretty much every woman he came across in his town wanted to serve him sexually. That day began with his own adopted eighteen year-old daughter giving him a blowjob, guided in doing so by his wife. At work, his secretary served up her barely legal stepdaughter to him on a sexual platter, forcefully urging the girl she raised to be “a good girl” and receive a skullfucking from the arousal-compelled Stephen. When he looked for help from his closest friend, Ella, she seduced him into fucking her stupid.

That was the first piece of the puzzle. Up until that point, it was like he had been transported into some weird pornographic film obsessed with training barely legal teenagers to serve his cock. But Ella was clearly dominating the men who came to her law office, even going so far as legally declaring them as wage-slaves to the women who were divorcing them in utterly punishing settlements. Even stranger, she had a special tattoo right above her pussy. 

He wouldn’t have thought much of it. Far too much to think of otherwise, what with every woman—in addition to becoming his seductive cockslaves—transforming into real-life bombshells with superheroine measurements and magazine cover wardrobes. But then, through a turn of events, trying to escape the madness to get his head straight, Stephen managed to wind up at this cabin in the middle of the mountains with two other girls—his worst enemy and a random teenage hitchhiker they had picked up—with both of them begging, whimpering, and working for the pleasure of his cock. 

And both of them, just like Ella—and he could only imagine, just like Abigail and Marisa and the rest of the women he had seen—had the same tattoo just above their pussy. 

Kylie was a jealous cocksucker, even though his cock had grown tremendously in girth and length over the past thirty-six hours. She pushed Rhonda to one side frequently. When Rhonda managed kiss and lick and squirm her way into taking over cocksucking duty, Kylie would choke her—stroking Stephen’s cockhead by gripping the bulge he made in Rhonda’s throat—until Rhonda turned purple and had to relent to give up to Kylie. Rhonda, surprisingly timid, only whimpered and begged and kissed and licked in return for her own turn.

Much of the venom was out of Kylie’s attitude toward Rhonda, but it was no less toxic. She still berated her constantly for ever being against Stephen; he suspected this was for the same reason that both girls constantly called him Master and especially Daddy. 

Kylie called Rhonda stupid bitch because it really, really turned him on. 

“Can you believe this stupid bitch?” Kylie asked him, stroking him heatedly and continuing to both kiss his shaft and shoulder Rhonda out. “She can’t believe how big you are. I can. I always knew. I was born knowing how big and perfect your cock is, Daddy. I’ll always be ready for it.”

He found he didn’t have to say much. A nod here, a grunt there, a tugging of her hair there. Sex was about him, not them, and so his own voice was less important as a result. He didn’t give a fuck if anything he said turned them on; all they needed was his cock. 

He grunted, testing this theory, and Kylie immediately intuited his meaning by slipping up onto the bed with her legs open. Rhonda, just like he wanted, was close to tears. This was probably the tenth or twelfth time he had fucked Kylie to Rhonda’s two or three. In truth, Kylie was a better fuck—younger, tighter, hotter—but this was only by a matter of degrees. Both their bodies continued to change rapidly to become more accustomed to his constant attentions. Longer limbs. Tighter abdomens. Thicker hair and breasts. Their bodies bimbofying rapidly from the nonstop assault of his cock and cum.

His own body had changed—becoming more the picture of the ultimate alpha. Taller, stronger, bulkier. He had to be careful how he handled furniture and doors—otherwise they would split to pieces from a casual grasp. Part of the way the girls transformed seemed to be just keeping up with him in this way—though they remained soft, pliable, and flexible, he didn’t seem to actually harm them no matter how passionate his grip became.  

Kylie seemed to be getting hotter, tighter, bustier much faster than Rhonda, though. He assumed this had something to do with how much of his attention he had—maybe his unprotected loads deep into her fertile teen cunt were changing her faster. That turned him on too—that even if Rhonda did manage to keep getting hotter, she wouldn’t be able to keep up with Kylie because of the lead Kylie had already accumulated. 

Being that unfair to Rhonda, even now that she was his simpering, submissive little fuckslave, really hit the hedonistic center of Stephen’s brain. 

Rhonda had caused Stephen a lot of problems over the past couple of years. Attacking his business, his personal life. Stirring up all kinds of trouble. Now—fucking some random cock-worshiping beauty over Rhonda while making her cry in the process, depriving her of the totem of masculinity she had only just discovered was the center of her entire existence from now on—turned him on to no end. 

The bed had broken many hours before; they fucked now on the mattress on top of the box spring directly on top of the floor. He knelt down and wrapped up Kylie’s ankles around his neck, easily and quickly shoving inside her beautiful young pussy. 

“Oh my fucking god!” Kylie cried as Stephen thrust inside her. “You stupid bitch! You have no idea what you’re missing! Oh fuck, Daddy! You’re so good!”

She came immediately, as did Rhonda just from watching him fuck. But Rhonda’s cums—to hear her tell it—were a shadow of what Kylie felt with his massive cock riding against her ultra-sensitive g-spot. 

Kylie, when she wasn’t sneering sexily at Rhonda, stared up at Stephen with first-crush, teenage-lovey-dovey eyes and mouthed how much she loved him. Her hands grasped her heavy, milking tits, squeezing out more hot, delicious cream that lubricated their bodies even more. 

Now that he was fucking again, his thoughts became clear once more. His plan of action all laid out before him. The right thing to do. 

“See, it’s all got to do with Marisa. I didn’t expect it. At first, I thought it must have been Ella, when she was so insistent and manipulative of those men in her office.”

“Yeah,” Kylie moaned, banging her ankles against his neck. “Oh yes. She insisted...”

Kylie, naturally, had no idea who or what he was talking about. He continued to thrust slowly, milking this time with his full wits about him.

“But then the tattoo on your cunts. It matches exactly the gift I gave Marisa. There was this time—I guess it was about five weeks ago for you two, but like two or three days ago for me—I got blackout drunk. Marisa was leaving me. I didn’t know what to do.”

“Of c-course not,” Kylie was all sympathy and nods. “If you knew, you’d have d-done it. Like you do me.”

He purposefully avoided looking at Rhonda. She was really weeping, almost hyperventilating, deeply jealous. Close to a panic attack that she would never receive his cum again. If he saw that now, he might lose control entirely and cum right away. 

“But I remember waking up with my wallet empty. Not a particularly crazy—ugh. Your tits.” He slapped them generously, spending time kissing and licking them. The warm, pleasant-tasting milk they produced had kept him full for the past eighteen hours of their fuck-session. “Not a crazy thing. Waking up with no money. But I had just cashed out my accounts to keep Marisa from taking the money, you know? And so there was a lot. And instead I had this, I don’t know what to call it. An artifact? A totem? Like a foot tall or so. Hard wood carving. Looked old. But it’s the same...christ.” 

He chanced a look over at Rhonda and she looked nearly suicidal. Desperation for his pleasure, for his happiness, read clearly in her eyes—as did the deep-seated anguish of not receiving it personally as he favored Kylie again and again. After all the mess she had made for him, it felt so good to see that kind of emotional pain registering so deeply with her. 

Kylie was mouthing Stupid. Bitch. at Rhonda even as she kept cumming and moaning worshipfully. 

He was going to lose it soon. 

“Same...ungh. The same symbol as what’s on your cunts now. ‘This’ll fix it,’ the note on it said. No idea what it meant. But I gave the thing to Marisa. Last ditch effort for some kind of decent terms in the settlement. And next thing I know...I wake up in a new bed and Gale’s sucking me off like a champ.”

“Like you deserve,” Kylie moaned. “You deserve it. You deserve it. You deserve to have your daughter sucking you off, Daddy.” She could sense his closeness and spoke with an intensity and rhythm to encourage his orgasm as soon as possible. “I wish I was your daughter. I wish you had raised me up to suck and serve you. I’m so jealous of her. Can I be her friend? Can we chat and giggle and finger each other during slumber parties while we moon over you and you alone? Can I please—”

God, how did all these women know what made him more turned on than anything else? His thrusts came faster and faster as Kylie ranted, and his hands gripped tight against her mouth and throat just to shut her up. She squealed with delight, orgasming as his pistoning thrusts reached a crescendo and he came inside her. 

His load was unbelievably thick and potent. He could practically smell her getting pregnant underneath him. Before, his cum might have filled a thimble or so if he was being honest; now it must have easily been a cup, maybe more. It shot from him in long, hot strings, spraying Kylie’s insides like he was putting out a fire. 

Her eyes melted once more beneath him, so full of liquid-hot love and admiration for everything he was. She would be loyal and obedient, forever. There wasn’t a doubt in his mind. He wasn’t even sure that undoing all these transformations would change that about her; it seemed that genuine and real. 

After several minutes of soaking in this teenage goddess’s gaze, he pulled out of her, stroking her body as he went. 

Almost right away, Kylie turned to Rhonda. 

“Ell. Oh. Ell. You dumb bitch. There’s another one for me. Can you imagine how quickly I’m gonna be pregnant compared to you?”

Stephen knew, as the clarity of thinking from fucking wore off, that he had to get that artifact back and undo the effects of it and, failing that, destroy it entirely. It was the right thing to do. He couldn’t just live the rest of his life sexually destroying the lives of every woman he came into contact with. It was wrong. 

Without being told, Rhonda shimmered down to Kylie’s pussy and began obediently licking the cum out of her pussy. The way she was angled meant he saw her entire ass presented to him. Stephen groaned. 

It was probably wrong?

He was hard again already. Rhonda’s rear was high in the air, her pussy wet and pulsing and exposed. He could fuck her right into Kylie’s pussy while Kylie continued all that hot dirty talk about his daughter. He sat up, cock straight ahead, compelling him to slide up towards the perfectly formed entrance of Rhonda’s slick cunt.

He had to do the right thing. And he would.

Right after one last fuck.

“Kylie,” he said. “What were you saying about my daughter?”

* * * * *
[image: ]


THREE FUCKS LATER, Stephen drove back into town, alone, inside the half-broken car that he had nearly destroyed when he took Kylie for the first time.

He’d had a long internal debate about how to handle his leaving. Would he be able to keep his head if he wasn’t able to fuck Kylie or Rhonda at will? The novelty of all the new, freely-available pussy in the town concerned him. He wasn’t exactly bored with the girls in the cabin, but at least he knew them by now. Fucking them and basically continuing on with his task seemed easier than doing the task and getting distracted by some new hot thing. 

But he had been serious—or as serious as he could be—when he told himself he would do the right thing. And if he could find the totem, and it did undo the effects of this spell or ceremony or whatever else, then he didn’t want to be anywhere near Kylie or especially Rhonda.

Kylie had taken the news of his absence better than Rhonda. He had every confidence that she would follow him, and he didn’t feel right about forbidding her and compelling her to stay at the cabin. What if he didn’t come back and she stayed there and starved? But she had smiled and said that she lived to obey his will, and knew that he would bring her home to Gale soon. 

Rhonda, meanwhile, fell all over the ground begging him to stay. 

“Y-y-you o-o-only just fu-fucked me a-and please no, please let me feel it again. Oh my god, please?”

She continued on like that, raking at her smooth tight skin, eyes furious with tears. Kylie led her around by the thick mass of her hair, holding it like a leash, smiling arrogantly with the glow of having so many of his fucks inside her. 

“It’s all your fault, you know,” said Kylie, sneering, knowing that was perfectly untrue. “If you fucked him better, he would have stayed. You notice how he decided to leave right after fucking you? God, you’re such a useless stupid bitch.”

This only set off Rhonda’s anguish more—and Stephen knew he had to leave or else he’d get drawn in once more to their superbly hot dynamic. So he shoved himself into the mass of ripped steel masquerading as a car and drove down the mountain. 

When he reached the bottom of the mountain trail, the car died and he quickly flagged down a pick-up truck.

The fellow inside wore a stained white shirt and blue jeans. Some kind of laborer, judging from the heavy toolbox in the bed of the truck. He had a thick beard and dark, squirrely eyes. 

Stephen stood at the passenger side of the truck, considering carefully. The man stunk of cowardice. It smelled like old urine—and it definitely wasn’t the truck. 

Confidence brimming in a way that only hours of worship by two gloriously sexy angels can develop, he walked to the driver’s side and gently—had to be gently—opened the truck door. Then he nodded to one side. The message was clear:

Leave your keys and get the fuck out of here if you value your life and limbs.

The man rushed hard out the door and ran away from his truck, away from Stephen, away from the town itself. Stephen was sure he had been crying.

Not a word was exchanged. 

* * * * *
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THE TRUCK DROVE LIKE a dream and because of its height, it gave Stephen a better view of the way that the town had changed as he re-entered it and tried to head back home. 

Now, driving through the town with a straining hard-on from all the shamelessly erotic and him-serving sights he took in, he had begun to regret his slight turn towards morality. As he approached the main cross-street between the highway and the many subdivisions of neighborhoods, the visions of lustful obedience on display multiplied.

Apparently overnight, great statues of him had been erected in his honor. They had torn down huge portions of the city square to use for raw materials, crafting him in marble, steel, and bronze. Chain gangs of men did the disassembly work, watched carefully by provocatively-dressed women holding large shotguns. Most of the statues had his family beside him or at his feet—Marisa clinging to him lustfully, Gale wrapped around his legs with her lusciously designed mouth circulating his stiffening cock.

Even with all the available manpower in town, it seemed impossible that they would have built these statues overnight. But was it any more or less impossible than anything else he had seen? Rhonda—who hated him so thoroughly—had been reduced into a sniveling, squirming, scintillatingly hot sexpot in a matter of hours. Why wouldn’t there be statues erected to him as well?

He saw more monuments—these in the shape of the totem that he had given to Marisa—being put up by men in chains in the park. They were urged on by dominatrix-type women dressed in matte leather catsuits and holding long bullwhips. Their gorgeous, cleavage-heavy frames bodies poured into skintight uniforms of dominance, whipping the men while licking their lips and urging them to go faster, harder, better. 

This was all for him. 

He was sure that one of the dominatrices was Regina Halloway, who he flirted with unsuccessfully at a barbecue within the past year. She was casually stepping on a man’s hand with one heel and whipping his backside, snarling at him to move faster. 

They were far away—thirty feet at the closest, beyond a few park benches and in the shade.

But he was sure that was Joel Halloway, her husband. 

Again he remembered all those men lining up in Ella’s office, begging to receive the most punitive divorce forms possible. 

It wasn’t enough that these women worshiped Stephen—oh no. Not for Marisa, who he was more and more sure was the architect of all of this. No, for some reason, they had to humiliate their husbands at the same time. Cucking them totally while praising Stephen’s masculine glory. 

It didn’t help matters that Stephen’s cock was growing so substantially as he watched, nor did it help that it seemed like every man he saw was emaciated somehow. Like the life force was being drained out of them.

Was that part of it? Was their masculine energy being reconstituted into him? Was that why he was so big now, so eager to fuck, so willing to breed and forget about all these stupid problems? 

Seeing so much, so quickly, some part of him totally forgot—or maybe hadn’t all the way internalized yet—that traffic laws didn’t exactly apply to particularly him anymore. 

He was sure he could sweet-talk his way not just out of a ticket, but into the pants of any of the now entirely female police force—and in watching these gorgeous women in their tall heels and skintight outfits, his priorities had been confused somewhat. Nothing was ever more important to his cock than being stimulated—and it was harder than ever and practically in a fist-fight with the steering wheel from its straining position in his lap. 

So he had stopped at a redlight; he had been there for a full two minutes. The city council was always saying they’d speed the damn thing up. He watched a pair of leather-clad women chatting cheerily with a sundress-wearing brunette who happened by, complimenting the dominatrices on their whipping technique. Soon they started pointing at the statue of Stephen, and their conversation quickly became intimate and filled with kissing, fondling, and with a speed that surprised even Stephen at this point—fingering. The leather suits had zippers that went all the way down.  

Then one of them looked in his direction. 

She squealed with delight, directing the two girls she had just been finger-fucking and all the other girls in the nearby area to his car. Within moments, over a dozen women started sprinting towards him at full speed. Even in their precariously tall, narrow heels, they were able to move like Olympic runners. Their busty, long bodies in motion, hair flowing behind them, was a sight to behold. 

He knew what would happen next.

They would come to his car and beg to see him. They would start with such gentle, soft requests. 

Can’t they just say hello? Can we just shake hands? They would want to give him a hug, sneak a kiss. They would talk about how big and strong he was, the massivity of his cock they were feeling through his pants. 

They’d ask if he thought they were pretty enough to fuck him. They’d ask if they were worthy of him. They’d ask if they deserved his cock, because he deserved to only have girls who were worthy. They would all fall to him in worship.

They would probably ask about Gale—and offer to teach her how to suck his cock. They would want to tutor her, because nothing was more important to these women than that he had a daughter who capital-R Respected her Father.

And Stephen, as right as he wanted to be, knew something else too: he knew he’d give in, like he always did. 

He shifted the truck into gear.

But not today. The tires squealed as he ran the red light and sped down the road.

* * * * *
[image: ]


SEVEN MINUTES LATER, Stephen turned down the fifth neighborhood detour in a row—this one five streets behind the grocery store and two blocks up from Hobbs Park—and saw another gaggle of eager, short-skirted high-heeled women bursting with joy to see him and rushing obsequiously toward his car. 

Quickly, he kicked the car in reverse and slammed the wheel around, knocking over what must have been his third mailbox in ten minutes, searching again for a street that was clear.

The problem now was that these women apparently knew his automobile and they were communicating with each other. Maybe they had some kind of message board set up, or a massive text chain. Perhaps some kind of app—the Neighwhorehood or similar. However it happened, no matter the road he drove on, there were women stepping out to greet him.

They all looked so deeply happy, was the thing. They were thrilled to see him! And then whenever he chanced a look back, they were always so devastated to see him driving away. The hot Kylie-fueled kink with Rhonda aside, Stephen actually hated seeing a woman unhappy. That was part of why he had lied to Marisa for so long about their money problems, the work problems, and his drinking. 

Well, of course, he’d also lied to her about his drinking because of his drinking as well. You had to protect your drinking when you were a drunk—certainly no one else was sitting around waiting for an excuse to make sure you were able to keep drinking! Wives could be a nuisance, wanting you to change your life for the better and give up the only thing that made your existence worth going on for. 

Stephen tried back road after back road to no avail, slowly pushing deeper into the nest of suburban subdivisions that surrounded his home—each time there were women waiting for him, carefully coordinating and smiling and shouting his name and often outright begging to suck his cock. 

Each and every woman was a sexual fantasy—angel-faced with long legs and a tight body, usually busty beyond reason with gravity-mocking tits, and always dressed like lustful dynamos. 

Down one street, every woman was in lingerie. Their stockings shimmered in the sunlight. Down another, every woman was a cheerleader, holding pom-poms and bouncing up and down to cheer his arrival. 

Another sported nothing but tall, dark-haired women in evening gowns and hair with long one-sided parts, casting him seductive glances from underneath heavily-hooded eyes. He spied freshly prepared dinners waiting for him through the large windows of each house. They would suck him and stroke him and ride him and make him feel like a king.

On a street with what looked liked several barely-legal teenagers dressed trendily in miniskirts and slogan tees, several held hastily-written signs. 

I’m ovulating!

Train me please!

Let me help teach Gale to suck you off!

God, but these women really knew how to get to him. Precum drenched his trousers. He looked like he had walked through a flood. 

Finally, he found a farm road that led to an abandoned lot. It didn’t go anywhere, but he could use it to drop off the car and try to continue on foot. 

Using the sun as a guide, he moved through the woods until he rejoined civilization in a half-built cul-de-sac lot. He wasn’t positive, but he thought he was just a few miles from his own neighborhood. Stephen had never been much for surreptitiousness, but thankfully, the waves and waves of bimbo babes filling the streets didn’t make it that hard. He just had to listen for the sounds of begging and confusion and wanting and aching and head away from it.

He walked up to a nearby fence, hiding behind a small oak tree while a gaggle of bimbo nurses moaned and tittered and squeezed their heavy, lactating tits. The smell was almost unbearably arousing. They were just up the street at a corner, and if he walked out now, they would see him for sure. He had to wait.

Nearby was a fence—when these bimbos left, he’d hop it and make his way that way, from one backyard to another. He’d read about someone doing it in a story at some point. 

He wondered, with all the new construction going on, if these houses would ever be finished. When they started this lot, Marisa had originally wanted to buy a home here—the houses were much more expensive and luxurious than their own—and he had been reminded of this fact every time he drove with her and she requested they do a drive-by “just to take a look.”

He would deny her, or drive past and pretend not to hear, or the one or two times she really managed to get him to take that look, he’d been just awful about it. Moaning and complaining the whole time. 

In truth, Stephen had always been an awful father and an even worse husband. He resented Marisa for reminding him of the money he wasn’t able to earn because he drank instead. He resented her especially for wanting a new house because it meant she was looking for the future with him—looking for a way to improve their family, when all he wanted was to sink into drink. And he couldn’t respect her when she could never see that. 

Whatever changed when the totem was destroyed, he hoped he could retain this firm, fervent lack of need to fill himself with alcohol at every waking second. He’d been relieved of the need to get drunk now for two whole days almost, and it felt terrific.

The gaggle of bimbos at the corner finally moved on and he watched them walk for a while, stroking himself as he did, before finally moving on and going up and over the fence as planned.

Once he was in the yard, he walked to the other side, hoisted himself up and over again, and walked to the next fence.

He went on like this for some time, traversing mostly by backyards and sometimes by the rare street, hoisting himself up over fences and through gates. It was physical work but it did help to distract him from the pangs of need his cock sent his brain’s way every time he heard a transformed beauty’s recitation of love for him in the distance. 

Doing this kind of work—physical work—at all was indeed a big shift for him. He had never been exactly obese, but he certainly had never been in shape. The changes that the girls suffered—enjoyed?—had somehow rubbed off on him, and he still hadn’t been able to put together why that was. Becoming some kind of accidental vampire of masculinity was the best explanation he’d come up with.

He was now stronger than he’d ever been—strong enough to kick a door off its hinges or toss a young mindfucked beauty around without breaking a sweat. And his endurance and stamina were clearly astronomically high, as he had energy to burn even after spending most of the last two days virulently fucking the hell of out of pornographically-charged angels. 

Working his body cleared his head somewhat, especially now that he wasn’t gaping agog at a street full of living fantasies begging to be bred and enslaved to his will. 

The women were changed because of the tattoo. He guessed they had been taking them to the police station for some kind of “questioning,” using the force of authority to compel and coerce innocent women into custody. Then they tattooed them, probably deeply against their will, turning them into mindfucked slaves for Stephen to enjoy or not depending on how much they pleased him. 

Which was, as hot as it made him to think about, rather fucked up. 

But how did any of that change him? Was it something in the air? Something transferred to him from holding the totem in the first place? Why would it affect all the men? Were they being tattooed and he just hadn’t seen it?

He had to put such thoughts to one side as he casually climbed another fence—getting rather close to his home, only a home or two away, he was certain—and came across two gorgeous women in bikinis sitting by their pool.

They sunbathed, both of them wearing bright red bikinis. They looked almost like sisters, with thick blond hair and heavy, bountiful breasts. Their legs were long, and the tight confines of the swimsuits they wore exposed how delectably thin their bodies were. 

Was this Maude and Gertrude? That was the lesbian couple who lived next door.

No, no. That didn’t make sense. Maude and Gertrude were his neighbors, but they were incredibly old. Maude had suffered a recent bout with cancer and was on the losing end of the aftershocks, and Gertrude was so thoroughly stressed from dealing with that and caring for her that she had been losing her hair, taking to wearing bandanas and wraps. 

These two were ethereal, young beauties. They looked barely eighteen, outside of the bright lustful wisdom he saw in their eyes.

They had seen him, of course. Sitting up on one arm like swimsuit models and smiling at his approach. They began to get out of their seats, strutting toward him, licking their lips. Needing his attention. Every single part of them vibrant, youthful, lustful, and thin.  

He knew where this was going—and so did his cock. The sun had managed to dry out his pants a little, making them stiff and hard to walk in. But now, seeing their bodies displayed just for him, his cock gushed again and his pants began to fall away. 

The fabric was too weak to stand up to his masculine power. Soon, he was naked from the waist down, with his cock straining and urging him forward.

“Ladies...” he put up his hands like he was backing away even as he stepped toward them. 

Both rose up to meet him and soon they were on him. Heavy tits pushing up against his arms. Maude dropped to her knees. She had the longer, straighter hair of the two.  

He had a whole series of protests on his lips but they acted so fast. Gertrude started kissing his neck and telling him how handsome he was. Her hair was thicker, and she had freckles all along her shoulders and nose. 

“How did you know we’ve been waiting for you?” she whispered. “It’s been so long.”

“Our whole lives.”

This was the last thing Maude said before slipping her lips across his cock. 

It wasn’t exactly sexual assault, because he certainly wasn’t fighting it, but he didn’t know that he was asking for it either. He was still sure he could stop this at any time. 

But was that really the best idea?

Maude slid deeper on his cock. She was struggling with its girth; this absolute knockout blonde that could headline any strip club in America could barely take him in. 

He was so close to his home. What if Marisa was there? Worse, what if fucking Gale was there? 

Didn’t he want to have a quick fuck to relieve himself so he could have his mind straight before he got there? Didn’t that just make sense? 

Maude groaned as her jaw opened wider and his cockhead pushed against the soft tissue of her throat. Gertrude gripped the bulge there while she kissed Stephen’s chest, shoulders, and face. 

And if he was going to let Maude suck his cock, he may as well just fuck her, right? His cum was going in her regardless. And so there was no reason at all, in that case, to not do the same for Gertrude. 

And honestly he would have to do it a second time for both, just because the first time would be full of panic and fear for him, and he wanted to be able to honestly enjoy their presence. 

And at that point, really, just go for the hat trick and make it three—Stephen hated doing things in doubles and three always was a nice round number for him...

Looking down, he tried to see some reason not to fuck these women. But all he saw was two eager women desperate to make him cum, desperate to be bred by his all-powerful cock. 

He was trying to make things right, and he certainly wasn’t going to do that if he didn’t fuck these women senseless. That only made sense. He was losing his morality if he didn’t fuck them.

Right?

Maude’s mouth lifted off his cock. “I worship you. I want to name all my babies after your glory, Master.”

Yeah...yeah, that was right.

* * * * *
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FIVE FUCK SESSIONS later—that’s five each for Gertrude and for Maude—Stephen left their house and left the two brilliantly young lesbian lovers lying on the floor exhausted from his attention. 

He walked out the front door and down the driveway, taking the short sidewalk path to his home. It took him a moment to really confirm that it was his home. The only thing he recognized was that it still had a tall, flat roof. 

Stephen had some elaborate plan for entering his house through a back window that was totally thrown out when he realized his entire house had changed. 

Something—he assumed another effect of the totem—had left his house remarkably different than even yesterday morning. It was deeper, advertising more room than he would have thought possible. There were no more neighbors behind them, somehow, and so there was plenty of room to go backward. The fading color of the bricks in the front had been saturated fully and were now a deep, pleasant red. The windows, in particular, were tall and wide. No longer the kind that opened up a bit to tell air in. Instead, they were the kind that announced to everyone in the neighborhood what was happening in the house. 

Showy. Flaunting. Vain. Just like his fantasy of a wife had always been. 

So instead, with a solid fuck it, Stephen—still completely naked after fucking his neighbors—just walked through the front door. The house was unlocked, of course; what was there to worry about in regard to crime in this town anymore? 

The inside was just as showy and arrogant as the outside was now. He had expected the vaulted ceilings from the way it looked on the outside. He hadn’t expected the immaculately-constructed chandeliers, the cabinets of crystal finery, the new furniture that looked like it had arrived off a magazine cover. Twin marble staircases leading into an upstairs that was at least five feet higher up than it had been yesterday morning. Thick, heavy fur rugs in the den—the den that was also brand new—in front of a roaring fireplace for a chimney that must have been recently de-bricked. 

He found what he was looking for in his brand-new den. The totem was on top of the luxurious, meticulously-cleaned mantle. The wood was so polished he could see his reflection in it. 

It was hard to pin down what the totem looked like exactly. Like a series of infinity loops all thrumming and closing in on each other. The totem didn’t move, not exactly, but it was built to look like it did, and each time he tried to follow the pattern of its architecture, it eluded him. 

The power it exuded made his cock hard again, even drained so much and so often by Gertrude and Maude. 

High-heeled steps sounded off on the marble floor behind him. Stephen’s heart immediately began to race. 

“Oh, my husband,” Marisa moaned. “I’m so happy you’re home.”

Shit.

Immediately, Stephen closed his eyes. Still trying to deny reality, after all this. She wrapped her hands around his neck and started kissing him. He could feel her press her gorgeous tits against his back, her tiny, tall frame feeling so light against his impossibly heavy masculinity. 

“Darling...” she said after a moment, slowly slinking between him and the mantle. “...why are your eyes closed, my love?”

Because you’re probably so fucking hot right now that I don’t know if I can stand to look at you without fucking you into next week.

“I don’t think I’ll be able to control myself if I see you.”

“Oh, Husband,” she giggled. “You flatter me. But surely you’re so strong that you can handle anything?”

Well, of course that’s true.

He didn’t even have time to examine the contradictory nature of that thought before his eyes opened and his worst fears—such as they were—were fully realized. 

Marisa dressed in a soft silk robe and lingerie, the robe parted just so to show off her dynamite figure and stellar bust. Long waves of hair fell down one side, done-up like she was going to a gala to celebrate specifically her beauty. Her tits pushing up toward him, the cleavage decorated with an array of jewels—as were her hands, her wrists, her ears. Shining and sparkling everywhere. She looked like a dream; he had trouble standing up just seeing her.

This was different than Maude or Gertrude or Kylie or Rhonda or any of the other bimbos flaunting around town—this was a goddess. She was worthy of his respect and attention, and by god she had it. His cock pushed up into her midsection and she absently and obediently began stroking him right away.  

At her feet was Gale, prostrating in a yoga-type child’s pose. Her thin, gorgeous body on display just for Daddy. Dressed in the after-wear version of Mommy’s outfit—the heels a bit lower, but the gown even racier. Lower cut, and higher hemline.

“We’ve been aching for you all day, though of course that’s nothing new. But when you didn’t come home last night, I was so worried you wouldn’t be cumming in whoever you wanted—”

“Yes, well that’s understandable—what?”

“—there were so many girls here last night I was desperate for you to fuck. I’ve cultivated such a pristine arrangement of virgins and vixens for you, each one picked especially for—”

“Why would you do that? Why would you be collecting a harem for me?”

“You weren’t going to gather them all. You said it was too much work. You told me to do it. But to be honest, I rather enjoyed it. Each one was prettier than the last, though of course, none as pretty as me.”

“I believe that.”

She smiled adroitly. “That’s nicer. That’s more like the reception I’d love to hear from my darling husband when he hears about his gathered harem. I sent them all home. We didn’t know where you went off to. Won’t you leave us with a message next time? Abigail’s only too happy to obey you. I had to hear from Ella that you were acting odd. Are you still acting odd?”

Gale was licking his feet. God help him, he might have to kick his daughter in the face. 

“I don’t mind, you see. Of course not, my love. I adore the girls I’ve found you. It’s just I hate to see how disappointed they were when they couldn’t touch you. Fuck you. Stroke you.”

She accentuated this point by speeding up her own strokes on his cock. 

Stephen, his wits suddenly about him again, yelled out and stepped back, holding the totem like it was some kind of weapon.

“I have to end this,” he said. “This is over.”

“Over?” Marisa raised an eyebrow. 

He had to bust it before she convinced him not to. All these crazy succubi bitches had schemes on schemes on schemes to keep him hard and happy and there was no telling what she might decide to do. 

“I can’t let you stay like this. You look fabulous and—”

“Do I? Thank you, darling. It is just for you. And only you, forever.”

“Forever, Daddy,” Gale moaned from her new place around her mother’s leg.

His daughter was making a puddle of lust on the floor. Marisa’s long arm reached down to her head and gripped her tight, easily advertising that she could hold her down on his massive cock if that’s what he wanted. 

These two perfect, utterly perfect women. They would hate him after this. They would despise him. They would want to kill him and he’d probably deserve it. But at least they would be normal. 

“Please, Daddy?” Gale moaned, staring at him with her big eyes. “Please, let me suck your cock?”

That was too much. 

He smashed the artifact in his hand—god, he was strong now—and just in case that wasn’t enough, he threw it to the ground and stamped down on it. 

The power leaving the artifact was evident—a bright flash of terrible red energy, crackling and zapping up and out, spreading throughout the house. Everything felt it expanded and then contracted. The air felt electric for several moments—but then it seemed to settle down.

Several deep breaths. How would this work? Would everyone change all at once? Would his wife immediately hate him again, his daughter hold him in complete disdain? What were the rules of magic?

“Oh.” Marisa giggled behind him. “Oh, dear. That’s not how you do that at all.”

“What?”

“I mean, if you had asked me, I would have told you. Even if I didn’t agree with the decision, it’s a wife’s duty to do as her husband says. But it’s also a wifely duty to tell her husband when he’s wrong? Destroying that totem doesn’t mean this is over.”

Stephen was flabbergasted. “What?”

“In fact, it kind of means this can’t be over.”

“What?”

“It was, I don’t know exactly to put it. Magic is weird. But it wasn’t the source of the power that flows through you and all of us, now. It was more like the remote, turning you on as a source for that power. It had an on switch, which I surmise was activated when you gave it to me? But the off switch, well...”

He looked down at the fragments of the totem. Much of it was powder; it had been so fragile and he was so frightfully strong now. There would be no putting it back together. 

Gale was close to tears. Just seeing her lovely face like that broke his heart. 

“Baby, what’s wrong?” he asked. 

“I kind of wanted you to undo it, Daddy.”

“What?” Marisa looked shocked. “Why? We’ve talked so much about how much happier we are, my sweetling.”

“Oh, I know, and I am. I hated my old self. I hated Daddy so much; it was so wrong of me. I love him now like a good daughter should. It’s just...maybe I would be better at sucking cock if everything went back to the way it was. Or maybe I wouldn’t hate it so much that I disappointed him.”

Marisa leaned over and shushed her. Stephen had to admire the perfect globes of her ass as she did.

“It’s all right, sweetie. You know I’ll teach you how to do it just right for Daddy. I’ll hold you down and everything, just like we said. He’s so big and you’ll want to say no, but we’ll both know you won’t need to and you’ll be stuffed full of his big Daddy cock in your tiny virgin pussy in no time, and—”

“Holy shit, no.” Stephen shook his head. 

“You don’t want to fuck your daughter, Master?” Marisa held Gale by the face, pinching her cheeks just so. “But she needs it.”

He was so tired of pretending he was something he wasn’t and fighting this. 

“No, that’s not what I mean. I mean she didn’t do a bad job of sucking my cock.”

He sat down on the nearby leather couch, exhausted. The material felt like it cost more than his yearly salary per square inch. 

“What? But you ran away right after. And you didn’t stay for her to suck you off again at breakfast...”

“I was scared,” he threw up his hands. “I didn’t know what was happening. I was scared because it was the best blowjob I’d ever had.”

Marisa’s smile lit up the whole room. “Do you hear that, my darling? Daddy thinks you’re even better than me!”

“That’s what I’m saying,” said Stephen. “I don’t remember you ever sucking my cock, Marisa. Maybe once on our wedding night. But the rest of the time, you said it was—”

“—Too undignified, yes. But you made me apologize for that, darling. You taught me all about what a proper woman is. Arrogant and needy and aching and vain and materialistic and weak and pliant and seductive and—”

“Stop.”

He reached up and—without even thinking—drew Marisa onto his lap. She casually began stroking him, listening intently with her whole face and body. Listening like he’d never experienced her before. It was surreal, being the entirety of the focus of a woman with her kind of ethereal beauty. He hardly even noticed when her stroking—which started right away, fitting on him like a sheath over a sword—was replaced by Gale’s gentle kisses and licks and then slurping, schlocking, and moaning. Marisa placed a knowing hand on their daughter’s head, guiding her up and down. Patient, loving, attentive.

Casually, he explained all of it—his whole adventure from start to finish since waking up in a haze with Gale sucking him off. He stopped several times to tell her how good she was. It was lovely to watch her cum just from telling her she was a good girl. Her lips vibrated around his shaft each time an orgasm shook her thin frame. 

“That must have been so confusing,” said Marisa. “You poor, poor dear. So you don’t remember fucking me at all?”

“No.”

And he really, really wanted to. He had cum, repeatedly, down Gale’s throat as he retold the story. She loved it. Her young face, tits, and neck were absolutely smothered in his cum repeatedly. It seemed to absorb readily into her skin, making her appear even shinier. Her hair had grown several inches and intensified in its golden color, shining all by itself in the dim light of their den. 

“But Mommy is the hottest girl in the whole town,” said Gale, licking his cock. “And you deserve to fuck the hottest women ever.”

“And you don’t remember me taking Gale down on your cock for the first time?” said Marisa. “No matter how she squirmed, holding her for you while you drowned her throat in your holy seed?”

“Fuck.” He pulled Gale—who was smiling happily at the memory of her first throatfucking—back down on his cock. She fit there so easily. “No. No. Shit. I’m thinking it must have been something to do with booze withdrawal. I was just in a weird funk while the totem was clearing all those toxins out of my system. And I guess I let you be in charge of making me happy after I somehow made you into the ‘perfect wife.’”

Marisa crawled around on his lap, holding herself steady with long arms wrapped around his neck. Her pussy resting on the top and back of Gale’s head. Grinding there while she soaked in the majesty of her masculine husband. Keeping Gale—in this position—from getting any gulps of anything except for his cock. 

“I want to feel it,” Marisa moaned. “I want to feel your cum hit the back of her skull, please? I want to feel my daughter’s head while you fuck it. And then I need you inside me, please.”

God, that was so sick, so hot. He needed to, suddenly and absolutely. He needed to do only and exactly that. 

Making out with Marisa—hotter than any model or celebrity he’d ever seen, her face so smooth and defined and shiny—she ground her pussy on the back of Gale’s head while his daughter choked down his cock. 

“Cum for me, Master,” she moaned. “Give me my gift? Give me my reward for changing this town for you. Just for you. Show me how much you love my daughter. Cum for me. Cum for me, Daddy? Please, Daddy?”

She knew her secret weapons well. He couldn’t resist that, not after being sucked for so long by Gale.

Cumming wasn’t the end of lust for him anymore—only something else that exponentiated it. It changed his disposition like a spray of precum used to, making him need to fuck even more. 

And so he came down his daughter’s tight, eighteen year-old throat. He came so hard that he know Marisa felt it deep in her cunt, even through the thick, soft layers of Gale’s hair. But cumming was no longer the end, and he wanted more.

Cumming still, he pulled out and sprayed down Gale and shoved Marisa into the couch, entering her mercilessly. She was so fucking thin, so tall, so busty, so hot! How was she even fucking real?

It felt like every thrust should break her in half. Instead, she was so soft, so warm that he felt like he was fucking inside a pink cloud.  

Inside his wife. Finally fucking his wife in the first real time in he didn’t even know how long. 

“You’re so fucking good!” Marisa moaned. “My husband! My husband! My husband, the king! The god! You’re my god!”

He had only managed a few dozen strokes—barely working himself up in her uber-tight pussy—when Gale recovered and slipped up next to her Mommy. Their legs wrapped and pushed against each other and him. 

It was messy, slippery, hot. Their heavy tits leaked beautiful milk and Stephen couldn’t stop squeezing them at every turn, needing to feel more and more of their lusciously gorgeous bodies.  

“He’s fucking you, Mommy,” she whimpered. “Oh Mommy, Mommy, Daddy’s fucking you so good, so hard, oh Mommy...”

“I know, baby,” Marisa moaned. “I know, my good girl. He’s so good. He’s such a man. He’s all that is man. He’s our man. We’re so lucky...lucky...lucky...!” 

Her body cascaded into another round of glorious, operatic orgasms. Gale joined in just from watching her mother cum to her Daddy’s virtuoso strokes. 

Good lord. Stephen may have been all that was man, but he was still a man. 

Shaking, trembling, his hands tight around both their throats, Stephen unleashed inside of Marisa. 

His cum emptied out of him and he felt like he might genuinely have nothing left. He sprayed and sprayed, load after load, unleashing all the frustrations of the past forty-eight hours inside her. 

And like a good wife, she absorbed it all with gratitude and lust. 

“Oh my god,” Marisa moaned, stroking his body with admiration. “I’m knocked up for sure this time. I can feel it. You made me so pregnant, Master.”

“Good,” he said. “Wives are always pregnant for their man.”

Marisa licked his neck. “And daughters too?”

Both of them turned to look at Gale. So fresh. So young. So virginal. 

“Do it, Master,” Marisa whispered. 

They both closed in on the trembling young virgin, fear and desire competing in her eyes. Marisa tugged her into him, ass on the slippery couch, one hand on her shoulder.  

“Like I said...I promise to hold her down.” 

# # #
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On the bed, moist with the remains of their seemingly endless lovemaking, she whimpered before her Master’s might, quivering as his hands ran down her long legs and tight body. Everything she was—she was for him. There was no part of her left that belonged to anyone or anything else. 

Her old life was gone. Her old mind erased. Every memory, every brain cell, every atom had been reinvented from the ground up and replaced with biology that existed purely to worship his glory. 

She would be anything he wanted, anything he willed. She would spread the message of his glory to everyone she could.

She was in his cult now, and she was the happier for it. 

He got up to his knees on the bed, stroking her high-heeled feet and playfully slapping her ass. 

“Open your legs,” he said. “I need you pregnant. We have to make sure.”

That alone—of being honored with her Master’s seed—was enough to make her cum. And of course she obeyed.

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS BEFORE, Kayla sat in the quiet apartment, alone and sad. The candles had died about a half an hour ago and whatever warmth that might have emanated from the chicken she had ably and conscientiously prepared for her husband’s arrival long ago had petered out. 

Entropy was the word of the day on her little word-a-day calendar. She hated how ludicrously appropriate it was. 

The heat death of the universe. That was entropy. Everything, one way or another, was destined to turn cold and die. 

Everything on the planet, which included Kayla, and that meant everything inside her, which included the love for her husband. 

The only light in their small kitchen now came from her phone, left open. Her tears dried on its glowing surface.

Last-minute change of plans from the boss. I can’t make it into town tonight. I’m so sorry, baby. I know you had something special planned.

She had had something special planned. She had planned to save their dumb marriage from the absolute rut of loveless banality it had become. And more than that, she had planned to finally, finally, get her husband to impregnate her. 

Kayla hated the term baby-crazy. Wasn’t a fan either of biological clock. But she felt crazy enough and there was a literal clock in the kitchen—an analog that she had always hated with its long arms and soft tick-tick-ticking just counting away the seconds of her life and pouring them into the ether without her consent. 

She stood up—walking was always a little hard in heels for her, being as tall as she was—and grabbed the clock and dumped it into the trash. It ticked still, and—in a show of petty, violent anger—she ripped out the batteries and then tossed it down into the trash again. Then her heels—her stupid one pair of “sexy” heels that her husband, Jake, had mentioned thinking were kind of attractive one day years ago in his stupid, undercutting, understated way. 

All she wanted in this world was love. Someone to hold her and tell her it was all going to be fine. And if that wasn’t possible, then she wanted a baby so she could do that for someone else. 

And her husband...

Jake was great. He provided, he laughed and smiled, he listened when she had problems. But for one reason or another, he just didn’t want to fuck. 

And Kayla didn’t understand why. 

She was attractive! Men hit on her! She did Pilates four times a week and regular cardio. She was as fit as she was when she was eighteen and she was barely thirty now. Her hair, thick and blond, cut a smart profile around her comely face, and her eyes were bright and blue. Why wouldn’t he want to fuck her? 

She blamed herself, naturally. Who wouldn’t blame themselves? But she had offered, and cajoled, and entreated, and bargained, and even now she had made a complete fool of herself with this enormous presentation...

The lingerie she had on was uncomfortable. Not made for wearing for long distances or for terrible thoughts of divorce. 

Lingerie was kind of the opposite of divorce, she considered, slowly taking it off and putting on a pair of jammy pants and an old shirt. It was fun, enticing, and transient. Divorce was serious, foreboding, and most of all—final.

Her body felt cold, and even curling up on the sofa with the space heater on full blast didn’t help. Every part of her felt cold and unloved. Her womb felt cold. Empty. Like she would never be warm again. 

Entropy. That word again. Heat death. 

Jesus fucking christ, she wished she didn’t have to work tomorrow. 

* * * * * 
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WORK WAS SCHOOL. KAYLA Holly was a professor at a small liberal arts college. It was the second week of class—well into the material now and just about ending the normal introductions of every day work. 

So far, school had been uneventful. She had been teaching in one way or another since her undergraduate career, and now—teaching Composition 101 to freshman while she earned her dues and hopefully (one day) worked her way up to the more interesting literature analysis and creative writing classes—she could practically run her classes on autopilot. She knew where the students would laugh, where they would roll their eyes at her insistence for quality work, where they would feel encouraged, and where they would blink furiously to see if she was serious. 

“Yes, really. You will write four pages. And you’ll do a terrific job.”

Many of them seemed to not believe her. That was typical. By the end of the semester, deep in the middle of annotated bibliographies and research papers, they would be thinking wistfully about a four-page assignment with the same nostalgia with which they might remember running in the playground during kindergarten recess. 

This was Wednesday. So, with the MWF and T/TH schedules, she had a class load of six, with three on each block of days. There was about an hour between now and her next class.

“Ms. Holly?”

She turned. One of her students—a handsome, tall, young man with a friendly face—waited for her. He had dark eyes and hair the color of honey. A couple of girls waited at the door for him, trailing and playing with their hair. Smiling and waiting for him to notice. They were both deeply pretty and leggy, wearing short skirts and tall socks. One bit her bottom lip, staring with dreamy-eyed gooey lust at the young stud as he spoke to Kayla.

Kayla felt a flash of jealousy at their hope, their youth, the kind of desire that must have been crying out between their legs. 

“Yes? It’s um...” She tried to smile charmingly. “Help me out. I’m working on it. I’ll have everyone down by next week, promise.”

“Eamon.”

There was no judgment or criticism in his voice like there was with some students when she didn’t know their names yet. His gaze was really friendly. She looked into his eyes. There was something there that really drew her in. It felt warm. 

“I just wanted to complement your outfit,” he said. “It really suits you.”

She wore a modest, easy pants-suit. It was navy and her blouse was simple and white. In the early days of class, she tried to be as formal as possible to build authority. In some cases, with some freshman, she was barely more than five years older than them. Later in the semester and year, she would be wearing sweaters and jeans. But early on, before she had their trust, it was nothing but formality, formality, formality. 

“Right, formality,” he said. “I get it.”

Kayla blinked. Had she said all that out loud?

“It makes your legs look quite long,” he continued. “Does wonders for them, really. I don’t know how I’m the first to say anything about it.”

“I...see.”

Did he have a crush on her? Was this his awkward attempt at hitting on her? She really had to shut it down. 

“Listen, Eamon...” she began, looking in his eyes once more. Gosh, they were captivating. “I’m flattered. I think a lot about the way I dress. I try to plan outfits in a way that captivates appropriate attention for a workplace environment.”

That was shutting him down?

And why was she just revealing every part of her reasoning?

He was undeterred by her weird honesty. “I’m sure you do! I think a lot about fashion myself. It’s why I’m at this school. There’s a great program you have here that I’m dying to get my teeth into. I’m sure you know all about fashion already. You’ve probably got a ton of ideas that you could go for. Something that would really show off your legs.”

Okay. This was getting entirely out-of-hand. 

She smiled brightly. “I’m worried if I show off my legs, people won’t take me seriously. I need the respect of the students here because otherwise, I don’t feel as much respect for myself.”

Why was she smiling?

It just felt so good to talk to him. So good to have someone interested in her, for god’s sake. 

He nodded sympathetically. “That really makes sense to me. But if you think about it, respecting your body makes others respect you—Ms. Holly, would you think about that, right now? Think about how your body badly deserves respect.”

Her body deserved respect?

Well. It was a strange way of saying it. But she certainly could see what he was trying to say. It wasn’t as if her body didn’t deserve respect. 

And didn’t she respect it already? All the things she did. Working out so many times a week. Eating right. Wasn’t that all about respect? Shouldn’t others be granted the opportunity to respect it as well?

And wouldn’t they respect it more—just a bit more—if they could see more of it?

“Eamon, are you coming?” came the call from the hallway. 

Both of the girls had their hands clasped to their hefty chests, staring with pleading eyes. The tops of their sweaters had come undone, revealing the alluring contents of supple young flesh beneath. 

“We really need to talk. Please?”

They looked like they wanted to do anything but talk. 

Who was this kid? Why wasn’t she tearing him down for talking to her like this? 

Kayla’s eyes fluttered to the clock on the wall. They’d been talking like this for fifteen minutes now. 

...how? She couldn’t remember more than maybe ninety seconds of actual conversation. 

“Eamon...about...my body.” She put a hand to her forehead. “I don’t know if this is...appropriate...”

It was the hardest sentence she’d ever said. Why was it so difficult? It should be nothing to shut this kid down. 

“It isn’t, you’re right.” He nodded sagely. “It’s completely inappropriate to wear something as drab as a pants suit when your body is so obviously killer. Please don’t do it again.”

“Of course.” Agreeing with him felt so good. Warm. “I won’t. Not ever.”

“Great. Thanks, Ms. Holly!”

And he was gone, out the door. His hands snaked around the ass of one girl and then the other. They squealed with delight, rubbing their bodies into his and snatching back brief looks at Kayla as they went. 

Jealous, much? the looks asked.

She was.

Kayla, watching him go, felt like her heart would burst from her chest. What was this feeling?

She needed him to talk to her again. Just to see what the hell was going on. 

* * * * *
[image: ]


KAYLA KEPT THINKING about her voice. 

At night—with Jake away for another week—she was all by herself. And by herself, that night, she modeled skirt after skirt in the mirror, furiously tearing through her wardrobe and tossing out all the pants. 

It was crazy. A crazy strategy, a crazy thought, but...

What if Eamon came back to her place?

The thought was ridiculous. She was married. But...

But what if he did?

He would see pairs and pairs of pants in her closet. Drab pants. That was the word he had used. Drab. 

God. What if he thought she was drab? He’d take back what he said about her killer body!

And this shouldn’t matter. She knew, intently and inwardly, this shouldn’t matter. 

But...but it was so simple to do. So easy to comply. Just gather up her pants on the bed, grab a few trash bags, dump all her useless, ugly, drabdrabdrab pairs (which was, of course, all of them) and then put them in the trash bags. One trip to the dumpster later, and it was done!

The problem now was finding a quality skirt. She was going to see Eamon again in just a day. She had to be in a skirt when she saw him. Then he would notice her and maybe talk with her again. Maybe he’d even complement her on wearing a skirt! Maybe he would talk about her legs again, oh my god!

Her pussy, strangely overactive ever since talking with Eamon earlier in the day, twitched at the thought. Juices gathered in her folds, eagerly lubricating for her fingers. She had to stop every so often just to touch, explore, to feel that deep impossible yearning she had been without for so very long. 

Online shopping, of course, was the solution. It was several dozen extra dollars to get expedited shipping so that she could have something truly killer by the next day to wear for him, but that was worth it, wasn’t it?

Yes. Yes, of course it was. 

She shopped with one hand—the other was busy keeping herself wet and ready and slippery and fuck she was turned on.

Jake texted, and then called when she didn’t respond. The texts became a little frantic. It felt rather nice keeping him in suspense for once. She slipped her fingers deeper into her wet, needy cunt and pulled out the card information for their shared account. She had shopped all the skirts possible, but honestly, she really needed some heels too. The idea of funneling money away from Jake made her deeply warm—warm in her heart, in her womb. 

This was madness. She stopped to think about it every so often. But every time she did, she remembered looking into his eyes, and most of all, she remembered the way her voice had sounded...

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

Soft. Breathy. Heated. Eager. 

The way a teenage girl sounded when she spoke to her crush on the phone. Or the way someone deeply in love might kiss someone awake in bed. 

Don’t wear pants anymore, he’d said.

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

* * * * *
[image: ]


THE NEXT DAY, SHE WOKE with purpose. 

Her night was filled with skirt-laden dreams. She wore skirts every which way she could, her killer legs taking the stage, her killer body on display in tinier and tinier outfits with Eamon’s gaze on her every step of the way. 

She dressed accordingly, wearing the tiniest skirt she already owned. More were on the way later that afternoon, as well as several sets of lingerie and some deeply expensive minidresses, just in case. 

In case of what, she wasn’t sure...but she knew she had to have them. Any regrets or second-thoughts quickly evaporated in the shower, when she found her nipples and pussy deeply sensitive even after the five or six cums her wet, hot dreams had given her. 

Three more cums later—even to knock out the idea that something was amiss, something was unusual—and she was out of the shower and slipping on her tiny gray pinstripe skirt and tight white blouse. Her jacket matched the skirt, and with her best pair of heels—they showed off her killer legs—she thought she looked like some billionaire’s floozy secretary. 

Like a servant for an important man. That was so hot. Her pussy thrummed on the drive to work. 

Strangely, in her dreams, it wasn’t just Eamon’s gaze on her, but somehow she knew it was her husband’s gaze. But it definitely wasn’t Jake, not at all, and of course that was silly because Jake was her husband and Eamon was just a sexy, handsome student with fun-fun warm-feeling eyes and smart ideas about her legs. 

Her classes went by smoothly as ever. The girls seemed deeply interested. They were attentive, alert, participatory. Answering questions with bright smiles, happy faces, raised hands and straight backs. 

They all looked so pretty, Kayla noticed. It was an objective statement. Their hair was done. Their outfits were planned carefully. Their faces looked fresh and clean. Symmetrical. Angular. Shining. 

The boys, on the other hand, seemed...

Well. Sickly. 

She didn’t want to be rude or dismissive. But sickly was the only word that worked. They withdrew into their seats like turtles into shells. Some huddled over their phones with their hoodies over their heads. Some even slept, and slept still after Kayla nudged their desks to wake them. Bags under their eyes. Like their energy was drained somehow.

Normally, she would feel some swell of sympathy or even concern. There were so many of them, so consistently showing symptoms of some kind of affliction, that it was only natural that she would want them to be well. 

But instead—strangely and uncharacteristically—she felt the beginnings of a different feeling. It wasn’t contempt, not really. Kayla cared for all her students! But there was a kind of dismissive annoyance she felt. Her body was killer! Why were they acting so disinterested? She was pretty! Look at her!

Later in the afternoon, she had office hours. Her office was located down the hall from her classroom, thankfully situated far from the hubbub of the main junction and in the corner of the small building. 

Some part of her began to feel a strange disconnect from herself. Why had she worn a skirt to school today? Wasn’t that strange of her? It had been hours now since she had last cum, and that thought really threw her. Why the fuck was she measuring her life in terms of distance-from-cums? Wasn’t that ridiculous?

And had she really, honestly, thrown out all her fucking pants last night? What the fuck was wrong with her?

Like, sure, she was due for a new wardrobe and all, but that was a bit extreme. Plus, she had ordered all those new clothes...

She had just made the decision to re-check her bank account and maybe cancel a few of the items on order when the knock came at her door. 

It was Eamon, again with two gorgeously arranged beauties at his side. They were different girls today, two brunettes with long matching pigtails and flowery dresses. 

Kayla’s heart caught in her throat. Jesus fuck, but he was so handsome. She instantly closed the open internet tabs to her shopping reconnoiter, the resolve to tamp down and stop spending utterly dissolved. 

“H-hiiiii!” 

“Hey, Ms. Holly. Is that a skirt you’re wearing?”

She nodded brightly, smiling at his attention. He was so smart. She was so lucky to have such a smart student. 

“Stand up there. Let me get a good look at you.”

How silly. Of course he wanted a look at his handiwork, his suggestion. She stood and spun, letting him look at everything she had to offer. 

“What did I tell you?” he said. “You look terrific. Come here.”

Obediently, she took his hand. For a moment, she thought he would kiss her—and her heart nearly burst from her chest in anticipation. But instead he spun her around slow, one side and then the other, examining her thoroughly. 

“God, yeah. You’ve got such fantastic material to work with, you know? Some of these girls, they’re younger than you, but their genes are so sloppy and rough. Yours, though. God. Smooth as polished stones.”

She had no idea what he was talking about, but she knew it was a complement. 

“Thank you, Eamon.”

“You can call me other things. It’s okay.”

She giggled. How did he know?

“Th-thank you, hunky.”

Her voice was so soft, breathy and needy. She stared up into his eyes, feeling like she was floating. Her whole world being absorbed into his gaze and world. 

“I was planning on taking it slow here, honest. You’ll notice we only talked yesterday for a little bit. But...wow. You really leave these two in the absolute dust, do you know that?”

He pointed at the brunettes at the doorway. They whimpered at his words, clearly pained by what he said. 

It looked like deep, physical pain. Like a stomach ache gone terribly wrong. Kayla felt a little confused, but it was hard to concentrate on any confusion when Eamon was right there, so immediate and so handsome and so everything...

“Tell me you know that,” he said. “Tell me you know you leave them in the dust. And you will.”

“I-I will?”

“It’s not really fair for them to be so young and vibrant when you clearly outmatch them. You just went down the wrong path at some point. Someone didn’t take care of you the right way. And you ended up here, unhappy. Sad. Alone. Didn’t you?”

He saw straight to the heart of her. Kayla felt tears welling up.

“Y-yes.”

“And you hate that.”

“Yes.”

“You hate him.”

He pointed at the picture of Jake on her desk.

“I...I...” 

Hate was such a strong word. Kayla struggled.

Just like that, he withdrew from her. A loss so real and sudden it felt like a gut punch to every atom of her body filled Kayla. 

“I see. Maybe you’re not as ready as I thought.”

He moved away. God, how was she so fucking stupid? He had been acting like he was super into her! Like he was gonna kiss her! Why was she being such a prude?

“N-no,” Kayla insisted, teetering as she rushed forward in her heels. “He’s a total lame-o. He really sucks. It’s just, I’m like, um.” She smiled, pushing her hair back. “I don’t know. I want to be a good wife, you know?”

“To him?”

He pointed again. The picture looked so far away now, and Jake looked so utterly insignificant inside of it. Sick and paltry, just scrap morsels of a day-old happy meal compared to the seven-course banquet feast that was even the smallest portion of Eamon. She looked back at him, fully taking his gaze on. All those hot warm gooey feelings filling to her core. 

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “It’s been terrible lately.”

“It’s only going to get worse,” he said. “Genes always tell. You’re just superior to him, Kayla. You like it when I call you Kayla, don’t you?”

She giggled. She really did. He put a hand on her face, stroking her cheekbone, and she cooed and rubbed herself into his fingers like she was a kitten. 

“I can make you better,” he said simply. His eyes blazing. “I can make you forget all about him. I can make you start over, Kayla. Wouldn’t you like that? Wouldn’t you love to start over, young and gorgeous and on the arm of a guy like me? Eighteen and so completely, brilliantly in love that you’re the envy of everyone who comes across you?”

“I...yes, of course.” She pushed harder into his hand, willing and needy. “But, what do you mean start over?”

“I’m saying what I mean. I can make you young again.”

He held up a hand and it lit up like he held a spotlight in it, only there was nothing in it at all. He pointed at one of the brunettes at the door, and Kayla watched, transfixed, as the youth faded completely from her body. 

She remembered, way back, early internet memes about people who did meth. There was a woman who could be seen through the years aging terribly from one photo to the next, looking like she gained twenty or thirty years in the space of five from all the hard living she did. 

What happened to the brunette then was like that, only worse. Her body shriveled, her bones creaked as the dense marrow became hollow and brittle. Weakened joints popping. Hair—only seconds before, vibrant and thick and dark—becoming lifeless, gray, and greasy.

It wasn’t just that she was older, though she was. It was like everything that made her beautiful had been sucked out of her consciously, like a kind of genetic hacking. What was sucked out circled and swam around Eamon’s hands in a rotating mass of light and color. 

The girl fell to the ground in a heap. Kayla thought she—more of an it now, honestly—it was crying, but the noise was so loathsome that it couldn’t even bring sympathy to her heart. 

“That’s only half of it. Your name was Stella, right?” He asked the other brunette. 

She nodded. Though she was still clearly in love with Eamon, frozen with love, needful with love—her eyes were enormous with fright at what she had just witnessed. 

“Stella, I liked you than her more from the very start. Do you know why?” 

Kayla could guess. 

“B-Because I’m prettier than her?”

“Good girl. And now you’ll be even prettier. How’s that?”

She nodded—probably as much out of a terror to never be anything like what the waste on the ground had become. Eamon, smiling, wiggled his fingers and directed the swirling light display into Stella. 

Her clothes ripped, shoulders becoming slightly broader as her entire frame sprouted upward. Torso lengthening, her legs really lengthening. Hips growing wider and waist tinier. Breasts sprouting and pushing her tight, sporty polo to its limits with gorgeous, sumptuous globes of teenaged flesh. 

She had turned from a 9 out of 10 to a 19 in less than thirty seconds.

Dropping to her knees, she fell to his feet and kissed them. Her hips shook with obvious, constant orgasms. Kayla could smell her juices. 

More swirling lights still danced around Eamon’s hands and he turned to Kayla. 

“It’s just energy. Love is energy. Beauty is energy. The right atoms in the right places make all the difference, you know? I can move those atoms around. I always have been able to, and lately? Kayla, lately, all I want to do is fuck. Ever since I’ve turned eighteen, it’s all I can think about. My own special, perfect genes on overdrive to breed and spread my seed into as many wombs as possible, I think.”

Kayla moaned. The need to cum, to touch herself, was nearly overwhelming, and she kept herself from doing so only by gripping the nearby desk as hard as she could.

He needed to breed.

And he was telling her, which meant he very well might want to breed her.

Just like Jake never could.

“But...” he continued, “...I’m only going to fuck the best of the best, and I can see what goes on in a person’s body. I can see your traits, your genes, your desires. I can perfect them. It’s what I do. Do you believe me?”

After the display he had just put on, how could she not? Stella’s kisses were loud and slurpy on his feet.

“Y-yes. Yes, Sir.”

Sir felt like the least of what she should call him, but it suddenly seemed frightfully important to tread carefully.

“Good. I can do it for you, too. I’m really fucking attracted to you, teach. I want to fuck a teacher and make her mine. I want you to teach all the girls I gather and show them what it is to worship god himself. You’ll have classes for my harem, and teach them the glory of my ways. And in return, I’ll fuck you from time to time and let you sleep in my bed.”

Objectively, that obviously sounded amazing. A brilliant, flawless proposal from a completely benevolent being. Eamon was offering her the whole world. He was offering to fuck her! 

It was...it was just...there was something wrong about it all. Wasn’t there? Something like...something. 

Shit. It was so hard to think when he was right there in front of her. 

Was it something to do with the waste on the floor? That crying mess of a former woman? But then, if that bothered Kayla, then why was she so fucking wet? You couldn’t be this wet and turned on and be actually concerned, could you? 

“So anyway,” said Eamon, “I’ll do it whether you want me to or not. I just...want to hear you say it. I like that. I want you tell me you want it.”

Kayla licked her lips. They were puffy and wet with a little drool already. “Why?”

“It excites me, sweetheart. Why else do anything?”

“You could—to anyone? At any time?”

“To anything, really. Most of the time, there’s plenty in the air. Plants. Sunlight. It all works. I can do it with any kind of energy.”

Kayla looked again at the horrific mass of barely-human flesh on the ground. A thing that would waddle in misery for the rest of its pathetic days. 

“But then...why? To her?”

He leaned in close to her. Putting his light-filled hand on her forehead, and pushing her close to his lips. Speaking directly into her ear. 

“I thought you would enjoy seeing what someone like you ought to be able to do. I’m not giving Stella over there the secret sauce. But you’re a teacher. In a position of authority. You should be able to punish those who transgress your authority, your desires.”

His hand had filled with light, but something dark spilled into Kayla’s brain then, clouding her thoughts. It came from his fingers—warm like light, and vibrant like light, but filled with the darkest, worst lusts she had ever imagined. 

“You have a little of my power now. Just for funsies. This is your test, Kayla. If you like what I’ve done to your body, your brain, all you need for more is...to do more of what I did to the other down there.”

In all the hubbub, somehow he had grabbed the photo of her husband. It was framed. When he handed it back to her, the glass was smashed over Jake’s face. 

* * * * *
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THE REAL PROBLEM WITH all of this was easy to determine. 

Like, obviously there was the strange issue of her mental regression whenever she was around Eamon, turning into a helplessly crush-laden teenager who couldn’t ever imagine her crush doing even the slightest wrong. 

And there was transforming a girl into a super-sonic knockout purely for the purposes of fucking her furiously. 

And there was the problem of apparently doing that with a lot of the student body, and probably also fueling this by sucking the will and energy out of the boys at the school. 

And, of course, there was the problem of the hyper-aged suck-slug Eamon had made out of the nameless, formerly pageant-winning-level beauty who was now so uncharismatic that Kayla had had to coerce three separate janitors into moving out of her office, all of whom seemed perfectly content to shovel her/it onto the sidewalk and call it a day. 

The real problem was none of these. 

No, the real problem was that Kayla felt fucking fantastic.

She should be disgusted, terrified, stressed-out. She should be packing her bags and getting the fuck out of town. 

Instead, though, she had been doing Pilates for over six hours waiting to tire her brain out. Through crunches, ab holds, planks, long stretches, leg lifts, and donkey kicks, she had done everything she could think of to exhaust herself. 

A clear sheen of beautifully transparent sweat covered her body. She was shining and her skin flushed with a warm, welcoming glow. She put on the tightest, skimpiest pair of yoga tights she owned, hoping that would somehow keep her from slinking her fingers down between her thighs and into her cunt between reps. It didn’t. 

Nor did her new ultra-tight, revealing sports bra keep her from tweaking and shifting the raspberry-sized nipples her transforming body had evolved. Her ass looked utterly sculpted as she watched herself in the mirror, set up in the small study where she worked out to help her with her form. Now, of course, it helped her admire her body and her face and the way she moved and all of that made her want to put her fingers up in her cunt again and oh fuck there she went...

Each dive into her pussy took minutes and minutes from her life. It didn’t interrupt her workout as much as she thought it might. She held a plank for fifteen minutes on one arm, the other quite occupied with sending orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm her way. 

She looked different. That much was certain. Her body possessing the kind of deep muscle tone she had only ever seen in dancers and gymnasts before—the kind of hyper-athletes who dedicated themselves to a lifetime of grace. And her hair was thicker. More blond. It almost looked like its own light source when she pulled the blinds up.

Counting orgasms had been kind of like counting reps of exercise, until she lost count. 

When the doorbell rang, she almost didn’t hear it. The music was rather loud. She’d turned it up so the neighbors wouldn’t hear her constant screams from her life-altering orgasms. 

Kayla buzzed happily, skipping this way and that to get to the door. Her mind bopped along, empty of concerns. She knew vaguely something rotten had happened earlier in the day, but it was lost on her. There was power inside her and she just wanted more. She hungered for it. 

At the door was her neighbor. A short young woman, an immigrant who was a student at a college different from Kayla’s. They’d had a few conversations about what Kayla’s school was like for students in comparison. 

“Hi, your music is pretty loud, would you mind—”

Her voice stuttered and slowed as she looked at Kayla head-on. Dripping sweat. Lacquered in heat. Her hair falling down her shoulders in sexdoll waves. The heavy display of her prominent bust swelling and heaving like ripe, fresh fruit. 

“Yes?”

Kayla’s voice had retained the hot, breathy insistence that she took on when talking directly to Eamon. She seemed unable to get rid of it. It must have been screamed out of her during her orgasm-chain earlier. That was so sexy. It was like all the parts of her that weren’t what he wanted were being systematically removed. 

“It’s...the music.”

The poor little thing had to nearly shout to be heard, in fact. 

Kayla turned back to the apartment—a sweltering heatbox layered in acres of her effort and self-produced humidity—and then back at the girl. What was her name? Lily?

“Oh. I see. Come in and I can turn it down.”

The request made absolutely no sense, but of course the girl obeyed anyway. She was dumbstruck, probably lovestruck. All Kayla had to do was leave the door open and walk a few steps, let her see the sculpted muscles of her back leading down into the statuesque display of her ass. 

She beckoned for Lily to sit down in the kitchen and stared at her. There was energy inside Lily. Kayla could sense it now, the way Eamon must have sensed it. It was flawed energy—good kinds mixed up with bad kinds, all the parts in the wrong order. She felt a compulsion to fix it. But she could only do that by drawing it out of Lily. 

And that would mean hurting Lily. 

And that would mean...god, what would that mean?

There was something bad there. 

But all she could think about was Eamon’s Cock. It would be hard if she took Lily’s energy. It would be so deliciously, fully hard. And Kayla could take Lily’s energy and then she would be someone who made Eamon even harder.

“Will you...are you going to get the music?” 

She could barely hear Lily. The track playing now was a high-thumping electronica beat. It was reaching its crescendo. Kayla turned on Lily, eyes blazing with lust and need. 

“I wouldn’t worry about it.” 

* * * * *
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KAYLA DIDN’T BOTHER to hide what happened to Lily, just dropping her in the hallway—drained and deflated, like the thing in her office from earlier in the day. It no longer horrified her; in fact, she felt rather proud of herself. 

It wasn’t like there was anything that wrong with Lily. She was alive, after all. Just not...that alive. She just no longer had a life worth living. 

Of course, Kayla realized more and more than any life that wasn’t spent in abject service to Eamon wasn’t a life worth living at all. It was hardly a life. It was barely tolerable as living. 

Besides! All of Lily’s youth and beauty and good parts had gone to a good cause—Kayla. Could there be a better cause than her? 

She was an absolute killer before Eamon started in on her. He’d said so himself. That afternoon, he’d made her a knockout. And now? Gosh. She was stellar.

Taller. That was certain. Tall enough to feel like more than the mortals who littered the prosaic world around her. Bustier. She didn’t know by how much except that she didn’t exactly fit in her lingerie anymore, although the way she didn’t fit was the sexy kind of not fitting, at least. 

She had put on her sexiest set for when Jake came home, to surprise him. It would be so fun to see his reaction to her new self. The lace she’d found was red, the bra barely clipping together from her hefty new mammaries (they kept dripping milk, which Kayla found tasted delicious), and the panties were tight and only did a scant job of obscuring her tight young pussy. 

How old was she again? Twenty-two? Nineteen? She felt like a teenager. She must be a teenager. Probably she was as old as Eamon. They were such good, close companions—how could they be different ages? And he was only eighteen. 

Like her. Yes. Yes. 

She was an eighteen year-old sexpot, just like Eamon wanted her to be.

The pubic hair had smoothed away, as had any hair beneath her scalp. She was polished through and through. 

Shortly after consuming Lily’s essence, Kayla had made a call to Eamon to apologize for her prudishness earlier. 

“I just didn’t understand,” she had said. “I don’t know what came over me. I hope you’ll forgive me. Please? Please at least let me beg at your feet to be allowed to apologize more?”

There was nothing like prostrating yourself at the feet of a strong man. Kayla was learning that now. It was so important to let a man as strong as Eamon know that she had nothing on her mind except for his hard cock and happiness. 

“Hey, I’m home!”

Jake walked through the door, stumbling through the high pile of packages that Kayla had left from her shopping spree. He’d been texting her for a few hours, asking for plans and wanting to know what to bring for dinner, wanting to know why she had been so quiet. 

Kayla hadn’t replied to any of them, though carefully opening them to let him know that she’d read them as well—just so that he would know she wasn’t entirely ignoring him. It would hurt more that way.

She waited on the couch—as she had been instructed—sitting in her lingerie with her legs crossed. Her cunt singing Eamon’s praises, constantly undulating and twitching, her entire body vibrating with the near-constant pleasure that was obeying her Master’s orders. 

“Did you know there’s a girl on the floor in the hall?” He set down his bags in the entry. “Or I mean, I think it’s a girl. She looked in bad shape. Should we call an ambulance?”

She didn’t answer. The living room was dark and she waited. And waited. Obeying. Watching this pathetic fool she used to love. What had been wrong with her? He was such an awful specimen of manliness. Hardly worthy of a killer like her. And definitely not worthy of her stellar body, her knockout physiology, her sensational sexual energy. 

“Babe?” he called. “Are you home?”

She leaned over and pulled the chain switch to the lamp on the end table. All Jake could see in the darkness was Kayla, long legs crossed, milk-heavy tits heaving, shining and soft and sparkling.

“Shit.” His voice fumbled. “I mean. Sorry. I mean wow. Is that. Wow. What an outfit. Do you want to have sex? Is that what this is?”

She sneered at him. It might have been more fun to lead him on for a bit—but jesus christ.

Do you want to have sex?

No, idiot, I just happened to fall into a pile of lingerie. 

How had she tolerated this nincompoop?

“I really do want to have sex,” she said. “Just not with you.”

It took him a minute to register what she said. Jake had never heard her sound so sexy and young, no doubt. 

“I don’t understand,” he said.

Kayla stood up, showing off the length of her insanely hot body. She was so tiny that her skintight panties stayed on her body from clinging to her bones, not her skin. Flashes of empty space—between her legs, between her arms and her torso—abounded.

“I’m not really sure what’s about to happen,” she admitted. “But whatever it is? I want you to know it’s all your fault.”

There was a knock at the door, right on time. Kayla walked past Jake, ignoring him like he wasn’t even there. She felt his desire for her—could sense it like radar. He strained to touch her, but knew that he could not. That she would punish him if he tried. 

She was so fucking done with him. 

Of course, at the door was Eamon—and of course, once again flanked by two beauties. Kayla recognized Stella from the incident in her office. The other was petite, Asian, with long black hair and bright, wicked eyes. Kayla recognized her dimly; was pretty sure her name was Aya. They both clung to Eamon, their thighs wrapped around him, hot cunts grinding on his hips. Wanton in their lust for him. He was dressed in a tight button-up and a pair of tailor-cut trousers, his heavy bulge deeply evident.

Kayla squealed with delight, leaping up into his arms and wrapping herself around his mass. She kissed him deeply, thoughtfully, needing to show him that he was the only man in the world to her. Her tongue slipped heavy into his mouth and happily lashed against his, pushing in deeper as his hands slid up her lingerie-clad ass and roamed around her perfectly-muscled back. 

“Hey,” came a voice. It was tremulous. Terrified. 

Kayla ignored it, kissing her Master more, whispering soft happy thank yous and I love yous as she went. 

“H-hey, goddammit. Kayla. What’s happening?”

The voice was angry now, using that anger to power through whatever feat it felt. Eamon broke away from Kayla, leaving her swinging at his neck and turning her about to face her husband. 

Their kiss had been so long and hot she had forgotten all about Jake. 

“Sorry,” she said. “Who are you, again?”

“Fuck you. You know who I am.”

“Oh, that’s right!” Kayla giggled. “You’re the pathetic little worm who couldn’t get me pregnant. Can you believe that, Master? His dick is so ineffective it couldn’t even knock out a girl with a killer bod like mine.”

Eamon’s cock surged against her. She reached down to his pants and set it free, starting to stroke right there in the entryway. Somewhere in the hubbub, Stella and the other girl had closed the door behind them. They stared now at Jake with predatory rage and delight, eager at the meal that someone would make of him soon.

“What a pussy.”

“What do you want to do about it, Master?” She purred against his ear, but loud enough so Jake could hear. “Do you want to show him what a fucking man you are?”

He had already said everything he wanted to say to her—had already laid out the terms of their new arrangement, and Kayla had said she agreed to them wholehearted. 

Like a real man, he acted instead of speaking. Pushing Kayla back into the living room and shoving Jake roughly to one side—he slammed into a wall and broke the plaster behind him and it looked like it hurt and Kayla’s cunt screamed for more—he bent Kayla over their corduroy couch right in front of her husband. 

“P-please,” Jake said. “I-I don’t understand. Y-you’re s-so hot, and I j-just...please stop...”

“Christ,” Eamon sneered. “What a fucking wimp you turned out to be. Here I thought at least I’d have to kick your ass to fuck her.”

“Such a pussy,” Kayla agreed, sliding her needy, gripping cunt up and down the hard shaft waiting at her entrance.

Gripping her hips tight, Eamon steadied her for just a moment, laughing at her husband, and then shoved inside her.

“Oh fuck!” Kayla moaned immediately, orgasms shaking her voluptuous, perfect body. “Oh my god! You’re so much bigger than him!”

He fucked her hard, shoving in and out of her with his full length with an almost-violent intensity that sent wave after wave of pleasure rocking through Kayla’s body. 

“He never fucked me like this!” Kayla moaned. “He never could! He was a fuc-fuck! Fucking three-pump chump!”

Jake, obviously scared and humiliated, tried to retreat. Like hissing cobras, Eamon’s two flanking Valkyries slid up onto him and gripped him hard, pushing him down on the ground. Holding his face, making him watch. 

“This wouldn’t have happened if you weren’t such a fucking pussy,” said Stella.

“I can’t even stand touching you,” said Aya. “I’m gonna have to wash my hands.”

Tears streamed down Jake’s face and it only made Kayla more joyous in the moment—the endless penetration from Eamon permeating every facet of her life. He fucked her cunt, fucked her body, fucked her mind, fucked her soul, fucked her entire life. Her whole marriage was fucked now because of him—because she was hot and he had wanted her.

“You don’t want him,” said Eamon. “You don’t want the pussy.”

He paused in his fucking, slapping her ass a few times to get her attention back. 

“You don’t want him,” he said again. 

She got it. He wanted her to say. She was only too happy to oblige him.

“I don’t want him!”

Eamon picked up the pace again. Faster this time, more urgent. He was going to cum if she did this right. Her reward, her brilliant reward...

“You never wanted him.”

“I never wanted him!”

Faster. Harder. Her heavy milk-filled tits leaked all over the couch and her body. Pregnant. He would make her pregnant...

“You don’t want him around any more!”

“No! Get rid of him!”

“He isn’t fucking anything to you.”

“Yes! Yes Master! He’s nothing to me! You’re everything!”

His cock moved so fast, so hard, that she could no longer tell which stroke was in and which was out. They were indistinguishable. The look on Jake’s face was one of total and complete heartbreak and anguish. It only made Kayla’s heart fill with more love for her Master.

He was a wretch, a pathetic worm, beyond all pity or hope or empathy, and she was glad—so orgasmically, joyously glad—that he was suffering. 

“Take him,” he told her. “Drain him. Take his energy and I’ll give you my cum.”

Kayla did not hesitate in the slightest. Right away she reached out her hand and sucked Jake dry, turning him in a matter of seconds from a healthy thirty year-old man to what would appear to any outsider to be someone more than a century old on the brink of death. His hair turned brittle and gray and then fell out completely. Every inch of skin filled with acres of wrinkles. Her eyes overwhelmed with glaucoma and then whitened with blindness. 

Jake had collapsed on the floor.

“Good girl,” Eamon said. “That’s my good, good girl...”

“Yes, Master! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant like he couldn’t!”

She diverted all the energy she gathered and gave it entirely to her Master. With the sudden rush of power, his cock grew inside her even as his balls emptied—delivering supercharged spunk inside of her needy, made-for-her-god womb. Kayla’s brain emptied entirely even as her cunt was filled, becoming her Master’s will made flesh as the energy of his orgasm was combined with the sudden influx of energy from the new soul belonging to him and him alone.  

Some time later, her mind—or the mind that he allowed her to call hers—returned to her and she found herself on top of his body with Stella and Aya. They all kissed him deeply, whispering hot, soft happy praise of his glory and greatness and how many other girls they would bring to him. He murmured something, and the two others stood up, leaving Kayla by herself on him. 

Kayla pushed against Eamon, diving with him with the couch. Her hand wrapped languidly around his cock and she eyeballed the two other slaves were casually moved Jake’s unconscious body out of the apartment. 

She looked at the way Stella moved. Her good genes. Why should she have so much of them? Didn’t they belong to someone like Kayla instead? She had Master’s favor, after all, and there was no reason not to maximize her man’s enjoyment. 

“You know, Master...” she traced a finger down his chest. “If you wanted, I could be even prettier for you.”

He smiled; he knew exactly what she meant. She was entirely an object of his creation now. 

# # #
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She knelt, casually stroking her Master’s Cock while utterly stacked beauties adored the shaft and head and balls with their tongues and lips. They were in a massive living room, attending Master while he sat on a luxurious leather couch. The room—indeed the house—was full of these similarly gorgeous women, aching and lusting for their own turn to somehow impress the divine presence their Master embodied. 

There were three of them at a time, each spending thirty seconds or so licking, loving, slurping, sliding. They auditioned for a place to remain longer, but at every interval she pushed them away and let the next one try. 

Nothing was good enough for her Master. Nothing and no one but her. She would keep auditioning these lesser girls on his Cock until she found someone who could truly keep up with his needs. 

They lived in fear of her—of her judgments, her reprisals, her capriciousness, and her greed. Nothing scared them more than her frown, as their Master was far too dignified to ever tell them himself that they had displeased.

That was her job. And she loved it.

She controlled everything about these dozens and dozens of barely legal sex slaves. 

Just like her Master wanted.

* * * * *
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“HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW kid?” 

Several days earlier, Aubrey and Sandra sat in the tall, expansive meal hall of Bindleford’s Liberal Arts College. Bright, happy sunlight shone in from the enormous windows in the ceiling. Over their small hand-prepared vegan meal, Aubrey stared at her friend Sandra with the kind of disdain she usually reserved for the nerds who tried to hit on her from the poetry department. 

“I’ve been out for a week, babe. No. I haven’t seen the ‘new kid.’”

“Oh, right.” Sandra’s eyes were a bit glassy and distant. “It’s just as well. I’m not sure how interesting he is. But—”

“Why are you calling him the ‘new kid,’ anyway? Are we in fucking high school?”

“I don’t know. There’s only so many of us here, and—”

“And if he’s not interesting, why are you bringing him up?”

Aubrey liked to push Sandra around. It was easy to do, despite Sandra being blonde and beautiful enough to stun most men into speechlessness. For most of her life, being able to be pushed around effectively was the trademark of a quality friend of hers. Growing up in her hometown of Roseville, she had been able to dominate the lives of others from the ages of five all the way up to eighteen, using her beauty, wealth, and position to control their opinions, thoughts, and desires. Aubrey felt good when she was in charge; it was, in fact, the only time she did feel good. 

And she felt she deserved to feel good. She was young, beautiful, and generally just smarter and better than everyone around her. 

She had certainly dressed to have eyes on her today. She wore a tight, tiny pleated skirt with a just-too-small silk blouse, showing off flashes of her toned, tanned midriff. The collar was high and wide, but that did not stop the soft, prominent musculature of her neck and bones of her clavicles from pushing through, vainly displaying her thinness.

Everything about Aubrey was a vain display, and she liked it that way. All the better to keep those around her in their proper place beneath her.

Her hair, thick and long and brown, was held in a low ponytail that draped to one side, resting on the hefty globes of her brilliantly pert breasts. Not a flaw, anywhere. 

It was because she knew she deserved to feel good that she’d had a troupe of her “secret” admirers crowdfund her latest vacation down to the beach resort in Ikaulupe last week. She’d spent the time traipsing about in tiny bikinis, snapping photos of herself for her social, and filming endless reels of doing the most trivial things—setting her fork just so, combing her hair, picking out a pair of heels. Her social presence wasn’t enormous, but it was loyal, and the likes flowed in and the donations stacked up. 

She had her next vacation paid for within an hour of posting her first bikini pick. Her tits looked amazing in bikinis. Or, rather, her tits looked amazing, full stop, but in bikinis, they were other-worldly. 

Men loved looking at her tits covered in water especially. She suspected a rather lot of women did too. A remarkable amount of women—such as Sandra—seemed to naturally accept their place beneath a beauty like Aubrey and submit wholly without much effort from Aubrey. They probably thought this might earn them some favor—that even scraps from the table of greatness were more than they would get otherwise. 

Scraps would be more than they would get otherwise...but when it came to attention and fame and the spotlight, Aubrey was carnivorous and left nothing for others. 

Meanwhile, she had barely touched her lunch. It smelled nice enough, but most of her food was like her face, tits, and thigh-gap—for display purposes only. Like the wise one once said, nothing tastes as good as skinny feels. Often, Aubrey didn’t touch her food any more than she ever let any man touch her. 

None of them, sadly, were ever really good enough. 

“I was just bringing it up,” Sandra continued, “because he’s right there, that’s all.”

Sandra pointed across the hall. A young man had his hand high up on the ass of Mathilde, a trim-waisted eighteen year-old freshman with a brilliant smile and long, thin limbs and neck. Even from far away, her smile looked glassy. Doped up. She only really saw the back of ‘the new kid.’

“Is she fucking high?” Aubrey asked. 

Immediately, she pulled out her phone to make a post about it. She would be direct enough about what she thought and saw to start a rumor about Mathilde, but subtle enough to leave room for evasion. 

Rumor-mongering was a terrific source of social control; an ideal way to ruin the spirits of others so that whenever you needed to extort them for favors or information, their spirits were so low that they did little to resist you. 

Part of the reason that a beautiful, rich girl like Aubrey was at this school to begin with was because it was so small. Yes, she probably could have carved out quite a kingdom for herself at one of the big universities, but if she were here, at Bindleford, she could own the whole fucking place. Some other tiny school might not have been worth the effort, but Bindleford—with the highest tuition rates in the country, one of the world’s most prestigious liberal arts colleges—was a prize worth owning forever. 

With only a few months into the first semester, her control was already mostly complete. People lived in fear of her opinions, her social, and her wrath. It was a lovely feeling. She had been thinking lately of getting some kind of vanity boyfriend, but it was so much fun to have every attached girl in the college thinking that she could steal their boyfriend any moment she chose. 

“I don’t know,” said Sandra. “Eamon’s got a way with girls.”

That was his name, huh? Eamon? Sounded like a wimp’s name. 

His hand rose higher up Mathilde’s ass. Clenching it firmly, holding it between the cheeks at times. Fondling her openly, in front of everyone. Wasn’t Mathilde like, famously a virgin? She was just letting him do all that? 

Miss Holly, the composition professor, approached him. He seemed to have called her over. She wore a smart pencil skirt and a button-up pinstripe blouse. One of their younger professors, Aubrey deliberately transferred out of her class when she realized that manipulating her would just be too plain hard to begin with. She could be one of the ones who got caught up in the later wave—once Aubrey had enough faculty, staff, and students on her side to make her rule inevitable. 

Right away, Miss Holly put her hand on his big, muscled arm and laughed at something he said. She played with her golden  hair, one tall heel up in the air and crawling up her calf in obvious, wanton want. 

“Is she flirting with him?” Aubrey asked. “That’s a professor!”

Holly’s smile was bright and glassy too, staring with big doe-eyes at Eamon and toying with her hair. He spoke to her like Mathilde wasn’t on his arm, doting and whispering in his ear. Mathilde did not seem bothered at all, and his grip on her ass only intensified. Holly’s hair was long and blonde, done up in a thick low ponytail. While they spoke, she slowly undid the ponytail and swept her hair this way and that, turning up her head just so.

Modeling for him. 

A bell rang, indicating the next round of classes was about to begin. Eamon walked off, practically holding Mathilde up by the ass as she continued to dote on him, her legs slow-strutting and grinding into his body as they moved. 

Miss Holly watched him go, biting a finger. She only seemed to realize after a moment that her blouse was undone and her hair was loose and low. She “fixed” her blouse by unbuttoning another button, left her hair down, and—straightening—seemed satisfied. 

Who is that guy? Aubrey wondered. And how do I make sure he’s playing for my team?

* * * * *
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FOR AUBREY, NOTHING was higher than the stakes of control. If someone else was in charge, then they might try to take advantage of her. Make her do something she didn’t want to do. 

Aubrey had been made, in the past, to do things she didn’t want to do...and she would never be put in that position again. She hadn’t spoken to her parents, despite nominally living with them, for over three years. They were rich enough to hold estates in several different cities. Whenever her parents showed up to one, Aubrey went to another—taking control of a new school and putting all her pieces in play the way she wanted. With such an arrangement, she found she could not rely on other people—not friends, not teachers, not community—only herself. She became very practiced at forging signatures.

Something about the way Eamon had utterly dominated Mathilde and Miss Holly’s attention in the lunch hall fascinated Aubrey. She went to her next class—a history elective with a teacher who wrote her almost constant love notes—but hardly paid attention and left in the middle of it. Right away her social blew up with the teacher apologizing for boring her and promising to have a better class next time. 

She hadn’t friended him, so the message was public, on her profile that everyone could see.

Even his embarrassment and shame—normally such a sweet pill—wasn’t enough to distract her from the thoughts of what she had seen in the lunch room. She walked slowly down the hall, tall heels clicking sharply, pushing her hands through the thick mass of her dark chestnut hair and stopping every so often to gaze at her beautiful reflection in a window or a hall mirror. 

She loved herself, her appearance, so totally. It was all she relied on and all she needed. 

Her thoughts could not tear away from the complete and total humiliation of Mathilde—or at least, it should have been that—and she didn’t care in the slightest. She was happy just doting on his arm while he openly flirted with a professor who seemed almost ready to jump his bones right there! What was going on with him? 

Did Aubrey want to talk to him? Did she dare? What if somehow he got her hooks into her as well?

She walked across the campus, outside, casually holding her nose up at a few of the boys who ogled her body as she walked past. She enjoyed their desire, but all the same she held them in complete contempt for it. A real man would take it from her—take everything she had. These little wimps could clearly do nothing of the sort. 

There was also something about the boys at school. She’d noticed it for a moment in class as well. They seemed permanently dazed. Drained. Like their energy had flown away. 

The girls, meanwhile, seemed chatty and vibrant. Energetic. Aubrey normally didn’t notice the prettiness of other girls at all except as a predator views her prey, but many seemed lovelier than they had before her vacation. 

Across the courtyard with several sleeping young men, through the copse of trees at the front of the college, and down the stone steps into the library and then gliding across the many rows through the acres of books. It was quiet in the library, of course—but the silence felt strange. The librarians, a pair of younger women dolled up today with red lips and matching polka-dot dresses, had that same glassy look in their eyes. 

Something was obviously happening. It was like everyone was drugged. 

Up the spiral staircase of the library and deep into the stacks. Just trying to clear her head. 

Drugged. 

It behooved Aubrey to not be a skeptic; it always had. If she had asked anyone if she could live the way she did, they would have said absolutely not. But the proof was in the pudding. If she hadn’t been her, there was no way she could believe that someone as perfect as her own obviously immaculate female form could exist. And if she believed that, then she would have been vulnerable to it.

She would not be vulnerable.

So something was happening here at the college. Something to do with Eamon. Something making people feel drugged, somehow.

She felt a little the same way. Her thoughts not quite as clear as they could be. Was it something in the water? In the air? Maybe she just felt strange because she examined each thought as it came in. Thinking about the thought of a thought always made for a slightly trippy experience, putting a microscope on the sensation of sensation. 

Then she heard the moaning.

“Eamon...don’t...”

That was a girl’s voice, and it was not Mathilde’s. 

In fact...

She quickly rushed to one end of the stacks, peering down each row before she snuck to the next one. Making sure she wasn’t seen. It was a little difficult to sneak in her luxury heels—they snapped and struck the floors just so—but Aubrey was light and graceful and made it work. 

Finally, in the 800 section, she saw what she had been hearing.

Sandra—her Sandra, for lack of a better term—wrapped tightly around Eamon’s body. Her legs clinging around his waist while he had her lifted up and pressed hard into the shelves. Skirt bunched up around her wide, fertile hips. His back to Aubrey, and Sandra’s eyes closed—nobody saw Aubrey as she watched them neck. 

Sandra looked lost in passion. Young, beautiful, blond, busty. She would have been a knockout among knockouts in any company but for Aubrey’s. Her tight young body so perfectly pressed into Eamon’s. Lips dripping with saliva as she layered his neck and jawline with kiss after kiss. And meanwhile Eamon’s hands crawled up and down Sandra’s body with ease, her blouse mostly unbuttoned. Gripping her tits roughly. Her bra discarded on the ground, Eamon stamping on it as he pushed harder up into Sandra’s body. 

“Oh fuck, Eamon...you have to...have to...”

“Have to what?”

One hand came down around her ass, precariously close to her dripping slit. Even from her vantage point, far away, Aubrey could see how absolutely wet her friend was. 

Why was she watching this? Why wasn’t she saying something? Should she interfere?

That seemed wrong. 

They were both adults, after all. And it wasn’t like they were necessarily doing anything wrong. You weren’t supposed to make out in a library, but you weren’t really supposed to have boys at the university do your assignments for you because you “promised” to go on dates with them, in the same that you weren’t really supposed to flirt with professors until you had enough evidence to blackmail them into giving you As on all your work regardless of how many times you showed up for class. 

Who was she to tell someone else that they couldn’t live their life?

In fact, really, if anyone was doing something wrong—it was her. Aubrey. 

Watching.

You weren’t supposed to watch something indecent like this. That was even more indecent.

But she couldn’t turn away. She felt utterly transfixed. 

“Please don’t...” Sandra said. “I don’t want to. N-not...not here...not in the library...it’s m-my fi-first...”

“You don’t want me to fuck your cunt with my fingers, doll?”

His fingers danced just under her sparkling wet pussy. All he had to do was drop her weight just slightly and she would slide right on top of them. 

“N-no,” she protested again. “P-please. I w-want it to be special...”

“All right, then.”

He let her down completely. Sandra, so filled with her wanton heat, collapsed against his legs. Her face rubbed into the thickness of his bulge. 

“Look at me, though.”

She obeyed, looking right up at him. Something sparkled in her eyes. Aubrey’s breath tightened. The lights were dim up here—there was no way some light reflected off something. That light came from Eamon. But he wasn’t holding anything in his hands—they were at his side. He was just looking at her.

“You don’t have to let me finger fuck you. You’re a grown woman.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you, what?”

“Thank you, sir.”

“That’s better. But I’m really turned on. You put me in a state. You’re so sexy, Sandra. You made me really want to fuck you. Is that fair?”

She was transfixed. Her hands came up to his bulge, pawing at it like a cat wanting to be let in. 

“N-no. No, sir.”

“Right. So, you’re going to suck me off, all right? That only seems fair.”

“Y-yes. Yes, sir. I-it’s just...”

“What?”

“I’ve never sucked cock before.”

“That’s okay. You only ever have to suck mine. Understood? You won’t suck anyone else off.” He stroked her hair. “Ever. So don’t worry about that.”

“Yes, sir.”

“It’ll be like you’re married to me, okay? You’ll only touch, stroke, and suck on my cock. Is that clear?”

Her pawing intensified, fingers groping at his zipper. 

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. And you’ll fingerfuck your cunt while you do it, all right?”

All the resistance had left her. 

“Yes, sir. Of c-course, sir.”

He let out his Cock and immediately Sandra slurped it down. Too quick, too quick! Not long enough for Aubrey to get a really good view, like a flash of a monster when flipping channels. But it was big, it was hard, and it was thick and streaming with precum. Aubrey could definitely see the bulge in Sandra’s throat—and that alone was enough to make her furiously wet. 

A few times, Eamon had to guide Sandra—not so fast, not so slow, lips only—but quickly she got the hang of it and sucked him like a pro. 

Aubrey, watching still, was as wet as she had ever been in her entire life. 

He’d convinced her. How had he done that? She had told him no, that she wanted to stop, and now she was on the library floor in a puddle of her own lust and madly and eagerly sucking his cock like her life depended on it. And in the meantime she was fucking her own pussy, loudly and clearly cumming from touching herself and sucking him off at the same time. 

Something was in the air, in the light, in the water, in something. Aubrey’s knees knocked together as she tried desperately not to touch herself as she watched. She was a screamer, a moaner. She knew that if she started she wouldn’t be able to stop herself, and what she had seen now turned her on way too much for her to do nothing about it if she started at all. 

One touch, that’s all it would take. One touch of her cunt, and she would be on the highway to a lightning-bolt orgasm that she wouldn’t be able to stop...

Eamon seemed to grow tired of toying with Sandra’s attentions and took matters into his own hands. He positioned her back against the shelves and gripped her skull between both hands, holding her in place while he fucked her skull furiously into the stacks. No mercy, no restraint. His powerful body fucking harder and harder, banging Sandra’s pretty face with his crotch and the back of her skull with treatises on ancient history. Books fell down all around them, carefully not daring to fall directly on top of them. Aubrey imagined the books being scared of him, if such a thing were possible, taking every care not to endanger themselves by incurring his wrath.

“Try to f-fucking...” he grunted, “...tell me not to fuck you, fucking hell you have a mouth on you...”

Teach her, Aubrey moaned inwardly. Oh god, yes. Teach her a lesson!

His came visibly, head lolling around and his whole body shuddering. Sandra slapped his thighs and hips, begging for release of her own—to be allowed to breathe again. But he stayed deep in her throat, emptying load after load. The whole time, under the dim library lights, Aubrey saw some kind of illumination from Eamon burning down into Sandra’s upward worshipful gaze.

At first, she thought he held his phone or something. That same kind of soft glow. But both his hands were affixed to Sandra’s skull, so it couldn’t have been that. And she saw the same glow, after a moment, pouring out from Sandra’s eyes. Like they had some kind of energy flowing between them. Sandra’s legs, spread open, exposed her pussy wide open. Her folds pulsed in hot, happy, needy vibrations, leaking juices all the while.

“Hey, babe,” he said, pulling out of Sandra’s mouth finally with a long schlocking sound. “I’m gonna fuck you now, okay? You have me so hard. I can’t help it.”

“Unngh...” Sandra moaned, utterly brainless. “...ungh...”

Sandra had straight As, and she didn’t even coerce others into doing her work like Aubrey. She was one of the smartest girls on campus. Now she looked up at Eamon, eyes glowing, body glowing and orgasming helplessly, repeatedly, drool leaking from her lips.

“Tell me what you want in your pussy,” he said. “Tell me, and I’ll give it to you.”

“...cock...” Sandra nodded, mindlessly spreading her legs wider for him as she wiped the cum and saliva dribbling down her mouth. “...cockity cock cock cock...”

The books on the floor seemed to wrinkle and wither around the two of them. The pages and covers turned black, shrinking like rotting fruit, and then into ash entirely.

Probably the smartest thing to do at seeing some brand new existential phenomena was to run for the hills. But Aubrey leaned in closer. The heat in her, molten and liquid and spreading from her toes to her eyelids, begged for her own release—just like the kind that Sandra had enjoyed. 

Or suffered, depending on your outlook.

Or both, perhaps. 

Such power, Aubrey thought. Making her cum from such a punishing skullfucking like that...how does he do it?

“No more fighting me on this, all right? I don’t like that. And you’re not pretty enough to talk back to me. You’ll really regret if you do it again. Okay?”

She nodded again, more eagerly this time but also a little scared.

Aubrey melted against the nearest bookshelf. She’ll regret it? Oh fuck. This was a man who knew about control, oh fuck!

She finally absconded. It wasn’t because of fear of discovery—or at least, not because she thought she would somehow get in trouble. No, it was because she was afraid she might utterly give herself over to this alpha king, god-like being who had wandered into her life without fully understanding who or what would be in control. 

Little wisps of ash from the dissolved books floated through the air, powered by the current of the air-conditioner system.

What the fuck was going on?

* * * * *
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ADDLED, HORNY, AUBREY hastily retreated from the library and now sat in the small, wooded park at the edge of campus. Not far from where she sat was a parking lot. The park itself was carefully manicured and picturesque, the deciduous trees in long delightful rows sprouting orange as colder weather set in. 

It was cold now, but Aubrey barely felt it. Her cunt felt like an oven, warming every part of her—even her toes, where her circulation was normally terrible. She breathed heavily, heart-racing, just imagining again and again the absolute ecstasy on Sandra’s face. 

She’d known Sandra since she arrived here, quickly recruiting the less-pretty-but-still-hot girl to be the photo negative to her own incredible positive. People would see Sandra, know she was hot—but then see Aubrey and know what true hotness was. Sandra seemed to know she was being used, smart little thing, but didn’t seem to mind most of the time.

And now, it seemed, she didn’t mind anything because her mind had been fucked right out of her skull. Sandra was a virgin, same as Aubrey. Or, Sandra had been a virgin. Sandra confided multiple times to Aubrey that she was waiting for marriage, not out of any religious or moral reason, but because it would be easier to wrap a man around her finger if she kept his balls blue.

Now she gave it up to Eamon in one encounter in the library.

And Eamon had made her. Changed her mind for her. Or changed her body so much that her mind had no choice but to follow. 

Wasn’t that something like what Aubrey did, all the time? She made men so horny that they forgot all about their morals and qualms about giving away merchandise for free or other fun exploits and gifts she obtained from the virtue of being hot. These were upstanding members of the community who would never stand to be bribed or coerced or flattered, and yet a simple smile from Aubrey and a flash of her mini-skirted legs and they fell all over themselves trying to give her the numbers to their bank account.  

A small flock of birds landed in the tree above her. Aubrey, who was never jealous of anyone, felt suddenly jealous of their ability to go anywhere, at any time. 

The smart thing to do, of course, was to get out. Get away. Run, run, and run some more until nobody at this campus knew where she was.

Aubrey didn’t know exactly what was happening but she’d seen movies, read books. She had an idea. 

People liked to pretend that they didn’t believe in the supernatural, that their world was all concrete and normal. People liked to believe they weren’t spooked by shadows and deja vu. 

But the truth was, Aubrey knew, everyone thought real supernatural occurrences happened all the time. That’s why she had such an effect on people. Her beauty was unearthly. People told her all the time. Seeing her in their lives, people felt special. Touched. Blessed, even if she held them in complete contempt. 

Lost in thought, she did not know how much time passed. When it was late in the afternoon, a scene unfolded before her like something from a play. She watched Mathilde show up at the parking lot, her skirt somehow tinier than before and wearing a skimpier blouse. The small, tight, tit-hugging sweater she wore over it classed up the ensemble a bit but somehow made it even racier. 

A young man with a bad haircut and a heavy videogame hoodie approached Mathilde, waving friendly. Aubrey was close enough to hear the whole thing, and after a moment, she understood that Mathilde wanted her to. She wanted the audience. 

“Hey, I was wondering, how have you done on McCormick’s essay? Because I was thinking—”

“Sorry, who the fuck are you?”

“I’m...are you joking?”

Mathilde, sneering, waited. She did not seem to care that much if he actually answered.

“I’m Derek. We’ve been...we came to this school from the same town. I’m your friend. Are you okay, Mathilde?”

“You’re a fucking wimp, is what you are.”

“Sorry?”

“You’re a pussy?” She talked like he was a child. “You’re a pathetic little coward. I don’t care who or what you are. And you need to leave before my boyfriend breaks your arm.”

“Hey.” 

He was angry now. Mathilde turned away, seeing a car approach. Derek touched her on the shoulder just to get her attention. 

“I’ve known you for—”

Mathilde turned and kicked him square in the nuts. When he was down, she kicked him again. 

Aubrey, breathing hard and hot, could only watch and lick her lips. 

“The fuck are you thinking? What’s wrong with you? I belong to Eamon.”

As the car pulled up, Derek lay on the grass moaning and sobbing in pain. Sandra exited the car and Aubrey saw her kissing Eamon deeply on the way out. She looked fabulous—better than she had in the morning. Her tits looked bigger. Her hair longer. She shined like she had spent all day in a spa instead of being fucked in the shadows of a library. 

He then shoved her away, roughly, and pulled Mathilde in. Sandra giggled, wiping drool off her face and rubbing his still-wet cum spray against her shiny clavicles. 

She looked down at Derek, who was moaning for help. 

“What a wimp,” she giggled, strutting off back onto campus. 

The car pulled away.

* * * * *
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IT WAS EASY ENOUGH for Aubrey to get into her car and follow them down the long park drive into the street. They seemed almost to be going slow enough for her to make an easy job of it, though of course that was crazy. If he suspected her, why was he just letting her observe instead of taking control like he had with Sandra or Mathilde or probably countless others? 

After a drive through the town, they eventually landed in an upscale neighborhood where each house was afforded several acres and long, hilly driveways. Each one had astoundingly expensive cars in the driveway, often more than one. Each one also featured great, wide open windows in the front of the house. Aubrey would not have noticed except that behind these windows were gorgeously stacked women in lingerie—sometimes one, but often more like two or three with occasionally one wistfully touching herself in a doorway—peering out and watching the car go by with hope and fear on their lovely faces.

Hope they would be chosen. Fear they would never be chosen again. 

She pulled up far from the large home where Eamon’s car pulled up to, behind a tall hedge, got out and snuck up the hill towards the house. Walking in soft earth on tall heels wasn’t easy, but Aubrey was determined and certainly wasn’t going to demean herself to the point of taking off her heels. Good god, what if someone was watching?

She watched Eamon exit the car, pausing to squeeze the ass of his gorgeous, leggy chauffeur who opened the door. A supermodel or starlet anywhere else; merely a piece of utilitarian eyecandy for him. From the front door of the large house, three women exited and waved excitedly to him as he approached.

Each one was gorgeous in entirely different ways. The first—out in front—was Miss Holly from school. At school, she had appeared almost scandalously beautiful in an outfit as simple as a pencil skirt and a blouse. Now she appeared disastrously sexy in tight red lingerie, walking out in the open without a care in the world. 

She didn’t recognize the other two—a shorter woman with gorgeous espresso skin and a brunette with a build like an Olympic gymnast or even a weightlifter. Both were tit-heavy, beautiful, and radiating worship for their Master. 

Mathilde followed after Eamon, simpering and trotting in her heels, knees knocking together from lust. He made her kneel down before the procession of women at the top. Then he watched, casually stroking himself, while she kissed the feet of the three women who had greeted him. 

Aubrey pulled away when they went inside. Watching more wouldn’t reveal anything, just offer more confirmations. 

It was clear that whatever was happening with Eamon was something well within his control, and he was using it to fuck up the minds of the prettiest girls in the college. Heck, maybe the city or even the state! He didn’t really seem to have limits. 

Even if Aubrey was not exceedingly vain, she knew it would only be a matter of time before he decided to turn the corruptive lenses of his eyes on her and have her gleefully, joyfully giving up every part of her life in order to worship his cock. 

His cock...and his alone. No one else’s. Forever. One more slave in his machine for the rest of time. She would be crawling on concrete driveways like Mathilde and licking the feet of other girls just to have a place at all. 

No, that just wouldn’t do at all, would it?

She knew exactly what she had to do. 

* * * * *
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SHE RETURNED TO THE house in the evening, her plan entirely ready to go. 

Aubrey knew to dress for the occasion. She was gifted with a cornucopia of brilliant talents—most of them physical, having to do with poise and grace and effortless acrobatics—but she also had a clear eye and sense for presentation. She knew—knew—that for this to work, she would have to present Eamon with something he hadn’t seen before. 

So, she wore a tight, custom dress that she’d had made after seeing a celebrity wearing something similar on a red carpet. The material was silvery and shimmery, cut in a mini-dress style but with one side deliberately cut out so as to show off the disastrously hot musculature she possessed all throughout her tiny, tight torso. A thin strip of the same cloth covered her breasts, enough to be tasteful but certainly also not enough to leave much to the imagination. 

Most of her legs were visible and naturally on display in a pair of tall, silver heels with black bottoms. The heels wrapped up over her ankles, open-toed, and clacked officiously wherever she strutted. And in heels this tall—nearly six inches of reach—you had to strut when you walked in them. Luckily, Aubrey was born to strut.

Her hair hung dark and loose down one side, parted carefully and teased out in gentle waves. Her hair was so cooperative with everything she wanted; Aubrey always gave other girls a blank stare when they asked what she did with it to keep it so healthy. 

Finally, the piece de resistance was a pair of sunglasses. They were a designer brand and must have been thoroughly expensive, although Aubrey had just taken them with a smile and a giggle when the clerk thanked her. She wasn’t certain, but she thought it was definitely worth a gamble to have them on while she spoke with Eamon.

Getting out of the car, ignoring the thunking, thudding noises in the trunk, Aubrey slammed on the horn to get someone to greet her.

She was hardly going to show up at the front door of the house unannounced. Perhaps it was splitting hairs—the difference between the driveway and the front door—but societies were built on the splits of hair people decided to side with. 

It only took a minute or two before Mathilde rushed out. She wore nothing but a leather collar and a pair of heels. Aubrey remembered Kayla and the expensive lingerie she wore; there was a hierarchy here for sure. Her confidence in her plan grew. 

“M-Master wants to know what you’re doing here,” she said. 

Aubrey looked her up and down, unimpressed. “Not good enough for lingerie duty, huh? I’m not surprised.”

Mathilde’s face scrunched, thinking very hard. He hadn’t left her with much brainpower. “H-he says...you have to go.”

“What are the names of his girls in there? The ones he has above you?”

“H-he s-says...”

“Tell him I’m not going anywhere. Tell him I would like him to come out and come speak with me.”

Mathilde squirmed with this information. She was clearly promised she would be able to cum if she had driven Aubrey off. Too bad. 

A few minutes later, Eamon exited the house with his elite harem flanking him. The three from before stood at the doorway, watching carefully. He wore nothing but a robe, his body naked and open and utterly devastating in its handsomeness. Every muscle perfectly formed. He looked like a Greek statue. Hard, rippling with muscle, and sporting the biggest cock Aubrey had ever seen. 

Sandra was on his arm, her dress ripped and her heavy tits falling everywhere. She must have arrived sometime in the interval when Aubrey got herself ready. He stood in the grass in front of Aubrey and pushed Sandra down on the ground, quickly unzipping himself and sliding his hard, precum-wet cock down Sandra’s throat. 

It would have been just as easy to push her down on the concrete, but that might have skinned her knees. So either he wasn’t a complete bastard, or—more likely—he didn’t want his newest toy to have any imperfections. 

“What’s this about?” he asked. “You’re interrupting some valuable family time.”

He spoke to her like she had shown up to ask him to move his garbage cans. Aubrey would have found it hot beyond hot, hot to the point of absolute fluster, if she had not expected this already. 

“So I see,” she said carefully.

“You’re not surprised to see any of this.”

“And you’re not surprised that I’m not surprised. What if we didn’t play games?”

Sandra squealed quietly on his cock bulging down her throat; he had twitched a little and it lifted her a few inches off the ground. 

“All right. You’ve been following me all day. You’ve probably got some big speech for me.”

“Oh? And what’s it about?”

“You tell me. You’ll stop me. You’ll fix this. The usual.”

“Is that what they told you?”

He turned and pointed. “Helga, I surprised. I mean, I surprised myself, to be honest. She was my first.” This was the muscle-stacked gymnast, according to his finger. “Kayla and Wanda fought like hell.”

“I bet,” said Aubrey, “they thought they would ‘fix it.’ Fix you.”

His hand was on Sandra’s skull, guiding her up and down with ease. He really did have a fine shape to his body. His muscles formed just so. 

“Yes.”

“They said you would pay.”

“They thought that.”

“And now they’re helpless before you. Sex kittens. Desperate to obey your every last word.”

“That’s right.”

“Do you make fun of them for it? I would.”

“I make them make fun of themselves. I have some video of all the girls. It’s fun to watch their past selves break under my will. I did it over several days and sessions, and took video for each one. So I fuck their mouths or their cunts and put on the video and watch them break before me.”

Fuck, thought Aubrey. That is so evil.

“I notice you’re not running away,” he said. 

“I’m not falling to my knees either.”

“Not yet.” He smirked. “You think those sunglasses you’re wearing have something to do with that?”

“That’s how it works, isn’t it? You look into girls’ eyes and they change?”

“You’ve been changing plenty without that. You’ve been wet as hell all day. Do you think you woke up with the ability to be permanently turned on?”

Aubrey had to think at that. She had been turned on all day—ever since she saw Eamon in the cafeteria. She bit her thumb, considering. 

“Is it...are you...” 

He waved a hand and the sunglasses disappeared off her face, transforming into bright, pulsating light. 

“Just atoms bonded together. That’s all they are. That’s all you are. That’s all anybody is. I take them and I make them into what I want. Look.”

The light sank down into Sandra and suddenly her breast size was two cups larger. Before, she was slim with a knockout rack; now she looked almost bovine with the hefty hangers knocking from her chest. Milk gushed from them, covering his toes.

“Oh my god.” 

Aubrey had been wrong about him being powerful. All-powerful was more like it. 

“I take energy from one place,” he explained, “and bring it to another. I make it into the form I like. Someone like you is real interesting to me—like Kayla was over there—because you’ve got terrific atomic structure.”

“I-I do?”

She felt so completely flattered. Mostly men’s compliments about her bounced off of her like raindrops on stainless steel: she knew she was gorgeous. That was the whole point.

But Eamon’s compliment made her shiver.

“Oh yeah. It just so happens that terrific atomic structure makes a woman a knockout. Good genes. You can’t beat good...fuck. Good genes.”

Sandra was really going at it on his cock and he was getting distracted. That wouldn’t do—Aubrey could hardly stand to have this fucking god distracted from her. 

The trunk of her car thudded. A moan emanating from inside. Eamon looked up from Sandra, a bit surprised. 

“What’s that?”

“I’m sure you can tell.”

“I could, but I’m a bit...ah...fuck, with the tongue...distracted. I’m distracted.”

“You’re distracted by the wrong thing,” said Aubrey. “I’m a thousand times more interesting than her.”

He held Sandra against his crotch, encouraging choking noises from her tight young throat. 

“Prove it.”

“All those other girls didn’t come to you of their own volition, did they? You had to coax them. Did you coax me?”

“I turned you on.”

“Did you do anything besides that?”

“No.”

Her trunk thudded again.

“So it wasn’t you who made me kidnap a girl to bring to you to show you I’m serious about you?”

She enjoyed the surprise on his face. He smiled and shook his head.

“You didn’t give me the thought that I’d better prove that I want what’s best for you if I want to be at the top of your harem where I belong?”

“N-no.” 

He came. Again. He did that a lot. Sandra’s legs moved helplessly beneath him, somehow trying to make room for the massive load he unleashed down her throat. Aubrey was getting tired of it being around her but not in her.  

“Well.” She struck the trunk of the car. “I did. That’s exactly what I did. You have to understand, Eamon. I get why you want to make yourself a harem of brainwashed hotties. It honestly makes sense to me. I don’t think I would respect any man who would have the power you do and use it for anything else.”

“I...see.”

Pushing Sandra off his cock—who immediately began whimpering for more on the ground—Eamon was cautious. Ready for the but. 

“Like, honestly. Who the fuck would be able to fuck with the minds of anyone and use it for anything except their own pleasure and enjoyment? I think you have the right idea. Really, I do.”

“You...know I want to fuck your brains out, right?”

“Duh. Look at me.”

She did a little pose for him. Her leg flashing forward.

“You know I’m going to, right?”

“Maybe.” Aubrey raised an eyebrow at him, quite ready to dig in. “But I just thought about it all and I got really angry, you know?”

He blanched a little. “Angry. About what?”

“Not like that. I’m glad you’re fucking all of them. I’m glad you took their wills and thoughts and souls away. Truly, I am. I'm just mad you had to. I’m mad they tried to patronize you. I’m mad they wanted you to be something else. I’m mad Sandra there tried to make you stop at just a blowjob. She had the fucking gall to tell you, you—a guy who is practically fucking god—to stop. What the fuck is that? That’s fucking bullshit.”

Her skin was flushed; she was ranting. She didn’t care. Her cunt, slick and wet and needy, pulsed with attraction. Eamon walked up to her, his enormous hard cock pushing against the naked skin of her thin, limber thighs. 

A scream from inside the trunk now. Clearly, she heard what was going on. 

Aubrey wondered if the gag had been the right move. The scream would really sell this moment to him.

“Open the trunk.”

Aubrey raised an eyebrow and revealed the girl inside. Her name was Jessica. She was pretty and petite and blonde and had been deeply happy to be a study partner for Aubrey right up until the point where Aubrey knocked her out with a blow to the head. Now, gagged and bound, she recoiled at the sight of her two captors. 

“You think I’d want to fuck her?” he asked. He looked slightly disappointed.

“I saw you change the other girls,” she explained. “I thought, you know. If you didn’t like her, you’d...” she wiggled her fingers. 

“I don’t fuck just anybody.” His hand slid up her dress and rested between her ass cheeks. She could feel his fingertips just on the edges of her cunt. “Only the very best. I think you’d be insulted if I didn’t.”

“I would.”

“Good. So what do we do with her, I wonder?”

He wasn’t really asking. Aubrey watched, backing up her ass into his grip and pushing into the comforting, masculine abundance of his muscles as he sucked the life out of Jessica.

There was no other way to describe it—she watched Jessica age and devolve in front of her. She went from a young, vibrant college student her whole life ahead of her, gagged and bound by a lunatic with a crush, to a nearly motionless slug-thing that only nominally resembled a human. The flesh and bones were all there, but there was something deeply molluscan about the form. The energy from Jessica’s form gathered in his hands, circling and dancing, illuminating the dark drive way.  

“Oh fuck,” said Aubrey. “You d-do it to humans too...”

“I sure do.”

He grinned and guided all the Jessica energy directly into Aubrey—who came immediately upon contact with all that pureform life energy shoveled inside her body. She felt herself changing immediately—body toning, breasts enlarging, hair lengthening—every part of her body becoming newer, better, hotter.

“God,” he groaned, his cock sliding up her thigh. Mere inches from her pulsating entrance. “There’s so little to change. You’re so truly fucking hot. I can’t believe it. You were just about perfect already.”

“Tha-thank you, sir.”

Having felt his power just the once was all that Aubrey needed to know that he was truly her Sir, her Master, her Everything now. There was no doubt left, no games. She had no avenues left with which to think she might manipulate him. He and he alone would be the one above all her deceptions and ploys. 

“That means there’s a lot left over.” 

“Left over?”

“Power,” he said, and opened her hand. 

Light fluttered in it, circling and sparkling and vibrating. Like a miniature supernova waiting to explode. 

He stepped behind her and pushed her over the trunk at an angle so that she could see all the girls gathered around him—the ones she had just condemned for not being quite good enough for him. For doubting him. Seeing that her Master had started to fuck another new recruit, Kayla approached from the house to be at his side. 

“You were real fucking angry with them,” he said. “Are you still?”

His cock pushed up deep inside her, destroying the virginal resistance she had and immediately causing her entire body to squeeze down on his thick, perfectly hard member. 

“Y-yes!” she cried. “They fu-fuck! Fucking don’t know what you gave them!”

“Show me what you can do with that kind of anger, doll.”

Kayla slipped up next to Eamon and immediately began cooing in his ear, pushing on his hips and pulling on Aubrey’s, bringing them together in hotter and hotter motions. Her tits dripped warm, heavenly-smelling milk all down Aubrey’s back and dress and thighs. She felt it sliding up around her pelvis, being fucked into her cunt by Eamon’s insistent, piston-like strokes. 

Feeling devious, Aubrey reached out a hand toward Kayla—but Eamon guided her away. 

“Anyone else,” he said. “Good genes win out.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, happy to obey. It was so pleasant to have boundaries. 

Sandra crawled toward Eamon as well, seemingly to do the same thing Kayla was—and Aubrey reached out toward her as well. 

“She fucking—” Aubrey gasped, full of her Master’s cock. He was so big! “Fucking said no to you, to this!”

Despite feeling flooded with ecstasy, anger still thrummed through her body—and Sandra felt all of it. Aubrey felt both orgasmic release and blissful pulling. In less than ten seconds Sandra went from voluptuously gorgeous, a model of blond fertility, to a hag-like slug that looked closer to a puddle of flesh on the dirty ground. All her beauty, her youth, her vitality belonged to Aubrey now.  

“Stupid!” she gasped, clutching at the bulge apparent in her torso from her Master’s gigantic cock filling her completely. “Stupid fucking bitch! Trying to say no to you! That’s what you fucking get!”

The process was shockingly easy, even as she received the fuck of her life. In fact, it was a little bit easier because she was being fucked—like Master fucked the knowledge and ease of total transference into her body with every stroke. A little bit of energy used to drain Sandra, a little more to contain it, float it, move it—but an overwhelming surplus remained. Aubrey looked at it with orgasmic awe, knowing that if she were to somehow take it in herself at that moment, the bliss she felt from being fucked would somehow, inconceivably, exponentiate. 

But that made no sense.

Give it to herself? As Eamon said, she was already at capacity. She couldn’t be any more beautiful than she was at that moment—now eternally youthful and perky and long and thin and busty and gorgeous and utterly fucked by the man of her every last dream.  

And even if she wasn’t, why would she have any of it? It all belonged to him, anyway. Everything would belong to him. 

“Take it,” she moaned, redirecting the floating energy to Eamon. “Take it all, my love! Take it, please!”

This was the answer he was looking for, and he let her know by emptying inside of her with load after load of his white hot cum. The energy she delivered to him just formulated into more and more seed to fertilize her body. At both their sides, Kayla’s own orgasmic moans filled the entire neighborhood, announcing to the world both her submission and reverence to her Master and new Mistress.

His orgasm redefined her existence. She felt baptized, free of all need to control ever again. All she truly, absolutely needed to do was obey Eamon’s every last wish. Any control she might have over others from now on—and that would be plenty, with how gorgeous she was now—would be entirely for him. 

Her whole existence depended upon and required her Master’s Cock. This was the only way to live. 

Finally, sadly, he pulled out of her—and Aubrey knew she had to fix that as soon as possible. She needed his hardness again, needed to make him fuck her like that again. Her hand found his cock, quickly slapping away Kayla’s—the little tart needed to know her place before her new queen—and stroked her Master casually while she took in her new domain. 

Her gaze—fiery and illuminating—turned to the girls still waiting at the entrance. They stared, horrified, at Sandra, the girl who had already been “chosen” and reduced to another slug, realizing in the dim, service-laden layers of their lusty minds, that the same could happen to them.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Can I teach them a lesson too?”

He was still hard, stroking himself between her ass cheeks.

“My best girl gets whatever she wants.”

# # #
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Once again, she enveloped his cock with her eager pussy, sliding him up higher inside to feel the totality of his massive, turgid member filling her so completely. She was on top of him—on top of his throne, surrounded by other slaves who worshiped him just as she did. She afforded them casual sneers while he pounded her up and down his huge godhood—letting them know she knew how much better than them she was and how much she enjoyed it.

Master fucked her harder for her arrogance, and nothing and no one fucked her like her Master. 

Maybe it was hard, for other women, to receive his huge cock. His size was enormous, after all. And not just the length, but the girth of it too. Thicker than a coke can and more than twice as long. 

Somehow she had room for it. Everything had always come easily to her—so it was no surprise, really, that once her Master had found her that serving her as was her womanly duty came easy to her as well. 

Sometimes, just moments before his huge manhood entered her, she had flashes of a previous life—one that didn’t worship Him, one that didn’t focus on her own self-absorption and vanity and arrogance, one that wasn’t constantly preening on her own beauty. She thought—oh my gosh, do I really want this?

And then he fucked her—and she forgot everything all over again. 

* * * * *
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“OH MY GOSH, MARGARET! Again?”

A few days earlier, Doctor Cynthia Archer stared, aghast, at her secretary’s face. Covered in make-up, the black eye was still noticeable. There was no hiding the swelling and certainly not the barely-healed split on her otherwise attractive lips. 

“I know,” Margaret shook her head. “I know what you’re going to say.”

Cynthia had just arrived at work; she had a new client pay her to clear her whole schedule for the day. On the short bike ride to her office, she had reflected on how utterly strange that was. But this was far more important; her co-worker was in crisis and she had to help her. 

“I don’t think you do,” said Cynthia. “This has to end. Today. Now. Listen—”

“No, really, please—”

“Here’s a key. Okay? This is to my home. You stay there until something comes together. All right? Don’t worry about food. Don’t worry about money. You have to sever. Now. Right now. There’s no excuses anymore.”

Margaret’s tale of woe had begun some months after entering employment for Cynthia. A complete ass of a boyfriend who liked to make his points with his fists. Margaret, a lifelong co-dependent, made endless excuses for him and Cynthia had tried remaining detached. But the last incident—before this one—had made detachment extraordinarily difficult. 

To call it an “incident” at all was to downplay the severity; it was a series of threats and angry promises over several days of argument and cowering that escalated until he threatened Margaret’s life and livelihood; only calling the police and separating the two seemed to calm him down. 

“I just...” Margaret shook her head. “He apologized, already. U-usually it takes him days to say anything, so I thought we could—”

“We promised each other. Right?” Cynthia held her hands. “We promised one another if anything, anything happened again, we would take steps. Right? These are the steps.”

The front door dinged—her mysterious new clients asking for entrance.

“I’ll take care of this,” said Cynthia. “You need to go. Is he home now? Can you get your things?”

“No. No, he works the night shift. I would...if it’s all right, I would be more comfortable here.”

Cynthia frowned. Sometimes it was worth it to push through stress and exhaustion to get something done, but this definitely wasn’t one of those times. But, she could tell that Margaret was already uncomfortable enough with the charity Cynthia was going to make sure she received that pushing too hard would push Margaret away entirely. 

“Okay. Well. I’ll see if we can finish things early. Who books an entire day’s worth of therapy anyway? They can’t possibly have that much to cover.”

Margaret nodded, smiling small and grateful. “I’ll see them in.”

* * * * *
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FIVE MINUTES LATER—A time which felt spuriously long to Cynthia—the couple walked in through the ornate wooden door of her office. 

The door was the nicest thing in the practice, perhaps in the entire building. It was a relic from a previous age, one of the only holdouts from a constant assault of erosion and the kind of corporate corpse-picking that had afflicted this rust-bucket of an edifice already. The radiator was fifty years-old if it was a day and worked hours that would make bankers jealous. The pipes sounded like vomiting musk-oxen and, although she had removed the toxin-coated carpet, the hardwood beneath was so thin that it couldn’t stand to be refinished without busting through and was otherwise riddled with holes and deep gashes, often spelled out in horrible, error-prone obscenities. 

But. 

But. It was her office. And Cynthia wanted her office in the “bad” part of town so that she could ensure that the people most deserving of quality therapy got it. 

Often, people couldn’t pay. Her office actually had two offices, but one was—like she was a cliche pro bono lawyer in a small town—full of the odds and ends people produced instead of pay: crates of canned goods and vegetables, some antique lamps she meant to take to a roadshow to see if they had any value, and several boxes of tools. Every one of her male clients thought she needed tools for some reason. 

The couple that walked in did not belong to her usual clientele. A man and woman, both glorious and both gloriously rich. 

She rose to meet them, hand waving out awkwardly, smiling and laughing nervously like she was on her first date. 

“Hi, I’m Cynthia Doctor Archer,” she explained carefully and adroitly.

What the hell! That was not how you said that! God, he was handsome. Her tongue felt like a limp, useless limb in her mouth. 

There was a long enough pause after she said it that she immediately felt awkward about correcting herself.

Oh god, why was she doing this to herself? She felt like a teenager.

First there was the man—gorgeously handsome, with a rugged five o’clock shadow and dressed in a custom-tailored pinstripe suit that heartily displayed his large, muscular frame. He had cold, piercing blue eyes and Cynthia fluttered as they settled on her. She momentarily forgot that this was her office. It certainly felt like it belonged to him now. 

The woman was something else entirely. If the man looked like he was the king of the planet, the woman looked like the queen of another species. A tall, impossibly slender, graceful species with perfectly spherical racks and nuclear fusion-hot bone structure. She wore calf-leather pants so thin and skintight that the heart-shaped thigh-gap between her legs, advertising her ludicrously hot slim body, showed the door behind her with ease. Her blouse was silk, tight, hugging the contours of her expansive cleavage. Breasts that would have seemed otherwise moderately-sized, perhaps a little above average, instead looked enormous on her lithe, small frame—and compounding this sense of proportion was that despite the complete thinness of her body, she was remarkably tall. 

Even in her heels—luxury items that looked like they could be sold second-hand to fund Cynthia’s office space payments for over a year—she was not as tall as her man. 

And this was her man, there was no doubt about that. She clung to him, happily purring under his heavy arm, her hands sliding and groping up his chest and even down beneath the waistline. One knee lifting up over his and softly grinding, shamelessly, while whispering some sweet nothing into his ear. She carried on like a love-lost teenager—and in fact if it wasn’t for the luxurious state of her clothing, Cynthia might have pegged her for being barely eighteen. 

It was like having a magazine cover in her office. For some weird, crazy reason.

Cynthia immediately wondered what brought them in; couples usually saw her for the first time when there was something wrong. Almost without fail, in this area, the problems were either infidelity or substance abuse.

She had a small practice to avoid people like this. She hated men like Eamon—handsome tall men who thought they were experts on every subject simply because they were handsome and tall, who thought they should be in charge simply for existing. 

“I’m Eamon,” the man explained. “This is Aubrey.”

Aubrey neglected to shake Cynthia’s hand; her only method of greeting was to raise one perfectly trimmed eyebrow by an exact centimeter. Eamon took her hand and kissed it slowly, precisely. Concurrent waves of confusion, mortification, and liquid heat ran through Cynthia. She didn’t know why he had done it, was embarrassed for him that he had, and then was turned on by the feeling of his lips on her. 

“Let’s sit down, all right?” he said. 

Without quite knowing that she was doing so, Cynthia sat down in her chair across from them. Eamon sat upright perfect posture, while Aubrey sat in to Eamon—half in his lap and half-elevated above the couch by how much she was urgently pushing into and clinging onto Eamon’s body. 

Aubrey was quite evidently not into this whole therapy thing. Was that the reason for their visit? Some kind of sex addiction on their part? Perhaps they were missing the emotional connection component?

“Well—” Cynthia began, trying to take back some form of control. “I suppose we should start with just telling me a little about yourselves and why you’ve come into today.”

Eamon nodded and then turned, kissing the insistent Aubrey for a long time. Tongues locking. Lips sliding over one another. Hot moans and hotter hands—groping everywhere. Their kiss was passionate and intense and Cynthia—though she knew this was kind of impossible—could have sworn that Aubrey orgasmed from the attention. 

She wrote down quickly in her notes: overactive libido creating intimacy issues? Then she returned her pen to its normal place, resting comfortably in the side of her mouth. 

“If you wouldn’t mind,” said Cynthia, “I do want this to be a safe place for both of you, but we do want to keep up some manner of decorum? You see—”

“Hush about that,” Eamon glanced at her briefly. “It’s not a problem.”

Obediently, Cynthia hushed about that. After all, it wasn’t a problem. She watched, patiently, as Aubrey experienced the full throes of her orgasm—softly mewling and shaking and shuddering and rubbing her perfect body even harder into Eamon’s, kissing his chin and jaw in abject adoration.

Finally, Eamon turned to Cynthia, staring deep into her eyes the entire time. 

“Aubrey and I,” said Eamon, as his girl snuggled in harder, “are in a committed relationship. It’s hard to find someone who understands me like she does, but I’m all in. But we both get a little bored from time to time. That’s what brings us here.”

“You’re going to do great,” Aubrey said to her. “You don’t need to worry at all. We’ll take care of everything.”

She spoke to Cynthia like she was supposed to understand. Cynthia, confused, let the pen near her lips slide further in. It felt good to just suckle on something, something firm, something hard...

“I’m sorry,” said Cynthia. “I think I missed something. “I’ll do great at...?”

“At the bet!” Aubrey explained. “This is what we’re doing to alleviate our boredom.”

Eamon had one arm behind Aubrey. His hand had been resting on her ass. Now it pushed further, fingers pushing into her cunt through the thin layer of her leather pants. Cynthia had no doubt that Aubrey wasn’t wearing any panties. 

“I run a harem of great prestige,” Eamon explained. “I can manipulate reality however I wish, changing what is to what I will it to be.”

Cynthia stared at him blankly. What was he even talking about? Manipulating reality? That was preposterous. That was—

“Just go ahead and believe me, doc.”

Oh. Right, Cynthia thought. He manipulated reality. One of those. Got it.

“Mostly, obviously, what I do involves high-grade pussy and plenty of money. Why do anything else? Aubrey is at the top of my harem.”

“Obviously,” Aubrey half-mooned, half-sneered.

“And,” Eamon continued, “she’s quite a bad person. Deeply, intrinsically, born bad. It makes me deeply fucking hard how fucked up and evil she is, doc, I have to tell you. She’s got a truly wicked turn of mind. She’s so evil I gave her the biggest taste of my power of any one of my girls, and she’s uniformly used it to make others miserable.”

Aubrey nodded, pawing at her man. “I just think it’s hot when other people suffer, that’s all.”

Cynthia, somehow, was not surprised by this. She knew that she should write sadistic tendencies down on her notepad, but it was down on the floor. Her fingers, attached to the pen she sucked on dutifully and soulfully, were covered in drool. She had the random thought that it would be more like a blowjob if she put her tongue into it. 

“So we’re putting it to the test!” Aubrey clapped her hands in excitement.

“That’s right. You see, we looked at every therapist in the area. And we wanted one who was truly, spectacularly hot—that’s you—but also really, deeply good inside. That’s also you.”

Cynthia’s heart fluttered with the recognition. She didn’t know if it felt better to be called hot or good but she liked both coming from Eamon, who she was beginning to understand was an authority in pretty much every subject. He was so smart and handsome and likable and intense and all she had to do was look-look-look in his eyes to understand more about all of that, which was ever so important.

“Honestly,” said Aubrey. “It’s disgusting how good you are. First of all, you have this place. Do you even pull forty kay with what you do here? Then there’s that joke of a secretary. Oh my god. How can she even work here when she makes such a terrible presentation? I mean, I guess, good on you? But like, you know that girls who get tossed around like that have no one but themselves to blame, right? If Daddy wanted to beat me, I know I’d deserve it. And then I’d suck his cock and ask him to do it again if he really felt like it.”

“Uh. I mean. I...” Cynthia struggled to be diplomatic. The way she fellated her pen and fingers made that awfully difficult. Drool had formed strands from her chin all the way down to her breasts

“Maybe if she sucked cock instead of talking back, she’d have less bruises, what do you think?”

They seemed to sincerely wait for her answer. Cynthia, whimpering softly, removed the pen from her mouth and tried to catch one of the several thoughts flying through her brain.

“I think that’s a severe misunderstanding of the dynamics of abuse. What makes abusers abusive is their ability to find excuses for—”

“Whatever. You’ll agree with me in like fifteen minutes anyway. You had like ten thousand scholarships from your time doing charity work in college, which you still do even though this place is a charity. You’ve improved probably thousands of lives just from keeping this place open despite your empty checking account. You’ve made a real, real difference, babe. Honestly. Bravo.”

Cynthia didn’t know how to feel. Aubrey seemed genuine, but also so toxic.

“Thank you?”

“Yeah. It’s just that we’re going to fuck all that up now.”

“What?”

Was it hot in here? It was hot. Why was it so hot? It was winter and the radiator didn’t work, but looking at Aubrey, at Mast—at Eamon made her feel so goddamn warm!

“That’s our bet! See, Master is terrific at changing bodies and thoughts, and he’s getting so much more powerful lately. I even helped him remodel our home! It’s the whole subdivision now, with the best marble flooring, oh-em-gee. And it occurred to me that he could give someone whatever memory he wanted! It’s all just energy—every part of your brain is some form of energy, including memories, and that’s what Master does and let me do with him—change energy however we want.”

Cynthia nodded studiously, remembering Eamon’s order from earlier to accept such claims. This all made perfect sense.

“So, I bet Master that I could make someone as fucked up as me if they just had the right memories. And he said it couldn’t happen without driving you totally insane. So, we’re about to re-write your whole life story, and we’re going to find out if it makes you super hot and evil like me, or if the two competing recollections of your life are so deeply incompatible that you’re going to go to the nuthouse.”

“I...I...I...”

Aubrey stood up and strutted over to her, smiling and shaking her head

“Shush.”

Her hands were long and slender and soft, just like her. They felt warm and urgently important on Cynthia’s forehead and cheeks. 

“Just look in my eyes, okay? This won’t take long.”

* * * * *
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CYNTHIA HAD ALWAYS known she was beautiful. But the first time she really understood the power of her beauty was she had won the Tri-State Beauty Pageant at the age of eighteen on her first try. She had been a late arrival, and honestly almost didn’t make it on time to submit her application at all because she had been lost staring at her reflection for another weekend. 

She spent all her time like that—just staring at her reflection, oohing and ahhing at her own appearance, making kissy faces or come-hither looks at herself while brushing her hair or doing her make-up. Lately, this had even started to make her wet. As if the very fact of her own beauty was enough to drive her close to orgasm. 

Arriving late—and missing most of the pageant—hadn’t been a problem. Nothing was ever a problem for Cynthia. Beauty made everything so easy. She simply smiled at the tournament organizer and gave him her best big eyes and did a soft little plea, and right away she was in—showing up just in time for the swimsuit competition and the evening gown walk. 

She hadn’t bothered to bring her own outfits either. She just took the swimsuit from the skinniest girl there—it had string-ties and was a deep matte black—and wore her own hot tall heels. With her long legs, flawless porcelain white skin, and rich dark velvety blanket of hair, she caught everyone’s attention right away. A few of the girls who were scheduled to walk after her didn’t even bother, breaking down and crying when they saw the judges break decorum and stand up and applaud. 

This feeling of sickness and hopelessness spread, as it often did when Cynthia was around other women. They knew they couldn’t compete. She liked it like that. It felt so good to make them feel bad. Several offered up their gowns to her, as she didn’t bring her own—hoping, probably, that somehow winning her gratitude would delay the inevitable feelings of worthlessness and self-hatred that followed Cynthia’s egotistical self-obsession and well-deserved vanity like a plague. 

It didn’t, of course. They only felt worse after humiliating themselves.  

By the time the evening gown competition came around, only two other girls were left. They both begged on hands and knees to go before Cynthia—to not be tasked with going on after her stunning, smiling, endlessly hypnotic beauty. 

She refused, naturally. After all—weren’t the judges just there to see her, now? Hadn’t each one of them—even the woman—assured her of victory and with one even bribing her to walk twice? She took the bribe, but didn’t repeat her gloriously pitch-perfect strut down the runway. It wouldn’t do to have people think they could control her. 

The crowning ceremony was mere formality, but Cynthia was finding she loved such formalities. Everyone around her had tears in their eyes—hopelessly jealous, desperately sad—and all she felt was furious, thermonuclear joy. When the crown was placed on her head by the last year’s queen, who blubbered something her own unworthiness, Cynthia experienced her first orgasm. 

She had a boyfriend, of course. He watched from backstage, crippled with a desperate hard-on that only became more debilitating as the show went on. She was of a mind to let him fuck her virgin cunt—finally—after making him wait for months and months. 

But, after the show ended, when she sat up on the stage and beckoned him to slide between her naked, waiting legs, he came all over the floor in front of her. 

“I-I’m sorry,” he sputtered. “Shit. I’m so sorry, babe. Y-you’re just too fucking hot. Holy shit. If you’ll gi-give me a minute, I can get it hard again...”

She had already lost interest. There was a mirror nearby for her to look at, and she was much more interested in her glorious reflection than any pathetic dick. 

* * * * *
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SLOWLY, HER CONSCIOUSNESS filtered back to her. She was staring inside Aubrey’s eyes and when she turned away to sit back down, at last, her mind began to try to make sense of the present. 

“You see, doc?” said Eamon. “You’re a natural for us. Do you think normal girls get off to how they look as much as you do?”

Cynthia shook her head, probing her forehead with perfectly manicured fingers. The mane of midnight-dark, thick vibrant hair she had sported her entire life shimmered and almost tinkled like sleigh-bells as she tried to focus. 

“No,” she said. “That’s wrong. I’m not...I didn’t win...a beauty contest? Why would...why would I...”

“Because you’re obsessed with yourself,” said Aubrey. “And gosh, shouldn’t you be? I know I’m obsessed with me, and I’m only a little hotter than you, so it only makes sense that you just totally can’t stop thinking about how hot you are, right?”

That didn’t sound right. Of course, Cynthia had always been disastrously beautiful. It had caused so many problems, and often she’d have to flirt or smile her way into someone’s good graces to avoid consequences. And yes, she had won plenty of beauty contests. The more she thought about it, the more she remembered them. She even kept the veritable pile of trophies she had accumulated—and pictures of the events—stacked in a trophy case to one side of her degrees in this very office. She looked at them now, feeling hot at the memory of all those broken dreams and hopes that she had strutted on top of in one pair of expensive heels after another. 

Her hand tugged idly at the lapel of her Yves Saint Laurent blazer, the one she had received as a gift from a potential suitor who had—after she rejected him completely—taken to jerking off in the street outside her window until the police came to take him away. She hadn’t minded the attention, honestly, but he had been bothering the neighbors. 

“Of course, you’re not just self-obsessed,” said Aubrey.

“I-I’m not?”

They made it so hard to think, these two together. The room felt swampy with sex-scent and lust. Her mind raced, churning, but it was like moving through dense fog. All she could think of was herself, sex, heat, her beauty, and that smashing pair of skintight pants that Aubrey wore. 

“Not at all. You’re ruthless, too.”

“Ruthless?” Cynthia shook her head. “That’s ridiculous. I couldn’t be. I’m a pacifist. I’m a therapist, for god’s sake. I couldn’t just—”

Eamon’s gaze fell on her and she lost track of everything. 

* * * * *
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COLLEGE NOW. A TRAIL up a mountain. Clingy, tight spandex shorts and sport bra displaying her gorgeous eighteen year-old body. A sheen of perfectly clear, hot sweat across her heavenly abs and cleavage. She was on mile seven, uphill, and doing fantastic. She was barely winded. She could do this shit in her fucking sleep. She loved showing off. 

Cynthia had chosen the toughest, most prestigious cheerleading program in the country entirely to be able to show off her beauty queen looks on national television during the football and basketball games of her university’s team. 

Every Saturday, the whole team ran up Mount Eckels to build endurance and strength and for team-building. They were supposed to stick together, but Cynthia had always broken away from the pack to be first. One time, she even lapped one of the slower girls—going up and down and back again just because she could.

There was a me in team after all, and getting it meant you had to remove the weak parts and turn everything on its head. 

Of course, when you start competing like that—showing off that you’re the best—it’s only natural that it rubs some people the wrong way. They get competitive, want to be the best too. But Cynthia couldn’t stomach that kind of competition. 

The girl in this case was Alexia, a redhead from the Midwest with a great smile and terrific ass. She thought, perhaps, their competition was friendly. Cynthia so far had been thoroughly friendly in return, despite all her otherwise cutthroat behaviors. Smiling, helping, suggesting, noticing. She had pretended to care about people for years; it was easy to do it now with this potato-breathed idiot. She was a senior, and the current captain of the squad, and frankly, Cynthia was deeply offended that the dumb bitch hadn’t already conceded the position to her. 

Who the fuck did she think she was? Pretending to be superior to Cynthia when Cynthia was right. Fucking. There.

Endlessly insulting. It made her blood run hot just thinking of what a terrible insult this was. 

Alexia ran just behind Cynthia, struggling terribly. Cynthia could hear her breath catching, could feel Alexia’s cramp coming on probably before she even did. 

“Ca-can we stop for a sec?” Alexia asked, right on cue. “I just need to catch my breath.”

“Sure!” Cynthia said brightly. 

They were at the exact spot Cynthia had planned. She knew human nature pretty well, could predict people’s behaviors. It made them so easy to manipulate. Everything was so fucking easy for her. 

“You’re in such great shape,” Alexia said between gasps. “I don’t see how you do it.”

“It’s not so hard,” said Cynthia. “I just really give a fuck, you know? Unlike some people.”

She put her hands on Alexia’s shoulders. This was the part she really treasured. The shifting of reactions, emotions. From insulted to surprised to turned on. She thought, for an instant—before Cynthia started pushing—that maybe Cynthia was going to try to kiss her. And she was completely open to it—as everyone always was. 

“Hey,” said Alexia, as Cynthia firmly shoved her. “What—”

In her top form, Alexia was athletic enough to not be pushed around, and acrobatic enough to catch something before she fell to lessen the blow. But she was winded, just as Cynthia knew she would be, and fell to the rocks below with a crunch. Cynthia watched her the whole way down, feeling heat blossom in her chest and pussy, and licked her lips. 

There was a whole little charade parade she had to put on. Oh my god, what a disaster, she just went right off, she was pushing too hard, maybe it’s my fault? Oh god, what can we do? Please hurry. 

All the hits. 

The way it worked out, Alexia broke her leg and made it back to the hospital in time to stay alive. Everyone on the team agreed that Cynthia was a hero for making sure Alexia got the help she needed. 

The next day, Cynthia showed up at the hospital in the middle of the night. Alexia woke with a start. Cynthia relished the fear on her face.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Cynthia said cheerfully.

Alexia looked around, perhaps looking for the staff that Cynthia had easily convinced to take a break for “an hour or so” while she had toyed with her cleavage during the request. Her dress was tiny and red and made to turn heads, just like Cynthia herself. 

“Cynthia? It’s the middle...what...why are you here?”

“I heard you were waking up! I wanted to pay you a visit. Aren’t I nice for that?”

Alexia stuttered.

“You can tell me how nice I am, Alexia. I’d really appreciate that. Don’t you want to tell me how nice I am for not leaving you out there in the wilderness?”

“You mean, you’re the one called for help?”

“Duh. What’s the use of having you die on a bunch of rocks, with a lot of suspicion about what might have happened between you and me, when instead everyone could see you with a crippled leg after they know you tried to compete with me?”

The realization took a painfully long time to appear on Alexia’s face. 

“You’re...you’re sick inside.”

“You don’t know the half of it. You’ve got to use your dumb little brain, Alexia. You’ve got to start thinking about how no one is watching you right now. And if something happened, gosh! Why, it would be so tragic! Wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t that be even more tragic than your pathetic little life? And it wouldn’t it be so crazy if you fell asleep in a hospital bed and never woke up?”

Alexia was trembling; Cynthia was furiously wet. Her panties almost sloshed as she moved closer to Alexia. 

“So, don’t you think you should show me some gratitude for being alive right now...and maybe tell the police how fucking clumsy you are? They’ll believe you. You can just show them video of your cheer routines if they don’t. Kay?”

Alexia nodded. Tears flowing down her cheeks. 

“I want to hear you, bitch.” Cynthia bent over her, pushing and squeezing on the cast covering Alexia’s leg. “Tell me you understand me.”

“I understand,” she gulped. “I’ll tell them what you want me to. I’ll do it like you say.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.”

“Yay!” Cynthia stood up and did a hot little foot pop, pulling one high-heeled foot all the way up to her ass, her knee in front of her torso. “Go team!”

* * * * *
[image: ]


“N-NO,” SAID CYNTHIA. “I-I would never. I would never hurt anyone like that. Th-that’s insane. That’s not me...”

But it was her. She could remember it clearly. Remember the fear on Alexia’s face. It was burned on her brain. Imprinted there. She could feel the flash of heat she felt at knowing her life was completely under her control.

At the same time, she remembered a completely different Alexia. Her roommate. The one she had saved from several wildly suicidal behaviors and who she directed toward therapeutic assistance. That whole experience had been what helped her decide to become a mental health professional in the first place. 

Aubrey giggled. “I mean, you’re so fucked up, you’re probably gonna finger yourself to how badly you’ve fucked up your secretary out there as soon as we leave, right?”

“M-Margaret?” said Cynthia. “I would...I would never...she needs my help. I’m helping her...helping...”

Was she?

It was Cynthia, after all, who had encouraged Margaret to stay with her abusive boyfriend through thick and thin. 

Commitment is so important, she had explained. What’s the point of love if you try to walk away from it just because someone shows you their flaws?

The bruises magnified after that, and Cynthia deliberately wouldn’t let Margaret wear her sunglasses in the office. 

What would the clients think? Just say that you’ve been hit by a dog or a doorknob or something. Don’t be a nuisance. 

And then there was the way that she had started sending flirty texts and images to Margaret’s boyfriend just to fuck with his head and make him even more resentful of Margaret—who while absolutely lovely, was nowhere near on the level of Cynthia. After all, no one was. She had even texted him how proud she was of the way he handled his “rotten girlfriend,” and how a real woman would never—

“No!” 

Cynthia stood up, grabbing her head, tears flying from her eyes. She walked to the window of her thirty-fifth floor office, staring out at the peons below slowly making their way to useless jobs and banal lives. She liked the view from up here; liked how big it made her feel.

“No,” she said again. “That’s wrong. I would never do that. That’s not my head, that’s not my thoughts, stop it. I can feel you in there. Needling and tinkering. Stop it.”

The emotion in her voice surprised her. Her voice surprised her. It had changed, too. She remembered it being a tad reedy, higher in pitch than what was pleasant unless she really took the time to alter it. Just an octave or two out of place. Now it was smooth and disastrously lush, a warm blanket for the ears and brain. She expected to see at least some remorse on the faces of the two.

Instead, when she turned around, she saw Aubrey stroking Eamon’s cock. Openly. Her own blouse half-unbuttoned from the way she constantly rubbed her tits into his body. Shaking and grinding and whimpering into him. 

Cynthia had some angry barb to spew, but instead she just stared at Eamon’s cock. Wet, strong, proud, and huge. How did it fit inside anyone? Aubrey was so tiny, especially at her waist. It must bulge inside her, and her neck too. Her fingers were so long and nimble and yet even they couldn’t wrap all the way around its girthy shaft...

“Cynthia?”

“Huh?” she looked up at Eamon. Drool splattered softly down into her cleavage. She was glad, not for the first time, that she only wore underwear at home. She hardly needed bras and panties just got in the way. Underwear was lingerie and lingerie was for decorating herself for herself. “Wuzzat?”

“I said,” Eamon leaned forward. “I think it’s really sexy for you to fuck with someone’s head until they’re staying in a bad relationship just for your approval. That’s power, Cynthia. Power makes me really hard.”

Aubrey nodded and sighed appreciatively, leaning over and softly licking the edges of his precum-streaming cockhead. 

“You could tell her to do anything,” said Eamon. “Power, again. You could tell her to do terrible things and she would, just to see you smile. I don’t even know that Aubrey is that evil, Cynthia.”

Obsessing over her Master’s cock, Aubrey didn’t see the dangerous glint in Eamon’s eyes. 

“Oh,” Cynthia nodded dumbly. She had come within just a few feet of them somehow; she didn’t remember moving. She didn’t remember so much. But gosh, his cock was so beautiful... “...good. I’m glad it makes you so hard. Your cock is...your c-cock i-is important, fuck, look at her go...”

“Oh, I get it,” said Aubrey suddenly, as if waking from a trance. “It’s got to be about someone. Right? If she just does it because she feels like it, well, that’s not her. But if she’s in love...”

“I-I’ve never been in love,” said Cynthia, sadly. “Never. I’m sorry. Look, would you leave me alone? There’s...I have so much to think about. Please.”

“You’ve been in love your entire life,” said Aubrey. “Don’t you remember?”

She somehow tore her gaze away from Eamon’s cock to look into Aubrey’s eyes...and she did. 

* * * * *
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“THIS IS, I MEAN, SHIT. Look at you. Shit. This is, I can’t. Please. What’s your name? I love you. Holy shit.”

This poor fool was stronger than most. He’d managed to talk to Cynthia for an entire fifteen minutes before becoming a blubbering, sweating, begging mess. 

Cynthia was a furious whirlwind of entrancement, corruption, and mind-melting beauty. Her every perfect angle was constantly on display in every outfit she wore, each one deliriously expensive and tailored by one of a few dozen slaves she had captured the souls of and enlisted to her cause. Today was no different, in her designer minidress and sparkling ankle boots, decorated with layers of hypnotic jewels and crafted from specifically disorienting fabrics to make the mind swim around her visage with lusty fervor. 

If the sight of her cleavage didn’t draw someone in, or her fantastic lightyear-long legs, or the shelf of her utterly sculpted ass, then the tinkle of her earrings, bracelets, rings, and necklaces was enough to drive someone to distraction with wanton abandon. Each crafted with jewels picked for their sonic resonance to attack the most vulnerable, malleable parts of the brain. 

It only made sense that the bank manager had resisted her for so long, even when the tellers had emptied their registers at a soft wink and the guards had surrendered their guns and cowered in the corner when she scowled at them. This bank manager was in charge of a great deal of money. Thousands of lives would be deeply injured or even ruined if he gave up the wealth he had access to. A great deal of bodily harm was likely to come to him, given that there were so many criminal interests with liquid assets stored here at the bank.

“You’re right,” she said. “This is crazy, isn’t it?”

“Crazy,” he muttered. His eyes had unhinged in his skull, bouncing to every part of her beguiling form.

“I know you would never do anything like let me in the vault when you haven’t even proven yourself to me.”

“P-prove myself.”

He came again and again. Within an hour, if she kept it up, he’d expire from dehydration. Cynthia, smiling rapturously, increased the intensity of her stance—turning up the dial on her hypnotic effects. 

“Right. I mean, you’re not even willing to kill yourself for me, are you?”

“Kill myself for you?”

“Oh, yes, darling. Wouldn’t you? That would make me so happy.”

“Y-yes of course.”

He had trouble speaking with his dried-out tongue wagging over his lips, but Cynthia was used to understanding men in this position.

“And your family, as well. They can go when you go, can’t they?”

“Yes. Yes, that would be easy.”

None of that would happen, but only because he’d be collapsed and motionless far, far before he ever made it home.

“I would like that very much, baby. Do you like it when I call you baby?”

“Y-yes. Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. But I’m not going to let you like that. Or to do those other naughty things for me.”

Pain filled his countenance. Cynthia bit a lip, drinking it in. 

“W-why why why not? Why? Please. Please.”

“Because you’re not letting me in the vault, silly baby. Or are you?”

“In the vault. Yes. Yes, of course.”

“And you’ll turn off all the security measures, naturally.”

“Na-nat-nat-yes. Yes of course.”

Her presence was melting his brain. The language center was the first to go. 

“Do it now, baby, before your fingers stop working.”

A few minutes later, she walked out from the vault, flanked by security guards carrying heavy duffel bags of cash. Their pants were soaked with their own cum, eyes sunken and seeming to slowly boil in the sockets. Steam rising off their bodies. 

Cynthia loved herself so much. She loved what she did to these weak-willed fools. It was so much fun to revel in her own presence and beauty. 

Eamon stood just at the entrance of the bank, softly attended by Aubrey and some other nameless beauty tag-teaming on his cock. Cynthia pushed into his massive form, guiding his gaze away from Aubrey. It was so easy to make him think about her instead of Aubrey, so natural and simple. 

She slid her thigh up his leg, effectively slowly and softly kneeing Aubrey in the face as she did. The kneeling vixen was too busy worshiping cock to really notice. Her head wasn’t in the game, and Cynthia would make sure she paid for it. 

“Kiss me, darling,” she moaned. She wrapped her arms around his muscled neck, pulling her lips effortlessly to his ear. “Kiss your favorite.”

Aubrey seemed to pick this up, making a noise of protest. But Cynthia pressed her thigh and knee into the back of her head harder, squashing any argument she may have given. Eamon kissed her hard and then harder, like he meant it, gripping her ass tight and slow dancing his tongue with hers. 

The guards behind her carried close to thirty million dollars. They would blow it on expensive clothing, houses they’d never spend more than a night or two in, and lots and lots of gaudy dinners. This was only the latest in a string of acquisitions and schemes they had together. 

She stopped kissing him only long enough to stare deep into his eyes and repeat the affirmation she had made so many thousands of times before:

“All that I am, my King, my Love, my God...I am for You and You alone.”

* * * * *
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WARM, HAPPY BUZZING filled Cynthia’s head as the memory faded. That had been such a lovely time; she was so lucky to be one of Eamon’s most favored girls. 

Soft silks and luxury stitching adorned Cynthia’s heavenly frame. The simple mini-skirt and blouse cost probably seven times as much as Margaret’s yearly salary—and come to think of it, that was a preposterous ratio. She made a mental note to lower Margaret’s salary—again—and maybe to start charging her rent for her desk. If she had to borrow money from her ape of a man just to stay afloat, then he’d probably put the screws to her as a result, and Cynthia thought that sounded delicious. 

Was it professional to wear thigh-high boots to work? Cynthia thought so. She could make anything look professional. With a smile and a wink, she could make murder look like jaywalking. Nothing was beyond the grasp of a beauty like her—and there were no other beauties like her.

The chair that enveloped Cynthia was really much more like a throne. She used it to put her clients on the back-foot from the second they entered, ensuring that they knew she reveled in the power her status and beauty afforded her. It also usually meant that she could flash her panties—or lack thereof—at them to keep their minds in a tizzy, every part of their being under assault from her nonstop sexual energy. 

It wasn’t usual, as far as she knew, for the mayor of a city to exist at the beck and call of his psychiatrist. It wasn’t usual for the entire city council to be continually and constantly drugged to be utterly compliant with a corrupted mayor’s decrees and suggestions, either. But everyone in the city knew it was a terrible idea to cross Dr. Cynthia Archer or else spend their entire life in jail, or worse. 

She had no real interest in politics, of course. Politics was the art of concessions and compromises; Cynthia never trafficked in such paltry, plebian affairs. She did, however, have a deep interest in control, and wasn’t it lovely to force draconian restrictions on an entire city just because it made her wet? Why not institute afternoon curfews for anyone over forty, or anyone who didn’t make over a million dollars annually? Shouldn’t she be allowed to exclusively enjoy the company of young, rich people and simultaneously revel in the sight of her own militarized police force assaulting some peasants for the crime of simply walking around? Wasn’t that divine? 

It was such a joy to see Eamon in her office again. It had been so long—days, maybe—since they had pulled off their last little game. And she had been scheming the entire time in her head, hoping that this was the time that she could convince him to take steps to solidify their partnership. 

Now he was here for, what—a check-in? On his relationship with Aubrey? What a joke. He could change Aubrey’s mind to have whatever opinion of their relationship he wanted. 

No. She licked her perfect, pouty, glistening lips. 

She knew why he was really here. The way he looked at her—the way he stiffened as she made any movement at all. Just touching her hair meant his cock surged inside of Aubrey’s expert grip.

He wanted someone new. 

She crossed her legs, casually flashing her lack of underwear, staring sultrily as the living smokeshow that was Aubrey stroked her studly god. Aubrey had that adorable, haughty arrogance about her that Cynthia loved seeing because it was all in service to their Master. He deserved beautiful, arrogant women adoring him. 

Competing for him. 

“If you’re here to hear how the two of you are doing,” said Cynthia, toying with her hair around the substantial line of her cleavage, “I have to give you a terrific report.”

“We know.” Aubrey continued stroking him and smiling arrogantly.

“It’s just...”

At this, Aubrey raised an eyebrow in surprise. 

“What?”

“Well. You deserve a really bad girl, don’t you?”

She spoke to Eamon directly for all of this—a low-level indicator that Aubrey was beneath her notice. Beneath her. 

“I sure do.”

He, for his part, looked right back at Cynthia. And that’s how she knew she was doing the right thing.

“He sure does,” said Aubrey.

“I mean, has Aubrey even murdered anyone for you?” She leaned forward. Her breasts on display. Inviting him to look even more—the hypnotic spirals and dizzying arrays of mesmerizing fabric stitched in their arcane patterns up and down her entire outfit had no effect on him the way it would cripple some lesser man, but they still turned him on. “Sure, I bet she’s helped you fuck the minds of so many girls, but I’m a psychiatrist. Can you imagine what I would do to the minds of girls you want to fuck with? The drugs I could put them on. Hypnosis sessions. I could find the ones you break the hearts of and build their obsession for you for years and years and years until they’re worshiping you like the god you are. And then, Master? When you do reveal yourself to them? It will be all they can do not to kill themselves in shame for not being worthy of your attention in the first place. Isn’t that the kind of fucked-up partner you want at your side?”

As she spoke, Aubrey first looked haughty and imperious—as ever—and then slowly worried and then outright frightened at the implications of Cynthia’s speech. Cynthia relished her fear; it felt so good to make someone confident feel like nothing in her presence. 

She had been doing it all her life, after all. 

“Well. This experiment certainly has worked out interestingly. What do you think, babe?”

Eamon asked this to Aubrey, but looked only at Cynthia.

“Daddy, I think it’s time you fuck her and then I put her in her—"

Abruptly, he pushed Aubrey to one side and made room for Cynthia to come sit down. His cock, streaming and hard, stood tall. Waiting for her to take her rightful place.

“D-Daddy?” said Aubrey. “No, Daddy, wait, I—this isn’t right, we agreed—”

“I made an agreement with a slave,” he said. “And now I’m going to make one with a born queen, aren’t I?”

Cynthia shook her head, smiling darkly. “No, I’m afraid not, my love.”

Cynthia slipped down into his lap, pushing up her hypnotically-loaded mini skirt as her long, lithe legs spread around his waist. His cock rested beneath her tight, perfectly sculpted ass cheeks. She rubbed there briefly, grinding and oohing and ahhing at his hardness and control.  Her forehead against his, kissing him constantly, wetly, her thick hair like a silky blanket for him to get lost in.

It was delicious fun—Aubrey right there, mewling and whimpering and seeing her entire world running away from her, one squeeze and grind of Cynthia’s ass at a time.

But Cynthia could only take it for so long—she needed him inside of her.

“P-please,” Cynthia whispered. “I need it. I need You inside. I need to be bred by You. I need Your babies, please?

“Do it.” He smiled. “I want to see if you’re as tight as you look.”

Cynthia did not need to be told twice.  

“You are the one true god of this world,” she whimpered, lowering herself orgasmically onto his thick cock. “And so I am not a born queen. That makes me your goddesssss...”

Her voice trailed off as his massive shaft filled her slippery entrance. Waves of orgasms punctuated through her, each one more vicious and mind-melting than the last. The amount of pleasure she felt would have killed any normal woman. Just taking his cock would have put a girl in the hospital for life. But Cynthia was special. 

“N-noo!” Aubrey whimpered. “Daddy! Master, please. Please, I’m your favorite. I’m your—”

“Shut up, slave,” he hissed, looking only at Cynthia. “Enjoy this, or leave my service. Those are your choices.”

It was not a choice at all. Aubrey—so arrogant, so vain, so proud—humbly lowered her eyes and her face entirely. She was smart enough to not even mouth her apology, smart enough to know that she was just instructed to shut up and that meant entirely. 

Cynthia tore her loving gaze away from the majestic masculinity of her handsome god just for a few seconds to enjoy sneering at Aubrey and her transformation. Aubrey’s faces trembled and shifted as she decided to swallow her pride and then obediently attended the new lovers—lowering her head to their joining and licking up the juices produced by their lovemaking. 

As Aubrey licked, Cynthia continued to move up and down on his cock. Sitting on him, this way, her entire body felt like it squeezed and milked his amazing, precious seed. She kissed him passionately with each thrust. Their tongues danced together and occasionally she was overcome with so much lust that she had to rake her teeth against his jaw, his shoulders, his neck. 

“Yours,” she moaned. “I’m yours...I’m yours...”

He was similarly overwhelmed with her luscious, endless beauty. Everywhere he touched her, he left bruises and scratched. Her body marked up—marked as his. He squeezed her ass so hard it purpled, and then gripped her tiny waist, her ample tits, bit her neck and shoulder. He couldn’t stop himself and it felt so good to inspire such wanton, rough lust in her god. 

“You deserve me,” Cynthia urged. “You deserve a goddess ...”

“Yes!” Aubrey dived in, desperate to be relevant. “You deserve her. This is so right. I’m so sorry I didn’t see it before. Please, please give her everything! You deserve it. She deserves it. Please!”

There was no preacher like the converted, no one who understood how to appeal to arrogance like the arrogant. 

Eamon loved hearing Aubrey’s cries almost as much as he enjoyed Cynthia’s body. She could feel his cum getting ready to unleash from underneath her. Something about the way he shifted—about how he took over. 

Before, she had been fucking him just as much as he fucked her. Timing their thrusts together in perfect harmony. 

But now he gripped her throat and her waist, controlling her movements and her breath totally. He fucked her up and down his cock at will, his strong arms in charge of everything she could do. There was no escape, no way to break his iron grip.

“Please do it!” she begged him. “Please cum in me. Please give me your seed. Let me be so fucking pregnant for you, oh my god please let me please!”

Pulling her close, kissing her hard, Eamon shot his thick ropes of virile cum up inside her willing, needy body.

There was a point, maybe, when Cynthia could have walked away—when all the transformation and mindfuck and damage done to her memory and life could have been undone somehow. Maybe if she got far away enough from Eamon, his influence would wane and her life would return to her. 

But when his cum filled her, that sealed her fate to him forever.

And she knew it, too. The images of her previous self—the full knowledge of who she had once been entered her mind. Some lapse in his control, perhaps, while he lost himself in the shivering ecstasy of cumming inside of a goddess he had made. 

Cynthia felt the old her swept away in a fury of fiery bliss—and she couldn’t be happier to say goodbye to any old, pathetic, sniveling sweet good girl version of her.

From now on, she will have always belonged to her god.

Still on his cock, ready to ride him at a moment’s notice, Cynthia stroked Aubrey’s head. The fetching brunette had attached herself to their laps like an eager pet. 

“Darling,” Cynthia kissed into Eamon’s ear. “Is it really enough for you to only have one goddess? I mean...Aubrey is so sexy, and have you ever thought about how you can fuck up someone’s memories?”

Eamon kissed her harder than he ever had, guiding her hand onto Aubrey’s forehead with his. There was a flash of light.

# # #
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Beauty Potion – The Cheerleader
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Lola woke, groggy, in a dark space.

She sat on a padded chair, hands tied behind her back. Her ankles tied to the legs of the chair. One ankle was broken—had already been broken for almost a week now from a cheerleading accident—and was tied double-tight to the chair around the boot she wore. The rope was nylon, maybe even bungee cords? And she could squirm around inside it but could not loosen its grip. 

And her mouth—

Her mouth was gagged. A rag? A towel? Something was stuffed in there making it impossible to scream. 

She tried anyway. What the fuck was happening? She let out a sound as big as she could despite the gag, which wasn’t much—but maybe, if there was an air vent, or someone passing by, then maybe—

“Oh, hey, sorry, sorry.” 

It was a man’s voice. Lola’s heart sunk into the pits of her stomach. Of course it was a man. 

And something about his voice—the way it hit her eardrums, wormed into her brain—something about his voice made her pussy twitch with arousal. 

The gentle, virgin shape of her pussy twitching from his voice was when she noticed her folds were already rather moist, so sopping wet in fact that the bottoms of her naked thighs sat in a small hot puddle of her own making. And from the smell she could tell it was definitely her own sticky, sweet honey, like the whole time she was unconscious she had been dreaming hot dreams about the best fuck of her life. 

The lights flipped on with a snap and an industrial hum filled the room as they flickered to full brightness. Lola blinked rapidly, scanning the room for threats despite the constant nagging pulses of her deeply aroused body. 

It looked like a basement, one that had installed flooring but not a ceiling. The rafters were dusty and she could see the bottom of the floor above. The lights were the big halogen kind. Boxes of junk sat in a corner; a long row of shelves near some steps held dry grocery goods—canned beans, bags of flour in plastic boxes, sauces, toilet paper, paper towels. 

She squirmed hard in the chair. She forgot—as she had forgotten upon waking for the past five days or so, since the accident—that her ankle was broken. And she put weight on it inside the boot and then screamed in the sudden shooting pain. 

“Hey, calm down, don’t hurt yourself. Don’t hurt your throat or anything. Your ankle. You’re going to need those.” He laughed. “You need all your parts, yeah? Everybody does.”

The man pulled a chair in front of her and sat down. He pushed some of her hair out of her face, admiring only briefly the silky-soft golden strands.

“I thought you would be up an hour ago, sleepyhead. I was just on my phone and stuff. Sorry I didn’t see you wake. I was keeping it dark, you know, out of respect. I thought it would be nicer to wake up in the dark. I like it better that way, I mean.”

She screamed again, or tried to. Her ankle still throbbed in pain, and even as it did, her body still cried out in odd, formless arousal. He just looked at her calmly. He took off his glasses and pulled a cloth from his pants pocket and wiped them clean slowly with one breath and then another.

He was large, built, dark-haired and traditionally handsome. A lantern jaw and bright dark eyes. She wished he was ugly, of course—not that it would really matter to her. Lola wasn’t attracted to him; she wasn’t attracted to guys at all. But her cunt, pulsating, dripping, was definitely attracted to something.

Why, why did she have to be so turned on from being tied up like this? And why did she have to find out about this apparent kink of hers now?

Slowly, she settled down, focusing her gaze on his obviously flat, well-built midsection. It was hard not to fixate on the growing, throbbing bulge in his trousers. 

“Okay. Are you done? Do you get it? We’re not in a place where someone can hear you. I’m sorry about that. I know it must be kind of scary. But nobody’s going to hurt you, all right? I’m in charge here, and I really, really don’t want any harm to come to you. Honest.”

She just glared at him. He stared right back at her. For the first time, Lola thought about how she was in her panties and tee shirt; what she had been sleeping in when she went to bed last night. The shirt was tight and too sheer for public appearance but it made her feel great about her modest-but-stunning tits and the tightness and length of her torso. Between the cool air of the basement and the adrenaline rush of waking, her nipples had become erect.

He could see. He stared. 

He stared too at the smooth, thin, graceful lines of her sculpted legs. Her thigh gap even as she was sitting down. The tightness of her core—her core, her core, her core that she worked on day in and day out with drill after drill and one work out after another. 

And of course, she was beautiful. Her face, her graceful body, her face, her hair, her face. She knew that being the hottest girl at the university had something to do with this, maybe everything. He was young too, her age. Did he go to the university? The student body was small, but she didn’t recognize him.

“I’d like to take your gag off. I can tell it’s uncomfortable. But I don’t want you to scream.”

She glared at him; that’s exactly what she was going to do if he didn’t want it. 

“No, look, really. I don’t come down here often, but I know there’s rats down here. We keep the groceries here, the ones that won’t go bad, you know. And they go after them. I see their droppings. I'd bring an exterminator, but you know, then he might see something like you? That's no good.” He laughed, as if she might understand his dilemma. “Anyway, I’m afraid your screaming might spook them and then they’d want to go after your toes or something. You know? We’ve been keeping them hungry. Not on purpose, but because we’ve been putting the food in more and more containers they can’t get through. So they’re a little nuts, I’m afraid. If you scream, you’re just letting them know you’re here and they’ll investigate. And if you scream, I’ll go upstairs, because I don’t want to hear it—just an awful sound, you understand—and so it will just be you and the rats.” He paused and then chuckled. “I’m Nathan, by the way.”

He was crazy. Lola had been abducted by a crazy person. It was clear from the odd tilt to his voice, the hyper-focus in his language, the extended and defensive rationality around what he had done. She needed to get out of here. And while she didn’t know if anything he had said about the rats was true...she certainly didn’t want to risk it. 

“I know you must be thinking, too,” he said, “that if I go upstairs then you can start to get out of here. But I—look. Do you know anything about knots?”

She shook her head. It was the truth.

“Yeah. I didn’t think so. I do. I know a lot. You can imagine, huh? That I might do a little research before kidnapping the most gorgeous girl in the city. I’d want it to go well. I’d plan for a lot of contingencies. So chill out with the escaping, all right? You might also think you’ll bust through that chair and get the ropes loose that way, but that thing is solid walnut, all right? It’s an antique. I don’t care if it breaks, mind, but if you’re just as likely to break your legs or your wrists if you try to bust it down. You might even re-break your ankle. Got it?”

She nodded. 

“I’m not saying you can’t escape?” He shrugged. “Hell. I don’t know. I thought about this a lot. But don’t try it those ways. You’ll just hurt yourself. I don’t want that. I really don’t.”

She was getting more and more of an idea of what he did want, the way he looked at her. Devouring her with his eyes. 

“All right,” he said. “I think I got through to you a little bit. Are you ready? I’d like to take the gag off. And I’d like for us to have a conversation. I’m sure you have a lot to say.”

* * * * * 
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“IT’S JUST WATER.” HE held the glass up to her lips until she drank. “You saw me fill the pitcher.”

She couldn’t speak because her throat had been so dry. Her lip were cracked and the skin where the gag had been was raw. The irony of her mouth being dry when her pussy was so obviously wet, apparently using up all the liquid in her system, was not beyond her. 

He had filled up a filtered pitcher of water from a spout in the wall and while the water passed through the filter, he had applied lip balm to her lips and some moisturizer to her cheeks.

It only occurred to her after he was done that she should have bitten him. She probably could have taken a finger if she really tried. But the attention from his hands had felt strangely calming, and she had needed the moisturizer and the balm. Lola had been blessed with lusciously perfect skin her whole life, and she had always been rather terrified of being taken by some late-stage growth spurt of sudden, awful acne destroying her natural, sunny good looks. 

“Here,” he said, setting the glass of water down for a second. “Your ankle must hurt, right?”

He had her pill bottle, prescribed to her from the hospital. He took a moment, reading the instructions, and then took one out and pushed it toward her mouth.

Again, she thought of biting him. But she couldn’t dry-swallow pills—it just made her gag—and her ankle throbbed terribly. She let him press the pill through her lips against her teeth, trying to ignore how he kept his fingers there, touching her puffy, overtly-kissable lips rather longer than he needed to. 

But she couldn’t ignore the way her pussy sang when his flesh touched hers. And she couldn’t disguise the moaning whimper that slipped from her mouth as her tongue wrapped around the pill and slipped against his fingers. 

What was happening to her?

Then he brought up the glass of water and let her drink. Almost immediately, the pain in her ankle subsided. 

The feeling of his fingers against her lips stayed with her. Had he touched her when she was asleep, when he brought her here? How had he managed to do that? Had he drugged her? She suddenly imagined his fingers, sliding up into her entrance while she slept, pushing past her virginal resistance...

Her knees closed and she looked down at the ground. Her cunt continued to pulse, like a dynamo of sexual energy powering up her core and clenching her thighs and ass.

“What do you want from me?

“I think you can imagine. You’re gorgeous, but you’re not stupid. It’s something I admire about you. A lot of girls on your team are very stupid. They think Descartes is an influencer.”

Most of them probably couldn’t even spell Descartes, to be honest, but Lola wasn’t going to bad mouth her girls in front of him. She was still cheerleading captain until their next team meeting, where she would be inevitably kicked off the post because of her ruined ankle, but she was doing her best not to hold it against the team.

“I’m not going to sleep with you.”

He chuckled. “We’ll see. You haven’t even heard my offer yet.”

“Your offer?” She struggled not to roll her eyes. “What could you possibly have to offer me?”

“Youth. Beauty. Superhuman agility and dexterity. Probably the immortal kind? It’s hard to say. I haven’t lived long enough. But it seems like it would be stable for quite some time. My guess is eternity, yeah.”

The pain pills brought with them a familiar sort of fog. Lola had a history of addiction in her family and was quite particular about her dosage; she didn’t overdo it, not once. And she was relieved when she had her first dose and found that she actually didn’t like the feeling—that kind of distant, unattached floatiness did not suit her proclivity for taking charge and figuring out the next steps. 

That said, while she felt a slight buzz as she heard this explanation, she wasn’t that high.

“I can tell you don’t believe me.”

“Yeah I mean...what? You’re offering, like, what, health food?”

“Health food!” He chuckled and snorted. “That’s good.” 

He stood up and unzipped his trousers and—before Lola could say anything—pulled out his cock from his pants. 

“Does this look like health food?”

She whimpered and giggled in helpless, instant arousal. It was a strange reaction. 

She wanted to make fun of him—to mock him for exposing himself. She wanted to cut him like that, to hurt him for the way that he had hurt her sense of safety and well-being. 

But his cock was...

It was beautiful. 

Aesthetically, it was perfect. Lola was into girls, but she wasn’t beyond the appreciation of a good cock. There was something primal about wanting one, usually for her a faceless, formless fucking from someone a thousand times stronger than she could ever hope to be. Someone, probably, with terrible opinions and who opined about lost traditions between man and women and who made her feel stupid and stuffed her brain full of patriarchy. 

But that was only maybe once every few months, when she was deeply horny and nothing else worked. 

When she did think of a cock, she thought of one that looked just like his. Large. Thick. Veiny. Glossy with precum. Already hard. Springy from its need to thrust inside of her. Drool, unbidden, came to her lips and was the only reason she didn’t let out a long, shuddering moan—because she had enough self-control not to dribble spittle all over his exposed member. 

This...this cock was more than just beautiful. It was hot. 

Looking at it felt almost hypnotic. White noise rushed into her brain, filling up the foggy spaces with pleasant, easy warmth. Her jaw worked up and down, like she was already trying to make space for its massive girth inside her tight teen esophagus. In fact, if she leaned forward just a bit...

Then he put it away. 

“That’s enough for now,” he said, smiling. 

With the cock out of sight, Lola found that she was straining forward against her bonds, drool slathered down her chin. She had been pulling with all her might toward it for a better look. It was so funny, like all her thoughts had started to disappear just from seeing that cock, that beautiful cock, that hot cock...

He snapped his fingers and brought her back to reality. 

“I don’t like that you’ve had that pill,” he said. “I think it makes the effect a little stronger on you. But I really don’t want you to be in pain, either, that’s important to me. The same as it was really, really important to show you why you’re here. Why you were chosen.”

“Wh-what?” She felt almost drunk. “What do you mean ‘chosen?’”

“My cock is special. A lot of things about me are special now. And it would only affect you like that if I truly wanted you, if we were truly compatible. Not everyone is.”

Lola shook her head. The fog was clearing, but the arousal was still there. She needed to cum so bad. How long had it even been since she’d had an orgasm? A week? A month? Maybe on her eighteenth birthday six weeks ago?

“I don’t understand. Are you going to fuck me?”

She noticed she hadn’t said the other word, the r-word. It felt wrong somehow...

“I want you to be honest with me. Okay?”

“Yes.”

It was just simpler to agree. It felt good, and besides, she didn’t want another rant like he’d done about screaming.

“Do you know how pretty you are?”

Lola blushed furiously, despite herself, despite her situation. He thought she was pretty. Anger filled her—at him, at herself. Anger at swooning from this kidnapping, huge-cocked devilishly handsome creep who thought she was pretty. God, he was so fucking hot.

“Come on,” he insisted. “Answer the question. Do you know how utterly gorgeous you are? From head to toe. You’re absolutely stunning. Do you know that?”

“...yes.”

She did. Men and women were always staring at her. It didn’t matter what she wore or how she did her hair or make-up. It always just seemed to work and it always meant she looked spectacular. 

“Do you like it?”

Admitting that she did was even worse than admitting that she knew it. You weren’t supposed to admit you liked being pretty when you were; people hated that. People judged that. 

“Answer the question, Lola.”

Her cunt pulsed wildly at hearing his direct command. He was such a man. And so handsome, too. And his cock...

“Yes.” She nodded. “Yes, I do.”

“And you know that, eventually, one day, one way or the other, that will go away. Maybe even sooner than later, with your shattered ankle. You’ll get out of shape. I’m sure you’ve thought about it. Maybe your genetics will help. But you won’t be the same, ever again. Have you thought about that? You’ll be fifty-four one day, your age times three, having lived the life you’ve already had twice over, and the whole time you’ll be thinking about how because of one mistake, one stupid mistake from someone else on your team, you’ll never be as pretty as you were when you were freshly eighteen. Have you thought about that, Lola?”

Of course she had. How could she not? Her mother never shut up about the same thing. For her, it had been a pregnancy—but her body had never quite recovered, and she spoke constantly about the glory days when she was young and men ate out of her hands. Pregnancy turned her from a Perfect Ten to a Sexy Seven—and the difference was astronomical. Doors were still opened for her, but gone were the expensive gifts, the trips to foreign countries, the free rides wherever she wanted...

Lola wanted to think she was above wanting such things, but she truly wasn’t. And besides, though she was clever enough, all her attention in life so far had been for pursuing athletics, and that was ruined now. 

“It’s simple. All right? You suck my cock. You swallow my seed. And your ankle? Totally healed. Your beauty that you’re so proud of? Yours forever. Your youth that you’re so afraid of losing? Yours forever. Those cheerleading championships in a couple of weeks? Not only will you compete, but you’ll demolish the competition. You’ll feel terrific, every hour of every day. Your soul will vibrate with happiness, fulfillment, and purpose. Your every waking second will be filled with soul-filling, coital bliss that loops in on itself in a never-ending spiral of pleasure and joy. All you have to do is suck my cock. After that, you'll do a lot more, of course. But sucking my cock, just once, is all it will take to convince you of everything else.”

She just shook her head and muttered. 

“What was that?”

“I said fuck you! You’re a fucking psychopath! I’m not going to suck you off because you’re fucking crazy and think you’re a-a-a fountain of youth or whatever!”

He just smirked at her defiance and ruffled her hair. 

“Let’s get you cleaned up.”

* * * * * 
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HE LEFT THEN, AND FOR a few minutes Lola thought that she had misheard him or that getting “cleaned up” was metaphorical or something; some kind of crazy talk for being left alone. 

Then she heard the harsh click-clack sound of heels coming down the wooden staircase, accompanied by a pair of giggling female voices.

Two phenomenally gorgeous, young women appeared at the foot of the stairs. Lola was taken aback by how sparkling hot and put-together both of them were. They wore tight a-frame leather miniskirts and sexy ankle boots, showing off the delicate lengths of their long legs and the tightness of their asses and abdomens. Both were blond—one had thick, wavy shorter hair and the other had straight hair that was so golden it was almost white. The former had a crop-top tee shirt with a big pink heart on it and the other wore a tight, button-up vest with nothing underneath except her bulging,mouth-watering tits. Both looked young—Lola’s age or very nearly. 

“Hi!” said the pink heart girl. “Is that her?”

“Who else would it be?”

“I’m Penny!” she clapped her hands together. “Oh gosh, let’s get you out of that, huh?”

She rushed to Lola’s side and took her out of the bonds. It happened so quickly that Lola thought she must have been crazy good at knots, until she saw that Penny had simply pulled the ropes apart. The ends were completely snapped clean.

But that was crazy. How could she be that strong?

It didn’t matter. She was free! Right away, she tried to rush to the exit, but her ankle was so completely busted and the other girl was there.

“I’m Violet,” she said, pushing Lola back with a firm grip on her shoulder. “You’re not going anywhere, so don’t even worry about that. We’ve got to clean you up for Master.”

Lola tried in vain to break Violet’s grip and to outmaneuver her. Squirming, twisting, sliding, all to no avail. In front of Violet’s serene, accepting, warm beauty, she felt like a child having a tantrum and eventually stopped struggling out of embarrassment. When she did, Violet cupped her face and kissed her briefly on the forehead. 

“There, there, dear. It’s all right.”

Lola, so close and completely inside her ice-blue gaze, shuddered. 

“Oh,” Violet smiled. “You’re a lesbian, aren’t you?”

“What? No. I mean. Maybe. What if I am?”

Violet just smiled. Predatory, hungry. Lola could almost feel her tongue already sliding up against her cunt, licking her for days and—

“The bath is this way,” said Penny, gleefully tugging her to the corner. 

She pulled a curtain aside and revealed a remarkably well-kept bathtub, the stand-alone kind with legs ending in golden claws. There was already warm water inside and a bouquet's worth of rose petals. 

“How...when...?”

“Don’t worry about that,” said Penny. “Let me get you out of these clothes, okay?”

Lola did not have time to agree or disagree before Penny took a pair of scissors to her panties and shirt, handing the remains to Violet. There was a tall, wide full-length mirror right next to the bathtub and in it Lola could see Violet continuing to devour Lola’s teenage beauty with her eyes. 

In the mirror, Lola saw her body responding in kind - nipples hardening and becoming increasingly sensitive - while Violet watched as if entranced by her form. 

“You’re so beautiful,” Violet whispered. “Too perfect for those clothes. Too special to be covered up in something so inelegant.”

Lola felt powerless and vulnerable under her piercing gaze. She stepped into the temperature-perfect warm bath water just to have anything at all covering her nakedness. She even forgot to cover her ankle, but it hardly felt like it mattered anymore. If it got wet, then it got wet. Why fight it? Why fight any of it?

But sliding into the water meant that she slipped right into Penny's waiting grasp. Soaps and oils slid across Lola's skin, guided by Penny's patient and compassionate administration, cooing eagerly with every long brush and stroke of Lola's fair skin. Her fingers were soft and strong.

A real woman. This is what a real woman feels like. 

An intrusive thought. But one that wouldn't fade. Penny was a real woman. And Violet was a real woman. And if Lola wanted to be a real woman too, she needed to figure out what made them tick. 

And why wouldn't Lola want to be a real woman? Why else was she here on this planet? Wasn't every pretty girl dying to be a real girl for their Man?

The thoughts came so quick and eager and fierce that she couldn't fight them all. Violet's hands joined Penny's on Lola's body, massaging and washing, both of them cooing after her every angle and detail of Lola's young beauty. Lola could feel all her worries, anxieties and fears melt away. Her heavy, needy tits bobbed in the water, only barely covered by the rose petals. 

Violet leaned in close to Lola and whispered huskily into her ear. “You really are so truly beautiful.”

Penny’s hands that traveled up Lola’s body like a snake’s tongue, savoring every surface they touched. They met Violet's at her thighs—so close to her gyrating, eager hips and her pussy...and then trailed away, sliding up her abdomen and across her shoulders. Lola groaned.

After soaping her up entirely, they settled in on two different spots. Violet's fingers isolated on Lola's collarbones, and Penny on her hipbones. The pleasure, running in two different directions, centered entirely around Lola's needful cunt. 

Maybe it was the contrast between Penny's gentle care, Violet’s hungry eyes and her own open desire, but something inside of Lola snapped and she arched up against Penny's hands, almost shouting her plea to cum.

“What do you think?” 

Penny's voice was frustratingly casual. Lola groaned again, thrashing, hips pulsing in time with the needs of her pussy.

“A-about what?”

“About his cock, silly. About the offer. Are you going to accept it?”

Violet tsked. “Don’t tease her, dear. She’s already a nervous mess.”

Penny seemed to ignore Violet. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it? His cock. I dream about it every night, even when he’s already inside me.” She sighed happily. “I could dream about it all day. He’s so handsome. So perfect. And his cock makes me so wet...”

Her hands slid up and down Lola’s hips as she spoke, soapy and slippery and pushing eagerly. They still stayed away from her cunt—her aching, needy cunt—but part of Lola wanted so badly for one of them to touch her there. She was such a live wire, all she would need is a little touch and she was sure she would cum so hard...

“It was...” Lola gulped. Thinking of his cock while these beautiful women soaped and washed her body made her shiver with uncontrollable heat. “...it was so...big.”

“Big and hard and amazing,” said Violet, her lips sliding against Lola’s ear. “The most amazing cock in the world. So perfect. You can imagine it, can’t you? Just losing yourself by drinking his cum down. Then you’d be pretty just like us.”

“Now who’s teasing her?” chided Penny. “She’s already plenty pretty. Prettier than either of us were.”

“Just think of how pretty she’ll be after he takes her.” Violet’s hand was on Lola's chest now, between her breasts. Her fingers slipping up toward her neck and then down against her heart again. It would be so easy for Violet to hold her neck, to choke her... “That’s what happens when you drink his cum. He owns you, but then you’re so much prettier. And you don’t even have to work for it. Doesn’t that sound lovely?”

“Hnnnh.”

Lola had a hard time answering. It was like the two of them were deliberately touching every part of her body except her erroneous zones. Was it? Was it all deliberate? But they were being so friendly...

“It doesn't really matter if you're a lesbian or whatever,” said Penny. “I mean, I was his sister.” She giggled. “I guess I still am. Adopted. But we grew up together...and I think of myself more of his slave now.”

Lola's mouth was agape. She could hardly stand how turned on she was, let alone the obscene filth that Penny was disclosing. Her body squirmed under the water, looking at one pretty face and then the other.

“So anyway,” Penny giggled. “If I'm still attracted to him by now, you will be too, see? I never liked him before. But I was a stupid bitch, then. I'm much smarter now. I know I'm a silly dumb girl who exists for his command.”

“Silly...silly dumb girl?”

“I mean, you are attracted to him, aren’t you?”

Lola gulped. They were right. Ever since Nathan had left, she’d felt a deep, aching sense of longing inside of her that she’d only ever felt for crushes of hers—all of which had been other athletic girls until this point.

“How do you know that?”

Violet smiled. “He makes girls wet, dear.”

“He’s everyone’s type, babe,” Penny giggled. “I don’t really know about the science of it? He tells me I’m too dumb to understand, and he knows everything, so he must know that I’m a dumb giggly bimbo just like he says. But I think it has to do with the way we’re addicted to his cum? It changes a lot of things about us.”

“But I’m...” Lola shook her head, trying once more to push away the lust. “This doesn’t make any fucking sense! I’m not even straight!”

Violet and Penny both laughed for a moment, and then Violet reached out and took her hand.

“I’m not either. I was married to a woman for a long time.”

“W-where is she now? Doesn’t she want to help you?”

“Oh, she’s not around anymore. Nathan didn’t really approve of how she looked, and I realized he was right. She had to be put down. He makes other attachments seem so...unimportant. Expendable.”

It took a moment for Lola to understand exactly what had happened to Violet’s wife.

“Oh my god.”

“Don't worry, I've put all of her old finances in his care,” said Violet, misinterpreting, “Nothing to worry about. And I’m not attracted to any other guys. I still love sex with girls, but only his girls. So far, that’s Penny, but there will be lots more.” She licked her lips, still holding and now stroking Lola’s hand. “So many more. Other girls, the uninitiated, just don’t excite me anymore. But girls who have been marked by him do something extra.”

“It’s almost as good as fucking him,” said Penny. “It’s so hot. He has such total control over us. And if he’s going to fuck a lot more women, it makes sense that we would need to be sated by fucking each other. We just need to do it a lot more.”

Violet raised an eyebrow. “Penny licked my pussy for three hours this morning, didn’t you, sweetheart?”

Penny melted and shuddered. “Y-yes, Mistress.”

Violet smiled. “I love pushing her to her limits. When you become his, you’ll understand.” She bit her lip. “We’re just like him. Ownership, power, dominance. That’s the only way to get the most out of life. He’s the kind of man who knows how to live. And he’s willing to share that with us. Are you willing to accept it?”

Lola stared at the two women for a moment. She saw the way their eyes shone with adoration and excitement as they spoke. She wanted that. To be loved and to worship. But it was so scary, and she could hardly think straight...

"I killed my wife just to suck his cock," Violet whispered in her ear. "Can you imagine what I'd do to lick the pussy of a supremely hot babe like you?"

"Oh...fuck..."

For a moment, as they spoke, the need to cum had subsided. Now, with Violet's whispers, it returned with a vengeance. 

"Can you imagine what I'd do if we were girlfriends? The way I'd treat you? The way I'd obsess about you, with him? For him? Can you imagine, a whole harem full of girls wishing we were you so bad we all terminated every part of our lives that didn't fucking matter compared to your beauty and his cock?"

Lola thrashed in the tub harder than ever. She couldn't think. Everything Violet said was so outlandish but so hot, so obscene and perfect. 

“Do you need to cum, sweetling?” Penny asked.

Violet nodded. “I bet you’d cum right now if we let you.”

“I bet you’d cum right now if I just touched you one time, wouldn’t you?”

Lola whimpered, nodding. “Y-yes. Please. Just once. Let me clear my head, and—”

“Just think about his cock,” said Violet.

“Wh-what?”

“Think about Master’s Cock.” Violet fixed Lola's head to hers, staring deep into her eyes. “Call it that, in your head. I’ll know if you don't. Can you do that?”

Master’s Cock. It was so big. Perfect. Beautiful. So hot. She wanted to lick it. She wanted to taste it. Wanted to feel it sliding past her lips, into the back of her throat, down her esophagus, and then—

“M-Master!” she squealed, dropping under the water. 

Penny’s fingers pushed up against Lola's clit, and Violet leaned in and kissed her hard. They kissed for a long time, breathing life into her even as they held her under the water. Holding her, kissing her, washing her clean. 

Washing her body and her brain, just for their Master.

* * * * * 
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HOURS LATER, PENNY and Violet wordlessly dropped off another prisoner into Lola’s jail cell. 

There was no other way to describe it—a bed, a toilet, and more than a dozen steel bars enclosing it from floor to ceiling in the corner of the basement. It was behind a partition, one that looked freshly assembled. 

That’s where they put Lola to wait. And she had, trying not to think of Nathan’s enormous, perfect cock sliding into her young hot body. Trying not to think of Violet and Penny and their soft, eager warmth. Trying not to be turned on.

It was incredibly difficult—the cell had a massive mirror on one side of it, causing Lola to catch her reflection constantly. After Penny had brushed her hair, Violet dressed her in delicate cornflower blue lingerie and a tight, cleavage-baring robe, and it was impossible not to see how hot she looked all the time. 

In the ridiculously sexy outfit, she looked like some kind of sexy housewife. 

Like a sexy, hot babe waiting for Master to come home.

The thought made her whimper—her fingers twitching at her thighs. Begging to be let in. 

You can imagine it. What does it hurt to imagine it? Thinking of greeting him at the door with your pussy so wet you can barely stand. That’s why you’d kneel. It’s so much easier to kneel in front of a strong man. Sliding his cock into your mouth like a good girl. An obedient girl. He’d always want to fuck your teenage mouth again...

That thought–of being his teenage wife, made Lola inordinately hot. His teenager wife forever. Constantly eighteen. Constantly knocked up and wet and wet because she was knocked up and wet because she was eighteen and his wife. 

She had been around enough to know that most real-deal adults didn't want some fucking teenager in their lives with all their drama and flightiness and so on. But every man would be perfectly happy with an obedient, docile, fertile freshly-eighteen fuckslave. And if what Nathan said was true, he'd probably have lots of them. 

Was it all true? Could he really offer what he was saying? Why was she so fucking turned on, if not? Why were Penny and Violet acting the way they were?

Lola shivered as she watched the new girl enter the cell. After a moment, she realized that it was Tiffany, another member of her cheerleading team. Her own lack of surprise surprised her the most; of course he had picked up Tiffany, she was phenomenally gorgeous. 

Brunette, busty, leggy and beautiful–Tiffany's barbie-like perfection seemed out of place in the dungeon. Tiffany's body was magnificently curvaceous, her long chestnut hair tumbling down to her hips in soft waves. Her full lips were parted slightly as she stared with wide eyes ahead, her bright blue eyes shining brightly like precious gemstones. Her full breasts rose and fell slowly with each breath that passed her parted lips, and Lola couldn't help but imagine how it would feel to trace her tongue along those curves and creases.

She had crushed on Tiffany for a long time, but the brunette beauty was aggressively straight.

The temperature in the basement wasn’t cool, necessarily, but it was just cool enough to not want to lose a single layer of clothing. That obviously felt very deliberate to Lola. To stay clothed in lingerie, even if it was overtly sexy. Showing off the way her hot barely-legal body looked to Tiffany's own barely legal body in turn. Maybe even cool enough to want to join her body heat to Tiffany's–to slide her mega-hot body into Tiffany's sumptuous curves and squeeze tight until her cunt pulsed against Tiffany's smooth, tanned thighs...

They had dressed Tiffany in lingerie and a robe too. Hers was mandarin orange colored, a shade that made the tight, toned features of Tiffany’s spectacular body look even sexier than normal. Lola had seen Tiffany naked on several occasions in the locker room, but somehow seeing her dolled up like this was even hotter. 

Lola's cunt ached. Pulsed. Dripped. She whimpered. 

Tiffany, upon recognizing her cheerleading captain, rushed to her and hugged her. Both of them held one another for a long time, close to tears—and then much longer afterward. Lola's naked thighs, dripping wet with her honey, drifted upward against Tiffany's. Tiffany did nothing to stop it for at least a minute until finally pulling away and sitting Lola down next to her on the bed.

“Oh my god, right?” said Tiffany.

“Yes.” Lola nodded. She felt much farther gone down the rabbit hole than Tiffany looked, who didn't seem to be halfway-crazed with lust the way Lola felt. “It's insanity. I'm glad...I don't know. I don't want you to be here, but I'm glad you're all right.”

“I know what you mean.” Tiffany pushed a hand through her thick dark hair, sighing. “Did he go through that whole routine with you too? The stuff about, like, immortality or whatever?”

“Yeah.” Lola gulped and forced a laugh. “What a nutjob, right?”

“Totally.”

"Saying we could be beautiful forever if we just suck and fuck him." Tiffany hugged herself tight. "If that's his line, why can't he just use it in a bar or a coffee shop like everyone else?"

Lola shrugged. "I mean, if he said it there, I'd run away. I guess I can kind of see why he would hold us in place."

Tiffany couldn't believe it. "Are you saying you're glad you're here?"

Lola's pussy ached. Of course that's what she meant. 

No, that was what she meant. 

No, no, that was what she didn't want to ever live without, like Nathan's cock deep down her throat teaching her a lesson about how to be a good teenage wife for his immortally perfect cock.

Right.

What?

"What?” Lola suppressed a long, anguished, aroused moan. “...No. We have to escape, and like right away. It's just, I mean..." Lola shrugged. "I don't know. You asked why he didn't ask us out in a bar. I think that's why. Would you have taken him seriously, at all, if you hadn't seen what you've seen?"

"I guess not," said Tiffany. She reached out for Lola's hand, and Lola reached back. Tiffany's hands were so fucking soft. "Are you saying you believe him? It's crazy, right?"

"I don't know. Probably."

Tiffany's eyes were seriously pretty. Bright blue and piercing. Lola found herself wishing, not for the first time, that Tiffany was into girls. 

“What if it’s true?” asked Tiffany. 

“What? No way.”

“I mean...” Tiffany shrugged. “Penny and Violet are super pretty, right? You saw them.”

“Yeah.”

“What if he had something to do with that? Violet, she showed me pictures of how she used to look. Did you see those?”

“No,” Lola shook her head. “I guess I would assume she was using fakes or something, though.”

“They looked plenty real to me,” said Tiffany. “And if it's true, then it could be a way of living forever. Or at least a way of staying young and gorgeous. I don’t know...” Tiffany shook her head and grabbed her knees. “It just sounds too good to be true.”

"Being a slave is too good to be true?"

Lola's voice was haggard. She tried desperately not to finger her tight young perfect-for-Nathan teenage cunt as she looked at her pretty, pretty friend's face.

Tiffany shrugged. "I mean. It's not like he's unattractive. And he's saying to like, what, just to bang him a lot? That's it? That's the price for immortality? That's pretty awesome."

Lola shook her head. Trying to focus. Something was wrong. Was it her fingers? Were they supposed to be in her cunt? 

Or was it Tiffany's fingers? They were so soft. She could just slide them up inside her pussy so easily...they were so long, Tiffany would hardly notice...

"What about,” Lola summoned all her brainpower, “...our families, and our friends? What about everyone who cares about us?"

"If it works," Tiffany said, her voice low and serious, "It might be worth it. We're both hot. He'd probably fuck us so much that we wouldn't even remember our friends and family. And I mean, his cock...wow.”

Lola shuddered, imagining it once more. She put Tiffany's fingers against her pussy. 

“...yeah.”

Tiffany's fingers stayed there. Her eyes sparkled, looking deep into Lola's. 

“I mean, I know you like girls and everything, and that’s so cool? But he’s really packing, let me tell you. It’s like, the biggest I’ve ever seen? And the way it looked...”

Tiffany's fingers pushed harder against Lola's pulsating cunt. She pushed now; Lola was no longer pulling. Tiffany wanted inside her. Lola moaned.

“Do you remember how it looked?” Tiffany whispered.

“It was a really, really sexy cock,” said Lola.

“Totally,” Tiffany nodded. Her lips almost against Lola's cheek. “That’s exactly the word. Sexy. It turned me on. Like, a lot. No other cock has ever done that to me before.”

Lola whimpered. “Me neither. I don’t even like boys...”

“But he’s a man, isn’t he?”

Lola shuddered. Her orgasm—at that phrase—suddenly felt imminent. A man. 

The Man.

She didn’t want to say it, but it was the only way to describe him.

The Man.

“Yes,” Lola breathed. “He is.”

Tiffany slid deeper inside. Lola leaned back onto the bed, making room for her. Tiffany, despite being so hetero that it hurt Lola's brain, somehow knew just how to touch Lola to make her brain go all melty and dumb. 

“What if it was true?” Tiffany asked again, softly fingering the blond beauty. “What if he could give us what he offered?”

“That’s just...” Lola gasped. Tiffany's fingers touched something wonderful. “I can’t even think...I can't think...I can't...oh fuck...”

“Would it be so bad?” Tiffany's face was in front of hers again. Her body weight pressing Lola down even as her fingers delivered lightning strikes to Lola's being. “To suck that beautiful cock? To be his, forever? To be immortal and hot and young forever? If it was true...wouldn’t you be tempted?”

Lola’s whole body was an electric fire. She nodded, slipping her lips against Tiffany’s. 

“Y-yes,” she said.

“Really?”

“Yessss...” Her orgasm felt so close. Tiffany was incredible at fingering. And she was so pretty. And Master's Cock...Master's Cock was so handsome... “I would be tempted. I’d want it. Oh, fuck me. I’d want it so bad...”

“Me too!” Tiffany grinned and kissed her harder. Snuggling her. Fucking her. “Oh fuck. I’d call him Master...”

“Master...”

Lola's mind was gone. She didn't care.

“I’d call him Daddy...”

“Daddy, yes...Master...”

“That’s right.” Tiffany was gleeful. “You can say it. Say you want our Master’s cock.”

Tiffany’s voice had changed. Dark. Confident. Knowing. 

“Tiffany?”

Lola’s own voice had an insane, anguished lilt. 

The cell door opened behind them. It was Him. She knew it was Him. She hadn't looked, but she could sense His presence. The only reason she hadn't heard him coming was because Tiffany had distracted her.

Tiffany was wrapped around Lola now. Snuggling and fucking her with her fingers. Kissing her every few seconds. She positioned Lola so that her naked backside faced the door of the cell. Faced HIM. 

“Say it, Lola,” said Tiffany. “Say you need Master’s cock. Say you want to worship it like I do. You accept the offer. Say it.”

It was a game. A trap. Another way to exploit her endless lust. And Lola had walked right into it. She was so stupid.

He was just so much smarter than her at every turn—and he turned her on so fucking much. There was nothing to do but to give in. 

“You love Master. You need Master. You want to accept his offer. You'd do anything to be his forever. Wouldn't you?”

His cock pushed up against Lola's pulsing, unprotected cunt. Lightning struck her body; another hard-hitting orgasm pushing her back up against his cock. But he backed up in turn—not letting himself enter her until she accepted. Slowly, he began to fuck her ass cheeks–not penetrating, but guiding himself between her pert, firm muscles. Getting himself ready to cum. Knowing he was going to win.

Tiffany withdrew her fingers from Lola's cunt, and the absence was too much to bear. 

“Yes.” The word finally slipped out of her mouth; a surrender, an acceptance to his offer. He grabbed her hips and thrust forward with an animalistic roar. She screamed in pleasure as he filled her with every stroke—her moans joining his as they became one being. One suppressed desire fulfilled in the depths of the dark basement. Tiffany, too, was moaning with pleasure while she felt her Master claim his newest prize on top of her; Lola enthralled and Him triumphant. 

Lola wailed in blissful agony.

“Yes!” she cried at last. “Yes, please! Please, Daddy! Please, fuck me! Please?” Her voice became lower, hotter, more eager and urgent, moving away from the hysterical cliffs she had been flirting with. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me. Please give it to me. I accept your offer. I accept it all. Please make me yours, forever. I need it, please? Please, Daddy–”

His cock pumped even harder inside her. Not a lovemaking pace. Not even a fucking pace. A breeding pace. Fucking her like an animal. A rut. 

Hard, fast, rough. No more games. No more tests. Just raw, pure pleasure—the kind of pleasure that could only be found in submission to Him. Lola screamed; tears streaming down her face, her pleasure so intense it was almost unbearable. Tiffany's orgasmic moan of approval beneath her only added to her bliss. 

He unleashed the flood of his cum into her unprotected eighteen year-old pussy. 

Their orgasms merged as one, and Lola's mind went blank.

She was His.

Forever.

* * * * *
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THE LOCKER ROOM PRACTICALLY sizzled with anticipation as Lola knelt by his feet, perfectly obedient and compliant as she eagerly opened her lips around his cock and took him deep inside. Masterfully running her tongue around the length as if she had been created just to serve him this way. His hands threaded through her golden hair as he moaned in delight while the other cheerleaders looked on in awe. Jealous of her. Desperate for him. Just the way he knew he deserved.

The cheerleaders encircling them burst into applause as Lola took him into her mouth.

“Oh wow!” They moaned. “Oh Daddy, wow! Oh my god, Daddy! You're fucking her? You're so incredible, Daddy...”

Every movement of her lips and tongue drew delighted gasps from the audience as they watched in awe at their beautiful display of desire and submission. Lola's body quivered with pleasure and arousal—passionate and purposeful—taking all of him into her mouth and throat deeply until he gasped at the sensation. His erection throbbed, forcing her body up off the ground every few seconds with gargantuan, endless, god-like strength.

More than two dozen pristine beauties watched on, envious of Lola. Touching themselves. Dolled up in high heels, lace panties, cheerleading skirts and tight cleavage-baring tops designed just to titillate their new Master. They had destroyed the competition, just as he had promised. Regionals were next, and then nationals. Then, Nathan would probably go pro. 

Lola's hands tightly gripped around him as he got closer and closer to cumming, until finally at last he burst like a river inside her throat. His orgasm was so explosive that his pleasure spread out across the room—the other cheerleaders quivering in blissful pleasure and dropping to their knees in abject worship as his orgasm filled them all with exquisite and unending delight. Lola swallowed every drop, victorious and completely in love with her life, utterly pleased with her work. 

The entire cheerleading team mooned over this strange and powerful connection between them. They all crowded around to whisper their thank yous and compliment Lola on how she pleasured their Master so well, paying her reverence for making such a beautiful moment happen for them all.

Lola stopped kneeling and pulled herself up to his lap, but not before forcing another cheerleader down on his cock. She was so lucky she was pretty enough for her Man.

# # #
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Beauty Potion – Model MILF
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“Sorry, do you have anything to eat?”

It was such an odd question, so out of place in the backstage of the Ciabelli Winter Fashion show, that Livia abruptly stopped paying attention to the conversation she had been having on her phone. 

“What?”

She flitted away the make-up artist putting last touches on her face. Livia sat in front of a massive well-lit mirror, one in a long line of the same. An aisle of beauty-making. The artist protested for a few moments until Livia glared at her, promising a cut in pay or even worse—not posting videos of the woman's work on social and thus ruining her income for the next few months. In another time, an earlier time, Livia might have had her fired and her career ruined for spending even a second  too long in her presence; she missed that time. All that power and influence. 

She had ruined so many lives; each time, it had only ever felt delicious. There was supposed to be guilt, somewhere, but all she felt was pride. Some people were simply better than others. 

Now, though, she made do with threats. The fruits of many threats carried out to completion. They would stay ripe for a while yet before all her debts came to claim her, unless she could claim her wealth elsewhere—the clothing line, she hoped. 

The girl who asked Livia the supremely odd question was phenomenally gorgeous, maybe the single prettiest woman Livia had ever seen up close—and Livia had seen herself, a lot, when she was twenty-three.

That was pretty much when her beauty had peaked; she had paid very close attention to her appearances, clothing shoots, candids, and so on. Twenty-three. That was the peak. 

That was twelve years ago, and now Livia approached irrevocable obsolescence in her industry with terrible momentum. The pregnancies hadn’t helped, although they did raise her stock for a little while in being a hot model mom. 

The funny thing, though, was that you only really counted as a model “mom” when your kid was under the age of two or three; after that, you were just old. Old and outdated.

Yes, funny. Ha ha ha. Hilarious. Livia was in a race against time. 

On her phone, her manager begged for her attention. “Darling, if you’ll just listen for a second. The clothing line, there’s a few items I need to bring to your attention...”

She ended the call and looked at her beautiful visitor. The girl was so incredibly fit and thin that she looked supernatural, her gorgeous tits heaving inside a black, sheer, Chantilly lace push-up bra beneath a too-tight suit jacket. Livia felt heated, yearning moisture building up between her thighs. 

“What was that?”

The girl smiled. It was stunning; everything about her was stunning. She wore a tight-fitting pinstripe mini-skirted suit that displayed the ungodly length of her legs and perfectly sculpted ass. Her waist seemed impossibly tiny and l-o-n-g, so magnificently long, and despite all her incredible toned slenderness, her breasts were mouthwatering and large. The way they jiggled and shifted as she breathed in her tiny suit jacket, fit to bust at any moment from the grandeur of her tits, convinced Livia immediately that somehow they were real. 

Breasts that big, that impossibly hot, on a body that slender. 

It seemed impossible, and Livia knew a thing or two about sporting impossibly hot natural breasts on a perfectly tiny body from her entire life of experience doing just that. 

It seemed even a little unfair—even a cup size or two smaller would have seemed dramatic and gorgeous on her frame. But instead of being obscene or grotesque, as the massive globes might on some porn star, the girl was a real model with a model’s posture, countenance, and beauty and she modeled with her glorious breasts with ease. 

Her angelic face was regal and elegant, fit for a queen. There was none of that nonsense over-glam or weird plastic-tinged insta-filter obscenity; she looked like some kind of angel from the trendy 90s scene. That went double for her hair—ultra-thick and layered and golden blond, a perfect middle-part featuring a three-inch stack of effortlessly long, silky soft hair. 

Livia’s jealousy was immediate and palpable; her entire life out in front of her. It was simple to tell just from a few brief seconds—she was a star. The same way Livia had been; the same way Livia no longer was. 

Oddly, she felt under-dressed. It was a fashion show—the back half was a lingerie fashion show, for god's sake. But the girl wore her tiny, ridiculously tight, sexy suit like a tzarina's gown, and Livia only had on a soft silk white robe. 

“I'm on the show, too. I'm Lola.” She smiled beautifully. “You know that, right?”

Livia's smile was very short. “Yes. Of course.”

Who wouldn't know about Lola? Obviously. God, the thrill of talking like that. Livia missed it so much. Her jealousy almost felt like a tumor underneath her neck, chomping at her jugular like a wild hyena.

“Food,” said Lola, the girl, the angel-model, the goddess-on-the-show-too. “I just realized I haven’t eaten in a while, and I was hoping...” She shrugged. “It’s just, some of the girls, they said you help them out from time to time, since you’re the veteran. Maryse said you let her use your phone charger? I just thought maybe...”

She was being diplomatic, so that was something. It wasn’t lost on Livia that she was often positioned as a Work Mom for a lot of these fucking zoomers and their endless insta-cycle of seamless, effortless social media. 

“As it happens,” said Livia, “I do.”

Her beauty and star had faded, but her name still bore a wealth of recognition and added legitimacy to any show she walked for. One day, even this time of her career would be over—both sooner and later than she wanted. But for now, she was afforded special privileges. 

Livia slid to one side and drew back a small curtain underneath her make-up table. Inside was a small, luxury fridge full of “model-friendly” eating arrangements. It was fashion week in New York, and next week was Paris, so Livia hadn’t eaten anything for two weeks and would continue not to have anything for another two. 

A pain, but she had to get paid.

The luxury of the fridge was a pointless holdover from better times, when Livia could eat with abandon, that she was loath to leave out of her contracts. If shows stopped providing her extras, then it meant she really was on her way out. 

She would still be called darling and sweetheart and gorgeous, but none of the show-runners would mean it and slowly but surely all the designers, agents, managers, and more would stop pretending to be her friends. 

She had seen it before; she herself had given the cold shoulder to at least a dozen aging superstars over the years as her own star ascended. 

Opening the fridge revealed a delectable assortment of fruits, yogurts, chia-seed puddings, granola-packed energy drinks, and more. 

“Take your pick,” she smiled.

“Oh my god, thank you.”

Lola immediately grabbed the most carb heavy arrangement she could find, an everything bagel with a small dollop of cream cheese. Within moments, she had wolfed it down. Even though it was an absolutely ravenous display of scarfing down a large bagel, something about watching her perfectly-painted lips move  and her throat muscles working down bread was rather erotic. 

Right after putting it down, Lola grabbed up a yogurt and then a banana-laden fruit salad.

Livia just watched, jealous and in total admiration. 

Eventually, Lola noticed her and stopped herself for a moment, pausing in her wolfish feast.

“I have to eat so much lately,” she said, by way of explanation. Her voice was exceptionally clear and lucid and utterly arousing. “What I normally have is so dense in calories, when I have to go off it even for a few hours, I go a little nuts.”

“And your normal diet was interrupted by the show?” 

Maybe Livia could get some insider-info. She'd spent a year living on nothing but small soy cubes, and that had added at least an extra six months to her ability to model lingerie. 

“Mmmhmm.” Lola closed her eyes, sucking down a strawberry. “I think I’ll get back to it soon. My boyfriend’s plane lands soon I think, so I’ll have my normal diet when he's here.”

Starving and binge-eating wasn’t unheard of in Livia’s circles. Starving yourself before a show only to eat right before showtime? That was something else.

Livia kept staring. God, she was so phenomenally gorgeous. Livia had been with girls of course—she hung out with the hottest women alive for a decade, often at parties and afterparties and all manner of soirees. But there was something about Lola that encouraged something beyond a hook-up. Something possessive. Instead of jealousy for Lola's rising star—or rather, since that wasn't dying down, in addition to that jealousy—she felt herself furiously envious of her boyfriend. 

Lola paused, smiling and giggling a little bit at Livia. 

“Is there some on my face?”

“No.” Livia smiled. “Sorry. You’re just reminding me of better days. I used to be able to...”

She resisted the urge to say stuff my face. That would be aggressively unkind; better to remain diplomatic. 

“...I have to really manage my intake now or else I’d never fit in this stuff.”

She waved at the red lingerie hanging on the mirror. She'd have to put it on soon. 

“Oh, right.” Lola smiled. “I’ll never have to worry about that kind of thing. It’s kind of a relief.”

Livia was wistful. “I felt like that once too.”

“No, really! I mean it. My boyfriend—he’s going to be my husband, soon, can you believe it?” Lola visibly swooned and—unless Livia was mistaken—seemed to have some kind of minor orgasm at her own mentioning of her man. “He’s going to...I mean, he makes sure I’ll be in perfect shape forever.”

It wasn’t unusual for girls like Lola—young, impressionable, drop dead gorgeous—to have terrible, controlling boyfriends. Livia had had her own; she was just lucky she’d hadn’t married him. A slew of advice ran through her brain, as well as a catalogue of cutting insults about the way Lola’s hips would invariably swell like any other woman’s. 

Then she saw the slick, heated droplets sliding down Lola's perfect thighs. 

She really had cum just thinking about her man. 

Fuck. 

“He must be something,” she said instead. 

“He totally is. He’d probably love you. I know I do.” Lola grabbed a nearby chair and sat down across from her. Smiling. Knowing she was invited to do so. “I mean, like, your work. You’re so hot.”

Livia found herself flustered. Lola was incredibly beautiful, and hardly any of it was make-up or her outfit.  

“Oh.” Livia found it hard to play the regal lady all of a sudden. “R-really?”

Livia had never had a mentee, before. Heck, she’d never had a mentor. She had always kind of distantly wanted one, but it always seemed so completely out of reach. Older models were too self-obsessed. Trying to keep their grip on what was theirs; Livia could relate, now.

“Oh my gosh!” Lola grabbed her arm and nodded excitedly. “Are you kidding? I'm in awe of you. If I wasn't so hungry, I wouldn't have dared to talk to you at all. You're like, my role model. For real. I can't believe I get to be here right now talking to you.”

Livia's smile turned from amused to genuine to flabbergasted-and-flushed. She felt, for some reason, like she was talking with a long lust crush. Pheromones filled her nostrils, her brain, and the world outside of Lola seemed to disappear. 

“I don't want to like, age you or anything,” said Lola, and Livia knew it was the truth. Why else would Lola say anything but the truth? “I know that must be so annoying. But honestly you are my favorite person, like, ever. Sometimes, in your photos, you looked really pissed off that anyone was looking at you at all, and like...I just found that so sexy.”

A bit of advice from one of Livia's first photographers. “Pissed off at everyone but the right one, the one you want looking at you.”

“Oh my gosh, yes!” Lola nodded. “That's totally it.”

The two held hands. That was so clutch, so key. How would the other girls say it? Lola was a whole mood. Livia fought the urge to grind her hips into her chair and rub her slender thighs together. 

“The secret to modeling,” said Livia, feeling her whole facade dropping away, “is making all the millions who see you feel totally unique about noticing you.”

“Oh, yes.” Lola nodded. “Wow. Yes. I love it. You're like, mentoring me right now, oh my god!”

“I don't think there's anything to mentor,” said Livia, with perfect honesty. “You're going to smash this industry to bits. They won't know how to recover from you.”

Lola grinned, an infectious thing that made Livia feel high as she returned it. Her cunt was no longer distantly warm and moist—it was deeply wet and aching hot. She needed Lola's fingers inside her. Her whole life seemed so helplessly stupid and pointless—why didn't she just lick Lola's pussy forever? Would she let her? She wanted to give everything she had to this girl.

Lola's voice became softer. Intimate. Livia moaned. Her eyes felt like they were caught inside of Lola's. Bright blue sapphires staring into each other.

“I'm serious, you know. My boyfriend knows the secret to eternal beauty. So I never have to worry about anything I eat or even do. I just have to be his.”

Dubiousness approached Livia's thoughts, unwanted and persistent. 

“I...mean. Guys say a lot of things to girls like us.”

Lola shook her head. Her hair glimmered gloriously. “I'm serious. It all just melts right off. Or it goes somewhere that will help me out. He made sure of it.”

“Your boyfriend made sure of it?”

“Nathan.” Lola’s voice took a conspiratorial whisper. “Although, I call him other things when we’re alone together.”

Her voice was so hot. Livia couldn't help but match it. 

“Like what?”

But Lola’s attention leapt away from Livia. 

“Oh my god,” she cried. “Daddy!”

Having such a bright, perfect light of sunshine blaze with such perfect, rapt attention on Livia had been affecting her deeply, and she did not know how much until Lola looked away. A bright, effortless buoyancy left Livia; easy warmth replaced by the cold, harsh realities of a busy backstage and the endless chatter of inane, empty-headed women doing their best to appear both wanton and mysterious. 

Livia watched, turned on and high and confused and aching, as Lola's absolute feminine perfection strutted across backstage and leapt into the arms of Daddy.

But, instead of feeling jealous, like she might have anticipated, Livia's arousal only doubled. Perhaps it tripled; how did you quantify it? Her thoughts, spacey and spread out, arrived one at a time and puttered about for what felt like days, each one about how brilliantly sexy Lola and her boyfriend were. 

Her man was enormous. Livia had a hard time calling him boyfriend even in her head, because this hunk was definitely not a boy. He wore a sharp, well-tailored blue suit and easily approached seven feet tall. Two other women wearing short white-blue dresses—one brunette and one with raven-black hair, each one somehow almost as mind-bogglingly perfect as Lola—gripped him from the side. Each was clearly in love with Nathan and with Lola.

She wanted his cock. Terribly. She wanted him fucking her, hard—against walls, tables, rutting in private in every dark corner they could find until she was barely able to walk she was so pregnant.

His hands slid up Lola’s perfect ass, tugging her in and kissing her hard. The two women at his side cooed in appreciation at their passionate kiss, pushing in hard on Nathan’s side and watching with rapt attention. A few of the backstage personnel fainted in arousal. All that rushing blood. Behind Nathan—at the emergency exit where had had casually walked in—Livia saw how the guards were motionless on the ground. They were laying...funny, and their limbs didn't make sense anymore, going in all the wrong directions. 

A flash of heated, orgasmic energy hit Livia when she realized what had likely happened to them. 

That kind of strength. For no reason other than to do it.

Nathan laughed about it. He laughed. He jutted his thumb towards them and shook his head, laughing, and Lola looked at their broken bodies and swooned and grabbed his cock, stroking him through his pants while he nodded against her cheek  

Looking over the backstage area, he whispered something in Lola’s ear. Nodding, she took her two compatriots and strutted back down into the line of the glam zone and brought them up to Livia. They both waved, smiling brightly, and didn't seem to mind when Livia immediately forgot their names to continue to look dumbstruck at Lola's beauty. 

The two with her were so blindingly hot that they could have been on every model cover for the next two years. 

Lola made them look grossly plain, something that was all the more evident from standing next to them in full glamour and wearing runway apparel. 

“Who do you think are the weakest links here?” Lola asked. “Nicole and Fawn, no?”

Livia, rather in disbelief, wasn’t sure she could entirely process what Lola must be proposing. Her shock at the idea wiped away any possibility of dishonesty or guile on her part. 

How would she do it? Livia wondered. Perhaps she'd just threaten to leave the show. Yes. That would be the simplest thing. 

Put my friends in, Lola would say. Or I walk. Got it?

And if that didn't work, certainly her boyfriend, her hunk, could threaten them with complete physical dissection.

“Livia?” Lola found her gaze, and Livia's mind snapped to attention. “I'm asking for your advice.”

“Leave Fawn out of it,” Livia said quickly. “She’s got friends in high places. But Nicole is a nobody, and if you took um, the Polish girl out. Yvette, I think it is? Nobody would mind.”

Brutal, but it was true. Pretty Eastern European girls were a dime a dozen in the modeling industry, and they aged like baked chicken. Livia couldn’t think of a single one over the age of 27 who still looked young and fresh.

“Thanks!” Lola said brightly. “You’ve been so sweet to me. I won’t forget it.”

Livia believed her. She couldn't help it, nor could she help cumming immediately and harder than she had ever remembered as Lola kissed her on the cheek and gave her a hug.

* * * * *
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THE SHOW WENT FINE. 

Or, rather, it was a monumental success. Apparently the stream had broken the internet, so many were watching (or trying to watch) during Lola’s walks. Her friends—they were named Penny and Tiffany, she found out—they broke it too. 

It worked fine while Livia was on the stream. The showrunner tried to position this as a good thing—everyone had been able to her “fabulous” walk. 

But she knew the truth. She was an outdated model. Obsolete. Passe. It pained her physically, a tight ball of furious hurt in her chest. She’d had a glass of wine (breaking her fast) and thought about how utterly perfect Lola’s body and lips and clavicles and hair and face were, and then she slid into bed wearing nothing but a robe. She ignored her manager’s calls; she knew it would be nothing but platitudes and placations. Not interested.

She was nearly asleep, dozing in her penthouse hotel room, when she heard the voice. 

“Hello, Livia.”

What the fuck?

Nathan was in the room with her—naked and fully hard. 

Livia had been a famous model long enough to take self-defense classes and to have a string of well-built, scary bodyguards who were usually strapped. She hadn’t bothered with a bodyguard this time around—such an expense—and it had seemed overall like the right call. People just didn’t care anymore; there were younger, better girls out there. 

The advice that the self-defense classes offered, in a general way, was always the same—just stay out of the bad situation in the first place. 

Once you were in the bad situation, whatever it was, the advice was also the same: stay calm. Anyone who was going to corner or kidnap you was already rather agitated somehow, so further agitation was a mistake. Insults, exclamations, berating were all of the table. 

It was too bad; she was rather good at all of those. 

The arousal she felt at his presence was instant and electric. Hot, almost sweltering. Her skin immediately became flushed, droplets of sweat sliding down her forehead and across the delicate architecture of her bones. 

It was worse than when she was with Lola, or when she saw Lola with him.

Before, when she had felt the wave of heady aching need for his cock, she assumed it was just something in the air from Lola or maybe the other models. Lola was so fucking sexy and special. 

The backstage area, though open and wide and accommodating for the glam zone and several areas for the models to sit and wait for the show to begin, was still crowded with young hyper-sexualized women. Each of them had seen Nathan and lost their minds, giggling and oohing and ahhing all over him or one of the girls in his retinue. 

She had watched him, at the end of the night, entering a limousine with seven girls including Lola and the two he’d entered with (who apparently were models now that they had so easily and triumphantly walked the biggest fashion show in New York?). They were all still wearing the hyper-sexualized outfits from the show, make-up perfectly done, his hands crawling over their bodies with ease.

Now, with him in the room with her, she understood it was something about him that made her so turned on. 

Probably, she mused, it was the massive erection sitting underneath the mass of marble-slab muscle he sported so easily.

He stepped completely out of the shadows and she saw him in the full light of the moon. She gasped, and then she moaned. A primal sound. He was so fucking built. His cock streamed precum like a river. It was so shiny, so completely suckable.

“I don’t want to beat around the bush, Livia. Is that all right with you?”

“O...o-okay.”

Why would he want to force himself on her? Did he not get enough from the veritable harem of models already throwing themselves at him?

On the other hand, though. 

Why the fuck wouldn’t he force himself on her? She was still totally hot. He could force her and get away with it. Why was he holding back? 

“I can see you’re scared. I get it. You’ve got a giant in your room in the middle of the night. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m not going to do anything you don’t want, as a matter of fact. Call it an experiment of mine.”

The implication there was that he was not a stranger to hurting women, or forcing them to do what he wanted. 

Why did that make Livia’s cunt pulse with such sudden, eager arousal?

She gathered her blankets around her on the bed and sat up. Like she was in a modeling shoot. “What do you want, then?”

“I want to make you an offer. And I know I turn you on, but I’m not going to fuck with your head anymore than that. When I made it to Lola...maybe she told you?”

“She didn’t tell me anything about an offer. Just that she’s over the moon about you, and you control her diet and how she looks.”

He laughed. His smirk was viciously handsome. “I guess that’s about right, yeah. I do. Just not how you might think. I showed her my cock, and it fucked up everything about her thinking. It does that to pretty girls. The ones I approve of. It would do it to you if I wanted it to.”

She had no interest in appealing to the egos of twisted, space-invading psychopaths. 

Even so, there was the immediate pulsating sensation she felt whenever her sexual attraction spiked and she knew it was reciprocated—he thinks I’m pretty!

It was such a girlish, teenagery thought. Like she was some cheerleader and he was the quarterback stud and she wanted him to fuck her full of babies to keep her in their tiny town forever, enslaved to his cock. 

What?

She tried to clear her head, holding her fingers to her forehead. But she kept thinking about perfectly massive his streaming, shiny cock was. God, it would fit so deep inside her...

“What’s this offer?”

“Girls who I allow to suck my cock...ascend. They become better than they were. Their beauty enhances. They’re young, permanently. About eighteen or nineteen years old in appearance—their skin loses all blemishes. All wrinkles. Their bodies permanently tight and hot and firm. Their hair effortlessly long and sexy. No more fat. No more disease or viruses. No more stress. And in return for this eternal youth and beauty, their minds, well...”

“You take their minds?”

“I massage their minds. They’re still themselves. Just obsessed with me. Addicted to my seed. Everyone wins. They’re young and gorgeous forever, feeling perfect about their perfect selves. And I get to use their perfect bodies however I want. And I’m very, very good at using their bodies.”

Livia somehow suppressed a whimper. He was clearly excellent at using their bodies, especially if the size of his gigantic cock was any indication. 

Temptation filled her. Had he asked a few years ago, she felt sure that she would have said yes immediately. But since then and now, she’d had children—and that changed her priorities. 

Didn’t it?

She couldn’t just—just abandon her children just to eternally fuck some god-hunk tier stud, right? 

Not even if she would be super, duper, incredibly hot and famous the whole time. 

Right?

“I have children. Two boys. What about them?”

He considered before answering. “You would forget about them. Your feelings of maternal connection would fade entirely. Your body would realign itself to be perfectly virginal. Everything about you that ever understood being fucked by anyone else would disappear from you—from your cunt, your womb, your mind. Eventually, you won’t even recognize them.” He smiled. “So, you see? You wouldn’t be able to know there was a problem anyway.”

That he framed that as some kind of happy solution horrified Livia. The existential terror of not even knowing her boys was beyond her comprehension. She wasn’t the world’s greatest mother—far from it, with as much as she had to travel without them—but she still loved her children. 

Even so. It was tempting. He was tempting. Lola was tempting. 

She swallowed. Once upon a time, she had told herself that she would be perfectly happy to retire to one of her villas in the islands so long as her children were happy. What would be so wrong, after all, about living her life in the sun with her family and being there for them all the time, with all the money she could already provide them?

Nothing. Nothing was wrong with that.

Except that she could, now, apparently, live a different life. An immortal life. A beautiful, treasured, trophy wife. Owned by a real man and cumming like mad on top of his cock all the time. 

She had no doubts that this offer was genuine. Maybe if she’d heard it in a vacuum...but she had met Lola. She had seen the way the other girls acted around him. This was for real. She could sense it, the power, dripping off of him. 

It was a real, completely real, totally true offer of eternal beauty and wealth he was giving. 

And yet.

“I...I c-can’t.”

He smirked. “Are you not able, do you not want to...or do you think you shouldn’t?”

Her throat was dry. She couldn’t answer right away.

His cock pulsed, jetting out heated precum on her sheets. “Because I’ll tell you, Livia...I’m going to be in charge of a lot more. And I’m going to remember who wanted me there and who didn’t. I’ll remember who turned down offers and who didn’t.”

A threat. Of course. Like a bully who wasn’t getting his way. 

I would love to suck his bully cock. I would loveloveLOVE to stroke it hard and be his bully bitch and show him just who to fucking mock and—

She swallowed hard. Trying to remember what mattered.

Children. Her prized boys. Yes. Remember them. It wasn’t about her cunt and the way it was throbbing so madly about being pregnant again (for the first time) for a superpowered bully. It was about being a good mother. 

“You can imagine it, can’t you?” He went on. “You’re not dumb, you just play a dumb girl to make losers hard so they’ll spend money. You know I’ll have more, and more, and more. I’ll have a whole retinue of lightning-hot girls before long, Livia. They’ll do whatever I say. They’ll seduce people for me. What do you think billionaires would give up to have immortality? And it’s not like I really have to give it to them. I just have to have it and to have them pay me for it. I’m sure you can put together the kinds of plans I have. Who I think should be in control of everything.”

He was so close to her now. His cock standing proud right over her bed, dripping all over her sheets. Even if she went to sleep now, she’d be sleeping in his precum. Why not just go all the way?

“And I’m sure you know what the girls who do right by me will have in this new world. Each one a slice of the globe. Endless toil and drudgery for everyone except for them, because it’s hotter that way. And you could have your part there, if you wanted. Because my main squeeze said to do you a favor.”

He took her cheek in one massive hand, held her face. She groaned, her orgasm incumbent. 

“Are you really gonna turn me down?”

It was the hardest thing she had ever done in her life. 

“Yes.”

And just like that, he was gone. 

* * * * *
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IT TOOK HER HOURS TO get ready for the gala the following evening. With each passing moment, she felt her annoyance rising, her desire just to call the whole thing off and catch a private jet home and slide into her bed after a scorching hot shower. 

Her hotel room had turned into a command center—a dozen people she barely knew flitted around, holding powders and creams and needles and thread and assembling her like a robot. 

It would, at least, be a glamourous look befitting her natural beauty—her thick blonde in a tremendously garish updo, stray strands carefully framing her face. A tight blue, almost sheer jewel-studded gown with a seven foot train prominently featuring her heavy tits and sculpted shining clavicles, her long legs and arms displayed as the symbols of her natural slender form that they were.  

Livia was only about five pounds heavier than her absolute thinnest version of herself, but pregnancy had changed her body dramatically. They had to stitch her up inside the dress. It didn’t help that she had woken up this morning lactating, her tits leaking milk at a rate that would have been alarming if it didn’t taste so delicious. 

She had spent the morning tasting her milk and fingering her cunt, dreaming of Nathan’s cock inside her. She was supposed to do one final workout, but tasting the milk made her think of his Cock for some reason, and the cum that could have filled her if she’d had more courage. She had been so wet, and her fingers touched herself so perfectly...

“One more tug here,” said one of the attendants, breaking her memory. 

Livia’s arousal was almost entirely dead now. Being around so many other people, so many inferior people, had turned her lust to ash. 

She used to not mind this whole circus so much. In the weeks and months leading up to this gala, she had gone to several others. There was always a glam team, always representatives from whatever designer who had her wearing their threads. That was the game. Livia took video and pictures, tagged the designers and the glam team, and walked around like a living advertisement for about three-to-five hours before going home inside a limousine by herself.

If I was Lola, I’d be glammed up like this in less than ten minutes, she thought, and I’d be arriving and going home with Nathan’s eternal cock shoved up into my throat. Drooling into his lap. My eyeballs rolled over. 

But she also knew that it was different for a girl like Lola—who, to her understanding now, quite literally just “woke up this way.” 

Even younger models had it easier. Being in front of a camera at a studio was one thing, but being at an event meant you had to be perfect from every angle. Younger models needed so much less massaging (she shuddered as she remembered Nathan using the word) to be “gala perfect.”

Livia herself had needed so little work. She would have been done in less than a quarter hour most of the time when she was twenty-three. And then the quarter hour turned into a half, and that turned into an hour, and now it was all afternoon and the whole time she kept thinking of Nathan’s offer. 

She had turned him down, she kept thinking bitterly. Turned him down to be surrounded by a parade of sycophants who she detested. 

And—it wasn’t lost on her—she had turned down Lola as well. Livia didn’t know if she was a lesbian, but she for goddamn sure was when Lola was in the room.  

She tried to return her thoughts to the present and the people around her doing their jobs. She breathed. She imagined a calm, endless ocean. She breathed again, opening her eyes, ready to be gentle and kind with one of them. No reason to be a bitch, really. Honestly, they were doing a terrific job—she did look marvelous, and—

Why was everyone looking at their phones?

And her. 

Why was everyone looking at their phones and her?

Livia swiped hers open and saw it immediately.

The headline ran:

Top model’s clothing line in jeopardy as factory shuts down; Government says investigation pending.

Alarms. Klaxons, even. Livia, choking slightly, felt the room spin. Her phone rang. Her manager. Did he know? Swearing, she finally answered him. 

“What?”

“So sorry to interrupt, my dear. I know you’re busy, but I’m frantic. There’s urgent news.”

“I don’t care about whatever offer you’ve got coming in for me. They’re shutting down our factories?”

She snapped her fingers wildly, sending all the little peons out of the hotel room. She began to pace next to the ceiling-to-floor windows, looking with contempt at the uselessly expensive infinity pool just outside. 

“Yes, my dear,” her manager continued. “That’s what I’ve been trying to reach you about. The factory owners, well. There’s no nice way to put this. They put children to work.”

“Oh, my god.”

What the fuck? What the entire fuck? Oh my god!

“They’re not supposed to do that! That’s the entire point of the brand! Eco-friendly, in and out!”

“Oh, quite right. It’s illegal and against our contract with them.”

“Then how did it happen?”

She could hear him shrug. “It’s a different country. They wanted profits. This was the easiest way to do it and...frankly, it’s easy to get away with, most of the time.”

“Can’t we tell them it wasn’t us? That we didn’t mean for that to happen?”

“I’m afraid not. The powers that be, your investors, they’ve already decided that you’re the one who has to bear this cross.”

“Oh, my god...”

“It’s...worse than that. You see, they’ll be suing you for damages. Not to mention the legal problems abroad. And the issues with—”

His voice was turning into white noise inside the stress-induced coma of Livia’s mind. She just dropped the phone down on the ground and walked, shakily, to the mirror, trying somehow to look at herself. 

Her career. Her investments. Her future. Crumbling away from her just like that. 

* * * * *
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TWO HOURS AND A LIMO ride later, and the gala was in full swing. Livia tried to enjoy the luxury of the ride, tried to focus on the leather seats, the tinted windows, the utter disregard and disrespect she so carefully delivered to the driver (“Oh wow, you drive this all by yourself?” and then later, “This is really your career?”). 

But it was fleeting. It had always been fleeting, those easy rushes of superiority, but especially so now. At the end.

She arrived late, of course, well after the red carpet had displayed the dozens of men and women before her in their grandiose outfits. A few stray paparazzi took snaps of her, but all the official photographers were long gone. 

The man at the door, at least, spared her the indignity of asking for her invitation. Her dress was skintight and she didn’t bother carrying a handbag; there was nowhere to hold one. 

Inside the vast well-lit spaces of the Regionala, everywhere, there were beautiful women in exquisite gowns and dashing men in expensive suits. Everyone seemed to be having the time of their lives. Except for Livia, who was full of new purpose and almost grim.

The place was a former bank, hollowed-out and reformed to be exclusively an event space. Coved ceilings several meters high. Corinthian columns split the hall into quarters, and tastefully-done mosaic marble floors made heels like Livia’s clack with satisfying reports.

Immediately, she scanned the room, looking for them. Looking for her. Looking for Him. 

She only had one choice, really. Her career would be dead by the end of the evening. Her beauty was fading fast. There was no way for her to ever recover, not and still be the mogul she ached to be.

She had to convince Nathan to make her the offer again. 

It was going to be disastrously difficult. The women here were almost supernaturally gorgeous, each one the result of hours of glam just like Livia. In the center of the hall, she saw a great flock of these women—all wealthy, or beautiful, or wealthy because they were beautiful. 

A lot of disappointed, bruised, and scared men stood on the outer edges staying carefully away from anywhere near touching the women. Their former women. Now they clearly belonged or were going to soon belong to Nathan—who stood in the middle of the flock, Lola at his side, enjoying the attention.  

It was naïve of Livia to think she had a chance with Nathan with so many others around who were just as beautiful as she was or better. Likely, several other girls would leave here today having received the offer just like she had—and the money-hungry, fame-aching, vanity-worshiping women here wouldn’t be so stupid to think that something like family really mattered at the end of the day when eternity was at stake. 

Still, Livia had to try. Pasting on her best smile, she made her way toward the flock and him. 

Lola, on Nathan’s arm, was a heart-breaking beauty. 

She wore a long, flowing gown of soft pink that hugged her curves and made her look like a goddess. Her hair was pulled back in an elegant twist, with diamond earrings sparkling at each lobe. Her eyes shone with pride as she hung on Nathan's arm, his very own trophy. 

But the thing that made Livia almost collapse with envy was the way Nathan looked at her. It was as if he was looking straight through her, hypnotized by her stunning beauty and entranced by her perfect body. 

Livia felt her confidence slipping away, as she took in the sight of them together. Happy. Glorious. Resplendent. Why would he ever, ever, ever even once give Livia a second chance?

Her determination left her. The two of them were designed to destroy egos, and battering against Livia’s already shattered self-image, she felt nearly destroyed. Holding back tears, she turned back from the center of the hall and snuck behind a column where a lightbulb had recently gone out. 

All the attention was off of her, at least. Livia, behind the column, was out of the sightline of everyone looking toward Nathan and Lola in the center of the hall. It may have been the first time in her life she was thankful for less attention. 

Somehow, she had to get back there. She took several deep breaths. Her throat knotted. Her eyes unwilling to shift their gaze upward. Skin clammy and cold. Her life was over. Her life was over. She had to do this. She had—

She heard footsteps. She heard heels, clicking and clacking, and conversation falling away as they approached. 

That only meant one person. 

Lola walked by, heading toward the bathroom, casually posting something on her social about how thirty minutes ago, she had been in her jammies on her “hubby’s” lap. Making a video, posing, guiding her phone up and down. Her normal entourage keeping bystanders back and ensuring they stayed quiet. 

This was the chance. 

Livia pulled Lola aside by the crook of her arm, rushing her to an empty part of the ballroom behind a different pillar.

Lola was clearly over Livia already; her charity lasted just as long as Livia had been willing to play ball with her. Almost right away, Lola wrenched her arm free and shoved Livia—hard—into the pillar. It cracked behind her. 

“Don’t fucking touch me, slut.”

Livia winced. She didn’t know what hurt worse—being called slut by Lola or the bruise that would be her entire backside tomorrow.

There was no time to wonder. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m so sorry. Really. Please.” Livia half-grasped for Lola’s hands and then remembered not to. To be obedient. “Please, is there any way you can convince him to make me the offer again? Or let me accept now?”

Lola’s face turned from murderous, beautiful fury to soul-murdering, mocking mirth. She was so fucking hot. Livia could hardly breathe.

“You already turned him down once, dearie.”

Dearie. Like she was nothing. Like she was a clown. Livia took it; she would take anything; she needed this.

“Please? Please. I know I fucked up. I know I should have taken it.”

“But what about your kiddies, dearie?” Lola giggled. Her beauty so captivating. Livia wanted to lick her neck. “Aren’t they just so important?”

Livia’s face contorted with shame and she tried to push it down. 

“They...they’ll figure something out. Their father, maybe. Please. P-please. I need it.”

“More than you need your children?”

Livia gulped. It shamed her, but it was true. “Y-yes.”

Lola was so close that their tits pressed together. Livia had trouble thinking. She wanted Lola so bad.

“Why’s that?”

Livia didn’t know how to respond. 

“Maybe it has something to do with how your career is crumbling?” Lola ticked off the reasons on her long digits. “How you’ll never be the mogul you wanted to be? How your factory is being shutdown for hiring children workers? How the law is coming after you? How you’re being sued for everything you’ll ever have?”

Diamonds sparkled in Lola’s cleavage. Livia stared at them, having trouble thinking. 

“H-how do you know all that?”

“Maybe it has something to do with my Master’s vast connections and maybe we’ll make sure you’re a pariah, a nothing, a joke from now on. You’ll be the punchline of night time talk shows for years, Livia. You’ll be associated with nothing but failure.”

Livia was having a panic attack. It was like Lola was reading the script straight from an actual living nightmare. 

“Please...please...anything. Please. I apologize. Truly. I was wrong. Please...let me make it up to you.”

Lola crushed Livia’s tits even harder, pushing her against the pillar. Taller than her. So much stronger. 

“How?”

Livia had nothing to say. It was clear Lola was done with her. 

A waitress walked by and held out her tray to Lola, oblivious to Livia’s existence. “Champagne?”

Lola, incensed still, was in no mood for diplomacy. 

“You look fat in that blouse,” said the scintillating blonde. “You should starve yourself for a year, showing up looking like that for this event. Do you even care about me at all?”

The waitress, mortified, turned white as plaster and retreated. It was obvious that she was going to follow the order. 

Something...something in that was something Livia could cling to. 

“Well,” Lola backed away. Livia could breathe easier, but now she missed those perfect tits pressed against hers. “This has been super, seeing you sad and desperate. But I’m kind of done with it? I’d rather—”

“—your—His...harem?” Livia interrupted.. “He’ll need...need recruitment. Better women. So that it’s not just some idiot hiring half-pretty girls who can’t carry a tray or fit into a blouse.”

Lola paused and turned back, not quite facing Livia completely. “We might.”

“A-and you’ll be busy, of course? Owning the fashion world. As you should. You’ll have no better cheerleader than me. Every appearance I have from now on, I’ll mention how absolutely perfect you are as a model. As a role model. As the icon the fashion world needs.”

She tried to remember. What had it been like? What had she wanted more than anything else? What had she denied Lola?

A mentor. A teacher. Someone who knew and who would always, always back her up.

“I’ll bring in the girls who can be taught,” Livia continued, speaking quickly but clearly. “Who are worthy of his cum. His attention. Your disciples.”

Lola looked in the distance. Breathing. She was living artwork. Livia ached for her touch once again.

“I do like the sound of disciples.” Lola put a finger into her mouth, biting. Thinking.

“Of course you do.” Livia dared to step closer. “You deserve them. You deserve so many. And so does He, naturally. Worshiping you. Worshiping Him. And I could bring them in.”

“We can get all kinds of people for that,” said Lola. “We don’t need you.”

Testing Livia, now. Testing her resolve. That was wonderful; she could work with being tested.

“But think of the prestige,” said Livia. “Owning the world’s former top model, recruiting new models for him, while he’s fucking and impregnating the world’s current top model constantly. And I’ll be there, for you, every step of the way. Having learned my lesson. Never turning against you again.” She gulped. “There’s no zealot like the converted. I remember what it was like, coming up in this world. Not being able to trust a soul. And I know that he must make you feel invincible. But you still wanted someone to hold onto, didn’t You? Someone to show you where to go, how to be, just a tad? If only to make him harder and prouder. I’m sorry, Lola. Truly. But if you’ll let me...I’ll serve you faithfully from now on.”

Lola finally looked right at her. Her eyes sparkling and blue. Hypnotic. She crossed her arms. 

“You’ll have to call me Mistress,” she said. Her eyes slightly teary. “I had a whole hot fun little game about it once you accepted his offer but then you didn’t and I was quite cross with you.”

“Of course you did, Mistress.” Livia nodded. “Of course you were, Mistress. But you don’t have to be.”

“You should kneel. Here. Now. And kiss my feet.”

“Naturally, Mistress.”

She expected this; she didn’t fucking care anymore. Lola was hot and doing things to and for Lola was hot. It was just like calling her Mistress made it so. Even as Lola said it, Livia already knelt down and slipped her mouth across her heels and toes. One gorgeous supermodel decked out in full gala regalia before another, flawless, eagerly kissing the other’s feet.

“Yes, Mistress,” she said, licking and kissing thoughtfully. Her skin was sugar. “Of course, Mistress. You’re so right, Mistress.”

Lola snapped open her tiny handbag. 

“Here,” she said, offering a small vial of milky white thick cum. “I keep some on me just in case of emergencies.”

Still on her knees, Livia swallowed it almost before Lola stopped speaking. She had to prove her loyalty, leave no doubt. The slightest hesitation would have brought up questions of her sincerity, and Livia could not afford another mistake or suspicion. 

She gave herself up, entirely, to her new life. Abandoned everything—her family, her children, her career—just to belong to Nathan’s will. Nathan’s cock. 

She would be his forever. 

Tastes...tastes like...

* * * * *
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HEAVEN.

That was the name Livia had given her training academy for Master’s newest girls. A place where the carefully curated candidates were trained to be obedient and erotic specimens to dutifully serve in Nathan’s harem.

The academy was located in a palatial, isolated estate atop the highest peak of the glorious mountain range. The surrounding views— luxury villas tucked into verdant hillsides and aquamarine waters far below— provided a dream-like escape for both the Academy’s students and staff.

The air was fresh with pine and sweet floral scents; the grounds, manicured to perfection. A grand fountain cascaded in the center courtyard of the mansion, surrounded by statues of powerful, elegant women towering over perfectly trimmed shrubbery.

The lush interior could have easily been mistaken for a palace fit for kings. Each room individually decorated in plush furniture made of rare woods and hand-crafted accents. Fireplaces crackled in every room with luxurious velvet chairs placed before them.

Already, Livia had organized parties as recruitment events, marketing the school as a place of luxurious, personalized training for women looking to learn how to be better trophy wives, servants, and all-around perfect sex companions for the new god who walked the earth.

Not everyone understood what Nathan was, not yet. But they were learning. The wealthy learned first, of course. They were the only ones who could stand in his way—but he had something they all wanted.

The women Livia had chosen so far had gone through a rigorous selection process, each one having to display readiness, submission, obedience, and a willingness to put her faith in her Master and Mistress. Livia had to be sure that the girls she brought into Nathan’s world were worthy of his attentions and could serve his needs in ways that regular women never could. 

The offer of a wealthy, easy, eternally beautiful life was offered with candor—there were millions of applicants already, and only a few made it the palatial grounds. 

It had been just six weeks since Livia had entered Nathan's service. Today was their first class of girls' graduation. 

There were five girls, all gathered before Nathan. One of them obediently sucked his cock—or tried her best to—as he sat on a throne in the library, surrounded by books slowly being written by dutiful, obedient slaves about the glory of patriarchy and why Nathan's rule was inevitable and correct. 

Each girl was dressed in tight, revealing lingerie. Postures perfect. Tits in lacy push-up bras with ruffle trim. Delicate, perfectly-shaped asses resting easily on tall, tall heels. Hair styled just so. Cunts quivering. Waiting to be called. Needing him. Showing patience and regality and class, just as Livia had taught them. 

Livia herself was at Nathan's side. She looked eighteen, if her new eighteen was how she had looked at twenty-three, except phenomenally younger and hotter. In other words, she looked spectacular, taller and tighter and thinner and bustier than ever before, her inches-thick mane of golden hair spreading down her back in a lusciously trimmed splash of light. 

She wore lingerie too, though it was red and not white like the students. There was an order to respect. 

Ellie, the sexy busty brunette sucking Nathan's cock, struggled to reach her lips all the way down. She had been a famous starlet at some point, in a rather popular television show full of dragons and swords. Now she had devoted her entire life to being able to earn Nathan's seed down her throat. Her beautiful face slowly turned red, then purple. Her young, beautiful body orgasmed constantly from tasting Nathan's perfect cock. She was sweating, grinding, humping. Precum and drool ran down her body into her heavy tits. 

Livia tsked. 

“Don’t worry, Daddy,” she whispered in his ear. “I’ll take care of the failure for you. If she doesn’t whip into shape in the next few hours, I’ll just get rid of her for you. She used to be rather clumsy. No one will ask questions if she’s found at the bottom of a chasm.”

He groaned, thrusting harder up inside Ellie's purpling face. Master knew everything about his girls, so he knew Livia loved Ellie. He knew she had promised Ellie big things. He knew that she had taken Ellie in like a daughter or little sister, and had been full of pride at every step of her progress. 

“That’s right, Daddy. I’ll kill for you. Girls who don’t make You hard like You need? What’s the fucking point of them? ”

He hadn't told her to want that; she just did. She was utterly willing to abandon Ellie—sweet little Ellie doll—just to make him a little bit harder.

Master liked it when a girl showed initiative. Grunting, he shoved the nearly-expired Ellie off his cock and grabbed Livia with one hand, lifting her with enormous strength and shoving her virgin-tight pussy on his cock. Livia couldn’t believe it. She was so fucking lucky. Men all over the world had jerked off to her for over a decade, and she was so sparkling hot now that any man alive would pay millions for one night with her, and she felt lucky to be dragged on to Nathan’s surging, gigantic cock.  

He had denied her. For so long. She had been naughty. She had denied him. 

Livia never complained to him. She begged, often—when appropriate. When it was seemly to do so. But she never suggested once suggested in six whole weeks of being so fucking close to his perfect amazing cock that she deserved more than what Master gave her. 

So now—now, finally, having shown her willingness to rid this useless girl of her useless life—had she shown her MasterDaddyGod that she was the kind of girl he needed to have.

He pushed up inside of her, breaking apart her resistance easily. She was already so fucking wet. No part of her—in mind, body, or soul—recalled having children. Instead, her only memory of her entire life was perfect, obedient service to Nathan's will. 

And she was perfectly happy with that. 

“Yes, Master,” she whimpered, writhing around his cock, taking what she was given and begging for more. 

Livia’s mouth hung open, her eyes fluttering as her Master’s manhood speared her body open, stretching her to impossibly tight proportions. Breath sawed in and out of her mouth, so desperately needy and wanton to be used as Master’s cock breached her depths and split her open.

“I’ll recruit so many for you, Daddy," she clung to him tight now. Bursting with the worship that she had been denied for six long weeks. "Each one hotter than the last. Models have to be recruited so early or else they get dumb ideas about going to college or something, but women don’t need to learn anything except how to look pretty for You, Master.”

Livia moaned and gasped and sobbed and moaned. She begged and mewled and whimpered. Her voice rose and fell in time with her body’s movements.

She heard the wet slapping of his cock inside her premium pussy. She heard his breath grow ragged and his voice raise in pitch.

“And they’ll all be so much like me and Lola. Tight. Toned. Thin. Busty. Smooth bodies. Every part of them made to fuck. And you’ll be their first, of course. You’ll be swimming in virgin pussy just like You deserve.”

Livia’s hands grabbed hard at Master’s legs, her nails digging into his skin. He could feel her fingernails tearing into his skin, and the pain spurred him on.

“And o-of course,” Livia moaned, cumming again as she felt his orgasm approach. “You’ll get them all p-pregnant! All those girls, those beautiful girls, with no other purpose than to be pregnant and look hot for Da-Daddyyy!”

His body tensed, and the muscles in his arms and shoulders contracted as he breathed hard. His grip was so tight that it almost hurt, but she could feel the imminent release of energy. With one final thrust upward, his body shook with pleasure.

“Good girl,” he murmured into her ear, his orgasm ringing through the room and causing all the women present and every woman at the estate to cum at once. 

He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth, and his cock began to pulse like a floodgate opening, sending what felt like gallons of cum into her body. His cum was hot—a supernova of lust and virility, but she could take it. She savored every single drip that entered her. Livia felt a deep pleasure that was more than just physical; it was emotional and spiritual, too. She knew she had truly earned her Master's favor, and it was a feeling she could never, ever forget. 

The five aspiring trophy wives all watched the scene in awe, jealous. Envious. Desperate to be anything at all like what Livia was.

Just like she had trained them to be.

# # #
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