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I WOKE IN THE MORNING with the maid, Mariana, on her knees at the side of my bed. She had already brought in breakfast—a fruit salad arranged on her incredibly buoyant tits. Grapes, orange slices, kiwi. She was feeling mischievous, then. 

Most days, she arrived with breakfast on a tray. But when she was especially horny—horniness for Mariana existed on a spectrum with the high-end being “already orgasming” and the low-end being “needing cock terribly”—she would arrive in this manner, presenting herself.

I took some time as I sat up, yawning elaborately. Drawing it out for her. I could see the lust building on her gorgeous young face. She was just past twenty years old, and had never been with another man besides me in her entire life. Her hands tugged at the tiny hem of her maid’s outfit, wanting to slide into her soft, wet pussy at the sight of me. Her anticipation was palpable.

On the bed, I stretched from one side and then the other, smiling at her growing arousal. Her breathing turned in a series of mews.

“Oh, do stop teasing the poor girl,” said Jacqueline, my wife. Her lovely, brunette form turned over slowly, slipping up on one white-gloved elbow. She still wore the same lingerie I fucked her in the night before. My cum stains could be seen around the edges of her corset where I had sprayed all over her delectable breasts.

“She works so hard for you, and you’re just dangling it there in front of her...”

Jacqueline was trying to make sense, but her voice had started to slur. The combination of the early morning hour and the instant arousal from seeing our maid on her knees, needing my cock, had her feeling a bit lust-drunk. I could see the glazed, happy look in her eyes that came from imagining Mariana sucking me off. A bit of drool had formed at the edge of her plush, sexy lips. The same little trail of drool was much more evolved on Mariana’s face, sliding down her chin and elegantly trailing down her perfect chin and neck and into her expansive cleavage, underneath the arrangement of fruit.

“Come then,” I said, calling our maid forward. “Start the day like a good girl.”

Moaning with need, Mariana slipped forward, sliding her wet, red lips over my massively thick shaft. My wife slipped up around my broad, muscular shoulders, cooing in my ear.

“When she’s done, might I get a turn?” she asked. “You’ve left me so very hungry, Husband...you didn't even bother to fuck my mouth after filling me up last night...”

Jacqueline's baby bump pressed hard into my back. As Mariana bobbed her head obediently up and down my shaft, I could feel her own baby bump—at the same stage of development as Jacqueline's—sliding over my shins. Mariana’s mouth was wet and perfectly warm around the thick rod of my cock. I rolled my head back, wondering how long I'd go before erupting in my maid's mouth for the thousandth time.

This was paradise.

But it wasn’t always this way. No. Once, it was very dark indeed.

* * * * *
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THIS ALL BEGAN SOME months ago, when I sat down for a quick lunch with Stanford Castle at a steak restaurant he owned one Friday afternoon. Castle owned a great many things, places, and people; it seemed to be a hobby of his. If it was, it was a hobby that had started well after I had met him.

He and I were old school buddies. He was a billionaire, as far as I knew, though the exact extent of his fortune wasn’t known to me. The last time I had seen him before this was seven or eight years before, when he was still penniless and trying to strike it rich. I had offered to let him come and work for me on several occasions, but he insisted that he would be in charge of his own destiny. There was no reasoning with such fervor, as I am sure you well know.

Straight out of the blue, he invited me to lunch at his steakhouse one afternoon. I, of course, agreed, desperate for any excuse whatsoever to get away from the pile of ever-accumulating dread that my house had become. 

The restaurant was small and exclusive. It apparently had a focus on catering to high-profile businessmen who enjoyed being in the company of beautiful young women as they ate: everyone from the hostess to the waitress to the bussers I saw hopping around were delectably gorgeous beauties of all shapes, sizes, and colors. The only men were either the customers or the bouncers posted at all the entrances and exits.

Stanford himself had changed quite a bit. When I last saw him, he alternated in large ways between being overweight and far too skinny, perpetuating his existence on mood swings that could last for weeks or even months. He would binge on manic ideas that he was convinced would be his fortune, and in these binges, he would either purge his body of all food and sustenance or eat everything he could. When the ideas failed to materialize, he would again purge or binge.

Now, he was calm, collected, and handsome. And large. He had apparently joined some kind of bodybuilding club, as the expensive suit he wore tugged tightly to his impressive, muscular frame. I myself was a smaller man at the time, no more than six foot tall. I had short brown hair, and I considered myself reasonably handsome—I had, after all, married a woman with the sort of beauty of my wife, Jacqueline.

Stanford and I exchanged a brief number of pleasantries—some few minutes of “oh, it’s been so long.” A few laugh-inducing sections of, “Say, don’t you remember the time.” All of that. We caught up with one another, and I learned what had been happening in his life.

Since the time I had seen him, he had gained a fortune, married a drop-dead gorgeous woman, and acquired more property and companies than I think I could have ever imagined. What’s more, he had a couple of kids on the way—several, to hear him tell it. Five beautiful daughters, he bragged, from two women, and another few babies that he hadn't learned the sex of yet from a third girl.

His wife, he intimated with a smile, did not mind in the least that he spread his seed around. 

Probably, it is also rather telling of Stanford’s personality and new-found confidence that he did not mind in the least telling me all of this information with an easy, contented smile on his face—and in the presence of our buxom redheaded waitress, besides! She seemed rather excited by the revelation that his wife didn't mind if he slept around. 

I didn’t hold him in judgment for all of this, however. Perhaps once upon a time, I would have, but as of late, I didn’t have the energy for something as taxing as condemnation. All I could muster was a vague sense of surprise that so many women would be willing to get pregnant for Stanford. It was a lot of responsibility for him and for them, after all.

My wife certainly never agreed to children. I tried not to hold it against her, most of the time, and failed.

Finally, though, after finishing our thoroughly delicious steaks and having a few drinks, the conversation swung back around to me. 

“How’s your wife?” he asked. “I was given to understand that she was sick.”

That was, I had assumed already, the reason he had asked to see me. He was, despite his peculiarities, a good friend and a caring man.

“Oh, god.” I put my head in my hands for a moment. “Ask another question, won’t you?”

“I’m sorry. It’s that bad?”

“Terrible. She gets worse every day. I can’t tell, day by day, you know. That would be really bad. But week by week? Oh yes. So I know that it is every day.”

“Yes.” His concern was genuine.

“It’s just...she’s positively decaying. It’s hard to stay positive.”

“Can I help at all?”

“No, no. It’s fine.”

“Do you have enough money for medication? For all the medical bills? Doctor's visits, all of it?”

“Oh yes. That’s taken care of. I made sure of that. The business is doing well enough, and my insurance is the very best.”

“I would be happy to help. I have plenty to give.”

“I know, Stanford. But really, it’s all well-in-hand.”

“A good wife is one of the sublime pleasures of the world.” Stanford shook his head. “I hate to see you robbed of one like this. And so slowly.”

It struck me a bit how he referred to the nature of having a wife—as a possession. Something to be owned and, alternatively, robbed of. But I knew he was trying his best to be sympathetic.

“It’s all right. This new medication the doctors have her on, they say it will take time. That it will weaken her at first, but over time...”

“How long has she been on it?”

“Sixty-seven days.”

I knew the number exactly, of course. I knew the number of days of the medication before that as well, and the one before that, and the one before that...

So much of any sort of medicine was a waiting game. “Try this, and see if it works,” the doctors would say. They all say it. It was an awful game, yes, but it was the only one in town.

“And no improvement yet?” Castle raised an eyebrow. “I’m shocked.”

“Yes.” 

My own ability to be shocked had slipped away long ago. There was too much to keep up with to be shocked.

He considered something for a moment, grasping his thick jaw with one large hand. I was quite certain that he could have split the table in two if he wanted; not that I was afraid he would do it, of course, but it was just that the size of him brought to mind only continual thoughts of violent action. 

“Recently, I’ve invested in a facility that trains housekeepers. Maids. They’re all quite top of the line, I assure you.”

“Maids?” Slowly, it dawned at me. “Oh, look, Stanford, that’s very nice, but I’m not interested in buying, I mean...hiring a maid. Most of my expenses go toward medical bills already.”

“I’ll take care of all of that. The medical bills, too, as a matter of fact.”

“No, Stanford, really. Please, that’s generous, but...”

“Hear me out.” 

He leaned forward put a hand on my shoulder. For me to take the same action, I would have had to bend halfway over the table. For him, it was like grabbing something on a kitchen shelf. My word, but he had gained quite a bit of muscle, and he had always cut an imposing figure. 

“It’s a pilot program right now. You would be helping me out, actually. I need someone I know, someone I can trust, to judge it for me. I need someone I know will tell me the truth. If you want another, after the first one, well...” he smiled. “Then I’ll start to make you pay our fee. But this first one? Again, you’d be helping me out by saying yes.”

The waitress came by and took up our plates. She lingered over Stanford, clearly ogling him. I watched her lick her lips as she examined his straining biceps.

“Is there...anything else I can do, Sir?” she asked. “Anything at all? Please?”

He hardly seemed to notice her. Not up to his standard. I had seen his gorgeous wife. This poor dear was only fairly cute. But, to my surprise, after a moment he pulled out a card and pushed it down the front of her dress, taking some time to feel her up. His hand mashed against her tits. The girl didn’t seem to mind in the least. With as much testosterone as Stanford oozed, it was a bit of a wonder that he hadn’t brought one of his girls to suck him off during the meal. 

Once again, I didn’t have the presence of mind or the energy to protest this behavior. When you live all your time with a sick spouse, you tend to let a lot slide.

“Call this number if you’re interested in more...hands-on work with men like me.”

She practically squealed with excitement, drifting away happily. 

Stanford shrugged, casting an admiring eye on her wiggling behind. “As I said, new facility. We’re always looking for new recruits. I want to give you the top of the class; the best we have. This girl we've got, she hasn’t been used anywhere. What do you say?”

“Again, it’s so generous, but I...”

He leaned forward even more intently. Not to belabor a point, but once again, with his frame, this was an imposing gesture indeed. “My friend, sometimes, when we are in our very worst ruts, we refuse to allow improvement because it is not what we know. We stop listening to our friends because what they say is not the cycle of despair that we have installed in our heads. I am asking that you let me help you. Oblige me.”

I could not turn him down and still remain close to him, and I valued his friendship too much to hurt him, even with as odd and ornery as he could be. I missed talking with Stanford, and I was loathe to give that up just because I was turning down a favor he offered.

“All right,” I said. “All right. Let’s get me a maid, I guess.”

“Wonderful.” His smile was broad and strong, just like all of him. “I’ll have her shipped over immediately.”

Again, there was that usage of language that should have tipped me off. Saying, “shipped,” instead of “arrange her travel” or “tell her where to go.”

Even though I was agreeing with Stanford, I honestly expected to let this maid go within a couple of days. I knew, without a doubt, that a new maid wasn’t what I needed. 

* * * * * 
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MONDAY MORNING, I WOKE up to the front doorbell ringing. It surprised me, and I rushed to the entry to see what it could be. I had to stop that ringing before Jacqueline woke. Usually, she was asleep until well past noon. The medicine hit her hard in the mornings. If she woke now, she'd be coughing all day until the evening, and she'd be even worse tomorrow.

Over the weekend, I had practically forgotten about Stanford’s offer. His statement about my thoughts getting caught in a rut were true; apparently even your memory starts remembering just the same things from the day before when your routine for every day is the same.

Here is my schedule:

I wake up and then I make breakfast for myself and the day’s meal for my wife. She can’t take in much. After that, I look after her and do whatever she needs. I bathe her, I clothe her, I administer her medicine, I change her bedding, and I oversee her evacuations. It’s like looking after a newborn. I wasn’t lying when I told Stanford that it was about as bad as it could get. There is no hope when I look at her, day after day, just the routine. 

In between all of those duties, I do my best to ignore her constant hacking and coughing, and the fevered mess her brain has become, full of guilt and paranoia and accusations and insults. She is unpleasant to be around.

My wife, once upon a time, was a sweet, lovely woman. Intelligent and gentile. She could make an entire room light up with her presence. You’d feel honored just to be in front of her. No longer was that the case. 

Luckily, I had enough money coming in to take care of her as well as anybody could. Many people were not so lucky. I tried to remind myself of that.

I own a chain of hardware stores in the greater metropolitan area, but as the owner, I can leave most of the decisions up to my hand-picked store managers, three of whom were cousins of mine. I trusted them explicitly, and they trusted their staff. I paid my workers good wages and offered the opportunity for bonuses at the end of the year; they were covered with health care and other benefits. As such, theft was almost unheard of and loyalty was solid. 

Sometimes, I had dreams of giving away the hardware stores to my sons. But I had no sons. Jacqueline and I had big plans of being parents, but she would always put me off. Always telling me next year, next year. 

It was because of my years of good treatment of my staff, and their subsequent good attitudes, that I felt comfortable taking care of my sick wife for as long as I did. Some days, I would still go out to the store nearest to me and look around or help out. I could tell that, as I hadn’t announced my visit and didn’t have any real purpose in being present, that my employees were forced to tolerate my presence a little more than they would have if there was some manner of agenda to my being there. 

Sometimes, when Jacqueline was quite bad but also resting quite thoroughly, I would drive out to the store farthest away from our house. I wouldn't even go inside. I would just sit in the parking lot, hoping for anything at all to change. I just wanted to get away from it all for a time.

Little did I know, that “getting away from it all” could have an entirely new meaning—one that was embodied in the person waiting at the front door of my house that Monday morning.

My house was modest. My wife and I did not need much. It had two stories and a brief backyard. Downstairs was the kitchen, dining room, guest bedroom and my study. Upstairs was the Master bedroom and a game room, as well as another bedroom that had been made into a library of sorts. My wife and I both enjoyed reading. 

I answered the door in my robe and bare feet. My chest hair peeked out meekly.

“Yes?”

On the porch, waiting with a small suitcase in her hands, was the most stunning woman I had ever seen. She was like a pin-up girl picture. She wore high heels that were tall and black, melding effortlessly into the long nylon-clad features of her irresistibly beautiful legs. A brief black dress covered her sensational curves (such a tiny waist! I could fit my hands around it and touch my thumbs and pinkies together) and pushed her outstanding rack up and out, on display. Her breasts clearly had no bra, but were positively jiggling and bouncing with their own lack of gravity, and were easily beyond a 36D cup. The tops of her breasts looked polished and shiny. She held her suitcase with both hands, pushing her tits in together with her arms. Long locks of shiny dark hair fell on her cleavage, clearly softer than any other surface on the earth. 

And her face! She almost gave me a heart attack just from looking into her deep, dazzling green eyes. There was so much beauty in those that I could hardly take in the lovely curvature of her plump, full lips, or the sexy angle of her cheekbones and chin. 

There had never been so beautiful a creature before me in all my life. A breeze drifted by and some hot, amazing scent wafted into my nose, filling my head with any number of impure thoughts. I felt my cock in my robe instantly begin to harden.

There was something about her—even beyond the healthy shine of her skin and hair, and the overflowing nature of her bust, and the wide expanse of her hips contrasted with the tininess of her waist—that was decidedly fertile. I saw her, and I knew that I was looking at a woman who was everything a female could aspire to be.

“Mr. Oakland?” she asked. “Is this the correct house for Mr. Oakland?”

Her voice was accented. Of course it was. I couldn’t trace it, though it seemed like some manner of Spanish, or maybe Portuguese. The expression on her face was somewhat blank, awaiting an answer. 

“Y-yes,” I stumbled. “This is he. I am he. I mean, that’s me. Jonathan Oakland. Yes.”

The blank expression on her face cycled quickly through a number of expressions, like perhaps some manner of program—first registering understanding, then smiling faintly, then eyeing me up and down with a rapturously predatory gaze, biting one plump lip, and then tilting her head to one side girlishly, smiling more brightly now. 

“I am Mariana,” she said softly. Her voice had gotten even sexier. I didn’t think that was possible. “Your new maid? May I please come in?”

“Oh...” It took me several moments to register just what exactly she was saying. Watching her speak was like witnessing the Sistine Chapel come to life. “Oh god yes, please. Please, do come in. Do you have any more bags?”

“There,” she pointed behind her, to a rather massive trunk with thick gold trim.

Trying to show how manly and terrific I could be, I took it upon myself to single-handedly bring the trunk inside. I pushed it about six inches before giving up in exhaustion. What in God’s name was she bringing to my house?

“Oh, Sir!” 

Her face was full of alarm. Still gorgeous, of course.

“You should not trouble yourself with my feminine belongings. It is my burden. When I am in your home, there is no work that you should do but the work of the Man.”

“I just didn’t expect it to be so heavy. Did you have a driver or something, or...”

I trailed off as I watched her pick the trunk up, easily, all by herself. All of a sudden, beneath the painfully smooth, soft features of her skin, I saw hot, toned muscles activate. I had no idea a woman in high heels picking up a large object single-handedly was something I found arousing, but very quickly I was trying to hide my fully-fledged hard-on from her, my hand pressed down against my robe.

Guiding her inside, I showed her to the guest room. It was full of dust, and had not been used except as a repository for old junk like broken lamps and furniture covers for nearly the entire year that Jacqueline had been sick.

“I’m sorry for the mess,” I said, still watching her as she set down the trunk. She had not even worked up a sweat. “I can take care of it—”

She cut me off, placing a single, perfect finger on my lips. “My dear Sir, please, say no more. You wish to test me on my first day with this challenge. I shall not fail you.”

Slowly, she withdrew her finger, letting it slide off my lips and linger briefly on my chin. Instinctively, I followed it a bit.

For several moments, I just looked at her. She smiled, inviting me to—she even posed, putting a hand on one hip and tossing back her hair. And yet, her face remained inquisitive, open, passionate, as if to say, “Whatever can I do to bring you pleasure, Sir?”

Surely just my imagination. Women like this never went for guys like me. I was not a rock star or a corporate CEO or a film director or anything like that. And yet, her eyes were so sparkling and green with possibility...

Upstairs, Jacqueline began to hack and cough. Instantly, I was snapped back to reality. I had duties. I had to attend to them.

“I have to go take care of her,” I said. “I apologize. We really must get to know each other soon. In the meantime, uh...do whatever you feel is best, all right? Make yourself at home.”

“Of course, Sir,” she purred. “Anything you say.”

Her eyes fixated on me as I turned and left the room, and when I turned back to take one more glimpse at her body before going upstairs to my wife, Mariana was still looking at me, holding herself tight, licking her lips hungrily.

* * * * * 
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WITHIN JUST A FEW HOURS, I found out that Mariana was more than just a maid. As I attended to Jacqueline’s hacking and coughing, doing my best to sooth her poor, wrecked body, Mariana worked away in the kitchen, preparing a lovely roast dinner. I came down when I smelled cooking meat; I thought something had caught fire.

“Oh, wonderful!” she said, spinning happily. “You’re just in time.”

Over her tiny black minidress, she had put on a frilly white apron, in a sort of sexy mock-up of a maid’s uniform. It was positively scorching on her body. She had a small wooden spoon in one hand, dripping with some delicious substance.

“I am?”

“Oh, yes Sir. Nevermind that it’s your house, and you would be on time no matter what, being as how you own everything in it.” She smiled indulgently, as if we were sharing some intimate secret. “Dinner is ready. Won’t you eat?”

“Ah,” I said. It smelled delicious. “I’d love to, but Jacqueline...”

“I shall take care of your Wife, of course, Sir.”

I could hear the capitalization in her accented voice. Wife. Sir. 

As if on cue, Jacqueline had begun hacking away again. The sound tapped several instincts in me, almost once again completely nullifying the level of attraction I had for Mariana and the titillation I felt from staring at her massive, displayed breasts. But I had not eaten anything all day, and the display of food must have added my hunger onto my arousal, keeping me in place.

“Oh. I didn’t know...are you sure?”

“Quite certain, Sir.” She nodded slightly. “I am medically trained. She will be in very good hands, I assure you.” She slipped her hands around mine, patting them gently. They were soft, elegant, and immediately I could imagine them wrapped around the thick shaft of my cock. “We shall make everything as comfortable and good as possible for you.”

“For her, you mean.”

She smiled demurely. “Yes, Sir. As you say, of course.”

And with that, she strutted out of the kitchen, casting back shy, furtive glances at me to ensure that I was sitting down with the food. I made a show of doing so, even though I very much had no intention of eating. Since I began staying home with Jacqueline, I had lost close to thirty pounds. Sympathy weight loss, you could say. She had lost more than fifty, and she had never been a very substantial woman. Eating, like many things, had lost its appeal for me.

But I sat down with the food, and sitting down with it, I felt obliged to give it a try. It did smell rather delicious, after all.

One bite quickly led into another, led into another, led into another, which after enough of that led to me getting up to grab seconds. I was still eating when Mariana came back down, her green eyes sparkling brightly when she saw me munching away. 

“Oh, wonderful,” she said. “Do you like it?”

“I love it.” The food made me absolutely sated and conversely ravenous for more. “It’s delicious. Thank you.”

Through the echoing confines of the house, Jacqueline’s coughs began once more. And, once more, on impulse, I got up. I had been trained rather well. 

Mariana pressed her body into the side of my arm, though, guiding me back down. Momentarily, her thigh slid over on top of mine, the sweet plush skin there like heaven, even through the cloth of my pants.

“You needn’t worry about any of that, Sir,” she said. “I must continue to administer her medicine. Why don’t you keep eating?”

“No, really. I’m stuffed. I couldn’t possibly, and Jacqueline—”

Upstairs, my wife coughed again. The violence of the hacks always shook me to my core. 

“Please, I must help her.”

“Nonsense, Sir. I am the Maid. I will take care of everything. Please, relax? For me?”

She had taken my hands again. Her grip so soft. So inviting. She drew her hand toward her chest, almost drawing me into her positively heart-melting cleavage. 

“Y-yes,” I said, unsteady. “All right.”

“Certainly there’s some projects you could work on while I attend to your dear wife?”

“Right,” I said. “Yes. You are right.”

Once again I watched her leave. It was as the cliche went—I hated seeing her gone, but I did love to watch her leave. Her ass swayed perfectly.

So, I thought then, work. Occupy myself. Jacqueline was well in hand. Mariana was medically trained, after all. The bottles of medicine next to the bed were all clearly marked with days and hours.

Briefly, the thought of returning to the hardware stores flashed across my mind. But I did not think I could safely leave Jacqueline in this home with a complete stranger. Mariana had not gained quite that much trust with me yet.

More sinister was the thought—not so firmly buried down—that with Jacqueline sick, I had a perfectly good excuse to stay home from work, do whatever I pleased, and ogle Mariana’s gorgeous visage whenever I pleased.

After dinner, I compromised with myself by taking Mariana at her suggestion and beginning a few projects. I had wanted to re-organize my study for a long time now. I had too many books that I picked up at half-price sales and book fairs that I either would never read or didn’t care very much about. I love a good bloated library as much as any devoted reader, but in my opinion, it ought to at least be bloated with the things that you care about. 

My strategy was this: I would place everything on the shelves in boxes, as if I were moving. That way they would be easy to move around and keep track of. What’s more, any books or other accumulated items (my shelves were natural habitats for bits of junk and knick-knacks and old receipts) would have boxes ready to go inside of. Another advantage was that, should I decide to resell the books or give them to a library or just simply toss them into the recycling, they would would already be easily transportable.

This was all, of course, a method to distract myself from the fear of leaving Jacqueline in someone else's hands. As it turned out, that was the best possible decision I could have made; at the same time, all of my fears ended up being completely justifiable. Jacqueline was headed toward irrevocable change, much as I was, and all because of Mariana.

* * * * *
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OVER THE NEXT SEVERAL days, many aspects of my life which had become normal since Jacqueline’s sickness began started to transform. For one, I had much more time to myself. 

I found I rather enjoyed all the leisure time to do as I pleased, and Mariana was completely faithful to her word, taking care of Jacqueline with an expert, caring hand. I watched her from time to time, cooing in Jacqueline’s ear softly and wiping her brow, looking after my wife with enormous concern on her face.

So, for the first time in many months, I felt somewhat...relieved. Not quite happy, but more like I saw many less barriers to my contentment.

Something else curious started happening. Or rather, something stopped happening. Jacqueline’s coughs ceased, almost entirely. When they did occur, they no longer shook the house, but rather just barely lifted out of her room, like a series of weighed-down helicopters in a blizzard. Jacqueline began eating more, or so Mariana reported to me, and her body began to gain back some of its color. When I saw my wife now, she no longer looked like a living skeleton. 

Her poisoned mind, full of terror and accusation, however, remained poisoned. She called me names, she called Mariana names. Everyone was horrible or stupid to Jacqueline.

It was hard to take it to heart with Mariana around. I found that Mariana’s maid outfits were not quite uniform. She wore something different every day, and though always she took care to wear the kind of frilly, sexy maid’s apron that was the maid’s custom, what she wore beneath that varied quite a bit.

Mini-dresses that bared her legs. Tiny halter tops that showed off her enormous tits. Spandex and yoga pants that clung to her  sculpted ass. High, high heels: gladiator heels, high-heeled boots, knee-high boots, thigh-high boots, even those sexy tennis shoes with the heels built inside them. Anything to make her legs and behind look better than ever.

She had a spectacular body, and she loved it. She showed it off at every opportunity, and she never, not once, left the house during those first several days. 

I had to start assuming she was dressing up for me. A flattering thought indeed, given the way she looked all the time. 

Of course I started jerking off to the thought of Mariana right away. Usually, it happened right after mealtime, after I had downed one of the rich, delicious, specially prepared meals that she had made just for me. It was never the same thing twice; every breakfast, lunch, and dinner was always different and always scrumptious. Steak with a slice of peach pie and whipped cream; a lamb burger served with bourbon-laced bread pudding; baked chicken spritzed with lemon and served with a tall glass of creamy, head-warming milk that I couldn't identify the source of. 

After watching her, in those ridiculously hot teensy tiny outfits, serving me meal after meal, and acting so grateful to be serving them to me, I could not help but jerk off.

And when I jerked off, my body overheated—a brand new development—so that I had to take off my shirt and my pants or else turn into a sweating mess. And so in the bathroom, clothes off and stroking my thick, engorged cock, I could see easily every day how my own muscles had begun to harden, fat sliding off my body even with all the effortlessly filling meals that Mariana provided. She was an absolute wonder. 

I blamed the work in the study for my muscles hardening, of course. I worked all day long, tirelessly, stopping only to eat. It was ludicrous to think that anything else was inspiring these changes. I was simply working hard and being turned on constantly by the supermodel-esque beauty of my new maid.

I had begun to suspect that my loads were becoming more substantial, somehow. Thicker. Smelling stronger of musk. From day to day, jerking off as I was directly into a pile of tissues, whether my cum was really changing in any way was hard to measure accurately.

But, my loads becoming more substantial was a fact indeed, proven to be a fact to me in short order.

On the fifth night, after almost a full week of her leaving out meals for me, Mariana insisted on serving me dinner herself. Normally, she would leave the food out in the kitchen or in the study and then take care of Jacqueline while I ate. 

But with her asking me so directly, I could hardly refuse. Breakfast had been whole-grain pancakes with fresh strawberry crepes, and lunch had been a thick cut of salmon drizzled with almonds and lemon glaze. Dinner was a brisket that she had started the night before, slow-cooked to perfection.

She brought the meal to me in the study, the plate still steaming hot. There were still piles and piles of books in the study, not quite re-arranged how I wanted them. The bookshelves went all the way to the ceiling, and I had more than three times as many as my shelves would carry. 

Mariana wore a tiny blue dress with a sheer, lacy back. When she turned, I could see the advanced muscles on her back, so toned and beautiful. The dress showed only a keyhole of cleavage, but with her massive breasts, that was more than enough to inspire wet dreams for months. Her heels, bright white (to match her apron) and more than four inches high, clicked attractively on the hardwood floor as she approached and sat down on my desk. She crossed her legs, sliding the plate into the tray over my lap.

“Please, may I give you the first bite myself?”

I gulped, nodding slowly. I was grateful for the tray over my lap, because without it, she would have easily seen the erection I had. Smiling low, as if we were lovers trading secrets, she brought the loaded fork up to my mouth, watching me with earnest, almost sexual need as I took her food into my mouth. The brisket was heaven, cooked just right and loaded with flavor. I closed my eyes and moaned, loving the taste of it. When I opened my eyes, I saw that she had closed her eyes, her luscious mouth parted with delight at my enjoyment. 

“Thank you, Sir,” she said quietly. “I’ll leave you to your meal, now. I’ll be along in a little bit to take your plate.”

And then she made me watch as she strutted out of the room. Right at the door, she pretended to drop her serving spoon, elaborately bending over to grab it. I saw that her panties were tight, lacy, and transparent. There was just enough shadow to keep me from seeing her pussy, which I somehow knew was dripping wet. I had thought, disbelievingly at the time, that I could even smell it. 

Immediately after she left, I stood up and began to jerk off. As always, I ripped off my clothes to do it. I had gotten used to seeing the way my muscular, hard thighs flexed as I stroked. The bulging veins in my forearm matching the veins in my thick, ever-engorged cock. I was already hard at the time, and so it only took a few seconds of imagining Mariana’s luscious form in front of me once more before I came all over the wood floor.

The door creaked open, then.

“I forgot to give you your drink,” she said, holding another glass of milk in her hands. “Is there—?”

I rushed around the side of the desk, breathing hard, my shirt off, trying to clandestinely pull up my pants. 

“Oh, dear,” she said, seeing the stain on the floor. “Did you spill some of the sauce?”

Strutting forward, she said nothing of how I had my shirt off, or how fast I was breathing. I knew I was caught. A dozen explanations ran through my head, all of them ending in embarrassment. 

She set the glass of milk on the desk. I took it and swallowed it down quickly, trying to cool down. It was heady and heavy, and made my thoughts float around pockets of lust. Whatever kind of milk it was, it definitely didn't come from a cow. 

Mariana's tits were heavy and thick in her tiny outfit. Approaching the load on the floor—which was thick and wide, perhaps a half an inch tall and six inches in diameter, she leaned over at the waist, showing me once more her panties—and now I could definitely see her pussy and how sparkling wet her pussy was—and slowly licked her lips. She inhaled deeply.

“Oh yes, this is definitely my favorite sauce,” she said. “It smells so good.”

She took a finger and slowly rubbed it in my spilled load, and then licked her fingers clean; she stared at me the whole time, watching my reaction.

“I do love this sauce,” she said. “It’s my favorite.”

“Y-yes,” I said. “That’s good. You’ll have to...clean it all up. Before there’s a stain.”

“You’re right, Sir. So, so right.”

She knelt down, staring hungrily at the mess. I tried to ignore how my cock was jerking wildly, seeing her gorgeous body kneel. Her hair cascaded downward, nearly touching the ground.

“I...I’ll go run and grab some paper towels,” I said. “To help.”

It didn’t seem like she was listening. Her gaze was focused entirely on the floor. I sprinted to the hallway, intent on helping her clean. I didn't know yet how to process her licking up my cum off her fingers like that.

I had almost closed the door, but I heard a curious sound—lapping. Like a cat at a bowl of milk.

Carefully, I pushed open the door and looked inside. Immediately, I felt my erection growing again.

She was leaning over the spilled cum on the floor, her thick, luscious hair held in one hand carefully, so as not to let it drip into the pure white goo. And she was licking it all up. All my cum.

“Oh, fuck,” I whispered.

My hand was on my cock in an instant. If Jacqueline woke up and walked around, the sight of me jerking off as I peeked into my study would have been the very first thing she saw once exiting the bedroom and approaching the banister from upstairs. 

Mariana gyrated her hips as she lapped eagerly at my cum, sliding her tongue around on the floor, grabbing up all the residue of manliness I had left behind.

And some part of me...some part of me knew that this was good. This was proper, for a beauty like that to prostrate herself and need to swallow every last bit of my cum.

She finished, making a disappointed sound. Her fingers withdrew from her pussy. I could see how they sparkled in the light with her juices. And she saw me—at the door still. It was too much. Her beautiful, beautiful face, so clearly on me. So filled with lust. I came again, just as hard as before, spilling all over the floor. 

She approached, then. Quickly I tried to stuff my still-spasming cock into my pants, but she opened the door. It was too late—she saw my cock, covered in shiny cum, and the flush on my face.

Apparently, she didn’t mind at all. I should have expected it at that point.

“Th-there’s another mess,” I said. “More...sauce. You...must have spilled it, coming in.”

I was a bit amazed at myself. Not just for cumming twice in such quick succession, but for not running away in shame. 

“Yes,” she said, her eyes full of awe at the load, at my cock. “I shall have to clean this one as well. I wish only to be my Sir’s good girl. I will happily take care of...all his messes. Personally.” She took a breath, moaning. “Thoroughly.” 

Her accent gloved over every word. I wanted to fuck her voice.

She knelt down and I very much wanted to stay and watch, but my bed was calling my name. The two orgasms in a row had taken something out of me, and I could feel my strength fading. I wandered past her, back into the study and collapsed on the couch. The last thing I saw before falling asleep completely was Mariana’s perfect form licking up my cum in the hallway.

* * * * *
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OVER THE WEEKEND, SHAME consumed me. I couldn’t believe what I had done with Mariana. It was so scandalous, so incredibly sexual—and with my sick wife in the very same house! This would have been the mother of my children, if I actually had children, like I had wanted. Jacqueline would have never forgiven me if she found out. 

And more and more, it seemed, Jacqueline would find out. She was improving by the day. Perhaps it was the medicine finally taking hold, or perhaps it was Mariana’s presence somehow, but either way, Jacqueline was finally regularly moving to her feet on her own. Her strength was returning to her.

I noticed for the first time when, in the middle of the night, she got up from our bed to go to the bathroom. Normally she would need my assistance, and it would be a big, coughing affair. But this time, she simply stood up, flipped on the light, coughed a few times, did her business, and returned to bed. I was so happy I didn’t even want to say anything. She didn’t seem to remember it herself in the morning, making it seem like more of a dream than ever. 

But during the day, Mariana insisted on taking care of Jacqueline for me, quite sure that there were more important, more manly and masculine tasks I could be busying myself with. It was a sort of flattering diversion that I responded to very well. 

Perhaps all the flattering I needed was having someone of Mariana’s exceptional beauty talking to me at all. I wasn’t very popular in high school or college with beautiful women. Jacqueline and I met in a library, studying for a chemistry exam. She was absolutely lovely, with her firm youthful figure and her stunning brunette locks, but only had interest in me because I didn’t talk to her like she was the ditz her beauty would have made her appear to be.

With Mariana, though, there was a sense of...gratitude to her speaking with me. She always seemed so eager to please, so happy to be hearing my voice, her ears hanging on every last word. Like a dog with her Master’s treat before her eyes, or like a rapt worshiper at a sermon, kneeling before the preacher. This willingness of hers to hear me and to gleefully go along with whatever I suggested made me, conversely, that much more willing to listen to whatever she said. 

Mariana sensed her advantage, it seemed, and gently tried to press me. During the day, as I tried to organize my study, she would appear with heavily alcoholic drinks or delicious, hand-made chocolates and tarts. Or, better yet, more of that delectable milk. All of this together only seemed to make me the hornier. Her habit of serving me these delectable yummies from a tray shoved underneath her chest—with her heavy tits sliding over the edge of the metal and her cleavage a mere finger’s length away from whatever she served—did not make my troubled conscience any less troubled.

“Are there any more messes to clean, Sir?” she would ask, licking her lips.

Of course I would say no. I had to defend my dignity. Or my wife’s? Or something. 

I knew dignity had something to do with the issue, but when I gazed into her endless green eyes, most of my protests seemed to lose their line of reasoning. 

When she offered to clean any “messes,” I saw her eyeing my bulge hungrily, which around her was always growing. Also she eyed the newly-tight fabric of my shirts and pants. My muscles were swelling even more than my cock, somehow. I blamed it on all the lifting and moving I was doing in the study. Some of those books were quite heavy.

That wouldn't explain, though, why I seemed to be getting taller by the day. My pants no longer fit. I had taken to wearing shorts just to avoid the embarrassment of having tiny pants on my ever-more-muscular form. But the shorts, which used to stretch past my knees, were quickly reaching me at my thighs.

Roughly four days after Mariana had licked my cum up off the floor, Jacqueline came to see me in my study in the evening. She walked in wearing a long green silk robe around her skinny, still-skeletal form. I was surprised to see her; Jacqueline must have seen.

“Yes, I’m walking around. Don’t make a fuss.”

“No fuss,” I said, smiling. “I’m just glad to see you moving. How do you feel?”

“I’m okay. It comes and goes.”

“Good,” I said. “That’s good. I’m...” I waved my hand around. “I’m reorganizing in here.”

“I can see that.”

I watched her eyes float over my body—the hardness of my muscles, the absence of the gut that had started to form some two years into our marriage. Curiously, she eyed me with more suspicion than interest. I wasn't used to such glances, having taken in so much admiration from Mariana over the past several days.

“Jonathan, I need to speak with you.”

I set my papers aside. “Yes, dear?”

“I want to talk about this maid of yours.”

Oh, dear. I suppose I should have expected this. 

I hadn’t ever really discussed the matter with Jacqueline. Not anything more than to tell her it was happening. Her many drugs kept her out of her mind most of the time, either in some form of catatonia or blissed out on some opiate or another. At any rate, having someone move in was definitely a matter to be discussed with a spouse, and I hadn’t bothered to do it.

I hope you’ll understand, it’s not that I don’t value my wife’s opinion. It’s just that she hadn’t had an opinion for the last ten months or so. And so, with that being the case, I didn’t bother to consult her seriously for what I assumed would just be another menial decision in the course of our lives.

I had no idea, of course, that Mariana would end up being what she was.

“Mariana?” I asked, playing the innocent. “What about her? I think she’s been doing a bang-up job.”

She crossed her arms. “I’m sure she wants to bang something, all right.”

“Pardon?”

“Don’t give me that. Don’t act like you’re not eating this up. Your own personal beauty-parlor pet, gallivanting about with her tits practically falling out of her dress...”

“They don’t fall out. I’ve checked.”

Jacqueline’s face went red.

“...a joke,” I smiled, trying to laugh. “Come on. You remember jokes, right?”

“I am not in a joking mood right now. I won’t have it, Jonathan. She’s...she’s flaunting about in those skimpy little outfits, whoring up the place, no, no.” She shook her head violently. “I won’t have it. You’re not telling her to dress like that, are you?”

“Of course not, dear. She told me—”

“Yes, and I’m sure you’re not exactly protesting her wardrobe, are you? And to think that she’s living here, Jonathan! What if she brings some...some gangbang home or something? She’s certainly asking for it, the way she dresses.”

“Come now,” I said, reproaching. “You know that sort of attitude doesn’t fly with you, it shouldn’t fly with me. She’s not encouraging anything. That’s how she wants to express herself. If it makes her happy, why should I stop her?”

“Because it makes me unhappy.” Jacqueline crossed her arms and looked away. “You have to fire her.”

“Fire her? She’s a wonder. She takes care of this place as if it were her own. Better, in fact. And—”

Jacqueline, literally, put her foot down. “I want her fired, Jonathan.”

“And,” I insisted, “she’s done wonders for you. You’re in my office,” I had started to laugh a bit, “arguing with me and pacing about, trying to get me to fire the very woman whose presence precipitated your recovery! You can’t be serious, Jacqueline.”

“I am serious, and...”

She abruptly sat down on the chair behind her. The strength leaving her was visible. I recognized that sort of collapse. It used to happen often before she was bedridden. 

“I’m sorry,” I said. My shame returned. “I’ve overexcited you. I’ll fire her. Okay? No more discussion. Tomorrow. I'll do it tomorrow.” 

She nodded, smiling slightly. I had to carry her back to bed. 

* * * * * 
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THE FOLLOWING MORNING, as I promised, I prepared to fire Mariana. I assumed there was no point in delaying it—what had to happen, had to happen, and I had to be the man to do it.

Even though I didn’t particularly want to fire Mariana, I still felt no shame in doing so, nor any missteps in confidence. Indeed, I felt more confident than I had in a long time. My wife wanted something, and I would give it to her. What better place is there for a married man than to know that he is doing exactly what would make his wife happy? It was a powerful feeling, pleasing a woman. I felt myself immensely capable to the task.

I knocked on Mariana's door briefly and then opened it, not bothering to wait. It was my house, after all, and she would soon be moving out.

What I saw inside surprised me for several moments. Mariana knelt down in one corner, her computer screen in front of her. She had a thick pair of headphones on; she must not have heard me come in. She was dressed in sexy blue lingerie, a lace corset and bright blue stockings and red heels. Her back was turned to me entirely, apparently not noticing in the least that I was there. And her hand...

Her hand was buried in her mound, rubbing intently. 

Every few moments, a moan escaped her mouth. “Master...” she said. “Masterrr...”

The carpet in the room was deep, thick, and plush. I could see on the floor the outlines around her knees and shins; she had been on the floor in that position for a long, long time.

On her computer screen was a picture of me, from the side, jerking off in the bathroom. She clearly had taken it by sneaking open the door when I wasn’t looking. Or, maybe I had just left the door open. I tended to lose a bearing for my surroundings when I jerked off, closing my eyes and focusing solely on the nymphet creature of lust that lived with me and apparently was masturbating to me.

This beauty, this queen, this goddess was on her knees as if she were at some shrine and offering up her orgasms to my image.

My cock grew harder than it ever had before. It felt like a steel rod pushing out from my crotch. It had, like much of me, appeared to be changing over the past little while. I understood the extra growth and girth as natural effects of my new diet and workout regime from all the re-organization. Long story short, my shorts were enormously uncomfortable. 

I stepped backward and closed the door. Mariana had never turned her head—the thick mane of her black hair not shifting for an instant from my entrance. Had the screen been flickering? Was there some sort of program running in the background as she paid tribute? Maybe something...reinforcing what she was doing...

No. Such was the stuff of science fiction. It wasn’t possible.

Not possible like, say, a nearly middle-aged man gaining a slimmer, more muscular body and bigger cock from just eating a lot of delicious handmade meals, or a terminally ill wife making a miraculous recovery, or a drop dead gorgeous maid so desperate for cock that she would eagerly lick cum up from off the floor?

What sort of maid had Stanford given to me?

I had little time to consider it. The door opened, and Mariana was there—fully dressed. 

Her blue lingerie apparently remained—she put a frilly white apron over the lacy blue corset, her incredible breasts swelling through the tight confines of the cloth. And a tiny, tight black skirt wrapped around her preciously beautiful ass. Tall heels, as always, completed the look for her. She used to tower over me; these days, she barely came up to my chin. It was an empowering feeling, having her permanently look up to me. 

“Hello!” she said. “Sir! I was just thinking of you. It’s so wonderful to see you so early. Would you like to watch me make you your breakfast?”

“No, Mariana. I—”

“No, of course not.” She nodded sharply, as if reprimanding herself. “You have so many more important things to do. I’m so sorry for the presupposition. How might I repay you for my mistake?” 

Her hand drifted up to my arm, sliding into it softly. God, but I wanted her!

“Mariana,” I said, somewhat more sternly. “You must come with me to the study. Now.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Clearly, from her tone, she had something on her mind that I did not. 

She followed me across the hall into the study. I sat down behind my desk. She remained standing, hands clutched at her waist, smiling that dazzling, knowing smile of hers.

“Mariana,” I said, “I’m afraid I have some bad news.”

“Oh no, Sir. Are you dissatisfied with my service?”

“No, Mariana. Not at all. You’ve been wonderful.”

“Oh, that’s so good. I love being yours.” She licked her lips. “Your faithful servant, I mean.”

“Yes, well,” I coughed, adjusting myself. My cock was still straining hard against my tight shorts. “I do have to cancel your employment, however.”

“It’s so good being your servant,” she said, strutting slowly forward with a slow model's walk. I watched her shiny, blue-stockinged legs get closer and closer. “And I would do anything at all for you.”

I was puzzled. Hadn’t she heard me? 

“I am aware that you would. But the issue remains. You must leave. You are no longer needed here.”

“Oh, I know, Sir. A big, strong man like you would never need me.”

She was very close now indeed. Leaning over on the table, her beautiful face resting on one fist, looking up at me. I could see the uncovered curve of her ass high in the air behind her.

“M-Mariana,” I said, my voice losing its stern grip. “Your employment is over here. You must go.”

“You’re such a big, strong man,” she cooed, pushing forward on my desk. “You could do anything at all to me. You hold me, lock me up. You could push me around. You could even fire me...”

“I do fire you. You are fired. I am firing you.”

I was steadily backing up in my chair, a bit uncertain as to why she so repeatedly refused to hear me. She was normally so obedient! 

She knelt down before me, looking up at me with needy green eyes. My chair hit the wall—nowhere else to back up. Her hands slid over my thick, prominent bulge, and I shuddered deeply.

“Anything at all,” she said again. “You could take me by my hair and just...just force my hot, wet mouth on that big cock of yours. Couldn’t you?”

“I...I mean yes, I could, but that doesn’t mean—”

She let out a delighted giggle. “Oh, do you mean it? You’ll take your cock out and force me on it?” 

Her hands came up clapping cheerfully. Soon her fingers were slipping around my zipper.

“Now, see here...” My voice faded out as my cock sprang loose. It was clearly hard. Needing her.

It was the look in her eyes that made my voice falter. The reverence there. The worship. She looked at my cock like it was the first Christmas gift anyone had given her in her entire life, after being inundated with myths and stories of Christmas for millenia. Her lovely, wet mouth parted open, sexy pink tongue sliding over the edges of her plush lips.

“Oh, Mister Oakland, won’t you please fuck my mouth with your cock?”

“M-Mariana...I...you don’t understand. I’m married...”

“I understand very well, Sir. You need me to stroke you off a little bit before you’re completely ready, don’t you?”

Her hand had started to stroke my shaft. Her thumb ran over the head, smearing it with the precum that had already started to spurt forward. Some got on her outfit. Every drip landing on her knees encouraged a soft, happy moan. 

She was very good at stroking cock.

“Mariana, I need you to...” 

I knew that if I told her to stop, she would stop. I knew if I told her to leave, she would leave. But she was so beautiful. And her mouth was right there. 

“It’s Jacqueline, do you understand? I can’t...I can’t do this to her...”

“If she loves you truly, as I do, she would want this for you.” The reverence in her eyes sparked again, green eyes blazing up at me. Her accented words made everything she said sound so right.  “Your cock deserves to be sucked. You deserve me sucking it. You deserve to fuck my face.”

Her lips were so tantalizingly close to the head of my now-fully-hard cock. I took up a fistful of her thick, incredibly soft black hair. It was like holding midnight. I didn’t know if I wanted to push her away or pull her in. 

A deep satisfied purr emanating from her throat sealed the deal for me. She was so sexy. She wanted it so, so bad.

I pushed into her mouth with a guttural roar. She squealed happily, her tongue sliding up against my shaft every step of the way. 

She wanted it. Oh god, how she wanted it! I plowed into her mouth, abandoning all restraint, my thick shaft pumping fast between the perfect, warm space of her lips. Her throat closed on my thick head as she swallowed and gulped, creating ever more suction for my meat.

“Oh fuck, Mariana,” I groaned. “I can't stop myself. I'm gonna cum. I'm going to cum right down your throat!”

She whimpered with need, urging me on. I fucked her mouth as hard as I could, feeling the pressure rise in my balls. And then, hot sweet release spread out from my balls and flushed through my entire system. I came, shooting hot thick strands of potent cum down her tummy.

Slowly, I let her slide off. She licked me all the way, cleaning obediently. A good maid. She continued to lick my cock, holding it gracefully with one hand, as she looked up at me inquisitively.

“Now, you don’t really want to fire me, do you, Sir?”

“No, Mariana. I don’t.”

“Then I can stay?”

“You must stay,” I said, gripping her hair tightly. “I command it.”

She moaned happily, sliding back onto my cock, which was already half-hard.

I had to command it. I was beginning to think I was in love with this woman, after all.

* * * * *
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TWO DAYS LATER, I STILL had not fired Mariana, and Jacqueline had noticed. 

I noticed that she had noticed because she stormed into my study, complaining about how she had noticed Mariana still working in my house.

I had to focus quite a bit to notice my wife at all at the time, you see. She was dressed in thick sweatpants and a baggy t-shirt that didn’t even fit her properly when she was fifty pounds heavier. She was breathing hard just from the effort of arriving in my study. She was weak, and angry, and pitiful, and mean-spirited, and no fun at all.

Beneath me, fit as a fiddle, Mariana obediently sucked my cock. She had been doing so for an entire ten minutes before Jacqueline had entered. I knew it was that long, because I was timing myself; I wanted to see how long I could keep Mariana's expect administrations from making me cum.

Mariana was everything my wife was not. Happy. Eager. Obedient. 

Well. Of course I wanted her. Of course I looked at my wife coldly, when she was more of a burden than a partner. 

“I d-don’t like this Mariana, do you understand?” Jacqueline’s voice had the cautious air of desperation. “She’s doing something. Something to us. Something to me. And to you. You’re so big now, and so...so stern all the time, and—”

“And you’re up and about and looking well for one of the first times in more than six months,” I said. “If she’s doing something to you, then I ought to say it’s a good thing.”

“You know damn well what I mean! I never looked this...this healthy before, and—”

“You’re saying it’s a bad thing to look healthy? Oh yes, I’ll call her up right now and fire her.”

I could hear, beneath the desk, Mariana stifling a giggle. I leaned forward, shutting her up with my cock. This only elicited more deep vibrating purrs.

Jacqueline did look healthier, that much I had to admit. Her hair had grown out to extraordinarily long lengths, vibrant and shiny. Her face still had an unnatural pallor to it, but her lips were rosier than ever, and her cheeks had gained a sort of natural flush that was quite attractive. I suspected—though it was hard to tell underneath her baggy clothes—that she had even grown a few inches in her legs, and that her tits had expanded somewhat.

Mariana, slurping and moaning, made too much noise beneath me as Jacqueline continued complaining. I did not want to be found out. I wasn't scared of Jacqueline, but I didn't want to deal with her inevitable crying and sobbing and insults. I just wanted to be sucked off in peace like I deserved.

My beautiful maid had been sucking me off regularly ever since that first time a few days prior. Now she stopped to slurp down on my thick rod after every meal. I no longer jerked off. Mariana insisted on taking all the cum I had to give, and I had quite a lot to give.

I tapped on Mariana’s head to indicate that I wanted her to quiet down. The tapping to her head only seemed to encourage her, though, and she redoubled her efforts.

Very well. I would have this important meeting with my wife while getting sucked off by the woman of my dreams.

“Jonathan, I just...I don’t feel like you like me very much, lately. I feel like...I feel like Mariana is more important to you than I am. Why haven’t you fired her like I asked? I am your wife.”

“You feel I don’t like you very much?” I asked, laughing slightly as Mariana did something very interesting with her tongue.

“Do you?”

I wouldn’t have been so bold as to answer, but Mariana’s magic tongue had relaxed my own quite a bit. 

“I suppose not. I look after you all the time. What is there to like, lately? I love you, but what are you giving me to enjoy?”

That stunned her a bit.

“That...that may be true, but, that doesn’t mean you should ignore me.”

“Let me get this straight,” I said slowly, trying to measure my breath. Mariana was slowing down her pace to an excruciating crawl. “You’re mad because you think I’d rather fuck Mariana than you?” 

“I...I wouldn’t be so crude, but yes, that’s—”

“Well, it’s true. I would. Of course I would. She’s young, beautiful, energetic, and happy. You’re sick and mean and no fun at all.”

Several layers of sadness crossed over Jacqueline's face. “You’re being...you’re being cold, Jonathan. I don’t understand it. I don’t like it.”

“Maybe I’m just examining this situation in terms of a give and take. I’ve been taking care of you for nearly a year. And now you’re finally healthy again, and immediately you’re making demands? Your entire existence has been a demand for months.”

I could tell this shocked her. She had never seen me be so brutally honest. Mariana’s mouth encouraged me, sucking me harder. I could hear the gentle shlick-shlick-schlick sound as she fingered her pussy. Me being this domineering with my wife was getting her off. Me brow-beating my wife made her hot, and that got me even more turned on. I leaned forward, squatting up off my chair as I spoke to Jacqueline even more sternly, and fucked Mariana’s mouth from the top down.

“Maybe,” I said, fucking my maid's mouth as hard as I knew how without giving myself away, “I’m just waking up to what I deserve. How long has it been since you’ve been a wife to me, really? A loving, doting example of a human being? And you’re mad because a little eye-candy is trotting around in sexy outfits and cleaning up after us. Well, she’s not going to be fired. And you better watch yourself before you are.”

The effect this had was like one of those inverted lines on a graph. Jacqueline’s reaction became more horrified, and Mariana’s became more intensified. She was getting me off to my wife’s despair...and god help me it was so dirty and evil that I couldn’t help but cum right in Mariana’s mouth.

My load squirted down through her mouth and splashed against her throat, no doubt filling up her belly. She told me she had stopped eating anything, to keep her stomach clear of all other nourishment but my cum. She swallowed me down happily, silently. Mariana knew her place. I disguised my orgasm by looking away—to Jacqueline, it would have been a look of reprimand.

“W-what does that mean?” Jacqueline asked finally.

“It means...” I scaled back a little, feeling somewhat guilty now that my orgasm had passed. “It means that a wife isn’t just a title. It’s a responsibility. Quite a lot of them, in fact.”

Her jaw worked around to the side, and she huffed and left the room, slamming the door. I exited Mariana’s mouth, and tugged her up off her knees by her hair.

Breathing hard and audibly swallowing down my load, she looked up at me with those gorgeous, innocent eyes. 

“She’s going to be a problem, Mr. Oakland.” She licked her lips slowly, wiping up all the excess cum with her pink tongue.

“Yes,” I said distantly. 

My mind was still processing the mind-blowing orgasm that Mariana had just given me. I noticed, after some time had passed, that she was still stroking my cock gently.

“She’s going to try to get between us more and more. I can’t allow that to happen,” she said. “I love you too much, Sir.”

I barely could focus on what she was saying, even with as touching and disturbing as it was. My eyes were fixed on her hand around my stiff, rock-hard penis.

“My god,” I said, voice soft. “My cock...it’s still hard.”

“I know,” said Mariana. “Isn’t that great? And since you’ve already cum, you’ll be able to fuck me for even longer.”

“F-fuck you?”

She pushed me back in my chair and slipped onto my lap. Her tits bounced happily in their sexy black-and-white lace. She had on nothing but lingerie. Her heels had more than six inches to them.

“Of course, Sir. Don’t you want to fuck me? Didn’t you just say how you’d rather be fucking me than your wife?”

“That’s...I mean, context is an important—oh fuck you are so tight!”

She slid down on my cock, smiling rapturously. Her orgasm was evident, immense pleasure sliding over her face and shivering through her body. I could feel her pussy pulsing and gripping hard on my cock as her orgasm continued over several seconds.

“S-so good!” she cried. “My Sir! My Sir! So good! Oh god, Sir!”

After what appeared to be several more orgasms, with me looking on in complete abandon and arousal at the lust-puppet she had turned into, she shook her hair sexily and leveled her green gaze on me. 

“Now,” she said, milking my rock-hard cock slow. “Shall we discuss how best to take care of your wife?”

“T-take care of her? What do you mean?”

“Oh, nothing like that,” she giggled. “She’s a total dish. You should keep her around. But I have certain equipment with me that can expediate her...adjustment process.”

“Adjustment?”

“Yes, Sir. Like I was adjusted.”

“Like...like you were...”

“Yes, Sir,” she said again, smiling broadly. “You didn’t think I was born this way, did you? Heavens, no. I mean, I was rather beautiful, and busty, and leggy...but Castle Enterprises made all of that substantially better. And coded me to be your ever-loving, everlasting fertile servant. Just as I can do for your wife. I’m so happy they altered me for your pleasure.”

“F-fertile? You mean you’re—”

I stopped as she tugged her bra down. I could see her bare tits at last. They were beautiful, huge, and...

Leaking?

They were lactating, I realized. Milk spurted slowly out from them, running down her body in warm droplets.

“Pregnant? Oh, I hope so. At least I hope I will be soon.” She whispered in my ear, her hair soft against the side of my face. “Because I know you’re going to give me the biggest load in the world. You’re so perfect and good. You couldn’t do less.”

I leaned forward, unable to help myself, and licked up her milk. It was delicious. Perfect. Just like her.

“You want to change my wife,” I sucked up more of her milk, “...my Jacqueline, into...into someone like you.”

“Yes.”

“Obedient. Beautiful. Loving...”

“And fertile.” She squeezed her lactating tits, the cream spilling downward onto her tight, perfect body. “So she can give you lots of babies. Yes, Sir. All I need is your say-so.”

“Fuck. Mariana...”

I wanted to get Jacqueline pregnant. That was no mystery to me. And that was another one of her failures as a wife, refusing me in that account. And here was this beauty, milking my cock like a goddess, and begging to get my wife pregnant and to get pregnant herself. 

“Please, Master? Please, Sir? Let me change her mind. Let me make her what she is supposed to be. Please? Let me change your wife. Tell me to break her mind, Master, please? Please, Sir?”

Her pleading picked up the more that she squeezed and milked my cock. I couldn’t hold back any more—I needed to release. And I needed, needed to see my wife become whatever Mariana wanted to make her into. Her milk ran down her body, and I could feel it sliding into our intersection, lubing up my cock and her pussy as we fucked even harder.

“Yes!” I cried, cumming madly into her fertile, welcoming, lactating body. “Do it! Do it all!”

“Yes Sir!” she cried, clearly orgasming from the opportunity to obey me. “Yes Master! Anything you say!”

I was so exhausted by the multiple-orgasm session that, afterward, I did not have time to change my mind before Mariana had already gotten started.

* * * * *
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THAT NIGHT, JACQUELINE was in bed, exhausted from yelling at me earlier. I watched from the hallway, hidden in the shadows, as Mariana entered the room. I was stark naked. I didn't care. This was my house, and I was a man. I had nothing to be ashamed of. My body was shredded with muscle.

Mariana wore a new outfit. Now she had on a smoky dark pair of nylons that contrasted sharply with the bright white minidress she had on. She no longer bothered to wear her apron. Wrapped around her waist was an enormous silk bow, its ends sliding down the backs of her amazing thighs. 

She had taken to changing outfits twice a day. She had asked if one was enough, and I said that she needn’t ask about such matters. 

She took that to mean that even asking if one was enough was unnecessary because more than one outfit a day was so clearly what was necessary.

She was a treasure. I wanted to fill her up with all the cum I could manage.

Jacqueline eyed Mariana coldly, with great viciousness, as the younger beauty approached. Mariana held the tray of medicine and a glass of milk on one hand, perfectly balanced on the tips of her strong, elegant fingers. In the other hand was her trunk, dragged behind her effortlessly. I tried picking it up myself—it was lighter than air, now. I was so strong these days.

“Medicine, Madam,” Mariana intoned, setting the trunk down easily.

Jacqueline stared murder at her. “Get out of here, you...you whore. I know what you’ve done.”

“Of course you do, Madam. Take your medicine, if you please.”

She held the tray under Jacqueline's seated form.

“You’ve been fucking him, haven’t you? He’s been pounding away at the pretty body of yours, I have no doubt. And why is that trunk here?”

“Madam, it’s time for your medicine. Please take it.”

Grudgingly, Jacqueline took the medicine and the glass of milk. She held them in her hands, frowning at both. Mariana set the trunk down next to the bed.

I eyed the milk lasciviously. I knew where it came from now. It was Mariana's milk. Her tits had been lactating ever since she had met me—and she had been putting it all in our food. That was her secret ingredient. It was also, she had told me, why I had changed so much.

“I don’t like the way these make me feel. So...peppy and strange. 44DD.” She read off the pill. “What does that even mean? I don't remember the doctor prescribing these.”

“It’s for the best, Madam. You’re much healthier now.”

“Like you care! Answer what I asked. You’ve been fucking my husband, haven’t you?”

Mariana smiled, twirling her thick hair in one hand.

“Yes Madam, I have been. Drink your milk and take your medicine, if you please.”

Jacqueline’s jaw went slack. Clearly she hadn’t expected Mariana to just outright admit the infidelity. Neither had I. I almost rushed in right at that moment...but something stayed my hand. I think it was how calm Mariana seemed.

Besides, I was in complete control of the situation. I was the man of the house. I controlled everything and everyone I saw. That was my right.

“Wh-why?” sputtered Jacqueline.

“Because it’s important. Your health, Madam.”

“No! Not that. Sleeping with my husband. Why did you do that?”

“Because he’s a prime example of a man, madam. He is this house's Master. He is, therefore, my Master. He’s a testosterone-fueled super stud. I can’t even exist in the same room as him without my pussy pulsing with the need to be filled by his cock. Because I’m a sexy, good little slave, and that’s what sexy good little slaves do in front of testosterone-fueled super stud Masters.”

As Mariana spoke, Jacqueline had started to obediently take her medicine. She drank the whole cup of milk. I felt my cock stiffen at the sight. It was like she was programmed to do it; maybe the same way I was programmed to need to cum right after I ate one of Mariana’s meals.

“B-but he’s my...MY husband...”

“Yes, Madam. But you had better start acting like it now that you’re better, oughtn’t you?”

“What would you know about it?”

I could see Jacqueline trying to be vicious, but all the viciousness had left her. A soft, gentle smile had started to form on her lovely face. Mariana's milk and the magical medicine 44DD doing its work.

God, she was beautiful, my wife. Truly. I hadn’t seen it for so very long, what with the sickness and all. When you only take care of someone for such a long time, when your role is caretaker and not partner, you begin to lose that attraction. Maybe it’s biological. But she truly was beautiful when she was happy. I could see that now.

“I know,” said Mariana, sitting down on the bed with Jacqueline, “that a good wife is always happy to suck and serve her husband at any time. She begs to do it; she does not wait to be asked. She waits on him hand and foot, and advertises her willingness with the way she dresses. And I know that you didn’t do any of that even when you were well.”

“I had...I was busy...”

Her head started to fall into Mariana’s lap. She nuzzled up against the tight, young beauty’s body, Mariana’s tits pillowing over the top of her face. Jacqueline’s breaths had become soft and measured, matching in time with Mariana’s.

“A good wife is never too busy for her Husband. Her Husband is the first priority.”

Adjusting slightly, Mariana let her top down, freeing her tits. They were large, globular, and perfect. Her nipples were like thick, hot raspberries. Gently, she stroked Jacqueline's hair. I started stroking my naked cock. This was too much.

“I’ve been wanting for you to suck on my tits for a long, long time, Madam.”

“I...oh. Oh my. Have you?”

“Oh yes. You see, I’ve been lactating for a long time. And you've had lots of my milk. But you haven't had it straight from the source.”

Jacqueline's voice was sleepy. “I...I don’t understand.”

“Mister Castle is always perfecting his pharmaceuticals. Before I met Master, your dear Husband, I was unable to lactate. I was not a true woman. But as soon as I saw him, Mr. Oakland, I knew my purpose, and my body reacted perfectly. I created just the right kind of milk to make Master happy. And what’s more, anyone that drinks my milk will become much more like they ought to be.”

She slid my wife’s face onto one perfect, milk-heavy tit. My wife, drawn in inexorably, began to suckle obediently. I continued to stroke my cock, watching in amazement.

“You see? Doesn’t that taste good?”

Jacqueline sounded high as she sucked more and more. “Mmmhmmm...” 

“Good girl. Isn’t it nicer just to let your mind empty out a little bit? Just to be a little happier. Let go of all those silly resentments. All those petty feelings of hatred and nastiness. You’re so very smart; anybody can see that. I want you to use all that intelligence for being a hot, sexy, pretty, good girl for Mister Oakland. He’s your Husband, after all, and the Master of the House besides. We good girls must obey the Master of the House, mustn’t we?”

Another satisfied, drugged-up acquiescent moan from Jacqueline.

Mariana got up then and pulled her trunk to Jacqueline. She cleared away some clothes, setting them in neat little piles, and then pressed carefully around the inside of the trunk. A low hum began, and a blue light emanated from its interior. Soon, a series of screens and robotic arms hissed upward, forming a small half-shell. Mariana pulled out an extendable table, complete with cushion, and laid Jacqueline down on it. The top half of her torso fit entirely within the shell, flooding her barely-conscious form with blue light from the screens. The robot arms shifted her into position.

Mariana had explained all this to me the night before:

“With good girls like me, there is not so much hardware needed. I was by and large willing and happy to be a servant. Most of the work was done to code me to you, which, again, I am so deliriously happy about. You’re so strong and perfect.”

“It’s your coding that makes you say that,” I had said.

“Do you care?”

I found, after some short introspection, that I absolutely didn’t. It was, in fact, pretty hot. Her loyalty to me would never be in question. That’s what I deserved. A completely loyal, completely hot fuckpet maid. I was a real man, after all.

“With your wife, though,” Mariana continued, “so much of the energy and effects of the standard 44DD treatment went to combating—and utterly defeating—her illness, that her mind hasn’t received as much attention as it might to make her more...agreeable.”

“The drug affects her mind?” I had asked. “And yours?”

“It makes women into what they are supposed to be. Servile. Fertile. Eager. And happy. Wouldn’t you agree that’s for the best?”

Again, I couldn’t find any issue with that logic. That was what women were supposed to be. Jacqueline had been something of a disappointment in all those departments. 

Now, with Jacqueline in the contraption from the trunk, my homewrecking fuckpet maid saw me watching and stroking my cock. She bite her lower lip and giggled happily, clapping her hands together. The plan was all coming together. With Jacqueline in place, Mariana stepped out in the hallway with me.

“I made a meal for you,” she said, kissing me hungrily. “It’s in the kitchen. This next stage can be quite long. And uncomfortable, for viewers. I wouldn’t want you to have second thoughts on how we must improve your wife.”

Not seeing anything better to do, and not sure how much I wanted to watch Mariana “improve” Jacqueline, I went downstairs after a few sizzling-hot kisses from my maid slave.

The meal waiting for me in the kitchen was large and incredible, just like what I deserved. It was the size of a Thanksgiving feast for a nine-person family. Turkey, dressing, pie, and of course, several tall glasses of milk. I picked up a whole turkey and tore into it with my teeth, and felt my cock bulge and harden. 

I took another bite of turkey, and my cock bulged again. Another bite, and still a stronger pulse. I downed an entire leg in short order and felt my cock spurting out cum.

It was like the food was fueling my testosterone levels. Maybe...maybe Mariana had put a glaze from her milk on all the food. That would be hot.

Mariana had arranged all of this. That was clear now.

The perfect submissive, trying to craft herself the perfect environment. She was crafting me the perfect wife—and so perhaps also the perfect Mistress for herself. The perfect Wife for me certainly would be Mariana’s perfect Mistress, just as I was her perfect Master. 

I didn’t care. The meal was all so damn delicious. I wanted more and more and more. I kept tossing the delicious fuel into my gullet, not subsiding in the least after wave after wave of orgasm moved through me. The floor around me soon became sticky and thick with my cum.

I remember eating half of it before my darkness set in, and I passed out.

* * * * * 
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I WOKE TO A PAIR OF female hands sliding over my hairy, muscular legs. 

“Master?”

“Husband?”

I groaned, trying to wake. It was hard. Everything felt heavy.

“Oh, Madam...he ate all the food.” This was Mariana. I saw her first, looking over me with concerned eyes. “The poor dear. He must have such a tummy ache.”

“Yes. My poor Husband.” Jacqueline's face slid into view. “We mustn’t leave him alone like this. It’s our duty to make sure he eats in proper amounts.”

“Yes, Madam. Of course. I will make adjustments to our planner when we cook for him again. It will be such a joy to give him the food he deserves.”

I woke completely to them talking like this, already in perfect rhythm, as if they were sisters and had been looking after me for years. They lifted me up and place me sitting up on the kitchen floor, both of them kneeling before me. Waiting. Needing.

“Jacqueline?” I asked.

I could barely believe my eyes. My mousey, cute wife was nothing more than a distant hint in the sexy visage that now knelt over me. She was tall, her deep chestnut hair voluminous and long, shiny, her eyes a bright, happy blue. Sapphire blue. Deep ocean blue. Her form was comparable to Mariana’s now—busty, tiny-waisted, long-legged, with flaring child-rearing hips and sensational muscle tone. She was pale where Mariana was tan, and her features distinctly American where Mariana’s were Latin, but still I felt in ways they could have passed for sisters. Perhaps it was the look of absolute reverence in their eyes as they both admired my prone form, or perhaps it was the manner in which they were both dressed—both of them in sexy white bridal lingerie.

Elbow-length gloves. Tight lacy corsets, pushing their tits up. Diamonds around their necks and on their ears. White fishnet stockings leading into tall white heels.

“Your outfits...” I muttered slowly.

Jacqueline giggled. “I thought it appropriate, Sir. I’ve never truly been your Wife before now. Won’t it be so much better knowing I’ll be your obedient fuckpet wifeyslut from now on? And you are just as married to Mariana as you are to me...she is our partner in all things.”

Mariana clutched her hands to her overflowing chest, tears of happiness appearing in her big green eyes. Her gloves had little bows on the wrists. “Oh, thank you, Madam.”

Jacqueline leaned in and kissed Mariana slowly, passionately, and then slowly let her retreat. Mariana’s eyes were full of hot, easy lust. I recognized the look—it was the same eager, needy look that she constantly gave to me.

I realized suddenly she was as much Jacqueline’s servant as she was mine. She had been this way all along. It was just that, with Jacqueline in such a weak position, Mariana hadn’t been able to do her duty properly.

Watching the two goddesses make out was easily the hottest thing I had seen. I loved them both so much; I wanted them both so much. Their loving gaze turned to me, then, and widened with arousal and amazement.

“Do you see that, Madam? He's hard. I told you he would be. He's so strong.”

“Yes,” Jacqueline had started to drool, looking at my erect cock. “You had cum so much earlier, I didn't know if you would be able...”

I looked to one side from the overflowing of jizz had spurted from my cock beneath the kitchen table and the half-eaten feast. It was thick and solid now, like another layer on the floor. I was halfway surprised Mariana wasn't already slurping it up, and then I noticed the heavy sheen on their tits. Apparently, before they woke me up, they had spread some of my spent cum all over their cleavage and necks. 

Fuck. That was hot.

I slid upward onto the nearby chair.

“You girls have been...very good,” I said, drinking in the sight of them.

“Yes,” said Mariana. “Won't you reward us? Won't you fuck your wife?”

“Yes, my darling Husband, please? Won't you?” Jacqueline purred. She slipped forward into my knees, her gloved hands moving over my naked thighs and searching out my stiff cock. “I need a baby from you. I need to be pregnant with your babies so bad!”

“But...you’re well, now. Your career...”

“My career can wait. My silly little goals and projects were just that. Silly. Nothing in comparison to being what you need. Give me a baby? Give me lots of them. Twins? Triplets? Quintuplets? I know you can do it. You're so strong. Put them inside me? Make me so pregnant, please, Husband? Let me finally be the Wife that you’ve earned.”

I couldn’t resist. I grabbed her by the thick mass of her hair and kissed her hard, with as much passion as I had kissed anyone in my life. All my fatigue slipped away the second my lips touched hers. Soon I had her on her back in the puddle of my cum, and I spread her legs open and plunged inside of her with virulent force.

Her cunt, not fucked in so very long, was as tight as it had ever been. Tight as a virgin’s. Or maybe that was because my cock had become so huge; maybe a tighter, hotter, wetter pussy was one of the side-effects of all the changes Mariana had brought about. My cock, bigger than it had ever been, shoved hard inside of her, and further than it ever had gone before. And still, she felt as if she had been crafted from the cosmos to hold my cock.

Ripping away at her lingerie, I saw almost right away that Jacqueline's tits were lactating. Her milk spilling all over her body. Her tits were so huge now. I wanted to fuck them, and the only reason I didn't is because her cunt felt so heavenly.

Mariana ripped her own corset down and revealed her lactating tits to me. The sweet white contrasted so sharply with her tanned skin. Smiling as I pounded into Jacqueline, she slid one tit in my mouth. Hot, warm, delicious milk quickly slid around my tongue. Both tits were lactating thoroughly—the one I wasn’t sucking on was leaking down onto my cock, lubricating it as I fucked my wife’s tight pussy.

“Oh my god, Husband!” Jacqueline cried. “Oh my god, please! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!”

“Yes, Master!” Mariana moaned. “You must keep going. You must! Fill her up! Take her how you deserve! Take her, take her!”

“Fuck yeah,” I grunted in between long sucks of Mariana's milk. “I'm gonna give you a baby, Wife. How do you like that? I'm gonna get you fucking pregnant.”

“Yes please, Sir!” she moaned. “Fucking do it! Cum in me! Cum in my belly! Cum in my babymaking body, oh please! Oh please!”

Mariana's “adjustments” had been thorough indeed. The old Jacqueline would have never gone for this. Neither would the old me. I didn't care. The pressure was building and building. Mariana was shoving my hips as I slammed into my wife, cheering me on. We were all three of us covered in milk and cum.

I couldn't take any more; it was too hot. The pressure had reached its boiling point, and I released into my wife's hot cunt. Her eyes dilated with the sudden injection of sperm into her body, and from her throat came a roaring mixture of song and moans. She was overwhelmed with bliss. Mariana, watching as we both came together, came herself. There was nothing more pleasurable to her than seeing her Master and Mistress cum together. 

Breathing heavily, eventually I slipped out from Jacqueline's body. I was still hard. I knew I deserved to fuck again.

“Mariana,” I said, grabbing my maid by the hair. “Lick my cum up from your Mistress's cunt. I'm going to make sure you're pregnant, slave.”

Whimpering, she obeyed. Soon, she was on all fours, ready for me to enter her. 

We went all day before we finally collapsed from exhaustion.

* * * * *
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THESE DAYS, LIFE IS a hell of a lot more like it should have been all along.

I’m a man, you see. A real man. This is the sort of treatment a real man deserves. I built this family from the ground up, and I ought to be honored for it. 

Jacqueline is completely pregnant, these days. So is Mariana. I deserve lots of children. They’ll grow up right and I’ll give them jobs in my store. Before very long, I won’t need any of those old employees at all; I’ll have people I know I can depend on entirely.

Tomorrow, Jacqueline’s sister, Eliza, is coming by. Ostensibly, she’s coming over to celebrate Jacqueline’s pregnancy, but I know for a fact—because Jacqueline has obediently reported it to me—that she is rather worried about Jacqueline’s sudden complete shift in priorities. She worries about after-effects from the drugs that saved her life, or some kind of mental breakdown. Of course, I’ll set Eliza straight. That’s what men do with women—we let them know what to fill their pretty little heads with, and then we fill up their pretty little cunts as we please. And if Eliza isn't pretty enough for me, I'll make sure Jacqueline and Mariana use their milk to make sure she is.

Jacqueline’s been cooing in my ears all week while Mariana has sucked me off, begging me to think about fucking the face of Eliza. She’s desperate to have her sister as pregnant as she is. She thinks it would be “so cool” to have her pregnant sister in the same house as her. 

I think I agree. That's what I deserve as Master of the House.

# # #
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Maid Bare 5 – Maid For Sale!
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The limo stopped near an intersection. One opaque window rolled down, and a large, dark-haired man leaned out of it. He was, in every sense of the word, a stud. He called out to a young man crossing the street.

“Hey, bud! Come here a minute.”

The young man approached. “Yeah? What do you want?”

“This is more about what you want,” said the stud, gesturing for him to come closer.

The young man looked inside the window. A gorgeous dark-haired woman was sliding her loving, pink tongue up and down the stud's cock, working with gusto. She wore nothing but black lingerie, a tiny white fur coat, and tall, tall heels. Precum drizzled down the cock almost like a fountain, covering the beauty's face. A trail of it had slipped down to her breasts, barely contained by a tight lacy bra. Her hair was thick enough for the stud to hold a massive amount in one hand, guiding the bimbo up and down his incredibly huge meat. 

Across from him was a tall, long-legged blonde beauty on her knees, fingers buried in her dripping slit as she watched the proceedings. She wore a tiny white dress, and giggled nonstop. Each giggle made her massive titties bounce hypnotically. The sexy line of her cleavage was on easy display; everything about what she wore and how she looked screamed, “Look at me! Fuck me!”

“What the...hell?” said the young man, looking closer.

He had thick glasses on his face, a tight plaid shirt on. He was of average height and weight, his jeans hanging loosely off his body. The stud in the car was a marked juxtaposition, his tight well-made suit barely able to contain the presence of his thick muscles and overwhelming machismo. 

“Her. You want her?”

The stud pointed to the blonde.

“Do I want her?” the young man didn't understand.

“Yeah.” The stud took a firmer hold of the black-haired beauty's hair, willing her mouth all the way over his cock. The beauty skillfully swallowed him down, his bulge pushing down her throat. “She's for sale. Discount, even. You want her?”

The young man felt himself getting hard. Why was any of this happening?

* * * * *
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THE COUPLE STEPPED out of their expensive black town car, approaching the large building. They drew together comfortably, enjoying one another’s touch. 

“You’re sure about this?”

Simon was a tall man, skinny. The suit he had on fit him well. Hayley thought he looked dashing in it. She had told him so when she bought him the suit, and then made him wear it. It was a shame he had such terrible taste on his own, but Hayley didn't mind so much playing dress up with him. Men were little more than toys to her, and Simon the latest (and most successful) in a long line of such toys.

“Of course, dear,” said Hayley. “We’ve been over this. I think this will be splendid.”

Hayley smiled bright. She just knew that getting a Castle Maid was going to shape their lives for the better. 

The day was autumn cool. Leaves swirled down the drive. The building in front of them had the name “CASTLE” in big, blocky white letters over the door. It was an out of the way place, buried deep in a wheat field on the state border. 

Simon was a novelist, spending all his time in droll libraries filled with books, tapping away in his under-decorated study. He was intelligent, funny, handsome, and sensitive. And it was that last part—his sensitivity, that Hayley had a bit of a problem with. 

Hayley wanted him to be more dominant. She wanted him to feel like he could take charge, whenever and wherever. She wanted to see his testosterone flying through the roof. Maybe even slap her around in bed once in a while, give her a good spanking, something like that. Buy her a fur coat, and demand she put it on while he fucked her. God, she would love that. For him to just bathe her in luxury like that. She had dropped plenty of hints about wearing fur coats for him, but he had not yet taken the bait.

Of course, maybe he felt bad about such things, as she had all the money in the relationship. Her family, the Haus Agency, oversaw the operations of a number of security firms all across the world. Simon had never murmured a word of dissatisfaction over Hayley’s wealth, nor had he ever once asked her for money. That was well enough—though Hayley loved having power over him, loved being able to make all their collective financial decisions because she controlled such a vast portion of their money. His writing earnings were small, but enough for him to pay his own way, most of the time. 

Certainly, however, he didn’t earn enough to pay for a Castle Maid. Hayley had to put up one hundred thousand dollars just to have the tour of the facilities. It would be another several hundred thousand still, before the day was done, depending on which Maid model they decided to purchase.

At any rate, her hope was that having another female around might spice up his sex drive. It was only natural, after all, for a man presented with multiple mates to feel his desires grow. 

Without a doubt, Hayley didn't view herself as part of the problem. She was a tall, lovely woman. When she was younger, she had been a gymnast, and had kept most of that flexibility and slender form. Her hair was sandy blond, kept stylishly short with her bangs floating down around her dark hazelnut eyes. Her breasts, while not huge, were still a sumptuous B cup, and didn't detract from her legs and ass, which she felt were her best features. 

She didn't like to think of herself in such objectifying terms, of course, but it was hard not to when she was trying to get Simon to jump her bones more often. 

In her circles—those of the ultra-rich—it was was well-known that Castle Maids were the number one way to increase sexual activity in a household. With a Castle Maid in the house, women felt more confident than ever, men felt much much more confident than ever, and to top it off, the household had a servant who only had to be purchased one time, and ever after would be obediently cleaning, cooking, sucking and fucking at any old time of the day.

It sounded like the ideal arrangement for Hayley. She didn't want to have to work through the ordeal of finding some magical unicorn—a bisexual girl who was disease-free and happy to be the third wheel in a relationship. No, a Castle Maid was the way to go. Simon had his doubts, citing some strange incidents where the women in Castle Maid households were rumored to become raving nymphomaniacs and the men started fucking everything that moved, but it was Hayley's money, so that was that. 

Hayley, having been on the shit-end of a number of horrible rumors as she grew up and suffered through her snobbish prep schools, did not put much stock in hearsay. Besides, the Castle Maid representative she had spoken with over the phone had been very reassuring.

Resolutely holding her man's arm, Hayley approached the tall double doors of the building. The outline of Hayley’s form—displayed fetchingly in a red wool jacket and tight red skirt, displaying her long legs—contrasted sharply with the deep blue of the doors. 

She had always been known for her legs. They went on until next Tuesday, or so many of her suitors had said. Simon had fallen in love with her over her brains.

Maybe that was why she had allowed him to stick with her.

Definitely, though, that was why she wanted a little more from him in the bedroom. Simon was an excellent lovemaker. He did everything Hayley asked. But sometimes Hayley just wanted to be fucked, and brutally.

With a long, creaking moan, the double doors opened. Inside was a tall, bare room the color of steel. In the middle was a circular metallic desk, manned by a gorgeous young redhead in a tiny, bright white dress.

“Hello!” she chirped. “You must be the Sandersons!”

“Simon Sanderson,” said Simon, holding out his hand. “This is Hayley Haus.”

“Oh!” the redhead took Simon’s hand. She bit her lip, as if the act of touching him had excited her somehow. Hayley wouldn’t have been surprised to find out that it did. “You’re not married?”

Simon smiled. “No.”

Not yet, thought Hayley. But soon. I'll make him ask.

“It’s just...usually we get married couples coming in, if we get couples at all. Most often, it’s single men. Though, last month we had three single women come in! We were very surprised. Word certainly gets around!”

“Yes,” said Simon, clutching his hands together. “I actually wanted to ask about that. Is there any reason to worry? I don’t feel like this is, well...”

The redhead looked at him brightly, blankly, waiting for her turn to speak. His sentence hadn’t finished, after all.

“Not strictly legal?”

A tall brunette woman entered the room, twice as beautiful as the redhead, making Hayley feel positively clownish. This brunette's every last feature was proportional, perfect. Her breasts, displayed in a low-cut blouse, looked polished.

“Yes,” said Simon. He held out his hand again. “Hello. I’m Simon, and—”

“This is Hayley, yes. I am Svetlana.” 

She slowly eyed Simon up and down, and then Hayley, taking notes on a small clipboard in her hands. Simon let his hand fall, good-naturedly. 

“Is there anything else I can do for you folks?” The redhead smiled, looking with some urgency at her computer. “I...have duties...”

The redhead had taken to grabbing at her overflowing tits, desperate to sit back down. Curious, Hayley walked over to the side of her desk. On the redhead’s computer was an animated kitten bouncing about, playing with a pink ball of yarn.

“That will be all, Sally,” said Svetlana. She focused on the couple. “Will you please follow me?”

She stepped through a door, guiding the couple into a long metal corridor. Hayley was happy to have an excuse to admire Svetlana’s behind. She was a confirmed bisexual, and could not contain her excitement. 

They were here! Getting a Castle Maid! Her heart raced. She wanted more than anything to have an easy, hot piece of female ass around the house to fuck and use as she saw fit. And Simon too, of course. He would be allowed to join in on the fun at any time, so long as he asked nicely.

They passed through one hallway and then another. Lasers scanned over them briefly, mirrors on the walls disguising guard posts, most likely. Security was taken seriously, it appeared.

“As you intimated, Mr. Sanderson,” said Svetlana, not looking at the couple, “this is not a legal business. Very lucrative, however. You’d be surprised how many people want a willing, eager fucktoy in their houses, obeying their every last order.” She smiled, opening the next door. “Though, perhaps not.”

“Were you...you know. Brainwashed?” Hayley asked. “Transformed?”

Svetlana stopped. “Of course I was.”

“It’s just...you don’t seem like it. You seem smart.”

Svetlana smiled. It was a small little thing, full of malice. “I am glad to seem that way toward you, madam.”

“Why aren’t you working in someone’s house?” asked Hayley. “Did you screw it up, somehow?”

“Excuse me?”

“You’re a fucktoy, right? One of the maids? Did you screw something up, to not work there anymore?” She noticed Svetlana’s severe look. “Oh, don’t be offended, dear girl. I just want to ensure that I’m getting my money’s worth. I mean, why would I buy something if down the line it would have to be returned here? What if you’re some reject bimbo slut, trying to sell me goods? Ludicrous. So, were you or weren’t you?”

Svetlana took a moment before answering. When she did, the reply was accompanied by a cold, angry, toothless smile. “Not all of our girls here are requisitioned. Some of us volunteer.”

“Volunteer for service? Of this kind?”

“It is a life spent in bliss, obeying a single cause.” Svetlana sighed, continuing on down the hall. “You would be surprised how many women that appeals to. Though again, perhaps not.”

Something about the way Svetlana responded gave Hayley a chill. She decided she didn't like Svetlana. No, not at all. 

“Quite an attitude on her, isn't it?” she whispered to Simon.

He nodded, noncommittal. His eyes stayed transfixed on Svetlana's rear, and Hayley felt herself growing a bit spiteful.

They stopped at a security desk. There was a tall, bulky man with a gun on his hip and a thick baton in one arm. 

“Bags,” he said. 

Sighing, Hayley handed him her purse.

“Any other materials on you?” 

Simon nodded, handing over his wallet and the car keys, but Hayley shook her head.

“No.”

Something in her tone must have given Hayley away.

“We’ll know if you do, ma’am,” said the guard. “The scanners. You may as well tell us.”

She sighed. “It’s just my inhaler. I don’t see why it matters.”

Svetlana took it, her eyes lighting up as she saw the small device. Hayley had severe asthma. She blamed it for why her gymnastics career never really held together. In her mind, it was a constant curse. She needed a good tug on the thing every few hours. 

“Anything can be bugged,” Svetlana said. “Excuse us.”

They stepped into a small room behind the security desk, taking all the belongings with them.

“Isn’t that odd,” said Simon. “So much secrecy. Usually they just check it right in front of you.”

“It’s not a football stadium, is it?” Hayley snapped. “Don't be a dolt. I can't have you acting stupid here.”

Simon withdrew, his shoulders tensing up. His arms crossed, and he looked away.

Hayley's mood softened. She didn't like attacking her man like that. It might make him cross, later. “I’m sorry, darling. I don’t like them taking my inhaler.”

Simon took her hand and gave her a gentle squeeze. “I know, dear.”

When Svetlana returned, however, his hand drifted away from Hayley’s once again. Hayley watched his eyes roam up and down the statuesque brunette’s body slowly. Hayley would make him pay for that; oh yes, he would get quite the talking-to.

It was all well and good for Simon to be attracted to other women. That was simply an understanding in their relationship. But he was not allowed to deny Hayley affection in the face a woman who had been rather mean to her, nor show any attraction to such a woman. Wasn’t that tacit in the entire agreement they had?

It would be soon.

Svetlana led them on and they entered a cavernous hangar. At one end was a long row of women, each partitioned off by red velvet ropes. They all had little signs in front of them.

Svetlana continued to speak as they approached. “So, as far as 'legality' goes,” she made little air quotes, “you needn’t worry about prosecution, I should think. As a method of securing our position in the marketplace, we delivered maids—either factory-grown or outsourced—straight to the leaders of the local and state law enforcement community here. We are working, successfully, on more wide-ranging defenses in the federal government. If men complain, a gorgeous woman shuts them up. And if a woman complains...”

Svetlana shrugged again, somewhat sinister.

Hayley, unable to help herself, started to get aroused. Svetlana was so cold, so easily clinical about enslaving and bimbofying regular women. It was rather delicious to think about, really.

Mother had always told her that morals were for the lower classes, trying to justify why they ought to be given more when they were so unwilling to work harder. In the upper classes, morality was more like decoration for a sun room. Not strictly necessary, but rather nice when it worked out.

They finally approached the line of potential bimbos. All of them gorgeous, with long sexy hair, enormous breasts, and happy smiles plastered on their faces. More than twenty, in all, each with a card reading a different product name in front of them.

Directly in front of them was the “Basic Bimbo.” Tall, naturally standing high on her tippy-toes, ready for high heel shoes. Her blond hair was thick, draping down her back like some golden blanket. Her tits were enormous, her grin vapid and permanent. 

“Mommy?” the bimbo asked, quizzically. “Daddy? Baby wanna suck.” Her thighs pushed together, hot lust juices leaking suddenly from her cunt. The smell flooded their nostrils—sweet, like bubblegum. Hayley felt her arousal levels increase just from inhaling the scent.

“Oh my,” said Hayley. “I thought she was a statue. A replica, or something.”

“No, these floor models are all quite real,” said Svetlana. “If you see one you like, we can package her together for you today, complete with wardrobe.”

Hayley had to admit that she didn’t know all the maids would be quite so...proportioned. Their figures such obviously perfect hourglasses. Svetlana had similar proportions, as a matter of fact, though her legs were longer, and her tits just slightly smaller in her tight business suit. 

“You mentioned something about outsourcing,” said Simon. “What does that mean?”

Svetlana nodded sharply. “Factory grown girls as the sort you see here. Completely wiped clean, and then made docile, obedient, and gorgeous by careful supervision. But, many of our girls are what we call ‘Milk Maids.’”

“Milk Maids?”

“Yes. Their bodies libido systems operate at such high capacity, after being delivered to their appropriate location, that they become practical mini-factories of 44DD. That’s the drug we use to create the effects you see here.” She slapped the metal tip of a pointer against the Basic Bimbo’s tits, and then abdomen. “This model doesn’t feature Milk Maid functionality, thus the low cost. But for all those with the “Milk Maid” content, they are able to deliver highly potent forms of 44DD through their lactation. Which, of course, is daily. As you can see.”

Hayley followed Svetlana’s pointing. The next maid down was a practical copy of the Basic Bimbo, but her tits were leaking thick, heavy milk. She stood in a puddle of it, her toes just barely visible in the tiny transparent plastic circle she stood in. At the bottom of the circle was a drain. Hayley assumed the milk went somewhere else—perhaps to be bottled and then fed to other girls they took in here.

“Shall we continue?” asked Svetlana. “There are several more models.”

“I, uh...need just a moment,” said Simon, sliding next to a stanchion holding up the velvet ropes in front of the displays. 

Hayley was puzzled. “What’s the matter, dear?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Svetlana nudged past her. She put a hand on Simon’s shoulder, coming close. “You know, Sir...test drives are part of the tour. For any one of the models. They’d all be happy to relieve you.”

“N-no.” His face was red. “I’d be mortified.”

“Cocks are celebrated here, Sir. Hard cocks, doubly so. I’d be delighted to see it...so long as your wife doesn’t demand first privilege?”

Hayley couldn’t believe it took her so long to understand the problem. 

“Simon,” said Hayley, slightly admonishing. “You mustn’t be ashamed of your hard-on. Not in a place like this. But I will not have you testing out some floozy on the floor.” She put herself between her husband and Svetlana. “I rather think that, for the money, we’d like something a little more exclusive, yes?”

“No!” Simon coughed. “No, really. It’s fine. I just...just needed a moment. That’s all. Show us the rest.”

“Are you certain, Mr. Sanderson?” asked Svetlana, coolly ignoring Hayley. “I would be delighted to show you to our private viewing rooms, where you could have a girl of your choice fresh of the factory line. A virgin, even. Though no pre-factory virgins, of course. Those are for...” she raised an eyebrow Hayley. “...our most exclusive clients.”

“And what are we?” asked Hayley. “Chopped meat?”

“Every business has a strata of clientele, do they not, Misses Sanderson?”

“It’s Haus.” Hayley set her jaw. “Miss Haus.”

“Of course, dear. My mistake. Shall we continue?” Svetlana walked down the line, pointing as she went. Small overhead lights punched on as she walked by each new girl.“As you can see, there are a variety of models we are happy to offer you. The Happy Servant. The Milking Studmaker. The Fertile Fucktoy. The Breeding Beauty—”

“What’s the difference between the Fertile Fucktoy and the Breeding Beauty?” asked Simon. He had stopped, examining the Fertile Fucktoy. Her long chestnut hair wrapped entirely around her body. She bit one lip and spread her pussy, trying to entice him forward.

Hayley started, hoping to interfere, but Svetlana went right along.

“Excellent question. The Fertile Fucktoy model is guaranteed to get pregnant only when you want her to. The Breeding Beauty, in addition to what the Fertile Fucktoy offers, will guarantee a litter of children with every pregnancy.”

“I see,” said Simon. His face had become even redder. Hayley saw the thick, hard outline of his cock in his pants press noticeably forward and slide against the khaki fabric.

“Gosh, we don’t want that,” said Hayley. “We don’t even want children.”

Simon bristled at that. An old argument of theirs.

“Well.” Svetlana smiled. “Just so you know, all our features are chemical. So, should you decide, later on, that you would like this feature or that feature, it’s just a matter of giving us a call, giving payment, and waiting for a delivery of a new treatment. Your maid, of course, will be delighted to take the treatment dutifully, until she’s just the way you want her. She lives to serve you, after all. After she tastes your sex, you will be imprinted upon her.”

They continued down the line. There were many more options. Many seemed, to Hayley, just variations in hair color or breast size or height. Some had special skills: sexual proclivities like bondage training, domming in the bedroom, or stripping. But other skills were more germane to occupations: gardening, web design, mathematics—there was even a cage fighter!

Finally they came to the end of the line. There were two almost identical tall, supermodel-esque beauties, their breasts somewhat smaller than the others, though just as obviously full of 44DD milk. Their hair, dark and shiny, slipped down to their waists, their eyes were bright and alive with seductive intelligence. They could have been absolutely identical twins, except one’s eyes were green, the other’s violet.

“Just in, we have the Seductive Siren,” Svetlana pointed to violet eyes, “and the Homewrecking Hottie,” Svetlana pointed to green eyes.

Simon looked from one to the other. “What’s the difference?”

“Well, the Seductive Siren works best as a gift, you see. If a rich gentleman wanted to give his friend the gift of lifelong service, but the friend was reluctant to take such a thing, he might choose the Seductive Siren. She could even manage to convince a man and wife to take her in.”

“And the Homewrecking Hottie?”

“A very specialized model, Sir. Very exclusive. I’m sure you wouldn’t want anything to do with it. After all, you are buying together.”

“I’m interested, now” said Hayley. Exclusive indeed! What a bunch of rubbish. “What does it do?”

“It’s more of the model chosen by...disgruntled husbands or partners, who want their wives to be around, but not so much of a problem, let’s say. If a man wanted his wife to step down and let someone more beautiful take the role, someone more...appropriately tempered for a man of his station, then he might choose this model. As I said, I’m sure it’s not for you.”

Such talk was rather scary to think about. Someone replacing their chosen partner just because they had tired of them. Frightening! Hayley was glad she didn't have to worry about it.

“I think,” said Hayley finally, “that we will just be very happy with the Basic Maid model, at this time. The one who can clean, cook, all of that. None of the other special features, though. None of that...lactation, business. I don’t want to see any milk in my home.”

“Sure,” said Simon. “That sounds great.”

He was still looking, with intense lust, at the Homewrecking Hottie. She was sort of his type, Hayley knew. Those smoldering eyes, that thick dark hair. Sometimes, Hayley would wear a dark-haired wig during sex to shake things up a bit. Simon loved it.

“Of course,” said Svetlana. She turned to Simon, slipping her arm into his. “Now, Sir, I assume you are the buyer?”

Simon smiled, quite taken with her attention. “Um, yes, sure.”

Hayley rolled her eyes. He was just saying that because he had a hard-on. None of the blood was going to his head.

“Please follow me?” said Svetlana. “We just have a few final payment details to discuss.”

“Actually, it’s my money—” Hayley started.

But they were already gone through the door at the end of the line of bimbos, and Hayley was alone. 

Fine, whatever. Simon knew what she wanted well enough. She had been talking about it for weeks now, and he was such a very good listener. One of his many good qualities.

It was very quiet in the hangar. All around Hayley were the bimbos, staring blankly ahead. 

One tilted her head at her—the seductive siren. 

“Giggle?” said the Siren, cocking her head.

It sounded like a request.

Hayley snorted. Most certainly not! Hayley didn’t giggle. She was a proper lady, not some bimbo slut.

“Giggle.”

This was the Homewrecking Hottie now, stepping forward to the end of her ropes. It sounded much, much more like a command. The Siren stepped forward as well, looking at Hayley expectantly.

Hayley, for a moment, thought she was in danger. A pretty woman, like herself, alone in a room like this. And Svetlana had been so cold, so mean. Could she have ordered something to happen?

But...no. Svetlana was a servant. She couldn’t do anything Hayley didn’t say, explicitly. That meant none of these other bimbos could, either. This was just...some display. Some show, or something.

Right?

Down the line, the rest of the bimbos stepped forward, leaning over at the waist to stare at Hayley. Their long hair dripped down to the floor. They all started to join in, all the bimbos. 

“Giggle,” they said, their voices soft and breathy. “Giggle. Giggle!”

Hayley laughed nervously, backing up. She clapped a hand to her mouth. Was that a giggle? No. No, of course not. 

She laughed again, nervousness really taking hold now, turning quickly to the wall. It felt like the bimbos were getting closer, all of them giggling. She could practically hear the milk in their heavy tits sloshing.

She had to get away. The door Simon and Svetlana walked through was very close. She lunged for it.

The door stuck at first. It became harder and harder to breath. Panic was really taking her.

Inhaler, she thought. 

No, no. It could wait. She just needed to see Simon, and it would be all right. Finally the door opened, and from inside came an overwhelming miasma of sex. 

Inside, she saw Simon on top of a sort of examination table. His head rolling backwards. Svetlana was between his legs, moaning throatily, taking him deeper down her mouth.

Hayley’s vision began to spiral. Why was this happening? Why wouldn’t he have told her? She was okay with him getting head from other women. Just not this one. Just not this bitch who insulted her.

She couldn’t breath.

She couldn’t breath. Her throat closed in on itself, and her thoughts started to spiral. Madly, she searched through her bag for her inhaler. Her vision was dimming. All she could hear were Simon's moans, Svetlana's breathy sucking, and the giggling of the bimbos just mere feet away. 

Finally she reached it. Within moments, the cool spray had poured into her lungs, filling her up with breath once more.

Except...it was different, this time. Right? It was all heady, and thought-slowing, and her body felt like it was just, like, floating.

Dimly, she crawled forward, giggling again and again.

Giggle.

That’s what all the bimbos had said to do. Why hadn’t she tried it before? It was rather fun. 

Giggle. Giggle giggle. Giggle relax.

Yes, relax. That would be good. She giggled. A fun thing to do. Such a silly little sound.

Someone’s heels stepped around her, over her. Svetlana and then another. The Homewrecking Hottie. Wasn’t that fun. That Hottie was such a hottie. Hayley giggled. 

She watched as Svetlana pushed the Hottie down on her knees in front of Simon. With great urgency and eagerness, the exquisite Svetlana stroked Simon off into the Hottie’s face. The Hottie waited, green eyes burning with need, licking her lips, eager to taste his seed.

Imprinting, that’s what Svetlana had called it. Wasn’t that such a funny word?

“Funny,” said Hayley, giggling helplessly. Someone was touching her cunt as she watched her man get stroked off by another woman into yet another woman’s face. 

She looked down briefly. Oh. Her fingers. That’s who was doing it. Wasn’t that interesting? Fingering her cunt to her man getting serviced like that.

Simon didn’t even see her. He was so very focused on the Hottie. In love with her, it looked like. Hayley giggled. That was so silly. Simon was supposed to be in love with her.

Svetlana kept urging in his ear, and, groaning, spasming, he came all over the Hottie’s face. His seed was thick, gooey. The Hottie licked it all up, scooping up anything she could with a long delicate finger.

In short order, the Hottie was taken out of the room, still licking away at the cum all over her face. A small metal bowl with big purple bulbs on it was placed on Simon’s head. The light bulbs flashed briefly, and Simon collapsed down on the table. Svetlana took the device and brought it over to Hayley, still giggling and fingering her cunt.

It was the inhaler, Hayley realized. Something had been put in the inhaler...

She giggled. That was funny.

“Now, my dear,” said Svetlana, a cruel smile on her face, “Who were you saying was a reject bimbo slut, again?”

Hayley barely even recognized the threat—and then the device was on her skull, working its magic.

* * * * *
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THEY ARRIVED HOME HOURS later, both still in a daze. Hayley remembered nothing after choosing the Basic Maid package. She knew she was incredibly satisfied with her choice. She knew that they both were. They had made a Good Choice. Capital G, capital C. There could be no questioning that. 

It was just...something didn’t sit right. Something about the experience...

By reflex, she sucked on her inhaler. Her thoughts dissipated, all worry sinking from her. A pink cloud drifted over her brain, washing over all those pesky worries—including the worry about why her worries were going away.

Her blouse felt tight, nipples pushing erect. She was horny, suddenly. She let herself revel in the feeling.

There was a lot to be horny about. The new maid, Fiona sat in the back seat. She had a self-satisfied smile on her face. Her long, tanned legs were open, gently revealing the dynamic musculature of her inner-thighs. She wore a paisley blue minidress, her tits on display with just a teensy apron around her torso, barely covering the small area between her cleavage and her hips. It was—obviously—rather more decorative than useful. A symbol of her maidhood, like perhaps a crown might be a symbol of royalty. Fiona rather resembled the Seductive Siren or the Homewrecking Hottie maids that they had seen, but Svetlana assured Hayley that Fiona was one hundred percent Basic Maid. That was good. That was what Hayley wanted. 

She trusted Svetlana implicitly. She was a really terrific woman. Hayley knew that there had been some nastiness between them at the compound, but it was gone from her head now, gone like all those pesky little worries, drifting away in the pink cloud.

Hayley wanted to slide her hands through Fiona’s thick, dark hair. She wanted to touch those legs, those breasts...god, Fiona was so hot. Hayley was excited already, thinking of all the ways she could just touch this new Maid that she owned. 

Their home was in a large, incredibly well-to-do neighborhood known as Cherry Ridge. Most every house on the block technically counted as a mansion, though some were more fancy than others. Hayley’s house—given to her by her parents, of course—was one of the oldest (and therefore most prestigious, and largest) on the block.

Simon parked the car at the end of the long drive and they all got out. Fiona, right away, grabbed her enormous trunk, handling it all by herself. Very quickly they were inside, with Fiona setting her trunk down and clapping her hands together excitedly as she surveyed the lavish surroundings of the house. 

It was your standard Cherry Ridge mansion. All the ceilings were tall, the walls made of old, hard wood. The floors were marble; expensive art decorated the walls. Hayley had done almost none of the decorating herself, of course, hiring a team to do all that sort of thing for her. That still hadn't stopped her for taking responsibility for how lovely it all looked. Making all those phone calls was a bit of a bother, after all.

“Well now,” said Fiona, her luxurious beauty looking right at home in the elegant surroundings. “How would you like me to begin, Master?”

She addressed Simon, solely. Hayley had little issue with that. She, of course, controlled Simon. Taking advantage of this fact, she looped her arm through his.

“Let’s fuck her, baby,” she moaned in his ear. “Please? Right now? I want her. Don’t you want her?”

He nodded slowly. His reluctance to show his arousal, constantly a nuisance at the showroom, was gone now. They were safe in their home, and they had a new toy to play with.

He wrapped a hand around Fiona’s tiny waist, pulling her close. Her erect nipples danced against Simon's suit jacket. “We’re going to fuck you,” he said calmly. “However we want. Whenever we want. And we want it right now.”

Fiona leaned in and kissed him, slow and deep. It was scorchingly hot, seeing their faces press against one another. Hayley had never been turned on by two people more in her life. A slow whimper exited her mouth.

Slowly, the kiss ended.

“Yes, Master,” said Fiona, green eyes sparkling. “I would love that.”

In a matter of moments, they were upstairs in the bedroom. Simon led the way, with Hayley trailing behind Fiona. Fiona's legs were so long—longer even than Hayley's—it was hard to keep up. Simon was already half undressed when they made it into the bed, and Hayley stripped the rest of his clothes off happily. He had a fine body, thin with just enough meat on it to be sexy. A small tuft of dark hair protruded proudly from his chest. His cock, already hard, already had begun to leak out precum.

Just as quickly as Hayley had stripped down Simon, he stripped her down, ripping her expensive clothes and tossing them to the floor.

Soon, Hayley and Simon were both naked, the gorgeous Fiona at the foot of the bed, awaiting instructions. Her panties were off, on the floor. Hayley moaned, staring intently at Fiona's gorgeous tits, so perfectly arranged in her tiny outfit.

“Lick my pussy, slave,” said Hayley. “Lick it for me, now.”

“Yes, Madam.”

Fiona crawled forward onto the bed, sliding her gorgeous face between Hayley's waiting thighs, and dutifully began to lick. Hayley stroked Simon off as she did. He liked watching this. Hayley liked that he liked watching. 

Fiona, moaning, pushed her hand upward and started stroking Simon as well. For a moment, the two women worked in unison, but this was just an illusion. The second they gained a rhythm, Fiona had slid her hand all the way up and down Simon’s cock, gently pushing Hayley’s away.

Hayley didn’t care. Fiona’s tongue on her clit was magical. It had approached peak perfection almost immediately, sending electric currents up and down Hayley's body. She writhed in ecstasy, never wanting the sensations to stop.

But, almost just as soon as Fiona started licking, she quit. The thick, heavy stroking on Simon’s cock continued though, and she quickly added her luscious mouth to the mix. Fiona's licks on Simon's cock were loving, longing, like she had needed his cock her entire, entire life. Her eyes were alive with lust, with love. She had true, undeniable worship in her face for Simon. For Hayley's Simon. 

Fiona was ignoring Hayley entirely, now. Ignoring Hayley for him.

It was a better blowjob that Hayley had ever given. Her mouth was structured small, and Simon’s cock was a bit on the large side, so she had always had trouble taking him in all the way. Fiona had no such trouble. 

Panic entered her mind. She turned to Simon, trying to kiss his neck, his face, but he kept turning away to watch Fiona work her magic on his cock. Now Simon was ignoring her. This was supposed to be Hayley's idea. This was supposed to be her triumph, and now she was on the side, like some reject appetizer before the main course.

It was getting hard to breath. She felt anxious. She backed off the bed, thumping down hard, hands searching wildly for her purse. Soon, she found it, expecting Simon to be getting up after her to help.

“Don’t worry,” she wheezed, “I’ve got—”

He wasn’t worried at all. Fiona had climbed up on top of his lap, sinking her scintillatingly hot cunt down on his long, thick cock. She had easily ripped off her dress, revealing her toned midsection and her enormous, gravity-defying tits. Her look was purest rapture—and with that face, it was a more perfect visage than Hayley had ever given Simon during sex.

Feelings of inadequacy shook her. She couldn’t even take part in their new, fun sex act without needing her inhaler. 

Her chest continued to tighten. Hating herself, she took it in, sucking down.

The pink cloud ran through her thoughts. Everything felt better immediately. Her anxiety slipped away, immediately forgotten.

Simon was having brilliant fun with Fiona. Wasn’t that the whole point of this exercise? Who cared if he fucked the gorgeous maid? Hayley wanted to fuck her too, for goodness sake! 

Her lust renewed, Hayley climbed up on the bed, pushing on her lover until he was on top of the maid. Then she pushed on his hips, purring and cheering him on.

“You're fucking her so good, baby,” she moaned in his ear. “You're fucking our new property. She belongs to us. You're fucking owning her with your cock!”

Simon grunted, nodding, not responding. There was some intense, intimate connection happening between Simon and Fiona that Hayley no longer paid any attention to. His thrusts increased in frequency, starting to jackhammer hard into Fiona's preciously hot little cunt.

“Do it, baby,” Hayley purred in his ear. “Cum in the maid! Cum in her!”

“Yeah, oh fuck,” he moaned. “Yeah, you know it. I'm gonna own her, own her...”

Jerking wildly, Simon came, emptying himself completely in their new property. Hayley could feel his orgasm rippling through her own body, and for the first time in their relationship, she came at the same time as him. It was inexplicable—she wasn't even touching herself!—but all the same she came when he did. Her body shook with the orgasm, and soon she was on the bed next to Fiona, lost in the dark-haired beauty's thick lusty scent.

“Thank you so much, Master,” Fiona moaned, pulling Simon close. “Thank you so much for honoring me with your cum.”

The three of them cuddled all the rest of the evening, Fiona wrapped around Simon, and Hayley sidling up next to Simon's back, snoring softly and comfortably.

* * * * *
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A WEEK PASSED. FIONA cleaned, cooked, and washed for the couple as dutifully as anyone could have asked. And at night, and during the day, and sometimes right in the morning, she served Simon however he asked.

For Hayley, though...

For Hayley, Fiona had been a little more willful.

Hayley had expected some time of adjustment. It was only natural. She remembered Svetlana saying something about how the maid would be more likely to listen solely to the male in the household, at first. 

And so, Hayley had something of a difficult time telling Fiona to do this or that, and reminding the maid who was really in charge. But Fiona gave her all these haughty, arrogant looks, acting like she didn’t need to listen unless she felt like it, which seemed to be never.

“You will be cleaning the oven later, I assume?” she asked last Sunday, after an enormous roast dinner.

“Oh no, Madam. I didn't know that ovens needed cleaning after such large dishes. Are you saying they do?”

Little snipey, sarcastic retorts like that. Certainly not what Hayley remembered from talking with the Castle Maid representatives, or what she had heard in her elite circles of acquaintances when they met at big time galas and pool parties. But, that was well enough. 

Some period of adjustment is to be expected. Svetlana's voice in her head was so reassuring, so comforting. Hayley didn't dare question it.

But...but. The nastiness didn't seem to be dissipating, at all. If anything, it was only getting worse.

Early Wednesday morning, Hayley was going to go out shopping. Fiona caught her at the door.

“Oh, you're wearing that?” Fiona asked, raising an eyebrow.

The outrageously beautiful maid wore a tiny tight black dress, her shiny tits and legs on perfect display. She was a work of erotic art.

Hayley looked down at her short skirt, her tight blouse. “Yes? Is there something wrong?”

“No, it's just that...well.” Fiona smirked and looked away.

“What? 'It's just' what?” Hayley put a hand on her hips.

“I didn't think someone with your legs would actually wear short skirts, that's all.”

Hayley was incensed. Just because Fiona's legs were goddess-like and tanned, perfect in every possible way, didn't give her license to insult Hayley's!

“I—I don't, like, I don't—like, I mean, you know?” Words blubbered out of her, like water down a stream. “Okay? So...like! All right?”

Fiona giggled, her magical tits bouncing in her tiny black dress. “Was that a sentence?”

“You know, like!” Hayley shook her head, storming back upstairs. “You know!”

For almost an hour after that, Hayley sat in her room, fiddling with the inhaler in her hand. What in the hell was wrong with her? Why hadn't she been able to articulate her displeasure? Hayley had been rich and spoiled all her life, and she knew it. Articulating her displeasure with those below her was one of her finest skills. It was rather startling to find it just gone from her all of a sudden.

She made up her mind—she would discuss the matter with Simon. He was a man, and so therefore quite smart and reasonable. She would listen to his opinion on the matter and thank him, perhaps with a blowjob. Yes. That was a good, ladylike thing to do.

Five minutes later, after a short tug on her inhaler to take the edge off, she walked into his study. He was working. He hated being disturbed as he worked. Hayley didn’t much care. She was upset, and as her partner, he had to listen to her on her time.

His muscles were thick in his tiny white shirt. The biceps bulged, turning his sleeves thin. He looked positively massive in front of his tiny notebook computer. His study was one of the smaller rooms in the large house, just a few hundred square feet around. Bookshelves lined the walls. Simon's desk was large and old, an heirloom from his grandfather on his mother's side. 

Simon was ready for her, holding a hand up. “Not now, dear.”

His voice was a bit muffled, an old pen in his mouth.

“I really must speak with you.” 

She came close to his desk. 

“I’m in the middle of some terrific stuff, here. Can’t it wait?”

Hayley stamped her foot. “No. I am your partner and I want to talk, now.”

Sighing deeply, he closed his notebook and turned to her. 

“What is it, dear?”

She took a breath. “I’m having some misgivings about Fiona, darling.”

“Fiona?” he laughed heartily. “Don’t joke. She’s incredible.”

Simon had, of course, definitely turned the corner on his stance with Fiona. He fucked her every night. Every morning. Every afternoon. They had fucked more in the last week than he and Fiona had in almost the last year. 

That bothered her. But she just...she couldn't quite figure out why. Every time she felt like she was getting close to figuring it out, her asthma would act up, and she'd need a long tug on her inhaler.

“Y-yes. I suppose so,” said Hayley. “But I feel like...I don’t know. I feel like there’s something sinister going on with her.”

Simon laughed.

“Sinister? Would you listen to yourself? She’s a maid. She’s a mind-controlled maid. You have nothing to worry about. She couldn’t possibly want anything that you don’t decide for her to want.”

Hayley shook her head. “That’s not true. Just the other day, I caught her giggling as she listened to the radio.”

There had been some ad on promoting a politician’s speech on female equality. Fiona had giggled helplessly. “Female equality?” she had snickered loudly. “No such thing. What a silly idea.”

Simon was unimpressed.

“And? So she laughed. That’s nice. She has a lovely laugh.”

“No, it’s not that. It’s...dear, don’t you get it? If she has enough independent thought to find something funny, why wouldn’t she have enough to plot something against—”

“To plot? Would you listen to yourself? She couldn’t plot her way out of a paper bag unless she had explicit instructions.”

Hayley, dejected, tugged at her dress.

“I just...also...there’s been some changes.”

“Changes?”

“Yes. Physical ones. To me.”

Now, Simon seemed more concerned. “I don’t know that I follow.”

“I’ve been...I don’t know. Empty-headed, lately. Airheaded, you could say. Giggly, sometimes.”

“So?”

“Yesterday, I watched entertainment news for six hours straight!” 

“You sounded like you were enjoying yourself.”

“I was! I was—” she stopped.

I was playing with myself the whole time, she wanted to say.

Anything could set her off these days. And looking at all those sexy celebrities in their sexy clothes, running around the world doing whatever they wanted...it didn’t take much to get her so excited. She was cumming almost more often than she was giggling, and she was giggling a lot. 

It was so simple to giggle. So easy. So freeing. She did it there, in front of Simon, tittering nervously, and then allowing that to rapidly progress into a carefree, gentle giggle.

But, there were other items that bothered her. “Also my hair...it’s blonder.”

“You didn’t dye it?”

“No.” She giggled. God, why was she giggling? This was serious. “I just woke up and it looked that way! Now, explain that! How would that be happening if Fiona wasn’t making it happen somehow? That’s what they do to those maids, isn’t it? They make them all blonde and big-titted and dumb!”

“Don’t be silly, dear. Fiona isn’t a blonde.”

“You know that’s not what I mean.”

Her voice, which she intended to be scathing and demeaning, was high-pitched, breathy, and plaintive. It all seemed so far out of her control.

“And besides, that color looks smashing on you. Are you sure you don’t like it? I would think you’re a natural blonde.”

“I...really?”

She felt her body begin to glow warmly with the force of the compliment working through her. The Man’s compliment. His masculinity appreciating her femininity. That was so very nice. She giggled again, thinking of how nice it was to be appreciated. 

Her mind wandered for a moment, her fingers floating over her engorged nipples. She hadn’t even talked to him about how her bras were having trouble fitting, how it felt like her tits were growing slowly, but god, if he thought she looked good, then maybe she shouldn’t complain so much? He hadn’t fucked her since Fiona arrived. She had encouraged him to cum in the new maid plenty of times, though...

“Hayley? Hayley, are you listening to me?”

Simon had clearly been trying to get her attention for a few seconds now, snapping his fingers.

“I’m sorry, darling. I was miles away.”

Hayley touched her nipples, twirled with her hair. He had said she looked good. Could she entice him?

“Listen,” Simon said sternly. “This maid was an investment.”

“I know that. But—”

“Do you? Do you have any idea how much she cost? You’re the one who wanted her to begin with!”

“I know! I’m sorry, but I just...I just...”

Wait. Why was Simon worrying about the cost? It was Hayley’s money...wasn’t it?

“I don’t...I don’t understand why you’re worried about the money, dear. It’s...the money is...”

Simon stood up to his full height. Had he gotten taller? He was so very large, so strong. Hayley felt her heart pumping fast just looking at him. She felt like she was falling in love all over again.

“The money is mine, darling. I’ve been meaning to have this conversation with you, but it’s rather time you figured it out. I’m the man. I control the money in a household. That’s only right, isn’t it?”

A feeling of hot, easy lust struck her body as he asserted his dominance over her. Something was wrong, but it felt so nice to give in...

“Oh. Yes.” She giggled, thoughts in her head popping like balloons as her arousal increased. “Well, I suppose so.”

“Wonderful. Fiona thought so too. That’s why she drew up these papers for us.”

From the bottom drawer of his desk, Simon pulled out a thick folder, pulling out several paper-clipped documents and shuffling them gently before placing them in front of Hayley.

“Papers?” 

Hayley was losing track. Hadn’t she come in here to make demands of him?

Wait, had she? But, women didn't demand things of men. That was wrong. And she was a woman, and he was a man, so...

“Fiona is qualified as a paralegal,” said Simon. “Remarkable young woman. Sign here.”

He held out a pen. Confused and overwhelmed, Hayley backed away from the table. 

“I think I better...lawyer. Get one. You know.”

It was getting hard to breathe. Her panic was coming back. She tugged at her blouse. Why were her breasts feeling so unwieldy and large? And her thoughts, so fuzzy all the time. What was happening to her?

“Don’t be so silly, dear. We’re lovers. You don’t need a lawyer for someone you love, do you?”

God, that made sense. Everything in that sexy, hot baritone of his made so much sense. She wanted to believe everything he said.

When had his voice gotten so deep and thick? Didn’t it used to be reedy? Whiny? Didn’t he used to be a bit of a pushover? There were so many...so many changes, such hard-to-explain occurrences...

She tried looking at the papers in front of her. The words read like mush. “But...what does it say?” 

“It’s very simple, dear. It simply gives me access and control over all of your accounts and estate.”

“Access...control?” She shook her head. “I don’t...I don’t...”

Again, she tried to look at the papers. The words swam together, spiraling, sinking. If only she could watch the words on television somehow. Maybe put them on the entertainment channel. Have that nice bubbly blonde anchor lady explain them all to her...

Simon leaned forward, rapping his knuckles on the desk. “Dear, you have to trust me. Relationships are built on trust.”

She tried again to read the words, but they crashed against each other in waves, worse than before. Her mind was on fire. Something was wrong, wrong! 

Standing up, she backed away from the chair, feeling the world spiral and thunder. Why didn’t anything make sense anymore? Why did she feel so stupid all the time? How was Simon pushing her around like this? That wasn’t how it supposed to work. This was all wrong.

Suddenly, her inhaler was pressed against her mouth. Reflexively, she took in a long, deep breath.

Instantly, she felt better. She barely noticed at all that Fiona had entered the room; that she was the one who had placed the inhaler on her mouth.

“There you are, Madam. Won’t you sign, now? It’s for your own security.”

“Yes, dear.” Simon walked around to meet the maid, sliding his hand far up between her ass cheeks in her tiny little dress. “Listen to Fiona. I’m the man, aren’t I? That means I’m stronger than you, naturally. Doesn’t that make sense?”

“Strong...yes.”

That did make sense. Yesterday, Hayley saw Simon lift an entire leather couch by himself while Fiona was sitting on it, just to startle her and make her laugh. They were so cute together. Such a perfect couple.

“So, that means something is much more likely to happen to you than it is to me, all right?”

“Oh. Yes. All right.”

“You had better sign these papers, then. In case anything should ever happen.”

“I...yes. Of course.”

Finally, she obeyed. Her signature was still wet on the paper when he tugged it out from under her hands and slipped it into a folder, handing that quickly to Fiona.

“Wonderful, dear, thank you.” He straightened up. “Now, if you would please leave us? Fiona and I would like some privacy.”

“Pr...privacy?”

“Yes, dear. We have quite a lot to discuss.”

“Oh...of course. Yes.”

She left in a daze, barely noticing the sudden cheers behind her. They were happy! That was good. Hayley had been so, sooo good to make them happy. It was so very right and good to make a man and his maid happy. 

Something made her stop at the door frame though, and crack the door open. The two inside did not notice. Fiona was on Simon’s lap, purring and telling him what a wonderful, good decision he had made.

“You’re so strong,” said Fiona, crushing her big tits against his thick chest. “So very strong. I can’t believe how well you handled that.”

“Yes,” he said. His large hand toyed with her sexy tall red high-heeled shoe. “And now, like you said, it will be that much easier to make the transition to marriage.”

Marriage! Hayley put a hand over her mouth, gasping with joy. He must have been talking about marrying her! That was like, totally great!

Her fingers sank to her pussy, searching for those magic points of pleasure. There were so many down there; the entire area like a live wire from an exploding transformer. Just the thought of being chronically attached to her Man got her hot, and that was hot too.

“Thank you so much for suggesting that, my dear.” He stroked Fiona's hair in admiration. “It’s rather more secure this way. She’s been so absent-minded lately. I don't trust her with any funds.”

“Of course, Master. I live to serve you, and want you to be happy at all times. May I stroke you, please?”

“Yes,” he said, voice becoming distant as Fiona lowered down to her knees. “You don’t think we were too harsh on her, do you?”

“Oh, no, Sir. I think you rather could have been much more harsh on her if you wanted.”

Fiona had slipped her hands into his pants, tugging them down all the way. Hayley moaned, barely audible. She hadn’t seen Simon’s cock in so long. It had gotten so big—so hard!

“More harsh?”

“Oh yes, Sir. I know that, for instance, if you were to slap me around, I’d absolutely deserve it. The man is always right, after all.”

“Yes,” he said, thumbing at her cheek, and then gripping her neck. “I am.”

“Yes, Master. So right. It’s so right to choke me, like that.”

As she told him this, she stroked him harder. His hands closed around her neck, both of them together. Fiona nodded, her face pure bliss, as his grip tightened and re-tightened around her elegant throat. He relinquished the grip just for a moment to slap her face, and this only made Fiona stroke him harder.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I'm your property. You do with me as you will. You're right to hit me. You're so right to choke me. A woman doesn't get to decide what's best. Only her Man. Only you.”

Her strokes increased in frequency and as they did, Hayley's ministrations toward her own cunt became more and more frequent as well. Hayley found she was about to cum just from watching Fiona get slapped and choked by her man. God, god! That was so hot, so wrong!

It was almost like Simon had a million little complaints that any boyfriend might have with his girlfriend. And he wanted, he needed to let these complaints feel their purchase in the world. Needed a physical output for them. For Fiona to embrace this physicality, to say that she wanted to feel his frustrations...Simon could only be too willing to follow through.

The slapping increased, the choking became harder, and Fiona only moaned and writhed the more. Unable to control himself any longer, Simon exploded, his cum thick and hot and gooey. Fiona slipped her mouth around the head of his cock after the first spurt got her in the face. Her cum-soaked hair and gorgeous face soon adored his cock with startling alacrity. She truly was made for this. Hayley moaned with her own orgasm as she saw her man cum. Her body spasmed against the door, and she was barely able to keep quiet, her sexy lithe body writhing in ecstasy in the hallway. 

She'd give anything if he let her taste him again. She just loved him so much!

Maybe...maybe after they were married.

Simon’s breathing slowed, eventually. He stroked Fiona with true affection in his eyes, and slid her up on his lap once more.

“I’d like to show you the ring I got for her, if I may.”

“Oh, yes!” Fiona clapped her hands together. “Please, let me see!”

He brought out the stone, contained in a small little box. Hayley struggled to hold in her breath. She could see it clearly from the angle she was at, and it was beautiful!

“Oh, my...” said Fiona, a frown forming.

“You don’t approve?”

“I’m just...not sure. I don’t know if it would work for someone of her...qualities.” 

Her voice had taken a rather acidic tone. At the same time, while she sat on one of Simon's massive legs, her hand had begun to stroke his still-wet and still-hard cock.

“How do you mean?” he asked.

He was too busy looking at the cum gathered around Fiona's breasts to properly appreciate how earnestly she stroked his cock.

“May I wear it?”

“Of course.”

Fiona slipped on the ring. Hayley felt fury, jealous and cruel, rising up inside of her.

“You see...when it’s on a finger like mine? A figure like mine? Do you see what I mean?”

“Yes,” he muttered slowly, watching her deeply. 

“I’m just so perfectly gorgeous all the time. And it’s all just for your enjoyment.”

He stroked her hair, adoration in every movement. “I know.”

“And that brings me to my point. This lovely, lovely stone isn’t even quite good enough for someone like me, is it?” She smiled. “And so...for someone like your wife. That means that it’s a little too good, doesn’t it? A little too glamorous.” She paused, smiling. “Excuse me, Master. Your wife-to-be.”

“Hmm. I see your point.”

“Might I offer an alternative suggestion?”

She clicked on his computer just a few times. The page already bookmarked in his browser. It was some landmark ring in design and quality, layered with sapphires and rubies. The ring’s price could barely fit on the screen.

“Now, you see that? Isn’t that a lovely ring? That’s the sort of ring you deserve to give to someone. You’re such a strong, good man. You deserve to give the fanciest ring possible to a woman who truly deserves it.”

“Yes,” he said softly. His eyes lit up, seeing the page, and then his gaze drifted back over to Fiona and her work on his cock.

Fiona’s fingers were still slick from her saliva and his cum from the last load as they worked up and down Simon's incredible cock. Hayley was in disbelief that he was still so, so very hard. It made other thoughts hard to process—that cock was right there, and so fucking huge!

“Could you imagine what that would be like?” Fiona stroked dutifully, her eyes focused solely on the thick beauty of Simon's rod. “Giving a beautiful, gorgeous ring to someone who needed it? To someone who deserved it? A stone like that, it belongs in a museum, or on an earth-shatteringly gorgeous woman.”

Simon didn't have words any more. He was clearly too turned on to speak. He pushed Fiona down to the ground and ripped off her dress, exposing her beautiful tits. 

In short order, he had taken both mountainous breasts and shoved his cock between their slick, sexy valley. He was so much larger than her. His cock reached her mouth, and she could suck him even as he fucked her big beautiful tits. 

“Gonna fucking ruin you,” he grunted. “All this nasty talk. Trying to take me from Hayley. I'll teach you. Teach you right.”

Fiona moaned out in affirmation. She was happy to be subject to anything at all that Simon wanted.

Hayley’s own were too small to fuck. Simon couldn’t do it with her. This panicked her horribly. Her breaths came hard and fast, once more. The stress, the anxiety breaking through the pink cloud after seeing the horrible scene with the ring, with Fiona so clearly trying to replace her. There was no rationalization that could work. Fiona was trying to wreck their home!

“You have all her money,” Fiona moaned. “All that money. She just gave it to you because you’re such a hunk.”

“That's right,” said Simon. He slapped Fiona, and she moaned with pleasure. The pain on her cheek was exactly the same as a slow rub on her clit. “She has to do what I say. And so do you.”

Fiona nodded. “Yes, Master. Treat me however you want! Treat me like you deserve.”

Simon slapped her again, and Fiona moaned with even more pleasure, holding her tits together for his cock to keep fucking. Simon was getting ready to cum again already.

Hayley's world was spinning. She couldn't make sense of anything. Wheezing, she had to grab the inhaler again.

And...there. 

All better.

Pink cloud, floating in. All anxieties, gone. All worries, dissipated. 

Replace her? How would Simon replace her? How would Fiona? Hayley was like, banging cool. She couldn't be replaced.

So what if Simon was fucking another girl's tits and slapping her around a bit? That was super hot. He was such a fucking stud. He deserved to do whatever he wanted. 

Moaning now, fingering her cunt furiously, she leaned forward against the door, pushing it open with her forehead. Simon must have seen her, but if he did, he did not care.

He did care about Fiona. She was gorgeous and deserved his attention. Groaning loud, huffing out every breath, he came, covering Fiona's face once more in the thick gooey strands of his load. Fiona giggled gleefully as she licked it up.

She pushed it all around on her huge tits, sliding the ring that was supposed to be Hayley’s through the thick, hot goo. It had been marked, the ring. Marked as Simon's. And Fiona had been marked at the same time.

Hayley knew that was supposed to mean something, that she ought to be like, worried or scared or something...but for the life of her, she couldn't figure out how it all fit together.

* * * * *
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A FEW WEEKS LATER, Simon still hadn’t proposed. Hayley clung to the hope that he would, and soon. She tried to drop hints, but mostly she just ended up giggling something stupid about white dresses.

“Aren’t like, white dresses fun and sexy?” she would say, trying to somehow consume food at dinner instead of drooling like a schoolgirl at every last movement of Simon's. “Like...shouldn’t like...I get one?”

He responded by buying her a cheap white minidress online. Fiona recommended it. It cost less than fifty dollars and was made of vinyl. She wore it, happily, hoping he would eventually make the association.

She would have bought her own dress, maybe, but Hayley had found out the hard way that she had no money anymore.

The incident occurred after a lot of introspection on Hayley's part, late on a Friday afternoon. Outside, the weather was turning cold at nights, and it rained regularly. 

More and more, she had become sure that the inhaler she had was the problem. And not because she had painted it pink and put little silly happy faces on it. No, no that. It was the fact that every time she took a breath of it, she felt funny and placid and silly for hours at a time. And she took it several, several times an hour! That couldn’t be good, right?

And so, in a rather lucid moment, not taking her inhaler for more than an hour, she decided she would get on a plane and go see her sister. She started packing a suitcase. It was pink, fluffy, and looked like a giant rabbit's head.

There was a knock on the door. Simon. He must have knocked gently. If he did a proper knock, he would splinter the wood. They had to replace three bathroom doors in the past week.

He walked in, shaking his head slowly at her attempts at packing her things. He had on just a brief pair of shorts and a tiny white shirt. He didn't bother much with clothes, anymore. They got in Fiona's way.

She wore her vinyl white dress and a thick pair of clunky black heels. Her dress had fit perfectly when Simon bought it just a week ago, but already it was too tiny. Her ass had ballooned outward, becoming perfect for squeezing and touching. Her tits had grown more than two cup sizes, approaching nearly 48DDs. Her legs were long and bronze, even though Simon had not allowed her to step outside for weeks. All of her skin was bronzed, in fact, and toned. The only working out she did was fingering her cunt to the workout channel on television. 

Her hair was thick, blonde, and reached nearly to her ass. It was a nuisance, sometimes, but it looked so hot. Especially with her puffy, thick cocksucking lips, and her bright, bright blue eyes. 

If you had asked Hayley, she would have insisted that she always looked this way.

“What do you think you’re doing, Hayley?”

“I wanna go see my sister,” said Hayley. “I’m feeling all funny and stuff. I just...I wanna get away. Out of this house for a little while. Okay?”

Simon examined her spilled-open suitcase. It was full of fashion magazines and make-up. A few coloring books. There were only a few pairs of clothes. 

Simon picked up a coloring book about dogs. Hayley resisted the urge to grab it from him. She liked that one. She had used blue in it, and that was such a pretty color.

“I’m just not going to allow that, Hayley.”

“Not allow it?” She giggled. “You don’t get to decide that. Like, I have money! I’m just gonna go.”

He shook his head sadly. Taking her by the arm, he sat her down in front of his computer in the bedroom. He and Fiona used it to watch porn while they fucked. Fiona liked to stroke his cock and tell him about all the women there he deserved to fuck. Sometimes they let Hayley sit at the foot of the bed and watch, and play with herself.

“You gave me all your money, love.” He pointed at the screen. It was full of numbers and stuff. Hayley couldn't process any of it. “Don’t you remember? You signed papers and everything. You said I deserved it more.”

Well, he did deserve it. So, that made perfect sense.

But, didn’t she deserve something? She was looking hot, lately. Her body was rocking. Over the last few weeks, her tits had grown and grown. 

Right? Or...hadn't they...been that way?

Thinking was hard. She giggled.

“I don’t...I’m like, not happy, Simon!”

She said this in an enthusiastic voice, like she was congratulating someone for winning a sports car.

“You’re giggling and smiling all the time.”

“Yes, but something is wrong.” She put a hand through the thick, lustrous strands of her shiny blonde hair. “I’m like...all giggly and dumb and stuff. And my titties! They keep getting bigger! I think? None of my bras even fit anymore! None of my clothes do, either!”

“Oh, sweetie.” He tsked. “That’s what you’re upset about? You want some new clothes?”

“Yes! But other things too! I wanna see my sister, okay! I want to go see her.”

She crossed her arms, stamping her heels. They barely made a sound. Oh, right—there was new, puffy carpet on the floor. The better for fucking Fiona in, Simon had explained. Wordlessly, Simon picked up her inhaler from off the bed and slipped it into Hayley’s mouth. Without a thought, she sucked it in, letting that pleasant pink cloud take over. 

Just weeks ago, the inhaler's medicine would create a significant shift in thinking, a new lateral plane of being. Now, it was just slipping a few gears back, making it that much easier to relax. She felt all the tension slide out of her gorgeous blonde body.

Why had she been talking about growing titties? Her titties were plenty big. She giggled. They always had been. Simon loved them that way.

“How about this,” said Simon. “I’ll invite your sister over. She can fly in tomorrow, if that makes you feel better. I’ll even pay for the ticket myself.”

“Gee, really?” Hayley felt her heart flutter. That was so nice of him. “That would be great!”

“And as far as clothes go, you can just borrow Fiona’s.”

“I...but...I want new clothes...”

He shushed her, putting his fingers on her mouth. She felt the little quivers of an orgasm at his strong, manly touch on the pleasure centers of her lips. 

“Don’t be silly, babe. You’ll look hotter in Fiona’s clothes anyway. We don’t have money to just buy a new wardrobe whenever you want.”

She nodded, smiling. He was so right. He was always so right. Why hadn’t she just talked with him to begin with?

“Now,” he said. “Don’t you owe your Man an apology?”

Slowly, she nodded, sinking her head down to his lap. Quickly, she had freed his cock and slid him down her throat. 

It only happened when Fiona wasn't around, but Simon had been fucking her more and more recently. Mostly he stuck to her mouth, taking a quicky blowjob whenever he felt like it, but sometimes he would honor her by filling up her cunt. He promised he wouldn't get her preggo, though. 

Somehow, that disappointed Hayley. She thought she would make a super mommy. She wanted babies in her body so bad.

Tears filled her eyes as she took his cock into her mouth. He was hard already. Hayley knew he could cum whenever he wanted. He must have enjoyed feeling her tears slide down around his crotch—they were tears of joy at being listened to, tears of happiness that he still wanted to use her in the way that she was intended.

Her lips, so thick and plump, were the perfect cocksucking devices. She slobbered up and down his cock, making him as wet as he was hard. Simon was so strong that he could just ram her up and down as quick as he liked. It was almost like he was just masturbating, using her head as his hand.

“I’m going to honor you, now, Hayley,” he said, breathing fast. “Are you ready? Are you ready for your Man’s glory?”

She moaned an affirmative. She had been born ready to take her Man's cum.

Groaning, he shot into her mouth, spraying his brilliant warm spray all down her throat. She swallowed every last bit of it, orgasming all the way. She couldn't stop orgasming when it came to Simon's cum. Seeing it, smelling it, hearing about it from Fiona. All of it made Hayley cum like the hot bimbo babe she had become.

And so she came, and came again, clinging hard to Simon’s body as he pulsed load after load down her throat. She continued to hold him as she drifted into sleep.

When she woke from her cum-filled daze, she saw that she had been hugging a pillow, not Simon. He must have walked away, as she could hear him and Fiona down the hall, cooing and fucking wildly. God, her man was such a stud, able to get hard so quickly.

The next day, he and Fiona went out on the town, leaving Hayley in the house to clean. They bought the dark-haired beauty a brand new wardrobe. Not a piece of it—not even the barely-there lace lingerie—cost less than five hundred dollars.

* * * * * 
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HAYLEY WALKED THROUGH the house, holding a feather duster. She giggled as it slid over the surfaces, gathering up the dust. It was like some sort of dust magnet, sucking up all the dirtiness that it touched. That was like, super neat. It was so cool what devices men could invent for women to do for them. Fiona had bought it for her a few days ago, saying that she wasn't doing a very good job with the rags and spray.

She wished she could go out and buy something for herself, but that was impossible. Leaving the house was impossible. Good maids stayed in the house at all times, cleaning and cooking and obeying. And that's what Hayley was—a very, very good maid.

Certainly, she was dressed like one. She wore nothing but tiny white lingerie, her enormous breasts just barely contained by the thin fabric. Little white gloves were tied to her wrists with pink ribbons. Her hair, fabulously long and thick, fluttered down past her ass like a golden blanket.

She teetered on her heels as she sauntered on down the expensively decorated, wood-floored hall. She was incredibly top-heavy. It was sometimes hard for her to keep her balance.

Earlier this morning, for instance, she had broken her inhaler from a fall. It was a stupid, silly, very Hayley-like thing to do. But, that was okay. Her asthma hadn't really seemed to act up in ages, now. She mostly used the inhaler because it made her feel so funny and nice.

Still cleaning, Hayley stepped into Simon’s study area. He wasn't in there. He was in the backyard, working out. He liked to lift weights in the sun where the neighbors could watch. Hayley had caught a few nearby housewives eyeing him from their windows, slowly fingering their bodies in their skimpy night robes. 

In the study, Fiona lay supine on the couch, one leg casually lifted up over the back. Her body was bare but for the lacy trails of ludicrously expensive lingerie around her privates. Her terrifically large breasts seemed held up entirely by the force of her will. A thick, black sable coat covered her  incredible body. Her smile was serene, sultry. She held a glass of brandy in one perfectly manicured hand, swirling gently. With her other hand, she was letting milk drip from her tits into a large coffee cup.

“Hello, dolly,” she said, venom dripping from her voice. “I was just making a drink for Daddy. He’s supposed to come and fuck me full of his babies, soon. Would you like to help?”

“Drink? But that’s...you have...milk? Babies?”

Hayley’s thoughts spun.

“H-how long...have you been able to do that?” she asked.

“What? Milk?” Fiona shrugged. “I've been doing it this whole time. You've even caught me before, from time to time. And then we just gave you a little tug on your happy breath, and you were good to go.”

Hayley's world felt crumbly all of a sudden. In the bimbofied ozone of her thoughts, small connections started to get made. If...if Fiona had milk, that meant that they could have been sneaking into any of their food! Into Simon! Into Hayley! They could have been doing any old thing at all! What else were they lying about?

Fiona sat up, a little concerned. “Where is your inhaler, dolly?” 

“I broke it.”

“You broke it?”

“Yes, okay! I don't have it anymore. Just...just b-be quiet!”

She held her hands to her head, fingers trailing through the thick blonde hair there. God, was that supposed to be there? Had her hair always been blonde like this?

“You look like you’re having an attack,” said Fiona, a little concerned. “You should have a little milk. It will calm you down.”

She set down her brandy and approached Hayley calmly, the cup of milk outstretched. 

“I’m not...n-not having an attack. I’m thinking! Don't you get it? I'm thinking, for once!”

She pushed Fiona back onto the couch. Her cup went flying, and she was covered in her own thick milk. She giggled, somewhat delighted, immediately scooping up the thick substance and sucking it down through heavy, thick lips. 

Hayley rushed behind the large desk at the end of the room. Simon kept files. Everything was filed. She found “C” for “Castle.” 

Words were so, so hard for a silly little girl like her, and they kept wanting to mush around, but if she squinted her eyes and focused, they started to come together. Forming sentences and lines that she could recognize.

There. It was all there in the receipt. Her sparkling blue eyes grew wider and wider. Simon had bought the Homewrecking Hottie with Hayley's money. He had let himself forget that he'd done it. He'd made Hayley forget that he'd done it.

“You’re...” Hayley shook her head in disbelief, staring at Fiona. “You’re a Homewrecking Hottie!”

“And proud of it,” said Fiona, tossing her hair back. Her milk was already sliding right off it, as if it couldn't bear to mar such beauty. “And, might I add, doing a terrific job.”

“B-but...we wanted a maid...”

“Perhaps you did. But from what I understand, Simon wasn’t entirely sold on that...and then you made Miss Svetlana angry. That was a mistake.” Fiona giggled. “Or, maybe not. You’re completely hot, now.”

Fiona approached her, smiling seductively. Hayley had seen this before—it was how Fiona always convinced Simon to do something he was unsure of. The receipt fell from Hayley's hands, fluttering to the ground.

“But I just...I said...I thought...um...”

It was so hard to focus on anything when Fiona was right there, and so, so very pretty...

“Don’t you enjoy being a maid?”

Hayley whimpered. She did. But...b-but, no! She had to fight!

“You might have Simon fooled, you might have him entranced and hypnotized with your wiles, but you haven’t got me, all right? Do you understand? I-I’m in charge of you. I'm the boss!”

“You are very tiresome,” Fiona purred. She slipped her gentle arms around Hayley’s neck. Hayley didn’t understand what was happening. “Come here.”

She kissed Hayley, long and slow. Fiona's tongue tasted like warm, rich chocolate. The pink cloud was back in Hayley's mind, and stronger than ever. Her pussy felt suddenly soaked.

“Here, love,” she purred. “Have some of your medicine.”

She tugged her bra all the way down. Her tits leaked out hot, aromatic milk. It looked delicious. 

Drool slowly dribbled down her chin. Oh god. She wanted to taste another woman’s milk!

“You...no milk. Not...not supposed to have.”

“Don’t be silly, dolly. You're supposed to have whatever I say. It's about time you had a proper taste of me.”

Fiona slid her hand through Hayley’s thick, hot hair, attaching her mouth to the leaking nipple below. Hayley sucked obediently, greedily, taking in the happy thoughts it provided. All struggle gone, all fighting gone. Her mind drifted away to another place. Fiona’s fingers were on her moist cunt, and she couldn’t help but spread her legs and let her in. She was sooo pretty.

“This is much more pure than what you’re used to,” said Fiona. “The inhaler is rather indirect. It takes so much longer. To tell you the truth, I think Simon and I have been enjoying it. We make fun of you constantly. All that fumbling about and trying to get your way. Your wits were rather crude, even before all of this.”

All Hayley could think was that Fiona was like, the most gorgeous woman Hayley had ever seen in her entire life. It was so nice to be talked about by her. 

Thumping sounds indicated the massive Simon's arrival. Lips still attached to Fiona's tit, Hayley felt love and adoration for her Man fill her body, her mind, her soul. Her everything. That’s what he was. Everything.

Fiona slipped upward, greeting Simon with a long, loving kiss. They were made for each other. The one so buff and strong, and the other so very feminine and perfect. It was a perfect match. Hayley felt happy just to witness it.

Fiona cast a cold, raised eyebrow back toward Hayley. “Really, love, I think you should stop stringing her along now. I don’t think we can wipe this incident from her mind. We've already used the device on her so many times, and her inhaler’s broken.”

Simon sighed. “Oh, very well. It was just fun, watching her try to be normal still.”

Fiona, very quickly, had removed Simon's workout pants. His entire body was naked now. He was built like a brick house, every portion defined and massive. 

Fiona's hand slid up and down Simon’s huge cock, slow, deliberate, getting him hard. Her milk slid down his thick abs, quickly lubricating her strokes, along with his precum.

“Tell me you don’t want her to be your wife? Will you please tell me that, at least?”

“Fuck...Fiona.”

To his credit, Simon looked somewhat regretful.

“You don’t want her as your wife, do you? Truly, you don’t.”

“No,” he said, nodding.

“You don’t want her in this house, do you?”

“N-no.”

Fiona's stroking was harder now, harder and harder. Urgent. Needing to hear his answers. Needing to wreck the home apart. 

“She doesn’t deserve this house. She doesn’t deserve you.”

Simon grabbed her, his hands running through Fiona's thick dark hair. 

“You’re right, baby. You’re so fucking right.”

He pushed Fiona down to the ground, easily stripping her panties away. He ripped them off with such ferocity that they practically dissolved in the air. Within seconds he was thrusting inside of her eagerly waiting cunt. Hayley watched, moaning happily and fingering her pussy. It was so, so hot to watch her two favorite people fuck!

“Please, sir?” Fiona moaned. “Please, Daddy? Won’t you be my husband? Won’t you be my one and only? The one who fucks me, who owns me, who breaks me in with his massive fucking studcock? Won’t you please, Daddy?”

Simon thrust into her harder, his hands sliding around Fiona's throat. That was how she liked it. She loved being choked while he fucked her. His hands holding her on one end made it that much easier for him to thrust his massive cock into her on the other. Fiona's tits dripped milk constantly, sliding it all around their bodies. Both of them were covered in the milk, fucking in it. 

Hayley knelt before them, knowing exactly what to do and say.

“Yes Sir! Please take her as your wife! I don’t deserve you! I don’t deserve you! I want Fiona to be your wife! I want her to turn more fucking sluts into bimbos for you, baby! I want her to give you as many babies as you want! Please, Simon! She's so much better than I am, please?”

Yelling out wildly, Simon unloaded in Fiona's cunt. Fiona clearly came, announcing her orgasm with shuddering breaths, declaring that it was all for him, all for Simon.

Hayley came at the same time, just like she always did when Simon came. Good maids came when their Masters did. That only made sense.

For once, the orgasm seemed to exhaust Simon. Probably, working out just before hand had tired him some. Hayley fell on top of the pile, and Fiona allowed her to drink at her tits even more. Fiona must have really, really liked Hayley to let that happen.

Just a few minutes after they all lay in an exhausted heap, the doorbell rang.

“Hayley, you’re the maid,” said Simon. “Fix yourself up and go answer it.”

“Yes, Master,” said Hayley. “Of course, Master.”

She was so happy to obey. She tugged her lingerie up and wiped the milk off her face, cheerfully skipping downstairs to the cavernous entryway.

The woman at the door, tall and brunette, looked familiar, and it took a moment for it to register for Hayley.

“Hayley...is that you?” asked the woman.

Hayley didn’t understand right away. 

“It’s me? It’s your sister...? You bought me a ticket to come here?”

Recognition finally hit Hayley.

“Oh! Kendra! Hi!”

Hayley giggled.

“Hayley? What’s...what’s that smell? What’s happened to you?”

Hayley dragged her inside. “I’ll explain everything. Now, you must have traveled a long way. May I get you a drink? Some milk?”

“Milk?” Kendra inhaled deeply. “Yes, that sounds lovely, actually. Thank you. But then you've got to explain everything. You look...you look like some reject bimbo slut.”

Hayley smiled. Master would be so happy about what this.

* * * * *
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THERE WAS NO TRAFFIC around the limo at the intersection. No one was coming. Simon tapped the young man on the shoulder, gesturing for him to keep looking at Hayley in the limo.

“What's your name?”

“D-Darren.”

“All right, Darren. Look at Hayley, there. She's gorgeous, huh?”

“B-beautiful.” Darren sounded awestruck.

“Right! And see, me? I love her. She's great. Cleans, cooks, fucks whenever you want. She even recruited my limo driver, Kendra. The perfect maid, Hayley is. But my wife here, she's sort of programmed not to like her. And, tell you the truth, it sort of turns me on to watch her be so angry at Hayley for just no reason at all.”

Darren looked confused. “Oh.” 

“But that's not healthy, right? So...we're selling her.”

“Hayley?”

“Yes. To you.”

“But I...I don't have any cash.”

“How much you have on you?”

Darren checked his wallet. 

“Eight dollars.”

“Sold! To the lucky young man in the street.”

He tapped Fiona's head, still happily wrapped around his massive cock. “You hear that, dear? Wish fulfilled.”

Fiona giggled and moaned, her stomach thoroughly full of cum. Hayley watched Darren notice, for the first time, that Fiona was massively pregnant. Triplets, the doctor had said. Hayley was so happy for them. Fiona's ring—sparkling bright with a huge trio of diamonds, accompanied with a number of sapphires and rubies—glittered on her hand, wrapped around the massive base of Simon's cock.

“She's yours now, son,” said Simon. “Go to town. You hear that, Hayley? He owns you now.”

Obediently, Hayley stepped out of the limo and greeted her new Master. Her pussy pulsed with bliss, loving everything about him.

His name was Darren. That was such a perfect name.

The limo skidded away, leaving them alone on the street together. The wind picked up, blowing Hayley's tiny dress upward. He could no doubt tell that she wasn't wearing any panties.

Within moments, Hayley was on the street next to Darren, on her knees. She tugged at his jeans, hand sliding around his hardening cock. His smell was so perfect, so amazing. 

“Oh, Master,” Hayley moaned. “I’m so glad you bought me.”

“Fuck,” he said dumbly. “I don’t know what I was thinking. I have a girlfriend. She’s gonna freak.”

A girlfriend? Hayley giggled. Somehow, she knew that would be no problem. Her heavy tits leaked out milk, puddling down to the ground. She scooped some up and slipped it into Darren’s mouth.

At first, he tried to protest. But as soon as it came close, he let her fingers in. He slid down to the ground with her, eagerly sucking at Hayley’s milk-giving tit. She arranged herself so that her hand wrapped around his cock through his pants. It got harder all the time with her milk sliding through his body.

An idea struck Hayley, seeming absolutely brilliant. 

“Do you think you could get me pregnant?”

He nodded slowly, staring at her with love in his eyes. It was the happiest moment of her life.

# # #
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Alpha Worship – Bowing To His Will
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I sigh, looking wistfully at the love of my life, the conqueror of my cunt’s every orgasm, the dominator of my every fantasy—as he in turn looks wistfully at the woman driving us up the mountain where we’ll begin our dig. 

The mountain is tall and the drive is treacherous. We’ve had to step out of the SUV now five or maybe six times to clear rocks from our path and help to push the wheels out of thick piles of syrupy mud in the road. Once, there was a fallen tree across the trail—the mountain is the apex of an immense forest in the middle of this Scandinavian peninsula, called God’s Reach in the native tongue, and nearly everything here wants us to leave. 

Next to me, as our vehicle bustles and rustles and shakes up the trail, climbing the hard path more than it is actually driving up it, Professor Janine Habermann sleeps peacefully. She’s blonde, thirty-eight, and painfully pretty for a woman who hates Professor Slate so much—and by proxy, me, his dutiful and utterly loyal assistant. 

It’s weird to have a pretty person just perpetually angry with you; you want to kiss them almost as much as you want to slap them across the face. Habermann has a terrible fear of heights and took a few Valium (or their equivalent) at the start of our trip. It’s understandable—looking down the mountain gives me a crazy mixture of terror and thrill—but it’s also kind of annoying. She’s on this trip; she should help. 

Professor Slate—apple of my eye—continues to look longingly at our guide and driver, Vlada Voladina as we make a treacherous turn around the side of a mountain, the wooden planks nailed into the trail straining beneath our combined weight. It’s not like I can blame him. Heck, if I wasn’t so obsessed with looking at Professor Slate, I’d probably be looking at Vlada too. She’s a kind of mercenary type, a real badass. When we met her at the base of the mountain, she was wearing tight skinny jeans, a dark blue Henley sweater, a thick ribbed wool cap, and her gun holster (complete with two heavy, large pistols). 

That was it. It’s -10 outside. 

She’s sort of my hero? 

Plus she’s fucking gorgeous, ugh. Tall cheek bones. Smooth, smooth fucking skin. Like alabaster smooth, except she's deeply brown. 

If I wasn’t so obsessed with jumping Professor Slate’s bones, I might re-indulge in my bisexual side to get a chance to sleep with Vlada. 

I’m kind of obsessive, sexually. If that bothers you, well, fuck you. I’m turned on and I’ve been traveling for days with the guy who is like the object of all my sexual fantasies, and has been since I was a little girl. 

Nolan Slate is my professor—a world-famous archaeologist. You know the kind of guy who uncovers ancient Chinese tombs or discovers Scandinavian mummies, the sort who explores the jungles of the Amazon to find crazy underground pyramids made of quartz? 

He’s that guy. He’s tall and rugged and has thick dark hair and bright blue eyes that I just know would make the world align with all the stars in the sky if I just got to see them light up as he emptied his seed inside of my hot virgin body. 

I’m a little nuts about him, I know. And I know that I shouldn’t be, that he’s recently divorced and he’s still healing, and I don’t want to take advantage of his feelings of vulnerability. 

But ugggh I want to suck on his cock so bad. I want to live in a puddle of his cum and wrap myself around his feet until he calls me his little fuckslave for life. 

This is my stupid fantasy world; welcome to it. 

I’ve been following his exploits since my Dad left my Mom and I and she gave me a crate full of National Geographic to distract me from how much she was crying and drinking. 

Don’t worry; she got over it after like a year. 

But, I didn’t get over my crush on Professor Slate, and as soon as I was able, I applied only to the university he worked at, in his program, specifically to get this kind of chance right here.

Yes, I’m an academic. And yes, it’s massively exciting to search with him for the Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male, a find so rare and extraordinary that even being remotely attached to its discovery would affix my position as a university professor like, the second I actually graduate with my degree. 

I have a genuine interest in archaeology, in discovering the old and making it new again, to helping to inform humanity about where our origins lie and what we’re capable of. 

But I’d be lying to you if I told you anything except about how this trip is conceptualized in my mind as a way to slide my mouth around Professor Slate’s cock and feel his cum jetting down my throat. Or, even better, to feel him pump his cock inside my hot young virgin-and-saved-up-just-for-him pussy and make me so fucking pregnant I'll never be able to walk again. 

Do you think if I ask really nice he’ll let me call him Daddy?

I wear my issues on my sleeve; I don’t give a fuck. Thinking about that—calling him Daddy, feeling him hold me down, urging him to cum in my fertile cunt so I’ll be tied to him forever—makes me need to shift my body against the car door so that it’s less obvious about how my fingers are sliding up and down against the heated front of my crotch. 

On my neck is my pendant, channeling the heat of my body out into the world. It's an old thing from my mother—given to her from her mother, and her mother before her. I've worn it ever since I went to college. My mom didn't make a big deal about it, but she said her mom really did, mentioning how it came from some ancient place. Mom didn't believe any of that—she almost never wore it—but she thought it was appropriate for my study. 

I wear it constantly. It's an odd little thing, interlocking circles and triangles, about the circumference of a quarter, the color of burnished lead. I think it has some weird chemical reaction stuff going on inside the metals. It's always getting warm or cold. Ever since I've come to college, ever since I've been studying under Professor Slate, it's been like, nearly constantly warm, just like my pussy. 

Fuck but I want to fuck him so bad. He’ll be my first. I’ve been saving myself for him. I think right now he thinks my enthusiasm for following his orders is just blind, happy academic excitement—like I’m some goody two-shoes desperate to please any authority figure in charge of me. 

And yeah, okay, I sort of am...but fuck you, I want to suck his cock.

“Here we are,” says Vlada in that sexy-as-fuck Russian accent. It’s hard not to imagine her purring lips forming soft, sensuous sweet nothings as they tilt into a lover’s ear. 

Or sliding onto Professor Slate's cock. Fuck. That's so hot. 

We roll onto a flat level on the road and onto a sort of snow-covered plateau. The cabin ahead of us is of average size and looks like it belongs in a winter clothing catalog. There’s a chimney on one end which I feel like should already have smoke streaming out from it, but doesn’t, of course, there’s not been anyone here. Heavy snow, six inches thick, sits on top of the shingles of the roof and the windows are covered with inches of frost. 

“Well,” says Professor Slate, stepping out of the SUV. “Here we are then. A bit of a fixer-upper, eh? Good. How far did you say we were to the dig site?”

“From the map you have given me,” says Vlada, pulling her bag out from the back of the vehicle, “I would say about a two mile hike. About an hour away in good weather.”

She looks up then, beautiful face peering up at the clouds. Her eyes are green, like mine, but more vividly so. I cannot help but feel inadequate when I’m near her, but it also kind of excites me how much prettier she is than me. It makes me want to be told that I should lick her boots. Maybe if Professor Slate said so...his cock driving into my cunt from behind as he lets me know that’s what he wants...

I realize I’m staring at Vlada, and she catches me, smiling slyly. She’s clearly used to this sort of attention, even from pretty young academics. 

I’m not like, gorgeous like Vlada or anything, or even severely classically beautiful like Janine is, but I think I’m pretty good. I’ve kept myself in shape for years with weight lifting and rock climbing, knowing that on-site archaeology requires you to be pretty fit. 

My hair is light, dirty blond, and kept most of the time in a thick, messy, low-pony tail. My features are nice; I’ve got bright eyes and pouty lips, a cute nose, a defined jawline and chin, and I’ve practiced making faces in the mirror for years to let Professor Slate know how badly I need him to stick his cock in me right away, and I think I’ve got it down to a science. 

I’m making that sort of face at his back, now, practicing, building up my will. As he turns, I change back to a smile—happy and open. 

Anything, I’m hoping to advertise—just anything you say, Sir.

“Alice, can you grab the cooler and the knapsacks? I’ll try to wake Professor Habermann.”

“Absolutely, Sir,” I say, capitalizing the “Sir” all on my own, a special inclusion just for me. “Do you want me to give you the bomb suit?”

“We didn’t pack a bomb suit,” he says absently, opening the side door where Janine is slumbering. “Oh, you mean because she hates me.” He smirks. “Funny.”

My heart thumps wildly at the soft praise.

While Professor Slate deals with Professor Habermann, Vlada and I deal with unpacking the car and setting up the fireplace. 

“There should be logs in container outside,” says Vlada. “Dry and thick. Fetch them, yes?”

I hop to do as she says, heart fluttering still a bit from the sexy way her accent wraps around every syllable that struts out of her mouth. As I walk back in, I’m distracted a bit, watching Professor Slate help Habermann to her feet. 

It’s not easy for me, watching him be next to her. I know that once, a long time ago, they had been lovers. Since then, they’ve both been married—and divorced—to other people, and I’m a bit concerned about what might happen if a bottle of brandy breaks out and they’re reminiscing about old times. 

Thinking about him wanting to fuck Vlada is fine—Vlada is hot, and obviously wouldn’t be stuck with Professor Slate for longer than a hot fling. She can take of herself. And more importantly, there’s no emotional history there. 

Janine Habermann had her chance with him and fucking blew it. Anyone who’s too big of an idiot to fuck a living hero like Professor Slate and not suck his cock forever to make him stay doesn’t deserve to have him again, and can just fuck off forever.

My therapist would say I’m displacing my emotions. She can fuck off, too. 

“In my country,” Vlada says to me in the cabin as I toss the logs down next to the fireplace, “when a woman wants a man, even a young woman, she lets him know right away. There is no ‘will she, won’t she’ bullshit. Just aggressive, hot, immediate sex. Before anyone else gets an idea.”

I gulp, staring back at her. It’s hard to hear her talk about sex like that and not feel a trembling of lust. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I say, voice a little tremulous.

“Please.” She kneels down next to me and helps me load the firewood into the fireplace. Our breaths condense quickly in the cold air; I’m surprised they don’t crystallize. “Your attraction to him is as clear as the nose on your face. You are adult, yes? You are alone with him. The night is cold and lonely. If this Professor does not see how badly you want him, you should not let him remain in ignorance. Sneak into his room at night, and—”

At the front of the cabin, Professor Slate elaborately cleared his throat, letting Vlada know that he could hear every word that she had been saying. Next to him, fully awake now, was Professor Habermann, smiling with ill humor at the sudden awkwardness of the situation. 

Vlada gave me an apologetic pat on my shoulder, sliding her majestic ass up and standing up at her full tall height, fully confident in herself. She saw no shame in the situation, which was true for her, as her biggest life’s aspiration wasn’t just tossed on top of the subject of that aspiration like a fucking jar of pickles spilled out onto the pantry floor.

I can’t fight the tears that start streaming from my eyes; I storm past the professors at the front door and run to the car. “I’ll make sure the tires are okay,” I say, not caring for the first time all day how cold it is out there.

* * * * * 
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TOTALLY. 

Fucking.

Ruined.

I can’t fucking believe it. I can’t fucking believe Vlada. I’m so fucking angry I could scream—and I do scream a little, with the wind picking up higher and higher, tearing into my face and flinging my tears across the Scandinavian wilderness. They become ice almost instantly, floating in the wind just for seconds before being ripped apart. 

This place really fucking hates humans.

It’s like, I know she was just trying to help. I know she saw me horny as fuck and wanted to offer some encouragement—and you know what? Good on her, man. 

I’ve been so fucking horny for Professor Slate that just having someone else know it, and to encourage it, felt like crack fucking cocaine as she was talking to me. Plus she’s fucking hot, and clearly has had sex like, eighteen billion times, so it’s easy to take her seriously when she gives advice about attracting men. 

It was, no joke, the most camaraderie I’ve felt with other women for years.

And then it was fucking ruined because Miss Mercenary apparently has the situational awareness of a blind-deaf turtle and now Professor Slate knows and that means I’ll never get to suck his beautiful cock, never get to surprise him with how much I adore him, never get to help him realize how easily I can be the one to repair his beautiful heart and let him know that he’s so important and wonderful and handsome...

“Shit!” I scream into the wind, banging the tire iron against the side of the wheels. “Shit, shit, shit!”

And it’s like, that I know Vlada was only trying to help and actually was being helpful only makes it all worse because that means I can’t be mad at her, which is what I really want to do right now. 

Fuck!

The wind stopped; I had to stop screaming. I hit the wheels with the tire iron again in frustration, wishing I could take the last two minutes back.

“That must be some new form of auto maintenance I’m not aware of,” says Professor Slate, coming up behind me. “Maybe you could teach me about it?”

I wipe my face, hoping to god I’m not some raccoon-eyed mess. I do a quick check in the car window, pulling my cap down farther around my ears—I look fine. Red-faced but fine. Maybe it’s even attractive—rosy cheeks and all that. 

It’s so cold and windy out here that all my tears have been freeze-dried before they got a chance to do any damage to my make up, which was minimal anyway. I mean I had to put on something, I’m stuck in a cabin for a month with the crush of my life, but I’m also not stupid, we were climbing a mountain today, god.

I turn to look at him, arms crossed, struggling not to start bawling. Fuck, he’s handsome. All I want to do, still, is jump his bones. 

“You know,” he says, “it was a little ambiguous who was talking about who until you ran out of there.”

He’s smiling, like this is a joke. Like my own personal horror show is just fun for him. I feel a flare of anger building, not really sure where to place it. 

“Listen, Alice...”

“Oh, god,” I press my fingers into my nose, hating myself. “Please, don’t do that right now.”

“Don’t do what?”

“The pity thing. The ‘you’re a great girl,’ thing. 'I really appreciate your hard work and ethics.' All of that. Like, if you value my self-esteem at all, please don’t tell me how great you think I am and then proceed not to sleep with me.”

“What makes you think I was going to say that?”

“Weren’t you?”

He laughs. “You’ve got a lot of fire, don’t you? I don’t think you’ve said this much to me since...ever.”

“We talked for like three hours after my interview. About the architecture in ancient Mayan cultures.”

He shakes his head. “No, I talked for three hours. You listened raptly, attentively, and nodded where appropriate and smiled the whole time like I was some rock star.”

I bite my lip. “What are people supposed to do? You’re interesting.”

“I am boring.” He laughed. “Especially talking about architecture.”

“Boring? But you—you’re...you explore unexplored places! You rock climb into untouched worlds! Cave dive into forgotten civilizations!”

“You can keep going, it’s all working for me.”

My heart is hammering so fucking hard. “What?”

“I’m attracted to you, Alice. I really am. You’re a gorgeous teenager with a, frankly, amazing body, who’s made it painfully obvious how much you hero worship me.” I’m blushing so fucking hard; my cunt is practically gushing. “I’m a professional, Alice, but no man is that professional. I was really lucky you’re so well-qualified for this job, or else I would have felt like a real dick for hiring you as my assistant.”

“What do you mean?”

Everything is so hard to process. His beard is so fucking sexy. I want to live in it.

“I mean you’re really good at this. You have the grades and you topped the classes for the exhibitions the university held for two semesters straight. You’ve put in time at internships at digs all over the country—you know, at home—and wrote essays, three of them, actually, about the how to properly clean ancient bones for identification when no traditional tools are available. It eases my conscience, is all.” His hand takes a hold of mine. “Because if you had been bad at this, and I hired you anyway, then it would have been painfully obvious how much I want to get to know you better.”

He’s being sweet: “get to know you better.” I know he was being sweet and it was sweet that he was being sweet, but I translated all my lust into my face right then and asked, “What exactly do you mean by ‘get to know me better,’ Professor Slate?”

“Call me Nolan.” He smiles now. “And for starters—”

“Trespassers!” 

We both turn, startled by the sudden rough voice carried across the wind. What we see is a strange, completely unexpected sight—a bent-over crone dressed all in rags, her skin mottled and gray, fingernails like claws. She looks like something out of a cartoon, except she’s real, which only makes her all the more terrifying. One big, black eye staring at us, the other stitched shut; teeth mostly gone from the front of her mouth; nose upturned like a pig’s.

“Trespassers!” she calls again. “Be gone from here! Be gone from this place! You do not belong. Get out of here before it is too late.”

Professor Slate—Nolan? Mmph—steps forward, smiling friendly, holding his hands up. 

“I’m really sorry if we’ve disturbed you somehow, ma’am,” he says. “But we have a permit to rent here for thirty days, straight from the owner. If you’d like, I can show you the paperwork—”

“There is no paperwork with authority high enough to allow the desecration of holy ground!” the witch roars. Her voice is about three times as big as she is. “You must leave here and never look back! It is unsafe. It is unseemly. The gods are watching even now, and they do not approve; they do not want you here. Turn back, turn away, before—”

A gunshot fires across the mountain. Nolan ducks and pulls me down into the snow with him, on top of me—so protective, I could just fucking die in his arms—and we turn again to see Vlada walking toward us, gun raised high in the air with smoke floating out from the barrel. I take a long moment to inhale his deeply sexy scent. Masculine and earthy, like cedar. 

“Stupid old bat,” she says. “We have had issues with her in the past. Always this superstitious bullshit. Pay her no mind.”

Nolan stands back up, dusting himself off, and then helps me up. 

“Thank you for the, er...assist, Vlada, but, really, I’d prefer to talk this out with this...lovely woman...”

We turn back toward the crone, but she is gone, utterly disappeared. There are no tracks in the frozen snow—none to say where she has gone, and none either to track where she had come from. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


THE REST OF THE NIGHT passes rather quickly; darkness comes quick in this place and all of us are tired from the day’s events. The cabin is not huge, but not small either. Nolan has his own room in the far corner, and next to his is Professor Habermann’s, who I’ve hardly spoken to at all this entire trip.

Nolan. I can call him fucking Nolan.

Mmmph. Fuck. I'll probably still beg to call him Daddy, though. 

After we unpack, we eat a short, quiet dinner, with Nolan and Vlada going over the map and comparing their notes, making sure they had all their coordinates synchronized. We go over the plans in case anything went wrong—what to do if there was a fire, a black out, a thunderstorm, an avalanche, a bear. Vlada goes over everything in detail. 

My foot slides against Nolan’s the whole time, staring dreamily at his big, strong hands. I want to know what they’ll feel like when he’s holding me down—maybe I can tell him “no” the first time; maybe he’ll be into that? Maybe it’ll be hotter if he thinks I don’t want it...if he has to force me, take me, make me his...

But he pulls his feet back, knowing what's happening with me. He moves his eyebrows deliberately at Vlada, wanting me to listen; so, of course, knowing what he wants, I do it. It’s important—Vlada knows this mountain like the back of her hand and the explicitness with which she describes how to kill wolves or lions is both scary and basically the coolest thing I’ve ever heard. It’s a wonder she doesn’t just walk around in animal skins all time. 

Fucking badass, she is. 

Habermann acts like it’s all beneath her and honestly you can’t blame her too much. She’ll only have to remember all of this if the rest of us don’t, and in that case, probably she’d be dead anyway. She’s a theoretical archaeologist; she’s the kind of person who takes the information gathered in the field and puts it all together from the safety of an office inside some limber-dick liberal city with seventeen hundred coffee houses per square mile. 

With her platinum hair all gathered up in a bun and her big poofy white jacket, she looks like she’s some agent from Heaven sent to cast judgment on the rest of us. She’s very quiet the whole time, casting disbelieving looks at Nolan and Vlada. 

When Nolan gets up to use the bathroom—it's outside, an outhouse, ick—she turns to Vlada and shakes her head.

“I can’t believe you’re just allowing him to exploit your talents like this.”

Vlada smiles, always in control. “What do you mean?”

“I mean that he’s full of shit, and the only reason I’m here is because the university is promising me twice the paid sabbatical time afterward if I go along with this crazy bullshit. He’s lucky he’s got a friend in the dean’s office. But you...” Habermann shakes her head. “You’re obviously a professional. No one is doubting that. I have every confidence you’ll keep us safe out here, so this isn’t about anything about your capabilities. But good lord, the 'Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male?' You have to be kidding.”

Vlada shrugged slowly and elaborately; it’s like watching a panther prowl across the room. Fuck, she’s sexy. “I do not know that I agree with him about the nature of this temple, no. You are correct in that. But there is something there. I have seen many pieces of it, fragments, remnants, in my time in these mountains. If you believe in my capabilities as you say, then trust me, at least for tomorrow. We will find something. Be sure of this.”

Shortly after, we break for bed. My heart burns with the need to talk more to Professor Slate—Nolan—to learn more about his “obvious” attraction for me and to question him endlessly about when he was first turned on by my body, whether he had enjoyed all the tiny skirts I had been wearing for his benefit, were my high heels high enough to garner his favor, were their any demands I needed to satisfy for him right that instant—but when I corner him in the kitchen, out of sight of Vlada, he pushes me softly and encouragingly away with a gentle smile.

“We have a whole lot to talk about. But you and I are both tired and...” he nods at Janine, outside, “our space here isn’t exactly our own. We’ll have the time, soon, during this trip I mean, to talk...and more.” 

His hand passes over my palm, and I have to fight so hard from cumming that it’s unbelievable to me. I know I have a short trigger, but fuck. Fingertips over a palm? Are you serious? That’s what’s getting me off?

I mean apparently. I guess having the object of my lifelong attraction more-or-less saying that as soon as we can be sure Janine is super passed out that he’ll stuff his cock in my virgin pussy until I’m begging to call him Daddy turns me on a little bit, okay? 

I am so fucking excited, holy shit!

“Sure, of course,” I say, smiling, trying to play off how badly I want to stuff every syllable I’m saying with the hard pounding of his cock down my throat. “Of course, Nolan.” I feel so adult when I say his name; he’s old enough to be my father. That is, obvi, kind of the point. “Whatever you think is best.”

I say it a good way, a nice way, letting him know how much I trust him to lead and guide. I am, you may have noticed, one hell of a submissive. The thought of trying to lead him down some path is anathema to me, even though there are a ton of paths I want to lead him down and a ton of things I want him to show my innocent virgin little cunt. 

But I need him to know what they are—need him to be in charge, to order me around, need to do what he says and follow his every direct command completely so I can show him what a good little girl I can be for him. 

Nolan and Habermann retreat to their rooms; Vlada and I stay in the living room. Right away, Vlada claims the couch. I’m not really one to argue in the first place, and I’m certainly not going to argue with her. If she wants the couch, she can take it. She’s the one keeping us alive, after all. I fluff out my sleeping bag and take up residence on the rug in front of the fireplace, taking care that the guard in front of the fireplace is sturdy. 

I’ve heard horror stories about slumbering folks tossing and turning themselves right into a blazing mess. I have really hot dreams where my fingers can't help but slide right into my hot teenage cunt and I roll around a lot to satisfy myself, waking up still half-dreaming and coaxing myself to at least three orgasms a night. 

I'm fucking horny, okay? Like, definitionally. If you had to define me, you would say: Teenager; Archaeology Student; Attractive; Horny as Fuck.

It’s not too long after that that I slide down onto the floor in my sleeping bag to go to sleep.

Vlada flashes me a quick smile before I shut my eyes. “You see? When a man knows, he acts.”

I smile back at her, blushing furiously. “Thank you.”

“Is nothing,” she says. “I apologize for...what is word. Impropriety?”

That actually really means a lot. That bond I felt earlier with her strengthens immediately. My smile grows.

“It’s all right. Good night, Vlada.”

“Sweet dreams, little one.”

That sends a shiver down my spine. 

I suppose it shouldn’t exactly surprise you that all my fucked up Daddy issues and my latent bisexuality have led in turn to a dalliance from time to time with Mommy issues, too? That thought that it wouldn’t be so fucking bad if Nolan was into Vlada...if only he could let me join in...if he ordered me to lick her out while he fucked me from behind...

Mmmph. Fuck. Too bad that's impossible. I mean, I like to aim big, but that's a little too big. I can be content—incredibly so—with “only” Nolan.

But still, it's that fantasy that keeps me silently, quietly, carefully urging my fingers against my clit as I drift off into dreams.

And my dreams start hard. I mean usually there’s this period of darkness when you sleep, right? And even when you know you’re dreaming, you’re kind of aware that there’s been this period where you were asleep and not yet dreaming yet, right? Like the darkness that happens before a movie, and then the movie starts, only you forget that it’s a movie, and that’s the dream?

This is different.

This is like—like a screen wipe. One second my eyes were closed and I was drifting. The next, I’m fucking standing in the middle of some great edifice, an enormous altar in front of me. Janine and Vlada are there, and they’re smiling, their faces sort of mad. But not angry mad, like, insane mad. 

Like, manic mad—their smiles are wide and fearsomely happy, like they’re about to split apart from the amount of bliss they’re feeling. 

And I can tell that they are in this dream with me; it’s not just me dreaming about them. This is a dream that I’m having with them at the same time. 

I’ve only fucking read about that sort of thing, and it's supposed to be fucking fake.

But this is real. I know it is. I can feel it.

They’re dressed in these shimmering, sheer white gowns. Tall slits up their gorgeous legs, all the way up to their hips. They're both so fit, I can see their pelvic bones, ugh. 

Their nipples are hard as fuck and their cunts are drooling hot wetness. Both of them are standing next to this altar in the shape of an immense hard cock and huge balls. Like, the altar itself is the balls, resting happily on the ground, and towering above us is the hard, turgid cock of some stone god. The veins are as thick as my forearms. 

I’ve never been so turned on in my life, and Nolan fucking Slate just told me he was attracted to me—so do with that information what you will.

I look down and see that I’m dressed the same way as Vlada and Janine, my virgin body all clad in a sheer white clingy gown. It plunges in a deep v-neck, showing off my cleavage, and I feel vulnerable and afraid, but in a nice way. A sexy way. There are sleeves that go all the way down to my wrists, but they're so sheer, like the rest of the gown, it's like they're not even there.

“We’ve been waiting for you so long, little darling,” say Janine and Vlada in unison. “So very long. Won’t you come adore Him with us?”

They drop to their knees and start licking at the heavy balls of the altar. I can see that it’s made of stone, but the ease with which their tongues slide up and down it make it clear that they’re not tasting stone at all. They're tasting Male.

I can see the thick cock pulsing and trembling, the veins surging to life. Thick, heavy precum starts to slide down the cockhead, so tall above my head, and I drop to my knees, desperate to join in this worship. I know that I must. I know I haven’t any choice. I know it’s what I was destined to do.

Crawling up to the massive altar, the precum and cum begins to leak down the heavy shaft, resting on the balls. The three of us together slide our faces in it, kissing and adoring one another as we slurp up heavy gobs of the delicious nectar. Everything happening is so sweet, so hot, so right. I’ve never felt anything so perfect. Their mouths slide over mine, licking the thick cum from my face, and I lick and kiss theirs in turn. 

“Don’t you just love him?” Vlada asks me.

“Don’t you simply adore him?

“Yes!” I moan, my mouth half-full of his delicious, sticky cum. “Yes!”

“Yes!” They moan in turn, like I had asked them the same question. “God, yes!”

I need to cum so bad. We all do. Together, as one, we slide our bodies forward on the heaping, huge balls, rubbing our bodies up and down on them. My fingers slide down my body, but I don’t need to touch my cunt—the thick altar provides pressure enough, pulsing beneath me so beautifully.

“Yes,” I moan, in unison with Janine and Vlada. “Yes. Yes!”

Bright, white light fills my vision, my entire world. There’s nothing left for me but to submit, to give in, to let it all take over. 

“Yes!” I shout, cumming madly, bucking wildly in my sleeping bag. 

Awake, in the world again, the temple utterly gone. Trembling and spasming, the pleasure so intense, and from the light of the dying fire I can see Vlada is in her couch, bucking and moaning and crying out “Yes!” as well. 

We both can hear Janine, in her room, screaming in orgasmic pleasure.

The fire is almost out entirely. Sitting up, my bones and muscles still loose from all that pleasure, I add another few logs and check the time. I’ve been asleep for more than six hours. 

The dream felt only like it lasted for maybe ten minutes. 

I look over at Vlada. She’s dripping with sweat, just like me, her tongue slowly sliding around her lips. The way she’s looking at me, I feel more like a meal than a person; I kind of like it. 

“This mountain has...many secrets,” she says, green eyes glimmering. “I have lived here for more than twenty years. Even I still do not know them all.”

* * * * * 
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AS VLADA HAD PROMISED, it doesn’t take more than an hour to walk to the site the next morning. Looking around, it’s hard to know just exactly why she thought this was the place that Nolan was so insistent on finding.

I mean, it’s creepy, right? Totally creepy. It’s the kind of place where if someone showed you a list of pictures, with the subject being, “Place you would most likely die horribly in a horror movie,” this would easily be your number one pick. 

There’s this massive cave entrance, only it’s not an entrance because there’s a huge stone wall in the mouth of it. Just outside of that is an alcove of trees and a small clearing, but the trees are all dead for some weird reason, and their branches are hanging over the clearing like interlaced skeleton fingers, blocking the sunlight except for a few stray shafts. It’s warmer than it was yesterday—in the positive single digits, with a high of +10! 

But it’s still crazy cold and I’m glad I’ve got my multiple layers to keep me warm. Jacket on top of hoodie on top of sweater on top of thermal underwear, etc. Vlada has, naturally, worn even less somehow, rolling the sleeves of her tight red sweater and keeping the top unbuttoned. Her cleavage is insane and all I can think about is falling into it while I jerk on Nolan’s cock and beg him to cum on us both. 

We haven’t had a chance to talk about our dream last night. We definitely didn’t talk it over with Janine, who clearly (by which I mean, audibly) had the same dream as us. But I can see from the looks she keeps shooting over at us that she’s wondering about us. Thinking about scantily-clad, essentially-nude young bodies pressing against hers, the three of us all kneeling together and worshiping at the altar of some ancient masculine god...

Do I think something mystical is happening? Something supernatural? I don’t know. How do you know such a thing? I don’t have like a range of experiences to judge it against—something in my past that I can connect it to and say, “Yup, this is what that is!” 

It was just a weird thing. A weird, very arousing thing, so much so that I—not gonna lie—am actually looking forward to sleeping again tonight to see if it happens again. Maybe this time I can slide my fingers into Vlada’s cunt. She seemed so open to it last night, her mouth pressing so urgently on mine, full of our God’s cum...

Our God. Listen to me. 

This is all fucked up.

Above us, Vlada is walking over the snow on top of the cave, digging with a shovel through the gathered ice and frost and clearing away some of the excess. Watching her muscles move is pure arousal in motion; she is toned in those tight, tight pants.

“Well,” says Nolan, tearing his eyes away from the Russian beauty somehow, “these are the coordinates. Everyone look around. We’re hoping for some kind of opening somewhere. Something that leads us underground.”

“Why not above ground?” Janine asked, mostly sarcastic. “Why not in the trees somewhere?”

Nolan either didn’t notice or ignored her sarcasm, peering around a collection of rocks. “All the myths about the Ancient Male describe him as coming from the earth itself. A being of pure matter to impregnate the female cosmos, to spread his seed wherever he wished.”

I feel my cunt spasming slightly at that explanation. Mmph. Thinking about Nolan as that God...oh fuck...

“All this patriarchal tripe is bullshit, you know that, right?” says Janine. “Even if there were such legends—and that’s circumspect—it was only to reinforce the notion that women should serve men as their Masters and exist only for breeding.”

“Of course,” says Nolan, smiling at Janine. “What, did you think I wanted to find some actual mystical being, Janine? This is about science. Archaeology. You know, finding out what makes ancient civilizations tick?”

They keep bickering, but I am drawn to a collection of rocks not too far from the entrance, placed directly across from the opening, placed inside a thick plot of brush. I take a few minutes and clear away the brush, pulling and tugging the dead branches out. The ovaloid stones are bright and white and shaped like teardrops, though they’re all very large. 

It’s the kind of thing you see often in ancient civilizations, the stacking of like rocks to signify something. An entrance, sometimes, or just a marker that those who pass this point put their lives at risk. 

Something about them...calls me to them. The pendant on my neck vibrates, its surface heating along my skin. 

I place the pendant on the rocks, couldn’t tell you why. Like I'm moving in a dream, like my actions were already thought-out beforehand. As I’m doing it, Nolan is leaning against the cave wall, knocking it, searching for hollow portions, maybe, as if he could break through. The second my pendant touches the rocks, there’s a deep rumble—and the cave wall begins to descend into the ground. 

“Oh my god,” says Nolan. “I did it!”

I have to resist from giggling—he obviously didn’t, but I don’t want to ruin his moment. It’s not like he’s actively taking credit; he just thought he had hit some hidden switch. 

Vlada drops down from on top of the cave entrance and the two of them immediately begin unpacking their packs, putting their materials together. They adorn themselves with ropes and other climbing gear, flashlights on their heads.

“We need the two of you to stay out here,” says Nolan, after they're ready.

“That’s fine by me,” says Janine, crossing her arms. She’s doing her best to not look impressed from the moving rock.

“But I—” I’m a little shocked. I want to go. “I mean, I can help!”

“Of course you can,” says Nolan. “I know you can. But it’s dangerous at first, and if anything happens, we need people out here to get help.”

“We’re a hundred miles from the nearest town,” says Janine. “I mean, if it’s help you wanted—”

“Our phones are hooked up to the satellite. Reception is perfect, I just checked. I need you out here to call if we need help. If there’s a cave-in or anything else weird, having half our team on the outside is the smartest thing. Okay?”

He’s making perfect sense, but I still don’t like it. I mean, I opened the cave, and I believed in him this whole time, and I should be the one to inaugurate it with him, not Vlada.

He comes close to me and whispers in my ear. 

“I know this is important to you. We’ll explore it up and down together once I know it’s safe. You ever wanted to fuck in an ancient temple?”

He squeezes my hip, and I melt completely. He’s being so open about it, so sure and masculine, and I can’t help but nod, my eyes wide. 

“Yes, Sir.” I make my voice very small. Like a little girl’s. “Anything you say.”

I can see this has an effect on him—both of us have fucking on the mind. But, work first. 

Janine and I stay outside, then, and watch them enter the cave. My eyes are locked on both their asses—the sultry, toned orbs of Vlada, sculpted by years of mountain climbing, and the thick, muscular behind of Nolan. 

“He’s going to use you, you know,” says Janine, after they’re quite gone.

“What?”

“That’s what he does. He uses people until he doesn’t have a use for them anymore. He used me. I’m not trying to ruin your...” she sighs. “Look, I know he’s exciting. And dangerous. And handsome. But once he tires of you, he’ll replace you with some younger, hotter version. It’s just what he does.”

A million things go through my mind, but the number one thing is anger. 

“You’re just jealous,” I say. “You’re jealous because I’m—I’m prettier than you, and younger than you, and he wants to fuck me and not you. You’re jealous and that’s all. He’s a great man.”

Janine looks at me. She’s a little sad; the most emotion I’ve ever seen on her ice queen face. She shakes her head, rubbing herself as a stiff wind blows in.

“You know what?” she says, smiling briefly. “You’re actually kind of right. I am jealous of how young you are. All your life ahead of you. And he is a great man. But not a good one. There’s a difference.”

“Whatever,” I say, flipping my hair back. 

We sit in silence for ten minutes more. I’m seething with rage; all I want to do is tell her off. Why does she have to be such a bitch? Why does she want to ruin this perfect fucking blossoming thing for me? Isn’t life hard enough already? Isn’t it obvious how much it all means to me?

There’s a sharp crack—like a bolt of lightning—from inside the cave, and a scream. An agonizing, seemingly-endless scream, filling the air. Janine and I stand up, rushing toward the mouth of the cave. I call for Nolan, for Vlada, but the scream is so loud that nothing can be heard over its immense sound. 

Over time, the scream begins to make sense. It’s several screams, several voices, all of them female. Desperate, needy, aching, and horny. I can tell by their cries.

I can tell by how similar they are to the way Janine and Vlada and I sounded last night. 

Slowly, the screams taper off. Janine and I are holding hands. We realize it, sneer at each other, and quickly toss the other’s hand aside. 

“Nolan!” I cry again, audible now. “Vlada! Are you all right? What’s happened? Should we call for help?”

“You haven’t already?” Janine shook her head. “You useless little bimbo. That would have been the first thing to do. Give me the phone.”

I swallow my resentment and present the satellite phone, knowing she’s right. But just as I give it to her, I see shadows in the cave moving forward. My heart leaps—they’re all right.

Only...they’re not entirely. Vlada has Nolan on her shoulder, carrying him with a surprising ease, just one arm holding all of his bulk, and strides easily out of the cave. When she enters the ankle deep snow, her stride does not slow in the slightest. Something is different about her. Her poise. Her...energy. The vibe is all different.

She raises her head to the sky, sniffing deeply.

“He has found the source, as it has been foretold. All is well. All will be well. Rejoice,” she says, eyeing us hungrily, “for you shall number among the first of His followers.”

“The fuck?” Janine says, stepping forward. “Look, I think you’ve had a concussion, and I don’t know what’s wrong with Nolan, but we have to call—”

Moving lightning fast—even more impressive carrying a two-hundred pound man on one shoulder—Vlada snatches the phone from Janine’s hands and crushes it. I watch, swallowing deep, inexplicably feeling my cunt warm and moisten, as the phone smashes into dust inside of her grip.

Janine looks at her with surprise and horror, seeming about to unwind with a rant, and in one smooth motion, Vlada backhands her and then slaps her, knocking her completely unconscious. Janine falls to the snow, motionless.

“Wh-what?” I say, stunned. “What? Wh-what? What?”

Satisfied, Vlada picks up Janine’s lifeless body, and begins to walk back toward the cabin. She ignores me totally—I keep crying after her, asking her what happened—but there’s no response. 

I don’t have a choice but to follow. Something has happened to Vlada, maybe to Nolan too, or maybe Vlada happened to Nolan. But no matter what, I have to follow them. It’s not like I can survive out here in the cold by myself. 

Above us, the dead trees? The ones that were so creepy before?

They’re covered in green leaves now. The limbs bright and strong. Flooded over with virile life. 

* * * * *
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WE RETURN INSIDE THE cabin, Vlada still barely speaking. She drops the still-unconscious Janine next to the door like a sack of groceries, and then moves Nolan into his room, carefully laying him out on the bed. Slowly, she begins to strip. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. 

“What are you...what are you doing, Vlada?”

She looks up at me—and I see for the first time how different her eyes are. They were green before, but they’re shining now, filled with a light that I couldn’t ever possibly trace the origins of. 

“You know exactly what I am doing, child.” She smiles. “I am taking care of our Lord.”

“L-lord?”

“He is our Lord and Savior. Our Holy Monument to All That is Right and True. I must attend to Him. He requires rest.” She smiles deeply. “And adoration, so that He may regain His Power.”

Her accent remains, but there’s something new in her voice. A kind of warmth I’ve never heard before, a deep, delectable confidence that makes me want to slide my tongue over her mouth until I figure it out for myself. 

Soon, Vlada is naked, and I’m watching, more turned on than I ever have been in my life. Her nipples are erect and large, like little raspberries, and her body is sleek and shiny. She doesn’t even seem to feel the cold in the cabin, and I have to tell you, I don't either. It’s like there’s a heat source in here more powerful than any fire. More soothing. More safe.

My pussy is pulsing so fucking hard.

“You may watch, naturally,” says Vlada. “The Master would approve. Your virgin mind must learn how to please him sooner than later.”

“I can...I can watch?” Even I can't tell if I'm scared or excited.

“Yes. But only if you touch yourself. Otherwise, I’ll shut the door.”

I can...I can watch. I can watch Vlada fuck Nolan. Oh fuck.

This is all so weird, so unexpected. My stomach is twisting, my arousal levels off the charts. I never knew how badly I fucking wanted to see those two fucking until she just offered it, but now I know I want it more than anything. There’s a hot, sweet scent in the air, filling all my thoughts with vicious, brutal rutting, and it’s all I can do to stop myself from falling to my knees right then. 

“Vlada,” I say, stepping forward to the doorway. She blocks me—so protective of Nolan. Her naked body is right in front of me, sleek, her pussy dripping wet down her thighs. I feel a hot flash of affection for her; how can I not? She’s so fucking pretty, and from every part of her body language, I can tell that all she wants to do in this life is serve him. 

Serve him like I want to serve him. 

Like we could be slaves to him. Together. Worshiping at the altar of his enormous cock. 

“Vlada,” I say again, stumbling over her beautiful name. “I...I want to understand. But I don’t. I’m s-so worried about you, about him, and I want...I just want to...”

She strokes my face, smiling and nodding. “You want to be a good girl for Master.”

A low little mewling moan comes out from my mouth. Fuck. Fuck, that is exactly what I want. My knees knock together audibly. 

“Vlada, that’s...that’s not fair. I want...I want to make sure—”

“You want to make sure you’re not left out, darling.” 

She says it like “dahlink.” My cunt gushes. Panties totally soaked.

“I understand totally,” she continues. “Master has room for all of us. I promise.” She lands a soft little kiss on my lips, and my pussy spasms uncontrollably, bringing me so close to orgasm that I nearly fall down right then and there. “Be a good girl, now, and stay right there. Watch me while I attend him...and finger your little good girl cunt.”

I have to obey. I have to. I have to do what she says. I kick off my pants and then my panties, finger slowly circling around my clit as Vlada climbs on the bed with Nolan. In moments, she has him naked, ripping his clothes off like they’re paper. 

Then, winking at me one more time with those bright shining green eyes, she slides her mouth over his half-hard cock. 

Immediately, I feel a hot, unexpected, outside twinge of arousal. It’s like Nolan’s pleasure is making me hotter, whether I want it or not. Vlada's mouth works beautifully up and down his thick, hardening cock. I can see rivulets of precum sliding out from beyond Vlada's mouth. In moments, he's perfectly hard—and he's huge.

Like, he's bigger than I ever could have imagined him being. Enormous. At least a foot of cock, and thick, so thick I don't think my virgin cunt could take him.

He's hung like a god.

Vlada continues to moan and worship, whispering soft phrases in a language I don't understand—a language that doesn't even sound Russian, or Scandinavian. It sounds old, full of tongues and harsh syllables. 

Slowly, he begins to stir. His hand rises up and pushes into the thick dark mass of Vlada's hair. She moans girlishly—submissively, utterly pleased—as he groans in approval. His hips begin to buck upward, fucking her mouth even as she forcefully slides herself up and down. Her hand is quick and slick with his precum, jerking up and down the shaft of his immensity while her lips rotate around his enormous cockhead.

Janine stirs from her sleep. I see her out of the corner of my eye, so utterly unwilling to look away from the most perfect thing I’ve ever witnessed—even more perfect than my dream last night.

“Wh-what are you doing?” she asks me. 

I know she only see me, naked from the waist down, my fingers buried up in my hot virgin cunt. Every part of me so sweaty and hot, my mouth cooing and mewling constant moans of delight. I don’t give a fuck. What’s she going to do about it? I’m witnessing history. I’m witnessing something important. 

“Stop that,” says Janine. She sniffs, and I know she can smell him in the air. His majesty. His greatness. His masculinity, his virility. “Stop...stop touching yourself.”

I don’t, continuing to finger my beautiful young pussy as I watch Nolan push Vlada off his cock. She and I both let out a disappointed moan, but only for a moment. He grabs her by the throat and slams her hard against the wall—but Vlada just grins, moaning with lust and spreading out her legs wide. He pushes into her easily, like they're machine parts, made for one another, and her legs wrap around his thick muscular waist. He looks different than just moments ago. More toned. More muscular. So strong. He was holding Vlada against the wall with one hand like she weighed as much as a feather. 

Quickly his cock slides right inside her dripping wet cunt. She moans, contorting, her face pained for a moment like...like...like somehow she's a fucking virgin all of a sudden.

Like something in that temple made her a virgin just so that would be all he fucked.

I'm losing my mind. He's pounding Vlada against the wall. His muscles are so thick, his back rippling like ropes on water. I want to whisper in his ear how much I’ll obey him until the end of time. I don’t want to leave a single doubt in his head about what a happy, perfect, pretty slave I’ll be for him. 

Vlada is cumming constantly, moaning out sweet affirmatives, promising audibly like I am internally that she will worship Nolan forever.

“My God!” she moans again and again. “My God! You are my God! Fill me, my God! Make me pregnant! Breed me, my God, oh please! Please, yes, fill me!”

Janine is annoyed now, but also clearly turned on. I can hear it in her voice. 

“I said, stop—”

She crosses the threshold of the door and sees the incredibly scene beyond. 

The force with which Nolan is fucking Vlada makes it obvious that the entire cabin should be shaking—if not completely breaking apart. His muscles, huge and powerful, use all of their force to drive into Vlada's beautifully contorted body. She kisses him madly on the lips, on the neck, all over his face, dedicated her every last breath and heartbeat to him.

“Yes!” she moans. “I worship only You, my God! I Love Only You!”

“You are my slave.” His voice is deep and booming. Hardly recognizable as Nolan's at all—but I know it's him. “You belong to me. You worship me. You are the First. The First of my Followers, and so shall you ever be...” he huffs, groaning in pleasure. “...ever be blessed. Eternally. Beautiful and young. Forever.”

“Yes!” Vlada moans. I can see the power flooding into her from all his precum. I can see her eyes glowing and shining ever brighter, her limbs responding in kind to his forceful, endless thrusts. “Please! Cum in me! Breed me! Make me yours! Deliver me your power, my God!”

Roaring like an animal, Nolan unleashes, cumming hard inside Vlada—so much that it floods out from her tight Russian pussy, slipping down their bodies and pooling on the ground. She orgasms audibly, shaking and thrashing in his huge, impossibly strong grip. And as he empties in her, he's still growing, getting visibly stronger and taller, his body overflowing with masculine force. 

And Janine and I cum too. Janine isn't even touching herself, but she cums, and I cum harder than her, bucking and moaning, leaning into her legs as she struggles to stand against the door frame, our bodies overwhelmed with the seemingly endless thrusts of belly-floating lust being powered outward by this amazing coupling. 

Oh Daddy, I keep thinking, uncontrollably, as the pleasure coursing through me. Oh Mommy. Oh Daddy. Fuck Mommy so good, oh Daddy, oh fuck her please! Fuck her so right! Breed her, yes!

Nolan, finally finishing in Vlada to completion, lets her drop to the ground. Vlada futilely tries to stretch upward, her body totally exhausted by the God above her. I can see his new muscle definition, his growth in his height, the kind of God he’s become. 

He's everything any woman could want in a man, and even though I've just cum, I'm soaking in need. Marinating. Every part of me wants him.

“Now then,” he says, smiling at Janine and I, both of us dripping wet with sweat and arousal. “Which one of you would like to be bred next?”

# # #
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Obeying His Command
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I’ve had a crush on Professor Nolan Slate for practically my whole life. When my Dad left my Mom, he became the new father figure in my life—but only in my head. 

I went a thousand adventures with him—through the darkest parts of the Amazon, across the plains of Siberia, deep underground beneath Death Valley—everywhere you might think, all in my imagination. When I was old enough to start fantasizing sexually, he was the immediate object of my need to cum, a need that was prescient and immediate almost all the time. Every part of my education and personality was shaped to join him at the university where he worked so I could go on expeditions with him. So that I could somehow, some way, unload on him all the massive amounts of feelings I had for him, so that I could let him know that he was the most important man in the world to me. 

Now, he’s standing in front of me in this isolated mountain-cabin-turned-fuck-festival, looking at least fifteen years younger than the age I know he is and around six inches taller than he was yesterday, his body rippling over with mouth-watering muscle. What I had loved about him was his sense of adventure, his ability to explain anything from the past with such simplicity and ease, his curiosity. 

But I’m fucking human, and it’s not like I’m immune to the allure of a tall, insanely handsome, incredibly-muscled man with an enormous cum-dripping cock.

Oh, did I forget to mention that?

Yeah—love of my entire life, man I’m desperate to call Daddy until he whispers what a good girl I am (or punishes me for being a bad girl, moan)—he has a cock the size of a monster, and it’s dripping out hot precum and cum like a fucking mountain stream. His brook, it babbles. 

I’m kneeling down in front of him in the cabin, staring with wide, worshipful eyes. All my dreams are about to come true. Drool is sliding down from my lips down to my breasts, flattening my shirt and pooling in my cleavage. I’m sweaty and hot—there’s some strange magical heat he’s exuding, filling this place with unstoppable sexual warmth. 

I mean, none of this makes any fucking sense, all right? We have abandoned sense and logic. We abandoned it the second that Vlada, Janine, and I had a shared dream the night before worshiping a giant living stone cock and balls, right? So this—what’s happening now, with the crazy mad dark look in Nolan’s eyes or the way that Vlada is wrapping herself around his body like his supreme queen—none of this is, like, relegated to the world of rationality.

So—I’m in the mountains. There’s nowhere to run even if I wanted to, and if I wanted to, there’s a blizzard coming the size of the state of fucking Delaware, so it’s not a complete option. I’m about to get my face skullfucked by the most beautiful man in existence whether I like it or not, and I’m going to be forced to call him Daddy and Master and God until he makes me his breeding bitch for the rest of my life...

My cunt has never been this wet in my whole entire life. Not ever. Not once. 

Vlada is not helping matters. Tall. Busty. Gorgeous. She’s wrapped her slender, educated hand around Nolan’s cock, sliding her naked body up against his and resting under his arm. They look like some erotic King and Queen. He takes her by the ass, gripping her fucking hard, so hard that my cunt twitches dumbly as I witness it, and she’s softly and urgently gyrating her dripping wet pussy against his hip. 

Her face, immaculate and looking years younger, like a fresh fucking teenager—free of all wrinkles and blemishes, her skin shiny and shining, like there’s light coming out from it—stares up at Him with unadulterated worship. 

When I met her two days ago at the base of the mountain we’re buried deep within now, she was basically the hottest woman I’d ever seen up close. Her accent—Russian, just like all of her—only makes her hotter. 

She has bright, bright green emerald eyes and thick reddish-brown hair that stretches down in a tremendous blanket down past her ass. 

That’s new. Yesterday, her hair was long, but it was like, mid-back length. Her musculature, which I am painfully and cunt-drippingly aware of, is utterly perfect, her abs toned and tight, her back muscles melding together like a road sign to her ass saying “insert fuckstick here!”

Nolan is momentarily distracted by Vlada, kissing her deeply while she strokes his cock and whispers sweet nothings about terribly she wants to see him fuck all of creation. I’m jealous instantly, but only because I want to be part of it, not because I want Vlada gone. 

She’s fucking hot and I want Nolan to fuck hot women—I just want to be one of them. 

“A-Alice,” says Professor Habermann. Janine. “Alice, we have to...” 

She’s next to me, gulping and sweating, trying to make sense of all this. I've stopped trying. But even with her efforts, she's licking her lips, watching Nolan’s tremendous cock jet out huge globs of cum on the floor. 

It’s only feet away. I can smell it; fuck that, I can fucking taste it, and I want to lick it up until it’s shampooing my hair and secreting back through my skin. 

My hands are rubbing hard against my tits—a generous 36C cup that looks positively tiny compared to Vlada’s new and improved mega-melons, enlarged impossibly after receiving Nolan's hot load inside her tight little cunt, so sensationally buoyant, like she’s a warrior priestess in some fucking video game. 

She’s so hot. 

They’re so hot together, fuck!

They belong together. I need to belong with them.

“Alice,” Janine takes me by the shoulder, physically tearing my gaze away from this perfection. “We have to go. We can’t...we can’t stay here.”

She stuffs my discarded pants into my hands, and then stands up, her knees wobbling and weak, picking up a coat and hat. 

“We just have to—have to...um...check the car!” says Janine. 

Grabbing me still, urging me to slip my pants on over my slick-as-fuck thighs and knees (slick from exactly you-know-what), we stumble outside to the open mountain. 

Professor Habermann is a rival of Professor Slate’s—once, long ago, they had been lovers, and she’s held resentments against him ever since. You get the feeling he broke it off with her, though it may have been the other way around—one of those regret sort of things. She’s very beautiful, in a cold, removed sort of way—a kind of museum beauty, “look but don’t touch.” 

She’s blond and painfully skinny. Her skin smooth like marble, eyes like ice. I sort of want to lick her? The way you want to lick a glacier. You know it's stupid and dangerous, but you want to anyway, just for the fuck of it.

Outside, I expect cold, but instead, the heat follows us. There’s no snow anywhere around the cabin for a ten foot radius, like we’ve set up some fucking perimeter of space heaters or something equally ridiculous. The heat is wet without being humid somehow, or at least I don’t feel uncomfortable like I usually do when I’m humid. 

I feel ready, aching, like the sweat on my skin and the thick wet volume of my chestnut hair is just advertising how utterly slick my pussy is, how ready I am to be bred by Nolan.

Oh god, did I mention that? Yeah. I want his fucking babies. I have names picked out and everything. Nolan Junior for a boy, obviously (he’s so fucking great), and Deborah for a girl.

Janine has to restrain me to keep from going back inside. 

“W-want it...” I say, mouth still full of heavy saliva, so ready to slick-fuck his rod down my needy teenage throat. 

“Alice,” she says, wrestling with me before finally turning me to face her. “Alice! Look at me!” She lowers her voice. “Listen to me. I am...very fond of Nolan in my own way. I have great respect for Vlada. But you have to know that those people in there...those things...they aren’t them. You know that, right? They’ve been...possessed somehow.” She gulps, as if realizing what it is she’s saying as she says it.

My mind is able to—for the time being—snap attention on her. “I thought you didn’t believe in all that mystical stuff?”

“I don’t, but I just saw a man...a woman...” she gulps again. “They’re different, aren’t they? Changed somehow. And there’s no reasonable explanation. And they want to do it to us.”

I know, I want to groan. Let’s go back in and let them!

But outside of the cabin, away from the heat, I have to admit that Janine is making sense. There’s some dark fucking occult supernatural stuff at play here and it’s scary as shit. Maybe it will result in a lifetime of erotic pleasures, being a happy cockslurping breeding pet for the man of my dreams, but maybe I’ll fucking go to hell for all eternity. Maybe this mystical force will get its rocks off by tearing me apart with red hot hooks—what the fuck do I know about it?

Nothing. And that’s what’s scaring Janine, and that’s what should be scaring me. Logic slowly returns to my head. 

It's stupid and I hate it. But it's probably right. Slowly, I start to pull my pants back up. My pussy made my legs so slick that it's really easy. I hope I don't chafe.

Fumbling with my clothes, my hand closes around the pendant around my neck. Almost immediately, the fog in my head clears. 

It really is insane, what's happening in there. Is Nolan dead? Is Vlada? Are their true selves gone forever? What the fuck have I been witnessing?

Why the fuck aren't I terrified to my absolute core? Why does it all make me feel so...safe? 

“I picked up the keys to the SUV,” she says. “We’ll ride like hell back to the mountain base, okay? We’ll call for help. Someone...someone will know what to do. We’ll help them, okay? We just have to leave. Now.”

She takes my hand, her palm somehow cold and sweaty, and half-leads, half-drags me to the SUV where it is still partially buried in snow. 

“Start digging out the tires,” she says, tossing me a shovel from the trunk. “I’ll get it warmed up.”

I get to work, but right away I can hear her trying to turn the engine over. It’s just not going. 

“Shit!” she cries. “Shit. Shit, shit, shit!”

I can see her freaking out, knowing I should help her somehow. I put a hand on her shoulder and she slaps me away. 

“Hey, Professor—”

“I’m sorry,” she says immediately. “This is just...I’m really scared, all right? Terrified.”

I can see it in her eyes. They’re dull blue most of the time, but they seem shinier now, full of angst and uncertainty. Her nipples are tenting through her thick jacket—that’s some hardness. Mine are doing the same. I’m still turned on, it’s just not as present, somehow. The need to return to the cabin is lessening the farther I get away from it.

“Okay,” she says, putting a hand to her forehead. “Okay. There’s climbing gear in the trunk. Grab it and let’s start hiking.”

“Down the mountain?” I laugh. “Professor, that’s going to take...that’ll take the whole day, maybe two. And the blizzard...”

I pointed to the horizon. It was thick and black, like God had spilled coffee all over the sky. It was nearly right on top of us, maybe minutes away.

The blizzard was here. Even if the SUV worked, we never had a chance. 

* * * * * 
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BACK INSIDE THE CABIN, Vlada is beneath Nolan on the kitchen table, slender hands grasping at his hairy, muscular pecs as he plows into her cunt. I can only imagine that she’s tight as hell—one of those beautiful girls who spends so much time alone that her pussy grips like a virgin. Or that—even more likely—his Power, whatever it is, has transformed her so much that she's now constantly virgin-tight, forever.

I would grip Nolan like a virgin, too, because obviously I am one. I want to tell him, immediately. I want to beg him for it. I want to spill my heart out, and tell him that I don’t just have a crush on him, I have a fucking complex about him, and I need to worship him and be his good little fuckdoll babygirl for the rest of my life.

It's that overwhelming—right away. As soon as I'm back in the cabin, it's all I can think about.

Janine grabs me, pulling me back to the other end of the cabin near the fireplace. I didn't even notice that I had been drifting over toward them, mere inches away. 

“Get a hold of yourself,” she growls. “This is serious, Alice. We...we have to establish some boundaries.”

She turns back to Nolan and Vlada. Nolan’s tight, muscled ass flexes beautifully as he pounds Vlada’s picture-perfect body. Her limbs are so long and toned. Her breasts crush against his chest like thick balloons...and was that...milk?

Fuck. 

Milk, leaking out of her big hot titties. I moan internally and then audibly. Milk, like a Mommy. I could just...I could walk right over there and latch my mouth on her big Mommy tits and she would know what a Mommy she was to me with Nolan as my Daddy and we could be one big fuck-happy family for the rest of our lives, and wasn’t that the best idea in the world?

I could just suck on those big, fat, milk-leaking tits forever and Daddy would too while I stroked his big fat cock, milking him, and then they could cover me in their cum and milk forever...oh fuck I want that.

Janine puts a hand on my chest. Shivering, I take off my jacket, slowly, trying to trick her into feeling up my chest. I’m so fucking horny inside here. 

She catches on and just steps in front of me. I stay perilously close. I'm fucking attracted to her and I want to fuck.

“You two,” Janine says, her voice querulous and breaking. She clears her throat and tries again. “You two! Stay over there! Stay in the...stay in that fucking kitchen until this blizzard is over and we can hike home!”

Nolan stands up, his immense strength taking Vlada with him up off the table. He’s not even trying. It's mostly his cock doing the work of the lifting. I can see how his glorious muscles are covered in sweat—Vlada’s too—but he doesn’t look like he’s exerting himself. It’s all just...wet and hot. 

Hot flashes, quick and sensational, of his long perfect shaft, driving in and out of Vlada. She's whispering to him in some ancient tongue full of strange syllables and wicked nouns, like nothing I've ever heard. 

He walks toward Janine, eyeing her deliberately and smiling. Vlada continues to moan in his ear, cooing praises, pushing herself up and down on his monumental mass with practiced ease. Her backside is wet and sexy. Then he drops Vlada roughly on the cabin floor, right at the edge of the wall marking the barrier of the kitchen. 

“Come on, Janine,” he says. “You’re not making sense. What if you get hungry?”

His voice is rougher than the Nolan I remember. Deeper. More molten.

Sexier. I want to fuck his voice.

No. I want his voice to fuck me.

Janine apparently disagrees. “I’d rather fucking starve than come near you.”

“You don’t need to starve,” says Vlada. Her voice is raw sex. “We have so much to fill your belly. Master’s cum...my milk. We can sate your every need.”

I tremble, feeling my knees wobbling. I want to drop down and crawl over and beg them to give me all that. But Janine puts her hand back on me—re-positioned on my shoulder, the clever girl. I just want someone to feel up my tits, is that too much to ask? 

Aren’t they pretty enough?

“You’re fucking insane,” says Janine. “You’re completely insane. Both of you. I don’t know what happened in that...in that cave, that temple, but it’s turned you both into maniacs, and—”

“Come on, Janine,” Nolan interrupts. He strokes his cock in front of her. I nearly have a heart attack. Fuck but the sight of him jerking off is hot. “You don’t want even a little taste? Just a little? How could it hurt?”

Yeah, Janine. How could it hurt? Drool spills down my lips again. I'm like a fucking leaky machine. I don't give a fuck.

Nolan sits down on top of Vlada’s chest, placing his massive, naked, wet cock between her milking tits, and began slowly to fuck her breasts. 

His cum began shooting out almost immediately. Covering her gorgeous face, making it slick and wet and shiny and white and so so fucking hot.

It was like he had total and complete control of his orgasms—one hundred percent control. Such a man. Such a masculine beast. Such a...such a god.

And the cum...the cum is shooting over Janine's little “barrier.” Puddling enormously. Thick and white and sexy as fuck.

The pendant on my neck burns ice cold, and try as I might, I can’t rush toward the puddle of growing cum. I want to, so bad, but something is telling me that I’ll perish if I do. 

Disaster! Disaster! Catastrophe! Alarms!

The mixture of these two impossibly strong emotions keeps me squarely in place. My calves are burning because I’m leaning forward so hard—it’s like I’m being kept upright in a hurricane, pushed by sixty-mile-per-hour winds. My drool slides down my chin, making my neck and cleavage wet and sticky. My cunt pulses without me touching it. I feel like if I start to finger myself, I'll be lost forever—I won't even exist anymore, the way that Vlada is almost surely gone, but I'm so turned on I don't fucking care. 

Janine’s watching it too, this gathering puddle on the interior of the boundary she set up. She's tearing at her sweater, her tits so gorgeously presented, her hair falling down in a sweaty hot tumble around her face. She looks like she belongs on a movie poster. I want to slide my tongue all along her elegant endless jawline. 

“St-stop it,” Janine says, her voice weakening.

“What?” says Nolan. “I’m not going over there.”

“But you’re...you’re...” she’s licking her lips. He just keeps fucking cumming! Cumming and cumming over the line. It piles up beautifully, getting larger and larger. “That’s not...not fair...”

Vlada, beneath Nolan, is licking his cock with gusto. It’s so big that it stretches right through the massive valley of her impossible tits and into her lusciously-crafted mouth. Every fifth or six stroke, she takes it deep down her throat and swallows deeply, suckling down hot shots of his seed. As a reward, he spills some on her face. It quickly is absorbed in her skin, and she looks even sexier than before. 

I’m literally watching her skin grow even shinier and more youthful, her hair grow longer, her tits bigger. Her incredible figure—already an hourglass—is exaggerating even more wildly, her waist becoming tinier while her hips get ever wider and more baby-ready. 

She's becoming a living Goddess.

His living Goddess. 

Oh...oh, oh oh oh oh fuck that's so beautifully hot...

Janine drops to her knees and starts crawling toward the puddle, her eyes wide. She's down to just her bra and jeans, now, her skin flushed and exposed to the heat in the air. All that sexual energy pouring straight into her.

“Janine...!” 

I don’t know what else to say beyond that. I want to praise her, cheer her on—lick it all up, baby! Show him what a good cockslave you can be!

I want to tell her to stop, to listen to reason—it’s evil! It’s strange and controlling, and it’ll fuck up your life forever!

“Oh...oh shit, Janine...maybe...maybe...”

She whimpers. “Fuck...Nolan...it's so...so much cum...”

She drops her face in the goo, clearly unable to stop herself. The scent is so thick that I feel like it’s already rolling in my mouth, and she’s several feet closer than I am. 

Janine licks up the cum with gusto—not even tasting a little first. She gives in totally, sliding her face right in it, covering it on her like it's paint and she's a wall in need of fixing up. Her lips push over the floor, tongue slurping up his seed, and she moans as she takes more and more in. Quickly her fingers push into her jeans and slide up against her hot, tight, wet cunt, pushing the button of her clit while she cums, and cums, and cums again and again. 

Nolan gets up off Vlada, who resumes her place on her feet next to her Man, her God, nuzzling her gorgeous face against his bicep and kissing him gratefully for the tittyfuck she received. His cock is—insanely—just as hard as it was, still spurting out hot seed on top of Janine's back. Vlada strokes him off, spilling even more of his brilliant whiteness on top of her body. 

Janine's clothes dissolve—evaporate?—in the sticky muck. My heart is racing fast and my fingers have finally unbuttoned my pants. 

I'm just eighteen and I'm a virgin and I've never seen anything like this and holy fuck I have to cum.

I need to cum. No matter what happens—no matter if I resist forever or give in like the good little fucking girl I so ache to become—I need to cum right now. 

Soon I'm naked except for the haphazardly placed bra over my tits, moved every which way from my grasping, fondling motions at my tits to deliver extra pleasure to myself. In all the mess, my pendant moves behind my neck, resting on the upper part of my back. It's blistering cold but it's the only thing that is in this entire place. 

Moaning, gyrating, softly humping the air, I slide my fingers down across my clit and earnestly begin stroking and circling the little nub with all my ability. 

Janine leans back on her knees, covered in Nolan’s thick, omnipresent seed. He continues to cum on her, way past fucking marking her; he is bathing her. Vlada strokes him all the way, urging him in that thick accented voice to cum more, more, MORE...

And just like Vlada, Janine starts to change. 

I watch her tits grow right before my eyes, doubling and then doubling in size again, growing from a barely-there A cup to at least an E cup in less than ten seconds. Her hair, always short and platinum, now becomes even more white somehow, stretching down to the floor from her head in a thick voluminous mass, like the cloud of an angel. I watch as her legs grow longer, her waist narrower, her hips wider and oh-so-ready to be pumped full of babies. Her skin becomes sensationally pale, pale like purest snow—the most color on her body is the pink of her pussy lips and mouth, and the bright shining sapphires of her eyes. 

“Holy...” I lick my lips, fingering myself still, not knowing what else to say. “...Holy...”

What I want to say, obviously, is Holy Shit! But Vlada chooses to interpret this differently. Still stroking her God, she nods at me and smiles. 

“Yes,” she says. “He is Holy. The Holiest Being on Earth. The God of Masculinity. The Alpha God of this world.” Her green eyes flash at Janine. “And she will only be the first of many to serve his glory with me.” She looks up at her Master, her pleading clear on that hot, haughty face. “Please, Sire? Take her. Take her now. Take her and make her yours, please?”

Nolan nods, smiling, and delivering a hot, brutal kiss to Vlada, grinding his hand into the back of her skull as he grips her tight—but she's built to withstand his brutality now. 

I can tell—I truly can—that Nolan’s not there anymore. Or if he is, he’s so far buried down that it hardly makes a difference. What this seems like now is more something like some being wearing a Nolan suit—only one that he (He? It?) has made even better. 

Is Nolan truly in there, driving all this newfound power with his ego unrestricted by the bounds of reality? Is he a prisoner in his own mind, locked in by the constant state of orgasm from the mystical presence haunting him? 

I have no idea.

What I can tell you is that it’s all just supremely fucking hot. It may not be Nolan, but it also may be, and anyway you look at it, having the crush of your life studified and then cumming everywhere constantly with a hard-on the size of fucking California is not like, an image that it easy to calm down to.

He bends over and takes Janine by the hair, gripping her near the roots. With one arm, he lifts her up and pushes her against his body. Vlada moves in from behind, helping to position her; Janine herself is conscious, but dazed, her eyes glazed over even though their brightness has increased to the point where they could probably double as blue smartphone back lights. Seriously, if the room wasn't lit up by the fireplace and the generator-powered lights, she would be illuminating the area.

Still standing and holding Janine by the head, Nolan slowly guides her sopping wet pussy down on top of his cock. He’s enormous, but she fits all of him, taking him to the hilt with ease. Her thick tits start leaking milk all over their joined bodies, and he erupts in a low, steady laugh that sends trembles up and down my spine.

“M-M-My God!” Her voice is adulatory. “My God!”

She moans in sudden, quaking orgasm, clearly tugging herself against his body. In a matter of minutes, she went from frigid ice queen to desperately needing this God’s cock. 

How have I not done the same? 

All I want to do is stay. All I want to do is lick up that puddle of cum. To join Vlada and beg to be bimbofied or changed or possessed or whatever, anything just so long as I can be fucked by Nolan too. 

Anything so I can be his slave.

Anything so I can call him Daddy like I’ve needed to my whole life. 

But this is—a strong and getting stronger impulse—this is so wrong, and I know I have to flee.

...right?

Nolan's fucking Janine so hard, though. It's so wonderful to watch. Vlada is purring up against his body, cheering him on, begging him to fuck her even harder. With her hands on Janine's waist, Vlada is thrusting Janine's feather-light weight furiously up and down his shaft, almost like she's masturbating her God with Janine's pussy. 

Biting Janine's shoulder hard, Nolan cums inside of the angelic blonde, and I can see her massive orgasm from feet away, practically feeling it myself. Her brain cells must be popping like tiny little soap bubbles, her mind soaking in a flood of infinite bliss. She’s crying out Nolan’s name, calling him Master, calling him her God. 

He drops her to the ground, his cock finally not sticking out like a crowbar from his body. It’s still half-hard though, easily eight inches long and probably harder than most men’s cocks could ever dream of being. I twist my shirt around my tits, feeling the slosh of my own drool and sweat there. Fuck, I want him so bad, and all I want is for him to ruin my virgin cunt. Is it possible to hyperventilate for like half an hour and live? 

I feel like that’s what I’ve been doing. 

Janine, on the ground, coos and moans, giggling madly and licking her lips up at the cock above her. 

“Oh, my God,” she says. “You fucked me so good. I Love You, Master.”

There’s practically none of her left that’s recognizable as the old, stolid Professor Habermann. Maybe a little in the face, but even that has been beautified and transformed. She looks more like a pin-up girl than anything. 

God. What would all that cum do to me? 

I can't help but be horrified and aroused at the notion of finding out.

With Janine so utterly changed—so utterly bred—there’s only one woman left in the cabin for Nolan to fuck. Strangely, even though it’s all I want, it takes me the longest of any of them to figure it out. Vlada’s eyes are flashing on me, Janine’s fingers move to her cum-filled cunt, stroking and fingering herself while she blows little kisses my way, and Nolan triangulates between the other two, blocking any exits I might have.

As if I’d want one. 

“Now,” he says. “Let’s talk about what to do with you, little girl.”

Uh, gulp.

* * * * * 
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“TALK?” I ASK, SURPRISED. “I...you want to talk?”

My fingers are still slick against my clit, one hand on my hefty tit. He’s right in front of me, after all, and he’s naked, too. Of course I’m fingering myself, are you kidding me? 

Fucking look at him. Holy shit, what a stud. Oh god. 

Oh god, I’m losing my fucking mind and I don’t give a fuck, oh god.

“I am the God of this world and every other,” says Nolan. Vlada moans and nods, grinding harder against him, gasping in pleasure to hear him say it. “But I have been here only for...an hour? Two? I need to gain my strength. The more followers I convert, the less I will require rest.”

It’s true. I can look down to his cock and see that—while it’s not soft by any means—the river of cum flowing out from it has slowed significantly. 

“Vlada,” says Nolan. “Sit down with Alice. Help her cum. For Me.”

Vlada smiles at me, complete predator. “Yes, Master. Anything you say.”

It may be an order from her God, but I can tell that Vlada would love to do this even if she didn’t have to obey. She pushes me back until we're both sat down together in the small blue loveseat, sliding me in her lap. She’s so tall now, and she was tall before. She’s like another species. Her legs are long, her torso elongated, her tits so huge they’re like pillows against my shoulder, but she’s still so fucking sexy. Holding me tight, holding me like I’m her little girl, she slides her fingers up into my cunt and softly begins whispering in my ear. 

“Mistress has you, sweetling. Don’t worry. Mistress is right here...”

I whimper horribly, feeling her fingers fill up my cunt, my world, my every sensation. I don't whether to look at her unearthly beauty or Nolan's sensational body, still streaming all the precum down on top of Janine's body. 

He moves across the cabin—like fucking watching a Greek statue move—and sits down across from us in the thick-cushioned brown couch. It groans under his massive weight of muscle. His huge new mass takes up roughly half of the room there. 

Janine crawls across the floor and begins sucking at his toes. A trail of cum, pussy juice, and lactation follows her. This house is decidedly unclean, decidedly dirty.

And it's hot.

“You see,” Nolan says, “I’m going to take my place as I deserve as the ruler of this world. Of every world. And you’re going to help me, Alice. You want that, don’t you? You want to help Master, don’t you sweetie?” 

I whimper, nodding. Vlada’s lips are so hot on my neck, my chin, my cheek. I can feel my pendant still burning on my back, but I don't care—she's so beautiful oh my god.

“Yes, you do,” says Vlada. “You need to help him sooo bad...”

She continues to slide her fingers against my cunt as she says this. I'm insane for her. Hot, heavy, fast breaths leaving my body. I feel like I'm hearing gospel for the first time.

“That’s a good girl,” says Nolan. “I knew you were a good girl from the second I met you. What’s going to happen is I’m going to fuck and rule my way through this entire country. Then this continent. Then the world. I’m going to build an army of my followers. Some will be like Janine here...” he pushes his foot against her face, playfully forceful. She doesn’t mind, staring up at him with mindless, eager hunger for more attention, even if it is abusive. Her tongue wraps around his heel, suckling and moaning. “...little fuckdolls for breeding. I want a new race born from my seed. A better race, one suited to my purposes for domination. And perhaps I’ll grant Janine some of her intelligence back. Use her for infiltration. You could imagine that, couldn’t you? I bet you could. Smart, good little girl like you.” 

I moan, gasping. He keeps saying that. Good little girl. Vlada’s fingers are magic. She’s bringing me so, so close...

And yes, I could imagine that. A hot fuckforce of spies and infiltrators. Dressed in tight fucking hot clothes to seduce all the men. Fuck their minds over, corrupt their wives...

“Yes,” Nolan continues. “Send someone like Janine in, let’s say, into a village. Distract the men. They’re altered and changed from fucking her. Turned into the ruthless studs that men are supposed to be. These men in turn fuck the women—unlocking their true potential. Maybe they’re all bimbo fuckdolls like Janine here. Maybe they’re good enough to be priestesses under Vlada here.”

“Pr-priestesses?”

“That’s right. I’m thinking that’s what you’ll be, Alice. A priestess, working in tandem with my First Worshiper, my High Priestess Vlada. Wouldn’t you like that? To have her finger you whenever you like? To be at her side whenever she’s fucked by me? To cheer us on while we rut and breed like the Male and Female we are?”

I nod, clenching my teeth, needing that so so bad. That sounds so good—so perfect, oh god!

But. 

But it's all so...

...So strange. I need to have answers.

“Wh-what happened? In that t-temple down there?”

“The Temple?” He smiles. “You know what happened. I realized my potential, that’s all. I was imbued with a power greater and more ancient than anything I could have possibly imagined. My mission on this earth has always been to spread the truth, Alice. To share knowledge with those less fortunate than myself. That’s why I became an archaeologist. Now, I know more. The Truth is clear to me. It is my Truth. My Knowledge that people need.”

Vlada softly fingers my cunt. “The knowledge of His Seed,” she whispers in my ear. “Don't you need His Seed in you, darling? Filling you up. Making you so warm. Giving you babies...”

I whimper helplessly. “And...and Vlada?”

“A God needs a High Priestess,” he explains. “A protector of sorts. A confidant. Someone in who to confide. A bride. Isn’t Vlada perfect for that role?”

I can’t imagine anyone more perfect. I feel so honored to be in their presence. I hold myself tighter against Vlada, wanting so badly to be part of this family. Her thumb pushes hard against my clit while her fingers slide deeper up into my hot willing teenage virgin cunny. A moan escapes my mouth.

To imagine the two of them teaching me, letting me learn from them, my new Mommy and Daddy, taking me in their bed, letting their good little girl suckle and lick and kiss her way into their good graces...

If I’m bad, they’ll have to spank me together. They’ll have to. They’ll have to take turns. Maybe Vlada spanking me with her hand from behind while Daddy spanks my face with his own hands...or his cock. I can’t decide which turns me on more. My horny thoughts are escalating more and more, stuff I would normally never consider seems so right now, and it’s all because of Vlada’s beautiful fingers buried so hot in my cunt.

“My power is only going to grow and grow, Alice. I’m going to become more than I am. More powerful. More everything. And the first of my followers will always be more blessed than any others. Do you want that, Alice? Do you want to submit to me? Do you want to give me all that you are?”

Vlada’s fingers are moving so fast I can barely think. Barely speak. I need to say yes. I want to. It’s just...

The pendant burns on my back, delivering still some sanity to me. 

“Are yo-you...are you still Nolan? Still Professor Slate? Who am I speaking with? Is she even Vlada?”

Vlada moans and kisses in my ear. “Don’t worry about such things, darling girl. Just submit. Submit to Him and give Him everything you are. It will be so much better that way...”

It starts to click. Her insistence. 

They need me to submit, for some reason. 

Need me to verbally acquiesce. Why? Why do I have to say it but Janine didn’t? Is it because she had already slept with Nolan in the past? 

Is it because I’m a virgin and she isn’t?

Why am I special?

“Am I Nolan? The Nolan you knew?” He rolls his neck one way and then the other, his thick bones crackling like thunder. “An interesting question. I...do not identify as him any longer, though I was once him. The way that you no longer view yourself as a toddler or an adolescent. The way you might have been consumed with studying for a test or a project, perhaps, for two entire weeks, until it was all your life was...and then after the day it was due, that which had consumed you was no longer important. That is what Nolan is to Me. An identity I remember clearly and yet all the same, one which I have outgrown. What I stumbled upon in the Temple has evolved with Me, grown with Me, aged My mind thousands of years. The things I know, Alice...they would astound you.” He smiles. His cock is growing again. “Though all you really need to know is I know your secrets, good girl. I know what you need from Me. What you’ve always needed from Me. I can smell it on you.”

He stands up, approaching me slowly. His footsteps are heavy and dense with tissue. His cock is dripping so much fucking precum. I'm salivating and Vlada is keeping me right at the edge of orgasm and I love them both so much...

“Cum for me, Alice. Cum for Master, and I’ll give you everything you’ve ever wanted.”

Staring up at him, I cannot help myself. My hands slides around his cock—it’s right there, so thick and hard and heavy, throbbing with life—and I stroke it and look up into his handsome face with Vlada finger-fucking me so hard and I cum as hard as I ever have in my life. 

“Oh god!” I moan. “Oh fuck! God! God! My God! Oh God, it feels so good!”

Vlada continues to fuck me with her nimble fingers, my body thrashing against hers, her milk dripping all over my body and covering me in her warm juices. I'm so sheltered, so safe, so complete.

Thoughts blink in and out, mapping my pleasure to holding and stroking Nolan's beautiful huge cock and feeling Vlada's incredible body. My mind slowly returns to me, but I’m just as turned on as I was before, if not more so. It’s like that orgasm was just releasing the floodgates, breaking down the dam—now the water is free and the water is fucking sex. 

Because despite cumming I feel wetter and hotter than ever. I'm holding the cock of a Living Fucking God. 

The pendant sliding on my back, covered by my thick hair, is fucking screaming at me, but I shut it out. I don't care anymore. About answers, about knowledge, about anything. All I want is this.

I stare up at him—this Nolan-who-isn’t-Nolan—and I know I barely have a choice at all. I have to submit to him. It’s all I was born to do.

* * * * *
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AFTER THE MONUMENTAL orgasm from Vlada, she slides me down to the floor and attends to Janine, who is still brainlessly slurping and licking up the many juices on the floor. 

I watch as Vlada effortless picks Janine up in one hand—like, grabs Janine at the hip, and with that grip on her skin just picks her up straight from the floor—and tosses her down like a sack of bimbofied potatoes on the kitchen table. 

So strong. 

Goddamn, she was strong before. She was like, mountain-climber queen. Now she’s just some fucking superheroine Kryptonian fresh from the Negative Zone. 

And I just had her fingers in my pussy, oh fuck. She must have been so gentle with me not to hurt me. Gentle like a Mommy with her favorite daughter, oh fuck, oh god, oh fuck. I’m so turned on. Her ass is like all the wet thoughts and dreams I’ve ever had about ass combined. 

But my gaze can’t focus on her forever. Nolan is above me, his cock sliding against my forehead and hair. I can feel his precum, warm and sticky, drenching my backside and streaming down my face. I love it—love the taste of it, the scent of it. I love how it makes me feel like such a whore, such a slut for Daddy to be covered in his seed like this. 

He tastes incredible. The thickness moves down my move like hot, salty syrup—delicious and savory, the aroma of Heaven filling me up. My eyes are full of worship. I love him so much.

I stare up at him, gulping and cooing.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” I say, lips smacking with his precum. “I’ve needed it. Dreamed about it. Ached for it.”

He nods down at me, smiling with that handsome smile. “I know, sweetheart.”

That fucking makes my cunt twist with need. Calling me “sweetheart.” Not just slave. Not just his slut. It’s the kind of thing you say to someone you love; the sort of thing a Daddy calls his good little girl. 

His cock is right there and I can’t stop myself, I’m sliding my mouth over the head and taking it deep, I mean as deep as I can go. I urge my lips forward, farther and farther up, wanting all of him inside me. I don’t care if I have eight inches down my throat.

I’ve...practiced, you see. At home. Before this. 

I didn’t want a gag reflex. I knew that I wanted to be a virgin for Professor Slate, but I didn’t want to suck at sex. What if he didn’t like fucking me? What if he thought I would suck at it forever, that I couldn’t be taught? What if he didn’t want to be the one to teach me?

So, I’ve got the internet, I figured some stuff out. One of the ones I figured out was that a big, properly stiff cucumber was a decent facsimile for a cock, at least in terms of learning to suck. I started small and worked my way up—and thank god I did, because that means now? 

Right now as I’m taking Nolan’s fucking godcock down my throat? 

I’m sucking as well as anyone has ever sucked. My lips are straining forward, but making progress, going closer and closer to that holy land of letting my hot lips push against the thick hair of his crotch like he deserves. I can feel his shaft and cockhead bulging in my esophagus, stretching out my throat. Every time I swallow, I just suck him harder. I wish I could fucking breathe him into me.

I want to submit. I want to submit. I want him to own me mind, body, and soul just like he does with Vlada and Janine. I don’t care if I’m a bimbofied mess for the rest of my life like Janine is so long as I’m able to be fucked by his greatness once in a while. 

But there's...there's something in me that tells me I haven't. Not really. Not the way Nolan wants. And I don't know why. 

He pulls his cock out from the soft burrito wrap he’s made of my throat. “How are you feeling, slave?”

“Just perfect, Master,” I say, giggling slightly at the sound of it. 

He raises an eyebrow. Discriminatory. 

“With the amount of my essence you’ve swallowed and felt...you should be...different by now.”

“Different?”

He looks over at Vlada. She’s waving her hands over Janine’s body, great crackles of purple energy floating from her eyes and fingertips. 

Holy fuck. Like a...like a fucking sorceress. I'm amazed, but really, my level of amazement has been steady for hours now. It's hard to become more amazed, or even surprised by anything. 

Vlada has powers because of her close connection to Nolan, her status as his First GodFuck? 

Sure, why not?

Fucking hot, is what that is.

Beneath Vlada, Janine is slowly perfected and regalized—her gorgeous bimbo body that had been so out-of-control with sexy curves slowly normalizes, becoming something more manageable and understandable. Her tits decrease in size but increase in buoyancy and firmness, slipping together and creating a natural development of perfect cleavage. From looking like a pin-up girl, Vlada has delivered her into something more akin to an incredibly busty supermodel—utterly regal, but still purely sexual.

“I don’t understand,” says Nolan, looking at me closely, holding my jaw. His grip is so fucking sexy on my comparatively tiny head. He could crush my face without even trying.. “You should have been perfected by now. Transcended. You should have been mine, none of those...thoughts left in your head.” I can see the distaste in his face; I hate myself for helping to cause it. I want to please him so badly. “Unless...”

He reaches down into my hair, tracing the chain that my pendant is on, and I moan at his touch—his hands are so strong and calloused. But he’s not reaching to touch me, he’s grabbed my pendant.

“I...is that—?”

Nolan recoils from me. 

Vlada, from across the room, hisses like a goddamn vampire and floats to the ceiling, flying across the room and pulling her Master away from me.  They retreat back into kitchen. Janine, a dreamy look on her face, stands up off the table and then kneels before them, worshiping silently. 

“Vile witch!” Vlada snaps, her eyes full of fury. “Put it away! Put it away!”

The fuck is happening?

* * * * * 
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THERE’S MADNESS FOR about a minute. Janine is shivering on the floor, her hips popping up and down involuntarily, her shimmering body spasming and twitching from the leftovers of Vlada’s hot attentions. Even so, she remains utterly quiet—just orgasming at an almost constant rate.

Nolan moves Vlada away from him, pushing her to one side, and they float down from the ceiling, both staring at me. Glaring at me with horrible intensity—I’ve made him angry, oh fuck! What did I do? What can I do to stop it? And Vlada takes a hold of Nolan, possessive and intense, her thick dark red hair stretching around his leg like an extra limb, like they’re some fucking power couple in an erotic fantasy painting.

Ugh. The thought of him as a barbarian warlord and her as some sorceress really does it for me. I could be their innocent little princess...the one they kidnap and keep in a tower, defiling and corrupting until one day I have to go back to the kingdom and kill all the other rulers and turn it over to their dark power...

It doesn't matter what kind of fantasy I have. It all loops back to Her, to Him, to Them.

“Put the pendant away, Alice.”

I whimper at Nolan's command. Automatically, I cover the pendant up under my hair, behind my back again. I push my tits out, wanting him to see the easy smooth lines of my tight hot eighteen-year old cleavage, so thick and covered with his precum goodness.

“No,” he shakes his head. “More than that. Take off the pendant, Alice. Throw it to Vlada.”

More than anything, I want to comply. But something in me won’t let me do just that. As soon as I touch it to do as he says, I have to question him; I have to know more. 

“I...why?”

“Just take it off.”

Gulping, I try to protest still.“My mother gave it to me. It’s special to me. It’s...I don’t want to.”

“Do you want this dick, Alice?” Vlada asks. “This holiness?”

She drops to her knees before Nolan. Janine trails behind her, sliding her angelic face up against her hot ass. His balls are like thick, ripe grapefruits, resting against Vlada's beautifully elegant cheek. They’re pulsing and thrumming, producing constantly like big babyfactory pumps. I drool just looking at them. My cunt drools too. Every part of me wants him. Thick cum streams down his shaft, the cockhead pointing straight up.

Janine moves off from Vlada and over to the other side of Nolan, resting her head against his balls opposite Vlada. Both of them are shimmering and gorgeous, staring at me with wide, expectant eyes.

In fact, it looks a lot like...

Like my dream?

Energy crackles around Vlada, and she’s wearing a shimmering, sheer white robe. It’s held up entirely by the pointy, hard ends of her nipples. Her lips move up and down against the balls, and she’s looking at me, urging me over with her eyes. 

Janine moans, slurping up against Nolan's balls, her hand joining Vlada's on his shaft. She is similarly covered in a shimmering, sheer white robe. The only difference between their outfits is that Vlada’s has beautiful gold trim on it, showing her off just that little bit more. 

I’m trembling on my knees, my naked pelvis and crotch soaking in cum, in my own juices, in sweat. I can feel how smooth and tight and soft my thighs are; I want to join them against Vlada’s and Janine’s—I want to join them in worship!

But something stops me.

No, not something—the pendant stops me. Again. Still. Denying me. Denying all my desire with its cold, endless reason.

“Don’t you want to serve with us, Alice?” Janine asks.

She sounds twenty years younger, if twenty years ago she was a bimbo songstress. Her voice is a soft, lilting coo, like velvet condensed into sound waves. I want to slide my cunt on her voice until I don’t know what words mean anymore. 

“Yes, Alice,” says Vlada. “Don’t you want to come and adore Him with us? Wouldn’t you love that? Don’t you want to show Him how much you need Him? How much you love your Master?”

I do—oh fuck, I do so much!

But if I can’t—if I can’t change just from his hot beautiful cum like they did, doesn’t that mean I ought to not? Doesn’t that mean I was selected somehow—chosen to be the vanguard of good sense, to protect others from what he could do?

Because as hot as I find it to be bimbofied and enslaved myself, that doesn’t mean every woman would. I mean, I can hardly imagine such an outcome—he’s so fucking perfect and handsome—but there are plenty of women, I’m sure, somehow, who don’t want to be cocksucking kneeling fuckslaves forever and ever for the rest of time. 

For some positively stupid reason.

But even if it’s stupid, I have to respect that reason. 

“Alice,” says Nolan, holding out his hand. “I know you want me. I wanted you. I wanted you to come into that Temple with me. It should have been you.” Vlada nods, sliding her mouth up and down Nolan’s cock, her cheek slippery with his cum. “You should have been the one to change with me, first. You should have been my High Priestess. You still can be. Vlada will do as I say in this matter as she will in all matters.” She nods at his behest, utterly obedient. Completely his creature. “But you have to submit. You have to trust me. And you must give us that amulet.”

I don’t see a choice for myself. 

Eeping, gasping, grunting—I grab every bit of clothing I can and power out through the door before any of them can stop me, into the cold and the snow and the blizzard. One last chance for freedom—one last chance to stop all of this madness for good. 

# # # 
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Obeying His Member
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It’s freezing outside. 

I mean, of course it’s freezing outside, am I an idiot? I must be an idiot. I’ve run outside into a raging blizzard away from a beautifully warm cabin where every last one of my sexual fantasies could have come true if only I would have submitted totally to the perfect fate of surrendering my soul to a nascent God of Masculinity. 

Huff.

It’s been a weird day.

I’m not too far from the cabin. I can’t make quick headway with the heavy winds and the thick snow. Looking back, I can see the structure still through all the precipitation, like a bubble of warmth protects it. There’s no snow for twenty feet around the cabin, as if it’s inside some magical dome.

Nolan, or what was Nolan, is creating that dome.

Nolan, Professor Slate, is an archaeologist. I followed him up here to the mountains, did everything I could in life to make sure that I was his student assistant at the university where he works and I attend. I’ve had a crush on him ever since my Father left my Mother and I; he’s been a father figure to me my whole life, he just hasn’t known it. 

I wanted to let him know. That’s why I came to work with him; that’s why I begged and pleaded with him to let me come on this trip. I wanted to show him how much I cared for him; how much I adored him; how much I would suck his cock all day long and beg to call him Sir or Master or...Daddy.

Whatever he liked. 

Hopefully Daddy. Mmph.

Only now...he’s changed. I don’t have a sane way to explain it as there is not a sane explanation. When exploring through this Scandinavian mountain range, searching for the hidden Phallic Temple of the Ancient Male, something happened. We found the temple—I had always believed we would, I believe in Nolan so much—but when we did, Nolan and our guide, the crazy-gorgeous mercenary Vlada Voladina, had something happen to them. 

My best guess?

The spirits of the Temple were awakened somehow. There really was an Ancient Male, some uber-masculine God who was obsessed with fucking, breeding, and dominating. Maybe not an actual god in the sense of, you know—God. Not an omnipresent, omniscient, omnipotent force. Somewhere more between like, Hercules and Zeus—powerful but constrained in mortal flesh. 

Flesh that looked hot as fuck. He has a fucking twelve-pack now, and he’s like easily three hundred pounds, and he just keeps growing, and his cock is enormous...

I’ve stopped in the snow, my cunt burning. I can feel him calling out to me. I hear his voice booming across the storm. I can’t make the words out, really, aside from my name, but I get the gist. 

I want so badly to turn back and drop to my knees and crawl through the snow just to apologize to him and promise my body and soul to Him forever and ever. To be his perfect worshiping fuckpet and beg him to pretty please let me call Him Daddy.

He wants to breed me. Fuck me. Own me. Wants me to call him Master, wants me to suck on his cock all through this storm like a good little girl, and milk his cock dry all over my face. Wants to bimbofy me like he did to Professor Habermann, to make me into some superslut hellbent on moaning in his ear while he conquers town after town after city after city after country and establishes the new worship of His Truth throughout the land.

I set my jaw, ignoring very deliberately how much my subconscious is doing to turn me on, and keep trudging through the snow. My pants are soaking wet, and it's not just from the melted ice.

Very quickly it is apparent to me that I’m going to die out here. I don’t know where I’m going. I’m just going. 

There are any number of ways for my life to very suddenly and painfully end. If hypothermia doesn’t do it, then probably I’ll get frostbite in my brain, or fall off some ledge, or get buried in a snowdrift and be unable to pull myself out. 

But none of that happens. I keep trudging forward. Every step I take, it’s like the snow is melting a little to make the path easier. To show my way. 

I experiment a little—deliberately moving against the path I feel myself on. I can barely shove my foot into the snow in front of me. It’s frozen solid, slick and hard. I turn back to the path—and it melts again, clearing away easily.

Someone is guiding me—but who?

Before too long—though even ten seconds out in this subatomic cold is enough to feel like ten years—I start to get my answer. Deep inside of a crop of snow-covered evergreens, there’s a cave with a lantern above it, hanging suspiciously still in the blistering winds. I approach with caution, but determination. I mean, I’ve come this far, and it’s not like I have a choice anymore, do I?

I have no idea how far I’ve come. This blizzard is essentially a white-out, and visibility is close to maybe thirty feet. I could have walked ten miles or a hundred feet in a circle, I don’t really know. 

The cave smells like warm spices and aromatic flowers. I enter slowly, the wind still ripping at my thin layer of clothes. I don’t even realize how cold I am until I’m inside the cave further, its warmth spiking across my frigid, cold, bluish skin. There is a thick bath bubbling and ready in a brass tub, surrounded by shelves and shelves of ingredients, fruits, vegetables, hanging roots and flowers, feathers, bone totems, and animal skulls. 

It’s obvious this is the lair of someone who makes this mountain their home, who is as familiar with the wildlife here as I am with the appendices to all of Professor Slate’s books (those are where he keeps all his pictures; in several, he’s shirtless or just wearing a tank top. Fuck. I'm so fucking in love with him). 

“Get in the tub,” says a voice. 

I cannot see where it comes from, and turn to look for the source. 

“Get in the tub,” says the voice again, “unless you would care to suffer through a bout of hypothermia and frostbite. The water is laced with sun lady flowers and the fruit of the kovell tree, to attend to the frostbite forming in your fingers and toes and ears and nose. If you value that pretty face of yours, your youthful looks, get in the tub. And quickly.”

I’m only ever going to be with Nolan—and how the fuck is that on my mind? A one-way train on a decade-long track is pretty hard to stop I guess—if I’m pretty like I am now. He can have whoever he wants, after all.

I gulp and strip down, painfully aware that someone is watching me, and slip myself into the tub. My body is toned and slender, but shivering painfully. My nipples are hard from the cold—the first time they’ve been hard for a reason that’s not sexual delight for what feels like ages—and the water rushes over my skin, soaking me right down to my bones.

Almost immediately, I feel how exhausted I am. Sexually, emotionally, mentally. I see a shape moving from the corner of my eyes—something coming out from the wall, someone who I thought was part of the wall...but I forget to be scared, drowsiness overpowering me, and I sleep.

* * * * * 
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I WAKE IN A SMALL COT, covered only a tiny dress made from animal skins. There’s food cooking—meat, salty and layered with spices—and I remember my body being in the pot and the shadowy shape I saw and I’m terrified that I’m the one whose cooking. 

I sit upright in a hurry, checking the parts of my body. Both legs, both arms. Everything attached. My head starts to swim, and I have to lie back down. The cave rotates for a moment, twisting this way and that. 

It takes me a moment to realize I'm actually in a cot and not the tub anymore. The tub in the center of the room is gone—moved? Teleported somewhere? Maybe an illusion the whole time? Anything is game now; I don’t know what to believe anymore. 

Instead, now in the middle of the room is that same old crone who came to Nolan and I and interrupted our perfect moment together when he was about to tell me that he was into me like I was into him. Immediately, my temper flashes; irrational though it is to want her to apologize, I do. 

She’s ugly and gross and old and she’s just fucking jealous that I was wanted by Nolan and she has to be alone forever. 

I stop the train of thought, taking a breath. 

Basically none of that is true. I mean it feels a little true, but it’s just my emotions getting the best of me. I just want Nolan to fuck me and breed me so bad! It’s fucking with my head. 

I get out of the bed and approach the woman, still unsteady on my feet, trying to gain my bearings. I slowly shake my head this way and that, pushing fingers through the thickness of my hair.

“My name is Nataline,” says the woman, her voice significantly younger-sounding than it was yesterday. Her back is to me but I know it’s the same woman—her hair is the same long gray, her body is the same from behind, all covered over in animal skins and feathers. “There is much happening here. Many questions you must have. I will try to answer them. You have been through an ordeal.”

“I guess I have,” I say. “Are you like...”

I want to say witch but it seems rude. It seems sexist. But it’s the only word I know.

“Am I what?” she asks. 

“You know.” I have to say it. “Like a witch? A sorceress? A...something magic?”

I can feel in this place, very strongly, the same kind of tugging and sparkling energy that was in the cabin when Nolan’s powers were going crazy. I know that something is here.

“These are all terms that have been used to describe me, yes. The truth is somewhat different. But it is a reasonable approximation.”

“And you’re...you’re doing some spell now?”

She continued to stir over her pot, not facing me. She tossed in a few spare herbs, great plumes of smoke rising from the boiling surface, and let the smoke wash over her skin. 

Instead of answering me, she says, “The Beast has been awakened. Hasn’t he?”

“Do you mean...you mean the god? From the Temple?”

“God?” she spits. It’s a thick, phlegm-y mess on the dirt floor. “He is as much a god as I am a shoe. But yes. We speak of the same being. How many has he taken?”

“There’s...only three of us and Professor Slate. That’s his name. There’s Vlada and Janine and me.”

“Which did he make his Priestess?”

I’m a little stunned she already has guessed so much.

“Vlada.” I gulp. “Our guide. How do you know all this?”

“It is my duty to know. To protect the Temple. I did not think that its sanctity would be violated by you lot. I thought perhaps you would have the dreams, like the others. Driven mad. Rut each other into starvation, until you forgot to eat from fucking so much. This is what usually happens.”

“You would have...you would have let that happen?”

She turns to me, finally, and smiles. “I warned you, did I not?”

There’s something happening—her face is different. Younger. Much younger. And prettier too. Yesterday, her mouth was toothless—now she’s got a full two rows of sparkling pearly whites. She continues to sip and inhale from the pot she’s stirring, and her appearance continues to grow younger. 

...Sexier. 

I gulp. Why is everyone so goddamn attractive? Is it just me? Am I doomed to be turned on by everyone I see because I can’t get my fucking V-Card turned in? Or is just all this weird goddamn sex magic on this mountain?

Anyway, her hair is slowly oozing from dry and gray to thick, wet, and blond. Her face smooths out, every wrinkle disappearing, her lips becoming full and pink, her cheeks rosy and full of life. She looks like she belongs in some phone commercial, smiling and laughing about how great it is to buy stuff. I can see the lines of her neck—which were so gross before, like the innards of this cave—smoothing out too, becoming elegant and soft. 

I can only imagine the rest of her body did the same. She looks sensational now, lush and regal, and my pussy wets with arousal at the sudden sight of her spilling cleavage forward in her tight outfit, enormous breasts filling out the tight animal skins she wears. Hips fantastically wide, stretching beautifully. Her hourglass frame is phenomenal, ludicrously feminine—like she’s drawing on powers of some Ancient Female to combat the Ancient Male. 

“We must combat him, this beast,” she says, her voice singularly erotic. “He cannot be allowed to taint this world with his poisonous seed.”

“What will happen?”

“He won’t stop. Always, he will want more. To fuck more women. To breed them. Enslave them. Change them. He won’t tolerate the challenges of other men. Either they will be placated with his leftovers, or they will be eliminated.”

I try to hide how much the thought of that arouses me. I know that it’s wrong, good god of course I do—I’m hiding my arousal, after all. But it’s still there.

“How did I...” I gulp, not sure how to phrase the question. “How did I get out? How did I resist? Janine, she was so strong. She knew him. And yet she submitted almost right away. And Vlada? God. She’s like...she’s probably killed people before. How did she—”

Nataline slowly drops her clothing down to the floor. Her body is exceptional and pale, like a Greek statue of fertility. I stop thinking, staring at her bright, strawberry-sized nipples.

“The normal mortal woman is not a match for him, no matter how strong or powerful. Now would you be, I expect, except for the talisman you bear.”

“Talisman?” I laugh. “I don’t have any...”

I remember my pendant now. The way it tugged at me, pushed on my body, kept me from dropping to my knees and worshiping. The way Nolan and Vlada recoiled from it. 

“This thing?” I raise it up, pulling it out from the dress she put me in. “But this is...I mean, this is my Mom's. We're from...from the fucking...the fucking Midwest. How would some mystical talisman end up—”

She shushes me, placing a finger on my lips. I quiver—she feels so soft. “We try to pretend that we control events. Occurrences. We see things wildly out of control in this world. Earthquakes. Tornadoes. Famine. We pretend that the way those things are out of our control are somehow different than the minor events in our everyday life. Dropping a book in a street. Meeting a stranger. They are not. There is no control. You are an agent of fate, Alice. Fate targeted you, and delivered the talisman to you, because you were the one to be close to this Professor Slate when he discovered the Temple.”

This doesn’t make any fucking sense to me. But there is a kind of logic to it, I guess? I mean, my massive crush on him led me to him, right? 

Was that fate too? My entire attraction for the love of my life? What if my Mom had dropped a bunch of Sports Illustrated instead of National Geographic in my room after my father left? Would I have created some infatuation with some baseball stud instead? 

Am I that simple a creature?

I don’t want to think so.

And yet even as I don’t want to think that I’m simple, Nataline’s body is calling to me, and I’m feeling vulnerable and very turned on. The cloth of the dress she’s put me in is not enough to hide how erect my nipples are. I deduce very suddenly that she’s already seen me naked—to have taken me out of the tub and clothed me, she must have had he hands all over my body. She could have touched me however she wanted...

There’s a very obvious trail of arousal leaking down one of my legs. I try to hide it as best I can, sliding my knees together, but that only makes me look more turned on.

“The spell is almost complete,” says Nataline. “The powers of the Ancient Female thrum inside of me, as the powers of the Ancient Male thrum inside of your Professor Slate. But I require one final step for completion.”

She pulls a thick, heavy fur off the wall and drapes it over her shoulders, turning at me with those old, gorgeous blue-green eyes. I shudder at her look—she is emanating desire and lust. Sitting down on the bed in the corner where I slept, she slides against the wall so that her upper body is upright and her legs are spread wide. For some reason, her wearing that fur like that makes her look even more erotic than it would be if she were completely naked. 

“What’s the step?” I ask, gulping, knowing already. 

She spreads her legs wider, her pussy wet and pink. A small tuft of exquisite blond hair forms a line straight to it. 

“What do you think, little girl?” 

I whimper. Why the fuck does everyone know how to turn me on? I feel like I’ve been cast adrift in a sea of predators, only...only, well, that’s like one of my biggest fantasies come to life, isn’t it?

Slowly, my body edges toward the bed. She’s put something in the air, some scent—like what Nolan did—only this one is gentler. Calmer. Encouraging, not coercing. They’re both hot. 

“You must do this with me,” she says, sliding an elegant, youthful finger down to her clit. She spreads the folds and begins to circle around her hot button. I moan slightly, watching her. There’s saliva forming rapidly in my mouth, readying myself already. “You must assist me. It’s the only way to stop him. Once I use this power on him directly, it will all be over. The balance will be restored. The Ancient Male’s power will be imprisoned again. But you must help me first.”

“What about your power?”

“I shall relinquish it. I must. The spell is temporary. For performing this service, I will be blessed, for a time, with an extended life. I have already lived for many centuries. I will likely live for another. Long enough to finally train an apprentice in these ancient ways.” She raises an eyebrow, staring me up and down. “You, perhaps, if you want such a path.”

Living with this beauty...for years and years, licking her pussy, adoring her. Is that the life I want? I don’t even know anymore. 

I’m filled with this sense that anything can happen, that life is not quite so set in its ways, that fate is some kind of myth, but all the same I am crawling forward onto the bed, pushing my face between Nataline’s legs, moaning softly as my lips touch down on her wet folds. 

I can't stop myself. I'm so fucking horny. I need release. I need to cum, I need to please, it's just how I'm fucking wired. I'll do anything if it means I can just make someone cum.

My tongue slides gently into her pussy, and I feel her body respond instantly—growing wetter, her thighs wrapping around my head. They’re so smooth and hairless, so silky soft. My hands push up underneath her, grabbing her toned, pale ass, pulling her pussy even harder against my face.

My tongue trails upward, past her entrance and up to that special nub, pushing her fingers aside with my nose. I want to lick her there, want to feel her respond. 

I can feel power gathering around us. Crackling in the air, energy making everything sudden and in the moment. It sparkles across my skin, brilliantly cascading through the air as her fingers slide through my hair and down my back. 

“Yes, that's right, little one,” she moans, her voice breathy. “Lick me. Lick me just like that.”

I keep licking, doing just as she says, cooing and moaning myself. My fingers slide up into my pussy, already scorching hot, and I feel my orgasm rushing towards me unavoidably—like it had been waiting just for the slightest touch to set it off. 

I start to tremble and buck, but something keeps the orgasm just at bay, this power gathering all around us, preventing me from feeling that sweet perfect pleasure.

It's her, I realize, licking still, unable to stop myself. It's Nataline, keeping me from cumming until she cums herself. Maybe it's part of the ceremony, or maybe it's just because she's selfish, but either way I'm trapped in that sick hot moment right before cumming, my hips powering up and down, needing it so bad but unable to break through. 

As a result, I lick her even more rapidly, my tongue tireless, my jaw aching with effort, both of our bodies slick with sweat and arousal in this warm, warm cave. 
“Oh...goddess...” Nataline's voice is layered in lust. “Goddess...yes! Yes! Give me the power! Give me the power! The p-power...”
I can feel her start to release, her thighs wrapping around my face even harder, so silky and soft. And even more than my intuition tells me her orgasm is near is that that block I feel around my own starts to slip away, and the tidal wave of pleasure I need crushes my body. I fold into her body, burying my face into her pussy as she and I both cum together. Power surges in the air, filling her completely, the orgasm I feel rushing through me and into her, all channeling for her new power from her Goddess.

I collapse on top of her pussy totally, still licking and moaning, our slick bodies mingling together totally, needing her to feel good, as she trembles and moans from the overwhelming pleasure filling the air. 

And I hope—distantly, dimly, the need to rest and sleep pushing down hard on my brain—that somehow this means that this craziness is close to ending.

* * * * * 
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WE STAY INSIDE FOR the night and wait until morning, wrapped in each other's bodies. Outside, the storm passes. Morning comes, and Nataline and I dress for the journey. She treats me coldly, distantly—as if she didn’t like the way I made her cum so furiously, as if she wasn’t positively screaming in lust. 

Who knows. People are weird about sex, even centuries-old witches, I guess? You explain it. 

She orders me around all morning—telling me to grab this, pack that, put on this—and all of it coldly and clinically, like I mean nothing to her.

Say what you will about Nolan’s weird-and-hot plan to enslave and bimbofy every cunt he comes across, but he really seems to adore Vlada and Janine. 

And me. He really seemed to want me. 

Mmph. Fuck. Sometimes I want to fuck him so much I can’t think. 

Nataline and I trek down the mountain and make our way toward a small town. We wear slender gowns made from animal leather and thick, thick furs to keep us warm. She burned my clothes, telling me they were tainted. The gown has a long slit down one side, making it easier to walk, but it still feels heavily sexual. I can't help but think of what Nolan would think of me in this outfit—my cleavage bared from its low scooping neckline, the way it clings to my hips and waist. 

She tells me the town we're approaching has a population of about two hundred, earning most of its trade from logging and some tourism. Nolan would be able to smell the virgins there, she explains, and so it would be the first place he would go. I must have traveled much farther in the blizzard somehow than I thought I did—the closet village I knew of was thirty miles away. 

Walking through the snow, the path continues to clear for us as it did for me the night of the blizzard. Nataline's magic at work. Snow melts before us, making it easier to walk, probably cutting the travel time in half. The air is chill, but still, so at least we don't have to deal with the wind.

After several hours of this, into the afternoon, the village is below us—a rustic sort of place that Nolan, Vlada, Janine, and I stopped in only briefly on our way in up to the mountain a few days ago. We picked up meat and bread and jugs of water from a small grocery that reminded me of something out of the old west. It’s not that the place or the country is backwards, it’s just remote—stuff is harder to get, even with the internet. They have electricity and running water and a small hot springs inn where travelers sometimes come to soak in the supposedly “healing waters” of the mountain.

I used to look at such hot springs—and such travelers—with open disdain, but after the last few days, I’m beginning to think that maybe they weren’t so dumb. If my fifty year-old professor can transform into a twenty-something alpha god with the body of Hercules in a matter of hours, why can’t a hot spring cure the flu? 

“Wait,” says Nataline, holding me by the shoulder. We're near a large series of boulders, roughly a mile from the town. I can see people milling about in the distance, even with the sun starting to set. Days are shorter here.

I do as she says, feeling an immediate warmth at her touch. I can’t help but be attracted to her. I feel like she’s done something to me without telling me what it is; a spell or something. I almost don’t mind. God knows I have a fucking kink for control. 

But, I don’t like being deceived. Nolan wasn’t subtle or deceptive; he just presented what I wanted, and I knew I had to serve. 

I wish I wasn’t so turned on all the time.

Or, no. I wish I wasn’t so torn about being turned on all the time. I would be happy as fuck to serve and lick and adore any old Mistress or Master if only there wasn’t so much confusion about it all. I’d be so delighted to have any of them eliminate all this will I have, all these choices, these questions, even if it meant that I was some mindless, brainless bimbo for the rest of my life. 

I can feel my cunt getting wet again, thinking about that.

“What is it?” I ask her.

“He is there already. In the town. Look.”

I follow her pointed finger down to the town, seeing the dark, crackling cloud of energy over one of the houses. I thought it was just smoke at first, but it’s too static, even without any wind. It’s him, him and Janine and Vlada, having their way with some woman. Some family, maybe.

“They came from the West,” Nataline says, pointing again. I can see the trail she’s pointing out—a great green trail of lush, vibrant forest life popping up through the snow. Like the trail of milk, pussy juice, and cum that he leaked all the way down compelled the earth to create paradise underneath his feet. Fuck, he’s so powerful. How are we supposed to win? How am I supposed to resist? 

Am I supposed to?

“I hoped to meet him before he came here,” says Nataline. “Before he gained any more followers. We must be quick. You must be ready with the talisman. You must hold it up when I say. This should not take very long, but it will be draining. Are you ready?”

“What are you going to do?”

“That is no concern of yours.” She looks at me imperiously. “Are you ready to obey when I tell you to?”

I summon all the will I have; a valiant mining effort. “Please. What is going to happen?”

She straightens her jaw, clearly annoyed, shifting her furs this way and that. “I must battle with the Beast. It will not be a battle in the sense that you know. A test of our Wills, with the victor establishing their version of normalcy upon the world. You know what mine is.”

“Yes. The way things were.”
She nods. “Yes. And your Professor will want to ruin this world for the sake of his hedonistic pleasure.”
“Will he live?”

“What?”

“If you win. Will he live? Will you return him to how he was?”

A shadow falls over her face. “There are many possibilities in a contest such as the one we shall have.”

Now I'm worried. “And one of them is that Nolan will die?”

“One may die so that billions shall live free. Is that not a worthy price?”

“I...I suppose so, yes.”

I mean, I guess. Except for how my cunt is positively drooling with the thought of him ruling over billions. Fuck that's hot.

“I am so glad for your supposing. I am keeled over with glee.” She's obviously being sarcastic. “I am brimming with excitement. Are you ready to go now? Will you be ready to obey when I give you the word?”

I nod, compelled to do so. “Yes, Nataline.”

This seems to please her. We begin walking again and very shortly enter the town. Nolan has already very clearly been at work. Most of the townspeople are heading toward the center of the town, where there are long, enthusiastic, orgasmic chants being raised. 

The town is completely under his control. That's evident now. From building to building, every woman is utterly in his command. They gravitate toward the center of the town where has stationed himself, out in the town center. That bubble of warmth surrounds him and has only grown since I've seen him last. I can almost see its invisible edges, melting snow, creating dripping hot arousal, melting wills and minds. 

The women, as they walk forward into the bubble, have their hair growing longer and their breasts ballooning outward. Several rip their shirts off as they move, unable to contain themselves inside their clothes. There is a heavy, dense scent in the air—an aura of fuck—and it is only through Nataline’s magic working on me (and I am certain it is working on me now) that I am able to resist it myself. My pussy, though moist, does not drip and sop and drench like it would normally. I am merely essentially turned on, not exuberantly so. 

The town is grouped close together, several small stone houses built right next to one another, often on top of or directly next to shops. There are all manner of stores—antiques, mostly, though there are some basic goods like groceries and a barber and a dentist and the like. I have to make out what they are from intuition, looking through their windows; I don’t know the language well enough and they have no compulsion here like they do in the larger cities to mark their signs with English. 

The streets are mostly cobblestone, though the one road leading through the town back to the freeway is paved over with pitch black asphalt. In all, the town is no more than a few square miles around.

I can't see exactly where all the women are going—I can't see Nolan—but I know where they're headed. 

Each woman is becoming fabulously sexy. I see no men, no evidence of them anywhere. Did he kill them? Transplant them? Disappear them? 

The women don't seem to care. They have ecstatic smiles on their faces. Their legs run wet with pussy juices. Their breasts grow and grow, engorged with milk dropping down their bodies.

And now, if Nolan has his way, they’ll all fuck everyone. 

Or him. 

Does he want worshipers on his cock, or worshipers having a massive orgy in celebration of him? Are Vlada and Janine enough for him? I mean, that’s three holes each, and a town full of women...that kind of multiplication adds up quickly...

Nataline takes me by the shoulder firmly, staring me into the eyes. I forget the smell of all the sex, the aura of fuck that surrounds us. I am filled with an inner-calm, a need to do as she says. 

“Focus, child,” says Nataline. “The battle begins now.”

* * * * *
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IN THE VERY MIDDLE of town there was once a grand fountain depicting a man riding a small donkey. Now, though, it has been toppled over and shattered, cleared away, and on top of it stands Nolan with Vlada hanging tightly from one arm. 

He's enormous, of course. Massive. Beyond seven feet tall now. Probably closer to four hundred pounds of solid, immense muscle. I can't believe what I'm seeing. He would put every Renaissance statue to shame. Every statue ever to shame. He's a living God, and it's absolutely undeniable. Even with Nataline's protection, I feel incredible flustering heat from seeing him—the natural kind of heat that's unstoppable from looking at a Man like him when you're a fucking submissive-as-fuck woman like me.

Janine is next to him, on her hands and knees, kissing and adoring his feet, her heavy, milking tits leaking all over the ground, covering his feet in her cream.

Vlada looks just as gorgeous as before. Her heels are deep dark red and cling to her legs perfectly, just as she clings to his arm, docked against him with her huge tits leaking milk down his form. Her hair floats down in immense volume down past her calves. It wraps around her body and his like it's alive, tendrils of it stroking him like her body. She's like a nest of snakes, wrapping and grinding against him, her cunt tight onto his hip and thigh. She can't stop rubbing herself on him, adoring his massive muscles, cooing against his granite chest. They're so fucking hot together, the Ultimate Power Couple. 

I Love Them Both. So Much. It's So Fucking Hard to see them and not want to utterly belong to them. 

And that's WITH Nataline's protection.

So it's no surprise to me that the rest of the women in the town—rapidly transforming from merely being in their presence, their growing power, the ever-gushing puddle of Vlada and Janine's milk and Nolan's endless precum and cum, pouring out from them with so much incredible volume and consistency—worship them with so much open fervor. Every women visible is perfect—incredibly proportioned, their faces clear of all blemishes, their skin shining, their hair so long and luscious, their bodies clearly fertile. 

But where are the men? 

I can't wonder for long. Nataline takes it upon herself to call him out—rising up in the air with crackling electricity, a bubble of energy surrounding her.  

“Beast!” Nataline cries. Her voice thunders across the town, making the windows tremble, the stones shake. “I call you Beast! Defiler! I command you to return to your prison where you belong!”

Nolan’s lip curls up into a grim smile. He and Vlada turn as one, both sneering together at Nataline's presence. Vlada continues to stroke him, utterly confident, showing off how she gets to touch him at any time.

“I was wondering when you would show up, witch,” he says. Absolutely full of confidence. No fear at all. “It will be different this time. I am prepared for your tricks now.”

He must be referring to the fight before—centuries before, when the God was imprisoned the first time. 

“There is no preparing for destiny,” says Nataline, drawing in more power, doubling the size of her electric bubble. I gasp, utterly astonished at the power on display. “There is only acceptance of it, and the Will to carry it out.”

He floats up into the air as well, taking Vlada with him. She continues to stroke him and in fact drops to her knees on an invisible platform, taking his enormity into her luscious, hot mouth. But, I can tell she's gathering power as well, adding to his, the two of them adoring each other completely and working totally in tandem. 

The two giant balls of mystical, sparkling energy—Vlada and Nolan's and Nataline's—begin to circle each other over the buildings of the village. Like force fields, lightning crackling across the surface of their orbs. The orbs spin fast, but they are motionless inside of them—except for Vlada, madly slurping up and down on Nolan’s cock.  Nataline flashes me a quick look, but immediately goes back to focusing on Nolan, unable to be distracted for long.

The women beneath them moan and gather together, melding into each other, sliding onto the ground and pushing their fingers hard up into their cunts. Their sexual energy powering Nolan and Vlada—and it's obvious he gains strength from their lust. 

I cannot help but feel that I should be there, with one of the opposing forces. I wonder if I’m supposed to be licking Nataline’s cunt, if somehow she made a mistake by not forcing me onto her pussy. If she had, there would have been no way for me to look at Nolan, to think about anything else. Her pussy is so so so fucking delicious. 

Should I have volunteered? Was that what she was requesting me to do with that look she gave after we watched Vlada kneel down and suck Nolan off?

Do I have enough free will left to refuse her? To make my own fate?

Is it really destiny after all?

The crowd around me is all down on their backs, thrusting their hips upward, fucking themselves silly with their fingers, their heads scraping the ground. I'm the only one standing, but my pussy is still dripping wet. They don’t dare to look  away. Nolan channeling their energy, keeping them worshiping, keeping them in place. 

Through the crowd, Janine sees me and approaches. Her beautiful body shimmers with the shine of his cum having been emptied repeatedly all over her. Her hair floats down past her thighs, thick and luxurious and golden. 

Above us, the orbs crackle and burst, electricity filling the sky. Lightning strikes down, sending sparks everywhere. It is far too intense to look at for long—the effects feeling blinding. 

Janine takes my hand, and I can't deny her. She's so soft, so warm, so comforting. I moan softly at her beauty, remembering how close we had come over the events of the last few days.

“I thought you loved Him, Alice,” Janine says, true confusion in her eyes. Her voice is a beautiful song. “I thought you loved Daddy like I do. Didn’t you love Him? Don't you want Him to win? Don't you want Daddy to be worshiped as the God he is?”

I moan, unable to answer. So fucking turned on, immediately. I feel my cunt take a grip of my brain—iron-tight and unwilling to ever let go. There's a large stone wall next to me. I put a hand on it to steady myself. My knees feel weak, my entire body out of my control. Again.

She called him Daddy.

Janine only does what Nolan wants. 

That meant that he wants to be called Daddy. 

“Alice?” she asks again. “Don't you love Daddy? Aren't you Daddy's Good Little Girl?”

I don't know how to answer her. I can't form a coherent thought. I need what she's saying. I need it so fucking bad.

Overhead, circling and bursting, the fight continues. Nataline's orb grows and grows, nearly crossing the breadth of the entire town. It glows hot white with energy, terrifying in its brightness and intensity. I can see Nolan struggling—actually struggling—to compete with the power she possesses. 

“Now, Alice!” Nataline cries, a triumphant look on her face. “Now! Display the Talisman! I need it, now!”

I hold the talisman up toward Nataline, and feel her power stretching out toward it. All that crackling energy, all that pulsing electric lust. She wraps her power around it, wraps her power in it to draw from it. It thrums and pulses in my hand like an organ, like a living thing.

Nolan is above us, looking down at me, a shocked look of betrayal and horror on his face. He knows this will be the end of him.

And I can’t do it.

“I’m sorry, Nataline,” I whisper softly, not entirely sure that I mean it, and slam the talisman down onto the stone wall next to me, smashing it to bits. The power explodes out of it, knocking me backward and utterly pulverizing the rock, grinding it down into dust in seconds. I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck. 

Above me, I see Nataline’s orb of power slowly dissipate, shorting in and out like a malfunctioning television. There is suddenly nothing left to suspend her, and she whams hard into the ground, the air flying out of her body. 

Above her, Nolan laughs triumphantly—and I can see him cumming hard, fucking hard, into Vlada's mouth. 

And there's no more power from Nataline to shield me from his lust. 

No more power from the talisman. The pendant. Whatever.

I drop to the ground, kneeling and gasping, staring up at his glorious visage with complete and total worship. 

I belong to Him. I belong to Him. Only to Him. 

I've only ever been His. It was so fucking stupid, so fucking miserably pathetic for me to ever think anything else. He deserves me. He deserves my hot virgin cunt belonging only to Him. He deserves everything in this entire world. Every cunt. Every fertile hot fucking breeding cunt belongs only only only to Him. Forever. 

Oh fuck yes. Yes. Yes, oh my god, Yes!

“Stupid, silly little witch,” says Nolan, floating down effortlessly to the ground, smirking at Nataline's broken form. Vlada disengages from His cock, staring up at her God with total satisfaction and triumph. She sends me a hot wink, her green eyes flashing, and I feel myself tremble with a swift and sudden orgasm. Like staring into the Eyes of a Goddess.

She’s going to thank me very personally later on—when Nolan is done with me, when I’m bred and fucked thoroughly, when I’m an enslaved, milking hot lactating pet for him, Vlada is going to sink between my legs and lick me stupid. That's what that wink promises. I know it. 

I bite my lip, looking back at her, hoping beyond hope that she knows I know.

Which, of course, she does.

I don’t want to think anymore. I don’t want to imagine or dream or plan. I just want to obey. 

I just want to be Daddy’s good little girl.

Just like Janine said. Just like Nolan must have commanded Janine to say. 

Nolan towers over Nataline, and His cum drips all over Nataline’s body. I see her writhing—first in shock and surprise, and then in sudden, expected pleasure. She likes it. Her fertile, nubile, hourglass body, her fertile-feminine presence; she's completely taken with Nolan in mere seconds.

All her power means nothing.

All her abilities mean nothing.

All her age, her experience, her centuries.

They mean nothing because he's the Man, the Alpha, the All-Conquering Phallic FuckGod, and he's going to rule her shit forever.

The resistance drains rapidly from her face as his cum drips on her crotch, her belly, her breasts, her neck, and finally when it hits her face there’s only delight left. 

She is a worshiper of his now. A follower. Insane with that same mad love for him that Vlada and Janine have, that I so desperately want. 

He shoves a foot onto her chest, and with eagerness, she wraps her tits around it, licking his toes and feet, prostrating herself completely. I can hear her apologizing for offending him, for fighting, for resisting at all. 

They are in the middle of the crowd of the entire village—all the women on their hands and knees, kneeling and worshiping him as he knees down at pushes his immense cock down onto Nataline's mouth. Gleefully, she urges him down, taking in his massive cum-wet shaft into her throat.

Submitting to him totally.

Surrendering all of herself to him in entirety.  

The Goddess's servant utterly defeated. Imbued with all the power of the Goddess—which means the Goddess herself is defeated. Femininity defeated—utterly subservient to the Power of the Male. The Power of the Masculine. 

I'm on my knees with the rest of the crowd, Janine pushing up against me, crowding my head in her perfect hot milking tits, whispering how right it is that He's in Charge. 

The Male In Charge of All That is Female.

This is the Way It's Supposed To Be.

“Do you like what He's done with the men?” Janine whispers to me. 

I look at her in confusion. 

“They don't matter,” she explains. “Not compared to Him. So...He took care of them.”

She points into distance, beyond the town square. I can see them now.

They are gathered up in a circle in a fenced-off clearing, some with hands covering their faces, all of them frozen. Entombed in stone, or perhaps just petrified completely. 

I have to look twice because I can hardly believe it, but it's true.

All the men turned to stone by Nolan.

My new God is a jealous God. An Evil God. 

He'll keep doing this. Again and again. All over the World.

He wants all of his new Women for Himself Alone. All Those Cunts Just For Him. Being Immortal, he'll have the time to fuck them all if he wants. 

I find myself not caring at all.

I think it's really fucking hot, actually. 

Because even if he's Evil? Totally and completely Bad?

I am one of His Chosen Pets. 

He's my Daddy. 

And I'm his good little girl.

Nolan continues to fuck Nataline's throat and mouth. But he's looking only at me. Fucking her completely, finally victorious...but looking only at me.

And he keeps looking at me when he empties all over her face and chest, his cum utterly morphing her into his servant. She's more beautiful than ever, transcendentally so, easily deserving of being a top servant of his...but he looks only at me. 

I'm so fucking in love with him.

Slowly, breathing deep, Nolan stands up completely from Nataline, picking her up with one hand by the scruff of her neck. His worshipers gasp at his strength. I gasp. I’m his worshiper now. 

His length is incredible and throbbing with power. Dripping wet. It’s everything I want. Everything about him is everything I could ever want.

He sees me and holds out a hand, beckoning me forward. Of course I obey; I want to anticipate his needs from now on. 

“You betrayed her, Alice,” he says, tossing Nataline to one side. Janine catches her and the two tumble over each other, gorgeous blonds delighting each other in the dirt. Even though they roll in the muck of the street, none of it seems to touch them—or if it does, it slides immediately off. 

Like the followers of His are not allowed to be unclean even for an instant. What if he arrived, after all, and needed service from them? They would have to be clean at all times. 

They giggle and laugh, both of them utterly girlish and servile, kissing each other madly, knowing their lust for each other is all a form of praise for their New Master. 

Both of them couldn't stand Nolan at one point. They both hated him. They both wanted his reign to end.

Now they're so fucking in love with him that they want to make out with and fuck other girls just to please Him.

I fucking Love Him So Much.

I nod slowly, eyes big. He’s only getting closer to me. “I did.”

“Why did you do that, little girl?”

“Because...” I gulp. I don’t know quite how to say it. My nipples are completely erect. My cunt gushing with lust. “Because I wanted you to win.”

“You know I’ll enslave all these people in this town. Many more. Millions more.” He smiles darkly. "Billions.”

I nod again. “I don’t care about any of that.”

“So long as I enslave you?”

I’m not able to speak. I nod again. He smiles, and I feel my entire body vibrate with need. I love him so much. 

“And was there anything special you wanted from me?” he asks. “Anything that you were truly fantasizing about? Now is the time to tell me. I am in your debt.”

I mumble my answer, barely able to get it out. It’s not that it’s embarrassing. It’s that it’s so private. So fucking private, oh god. What if he doesn’t want it, even now?

“What was that? Speak up, Alice.”

“Daddy,” I say quickly. “I want you...I want to call you Daddy. I want you to want that. I want you to want me to call you that. I want you to want me as your good little girl. Your little sweet girlyfuck that you can do anything to, all day long.”

He smiles then, taking me by the cheek, and pulling me tight and close against him. His hands lifts up into my ass—gripping me there like a fucking handle, taking ownership of me totally, and pulls me up against his body. My breasts crush against his chest. Our lips are mere centimeters apart, and I can taste his masculine, perfect breath.

“Of course, my good little girl. I'm your Master. Your Daddy. I have been this whole time. You have to call me that. I command it. I need it from you, Alice darling.”

I tremble and melt into his mouth, kissing him finally, madly, unleashing all my lust against him. My pussy explodes with orgasm the instant our lips touch, and I'm grinding against him hopelessly, trembling with need, my entire universe of desire culminating at long last. 

I taste him, finally—truly taste him, no resistance left—and it makes so much sense now. Their love for him. Their adoration. Their worship.

He’s not a god. He is God. He’s my reason for existing, my entire reason for there ever being any kind of existence ever. 

My clothes are gone. I don't remember how or why or when. They don't need to exist anymore, so they don't. Maybe Vlada dissolved them, maybe Nolan did. It doesn't matter. All that matters is that I'm fucking naked and grinding on my God's hot body and kissing him like my life depends on it, my tongue absolutely melded to his.

“Time to breed you, Alice.” He grins, breaking our kiss. “Are you ready, my good little girl? Are you ready for Daddy's gifts?”

I nod slowly, silent, staring at Him with total awe. Vlada snakes her body around mine, becoming like a mattress for me on the ground. Her legs wrap around mine and spread them apart, my pussy wet and ready. 

He does not waste time—already totally hard. Always hard. Always ready. Such a male. He kneels down and pushes His Godcock up against my totally virginal entrance, and very quickly pushes inside me completely. 

There's a slight sensation of pain as He breaks through all virginal resistance. But after that, it is pure pleasure—orgasming, endlessly, tightening over and over on His cock as He fills me up. He thrusts slowly in and out, steadily gaining speed. So big. 

So fucking big!

“You're being such a good little girl,” Vlada croons in my ear. “Such a good girl for Daddy. Mommy's good little girl. Daddy's good little girl.”

I moan unstoppably. Vlada's lips are so fucking hot and right against my ear, my cheek, my neck. She keeps kissing me and whispering. It's everything I ever wanted.

Nolan fucks me hard with his massive cock, gripping my shoulders, pushing me down. His hands clamp down on Vlada's, clamped down around my neck. They restrict my airflow, choking me, owning me together, the two of them such a perfect fucking couple. I love them so much.

Vlada's milk flows over my body. Nolan licks it up as he thrusts into me, sucking my tits too—which are growing as well as he fucks me. My body transforming to be more to his liking—the longer legs, the thicker hair, the bigger and brighter eyes, the body so toned and muscled for endless fucking. I'm becoming one of his Best Servants, and that makes me cum harder, all of me dripping wet on His Cock as he pistons inside of me. Milk building up inside my tits, mixing with Vlada's, so that as our love session continues, He licks my milky product up as well as Vlada's.

I can tell He's going to cum soon. He's pumping into me so furiously, losing all control. He looks so fucking Handsome above me. 

“Good little girl,” He grunts again and again. “You're my good little girl, Alice. Daddy's good little girl...”

“Cum for Him,” Vlada coos. “Cum for your God. Cum for your Daddy. Cum for your DaddyGod.”

As if I have a fucking choice. I haven't stopped cumming.

“Oh Mommy,” I moan, my body scorching with pleasure. “Oh Mommy...oh Daddy...”

Cosmic energy crackles around us—an entire town of sexual lust culminating and orgasming all at once as His worshipers orgasm in tune with their God—as Nolan empties inside of me, His white hot seed spray-painting my womb with His fertilizing gift. I cum and cum and cum—over and over, wave after wave of immense lust blinding every part of me. For minutes and minutes, all I can see is white, and all I can feel is pleasure and warmth, his seed filling me up. 

When I slowly come to, He is still inside me, and Vlada still holding me tight. I just know I’m pregnant and right away. 

“You're going to have his fucking triplets,” Vlada moans, pushing her hand against my tummy. I know she's right. A Good Mommy knows these sorts of things, and she's the best sort of Mommy there is. The only one I'll ever need. 

The two of them push me in between their bodies—a Mommy and Daddy sandwich, making out with each other happily while my hands work on them, stroking Daddy's cock and fingering Mommy's pussy. They're sleepy and tired, all of us exhausted from the events of the day. The worshipers all around slowly nap on the open ground—but everyone remains warm and comfortable inside of Nolan's bubble of warmth and pleasure.

Between them, still working my hands, I drift and muse, so fucking content. So happy to be His worshiper. So happy to be a servant of His Holy Cock, so happy to belong to my Brand New Mommy and Daddy. 

He's going to fuck all the cunts here. Every cunt that is worthy of him will serve. In this town. This region. This country. 

It will take him a while, I expect.

But don’t worry. This country isn’t that large. There will be other countries after this. All of them, in fact.

He’ll be coming for you soon, too. 

Prepare. 

# # #
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Bimbo Processing Unit – His Household
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John sat down for breakfast, quietly admiring the lavish display of food in front of him. Perfectly prepared plates of stylish avocado toast, eggs, and beautifully cut fruit lit up the table that he had once come to despise for how plain and boring it all was. 

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

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

One was his wife. Trained, now. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just like him.

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

“Linux.”

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

“Those are different things.”

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

“And they weren’t impressed.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Got it.”

“Good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

His phone rang: his wife. 

Oh, god. 

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

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

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

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

Gut-punch after gut-punch there. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nabbed it and headed home. 

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

I mean lightning struck them.

Christ. Inauspicious. 

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

And if he doesn't?

He will. He has to. Just wait.

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

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

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

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

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

And then she would cross her arms and leave. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Obviously not. That’s—”

“Then I think this conversation is over.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He put it on and sat down at his chair. 

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

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

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

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

He slipped it back on. 

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

“Hi baby. It’s so good to see you.”

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

“These are...some graphics...”

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

“We?” John asked. 

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

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

“I...I guess. Who am I talking to?”

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

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

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

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

“Like...is this like cookies?”

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

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

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

John wanted to believe it. Them. Her? 

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

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

“What do you want to know?”

“Are you married?”

“Yes.”

“Do you love her?”

“Violet? My wife? Sure. I guess.” 

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

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

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

Don’t be afraid. 

Tell us.

We want to know.

We want to help. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Just that voice saying that was erotic. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean about Violet as a wife?”

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

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

“I see. What about Blair?”

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

“And you really want to fuck her.”

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

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

“So?”

“So?”

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

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

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

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

“Call me Violet.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I...I...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes...very much.”

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

“Who?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Don’t say it, the voices pleaded.

Don’t!

Don’t even think it!

It’s so awful!

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

Bitch!

Whore!

Slut!

Unfaithful!

“Ungh.”

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

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

“You’re...you’re not...not real...”

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

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

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

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

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

“Daddy, please cum?”

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

“Daddy?”

Daddy...

“Daddy!”

That was a real voice!

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

Luckily his desk was large enough to hide the mess. 

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

“Daddy, Mom wants to talk to you.”

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

Well, shit. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

This was so wrong. 

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

“No!”

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

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

“Whatever.” 

She thunked it down to the desk and walked out. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And he saw...legs. 

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

“Blair?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh...oh, fuck.”

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

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

“Take over the systems?”

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

Not-Violet smiled. “See?”

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

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

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

“This is insane.” 

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

Why did he want this so fucking bad?

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

Not-Violet laughed. “She’s gone.”

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

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

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

“But...she...I...”

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

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

“Please, Daddy?”

“Please, Sir?”

“Please, Daddy?”

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

“Oh, fuck,” John grunted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

“I...what the fuck, John?”

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

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

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

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

“You should fuck up Mommy now.”

“You deserve a real wife.”

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

“Will you fuck me in front of her?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No,” John said. “Let me explain.”

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

“No. No no.”

“No, you didn’t? I saw it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But not Mommy.”

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck is this?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Ungh.

Fuck. She was so good at sucking him off.

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

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

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

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

“Not finished!” she blustered, tongue wagging.

“Y-yeah.” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh, fuck.

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

She looked so...so...

So fertile.

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

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

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

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

“Oh Daddy,” she moaned. “Oh Daddy!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Daughter and mother, thought John. Like I deserve.

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

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

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

He'll just take the whole town, then. 

Can the helmet do that?

We're going to find out. 

# # #
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John began his day as he had for the past week, with his wife and daughter worshiping his cock together. They were on their knees decked out in heels and lingerie, with their hair long. Both of them shone with delectable sweat all up and down their lovely bodies, overheating from the joy of servicing their Master's Cock. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re welcome, babe.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go ahead.”

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

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

“Yes, dear.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You want to get the neighbors.”

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

She meant Rosie and her daughter Kelly next door. 

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

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

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

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

“Your bodies have changed, right?”

“Yes, Master.”

“Your tits are bigger.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was something messing with his mind? His memory?

“How about this?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A lot of a lot of a lot of blowjobs.

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

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

And then there was the daughter. 

Holy shit, the daughter!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

So.

“What the fuck is going on?”

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

Outside, near the house, something was happening.

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

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

She had to get a closer look. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was that all about?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Stop!” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rosie circled in the room, shaking her head. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wha? Wuzzis?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Blair and Kelly both gasped. 

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

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

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

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

“Daddy, please!” they cried in unison. 

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

“I’ve made up my mind. Shut up.”

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

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

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

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

It would make anyone hot.

It made Sharon hot.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

In my cunt. In my mind. 

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

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

“Right.”

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

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

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

Brooke crossed her arms and gave her a doubtful look.

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

Brooke gestured for her to lead the way. 

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

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

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

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

Brooke leaned her head close to the glass. 

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

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

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

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

Now she just had to make a deal.

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

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

Sharon knelt in front of John, prostrating herself. 

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

“Sure you are.”

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

“You’ll wish you could.”

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s not that.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She’s hot.”

Sharon nodded. “She’s yours, Sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sharon fingered herself harder. “Yes, Master.”

“You want to serve me?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You want to be owned by me?”

“Yes, Master.”

Her orgasm was so fucking close.

“You want to live for me?”

“Yes, Master!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You're so magnificent, Master.”

“You're such a hunk.”

“We all serve You.”

“They'll all serve You.”

“This is what You deserve.”

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

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

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

And so she was.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You did so well,” said Violet. 

“Well...sort of...” said Blair. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. John, wait—Master. No...”

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

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

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

And everything turned pink. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Yes, of course.”

“Good girl.”

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

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

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

“So I’m...still in control?”

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

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

She nodded, still whimpering, panting, cumming. 

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

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

“You’re doing it now?”

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

“Oh. But I...”

“Don’t be silly.”

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

That word. Silly. That was a trigger word.

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

“U-ungh,” Sharon moaned.

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

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

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

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

“Here you are. How’s this?”

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

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

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

What did it say on the wall?

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

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

Good girl.

Silly.

Obey.

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

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

* * * * *
[image: image]


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

“Well?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” said Snow. “Yes it is.”

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

“You want to hear the audio?”

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

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

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

She pulled at her collar. Her cheeks were flushed. 

“You okay?” Henderson asked. 

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

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

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

# # #
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John's wife and daughter attended him closely as he lounged on his throne in his new home, considering his next move. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Snow nodded. “Y-yeah.”

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

“Yeah he is.”

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes ma'am,” he whimpered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Isabel? Uh, babe? We’re done here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you!”

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

Enjoying it. Small levels of cruelty. 

John's Cock stiffened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He strolled up to the door and knocked. 

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

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

“Guh.”

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

It was good to be him right now. 

“Hey,” said John. 

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

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

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

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

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

John smiled; this would be fun. 

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

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

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

Eventually.

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

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

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

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

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

He pretended to not want to say.

“What?”

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

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

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

“You like that. That they fear you.”

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

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

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

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

“It serves my purposes rather well.”

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

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

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

“Or fucktoy factory. That kind thing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yeah? What about her?”

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

“Would you breed her?”

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

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

“Only ten?”

“Fifteen.”

“Would you say that to her face?”

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

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

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

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

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

“You want her to be a decorator?”

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

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

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

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

“Come here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What if I was?”

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

“You’ve been thinking about me.”

“Yes. Very much.”

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

“I know.”

“You know?”

“I can smell it.”

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

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

It was; it was; it was.

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

“I’m a man.”

She groaned and stroked him harder. 

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

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

She was his. 

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

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

“I...I did cum,” she whispered. 

“Good.”

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

“Tell me your offer.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Forever?”

“I’m fifty-seven, Isabel.”

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

“No.”

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

“I know. You love it.”

“Yeah.”

“You love me.”

“I think I might. Fuck. Ungh.”

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

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

“And to you.”

“You’ll belong to me, so yes.”

“I’ll belong to you?”

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

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

“But...”

“But. You’ll marry me.”

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

“What else?”

“You’ll be my slave.”

“Your slave?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He snapped his fingers for the waitress to come over. 

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

“Show us your tits, babe.”

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

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

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

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

“Do you like them, Master?”

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

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

“Everyone, shut up.”

All the voices stopped.

“Turn this way.”

They all looked. Smoldering gazes full of lust.

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

“You’re fucking kidding,” said Isabel.

“I am not.”

“They have to do what you say.”

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

“Someone could disobey you if they really wanted?”

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

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

“Bring them in front of us.”

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

“Say please.”

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

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

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

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

“Tell them to obey me, please.”

“Obey you?”

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

He really fucking did. 

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

“Yes, Master,” came the chorus. 

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

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

“Yes, Mistress,” came the chorus. 

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

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

Isabel continued. “All of you, kneel.”

They did. Isabel groaned. 

“You two, kiss.”

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

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

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

“Anything.”

“You won’t mind?”

“Never.”

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

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

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

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

They stopped to listen, rapturously look at Isabel. 

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

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

And then choking.

And Isabel was stroking.

The other girl's face getting purple.

And she kept choking. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

God, she made him hot.

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

And he didn’t give a fuck.

In fact, he rather liked it.

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

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

“Okay.”

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

John grinned.

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

Whispering adoration, moaning, giggling, smiling. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I will.”

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

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

“Let’s go.”

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

“Honey? I’m home.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey sis. How are you?”

Isabel screamed. 

* * * * *
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“YOU’RE MY DAD,” SHE said.

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

“That’s right.”

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

She shook her head. Thinking back. Groaning. 

“This whole time?”

“Yes.”

“Even when I...even in the diner?”

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

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

“I’ve changed, Isabel.”

“You were a loser.”

“I know.”

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

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

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

“That’s right.”

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

“You did. You also stroked me off.”

“God.”

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

“Why the fuck does it feel so good?”

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

“I didn’t.”

“I was a disappointment.”

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Y-yes.”

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

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

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

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

“Keep going. Tell me about our deal.”

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

“Go on.”

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

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

“And what did you want in return?”

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

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

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

She whimpered and nodded. 

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

Behind Isabel, two girls walked in. Kelly and Rosie, another mother-daughter pair that John had mindfucked completely. Bimbo dolls obsessed with their appearances and with pleasing Daddy. They held the VR Helmet that had transformed his life. Portable now, and the mindfucking process in real-time nearly instant. Inside the helmet, his girls reported, time stood still. They would be inside its confines for ten million years of worship of His Cock for every thirty seconds it was on. 

Violet put it on every night for hours, sometimes with his Cock deep inside her throat. 

Isabel saw them coming, and quivered, hands grasping at Violet’s hair. She needed to cum so bad. 

“Y-yes!”

“Yes, what?”

Her head was lolling from Violet's tongue. “Yes, Sir!”

“Try again.”

“Yes...” she gulped, patting Violet's head, as if somehow she could get her to slow down.. “Yes, Master!”

He jammed his cock down Blair's throat, so hard Blair yelped with the suddenness. Violet, sensing his lust, licked Isabel even harder.

“Again.”

“Y-yes, Daddy!”

“Do you accept my offer?”

Her body thrashed; orgasm hitting her hard from Violet’s efforts. 

“Y-yes!” she screamed. “Y-yes! Yes Sir! Yes Master! Yes Daddy!”

The helmet came down. She went from thrashing to motionless in less than a second. 

* * * * * 
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LATER THAT NIGHT. NIGHT completely fallen. Isabel in the bed before John. 

All around her, kneeling before the bed, were his other slaves—or some of them, anyway. Kneeling. Softly chanting his name, chanting Master. 

Isabel didn’t need to have the helmet on for five and a half hours—she would have been “cooked” in under a minute. 

But that’s why it was hot. Violet kept stroking John, whispering in his ear how much hotter Isabel would be if they kept going...kept going...kept going...

It was the kind of logic that worked well on John.

Her body, beautiful before, now had become something that transcended humanity. A beauty so oblique that it defied logic. Long limbs with fingers stretching down deep into the long supple meat of her thighs. A gap between those thighs that, even when she walked, you could fit a grapefruit between. A tiny, defined torso and waist with hips that extended out into shocking width, somehow obeying the golden ratio even with her tits so large and robust.

Kneeling, wearing lingerie now dripping-wet with her tit milk and pussy honey, her hair puddled down in the bed in a deliciously dark black mass of delight. She stared up at him, knowing him completely—knowing he was her Daddy.

He stood at attention before the bed, before her, and so did his Cock. Violet at one side, Blair at the other, both of them stroking him intently. Also in heels and lingerie. Both of them statuesque, tall, busty, grinding into his body with care and adoration. Every so often he would cum, his spray washing over the faces of the rotating medley of girls kneeling before him, and every girl in the room would cum with him—save for Isabel.

She didn’t get to cum until he was inside of her. 

“Please, Daddy...” Isabel moaned, gesturing toward him. “Please, my King. Please come fuck me?”

Oh, he definitely would. 

He landed on the bed kissing her, pushing her back. Blair and Violet crowding him. The whole family together at last. 

“Fuck me, Daddy!” she moaned, over and over again.

Chanting it. Like she was in a cult. 

Her legs bunched up underneath his chest as she presented her virgin, teenage pussy to him. 

Her cunt was so slick that he entered her right away. Pushing past her virginal resistance. No barriers anymore. 

Her entire body shuddered in the quick pain and then overwhelming pleasure. Tightening around his length. Made for him. He could feel her body bulge from the huge cock he entered inside her. Mommy and Blair right there next to her, their plush lips touching hers.

“Isn't Daddy so fucking good?” Blair asked. “Isn't he amazing?” 

And Violet, pushing on his hips, pushing him in to fuck his daughter harder—fuck their daughter harder: “Fuck her, Daddy.”

And Blair, pushing with Mommy, needing him to fuck her sister so hard, to fuck her correct like he had fucked her: “Fuck her, Daddy.”

And the slaves gathered in the dark room—each one more than enough to drain a man dry in an hour’s time, and none of whom would ever be able to satiate the massive godhood he now sported as well as the tight teenage goddess he now plunged into with thrust after thrust:

“Please, Master. Please, Master. Please, Master.”

None of the sounds in the room over twenty-five decibels. 

Isabel's mouth opened and closed, barely able to form words. Her eyes locked on to his. Worshiping. Adoring. All the love he'd ever wanted from his daughter given to him now. He was every man to her, every male. Her hips bucked up into his each time he thrust into her tight young body. His big bulge filling her up, overfilling her. 

Precum and her own orgasmic juices dripped through the bed. The sheets soaked through from the milk pouring from Violet and Blair as they ran their slick dripping bodies all over John and Isabel. 

Kissing his daughter, kissing Isabel, John felt the urge to cum become too much to resist, even for him. He needed to breed her, cum in her, make her pregnant. Make her his, forever, permanently. Even more than what the Helmet did. 

“Gonna fucking cum,” he growled against her face. “Gotta cum. Gotta cum. Gotta cum...”

She nodded and urged him and begged and pleaded and John could not hold back at all any longer. 

He came inside of her. His cum unleashed like a fountain of warmth inside her body. Their bodies twisting up in orgasm, and Violet and Blair cumming too at the same second. Grinding their bodies on their Daddy and Daughter and Sister all in the same moment, brought together by his unstoppable Cock. 

For a moment after he was done, John just let his still-hard Cock sit inside her gushing, pulsing pussy.

“I love You, Daddy,” Isabel whispered. “My Husband. My King. I always loved You so much.”

He couldn’t help himself; just to fuck with her a little. Have his fun for a while; he had all the time in the world. 

So he kissed her on the forehead. “I know.”

* * * * * 
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“Y-YOU GOT HERE EARLY,” said Henderson, opening the van door to see Snow inside already.

He had been planning to shut it all down today. Something was so wrong. He couldn't stop thinking about how worthless he was. About how badly he should just do what a real man said. But w-wasn't he a man?

It was the helmet. John and the helmet. He had to shut it down.

But Snow was here already. 

“Yes,” she said, dismissive. “I just uploaded a virus to sabotage every other helmet in distribution.”

“Y-you did?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “They'll all be subservient to Master's now. He'll have the only helmet in existence. Isn't that wonderful?”

She turned to look at him, disgust on her face. Henderson felt pure despair. 

“Shouldn't you like, I don't know. Find a bridge to jump off or something?”

He knew she was right. There was no place for him anymore. Henderson gulped.

# # #
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This story inspired by a loyal reader. Sanford, this one’s for you. – N.N.
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HER MASTER LEFT BEHIND him a trail of broken bodies and quivering cunts. Everyone in this entire region served John now, and he was only gaining steam. 

Snow, delighted with his brutal rule, sucked gleefully on his Cock side-by-side with his adopted daughter Isabel while he slept. They lounged in a massive bedroom sporting a bed big enough to fit dozens of his Favored girls. 

The air was thick with the moist, hot scent of wet pussy. He grunted, stirring in his sleep, covering Snow and Isabel with more of his cum once more. Violet—his first wife—tugged him closer and moaned against his body. Snow and Isabel giggled, kissing and licking each other clean even as they continued to lick and adore the Hard Totem of his Cock. Near the edge of the bed, Blair—John’s other adopted daughter—took great delight in the role of gatekeeper, teasing girls on and off the bed. She would let them nearly on, beckoning them forward, and then slap and push them away the second they stepped forward. Their need for Cock was so great that they kept trying, despite being fooled again and again. 

This whole empire of sex was built purely on cruelty and unfairness. It could no longer be stopped, not anymore. Everything funneled up to John’s pleasure.

Snow was the one person who could have stopped this at any point.

Why hadn’t she?

* * * * *
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THE FIRST TIME SNOW found herself dripping wet to the complete mindfuck and transformation of the Binding Procreation Utility (or B.P.U.), she was caught off-guard. 

It was her first day at the Facility. She had dressed modestly and sharply, in a business suit she had tailored for the occasion. 

The process to get this position had been clandestine—meetings in back alleys, deciphering codes, being swept for bugs and subjected to long, forceful interrogations by men who smelled like old cigarettes. But she had noticed that everyone—everyone—dressed well. She invested in designer clothing from expensive shops. The skirt of the suit hit modestly just at her knees. Her pump heels pushed up the calves of her legs but only just enough to let anyone know that she knew what she was doing. 

Snow had always been an attractive woman, and cold. More than one old boyfriend told her she lived up to her name, and not just because of the marble white color of her skin. They referred to how she was icy in demeanor. Frigid in the bedroom—medically so, the point of having to apply several solutions for it whenever she cared about someone enough to try to have sex, which wasn’t often. Short red hair that was so thick and striking in its color that no one believed her that it was natural and moreover men especially commented how lovely it would look if she would “bother to grow it out.” A delicate, carefully sculpted face with a sharp nose and pouty, pink lips she hardly ever had to use make-up on besides the bare essentials. 

Already her guide—this Henderson bozo—was ogling her. Snow was used to it. Men ogled her; she made them angry with her indifference; they threatened her with demotions; she surpassed them in every way.

Henderson was tall with thinning hair and had strong forearms and a slowly evolving spare tire around an otherwise lanky body. Not Snow’s type. He watched her anyway as if he was and like she wanted his eyes on her. 

This was how it went for her. It didn’t matter how beautifully modest her silk-cut blouse was on top of a body like hers, with the perky heavy tits she sported and the length of her limbs and torso. Even her jawline, crafted and defined, was an invitation. Men’s eyes wandered. She was used to it. 

What she wasn’t used to—what struck her completely by surprise—was the sight she was subjected to through the viewing glass of the Facility. 

She stood in a dark hallway, the kind you might see in a hospital outside of room full of newborns. Except instead of newborns, there was one woman, asleep, with a helmet on her head. 

“That’s the B.P.U,” said Henderson, eagerness in his voice. “We found it easier to drug them and then have them wake up with it on. Makes them less likely to injure it or them. Of course the device is more important, but people get squeamish about the subjects too.”

Snow wasn’t squeamish. She watched the woman wake up. She watched the screaming, the squealing, the banging on the helmet. 

She watched as the helmet powered on with its little light show. The woman slowly calming down, sitting down, whimpering. There was crying. 

“They cry a lot,” said Henderson, “sometimes. Our last agent, she had to go because she couldn’t handle the crying.”

Snow knew what had to go meant with these people. A lead goodbye. She could handle the crying. 

It only lasted for a minute anyway. Then the body-touching started. The woman wore a paper gown. She slowly started ripping it off. Her pussy was obviously wet, gleaming in the fluorescent lights. Shoving her fingers deep inside. 

“You can leave whenever,” said Henderson. “It’s your first time.”

Snow didn’t leave. She watched, intently, lips parting just so, as the woman’s tits began to grow. Fat and flesh melting off of her and disappearing into nothing. Limbs lengthening. Hair growing out. Hips jutting. Becoming more accustomed to birthing. 

“I know it seems extreme,” said Henderson, “but it really is for the best. Fertility is guaranteed, this way.”

Snow had stopped listening. Just watching the woman. Watching her lithe, tight, perfectly constructed body. How long had it taken? Two minutes? Ten? She lost track of time. Just watching her cum, again and again. Exploding on a hair-trigger. And moaning something. Screaming it sometimes. Snow could feel the screams—even muted—itching, tingling against her brain.

“What’s she saying?” 

Henderson nodded and flipped a switch beneath the viewing window. The woman’s voice came on, sultry and full of heat. 

“—ock! Please! Please fuck me! Please! Please COCK please! Cock, please! Please, I’ll do any—”

Henderson flipped it off. 

“What do you think,” he said. “You want to see the guy now?”

Snow didn’t have a flush on her cheeks. “I apologize, but I need to attend to some feminine business. Is there a bathroom?”

Henderson pointed. Snow ignored his knowing smile. 

She ignored it all the way to the bathroom stall, where she rammed her fingers down her panties and came as hard as she ever had in her life. She knew, somehow, that she was cumming at the same time as the woman with the helmet on. Cumming and thinking of Cock.

Thinking of that woman. Thinking of her changing.

Thinking of what she needed.

* * * * *
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AT FIRST, NOW THAT she was acclimated—and still riding the euphoric high of the mind-blowing cum she enjoyed in the bathroom—the male subject interested her less. He was soft, flabby, and pale. Snow had scored top in her class at every institution she had been a part of, which was several. She could predict what was going to happen. 

So, while they watched him wake up with the helmet on and go through the transformation process like the woman had, she probed Henderson for information. 

“How severe is the virus?”

He took only a little time before answering. He had the bearing of someone who knew all the answers to questions he expected people to ask, and always expecting more questions than were given.

“It’s spread through about half the southern hemisphere. It lies dormant for a long time. Years, sometimes. So we can’t get great numbers. But it’s moving slowly upward. Some of us think it’s already in the water up here, too, we just don’t know it.”

“The effects are final?”

“And fatal for the human race. Yes.”

On the ride there this morning, with Snow’s head covered in a cloth, Henderson had explained the problem in summary. 

Infertility. 

A virus that attacked the human reproductive organs on both male and female, rendering entire regions sterile. Left unchecked, it would spread across the planet in just a few years. Transmission was airborne and the only known symptom was a slight fever and then infertility, so someone could be infected for a long time and not know it. 

They had to project numbers, but it seemed like only one in fifty million were immune. This wasn’t enough to sustain humanity, and any attempts so far to produce a cure had failed. 

This organization was here to find a way to counteract or circumvent the effects of the virus. With the cure failing, they turned to other means. 

These helmets were the solution they had produced so far. 

Before them, the male’s transformation was nearly complete. The saggy bounds of his flesh had tightened, bulked up, lengthened. Muscles grew on top of muscles. He ripped the helmet off in one go, smashing against the wall, and flexed through the room, banging the walls. Snarling. Spitting. A handsome face contorted in lust and rage. His cock standing out proudly in front of him like a massive fleshy bar, steel-like in its hardness. Precum spurted from it, glistening the surface of his thighs and belly.

He came close to the far wall and inhaled deeply. Smelling. Then he began to bang the walls as hard as he could. Hammer-fists and punches, shoulder-blocks. Snow recognized what he wanted—the woman on the other side. 

Every bang shook the Facility. 

“We’re safe here?” Snow asked. 

“Oh, probably. Not if he stayed like this for long. But...”

Snow saw. It was already happening. While the wall itself was bent and cracked, steel sheeting unhinged from the ceiling and floor and the drywall beyond close to shattered, the man was losing strength in his punches. He collapsed down on his knees, clutching his left arm and chest. Crying out in pain. 

“Heart failure,” said Henderson. “Every time. They change the doses. Change the amount of time he’s good for a fuck. But it doesn’t seem to matter—sooner or later the heart gives out.”

* * * * *
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“WHAT DO YOU MEAN, LIGHTNING struck the whole shipment?”

“I mean it struck the whole shipment. It’s all destroyed except for one helmet.”

Henderson spoke to her while driving their surveillance van. They wandered through a long neighborhood in a nice part of town, the kind of place with its own elementary school and park and pool club and golf course. 

Snow rubbed her eyes in annoyance. “Those were our only prototypes. It’ll take six more months to have that many ready again.”

“I know.”

The plan was to make the helmets a found experience. Test them in isolation. They gave the shipment to a small tech firm that was on a downward slide anyway, hoping to prey on people’s feelings of aspiration and insecurity. Snow personally had been hoping for the warehouse workers to use them; they would be sturdier than the desk workers in the tech firm.

She had, over the past nine months working at the Facility and viewing so many test subjects, come to think of men in these ways—sturdy or not sturdy. Hardy or not hardy. Able or unable. Men were just meat who she needed to survive so that humanity could continue. 

Sometimes she went down in the lowest levels of the facility. She had enough clearance to turn off the cameras while she sat down in front of the women who had been transformed. The women all survived the process; the men never did. Not for long. 

She would sit in front of their cells and watch them and touch herself for up to an hour. Looking at the need on their faces. Looking at the way they gyrated and moaned and begged. Each one had an ultra-sized dildo that they did all kinds of impossible insertions with. Most of them acted like they had an invisible friend—or invisible master—insane in their cock-craziness and softly whimpering and worshiping every day. 

Snow watched them, sweating and cumming and fingering her desperate celibate pussy, yearning for the feeling of yearning they had. 

She resented all the failures of men who couldn’t live up to the expectations of these women. Mentally, she was beyond the women she watched in every respect—the B.P.U. didn’t necessarily lower intelligence, though it did crowd out thoughts that weren’t about fucking—because Snow was beyond everyone mentally. But she did identify with these women who desperately, achingly, overwhelmingly needed someone, somewhere, to live up to their expectations. 

“So what do we do?” Snow asked Henderson.

“One guy picked up the working helmet. Name’s John Garrett. That’s where we’re going now. We gotta do a little B&E and set up the cameras and stuff.” He paused for a moment. “You want to grab some dinner after this?”

Snow felt her body recoil from this and—in a practiced emotional motion—did not let her face show any of it. 

“Dinner?”

This was obviously something Henderson had been planning for a while. 

“Yeah, you know. Just a little celebration. He’s going to use it. We’ll see what happens. Then we trade with the other team and y’know, the night is ours. We’re here, finally. The mission’s on. What do you think?”

* * * * *
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SNOW MADE IT HALFWAY through dinner with Henderson before calling it off. He was boring and a bit of a boor. Lots of comments about how she dressed, mostly compliments, none of them landing how he wanted. 

Truth be told, even if she enjoyed the dinner—which she didn’t, he took her to a mid-class Americana place that didn’t even have a decent beer list—she would have left. 

So she told him that her mother was having an emergency and ran home. If pressed later, she would tell him about her mother’s panic attacks, which was true enough. That her mother had been dead for six years was probably a detail she would leave out, unless she wanted to drive the knife home with him.

Thinking of that—being cruel to him, humiliating him—filled her with a flash of needy, clingy heat that sent her diving onto her living room couch with a quick spastic cum. 

Thinking of him begging for mercy she wouldn’t give...while she stroked someone, loved someone worthy...

She didn’t stay home for long. She changed clothes to look ready for the next day and drove out to the surveillance station and relieved the crew there four hours early. They looked horrified. Good. 

On the screens, she saw what they had been watching through the high-definition cameras Snow and Henderson had set up earlier that day. The scene was outrageous.

She saw John, naked, his cock supremely hard. Bigger, too, than when she had witnessed it earlier with him just putting on the helmet for the first time.

The injections were already working. The timer had been set. He had maybe—at best—a few weeks to live. The more he transformed, the less his heart would be able to hold up to the nonstop lust and fucking. 

Before him was Blair, his gorgeous barely-eighteen daughter. Made more gorgeous from her brief venture with the helmet. Snow had left earlier just as she had put it on and John’s fight with his wife, Violet, had begun. It was a fight about money or fidelity or something stupid; Snow didn’t really care. 

What she did care about was the blank, happy look on Blair’s face. Eighteen years old and that was all. God. The way she clasped her heels so obediently as she sucked his cock, making a presentation of herself. 

What Snow cared about was the mother, watching this display with rage and disgust. 

“Fuck you,” Snow muttered. “Fuck you, mommy. Look at her. Look at how precious she looks...”

Snow made sure the surveillance van was double-locked and slid her skirt down around her knees, unable to control herself. 

“Fuck her,” she moaned to John. “God. Fuck her mouth, Daddy. Do it. Give her what she needs...”

He really did. Sometimes amazed at himself, at her, at everything he saw. Snow had at least three different angles of him. She zoomed in on Blair’s mouth around his fat cock, her lips so plush and soft. Sucking her Daddy down just like a good girl. Snow zoomed in entirely on Blair—her service, her hot sucking, her sensuous mouth sliding up and down his succulent shaft. 

“...g-good girl...what a good girl...”

Snow only realized after a moment she was the one who said that.

Her fingers, pushing up inside of her cunt. Her orgasm floating right on the edge of her consciousness. She felt like a good girl. She felt like his good girl. Touching herself and watching him receive so much pleasure. His hard, hard cock serviced by his own daughter. It was so wrong, but so right. 

“...I-I’m a good girl,” she whispered, half-moaning. “...I’m a good girl...”

It felt so good to say it. To acknowledge it. To need it. 

She continued down this path for some time, chanting and moaning and touching. At some point—far too soon—he popped his cock out of Blair’s warm mouth. Snow felt electricity from her cunt as Blair whimpered and whined, lips struggling after her Daddy’s Cock. 

“B-but...” Snow groaned. “Oh, fuck, Daddy, come on, she’s...she’s...”. 

“Not finished!” Blair protested.

“Y-yeah,” said John. 

He picked up the helmet, looking down at Violet. Snow noticed for the first time, really, that another version of Violet was looking down at him. Something the tech boys had cooked up particularly for the women who put on the helmet.

You couldn’t just turn a normal woman into a sex-crazed goddess with a penchant for having as many fucking babies as possible. It created a psychotic break. They learned this the hard way. 

Women remembered their old lives and couldn’t rectify what they recalled with what they felt currently and became drooling, finger-humping fuckdolls and then Snow spent hours of every week turning off cameras and sneaking into their holding cells and finger-fucking herself as she watched their brains drool out of their mouths. 

Couldn’t have that.

So they fucked with their minds. Their memories. It was all just information. A biological hard-drive. They took all those memory points, everything that conflicted with service, and overwhelmed them with passionate, endless, romantic, needy orgasmic bliss. 

Anytime a woman was going to think of her old life, she came instead, and forgot for a while. And thanks to the biological changes the B.P.U. installed, a woman’s ability to cum was near-inexhaustible. 

The easiest way to make all this happen was to create a new template of personality—a few basic service points with a woman’s personality layered on top of it. This personality—hundreds of them—living inside each helmet. 

So, the VR-Violet looked on at John, moaning for him to fuck his daughter again. 

Meanwhile, John looked down at the real Violet. He stroked her hair and she spat at him.

“I can’t believe this, John.” Violet looked up at him. “You really want this? You want me...deleted? Just because we’ve been having issues?”

Issues. Snow snickered. What a laugh. He was six figures in debt and hadn’t told her about any of it. Snow knew his whole file. She knew about his neighbors and his other absentee adopted daughter—all of whom were essentially doomed now. 

She would make sure of it.

“Daddy?” 

Blair crawled over to him and pushed herself against his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock once more. Stroking him. Eager. Needing him to dominate. God, what a good girl. She was such a good girl.

“Ungh,” said Snow. She was so fucking wet. “Stroke him. Yeah. Show him. Show him what he can do.”

“She’ll apologize,” said Blair, “for making you doubt yourself when you put the helmet on her.”

“I’ll be empty,” said Violet. “A vessel. Just a thing for you. I can’t believe you’d want that.”

“You dumb bitch,” Snow growled. “Of course that’s what he wants. That’s what they all want. You dumb bitch. You dumb bitch...”

“Look at me, Daddy.” Blair kept stroking him. “Do my eyes look empty to you?”

“No,” said Snow. “They don’t. They look so hot. So full of love. Give it to her, Daddy. Please. Please. Give her her mommy. Give to her, Daddy, fuck...” 

“Don’t you want Mommy to look like this at you again?”

He turned back to Violet. Cock surging, dripping precum. Blair put a hand on his arm, guiding the helmet down. 

“Before you go, fake Mommy?” Her voice was so fucking snotty. “You should know I’m going to beg Daddy to pop my cherry the second you’re gone.”

“No. No.” Violet shook her head. There were tears. “No, stop. I don’t want this. Please...”

It was done. The helmet slid over her completely, and her voice stopped right away. Her body went slack. Not-Violet disappeared from the screen. 

It had happened a lot lately—but Snow came as hard as she had in her entire life. Her knees splayed out beneath her. She hit her head hard on the dashboard, leaving a bruise. 

“My life for yours,” she moaned, over and over again. “My life for yours. My life for y-yours!”

And then she came—again—watching John fuck his daughter. Popping her cherry. Then fucking his new, better wife. Then fucking both of them as much as he wanted, with no consequences—and almost certainly getting them pregnant.

Sometimes when she came she captured moments of sanity. A remembrance of her real mission. 

But this time—only she remembered was that she needed to cum more.

* * * * *
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SNOW WAS ALL FUCKED up and getting fucked-up-er. What bothered her, though, wasn’t how much she liked it. 

It wasn’t even that it was so inexplicable. She’d been practically celibate just a few months ago. 

No, what really bothered her was how much left of her there was that could be fucked up that wasn’t yet. 

Sitting in the surveillance van station with Henderson had become an exercise in her patience. She was so fucking tired of him. It was just two days since John had put the helmet on Violet. 

Snow had taken to calling it the Ascension. She had stopped visiting the girls in the lock-up in the bottom of the Facility. Cumming to John was so much fucking better. She didn’t question this. Maybe she would have if she’d ever felt in love before, or felt passion like this. But it just felt right and more right to be so smitten.

She knew—she knew the science, knew how everything worked—she knew that it was the Helmet making John bigger. Stronger. Faster. His Cock more impressive and his orgasms so full of thick, hot, yummy yum seed. But as her love grew, he changed, and so she could not help but think that her affection had something to do with his dominance.

They watched his girls Blair and Violet dote on him in the kitchen and beg for him to put the helmet back on. This was part of the programming—he wasn’t at peak efficiency yet. 

When they did, Violet rode his mammoth member and Blair knelt and licked his shaft and balls. They shared his Cock, mother and daughter doing their housely duty. 

Henderson grunted. “I thought they’d never get it back on him.”

“Well, they know what they’re doing,” said Snow.

“They do? They’re just slaves to the program. Like he’s going to be.”

“I don’t know. They seem to be...figuring it out. Like they’re aware of what’s happening. It’s a little scary.”

It’s scary, she didn’t say, because what if they don’t put it on me? What if he runs everything and I’m left out?

“It’s all for the greater good. It has to happen. If he’s going to run the neighborhood, the helmet has got to do some work on him. Make him stronger. That way, he can keep up with it all.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “But he’s only got weeks at most. And the stronger it makes him, the sooner he’ll die.”

And that—that there—was the scariest thought of all. 

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS LATER, IN the surveillance station five miles away, they watched as John pulled the helmet up off Sharon’s head.

“Well?” asked John.

Sharon was his bitch boss. Snow had expected him to seek her own and make her his. Instead, she had come to him. That was so appropriate. So right. It was the kind of thing a man like him deserved.

“I worship You, Master. You’re all that matters to me. All that ever has mattered to me. I was so wrong to treat you wrong. Please, let me suck You off and make up for it?”

The audio set-up was perfect; the video was high-definition. This was all happening in real-time. Sharon was gorgeous, blond, tight, and didn’t look a day older than twenty. 
She was one of several girls surrounding John and his massive, precum-streaming Cock. His wife and daughter attended him, as did his neighbor and her stepdaughter, and Sharon’s friend Brooke. Each was decorated in lingerie or naked, all of them wearing tall heels, and each one focused entirely on his Cock’s pleasure. 
Snow fingered herself as she watched. She wasn’t entirely subtle about it. Her hand kept deep in her lap just out of view of Henderson. He could probably infer what she did from her stance, her moaning, her sweating. She didn’t care. 

John deserved her attention. He was a Man.

“No.” He shook his head. “You earn my Cock with service.” He snapped his fingers. “I want a virgin cunt. Kelly. Here. Now.”

Henderson turned the audio of the surveillance off and turned to Snow. She licked her lips, making up audio in her head.

Give him the virgin cunt. 

Yes, yes, that’s right. That’s so right. Daddy Deserves virgin cunt.

Fuck the virgin, Daddy.

Fuck her, Daddy. 

Fuck her, Daddy!

Henderson broke her delightful mental reverie. “Huh. He didn’t fuck her after all. Kind of an asshole, isn’t he?”

“He’s an asshole because he’s not fucking her?”

Henderson shrugged. “I mean. I don’t know. This is all fucked up.”

“Yes,” said Snow. “Yes it is.”

It was so fucked up that she wasn’t there right now, helping him. What was wrong with her? It was what she wanted. 

But she knew she had a greater purpose for him. She had to help him. There had to be a way. 

His imminent death frightened her so terribly. She couldn’t stand the thought of him dying. She had gone to sleep every night for the past week with thoughts of John and his Cock. 

His Cock, inside of her.

His Cock, down her throat. 

His Cock, with her lips wrapped around it. 

His Cock, making her pregnant. 

God, wouldn’t it be a dream to be pregnant from him?

But if she became his bimbo-brained fuckdoll sexpuppet, she wouldn’t be able to figure out how to save his life. 

And she knew—from intimations, from whispers around the Facility, from intuition—that there was a method. There was something they hadn’t told her. It was shared with her in looks from other women in the Facility. 

They all knew. They knew what had to be done. She made a thousand dollars in two hours from sharing captured video of John fucking his family with the other women at the Facility. She could have made more, but then she thought it was more right that they watch it than it was for her to profit from it. 

She wanted them to watch. 

She taught girls how to sneak into the holding cells to look at the bimbos held captive there. To look and to touch and to touch themselves. She was not surprised to learn, while chatting happily with them, that a few girls had already circumvented the security tapes more than a week prior—it was just the same loop of 72 hours of footage, played over and over again. Anyone could go in at any time. They all did. 

It was like something in the air, only it wasn’t. She hadn’t been in the range of John’s overpowering manly scent even once. The cells in the Facility were climate-controlled and vented out miles away. 

It was something like an atmosphere, only made of orgasms and arousal. A psychosphere of bliss. An orgasmosphere of worship and service and need shared by all the women in the Facility. They had locked into something by cumming to John, cumming to the women in the Facility. Cumming at all in this proximity tied them all together. 

Maybe it was even Snow’s first cum in the Facility—after seeing her first transformation—that bound them all together. A power unlocked by the helmet that they didn’t know about—tapping into the reserves of the human brain and spilling out into the brains of all the women. They looked to Snow as a leader—their chaplain, leading the charge out in the world. She was the one on the ground, after all. She was the one watching John. 

She couldn’t let them down. 

And it wasn’t just the women, either. The men were affected too. Henderson was affected. Snow was practically gyrating in her chair and touching herself while she un-subtly whispered John’s praises and Henderson said nothing, protested nothing. Didn’t even make some jackass snide comment. He sat, passive, waiting for permission to mention it. 

Like a fucking pussy. 

What a wimp. She despised him.

On the screen she watched her Man stand up, jacking himself in front of the kneeling pair of Rosie and Sharon. They watched as he teased them with his cock.

“You want to hear the audio?”

Henderson’s dumb, whiny voice grated at her. He just wanted to hear the sound of women happy. A foreign sound to him to be sure.

Snow tsked. “Don’t be ridiculous. You know what he’s saying. Teasing them with it. And he’s just going to give it to...see?”

As they watched, he pulled Violet down and fucked her mouth and throat, emptying himself into her.

“And now Brooke,” said Snow. “You see? He’s like a machine. He has to make his mark. Leave his traces everywhere. He's s-such a...s-such a...fucking machine...”

She pulled at her collar. Her cheeks were flushed. Her fingers dove deeper into her skirt.

“You okay?” Henderson asked finally. 

“Of course. Don’t be ridiculous. There? You see?” 

John had started fucking Brooke. In the throes of his lust, he had pulled Sharon and Rosie both over to kiss them deeply. 

“This has all gone exactly as predicted.” She shook her head. “And it's clear it's out of control. We have to stop him.”

“Stop him how?”

“We have to stop him from dying, idiot. He’s too precious. Look at what he can do.”

“But that’s not...they all die. The men have to die.”

She followed her intuition now. First, she made sure that the video was recording so she could watch it later and do her proper worship. Then she turned to Henderson. 

He knew something. She knew he did. She could sense it, feel it in the Orgasmosphere in the same way she could feel the pulses of heat from the cumming pussies of all of John’s girls miles away. 

Henderson could help her—help John.

That was so important. 

Snow began to unbutton her blouse. “You don’t have to be so cagey with me, you know.”

“What are you doing?”

“You can tell me the truth.” She undid the last button. “He doesn’t have to die, does he?”

“I...I...fuck. Did those used to be that big?”

They didn’t. Something was changing her. They were full of yummy milk lately. She didn’t know how and she didn’t care. 

“Aren’t they pretty? Don’t you like my pretty tits? Don’t they fuck with your head?”

His hands had gone down to his sides. He just stared, slack-jawed, at her breasts. 

“Y-yes. Y-yeah. Yeah.”

“Say it. Say you like my pretty, pretty tits.”

“I like—I love your pretty, pretty tits.”

“You want to touch them.”

“I wanna touch them.”

His mouth sounded like it had mothballs in it. He was so captivated.

“You want to listen to them.”

“Wanna listen.”

“You’re so fucked for them.”

“Fucked.”

“You’re a dummy for my titties.”

“Dummy.”

“You need my titties.”

“Need ‘em.”

“So fucked. So fucked for me.”

“So fucked.”

“You’ll give up everything for my tits.”

“E-everything.”

“Your life. Your hopes and dreams. Don’t matter.”

“Don’t matter.”

“You just want tits.”

“Wanna. Tits. Want.”

His eyes were blank. Fixated. She knew she had him captured. His pathetic bulge angled stupidly inside his tacky pants.

“That’s right. Now, does John have to die?”

“N-no. It’s a failsafe. Stuper...ugh. Super studs. Fucking everything. Dangerous. Death on a timer is the fix.”

“Somewhere there’s a better version of the mutagen, hmm? Something that wouldn’t kill him?”

“Y-yes. Dangerous. Keep it on lowest levels. Tits. Tits. Need tits. Have to...have to cum...cummm...”

“Very well,” said Snow. “I’ll allow it. Close your eyes and cum thinking about my tits.” Her voice became harsh. “But if you fucking look at me, maggot, I will be very cross.”

* * * * *
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A FEW SHARED GLANCES at the Facility was all it took. 

The women she saw along the way—and there were ten of them—were all in the best shape of their lives. Over the past several days, fat had melted off them. Their bodies becoming more toned, more decorative. Snow’s red hair, formally so dark it was almost brunette, had become a burning blaze of red to contrast with her bright blue eyes. Her skin was clearer, her nipples more sensitive, her pussy on fire all the time. 

She knew it was the same for the other women at the Facility. None of them were on par with the girls who had been transformed—without the mutagen, their bodies could only do so much—but absolutely they were becoming the best versions of themselves that their biology would allow. They looked like track stars, like Olympic athletes—although busty ones. 

The one area that Snow had gained weight had been her tits. The lactation explained that. A hormonal response telling her to prepare for nursing. She couldn’t wait. The milk was delicious. She’d fed herself with it over the past couple of days and had been completely satiated.

Together, they marched past guards who could barely stand they were so fucking turned on by the sight of them. This beautiful march of women in tight, tiny skirts and high heels, half-unbuttoned blouses and sweaters, and designer jackets. They unlocked the cell doors and let all the mindfucked, transformed prisoners free.

Snow kissed one for a long time. Tasted her milk on her lips. An hour or more passed—just being kissed by this goddess, pushed into a corner, sharing the Orgasmosphere with her and feeling her cum and her own cums and the cums of all the girls in the Facility all at once, crescendoing and melding and melting with one another. 

Some girls began taking turns on the prototype B.P.U. left in the Facility, transforming themselves. The temptation was so great that Snow nearly did it herself—but for two reasons.

One—she wanted, she needed John to do that to her. 

Two—and more importantly—she had to save John. 

With the prisoners escaped and all the women in the Facility on her side, there was no one left to guard the lowest levels of the Facility. Alarms rang for about an hour before the girls turned them off. 

Accessing the mutagen was easy after that. It was kept in a locked container attached to the wall, but numerous girls had already given up the code to her, each desperate for a favor from the “One Who Would Save Him.” From Snow. From their leader in their cause.

Snow’s hand grasped the cold cylinder containing the mutagen—the pure power of masculinity practically vibrating inside. She felt a hot, urgent need to suckle its big girth and shove it down her throat in supplication that she only just resisted. 

Again, her willpower saved her. She was so strong—she had to be strong for John. So instead, she transported it into a metal case and walked out, mind brimming with holy purpose.

* * * * *
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SHE RETURNED TO THE surveillance station just to get a read on what John was doing. She didn’t want to interrupt him. She didn’t want to be rude. 

God, what a nightmare, to be rude to the Man Himself after all the work she’d done to be good to him. 

No, she had to make sure everything was perfect. She had to make sure she was perfect. That’s why, beneath the designer trench coat she wore, trimmed with fur, she wore nothing on her utterly-toned, completely-tight body except for lingerie and heels. Her pale skin shone in the blue light of the many screens. 

Henderson was there, of course. She’d told him to stay, and he had obeyed, like the good simple idiot he was. 

When she returned, he immediately dropped down and twisted his hands over his lap, desperately needing to stroke himself at the sight of her. What a maggot. Snow’s heavy, lovely tits filled out the tight coat perfectly, even with not a shred of their succulent flesh being visible with the coat buttoned. 

“I-I’ve been watching,” he said. “Like you said.”

“Good. And?” 

“This is getting out of hand,” said Henderson. “With just one helmet, I think it's overcompensating.”

Snow nodded. “Y-yeah.”

She stuttered because she saw John fucking a girl through a wall. Just fucking her hard, into the wall—and then suddenly so hard that the plaster gave out. It didn’t slow him down. God, he was so fucking hot. She wanted to feel that. He started to choke the girl beneath him. 

Ungh.

“I think all the helmets together, they put a limit on who had them. Like different points of a net. The power was distributed. But with just one in operation...he's taking over the whole thing.”

“Yeah he is.”

Snow didn’t care about most of what he said. The other members of John’s harem ran to him, falling upon him, giving him everything he deserved. Worshiping him. Moaning in his ear. Their tits leaking milk all over his body. Violet and Blair’s hands landed on the throat of the girl he fucked and helped him choke her. 

Ungh. That was so fucking hot! What good girls they were!

Snow fingered herself as she watched. Trying not to get too carried away. 

It was hard not to get carried away. The smell was all over the town these days. It got stronger here, even miles away from John’s house. All the women in the area must be producing it. The Facility had been full of it. Everyone connected in the Orgasmosphere, producing pheromones of lust and need and just just just for John John John. 

Ungh. 

Just like He. Fucking. Deserves. 

The smell made it hard to think. Hard to slow down. Hard not to cum. 

She heard Henderson open his mouth, an intake of breath.

“Shut up, okay?” she snapped. “Or I won’t let you watch me anymore.”

“Y-yes ma’am,” he whimpered.

She smiled with satisfaction at his beta-male, simple-minded obedience. She knew he was consumed with arousal for her but couldn’t get hard. She knew he probably didn’t understand. 

Snow understood. Only Men got Hard. And only one Man existed—and that was John. 

Everyone else was a pretender. 

Snow watched, the dummy behind her close to tears, while she came and came again and moaned her Master’s name. 

* * * * *
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“HOW AM I GOING TO DIE?” asked John. “I feel better than I ever have?”

Several girls—five of them, in fact—held Snow tight. 

In retrospect, running full-speed at John and screaming that his life was in danger was indeed a great way to get his attention, but also a poor way to get her point across. 

The problem was that all these women were so fucking hot. That was what Snow kept thinking about again and again as she approached John’s enclave. Every woman there was gorgeous—beyond gorgeous—and all of them vied for his attention and called his name and begged him for favors as he passed. 

She had to make him see. 

So, now, she was forced on her knees—where she was very happy to be, in front of him—her face held firm and looking up at her Man, her Everything, her John by six of his closest girls. 

They were in his new enclave in the biggest house in the neighborhood. He had taken it over only recently. The previous owners weren’t good enough to serve him so they were gone now. Snow was supposed to report acts of violence so the Facility could cover them up—but of course she just covered it up by herself and didn’t bother to make a report. Who cared about unworthy beings anyway? 

Their house was lovely, at least. Vaulted ceilings and marble floors, beautiful furniture that was now largely broken by furious fucking. They were in a massive sitting room with glass walls, John holding court on a throne built from several luxury mattresses. 

His two favorites—Violet and Blair—remained at his side. Moaning against him. Gyrating. Whispering. Stroking his Massive Cock. Drool spilled from Snow’s mouth as she watched them, watched him. 

“The helmet,” she explained quickly. Her voice was slurred slightly by the excess saliva coating her tongue and lips. “The helmet injected you with a mutagen. It changed you. Made you more like how you are.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” said Violet. “How could anyone possibly change our Man? He’s so strong. He’s beyond the influence or control of anyone.”

As she spoke, she luxuriated in long, soulful strokes of his massive cock. Her sultry voice echoing down the deep canals of her tits as they spilled milk down his chest. Even Snow felt persuaded, though she knew all the facts of the situation.

“Yeah,” said John. “Explain that. How would anyone control me? Least of all a little thing like you.” He smiled. “Even if you are a sexy babe. I think I’ll put the helmet on you and then see what you have to say.”

He thought she was sexy. Oh god. That was so good. Her pussy vibrated with the need to cum, hips gyrating against air. Her pussy muscles squeezing against nothing. Next to her, holding her, the bodies of the gorgeous angels felt so wonderful.  

But she had to concentrate—focus! 

“Violet is amazing. Wonderful. Beautiful.” 

As Snow said this, Violet nodded and stroked her husband even more. This did not help the drooling of Snow’s pussy or her mouth. 

“But,” said Snow, “she’s compromised. She’s...”

How to say this?

How to say, I’m sorry, but your wife who you thought you mindfucked was actually mindfucked by the helmet you put on her, and she’s now designed to keep you fucking until you die, which means that to keep you away from seeking out a cure for your fatal condition, she is both positively irresistible and intrinsically believes that nothing can ever harm you? So, she’ll keep persuading you away from seeking help forever to continue to balance her own fragile, fucked psyche. 

Snow cleared her throat. “She’s just mistaken. E-everyone dies eventually, right?”

“Not John,” said Violet. “Not Master. Not our Daddy.”

Violet took her daughter’s mouth and guided its willing, needy wetness down on John’s cock. She stroked him with Blair’s skull now, cooing in appreciation at the thick bulge inside Blair’s tiny throat.

“Please. Listen. Everyone dies eventually. But you’re right! John doesn’t have to.”

“How do you mean?” asked Violet.

“I mean...” it all came to Snow at once. “The mutagen that changed you, Sir. It was incomplete. There’s something in it that could make you immortal. Make you forever. Make you our God. You wouldn’t need the helmet anymore unless you just enjoyed what it can do.”

He considered for a moment, after taking a long look at Violet’s perfect, milk-leaking tits spilling down across Blair’s face.

“Show me the mutagen.”

One of his girls passed John the case. He broke the lock off with his index finger and thumb and held the canister in his hand. Thinking. Considering. Cumming down Blair’s throat. 

Coinciding with his every orgasm—which were frequent—were orgasms from his girls. Snow heard them moan, heard their tight bodies clenching and squishing and dripping around her. 

“Immortal, huh?”

“Practically omnipotent,” said Snow. “We don’t even know what it can make you do yet. But I promise it will be even better than it is now.”

Violet seemed concerned. “Darling, I’m not sure...” 

“Gosh,” Snow pounced. “Violet, I thought your man could handle anything. Are you really saying he’s not strong enough for some silly chemical?”

“Of course not.” Violet’s eyes flashed with anger. “I just...I just want him to be able to enjoy it properly, that’s all.”

John twisted the vial open, revealing a syringe with a bright green substance inside. He looked at it, suspicious, for several moments—for so long that Snow began to doubt he would take it at all. Then he shrugged and handed it to Violet. 

Violet with all her might could not insert it inside John’s skin. He had to take over, pushing it deep into his thigh. 

The change was immediate. John was already huge, handsome, impressively built. But nonetheless, he grew. His commanding height pushed outward to something beyond seven feet tall. He stretched, thrashing on the throne, cumming as he did. The women sprayed by his cum fell to the ground in helpless orgasm. The women holding Snow were sprayed, releasing her, and she knelt, tongue wagging, aching to feel his seed spread across her body to no avail. 

He growled, shoving Blair and then Violet onto his spurting Cock, filling their mouths and throats with his endless load. He grabbed another woman—was it Sharon? Someone else?—and bent her over nearly backwards with one massive arm, fucking her brutally and emptying inside her slick wet needy cunt in just a few hard strokes. 

He needed to breed. Needed to give these women his seed. 

Finally his gaze turned on to Snow. Her orgasm couldn’t contain itself anymore. Juts his gaze—the gaze of this God—sent her over.

“Come here,” he said to Snow.

Before, she could resist. Before, she could rationalize.

There was none of that now.

His Voice was her Will.

If a crawl could be both seductive and a run, that is what Snow did then. Rushing to him in placation. She had so many plans—to worship him with her mouth, to stroke him, to urge him—but he had other ideas. 

He pushed her down and shoved her underneath his massive-and-growing-larger frame. All that weight crushing her, pinning her—and yet somehow making her feel so safe. 

“O-oh god,” she groaned, as his Cockhead pushed against her cunt. “Oh, oh my god. I don’t—will it fit?”

It did, though it felt like it would split her apart. She felt her body shifting, organs moving from the power of his masculinity—reforming herself to fit Him and only Him. 

He ruined her for anyone else. 

She felt his cum spraying against her body, inside of her, right away. He powered inside of her. The orgasms were immediate and constant. Tight, forever-unraveling balls of pleasure spreading electricity to every atom inside of her. She felt her already rather-melted brains melting further. She babbled and moaned. 

“Oh my love my God my everything oh my god my GOD Master yes yes Master Daddy yes!”

Every girl present begged for his cum, and there were so many girls there. More redheads like her. Dark-haired sultry goddesses like Violet—that was the most common. But also Asians and Latinas, black girls and blondes, pixie-like busty babes with pink hair. Decorations for every occasion. They all joined in unison, needing the same thing. Joined in the orgasmosphere—stronger than ever now that John could feel it with them, could control it, could influence it thanks to his exposure to the prime mutagen. 

“Fuck. Her. Please!” they moaned together. “Cum. In her. Please!”

Each and every word punctuated by orgasm after orgasm, waves and waves of sensual, mind-bending heat erasing all thinking. They operated with a singular, needy, desperate Will to Love and Obey. 

He slammed Snow down again and again, driving into her. 

“Fucking own you,” he growled. “I fucking own all of you. You belong to me.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’re my property.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’re my fuckdoll.”

“Yes, Master!”

“You’ll be my fucking wife. You’re so fucking hot.”

“Y-yes, Master! Please! Please make me one of your wives!”

He came again—for the dozenth time—filling her needy pussy with even more of his virile seed. She felt her mind blinking on and off. Pleasure whiting out her existence. 

Somewhere in the sexual fracas, a helmet was put over her head. It changed almost nothing. She loved him. She served him. She felt the absence of some memories—useless things that got in the way. 

When the helmet was all the way off, she was on his lap—his massive, titanic lap—across from Violet. The two of shared knowing smiles and also sneered together at the gathered girls not yet touching his Cock. Snow could feel already the new life brimming inside her obviously pregnant body. 

Together, she and Violet slid Blair’s moaning, needy mouth up and down her father’s Cock. She was such a good cocksucking doll.

“It’s really happened,” Snow moaned, admiring his majesty. “You are complete.”

“No.” He shook his head. “I still need Isabel. But then...then, the two of you will serve me like real wives should.”

Snow understood immediately. It wasn’t just hot talk while he fucked her. She would be a wife. Cumming, trembling, she choked his daughter harder on his Cock—pushing Blair further down and not letting up—and thanked him over and over.

Calling him Daddy.

Calling him Master.

Calling him her God.

* * * * *
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“Y-YOU GOT HERE EARLY,” said Henderson.

Snow barely registered his presence in the van. It was so small in here now. She’d become so much taller over the last few days. 

Henderson was like a walking pile of trash to her. That he was this close was offensive. Didn’t he understand she was Chosen? That she was a wife? What a complete fool. What a maggot. Righteous rage filled her.

He probably had some plan. He looked determined. Maybe he thought he could stop John somehow, stop the helmet. Snow nearly giggled—as if anyone could stop John. As if he even needed the helmet anymore. 

“Yes,” she said, dismissive. “I just uploaded a virus to sabotage every other helmet in distribution.”

“Y-you did?”

“Yes.” She smiled. “They'll all be subservient to Master's now. He'll have the only helmet in existence. Isn't that wonderful?”

She turned to look at him, disgust on her face. 

A growing, burning part of her—cultivated by long talks with Isabel, with Isabel’s fingers deep inside Snow’s scintillating hot cunt—enjoyed the despair on Henderson’s face.

Maybe he wasn’t walking trash after all. Maybe she had a purpose for him. Maybe she could enjoy what she saw now. 

“Shouldn't you like, I don't know. Find a bridge to jump off or something?”

His face told her that he knew she was right. There was no place for him anymore. Henderson gulped. 

Snow strutted outside—everything for her was a strut now. She had embraced her femininity, embraced the pure sexual power of her being. 

John was there, waiting with Isabel in one hand—his fingers firmly planted up inside the tight cheeks of her ass, lifting her onto his gigantic body. Snow strutted happily to John and he swept her up in his arms, kissing her long and hard and forceful. He loved her. Almost as much as he loved Isabel, and that was saying something. She felt so honored by his love. So treasured. 

She looked at Henderson and something wicked and dark stirred within her. All that time she had been spending with Isabel. Whenever Isabel watched John fuck or be sucked by another girl, she just whispered dark, evil, awful shit in his ear. It was catching, watching someone so beautiful be so sadistic and pain-crazy. 

“Please, Master,” she whispered. Isabel urged against her—excited, already knowing what she would say. “Please, go hurt him for me?”

Isabel giggled with excitement, loving her fuck-sister-wife’s outlook. “Yeah, Daddy,” she said. “Do it. Do it for her.”

John needed little encouragement. He did not like the people from the Facility at all.

“Hey, little man. Remember when you were going to kill me?”

John thumped down to the still-open entrance of the station and ripped away part of the ceiling in an explosion of brick and mortar. He leaned down over Henderson’s whimpering, shivering body. 

“O-oh god...”

John flexed, ripping his shirt. Snow came.

“Run.”

Snow, held tight between Isabel and Violet, with her new family whispering and grinding against her—orgasmed again and again as she watched John hunt down just one of many offenders to his masculine divinity.

# # #
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Bimbo Pill – Hot Crush


[image: image]


I’m hiding in a small part of my quarters, my tight young pussy dripping wet, watching Professor Smythe fuck the absolute hell out of his wife Diana, and I don’t think I’ve ever been more turned on or in love. 

He holds her tight by her back, completely ignoring the panties he’s ripped away, the skirt gathered around his feet, as he pounds into her again and again, thumping into the metal wall. 

They think they’re being secret. They think this is their special spot. They don’t know that I—industrious love-crush-laden barely-legal teenage soul that I am—set up a secret camera to view them at my leisure whenever I wanted to cum as hard as I ever have. 

And I do. Watching them. Watching particularly him. The muscles in his ass. The turn of his calves. The line of his jaw as he pushes and presses again and again into his gorgeous, stacked, leggy wife’s body.

God. 

He’s so fucking virile. So strong. If he hasn’t gotten her pregnant already, he will soon. I took care of that when I replaced all her birth control with placebos. I want him to know how virile he is. I want him to be able to see her flush with his virile glory, to show off her fertility for him.

I watch all through him finishing—zooming in on his gloriously handsome face as I finish myself, cumming while I watch him cum. 

As I do, a thought rings through my brain, both true and terribly sad:

This is as romantic as life gets for me.

Buried under a blanket in my room that I share with another girl, watching the man I love fuck the woman he loves. 

I cum quietly, quickly, even though my roommate Cameron isn’t here. I’ve trained myself. Lately, I've been cumming at least six times a night, at least ten times a day—I’ve developed something of a short fuse sexually—and I’ve learned to be quiet so as not to be asked questions. 

I don’t think I’m so quiet or quick with my laundry that she doesn’t think to ask about what must be the permanent musky-smell to my sheets and laundry, but at the same time, I think that by trying to be polite about it, I am forestalling Cameron from confronting me directly. 
This is the understanding we share. I’m going to cum a lot and I’m going to try to make it not her business. She seems to respect that; minding boundaries is important to Cameron. Chemists seem to like knowing the limits of relationships.
I turn off the feed when Alan and Diana start their after-sex pitter-patter. They’re so stupidly perfect for each other; I hate it. The problem is that I can watch him fuck her and pretend he’s thinking of me—and yeah, married or not, I do that shit a lot. 

But I can’t pretend he’s thinking of me when he’s chatting and flirting with her about how they need to do that again later. Or what they'll watch together after dinner. Or what their plans are for the weekend. On and on.  

They’ll sneak off like this at least once a day. Something about the frigid weather and sub-zero temperatures outside makes them seek each other out for constant, warm reunions of animalistic fucking. Their union has probably never been happier than right now, stuck in this place with each other and the rest of us.

Diana in particularly is just utterly moony about him. I kind of hate her for how hard that makes it to hate her. Like—god, I wish she were a bitch! I wish she were mean to me, or to him, or anyone! But instead she's like, the nicest person and her love for Alan is completely geniune and I watch her with the most intense jealousy you could imagine whenever she's eating dinner right next to him and sometimes missing her mouth with her fork because she's too busy making doe-eyes at him. 

The bitch. The fucking bitch. How dare she be completely in love with the man she married! What a fucking inconvenience for me. 

Anyway. They're also fucking a lot for other reasons that don't have anything to do the freezing climate of the Antarctic. 

By which I mean, also, uh, yes, I have been spiking their beverages with aphrodisiacs specifically so I can watch them fuck, so that probably influences matters a bit.

I’ve learned what to watch and not to watch about them. They are, as I said, so stupidly perfect for each other. It hurts me inside how much he loves her, how much he’ll never love me, even though I know I’m so much hotter than his wife and I could treat him a thousand times better if I just had the chance. 

A sneaky fuck once a day in a utility closet? That’s nothing. I could be sucking his cock morning, noon, and evening. I’d make a little trolley to stay in front of him as he moved around, cock down my throat and my knees on wheels as he powered through the facility with his own personal cocksucking assistant. That’s what he deserves, and god do I want to give it to him.

And—later today—I just might start that process. 

I had to sneak in here to my cramped dormitory for the quick cum just to clear my head. It’s so stupidly hard to think when I’m just focused on how fucking hot he is all the time and how badly I want to be his eager, submissive, erotic slave. 

God. Just saying that makes me want to cum again. What's going on with me?

I mean that honestly. I just want to drop to my knees and be a good little cocksucking pet for him. I feel like if he ever called me that—good girl—I'd literally never have dry panties again. I'd never wear panties again, fuck.

So I mean that literally—I would happily sign legal documents assigning me as his slave. I’d wear a collar. If it has me near his cock and bringing him pleasure? I don’t give a fuck. Gimme gimme gimme that slavery.

Hopefully he’ll know just how badly I need him—and just what a perfectly good fuckslavewife I would be for him—pretty soon. 
I’m a real-life mad scientist. I specialize in all kinds of weird forbidden chemistry that even I don’t know the proper names of. And I’ve made a pill, you see, that should solve all my problems. 

* * * * *
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IT’S EASIER TO THINK about everyone and their place in this place with us all gathered at the dinner table. Dinner tonight is pasta and salad, made up by Terri, the facility’s cook. 

The cafeteria is large—made for a crew at least four times our modest size—and so even though we’re all sitting at one table, I’m sitting at the ass-end from everyone else. I’ve started to feel guilty about trying to ingratiate myself to any of them because of, you know. The surveillance, and the spiking of drinks, aaaaand you know that whole little thing where I'm going to alter them on a genetic level because I'm so stupidly horny for one particular man's cock. 

At the table, I’m watching Dr. Smythe, because of course I am. I steal glances constantly over the lip of my phone. I know he’s not seeing me because he’s kind of oblivious like that, plus he’s so stupidly in love still with Diana. Hoping to change that soon. 

Also I’m really watching Diana tonight, because—the hope is—I’m about to really fuck her life apart. 

Let’s give you some context, all right? 

There are seven of us here in this antarctic station. The name of it is Station Zero. There’s not a Station One or a Station Two or even a Station Twelve, so why we’re Station Zero, I couldn’t tell you. I guess it sounds cool? Our bosses—remote and living off in the middle of a big city with tall buildings and as many cabs as you could imagine—seem to care about that sort of thing.

Branding. 

They care about branding more than product, most of the time. That’s fine by me. So long as I stay on brand, they don’t ask too many questions about why their youngest, newest (Prettiest! Sexiest! Leggiest! Bustiest!) recruit keeps asking for so many weird ingredients to test. 

This is a pharmaceutical lab. They put us far away from civilization, far away from snooping eyes, and basically tell us to do whatever we want so long as the end result makes them money. 

There’s an official reason they use whenever they have to talk to the government or shareowners at quarterly meetings—like, idk, the cold weather allows for the preservation of carefully cultivated chemicals blah blah blah we don’t know anything about anything, please make stuff for us to sell. 

That’s them. That’s how they sound. 

I’ve probably already made them millions with my latest de-aging cream. They fast-tracked it through testing and it’s probably going to have some weird side-effects on 2% of the population, but for everyone else, hey, congratulations! I made you look six years younger. Go me. 

So—there’s me, Rhonda. You know me already. Cum-crazy chemist genius with a penchant for the cock of another scientist here, Dr. Smythe. Back in the real world, I ran religiously, so I'm in pretty good shape still. There's a treadmill here I'm doing my best to break whenever I get time. 

I'm extremely pretty—even by my own standards, which are stupidly high (because of how pretty I am)—with bright green eyes, dark brown hair, and a nice body with all the right curves and bone features and all of that. My clavicles get put on display in the right kind of dress. My tits fill out my sweaters. My legs go all the goddamn way down to the floor. 

I used to not think so much about how attractive I am, but I really do, lately. It's fun. I look at myself in the mirror and think about my best angles and what part of my body to show off to Dr. Smythe.

I fell in love with him pretty much the second I arrived. It was a chemical thing. I could tell he felt it too—the widening of his pupils, the flush in his cheeks. 

God, I want to run my cunt over those cheeks. Anyway. He’s too good of a guy to act on it, especially with his wife here, which is another reason I want to bang his brains out.

I just know he's a good guy. I knew it almost right away. I knew it from our first conversation, actually. I couldn't tell you anything we talked about—it's kind of a blur, now—but I came out of it utterly in love and utterly in trust with him. I trusty trust trust Dr. Smythe. 

That's why I know he'll understand once I unveil my special pill. I just have to show him it works, first.

His official role is project manager. He’s sort of a jack-of-all-trades. He checks in on us and knows enough of everybody’s specialty to stay informed, offer smart suggestions for work, and to keep us on track for budgeting and scheduling. 

He’s really good at it, and honestly, even though the pill I’m making is basically for him, him being so fucking good at budgeting and asking questions and all that is basically the number one problem I have. 

It makes it really hard to lie to him effectively (I mean, besides the obvious issues of lying to the love of your life [who doesn’t know that’s who he is yet]) because he knows what is supposed to be used where and how and with what. 

We have regular conversations in his office. I always walk in and the lights are low and I never quite remember what we say, but I always leave more in love with him and more in trusty trust trust with him.

There’s his wife, Diana. What to say? She’s brilliant, gorgeous, and affable. I’d love her to pieces and ask her to be my mentor if I could stand to be alone in the same room as her for longer than like, thirty seconds without breaking down crying from jealousy. 

She’s stupidly hot, with gorgeous short auburn hair and the kind of cheekbones you could carve diamonds with. Ugh. Before I saw Dr. Smythe, I totally thought I was a lesbian for life, and Diana is pretty much the definition of my type, except with ten years added (’cause I like to date ‘em my age, dangit). 

She works on neurological stimulants and is currently running after some kind of cure for degenerative brain diseases, like Alzheimers. Ironically, I’ve used a lot of her research for my own special pill. 

Why is that ironic? 

Well. 

You’ll see.

There’s Cameron. She was the F-N-G before I got here, and so she’s pretty nice to me because A.) she knows what it’s like to be the fucking new girl and B.) I’m the reason she is no longer the fucking new girl. 

Her project revolves around weight loss and feelings of rejuvenation. Nothing has stuck yet, but a weight loss pill is pretty much the pharmaceutical holy grail—even more sought after than the cure for cancer. You can always gain more weight for a pill to slim off you—even if you've already done it once—but it’s kind of hard to gain more cancer unless you already have it or just take seven strolls a day through x-rays. 

Cameron looks like your standard scientist lady. A little bit dumpy, way too much hair pinned up in a bun, glasses, labcoat, the full nine. 

Finally there’s Leanna and Terri, who seem to have come with the place. Leanna runs the operations of the facility—electricity, gas, transport, heating, plumbing—while Terri is more of the custodian and cook. 

Put simply, Leanna fixes, and Terri cleans and cooks. It’s a bit more complicated than that—we are in the middle of fucking Antarctica—but that’s pretty much the gist. 

I thought they were gay for each other at first, and I thought it was pretty cute; but it turns out they’re just really good, old friends. I even asked them about it once and they both turned red and blushed and swore up and down they only had eyes for a man. 

I guess their lucky guys are back on the mainland somewhere?

Leanna is blond and thick and made for manual labor, with heavy forearms and strong hands. Terri is of Eastern European descent, maybe even further east, like Turkish—but her skin is that kind of Mediterranean dark and her hair is a deep jet black; she keeps it cut in a short crew cut (again, I guess she’s not gay but what straight lady is running around with a crew cut?)

Okay. So there’s six of us, and we get along okay. There’s a crew dinner every night. Usually I am quiet and hum away on my phone (when the wifi is working, which is not always). Dr. Smythe leads the discussions; even I—who really hate being part of anything—begrudgingly have started to feel like part of a family in this place. 

And I’m going to fuck it up so I can suck his cock, aaaaaaand, yup, kind of okay with that?

Because, just now, Diana—unknowingly—just swallowed the ground-up Bimbo Pill I put in her pasta, and that means everything is about to change.

* * * * * 
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SO LET’S TALK ABOUT the pill. The Bimbo Pill. It’s my masterpiece, probably just the first of many. I’m stupid young to have made something this good. 
I’ve combined it from a series of different substances that we’re working on here in the lab. I don’t think that these chemicals, in these proportions, have ever been put together before anywhere in the universe. I mean, who the fuck else would want to make a pill that transforms women into cock-hungry obedient bimbo slaves after just a few hours? 
Spoilers, I guess. There’s what the pill does. 

Look, we can watch this together, okay? I could explain in detail all the compounds and what they do individually, or we could just take a look at what’s going down with Diana.

First, a heated flush comes over her face about thirty seconds after finishing her pasta. I made the Pill sugary, so that it would be swallowed without too much trouble, and also might have laced it with a few dopamine-inducing chemicals just to make sure she swallowed it. 

I’m kidding, of course. I definitely laced it with those dopamine-inducing chemicals. 

The flush extends from the angles of her lovely cheekbones all the way down to her breasts, which are easy to see in her tight flannel shirt. She unbuttons one button, then another. Her cleavage put on display. It’s a really sexy fucking sight and I can feel myself getting wet. 

Getting wet at her? Getting wet at the power I’m holding over her?

Probably both. 

She leans in and whispers something in Alan’s ear; he kind of laughs and shakes his head, no way.

That’s why I made sure to spike their drinks earlier in the day with a potent aphrodisiac. I mean, yes, I do that every day so I can watch them fuck and cum stupidly hard to watching the man of my dreams basically fucking at my whim. That’s hot. 

Anyway. He’s so drained that the thought of cumming again so soon after their last intense fuck-session is probably as foreign to him as not making a Bimbo Pill to fuck around with someone else’s wife is to me. 

So, as I hoped, Diana stands up and walks out of the cafeteria. Her walk is a bit wobbly—she’s supposed to feel a little drunk, like imagine three glasses of wine—but there’s also clearly an exaggerated strut already starting to form. 

Good. 

I excuse myself as well, pushing my tray of food in Terri’s direction, barely touched. She gives me her normal sneer—it kills her when I won’t let her feed me; it's the only way she really knows how to care for people—and wonder off toward my room. This is pretty normal behavior from me—I’ve trained them to think that I don’t like them, that I like leaving dinner early. 

I kind of am the complete opposite—I really care about them, specifically one of them, but y’know, when the way you show your affection is by drugging your comrades, people don’t tend to understand so you have to take some special steps. 

I rebound around the facility and circle back to where Diana’s path. This is a little dangerous now. I’m out in the open. I could just be watching from the safety of my quarters or any of the numerous hidey-holes I’ve made for myself in this place to conduct my business quietly. But this is too important, too good. 

Plus, I mean, this pill is completely untested, and she could totally die or like, I don't even know. Melt, maybe? The pill will restructure her at a real molecular level. So I need to be there ready with the antidote if she does start to, y'know, turn green or catch on fire or whatever. 

She’s been stripping as she struts through the facility, and has started singing “I Know What Boys Like” to herself. I pick up her clothes, covering her trail. 

I pick up her pants, her jacket, her flannel shirt, her shoes—everything but her bra and panties. By the time that we’ve made it to the empty dormitory hall, she’s prancing. 

“I know what boys like!” she giggles and spins. “I know what guys want! I know what boys like! I’ve got what boys like!”

Her singing voice is...not great. I made a bimbo pill, not a songstress pill. 

This dormitory hall—Hall C—is completely unused by us. Part of the hopes of widening this facility out for larger use. As such, its heat is turned down to the minimum, and with my tiny frame, it feels oppressively cold. My nipples stand erect, practically cutting through my tight turtleneck. In most of the facility, the heat is amazing—Leanna really does a good job making it all work—but here, I can feel Antarctica trying to push its way in, and Antarctica is fucking winning. 

Which is why, when Diana is giggling and spinning and moaning, rubbing herself, sweating, I start to get a little worried. 

Maybe I overdid it with the thermogenics. 

She finally pauses in the doorway of a dorm, rubbing herself against the corner. Rubbing her slick cunt there.

“I know what boys like,” she groans. “I’ve got what boys like...”

There’s no more singing. It’s pure id, fucking herself with the corner like a dog with an itch. I can see the hot trail starting to develop on the wall. It’s so cold that it begins to shine right away as frost pushes in. 

I watch, kind of amazed, as Diana’s body begins to change before my eyes. 

She was short, with B-cup breasts, short chopped hair, and a pale body. 

Second by second, the Pill changes all that. It starts from the bottom up and top down. Her calves grow lengthier, more toned, while her hair fills out and pushes down to her shoulders in shining, delicate locks and waves of deep red. The locks grow longer, pushing past a back that quickly develops an intricately sexy musculature to support the rapidly growing bust she’s started to sport. 

Her tits bounce forward, docked around the same corner that she’s rubbing herself against. What were modest-and-beautiful B cups become twice as large, doubling to D cups and beyond, but retaining the same amount of virile bounce as before. In fact, they look perkier, her nipples at full-attention inside the unsuitable confines of her bra, like beautiful little raspberries of delight. 

Her ass tones quickly, like she’s lived entire years of her life on a squat rack. You could break a carbon rod in half with the cheeks of that ass.

All in all—she’s younger, fitter, and definitely sexier. A rapturous scent flows off her body, filling the hallway quickly with its lack of airflow.

I can't help but feel a sense of triumph—I fucking did it! I made her into a bimbo! Me! 

She was something else, now she's this, and it's all because of my handiwork. 

I mean, yes, I guess some kind of sane person would be disgusted by that. But I'm totally fucking insane crazy pants for Dr. Smythe's big, fat, please-fuck-my-throat-like-it's-a-cunt Cock, so all you sane people can go fuck yourselves.  

I don’t notice it right away, but I’m walking closer to Diana. Ignoring stealth. Just standing right out in the middle of the hall like someone who completely just transformed her test subject and is too turned on by the results to do anything but whimper and twitch and drip. 

Oh. I might have forgotten to mention that thing about me dripping. Yes. Definitely happening, that. Stupidly fucking turned on by seeing this happen. Putting aside the weird eroticism I experience from feeling a plan come together, I'm definitely turned on as fuck from the straight power trip of seeing this beautiful being come to life. 

It doesn't hurt that—again—I'm totally fucking into girls and Diana has just transformed from my type to my fantasy. 

She finally notices me. Her eyes have turned—and look, I’m not kidding here—her eyes have turned bright pink. 

I think I see the real brown color in there somewhere, but it’s all behind a filter of pink—the whites, the pupils, the retina. If you had just teleported in to this situation, you might be completely fucking turned on by the supermodel-worthy goddess with the huge knockers getting herself off by sliding her cunt up and down the hard corner—but then you’d notice her eyes. 

Vapid. Empty. Delighted. And completely, totally, unstoppably pink. 

“Ungh.”

It takes me a second before I realize that’s me. 

She's just so stupidly gorgeous. I want to trace the line of her abs with my tongue. But I mean, only like four or five hundred times. That's it, I swear. 

I think now that part of what was intensifying my jealousy of her while she fucked the man of my dreams was how badly I’d like to fuck her too. 

“Hi Rhonda,” she purrs. Even her voice has changed to become somehow both more girlish and more sultry at the same time. “Do you like what you see?”

Dumbfounded, I nod. She bites a lip and opens the dormitory door she’s been corner-fucking herself next to. Then she does an elaborate stretch—showing me all the beautiful lines of her body—and stretches her fingers out to beckon me to follow. She’s somehow still got her panties and bra on. Both only serve to make this sight more erotic. 

Her panties are absolutely soaked—a modest pair of white boyshorts that have now become nearly sheer with the amount of sweat and pussy-lust seeping into them. And her bra, stretched and contorted and desperately trying and failing, ready to give out and dissolve in a moment’s notice, is only highlighting the unnatural proportions that she’s made for herself. 

I follow her in, of course. How could I not?

I try to tell myself I’m still just trying to cover up my tracks. That this is an experiment and I need to see it through. 

But mostly what I’m thinking is how fucking good her pussy smells and how right it would feel to have my tongue run over it. 

Inside, she’s displayed on the bed. Already the sheets are soaked with her sweat, her pussy juice. I think she’s even dripping milk from her tits, holy shit. It’s white and creamy and slipping from her nipples in long slow arcs down the massive mammaries she’s sporting. 

Her legs open wide, her finger slipping in and out of her beautifully tight pussy. She licks her lips and slowly drifts her eyes from her own insertion to me, where I'm doing my honest best not to finger myself to her fingering herself.

“Come and get it.” 

I so fucking want to. I drop to my knees and start to crawl toward her. I’ve made her what she is and still I feel submissive to it. I don’t care. God, I want this. 

I wanna lick her pussy. 

I’m remembering now that when I first got here, I saw her before I saw Dr. Smythe, and I really wanted this exact kind of situation to play out. Maybe the bimbofication stuff aside—I wanted to be caught alone with her, to have my chance to lick her beautiful pussy and make her cum. 

She’s so fucking turned on. The heat pouring off of her is making me sweat, now. Writhing and pushing her hips up to meet me as I approach. A short fuse. It’ll take almost nothing to make her cum. Barely a lick of my tongue. It’ll happen within seconds. 

“Diana?” 

It’s Dr. Smythe. 

“Diana, are you here?”

* * * * *
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I’VE ALWAYS BEEN FLEXIBLE, and I’ve always been small, and so it’s no surprise to me that I can fit in the downright miniature closet of this dorm, but it is not comfortable.

These things—these closets—are so tiny that Cameron and I actually split our clothes and other materials between it and another entire dormroom just to have space for ourselves. 

Alan finds her, because of course he does. All he has to do is follow his nose. 

“Diana?” he stammers. “Is that...is that you?”

“Fuck me, Sir...” 

She’s writhing more now. In pure heat. It looks almost painful for her, the amount of sex she’s not having. I can empathize. All I want to do is cum. I’m right on the edge. But this tiny closet is, well, tiny, and even with my years of practicing quiet cumming, I’m still going to shake and moan and he’s going to hear me, and I can’t very well explain any of this. 

“Oh fuck.” 

He stiffens up, in his back and probably elsewhere too. That aphrodisiac I’ve laced his food with sticks around in the system for a long time, and I’m pretty sure that it’s going to react with whatever Diana is emitting. 

“Yes,” she moans. “Fuck me, Sir...”

He tugs at his tie and drops it to the floor. “It’s too...it’s too cold in here. You’re going to get sick, dear. We’ve got to get you...get you...”

He had leaned over her to pick her up. Take her someplace warm. He sees all the sweat on her body, though. Feels the obvious heat pouring off her. His hands come down over her skin, her arms. He’s muttering. 

“Smooth. So fucking smooth. Holy shit.”

Diana goes right to work, tugging at his pants, pulling and pushing and ripping. She’s strong. She rips them right off and reveals his cock. In the coldness of this room—which I can barely feel anymore, it’s so fucking hot because of her—he should be softening immediately. Instead, of course, he’s getting harder. I’m seeing his cock in person. 

I’m seeing His Cock in person. 

I bite down hard on my sleeve to keep from moaning.

Holy fuck. It’s so gorgeous. The length of it. The girth. He’s so big and wonderful. I shudder and moan, but thankfully Diana does at the same time, covering my sounds. 

He pushes on top of her and immediately they start to fuck. 

Like, immediately. I've seen them fuck before. A lot. There's always a fumbling, awkward, kind of intimate and lovely moment where he finds her slit, adjusts his angle, and slowly pushes inside her while she moistens and warms and lets him in deeper, inch by inch. 

That's not what happens here. 

His cock slides forward across her tones, tight, tiny thighs, propelled by the slickness of her juices. Like a runway for his manhood. He pushes forward and enters her wholesale, all his big, fat cock immediately shoving deep into her cunt. 

Balls deep in three seconds flat. 

“D-Daddy!” Diana screams, obviously cumming. 

Oh fuck, though. 

That's a thing of mine. That's new. Why is she calling him Daddy? I've never heard her call him that before. It definitely makes my pussy pulse.

“M-Master!” she cries, cumming again as he begins to thrust.

Yes. Her initial cum was just from his initial thrust. Alan looks as amazed as I am. 

Her calling him Master is a step too far for me to hold my composure. My fingers are pushing down deep into my pants, fondling my clit as I watch Alan continue to thrust in and out of Diana's beautiful bimbofied body. 

She's grabbing him tight, legs entirely wrapped around his waist. Crushing her big, milking tits against his body. Between the thrusting and her coverage in slick juices, soon he's as soaked as she is. 

He falls completely down onto the bed, trapping her. Using his entire manly body weight against her. Diana still pushes upward in time with his thrusts, using her advanced hip musculature, crying out his name—and a lot of other titles too. 

“Fuck me, Daddy! Oh, Daddy. Oh Master! Fuck me harder! Make me pregnant! Knock me up, knock me up, knockmeupknockmeupknockmeup!”

The obsessive chanting might have been disturbing if it wasn't so fucking sexy, and if it wasn't coming from such a gorgeous babe. Diana is like a wild creature underneath him. Thrashing. Growling. Grabbing and grunting between her chants.

He obviously can't take much of this—it's too much. She's too much! This is insane. She's a sex-obsessed baby-craving bimbo and he's just one man. I know all the signs when he's going to cum; I've seen it a thousand times. He bites her shoulder, buries his head under her chin, and starts to thrust spasmatically into her cunt. 

They cum together, of course—because Diana has been cumming this whole time, and feeling her man cum definitely makes her cum again.  

I watch them cum and I can't hold back. I'm not even touching myself. Not even sliding my gorgeously nimble teenage fingers up into my barely-legal cunt. And all the same, I'm cumming, thrashing, pushing, gasping in the tight little closet. Making noise. 

Luckily, they make more. Specifically, Diana makes much more.

“My King!” she moans as I cum. “My King! My Master! Oh Master! Master! Oh, fuck, fuck, Master, Master!”

Slowly, they start to power down. Alan collapses against her busty body. He absent-mindedly chuckles, licking and stroking her hefty tits. 

And I'm still in the closet.

That was it, I realize. That was my chance to escape. 

Then—Diana saves me. She pulls Alan on top of her again, sliding her wet thighs against his stiffening cock.  

“Please, Daddy, more?”

His cock continues to stiffen. God, it's so beautiful.

I want to stay, watch again, cum with them again...but I won’t waste a second chance. 

* * * * *
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WHEN THEY'RE DISTRACTED enough, I rush back into my room and immediately open up my computer to check the video logs. I want to know what everyone else is thinking and doing. I’ve got to take charge of this situation. 

God, who even knows what fucked up way this is all going to mess with Alan? Or might have messed with me?

Cameron is in her bed. It sounds like she’s having a nightmare or something. I kind of know the feeling. 

On the tape, it all seems normal. Alan goes running after Diana shortly after I do. 

Watching him, my pussy throbs and gushes. I’m still so fucking turned on from watching him fuck in person—watching him fuck the transformed Diana in person. 

It was beyond my wildest dreams. All my plans are taking shape. I've thought this through to completion.

Soon, he’ll get tired of her—being so fucking vapid and one-note and just bimbo-ish in general, and he’ll come running to me for comfort. For someone who worships him properly. For someone who understands. 

On the video, I see him and the other girls joining in some conversation at his lead—question and answer session. The girls seem a bit out of it, but then, I was too—Diana acting so weird must have really spooked them.

Behind me, Cameron’s nightmare sounds like it’s intensifying. She’s groaning quite a bit. 

So he leaves and then Terri, Leanna, and Cameron start to clean up. Cameron drops Diana’s plate. She does that thing you sometimes do where she noticed a bit of sauce on her hand, licks it innocuously and then realizes that she’s just licked up some bit of food that’s not hers. 

Cameron’s moans pick up again. I’m still so desperately horny from the encounter with Alan and Diana that they actually sound a bit sexual to me.

On the video, I see her pick up Diana’s plate again—but now she’s dropped all the other dishes to the floor. Terri is yelling at her, but Cameron just licks Diana’s plate clean. Like, actually licking. Holding it up to her face and rubbing her tongue across it licking.

You've probably put it together already. It takes me a minute more of watching, re-watching, and listening to Cameron's moans in the same room as me for it all to come together. 

Of course. She's licking Diana’s plate—the plate that I sprinkled my crushed Bimbo Pill all over. 

“Oh fuck.”

“Ungh. Rhonda? Izzat you?” 

Cameron sits up in the bed. She’s beautifully naked. The room is cold; she is clearly not. She’s dripping with sweat. 

The blanket falls all the way to the floor. 

She’s dripping, full stop. The only cunt I've ever seen wetter was the one I just barely got away from licking—to my chagrin—and which is currently being drilled stupid by Dr. Smythe.

“Cameron...” I gulp.

I feel like I’ve only just dodged a bullet with Diana. Like—that could have gone really bad. What if I had been able to give in and lick her pussy like I so disastrously wanted to do? We’d be entangled then, when the only person I really crave to be entangled with is Dr. Smythe. 

That’s the plan. God. Have I made it this far and not discussed the plan in full naked detail, the way Cameron is naked right now?

I turn Diana into a bimbo. Dr. Smythe fucks her, sure he does—who wouldn’t fuck a bimbo begging you to have sex with her? But then eventually he gets bored of her—she’s brainless now, after all—and is desperate for a new little piece of tail to occupy his time. 

Obviously, I am that piece of tail, and obviously I’m not brainless, so I convince him that I’m the supersmart genius ultra-babe he’s always wanted and once we’re far away from Antarctica and honeymooning someplace nice and warm, I casually mention that I made it all happen this way and he thanks me for how beautiful his life has become. 

And, fuck it, idk—we keep Diana on as a housemaid or something so he gets to fuck her as often as he likes. 

Everybody wins. 

Except, you know, Diana. But, whatever, man, she gets to be brainless! My brain has caused me plenty of problems. 

One of them is naked right in front of me, right now. 

In the dark shadows of the computer-monitor-illuminated room, Cameron spreads her legs. She covers her tits and belly with the covers, but just barely.

“Rhonda, will you...will...are you into girls at all?”

Fuck. I really, really am. I’m looking at her ridiculously tight body—tighter now because of the effects of the remnants of the Bimbo Pill she was able to consume—and not thinking of too much else besides just how into girls I am. 

She didn’t get the full dose. So, her body hasn’t become cartoonishly perfect like Diana’s now is. Her hair is definitely thicker, and I can tell even in the dimly lit area of our room that it is shinier and a tad longer. I’ve seen her naked—we’re roommates—and she’s never been in bad shape, but now she’s in better shape. 

She looks basically like she’s been training for some kind of event—a marathon, an MMA fight, something like that. The sweat isn’t helping. 

She slides over on my bed. Right away I close the computer—which I have to do, because there is surveillance of her on it, but that’s also a problem because it makes me look really interested in what she’s saying. 

Which I am.

Her hand falls onto my thigh. 

“I never really thought I was that into girls,” she says. “But I think I am. I’ve been in this room for like, an hour or two and I just keep...I keep touching myself, Rhonda.” 

Her face is really close to mine. Gosh, she’s fucking pretty. 

“And then you came in, and I knew it was you...and I had to cum I was so turned on. I knew I was turned on about you, Rhonda. Only now I came and I...I...” 

She takes my hand and slides it up her thigh. God. It’s so fucking warm and wet. 

“...Rhonda? I really need to cum again. But I—I really—I want...”

“You want me to lick your pussy?”

She nods urgently and kisses me with a feverish passion that takes me by surprise. Her tongue is soft and wet and pushes past my lips, past all my protests. I feel myself melting into her. I'm probably tasting saliva-slick aphrodisiac. I kind of don't care. 

My hands rub over the gorgeous growing nubs of her breasts, now much more than a handful. She's so soft. So tight. 

Fuck. I'm in trouble. 

Her hands land on my shoulders and she begins to push me down to her cunt. 

Her naked, wet, pulsing cunt. 

It's been a while, but my tongue knows what to do. I lean in, going to work with soft little insistent licks on the pronounced nub of her clitoris. 

I'm so fucking turned on that my licks don't last very long before turning into full-blown kisses, like I'm french-kissing her pretty little cunt. 

It has the desired effect. Her thighs wrap tight around my head and block out my hearing, block out the world. I can think of nothing but her beautiful, tight, young pussy under my tongue. 

She starts to make the rapid little hip pulses that I know mean she's going to cum soon. What a short fuse! Almost as short as Diana's. 

I lick her pussy with more urgency and need than I’ve ever licked anyone’s and I'm disappointed a bit that it's nearly over, but I keep licking. Squeezing her ass tight with my hands. Trying to pull her tighter into my own body. 

“Oh,” she moans low and soft. “Oh, god. Oh Rhonda. Oh god. Oh god. Oh god. Oh—”

She cums, bucking, hard, babbling still. Babbling about how she's never been with a girl, how she's barely even cum ever, about how she thinks she might be in love with me. It's all very touching and I'm turned on as fuck by it even though I know she's only feeling it because I made her. 

Maybe not even though. Maybe because. 

Anyway. 

I try to pull away, then, really turned on myself but still somehow trying to make a plan for how to fix all of this. But Cameron pushes me back down on the bed and repositions herself. She tears my pants off, slowly, with her pussy on top of my face. 

“Gotta...” she mumbles, gyrating her svelte hips over my shoulders. “Gotta lick it. Gotta cum.”

I decide, as Cameron sinks her mouth down into my pussy, that whatever I want to do about this can wait until tomorrow.

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, THIS all feels like a dream. Like a weird cum-fueled-hazy fantasy that I have trouble wrapping my brain around. 

Like, really? Honestly? I wanted to fucking transform Diana—who has been nothing but nice to me—into a complete bimbo just for the affection of one guy?

I mean, yes, Dr. Smythe is super handsome and I’m basically in love with him, but do I really care if he’s still fucking Diana so long as he fucks me too? Why did I have to fuck with her life?

I guess it’s the marriage thing. He’s too pure of a guy to fuck more than one woman at once. I have to make sure he understands he deserves more than that, and he won’t understand that until I’m at his side, whispering all the the things he deserves...like he deserves. 

It’s a Saturday, which means we have the day off. Usually, in this facility, days off are pretty much extra days to work. Leanna and Terri certainly don’t really get the day off—there’s always some kind of maintenance that needs doing. They just aren’t as bound by a schedule as normal. 

And usually the rest of us, while we can spend the whole day in the rec room shooting pool or playing the three videogames we’ve got, or watching whatever stockpile of blu-rays and DVDs the facility has, normally we’re so bored that we just go back to work anyway. That’s why we’re here—the work excites us. 

Anyway. Breakfast is first. And what I see there when I arrive fairly well blows me away. 

Leanna and Terri sit across from each other, politely eating breakfast. And I say “politely” because they are adamantly looking down at their food, purposefully making themselves small, not looking in the direction of the head of the table. 

That’s where Alan is sitting. He’s half-naked, wearing boxer shorts and a robe. His cock—raging and hard—is out in the open, and Diana is stroking it gorgeously. 

She does everything gorgeously now, actually. She’s dressed in lingerie—and where the fuck did she get lingerie in Antarctica?—and heels—and where the fuck did she get heels in Antarctica?—and wrapped around Alan’s body. 

The top of her head is nuzzled up under her chin, which he accepts with the kind of graciousness you might give to a particularly insistent kitten. One arm is wrapped around her, and she’s docked her tits against his chest, legs wrapped around his. She’s moaning and cooing like a porn star on video. Nodding, encouraging, whispering and needing. 

She’s everything I want to be and more. 

She’s tall, tight, thin, and gorgeous—and more importantly than all that—she’s his. 

I feel my heart breaking. I look in Alan’s eyes and I don’t see a man who is tired of a bimbo. It might be a bit much to think it would happen already—but I don’t see a man who will be tired of a bimbo, either. It’s like, somehow, inadvertently, I’ve given him the woman of his dreams. He looks utterly content. 

And the weird part—the crazy part—the part that makes me scream, like actually scream, I mean with volume I go the full “AHHHHHH!” out fucking loud, that kind of rage-filled scream—is this:

Cameron is sucking him off. 

So—what I saw at first, which was Diana stroking him? Yeah—that was actually not that. That was Diana’s hand on Cameron’s gorgeous head, guiding her up and down on the cock of the man of my dreams. 

A place of honor which, had I been offered, I probably would have accepted with delight. 

Instead it’s Cameron. 

No one really seems to pay attention to my scream. Alan looks at me, a bit puzzled.

“Hey there, Rhonda. What’s up? Want some breakfast?”

Like nothing’s wrong. Like nothing is crazy. 

Diana, at his side, strokes Cameron up and down his cock faster and harder than ever. Fucking her willing face against his hard cock. I can see Cameron’s pussy—somehow, she’s still fucking naked except for a brilliantly sexy pair of high heels (and again, where the fuck are they getting high heels from in mother-fuck-ing Antarctica?).

He cums hard, shooting down her face. I can tell even from my distance that Cameron cums too—her orgasms linked up with the orgasms of others around her. And Diana of course cums—has been cumming this whole time. Even Leanna and Terri are sweating, holding hands, breathing hard, probably close to orgasm just from the gloriously hot scent of it all. 

I’m so fucking jealous I could explode. 

This is so unfair. This is so wrong. 

I have to fix this. 

I have to turn them all back. 

# # #
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Bimbo Pill – New Wife
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Dr. Smythe, love of my life, apple of my eye, everything I’ve ever wanted in a man, is sitting at the breakfast table throatfucking my roommate while his wife cheers him on. 

I’m pretty pissed off about this. 

I mean, okay, yes, I’m also deeply turned on by it. Obviously. He’s super fucking hot, and I bimbofied his wife Diana to make sure she was super fucking hot, and I accidentally mini-bimbofied my roommate Cameron so that she’s even stinkin’ hotter than she was before, and so yes, in a way, this is all my fault. 

Still angry about it!

Mini-bimbofied? Would that be the word? 

Marginally-bimbofied? Semi-bimbofied?

Semi-fied?

Anyway. 

So. We’ve gathered for our normal breakfast at the facility. It’s freezing outside, because it’s always freezing outside. The air is thankfully super warm in here and would be even if the molten oven of Diana’s cunt wasn’t pouring out heat. I’m sitting down at the other end of the table, watching helplessly as this goes on and trying to clandestinely finger myself as I watch. 

My pussy is dripping wetness into a puddle in my seat. I’m for sure going to leave a big wet kiss whenever I move. There was no waiting period, no resistance to my fingers sliding right up inside of my beautiful young virgin pussy. They just slid right in and made my clit that much more lubricated as I worked both parts—my entrance and my hot little button. 

It’s so stupidly hot. Cameron’s mouth is like, perfect—it’s an honestly perfect mouth. Lusciously shaped, lips like rose petals, and the way his Cock is making her throat bulge is just insane. I can see her flesh wrapping around his Cock in real time. 

Oh, god, okay. I’ve started capitalizing Cock. Good. Good. I’m sure that’s perfectly normal. 

Anyway! Diana has her hand on Cameron’s head, pushing her up and down. Guiding her like a favorite daughter. Her eyes sharp, calculating, watching and urging and bright and earnest. She’s built like a goddess—tall, busty, leggy, with an angelic face and a waterfall of gorgeously shiny hair. And she’s built that way because she took the Bimbo Pill I gave her—but she’s not acting like the bimbo I want her to be. 

Despite how gorgeous she looks, what she doesn’t look like is dumb. In fact, she looks rather focused. That’s a problem. I wanted to bimbofy her, not turn her into some super lusty seductive goddess. Which she is now, of course. 

Leanna and Terri are both sitting at the table, also a bit awestruck at the display that’s being put on. Honestly? They’re the ones who confuse me the most. 

Like—I know why I can’t turn away. I really need to watch this. I really need to see the love of my life throatfuck a gorgeous young scientist and completely bang her pretty little brains away. That’s truly hot and amazing to me. 

I know why Cameron is preoccupied. Her brain is on fucking fire with the thrill of devoting itself to a cock, a real Cock, which is what every strand of DNA inside of her has been urged to do thanks to the small portions of the Bimbo Pill she’s had. 

And that goes like, a thousand percent for Diana, who got the full dose of the Bimbo Pill. Far past being urged, her DNA has been fucking remade from the ground up to exclusively please men. 

To please, very specifically, Dr. Smythe.

Ungh. I’m jealous. 

And it’s weird, okay, yes, it’s weird that this would happen in the breakfast hall at all. What was Dr. Smythe thinking? What’s he thinking now? He’s just showing the three of us who aren’t transformed (or transforming) that he’s got fucktoys at his command. 

But again—it can kind of be excused because he’s had his brains fucked out of his brains (scientist, not a wordsmith) for probably close to eight hours now. I can understand fuzzy thinking on his part and coming into a more public venue with his barely-clothed bimbofied wife. 

But Leanna and Terri are just...watching. They look a little scared. They also look turned on. They’re holding hands and watching. 

They look mesmerized. 

Is it the scent of it all? Is it getting to them? If it’s getting to them, is it getting to me?

And of course, Alan is loving it, but he looks tired. A bit worn down. He did, after all, already cum all over Cameron just moments ago. It’s just that both she and Diana wanted more. At this point, her sucking him and Diana guiding Cameron are more like training exercises than actual implements for his orgasm. 

I bet Diana has positively drained him. She’s been alone with him all night since he found her in her bimbofied state last night. How many times must they have fucked? And Dr. Smythe is a man, a real man, but even real men have limits. 

I can see on his face he wants to cum again. He wants to badly. And it’s clinically proven that a man with more potential mates has a shorter refractory period between orgasms. Even so—he’s trying to keep up with biologically-altered women with his normal—if hefty and delicious and gorgeous—Cock. 

Maybe I should help out? 

Like, yes, okay, I have to undo this. This has all gone poorly. Alan is loving this instead of getting bored of it. And that’s a problem, because if he loves it, then it’s going to fucking kill him before too long. He’s got one cum-hungry goddess and one cum-needy nymph following him around already. What happens if they fuck him so much he dies from exhaustion? That’s a real thing. It can happen. He’s only about forty, but the human heart is only designed to take so much. 

And I’m already thinking about it—imagining what I can do. The Bimbo Pill I made—now that it’s complete—could easily be transferred over to men with a few substitutions. A little testosterone there, a little less estrogen here, and viola—a baby-making hyper-stud. 
That would give me time to figure out a final reversal process for the Bimbo Pill. That is significantly harder than transforming Alan into an Ultra Stud the same way that Diana is an Ultra Bimbo. 
And yeah, that’ll probably make them even more the fuck in love with each other...but dammit, his life is at stake and I lovelovelove him so fucking much!

Do I even have a choice?

* * * * *
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I DECIDED I DID NOT have a choice. 

It’s been about forty hours since the breakfast incident. I don’t think that I’ve slept. It’s hard to tell. We’re inside all the time and I’ve locked myself in my lab. I’m surrounded by test tubes and computer equipment and microscopes, all of  that. Cameron and Diana have both come by, asking for me. Saying that Dr. Smythe is asking for me. 
Saying that—correction—their Master is asking for me.
So, it’s getting pretty real. 

I’m worried about Leanna and Terri. I should have warned them to lock themselves up. I’m wondering if this is all somehow spreading and becoming more powerful on its own somehow. There are some properties of the drug that would make it feasible for the lactation of either Diana or Cameron to have latent bimbofying properties. So, it is possible, I’ve discovered, that their milk might make others suffer—or enjoy, I guess—the same effects they’re under. 

This kind of thing is why normally you go a long while with medicines and supplements in clinical trials before you do human testing. 

But live and learn! Mad science—which is what I’ve realized kind of definitely what I’m doing—survives on a steadily escalating diet of risk and examination of consequences.

But, after forty hours of nonstop work and probably sleeping on my hands at several points while I waited for the computer to process this or that algorithm, I think that I’ve found a solution for Dr. Smythe.

It is—as I mentioned—not a reversal of the effects on Diana and Cameron. That’s in process, but I haven’t finalized it and there’s no way it’s safe and complete yet. 

But this new pill will at least make him more able to “deal” with their affection in the meantime—he’ll be stronger, harder, sturdier, etc. 

The pill is a deep violet color. I’m looking at it, kind of wet—I’m always kind of wet and horny these days, always thinking of Dr. Smythe—and trying to imagine how I’m going to give it to him. It’s sitting on a white disk underneath a magnifying glass, under a lamp. There was enough just for one. That works out anyway—the rest of everyone else here are girls, and I don’t know what this pill would do to a lady in the first place with the massive dosage of testosterone-fueling chemicals that are inside it. 

I’m trying to formulate my plan when there’s a knock at my door. 

Standing, I realize for the first time in a long time just how tired I am. The blood rushing to my head nearly makes me faint; my legs feel weak, my body feels like it belongs to someone else. 

Dr. Smythe is at the door. Diana and Cameron are at his side. He looks like he’s lost ten pounds and all of it in his face. His cheekbones are gaunt. 

“Hi Rhonda,” he says. “Let me in, okay?”

I have absolutely no intention of doing so, tell him so, and then immediately I open the door. 

Huh.

Why couldn’t I just refuse him? It would have been better for the plan if I had. 

He walks in with Diana and Cameron sliding up against him, pawing at him, cooing and whispering in his ears. The forty hours between the last time I’ve seen them and now have only made both of them more gorgeous. Cameron had looked like a 10/10 after ingesting just a small amount of the Bimbo Pill—now she’s floating steadily toward a 23/10 and that’s just from the quality of her skin alone, which glows ethereally. 

It’s hard to quantify the beauty Diana now possesses. It’s better to understand her more in terms of what she does—like a walking sexual microwave, vibrating the atoms of anyone in her proximity to be completely the fuck excited at her presence. My fatigue seems to drop away at her scent. I feel my eyes and my consciousness tracing the lines of her collarbones, her neck and cheekbones. Other parts of my life seem far less important. I want to fall inside her cleavage and lick for about thirty billion hours.

“Rhonda,” says Dr. Smythe.

I snap to attention. It’s important to pay attention to him. “Yes, Sir?”

Diana and Cameron have both fallen to their knees in front of him. Again, I wonder where they got some fashionable heels. They’re tall and feature sexy straps all the way up to their ankles. Is there a store in this facility I don’t know about? Maybe some kind of delivery service to the ass-end of Antarctica?

“Rhonda...what the hell have you done?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Whatever hold he’s got on me—on my dripping wet pussy—doesn’t hold me all the way, apparently.

“Yes, you do. You’ve done something to me. To Diana. To Cameron.”

“What makes you say that?”

He smirks and nods at Diana. “You mean besides the fact that my wife has turned into a goddess over the past seventy-two hours or so?”

“Yes. Besides that. I mean, that’s obviously happened. But what makes you think I had anything to do with it?”

“Is this what we’re doing? We’re talking to each other like we’re stupid? Come on, Rhonda.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Fine, then. Diana clearly didn’t do it to herself. She would have told me. The same for Cameron, who now gets off on calling me Master. They both do, actually.”

On cue, they both moaned and rubbed more intently against his legs. Tits docking around his thighs. Diana’s tits drip milk, staining his pants. Cameron seems torn between pushing her face toward her tits and his cock, which is clearly hard inside the confines of his trousers.

“I think you’ve been doing a lot, Rhonda. You know, before I even came down here, Diana was about to divorce me. She was asking too many questions that I couldn’t answer. Wanted to know about all the girls I was bringing home for experiments on my latest methods. And it took more and more effort to convince her that nothing was wrong...it was really tough keeping up with it all. “

This is a big red flag. There’s something that he said that I know should pay attention to. But something about it all—methods? Girls bringing home? Experiments? There’s a white wall of noise keeping me from connecting the dots. 

“When we came here, I was going to go to work on Diana. Really spark the marriage back alive. She was really beautiful, even before you took the reigns on her. Even so, the way we started fucking...that was because of you, wasn’t it?”

I nodded. 

“You were...watching us?”

I nod again.

“Almost like someone made you obsessed with seeing me pleasured, huh?”

I gulp. How does he know this? There’s some simple explanation. There must be. But there’s a block in my head. My pretty little head...

“Leanna and Terri are both doing their own jobs, confused as hell. It’s all I can do to keep them from asking too many questions. Questions about you, by the way, because they’re not stupid either. They know my expertise is not in biological pharmaceuticals. They do know yours is. And so do I. This isn’t a mystery, Rhonda.”

“It’s kind of one!” I shrug. “It’s taken you this long to come ask me about it.”

“Well.” He nods. “I thought you and I had the kind of relationship where you felt you could talk to me about this kind of thing, Rhonda. I’m disappointed, to be honest.”

Oh, that hurts. That hurts to my core, and he knows that hurts, and that’s why he said it. What a bastard. God, I love him. 

“After everything I’ve done here,” he continues, “I thought it would have been obvious that I’m not really mad. There’s so much we could be doing together, Rhonda.”

“Do you want me to show her the new thing, darling?” Diana asks. 

“New thing?” I ask. “What new thing?”

“You know about it,” he says. “The draining thing.”

“Draining thing?”

“I told you she wouldn’t know,” says Diana. “What she made is so much more powerful than she realizes. She’s got no idea.”

Alan threw up his hands. “All right. Show her. But not too much, okay?”

Diana smiles. “Of course not, darling.”

What happens next is truly frightening. Diana, still kneeling in front of Alan with Cameron, places her hands on Cameron’s forehead. 

“Sweetie,” Diana says. “Tell me about the uncertainty principle.”

Cameron nods. “Right, that’s um. Gosh. You smell good.”

Being asked to say something seems to make Cameron more aware than she’s been prior. She sees me for the first time and smiles, nodding over at Diana, like she’s hanging out with a celebrity. 

“The uncertainty principle, Cameron. You’ve studied physics for years. Tell me about it.”

She nods again. “Right. The uncertainty principle is basically the idea that in quantum science, we can only be so precise with our measurements of really, really small particles. So like, for example—ungh.”

Diana’s eyes glow pink, and Cameron’s cloud over with white. Cameron is obviously cumming. Her nipples proudly erect. Honey flowing from between her thighs. Entire body convulsing. When Diana lets go of her forehead, she giggles and collapses, smiling, laughing. 

“Cameron,” says Alan, his cock turgid at this display. “The uncertainty principle? Tell us about it.”

She giggles and moans. “I don’t know...” 

“Tell us what you do know.”

“I know I’m really horny.”

Diana turns to look at me, eyes still pink. “My best guess? I can consume thoughts now for my own sexual and mental energy. The way a lion eats a cow, let’s say. It was a cow going in, and the lion converts it to something else. I just took a big chunk of her memory. So many Christmases.” She licks those god-hardening lips. “And I’ll convert them into what I want, which is worship of Master’s Cock. Isn’t that hot?”

It really, really was. I’m so wet. Oh my god. Why am I so fucking wet?

“A-and Cameron?” I ask. “What does she have left?”

“Whatever we leave her with,” says Diana. “I guess worship of Master’s Cock, really. Soon enough, she’ll be so dumb that that’s all that will be left behind. Sexy, right?”

God. 

Fuck. 

It really was sexy.

“Please,” I say. 

I’m ashamed of how weak I sound. 

Diana’s eyes flash over toward me. “Please what? Please do it some more?”

Cameron giggles, licking Diana’ outstretched hand. “It’s easier to cum when I don’t have any thoughts. I’m just a dumb cummy bunny now.”

“Or...please don’t fuck up your mind? Is that what you’re saying?” She looks up at Alan. “What do you think, Master?”

He’s caught up looking at Cameron, cradling her face in one palm. She’s cumming—easily, as advertised—over and over again. 

“What do I think about what?”

He’s distracted. Cameron is distracting him. Cameron is distracting me. In fact, I’m distracted by everything; I’m completely losing the track. This is ridiculous! 

I’m the one who made the Bimbo Pill! I’m the one who decided this would turn into a sexy lab town full of forbidden delights! And yet for some reason, everyone I know is caught up in some sick sex dance but me! This is completely unfair!

Diana takes Cameron’s head and guides it over to his Cock. His beautiful, big, girthy, Cock. God, I want it more than anything. Somehow he’s hard again; he must be supplementing himself. A tinge of worry flashes across my soul for his heart—it must be getting worn out. 

“What if we fucked her mind, Master?” Diana asks, sliding Cameron up and down. 

Cameron is all for this. She’s practically vibrating as her brainless, empty head slips and slurps and sucks over Alan’s Cock. 

“What if I—at your command, of course—took my special brain-sucky hands...” Diana pauses to grind herself against his side and toss her head back. “...and sucked out all Rhonda’s special intelligence and made her as brainless as poor little Cameron here?”

“Ugh.” Alan shakes his head, looking at me with desire in his eyes. “Fuck.”

I cling to that desire for dear life. God, I want him. I want him to fuck me. I want him to destroy my fucking cunt and get me pregnant. I want us all pregnant for him. 

But also I really like thinking! Thinking and overthinking is kind of my thing! It’s the thing I like to do more than almost anything else except fantasize about Alan’s Cock—ungh—which totally requires thinking to do!

“You don’t want to do that,” I say, trying wildly to negotiate. “I can reverse this. I-I have an antidote.”

“I don’t know, Rhonda,” says Alan, looking deep into Diana’s pink eyes. “I think I kind of do.”

Diana smirks and coos and shoves Cameron deeper on his Cock. 

“That’s right, Master. Suck her brain out. Make her your dumb little bimbo pet. Make her so fucking stupid all she knows how to do is cum for You. And then, when she’s that stupid?”

Diana pushed herself against Cameron’s head with her cunt. Instead of guiding Cameron’s head with a hand, now, she’s clenching Cameron’s skull between her thighs. But still guiding—still fucking Alan’s big, fat cock. Just using her sopping wet cunt as the guide instead. 

And so she grinds her body against Alan’s, milk dripping down her torso, as she kisses his chin and continues in that slow, sultry, insistent whisper. 

“Fuck her up,” says Diana. “You know you can. And you know you want to. You already have. So what’s stopping you now? Fuck her up, Master. Ruin her life. I want to see it. I want to take it from her.”

They get lost in each other’s embrace. It’s so sizzling hot—watching Diana is like witnessing a full-on fucking art exhibit—that even I just watch them, touching my tits. Touching my cunt. I’m on a short fuse. I badly need to cum. 

Alan sinks deeper into Diana’s embrace, but he’s on a short fuse of his own. Only human with a super-human goddess wife—he can’t resist for long. He can’t keep from cumming for long. I smell it when he does though—I smell the way Diana and Cameron both cum in response, now tied instinctually to cumming when their Master does. Their bodies writhe together and Cameron makes a series of urgent, heated choking sounds as she swallows him all down.

That was my chance to escape. I’ve been bad at noticing that lately—when I’ve been able to get out. 

Alan seems to calm down, his mood lessened from the cum. Like his mind is returning to him. Diana, for the moment, is content just to snuggle against him in post-coital bliss. She slides lengthily down his body and joins Cameron in licking his cock clean.  

“Fuck,” he grunts. “I’m not...” he shakes his head. “She really takes my head away from me.”

“I know.”

“It’s getting hard to keep up with. I’m worried about myself. My heart.”

I gulp. “Me too.”

“You said you had an antidote?”

“Yes, but...”

“But what?”

“But.” I look at Diana. “But she’s really fucking hot and I feel bad about taking that away from you.”

“You won’t be able to take away anything from me if I’m dead from a heart attack from fucking her.”

Cameron and Diana both shake their heads and cling to him instinctually; trying to protect. As Diana’s mouth clambers around his cock, he groans again. I can see his half-mast rising. God, he’s got endurance.

“Also,” I say, “I’m not exactly sure it will work. It could kill her. The original pill wasn’t supposed to do that to Diana. It was supposed to make her mindless.” 

“What if...” he says, looking at Cameron thoughtfully. “Kill her, huh? And there’s no way to know unless we try?”

“Yes.”

“Give it to Cameron.”

It’s so callous that I’m taken aback. Then I’m turned on. 

It’s a kind of obvious choice. He’s not going to experiment on his wife. That’s—ahem—my job. 

But he’ll experiment on Cameron. Compared to Diana? She’s completely expendable. 

I try to save my morality just a bit. Just a tad. 

“But...it could kill her.”

“Rhonda.” His voice becomes quite commanding. “I’m giving you an order. Give me the antidote.”

I don’t have a choice. I don’t know why. I have to do what he says. He’s so dreamy. He’s going to marry me one day; I just know it. 

Without thinking, trance-like, I’m rushing through the lab, gathering up the little pill bottle of antidote, taking a single pill, and sliding it into his hands.

“Here you are, sir.”

“Good girl.”

I cum so hard that the world shifts. I didn’t know I could cum this hard. I feel the earth moving. I have to grip the nearby lab counter-top just to keep steady. Diana sees me struggling with my footing and kicks out a high-heeled foot to knock me down. It doesn’t work, but she does it—and I’m so fucked up I think it’s hot that she does. 

In my weird, sudden, cum-drunk haze, I see Alan taking the pill and sliding it into Cameron’s mouth. 

It’s a strange feeling. Am I watching the last moments of this poor girl? 

Her lips slide over his fingers as he pushes the antidote into her mouth. Diana holds her tight, smacking the back of her head to make her swallow. Unnecessary, of course, as she was swallowing anyway. 

The changes begin immediately. I watch Cameron’s hair get longer. It was already dark and thick. It becomes an inky black mass, thick as syrup and dripping down to the floor in a gorgeous pool of desire. 

He’s going to be mobbed by them. Both of them. I don’t know what to do. 

They push him down on the ground. Making him hard again. Cameron pushing her enlarged tits against his mouth. Needing him. Needing his tongue and his tongue alone on her. 
They’re going to kill him! I can’t delay. I have to give him the pill, the new pill, the one I made. 
I rush across the room and shove Cameron off of Alan. She giggles—delighted, somehow—and I shove the pill in his mouth. 

He looks confused. Almost ready to spit it out. I grab Diana’s tit—god, it’s so soft—and tug her forward until her nipple is over his lips. All that milk spilling into him.

I stick around then, on my knees, next to the loves of my life, just long enough to see Alan’s neck begin to bulge with sudden tension and muscle tissue. The hardening of the lines across his already considerably muscled torso. 

Then I run.

Out the door. Into the hallway. Running to the exit. I’m halfway there when someone tackles me and drags me into a dark room.

* * * * *
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“WHAT THE FUCK ARE WE doing?”

“I don’t know. This was your idea!”

“And you listened to me! What were you thinking?”

It’s Leanna and Terri. For some reason they have me tied up in a closet somewhere in the facility. It’s cold, so I’m assuming it’s along the outer edges. 

“Would you untie me, please?” I ask. “I’m worried about my circulation.”

I can hear both of them startle. 

“Look,” I say. “There’s only fucking six of us in this place. I know where three of us are right now because I just left them fucking like rabbits. So...”

Terri takes the bag off my head, frowning. She looks upset with herself. Leanna holds her head. 

“I don’t get it,” says Leanna. “I have the worst headache. I can barely think straight.”

“Me either,” says Terri. “I usually get them in the morning, but talking with Dr. Smythe helps me think straight afterward.”

“Me too.”

Come to think of it, I’ve got a headache too. It’s been pounding in my head all day. What is it about talking with Dr. Smythe at breakfast that means I can think more clearly?

There’s something...something so obvious there. Something about how he talks to us. Changes our minds about things. But I can’t...I can’t think of it. It’s almost like he hypnotizes us or something, but that’s silly. I can’t be hypnotized.

“What’s happening?” Leanna asks me. “We know you’re behind it.”

“Why would I be behind it?” 

I don’t know why I’m still trying to deny it. I mean, it’s fairly obvious at this point.

“It’s fairly obvious,” says Terri, “isn’t it? I mean...it’s definitely not the two of us. And it’s not Cameron. And so that leaves either you, Dr. Smythe, or Diana.”

“We didn’t think Diana would turn herself into...that thing.”

“Right. And if Dr. Smythe could do that to his wife, why wouldn’t he just do it to all of us at once?”

“So that leaves you.”

I nod. “Right. Well...”

I don’t know how to explain this to an innocent bystander. Especially someone who is—frankly—as ugly as the two of them. Dr. Smythe wouldn’t want to fuck them. They’ve almost stopped mattering as people altogether to me for that reason. 

Which is weird. Have I always been this callous? But then, Dr. Smythe always says that pretty girls are the best girls, and I feel so good when he says that...

“Well what?”

I shrug. “I changed Diana. Then she changed Cameron. And now...”

There’s a heavy thumping down the hall. I can hear metal twisting and tearing. Walls being bent. Loud thumps like there’s a giant in our midst.

There probably is. 

Leanna gulps. “Now what?”

“Now...I think Dr. Smythe is changing too. He’s becoming...something else.”

The heavy thumping intensifies. 

“Becoming what?”

I hear wrenching metal. A deep, primal, masculine roar. My cunt is so fucking wet. 

“God.”

“God?”

“It’s apotheosis,” I explain. “He’s going to become a literal god on earth. And I’ll be the reason why. And he’ll favor me forever.”

“She’s insane,” Terri says to Leanna. “They’ve all gone fucking insane. Is insanity catching? My head is pounding. I feel like I’m going insane.”

I’m realizing more and more I just don’t give a fuck. About any of them. Any of this. I’ve been running from them, trying somehow to save them, to save myself. Why? Is that what I really want?

No.

What I want is Cock.

What I want—the more I try to run away from it—what I want is Dr. Smythe’s Cock to be happy, hard, and in charge of my entire fucking life. 

My attitude toward Leanna and Terri changes with this realization. I thought I was trapped here by them. In reality? I changed Diana. I changed Cameron. I changed Dr. Smythe. 

I’m a fucking Titan of intellect compared to them. 

They’re. Trapped. In. Here. With. Me.

Ungh. 

I’m going to fuck up their lives for him. For my God. For my Man.

Outside, in the hallway, I hear him punching through a door. It skates and bounces down the corridor. He’s grunting and demanding satisfaction. 

Leanna, terrified, pushes her gaze through the porthole of the door. 

“They-they’re fucking on top of a fire,” she stutters. “How are they doing that? They’re not being burned or anything. Like, I think her hair is wetter than before.”

Terri huddles next to her.

“O-oh my god. He’s so...so big...”

“Is he okay? We have to...we have to help him. We have to do what he says...”

They’re touching at each other, grabbing each other’s hands. I feel like I’m living in a madhouse where everyone’s been off their medication for a few weeks and the doctors have vacated the premises. 

“I can’t...I can’t deal with this,” says Leanna. “Why is it so hard to think?”

“You’ve never been that smart,” I say. “I mean, no offense, Leanna, but you’re basically just a janitor.”

“No! No I’m not. I’m a custodian. And besides that, that wasn’t always my job. I was a smarty-smart! I was big brain! I was...I was...”

She stumbles into a corner, ripping at her jumpsuit and pushing a hand down toward her crotch. Almost right away she starts fingering herself.

“Oh, jeez.” Terri shakes her head. “She always does this when she tries to talk about her life before.”

“Before what?”

“Before coming to work here. She was Dr. Smythe’s boss, you know. At the college they worked at. But he got this opportunity to have this lab. Secluded, you know. And now he’s her boss. Now he’s our boss. And...and...before, I was um...I was...”

She gets down on the ground, starting to kneel. Her fingers sliding toward her crotch the same way that Leanna’s were.

“I was, um, a big smarty too. I was all smarty smart pants. I worked with Dr. Smythe. The psychological side. I showed him...my technique for inductions...oh fuck, I’m so wet...”

“Inductions.” I frown. “You mean like...for...clinical trials?”

“F-for hypnosis, oh fuck!”

Terri is cumming, writhing, spasming on the floor. Her face contorting in pleasure. Leanna, watching her, cums as well. They nuzzle foreheads together, as if needing to kiss, but forbidden to. Like there’s some mental wall there. 

“Wanted...wanted to fuck with us...” Leanna mumbles. “Teach us...a lesson...”

A picture begins to form in my head. 

Dr. Smythe learned some kind of hypnosis technique from Terri. Practiced it in his own time on unsuspecting students at the university where they all worked together. Strains the relationship with his wife when he’s nonstop fucking a chain of hypnotized students. So he signs up with the company and ships them all here, away from prying eyes. Free to experiment on them as much as he wants. 

Giving them triggers. Giving them new roles. Turning Diana into the perfect wife he’d always wanted. 

Of course he recruits Cameron. A young, impressionable scientist eager to please. Cameron’s probably sucked his cock, hypnotized, more times than she’s eaten breakfast in this place. 

So why am I here, then? I mean, I’m obviously completely fine. I mean, yes, I’m just, like, stupid hot. Easily the hottest girl here before Diana was transformed. 

And yes, when Dr. Smythe first interviewed me for the job, he ogled me a bunch and asked me to pose this way and that in a skirt that he provided. 

But he’s such a good guy. Such a respectable man. And I’m way too smart to be hypnotized. He told me so, now that I recall! He told me—there’s no way I could possibly ever have my mind fucked with. It’s not even worth thinking about. He’s so handsome and useful and good to have told me how I couldn’t be hypnotized at all. 

Besides!

If I were hypnotized, why would I be carrying out a plan to bimbofy all these girls purely for Dr. Smythe’s pleasure so I can call him Master like he deserves? 

Speaking of!

“Hey, ladies?” I address the writhing pair on the floor. “Maybe if you untie me, I could help you with those headaches. I’ve got something for them.”

They only take a moment to deliberate. Leanna lunges at me, unable to untie me quickly enough. Close to giggling madly, I pass out the pills. They each take one, munching it down.

“Tastes like...cotton candy?” Terri says, smiling a bit. 

They start to transform. Their eyes flashing pink. Hair growing. I can smell their pussies cumming almost right away. Leanna’s tits grow and grow, bulging out from her jumpsuit. Beads of milk forming almost immediately. 

I can’t hang out in there long. I’ll just start fucking them. And I can’t fuck them. 
Not yet, anyway. 
I look at the pills in my hand. The “antidotes.” The secret to solving this whole mess in right there in my palm. I even think I understand how to do it now.  

But I have one more thing to do.

* * * * *
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COULD DR. SMYTHE HAVE hypnotized me? It doesn’t seem to make any sense. I couldn’t imagine it being true.

But then...I don’t have to imagine! I have surveillance of this entire place. 

I rush back to my room, casually switching off the alarm system along the way. It’s been blaring for ages and no one’s doing anything about it because they’re all too busy cumming. And what do I care if this place burns down? Dr. Smythe will more than likely be fine. Part of the stud pill I gave him was something to ensure his survivability. His skin is ultra-dense, and even if something could penetrate, which I think is unlikely, it will regrow within moments. This means he can fuck for days, months even, without pause. I bet his Cock could punch through steel. A normal woman wouldn’t stand a chance with him.

Sitting down at my desk—and god, this whole room smells like heated, fucked-up cunt—I load the surveillance camera footage from our morning breakfast from two weeks ago. This is well after I’d arrived here and well before I initiated my plan with Diana. 

I see a perfectly normal scene—myself, kneeling before Dr. Smythe while he waves his wonderful, amazing crystal in front of my face. Even watching it on the screen, the crystal’s flickers catch my eye. I love watching it. It’s so pretty. It’s so pretty and I’m so pretty. I can’t get enough of pretty things. I want everything to just be so pretty just for him.

He starts saying things and I can’t all the way make them out, but I think I know what he says. I know enough to know how to respond.

I’m too smart to be hypnotized.

I hear his voice clearer in my head than I do through the audio.

“I’m too smart to be hypnotized.”

Wait. Why am I speaking out loud right now?

You’re too smart to be under my control.

“I’m too smart to be under your control.”

It doesn’t matter. I should just go with the flow. I’m too smart to be under his control, after all. 

Even though you wish you could be.

“Even though I wish I could be.”

Nothing would make you hotter or happier than being under my control.

“Nothing would make me hotter or happier than being under your control.”

You love being under my control.

“I love being under your control.”

You love doing what I say.

“I love doing what you say.”

You love being wet for me.

“I love being wet for you.”

You love loving me.

“I love loving you.”

Loving me is your favorite thing.

“Loving you is my favorite thing.”

You’re capital L in L-O-V-E with me.

My voice is sing-songy. “I’m capital L in L-O-V-E with you.”

You’ve got such a crush on me.

“I’ve got such a crush on you.”

You’ll suck my cock whenever I ask.

“I’ll suck your cock whenever you ask.”

You’ll beg to fuck me whenever I ask. 

“I’ll beg to fuck you whenever you ask.”

You’ll do anything to make me happy.

“I’ll do anything to make you happy.”

You’ll anticipate my needs.

“I’ll anticipate your needs.”

You’ll become my perfect little slavewife if I just give you the chance.

“I’ll become your perfect little slavewife if you just give me the chance.

If you ever start to think about how you’ve been hypnotized, you’ll realize what a foolish idea that is.

“I’ll realize...how foolish it is...”

You could never be hypnotized.

“I could never be hypnotized.”

You’re in full control of all your actions.

“I’m in full control of all my actions.”

And you need to cum so bad.

“I need to cum so bad.”

I do. It hits me so hard. It hits me harder than I’ve ever been hit before...

Harder than you ever have before. 

“H-Harder...”

You need to cum so hard for Master.

“C-cum for Master...”

Cum for me. Cum for me and forget. 

“Yes, Master!”

I cum as hard as I ever have. Looking at the screen. Thinking about him. Thinking about his Cock. Thinking about my Master. Thinking about him smiling at me. Thinking about him being happy. Being his slavewife. Being a good girl. 

A few minutes later, the haze drops from my head. I start to stand up. I think I could get to Diana’s closet without too much trouble and raid her clothes. She brought all that lingerie and those heels. I want to wear them to impress Dr. Smythe. 

Which is completely from my own head, which I think this surveillance proved without a doubt. 

You see? It’s just as I suspected.

I can’t be hypnotized. This is all my idea.

* * * * *
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I GO BACK TO THE MESS hall. It’s been transformed, in the meantime.

Alan sits on a throne fashioned from bent meal and repurposed mattresses from the empty dorms. 

Diana sits on his lap, sneering down at me. Smiling at him. Her attitude is so perfect. She’s naked, her hair floating down her body like she’s a siren or a mermaid. Some kind of gorgeous, wicked sea creature bent on the destruction of others for some otherworldly force. Hot.

Cameron, Leanna, and Terri kneel before his Cock, licking the shaft. His lap is so wide now and his Cock is so enormous that there’s plenty of room for one more. Diana’s hand is busy on the head of his Cock, stroking it with all the fervor and strength she could have used on a lesser man’s—and they are all lesser men—entire dick length. 

Milk spills from their tits. Lubricating them. Mixing in with the honey of their cunts. A great, delicious puddle beneath their feet. 

No one speaks as I approach. Alan—Master—eyes me carefully. Waiting. I long to hear his voice, to know his approval. 

I dressed for his approval too. I’m not bimbofied—not yet—but I’m still young and gorgeous. Wearing the tight black dress I found in Diana’s things, my tits are on display. My collarbones shine. Thick hair falls down past my shoulders and tall, strappy heels decorate my feet, giving my well-formed glutes that extra bit of sexy turn. 

I open my palm for them all to see. The pink pills there—the “antidotes.” There’s at least twelve. There’s also all the spare Bimbo Pills I had, bringing the grand total up to fifteen. 

I take all of them. 

I feel like I would black out, or bliss out, or something.

Instead, I’m hyper-aware of everything that’s happening. Hyper-sensitive. I feel everything. Taste everything. Touch everything. 

And it all. Feels. So. Good!

I grow at least six inches, and then I grow six more. I’ve got room to spare. Alan is no less than nine feet tall now, and even in my gorgeous heels—which add at least five inches by themselves, and which I now look beyond amazing in—I won’t even barely come up to his chest. My tits grow, and then grow, and grow some more even as my waist tightens. Limbs lengthen, growing skinny, the muscles growing long. My ass firms up and balloons just slightly. My hair growing thick and shiny and even longer than Diana’s. 

In fact, everything about me has grown better, longer, sexier than Diana. 

I kneel down, transforming still, sure that my face is growing sexier just as hers did. My jawline more defined. My cheekbones more prominent. I look up at him with eyes that I know blaze pure pink. 

And as she wanted, Diana pulls me up next to him on his lap and puts her hand on my forehead. She wants to suck me dry like she did to Cameron. 

Only...nothing happens. 

Her sneer, so gorgeous and perfect on her face, slowly turns to confusion. 

“I-it’s not working,” she says, clearly dismayed. “Daddy, why isn’t it working?”

I look up at him. Sliding a hand on his Cock. Stroking him and knocking Diana’s hand away. He cums immediately, gifting my forearm and fingers with a heaping eruption of sticky, delicious seed. It spills all over the faces of Cameron, Leanna, and Terri.

I sneer at Diana. “Because I’m better than you, duh.”

I put my hand on her forehead now. I can feel—like I can feel everything—my eyes glowing pink as I suck her intelligence out of her body. Turning her into the bimbo I wanted her to be all the time. 

“N-nooo,” she whimpers. “I just...I just wanna...wanna be a good girl...”

It happens so fast. From a seductive, sex-obsessed goddess to a giggly, brainless bimbo in less than five seconds. I can feel her memories enter my head—and I can feel them squashed to nothing but pink bliss forever. 

I turn my sparkling pink gaze up to Master. He’s so handsome I could die. I want to be his forever. 

“I’m the girl you really want, aren’t I, Daddy?”

I’m stroking him in earnest. 

“Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. Fuck yeah.”

I take Diana’s head and use it to replace my strokes. I choke her on his Cock. She’s struggling right away despite her new body. He’s so big.

“She’s not anything to you, is she?”

“No. She’s not shit to me.”

“That’s right, sir. I deserve to be on top. I should be everything to you.”

He kisses me long and hard and deep. Our tongues meld together. I feel lifetimes pass in just one kiss. He cums again and again because of my lips, my tongue, my heated breath against his, pouring cum repeatedly into Diana’s mouth and throat. Blasting into her until she can’t even take anymore—her—until she’s passing out at the bottom of the throne with cum glazing down her front, dripping from her mouth. 

There’s no time to waste. 

“Need you pregnant,” he grunts, picking me up. “Need you now.”

Oh, he wants to make me pregnant. Oh fuck. That’s so hot! I hadn’t even thought about it that much, but I know I need his babies and I need them yesterday. 

“Yes, please!” I beg, wrapping my legs around him. “Yes, fuck me full of your seed! Fuck your babies into me! Fuck triplets into me!”

I’m so swept up in being a new sex goddess that I entirely forget that I’m a virgin, almost. But he enters me, and I can feel my entire life change. 

I exist for his Cock. I live for his Cock. I know nothing but his Cock. 

“New wife,” he says into my ear. “Real wife. You’re my real wife. You’re my real wife.”

I cling to his body for dear life. It’s like being fucked by a train. He’s in charge and there’s nothing I can do, nowhere I could go even if I wanted to—which I very much do not. 

Leanna, Cameron, and Terri all crowd around his body. Moaning and dripping and mewling. 

“Please, Master.”

“Please, Daddy.”

“Cum in her.”

“Christen her.”

“Make her pregnant.”

“Make her yours.”

“Fuck her harder!”

My own orgasms are continuous. They started when I first touched his Cock. They continue through now, a crescendo of rapid-fire orgasms that totally melt away all thought, all ideas, all conceptions except for the Cock that on which he has impaled me.

His cum would have busted through a brick wall. It would have drowned a small village. Instead, it’s absorbed inside me, every last sperm, and I feel my body adjusting, growing, changing, transforming—becoming more and more of what he wants.

He slides out of my cunt slowly. Cameron and Leanna slide downward on his cock to clean him, using happy long licks with their tongues overlapping. 

Diana, recovered already, takes the spot of honor in licking my pussy. She’s really good at it. I can’t believe it took me this long to make her my slave. 

I feel so powerful—like I can do anything. I could even take Alan as mine. Just a little. Just once in a while. Fuck with his head and make him question what’s what.

Almost the second I consider this, he holds up a shiny little crystal. It looks familiar, but I know I’ve never seen it before. It looks so small in his big hands. 

“What do you think about being hypnotized, Rhonda?”

I giggle. “You can try it if you want. But it doesn’t work on me.”

He smiles. “There’s something about your attitude that I’d like to...adjust. I kind of liked how snotty Diana got. But she always knew her place.”

“And I’m even hotter than her.”

He nods. “That’s right. So...we’re going to adjust how you think. Take a real good look at this crystal, Rhonda.”

“Yes, Master. If you like. But...but...”

The words fade from my lips. But the last thing I think before the crystal takes my thoughts away is quite simple:

Hypnosis doesn’t work on me. 

# # #
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Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem
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In his throne room, the Master considered the ogling, urging, gyrating mass of beautiful women displayed before him from upon his throne. Vying for a taste of Him—a taste of His Cock. Their slick young bodies arranged, transformed, created exactly to his specifications. 

This facility housed hundreds of girls now, each more gorgeous than the last. 

Each one capable of capturing men’s hearts and turning them inside out. 

Each one busty, leggy, tight, beautiful, and fertile. 

And each one—most importantly—worshiping their Master. 

Two of them adored him now—his two most Favored subjects. His Queens. His wives. 

For a time, this was all about one wife for him—fucking her mind until she relented and let him fuck whoever he wanted. 

Then his new wife, his first queen, came along. Crafting the “bimbo pill” for him. Opening up a world of domination and mindfucking he hadn’t dared to dream of. Transforming otherwise plain or homely women into sexual goddesses obedient only to him. 

And now, his second queen was here. He’d thought for a time that a king would only have one true queen, one to rule all the others. But that was silly. 

He was a King. His Cock was their world. He could have as many Queens as it took. He could have as big of a harem as he liked. Nothing could stop him. Nothing could stand in his way. 

This beauty now—so hot she could probably melt stars—had entered this facility less than a day before on a mission of destruction. 

But now she lovingly shared his Cock with the other most beautiful woman in existence, aching, cumming, begging for more...and it was pleasant to reflect on how she had come here. 

* * * * *
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“CAN I TAKE YOUR COAT, gorgeous?”

Joselyn stared daggers at the pathetically, obviously dumb bimbo with her hands out. 

Staring—daggers or not—was something this bubbly blonde was built for. She wore a sparkling gold bikini that barely contained her burgeoning bust and ultra-high platform stripper heels so high they made every step a grand adventure. 

This was a receptionist, but next to her, instead of a desk, was an actual stripper pole. When Joselyn had walked in, there was heavy electronic music thumping and the girl had been spinning down from the ceiling. A collection of papers and one of those pretend pink plastic phones sat on the floor, along with a small box of lollypops and a sticky-coated Rubix cube. 

“No,” said Joselyn. “Thank you. It’s minus twelve out there.”

“Is it?” the receptionist, who was named Jeanine, giggled. “Gosh! I’m so warm, though!”

“Yes. Well. That’s one of the reasons I’m here.”

Joselyn knew her name because Jeanine had been in training with Joselyn. They hadn’t been close friends, but they had shared lunch from time to time. Jeanine had always been in good shape, but now her body definition was unreal. Highly developed abdomen muscles pulling tight all the parts of her torso. A back with an absolute valley of muscle surrounding her vertebrae. 

“What about you guys?” Jeanine spoke to the two other agents with Joselyn.

The first was Anne Helse. Her cover was that she was an international arms dealer; in fact, she was their explosives expert, and layered in her heavy coat and backpack were several pounds of C4. 

The other was Frida Hargu, a former model who was Joselyn’s prime rival for her current position as leader of their little squad. Fit, younger than Joselyn (who was already barely twenty-three), tall, and thin, she certainly fit the model type. Her attitude matched too. She always treated Joselyn like she was barely there, treated her orders like they were suggestions. Dark hair, dark looks—that was Frida.

Just before they arrived, on the helicopter ride down, Frida tried to make the case that she should lead the team. 

“It makes more sense. You know what they think of women there. Why would they think someone like me would really take orders from, well, you?”

“This isn’t up for discussion. Our orders come from higher than me.”

“Anne trusts me more than she does you. Don’t you, Anne?”

The blond had shifted uncomfortably in her seat. Her tits were so big she often looked a little uncomfortable in constrained spaces. 

“I don’t want to get in the middle of this.”

“I know all the things to say,” said Frida. “We’re from the Corporation. We have a deal for them. I know all of it. Let me have the lead. You know it’s the right thing to do. We’ll all report back that you did your job, and—”

“This conversation,” Joselyn growled, “is over.”

Frida’s sneer could have punctured steel. Even expecting it, Joselyn felt threatened and wounded. It was difficult having someone that beautiful stare bullets at you.

Today, however, she played Joselyn’s bodyguard, and true to form she had trained extensively in Europe and working for Interpol for years before today. She had, over the years, inserted herself into numerous criminal organizations with a similar cover.

Each of them had a vendetta against the man in charge of this compound, who had become a regular king over his own type of kingdom in the square miles here—to the point where legitimate corporate interests were constantly lobbying for his attention. 

They hoped, today, to imitate some of those corporate interests long enough to get close to him and eliminate him. 

It wouldn’t be Joselyn’s first assassination. It would be, however, the most dangerous; she’d never been asked to take such a deep cover before. But it had to be done, and they all knew it.

Anne’s stepsister, Leanna, had been taken in the first wave of corruption from the facility nearly a year ago. 

A lifelong feminist, Joselyn detested the sexism, the inhumanity of it all, in addition to what had happened to Jeanine. 

Frida wouldn’t mention what it was that drove her, but she always became deeply quiet and almost human when she made vague references to “it’s just what I have to do.” 

They all wore transparent face masks to cover their nose and mouths. The general impression they had—from the dozen or so failed attempts to bring this base down—was that there was something in the air here that fucked with the brains of everyone who had been sent. They became docile. They became submissive. They became, well...like Jeanine.

“So, you guys are here to bring down the Master, right?”

Joselyn looked at Jeanine, not sure if the ditzy blonde recognized her or not. She traded glances with Anne and Frida, both of whom remained composed. 

“Why would you say that?”

“That’s why like, everyone comes here,” she giggled. “That’s why I came here too. I mean, that’s what Rhonda and Diana will tell me. Sometimes. I don’t really remember much. My brain isn’t a good thinky-brain like some girls get to have! I feel so lucky when they talk to me. Master doesn’t talk to me at all. He hasn’t even fucked me yet, except the first time! He said I wasn’t good enough to be fucked a lot.” She pouted a little. “But he said I’d make a fine resextionist! So here I am and resexing! How am I doing?”

Joselyn tried to hide the horror on her face. 

“You’re fine. Just fine. We’re not here to take down anyone. We’re here with an offer. I guess that—”

Another woman entered the hall and Jeanine squeaked in small terror and hit the floor in an immediate kneeling position. 

The woman who entered was one of the tallest that Joselyn had ever seen, taller even than Frida. She had long hair in a bombshell middle-part that fell in deep, luscious waves down her ass, which was clearly tight and toned even underneath the dress she wore. 

The dress itself was made of luxury silks, revealing glorious patches of tanned, perfect skin around her midsection and with a long slit up one thigh. She looked like she was about to visit a gala. High heels wrapped up her feet and straps criss-crossed around up to her calves, making her appear even taller. And despite her height, she was willow-thin, waif-like, her waist narrow even as her oversized breasts nearly burst from her glorious dress. Everything about her was toned, tight, and shapely.

Her face was imperious and gorgeous even while being suggestive of a landscape of erotic possibilities. Thick, luscious lips, big eyes, chiseled eyebrows, and high cheekbones guided Joselyn’s eyes constantly to new parts of her beauty. 

Joselyn had always been rather attractive. She had bright blue eyes, a fit body, and a shock of thick auburn hair. She had received many offers from men and even sometimes adventurous women. All the same, she felt insignificant when looking at the creature that had just arrived. She wouldn’t kneel—no way in hell—but she definitely understood Jeanine’s impulse.

“M-mistress,” said Jeanine, face touching the ground. “I was just t-telling our guests about—”

“Quiet.” 

Diana—and that’s who this definitely was, Joselyn had a dossier—sneered imperiously at Jeanine for several seconds. She acted with every movement, every expression, like she was posing for a photo. Finally she turned her attention on the women waiting still at the doorway. The cold from the outside tugged at their bodies even with the expansive, considerable double-doors locked tight behind them. 

The haughty arrogance of the look she gave Jeanine was so crushing that it felt in the room like Jeanine could feel the power and weight of the stare even by only looking at the floor. Joselyn even began to feel sorry for her, and concerned for herself if she were to face such an ordeal as that stare. 

But when Diana turned to face them, it was with a smile. 

Joselyn, despite herself, felt her entire world become much more wonderful. Everything suddenly felt right. Everything felt good. This amazing creature was smiling at her and her delight felt palpable. 

Joselyn knew the story with Diana, of course. She was the wife of their target, Dr. Alan Smythe, who had used this facility somehow to create a pill that turned women into...well, versions of either what Jeanine was or what Diana was. That is to say—dumb bimbos or gloriously luxurious super-babes. 

Now, he had a whole harem of wives. Many of them had been agents of the same organization that sent Joselyn, trying to circumvent his security and to stop this criminal, insane enterprise before it spread to the main continents of the world. For now, it was contained only in Antarctica, but what if these monstrous pharmaceuticals got in the hands of regular people? 

They thought that the cold weather outside would be able to contain them. No one here wore many clothes, after all. The cabal of governments and corporations she worked for today shut down the power to this facility, but it didn’t seem to matter. There was power here anyway, engineered somehow on the facility. And even if there wasn’t, they seemed to be immune to the cold judging from their clothing—or lack thereof. 

The cold had followed Joselyn into the facility after arriving in the helicopter just ten minutes or so before. It wrapped around her entire body in an icy sheet, clinging to every fabric of her being.

Now, in front of Diana, tendrils of warmth spread across her body. Pleasant, heady warmth. She could almost feel indulgent, long licks of heat sliding against her cunt. After the terrible frigid winter outside, she never would have thought she’d be interested in any kind of sex again. 

Looking at Diana—the gorgeous line of her jaw, the sensational lift of her braless tits, the wet and healthy mass of her thick hair—Joselyn, who definitely was not interested in girls, felt an immediate interest in almost nothing but sex with girls.

What would that pussy taste like? Sweet, most likely. Warm. Soft.

She heard Anne moan softly.

“Welcome,” said Diana. “You’re here with an offer, is that right?”

“Yes.” Joselyn nodded slowly, having trouble remembering the exact terms she was given so as to give the impression their presence was legitimate. Diana’s beauty made it hard to concentrate. “We have to um, I mean.” She smiled, the thoughts returning to her slowly. “I’ve been instructed to give the terms exclusively to Dr. Smythe.”

“Of course,” said Diana. “But why are there three of you?”

“For protection,” she nodded at Frida, staring coolly in her shades, “and for specifics of the deal,” she nodded at Anne. “Numbers. Figures. That sort of thing. We didn’t want to insult him by being unprepared.”

Diana’s warm gaze settled on Frida for a long time. Joselyn noticed, with some satisfaction, that even Frida’s icy exterior didn’t seem unaffected by the gaze of the living goddess before them. Her countenance was smooth, hard, always perceiving and judging and analyzing. 

“A bodyguard, though?” asked Diana. “I assure you, this facility is quite safe.”

“With due respect, Dr. Smythe—”

“Just call me Diana.” 

“Very well. With due respect, Diana...there have been a number of women sent here in the past who haven’t returned.”

“They were hardly forced. It’s wonderful here. Jeanine could tell you. I believe she’s one of the women you’re referring to. Are you happy here, Jeanine?”

The bubbly blonde nodded in an appropriately bubbly fashion. Her boobs bounced with the movement. “Oh yes, Mistress. I’m quite happy here!” 

Diana turned to Joselyn. “You see? We’re all deeply happy here. Master treats us with such respect. And glory. He shows us...the glory...the glory of his p-pleasure...”

It took Joselyn a moment before she realized that Diana was having trouble speaking—biting her lip and sliding her hands up her sides and breasts—because she was orgasming. 

Joselyn hadn’t had an orgasm for quite a long time. All her previous boyfriends had never been able to bring her there; it was always something she’d had to take care of herself. A good man, in her mind, was one who let her take care of business after he did. 

And now, here was this monumentally gorgeous woman just cumming at the mention of her man’s pleasure. 

A flush, unmistakable and unstoppable, slowly crept up into Joselyn’s cheeks and neck. She looked sideways at the women with her. Anne seemed even more affected than Joselyn, softly and almost imperceptibly gyrating her hips in time with Diana. Frida looked vaguely interested but that was all. It was hard to tell behind those shades.

After some time, though—several seconds of what seemed like inexhaustible ecstasy for Diana—she turned her gaze back onto Joselyn. Her eyes glowed pink at the edges. Joselyn had been briefed that such an effect existed, but what her dossier had left out was how hot it looked in person. 

Diana took a breath and delivered again that model-perfect smile. “You’ll need to dress properly before moving on.”

Joselyn looked at her team. They were all bundled up in winter clothing. 

“We’ll be fine, I’m sure.”

Diana shook her beautiful head. 

“No, darlings. I’m so sorry. But all three of you will need to dress appropriately for this facility. This is a research facility. We have strict standards. You need to wear our special clean suit clothing to get around.” She guided them over toward a small alcove near the airlock at the western portion of the entry. 

“We’re not removing our masks,” said Joselyn. “I hope you understand.”

Diana’s smile only deepened. “They’re not necessary, but neither will they be an obstruction. You may wear them.”

Joselyn walked over. In the alcove was a series of lockers. Inside were skintight leather catsuits. Joselyn reached out and fingered a sleeve. The material was supple. Soft. It felt delicious. 

“You can’t be serious,” said Anne. “This is a clean suit?”

Joselyn concurred. “It looks like...a sex outfit.”

“I assure you,” said Diana. “It has been created according to the highest possible standards.”

“You’re not wearing one,” Frida pointed out.

“Oh, darling,” Diana laughed. “I’m already quite accustomed to the atmosphere here.”

* * * * *
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FROM THE RECEPTION area, they passed through a long cylindrical hallway into a room replete with great ferns, large trees, and vines hanging from the walls. The ceilings and walls were glass. The plants—most of which looked tropical—grew in abundance and several sported thick, healthy fruits.

“This is our greenhouse,” Diana explained. “Where we grow food and other nutrients.”

The smell was fantastically strong even through the mask Joselyn wore. She had a thought—if she could smell it, didn’t that mean that the mask wasn’t working?—but then Diana turned her beautiful gaze and face upon them once more and Joselyn found it hard to concentrate on anything but the poetry of her beauty in motion. 

The catsuits felt and fit better than anything Joselyn had ever worn before. They were skintight, featuring thin, supple gloves, and fit all the way up to her neck with a long zipper from below the waist. Overall, Joselyn was pleased with the outfits. Her one reservation was the tall, tall heels they sported. Tall and narrow, like knife blades.

When she brought it up, Diana had just shrugged and explained it was this outfit or nothing.

And so now Joselyn tried to balance—for the first time in she didn’t even know how long—in a pair of tippy-top high heels as they walked through the facility. Frida had no problem with them—of course, Frida didn’t have a problem with anything—but what particularly bothered Joselyn was how Anne seemed to find them perfectly natural. 

The zipper of Anne’s catsuit was already lowered a substantial amount as well, revealing the delectable musculature of her neck and the alluring prominence of her collarbones. Her breasts were simply too large to allow for the zipper to go up higher. 

Something from the lingering effects of looking at Diana so much hovered in Joselyn’s mind and so her gaze hovered quite a bit over Anne’s cleavage and its display. The way the titflesh bounced, jiggled, swayed as she moved. 

Diana’s safety concerns apparently did not extend to this amount of skin showing.  

“Are any of you hungry?” Diana asked. 

She snapped her fingers and, from the lush greenery, a pair of gorgeous young women arrived with trays of luscious fruit. Mangoes, apples, pomegranates and more—each ripened beautifully with colors that sparkled. 

“This is Leanna and Terri, our resident greenhouse experts. They’re charge of this entire wing. Aren’t you, girls?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

They echoed in their answer and had eyes only for Diana. The lenses of their eyes glowed a heavy pink and their voices were thick with sultry need. One was blonde, the other brunette.

Joselyn remembered their names from the dossiers, but had trouble reconciling what she read with what she had seen. The women in the dossier were advanced into middle age. These two couldn’t have been older than twenty, and both were absolute knockouts. They wore animal-print bikinis and heels. 

“Leanna?” Anne asked the blonde in disbelief. “Is it really you?”

Part of the dossier as well was that this Leanna was Anne’s stepsister. 

Was this a coincidence? Bringing her in like this now? Did they know somehow that Anne was coming? 

Joselyn should have been on high-alert, but she had trouble concentrating. Diana was right there, so beautiful, and this catsuit she wore was so deeply comfortable, and she was just getting the hang of these heels...

“Offer them some fruit, girls,” said Diana. “Our guests have had such a long journey. They must be hungry.” 

“Yes,” said Leanna, the blonde. “Wouldn’t you like some fruit?”

They set their trays down on a nearby table. Terri took a knife and split open what looked to be an orange. 

But it couldn’t have been an orange because the insides were a soft pink. The flesh there glowed with seductive intensity. 

“We used to use pills exclusively,” explained Diana. “Very special supplements with attributes to our intense health plan that we all share. But we found that we could grow fruit with the same properties. Properties that make us feel young.” She giggled, biting a lip. “And fertile. And heated. Wouldn’t you like to be heated?”

Leanna gestured toward Anne, offering up a piece of fruit. Biting in slowly. 

“Yes, Anne,” she said softly, repeating as if in trance. “Wouldn’t you like to feel heated?”

“Leanna...”

She was clearly flushed. Was there history there? Sexual trysts in the past? They were far apart in age, at least on the dossier. Maybe Leanna had taught Anne a thing or two when she was young, brought her up with care and concern and a loving pair of fingers...

Joselyn tried to snap out of it. She was the leader. She had to lead. Frida was there, behind her, sneering at her and just so ready to smile at her failure. 

Anne had stepped halfway to the table. Leanna bit into one half of the split orange, its pink glowing juices running down her body into her audaciously displayed cleavage. She held out the other half of the orange, licking her lips. Enticing Anne.

Joselyn reached over to Anne and grabbed her by the shoulder. “We’re not here to eat anything. Remember?”

Anne made a small, disappointed sound.

“Besides,” Joselyn flicked the mask on Anne’s face, “how would you get it through that?”

“Oh.” Anne nodded. “Right.”

Leanna, giggling, stepped around in front of the table filled with fruit and spread her legs out wide. Her blond hair fell down in waves to one side. She reached forward, tugging at the zipper to Anne’s catsuit, slowly revealing the heavy, milk-white breasts inside. Anne, gasping, breathing hard, nearly spilled out of the catsuit entirely. Her heavy cleavage totally exposed. Nipples cresting the top of the leather. She whimpered as Leanna pulled her in.

Joselyn, again, wanted to intervene—but Diana was right there, and so pretty. Her gaze so hypnotic...

“I can assure you, the mask really is unnecessary,” said Diana. “You don’t see any of us wearing those masks, do you?”

“Well, no,” said Joselyn, “but you’re already all...transformed and such.”

“Transformed?” Diana giggled. “Whatever do you mean?”

“You’ve become sexpots, the lot of you. You’re definitely female, but it’s hardly like you’re women at all. You’re something...something...”

“Something more?” 

Joselyn resisted the urge to stamp her foot in frustration. That was what had been on her mind to say, but she hadn’t wanted to give Diana the satisfaction. 

“It’s all right,” said Diana. “You can admit it. That I’m more than you. I know that I am.”

Frida smiled wide at that. 

“You’re not more than me,” said Joselyn. “You’re a sexpuppet. A trophy. A thing.”

“Terms I would adore to have on my gravestone, should I ever die.” She laughed. “Which I doubt I will, now. Not naturally, anyway. And what terms describe you? Messenger? Errand-girl? Lonely?”

“At least my mind isn’t completely fucked just because some man decided it was so.”

The first flash of annoyance arrived on Diana’s face. “He’s not just some man, little girl. He’s The Man. You’ll see when you meet him. He’s everything I need. Everything anyone needs. You’ll see.”

Her tone was so ominous that it took Joselyn a few moments to think how to respond. By the time that any such thoughts entered her head, however, she was distracted by the moaning, kissing, slurping sounds from just next to her. 

Talking with Diana had consumed all her attention. That was rather the point of Diana. She was gorgeous, entrancing, hypnotically captivating. 

But while Joselyn had been looking at her, Anne had been looking at Terri. And Leanna. And the fruit. And she had taken off her mask and discarded her catsuit almost entirely, the shell of it laying in a heap around her ankles. Her proud, pale skin exposed to the air while Terri took bite after bite of the luscious, pink-tinged fruit and kissed Anne deeply. Plunging the fruit flesh into her wet, needy mouth. 

Meanwhile, on the ground, a kneeling Leanna had wrapped her arms around Anne’s midsection and ass. One hand in particular scooped up between Anne’s hot ass cheeks, sliding into the crevice there, and used this to hold Anne’s crotch in place against Leanna’s mouth. Leanna licked, and licked, and moaned, and licked, and kissed, and licked. Wet juices from Terri’s fruity kisses slid into Leanna’s mouth. 

“D-don’t mind m-me,” said Anne. “I’ll j-just be a m-moment, oh, o-oh fuck!”

Leanna giggled with delight as she spurred the orgasm hard into Anne’s body with her skillful tongue lashing. Terri embraced Anne tighter, kissing her and then sliding more pieces of fruit down her gullet. 

What they witnessed then, Joselyn could not believe. 

Anne...Anne changed.

Caught in the twin embrace of Terri’s lips and fruit and Leanna’s soulful licks, Anne began to grow taller. Bustier. Her hair longer and thicker. She was utterly pretty before. Blonde, perky, big-breasted, and with a petite nose and a brilliant smile. She looked like a waitress who men came back to restaurants to see. 

So as her legs grew, as her ass tightened, as the spare remains of excess fat melted off her body, as her limbs lengthened, and as her breasts grew somehow larger in size, Joselyn felt her own heart arresting inside her chest. 

What the fuck was happening? What was going on? She couldn’t even count or comprehend how many laws of thermodynamics and physics and just plain reality must have been changed for this to happen.

She knew Jeanine had been changed. But she had thought the normal array of such changes—some kind of surgery or chemical treatment or diet or something.

Not...not this. 

Not instant.

Not a single mistake in this madhouse of lusty goddesses that from one second to the next meant that you were doomed to live your life as a sultry fuckgoddess waiting on hands and knees for a Mega-Cocked Alpha God. 

And why. 

Why.

Why, for god’s sake, was Joselyn so fucking wet from seeing this?

But she was. And the flush was back, crawling all the way up to her cheeks this time. And she was biting her bottom lip so hard she was sure she was leaving a mark. 

She looked at Frida, who—cool and composed—simply stared back and shrugged. Take care of it, the look said, if you can.

“Undo it,” said Joselyn finally, looking at Diana. “Ch-change her back.”

Diana just laughed. It was such a pretty sound. “I couldn’t if I wanted to. And I very much don’t. She looks so lovely now. Doesn’t she, girls?”

There was a chorus of “yes, mistress,” including even Anne’s voice. 

“In fact, I couldn’t even if Anne wanted to. And you don’t, do you, Anne dear?”

Anne shook her head. “I just wanna...wanna fuck...”

She was dropping to her hands and knees now, stripping completely naked and wrapping herself up in the warm embrace of Leanna’s legs. Drool, sparkling and pink, dripped from Anne’s mouth. It drizzled all along Leanna’s tight navel and into her bare, smooth crotch as Anne lowered down further, tongue wagging. Terri, right away, dropped down beneath Anne’s legs—shimmying into position—and let Anne’s dripping hot cunt lower onto her mouth. 

Quickly they devolved into an orgasming, shaking mess of tits and legs and pretty faces. Giggling. Having the time of their lives. Joselyn caught flashes of Anne’s eyes—empty. Totally vapid. Drained of intelligence.

“You see?” said Diana. She doesn’t want to change either. So why would we care if you want her to change?”

Now Joselyn really did stamp her foot. “It’s...it’s changed you. Changed how you think. Can’t you see that anymore? It’s not what you want. It’s what the...what the new you wants. What he wants.”

Diana visibly orgasmed once again.

Her voice, when it returned to her after a long series of convulsing moans, was a deep purr. “It so is.”

Joselyn, feeling logic fail her, stepped toward Anne. But Frida grabbed her and led her back to the door. “We need to move on,” said Frida. “She’s gone.”

“But—”

“She’s gone, Joselyn.” Frida hoisted up the backpack that Anne had left on the ground, filled with all the C4 she had brought. “We have to keep going.”

* * * * *
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THEY ENTERED ANOTHER long cylindrical corridor and passed through many a series of smaller rooms. Some appeared to be housing quarters of some kind, with many beds. Neat arrangements of outfits were laid out on the beds, all sporting high heels and clothing so skimpy and revealing that they would have been better deemed lingerie. The kind of outfits you’d see in a strip club. 

Another corridor, another series of rooms—giant dressing rooms full of clothing, high-impact lighting, and mirrors. Joselyn and Frida saw several girls preening in front of the mirrors, posing, admiring their toned physiques and casting winks and kisses. 

Another corridor, another room—a large gymnasium. Mostly cardio machines and treadmills inside of a huge track. On the track, pairs of girls chatted with each other as they walked expertly on high heels. Parts of the track were iced over to make their trek harder. The girls who fell were stepped on by the girls who didn’t—laughing as they trod on the fallen. Girls worked elliptical machines and stair-steppers in high heels. Their outfits were tight and spandex, more bikini than sports bra, displaying hard bodies and heavy cleavage. 

“Fuck,” said Joselyn, watching. 

“...yeah,” Frida agreed.

They had to be reminded by Diana to keep moving. Joselyn was losing track of time. She felt like they had only been in each room for maybe a few minutes. 

In reality, when she checked her clock, she saw that six hours had passed so far. 

Everyone here was so pretty. Frida was so pretty. Frida already looked like them. In some cases, she was even prettier. Joselyn wasn’t prettier than a single one of them. She felt insignificant. Their flawless skin. Their effortless hair. The brightness of their eyes. It felt so important to look good, and she knew she didn’t.

Another corridor, another room—this one a large oval with a giant marble statue of an Adonis-like male with a magnificently hard cock. Perfectly-built women knelt before it, mewling, moaning, supplicating themselves and softly kissing the stone phallus with red and pink lips. 

“That’s to scale, by the way.”

For a moment after Diana said that, Joselyn thought she heard some kind of system in the facility turn on. A deep moan, vibrating and thirsty. 

But it was Frida. Sweating. Looking at the statue. Captivated. 

“He’s...so big,” she said. “How can he be so big? I didn’t think anyone...so big...”

It appeared Frida was a bit of a size queen. Joselyn could relate; there was nothing in the world that could compete with a big cock ready to rock her mind and body apart. But she had never imagined anyone could really satisfy her urges or her needs. 

“He’s more than a man,” said Diana. “He’s the man. He’s the only Real Man. You’ll see. We have to move on.”

Frida’s mouth opened and closed. It was delectable. Plush. Gorgeous. Kissable. Why was Joselyn only now realizing what a kissable, lovely mouth Frida had? They were having this dumb feud for nothing when they could just be kissing with their mouths instead. 

Frida’s mouth was so sexy. Her lips were on par with Diana’s, easy. Maybe better. She wanted to cover it with kisses. Maybe with a cock—that Cock in between—they could kiss and make up...

“Girls?” Diana called. “We have to go.”

Joselyn noticed that Frida’s mask was gone—somewhere, somehow. She almost pointed it out to the statuesque beauty but then noticed her own was gone as well. 

When had it happened? Just now? In the gym or the dressing room? Before? Even in the greenhouse? She remembered Diana saying she hadn’t needed it, and Diana was so incredibly pretty and gorgeous and wonderful and it was so hard to turn her down when she made so much sense...

Her mind felt foggy. Distant. Her thoughts felt distant. Like rumors she had heard when she was very young. They arrived slow and were easily dismissed, replaced with sensations of beauty, arousal, and affection. 

Diana led them into the next room, which was almost the complete opposite of all the rooms they had seen so far. All of those had been brightly lit, open, showcases of abandon. 

This was one long, dark hall. A line of computers along the wall with beautiful women in front of them. 

They knelt, of course. All the women here knelt all the time. But that wasn’t what caught Joselyn’s eye. 

Long tubes fed down from the ceiling  to their mouths. Strapped around their heads. Their hands were behind their backs—and as she looked closer, she saw that they were restrained in metal casing, attached to their ankles. Chests pushed upward in almost a perfect camel pose she recognized from yoga, but enforced by the restraint. 

No panties. 

Bras barely there, only existing to push amazing tits up and out in addition to the already display-heavy pose. Heavy headphones attached to their ears. The computers projected holograms in front of their eyes, flashing symbols, spirals, hot words that Joselyn struggled to look away from. 

And—she noticed an empty spot, an empty computer. A phallus stuck up from the floor—the same size and dimensions as the one from the statue.

“They’re all...they’re all...” she struggled.

“They’re all sitting on those,” finished Frida.

“Not just sitting,” said Diana. “Look closer.”

Joselyn did. They weren’t just sitting. They were writhing. Moaning. Grinding. Enormous, thick cylindrical shapes bulged from tiny midsections. And in their throats she saw more bulging—from the cord hanging down from the ceiling. Another phallus.

Both ends. 

Fucked from both ends. 

And probably mindfucked from whatever they were watching and hearing.  

“You could just put...you could put...I mean, anyone could sit there...”

Frida referred to the empty spot. 

“Yes,” said Diana. “Anyone at all. Anyone who wanted to see if it could all fit. Do you ever think about that, Frida? Do you ever wonder if something that big could fit? If you could make it work inside you?”

Frida’s answer was just a moan and a soft strut toward the empty mindfuck screen. She stopped, hesitating before kneeling. Diana followed her. 

Joselyn tried to warn her, tried to stop, but it was really hard with her fingers jammed in her cunt like they were.

When had that started? And when had she unzipped so much of her catsuit? It was little more than a pair of skintight hot leather pants now. Her tits exposed to the air. Despite how warm she felt, her nipples were as hard as glass.

At Frida’s side, Diana whispered just loud enough for Joselyn to still hear. Her hand softly pushing down on Frida’s shoulder. 

“What we do with these stations,” Diana explained, “is we acclimate girls to the feeling of his Cock.”

“His...Cock...” 

Frida repeated blankly. She was looking at the images on the screen. Joselyn could see the reflection of them in Frida’s lenses. Pink flashes. She fingered the phallus hanging from the ceiling. 

“That’s right,” said Diana. “You’re so smart. What a good girl you are.”

Joselyn’s pussy pulsed from hearing Diana say that—good girl. Yes. Yes. What a good girl Frida was for saying Cock like she had. 

“You see,” said Diana, “Master is so big.”

“...so big...”

“Yes. And so strong...”

“...so strong...”

“Yes! So we have to get girls used to how big and strong he is. Otherwise he won’t be able to fuck them as well. And Master deserves the best, doesn’t he?”

“The...the best...”

Diana ran a nail over the bottom and sides of Frida’s catsuit. The leather split open with a sigh, and she pulled it off Frida’s body the way someone might unwrap a present. Then she grabbed the hanging phallus and dragged it up Frida’s naked body, sliding over her breasts, clavicles, and hot-L jawline.

Sticky pink fluid, the consistency of cum, ran all across Frida’s body. Spreading from the phallus. The one at their feet, attached to the floor, was also streaming the same stuff steadily. Joselyn watched, still unable to stop stroking her needy clit, as the pink stuff absorbed into Frida’s skin. 

“Don’t you want to see if you’re the best, Frida?” Diana asked. 

She hovered the phallus directly in front of Frida’s plush, beautiful mouth. Pushing in on her lips. 

Frida licked once. Just on reflex. More licking her lips clean of the pink fluid there than anything else. Then again, slower. Luxuriating. Enjoying her tongue’s feel over the thick girth of the phallus. Then again, wrapping her lips up around it and swallowing, moaning, cumming with soft spasms of need as she lowered down onto her knees. 

“There’s a good girl,” said Diana. 

Frida continued to cum as she positioned herself onto the waiting phallus below. It entered up inside of her with almost no resistance, even though it was so big that—like the others—Joselyn could see clearly the bulge in Frida’s ridiculously tight-and-somehow-getting-tighter midsection. 

The rest of the apparatus ratcheted into place, pressure-sensitive—the hanging phallus pushing further down Frida’s throat and pumping in and out. Metal restraints unfolding and locking around her ankles and then—after Frida willingly placed herself in position—over her hands and wrists as well. The holograms dancing in front of her eyes. Diana attached a pair of headphones over Frida’s gorgeous skull, kissed her forehead, and then turned and smiled at Joselyn.

Joselyn was a trembling, cumming, vibrating, needy mess. Why wasn’t there another slot? She would go. She would be the one to mindfuck herself. She wanted to show that she was the best too. Why couldn’t she show how well she could take the Cock? 

The Cock was all that mattered. 

Wasn’t it?

Was there...was there something else? Something in...something in the backpack. Something that was going to explode...

But the backpack was on the floor and Diana picked it up, examined with a disdainful sniff, and handed it off to a servant girl in lingerie and thigh-high boots, and the only thing that Joselyn knew was going to explode was her own pussy. 

She must have cum three times watching Frida enter herself on the machine and it didn’t matter. She only needed to cum more. She wasn’t getting a clearer head, she wasn’t getting less aroused, and she definitely wasn’t getting tired. 

“It’s time to move on, dear,” said Diana. “Master is waiting.”

Diana looked at the catsuit around Joselyn’s ankles. 

“I suppose these served their purpose,” she said. “You’re all fucked up, after all.” She snapped her fingers, and a servant girl brought forward another outfit. “Time to change, wouldn’t you say?”

* * * * *
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THEY PASSED THROUGH one last corridor into the final room at the end of the facility. Joselyn didn’t remember from the dossier that this facility had so many rooms, so many different sections, but then, she didn’t remember all kinds of things now. 

She didn’t really remember putting on this lingerie, for example. 

It fit wonderfully enough. It was black trimmed with white lace and pushed up her spectacular breasts as they slowly grew from a modest-but-lovely C cup into D and beyond. They remained perfectly perky; the push-up function of the bra wasn’t necessary, just decorative. 

She wore hot silky tights and scant panties. Tall heels that elongated her elongating legs and made her luscious ass even firmer and hotter. 

The only thing resembling a thought that was on Joselyn’s mind was that somehow, someway, she had made it further than Frida.

She had beaten her! The whole reason they were here was to see the Master and to worship him, and now Joselyn had made it further than Frida, and that meant she was better than her. 

Didn’t it?

Wasn’t that...why they were here?

She followed Diana around a corner and entered a room with tall ceilings and warm-colored walls. There was a great bed and arrangement of pillows where several stacked women played with each other’s pussies to one side. Across from that was a great table full of all the pink-coated fruits and vegetables from the greenhouse. But directly at the far end of the chamber was Him.

The Man.

Master. 

He sat on a tall throne of black steel. His Cock, enormous and thick, streaming precum like a river, stood at full attention between his legs. He carelessly threw away a girl who no longer could keep conscious while she pleasured him, and another immediately took her place. 

His wife, Rhonda, lounged to one side. She was half in his lap—straddling one thigh with long, taut legs—and half grinding against his side. Streaks of honey from her pussy shone on his flesh. A long line of girls—at least a dozen deep—waited before his Cock, crawling and kneeling and their fingers shoved in their pussies, drooling heavily, staring up at him with pink-tinged eyes. Each one could have been a knockout bombshell on the cover of magazines. Instead they were his cocksucking playthings for him to abuse at will. 

Rhonda took the latest one and shoved her barely-ready mouth onto his Cock, smiling at the cries of surprise and anguish as the cocksucker’s body roughly shifted to make room for the immensity of his Godhood down her throat. She held the cocksucker in place with a fist, tying up her hair, controlling her movements precisely. 

Diana roughly tossed Joselyn to the ground before him, parallel to the line next to his Cock. The girls in the line shored up a little, worried she would skip them. Joselyn just giggled, preening. It was fun to be pushed around by a superior woman. It made her feel like such an object. 

It was good to feel like an object. 

The Master’s gaze was upon her. Joselyn felt so special. She sat up straight on her knees, pushing her tits forward, eyes lowered. She hadn’t quite gotten a good look at his face; she wasn’t allowed. 

“This is the best one?” he asked. “There were three.”

Joselyn preened. Of course she was the best one. She was the one who made it here!

“No, no, there’s one better,” said Diana. “This is just the one that lasted the longest. There’s one in the mindfuck chamber who is much better suited for personal service.”

The world dropped out from Joselyn. She wanted to speak, to protest, to argue—but words failed her and even the ability to speak failed her in this place, in front of this God. She could only speak when spoken to now, like a real woman did, and even then she must always agree with her superiors. 

“Look, Daddy,” Rhonda groaned, stroking harder with the mouth of the fuckslave entangled in her fist. “She doesn’t like it. It’s making her sad.”

There was delight on her face. She liked seeing Joselyn sad. This delight compounded in the Master—evident when the slave on his Cock stiffened suddenly and groaned, her head frozen in place by the girth and thickness he suddenly sprouted with inside of her. 

Diana continued to explain. “The first didn’t make it past the fruit.”

“Weak.”

Such disdain in his voice. Anne would almost certainly never touch his Cock. Joselyn felt her body writhe unconsciously with pleasure at that.

“The other—the worthy one—she turned out to really love big Cock. I was able to use that to turn her a bit early. I think she would have lasted otherwise.”

“And this one?”

“Oh, she’s very pretty.” Diana stroked Joselyn’s head. “It’s just that she’s a bit dumb. And the wrong kind of conceited, you know? Thinks she can’t be fooled.”

“But they’re all satisfactory?”

“Yes, Sir,” Diana nodded. “I think you’ll be especially pleased with Frida. I set her mindfuck on maximum. She’s experienced years of service at this point.”

“Bring her here, and let’s find out.”

Movement and activity. Diana left, strutting happily. Master leaned back and waited, luxuriating in the feel of his wife snuggle-fucking against him with her soulful skull strokes and hot, whispered, sultry words. Joselyn whimpered in place, desperate to know what her purpose was. Would she be able to taste him? God, just to taste the Cock!

The doors opened, light shining through them. Hard high-heel strutting clacks filled the chamber. 

Joselyn expected Diana—but it was Frida instead.

Frida—in lingerie like Joselyn’s, only better because she was wearing it, with her beyond-perfect body and her angelic face topping it off—strutting in on tall-tall heels with Diana kneeling and crawling behind her. 

And Joselyn knew with a finality that she was done. 

Frida looked more gorgeous than ever before. Her hair longer even than Diana’s, like a thick black veil of spacetime, glittering and dark. Joselyn came, and came again, searching the beauty’s face for any part that wouldn’t make her instantly orgasm. Instead, she just came again.

Smiling, softly sneering at all the women who weren’t Rhonda, Frida posed for Master. Leg out. Biting a perfect lip. Diana knelt next to her, softly humping the air, her docked tits grinding on Frida’s long leg and wide hips. Hot milk ran down her supple, soft skin. All of it looked so shiny and delicious. 

“You asked for me, Master?”

Master could not help but smile. Rhonda, at his side, came wildly, grinding urgently against him the same way Diana did Frida. Milk leaked from her heavy tits and ran down his side. And as she came, she used his Cock to fuck the skull of the redhead attached to it even harder. 

For several seconds, he just enjoyed this. The sight of this acquisition. The feeling of his wife doing her duty by him with the redhead. 

“Do you know why you were sent here?” he asked Frida, finally.

“To kill you. To destroy this facility.”

“That’s what they told you,” said the Master. “Do you know why you were really sent here?”

“No, Master.”

He smiled. “They found out long ago they can’t kill me. And they want what I have to offer too much to just wipe this place out with a missile or the like. They want to placate me. The three of you are sacrifices. The way in stories they would offer up virgins to dragons.”

Frida nodded. “That makes sense.”

“Why?”

“We’re all gorgeous. I mean, me especially so.”

At that, he grabbed the head of the girl in front of him, shoving his wife’s hands aside. 

“Yeah. Yeah you are.”

“Yes.” Frida had a serene, invulnerable smile. “I’m more gorgeous than anyone else here, really, save for Rhonda.”

This familiarity she had—so easy, so self-possessed and self-obsessed—only made him fuck the redhead harder. She was tapping out on his thigh; he ignored her. Master knew best.

“They’re all rather pathetic when you compare them to me directly. But that’s what you like about me, isn’t it Master?”

He could only nod. Looking at her with jaw down. Just looking at her and losing control. Next to him—Rhonda was not jealous at all. She and Frida shared a knowing, urgent glance. They would work in concert with one another. Their Master deserved two conceited bitches running his massive, ever-growing harem—and together they knew their high standards would keep him eternally happy.

“So,” purred Frida, “they sent you different kinds of girls to see what you like. I expect they think that’s going to reveal some kind of weakness about you. Only they’ll be wrong.”

He struggled to speak, still obsessing over her beauty. He had cum several times at this point. Joselyn could smell, could feel each time. 

“W-why?”

“Because you have no weaknesses, Master. And because you’ll have me by your side now, along with Rhonda.”

“Why would I want you?”

He asked like he knew the answer—he just wanted her to say. 

“Because I knew this was happening from the second we came here,” Frida shrugged. “I’m not a complete idiot. I knew you would change us. I volunteered for this mission. I was going to sabotage Joselyn.”

At the mention of her name, Joselyn’s spirits went up. Frida knew who she was!

“She’s a stupid slut anyway,” Frida continued, “it would have been easy. The C4 is just play-doh. I replaced it on the helicopter, which blew up on the return trip, if you haven’t caught that already.”

“You’re a schemer.”

“Yes.”

Frida left Diana behind and began to strut towards him. 

“Manipulative.”

“Yes.”

“Arrogant.”

“Yes. And vain. And conceited. And intelligent. And most importantly of all?”

She was all the way in front of him now. Not kneeling at all. Joselyn had no idea how she possessed such willpower, still. Frida leaned on the girl between his knees, choking her further on his cock. Even the redhead’s back had turned purple from the lack of air. 

“I’m as gorgeous and as mean as they come.”

He reached down and grabbed her tight, pulling her into him for a long, soulful kiss. Rhonda joined them, kissing them both, the three godlike creatures sharing a long, maddening embrace that melted what remained of Joselyn’s twitching consciousness. 

The girl between them stopped moving. Master grabbed her with one hand and shook his head before tossing her aside like the rest. 

“Pathetic,” said Rhonda and Frida at the same time, sneering. “Weak.”

Master, hearing them, splashed a fresh wave of cum all across Frida’s legs, painting her from the knees down. 

Frida and Rhonda giggled at each other, laughing more as the tossed girl slowly coughed and hacked herself alive on the floor. 

They kissed again, Master cumming between them, spilling his load over their heavy tits repeatedly as they made out with him, as they rubbed their slight, tall bodies all over the length and girth of his heavy shaft. 

Then something miraculous happened. 

Frida turned and crooked a finger at Joselyn. 

This. 

This was her chance!

She nearly fell over she moved so fast, still trying to crawl with a sexy sway but eager to arrived before Mistress Frida changed her mind. 

A speech prepared itself in Joselyn’s deserted thoughts. 

Dearest Mistress, thank you so much for this allowance. I promise that I will do my utmost to do honor to the Cock. Moreover—

But all she was able to say was, “Duuh—” before Frida’s hand came down on Joselyn’s head and shoved her forward on Master’s Cock. 

Joselyn wasn’t ready for it—she was willing, oh fuck was she ever willing—and so when it pushed through her plump, shining lips and into her throat, all the way down her esophagus, she couldn’t breath. She couldn’t think. Her entire body, her existence, tied up to Cock just like that. 

She no longer had control of her body. She felt Rhonda’s hands join Frida’s. The two of them guiding Joselyn up and down on their Master’s Cock like she was nothing more than a toy. 

“You deserve this, Master,” Rhonda cooed. 

Frida nodded. “You deserve this and so much more.”

He had a short-trigger. The need for Frida was overriding his normally long build-up time for cums. Joselyn could feel it building in his massive balls. She wanted to feel him down her throat. Into her tummy. God, she needed it!

“Don’t look at her,” said Rhonda, guiding his eyes away from the lovely Joselyn on his Cock. “Look at me, Darling.”

“Look at me,” said Frida, pulling his eyes back over to her. 

“No, me,” said Rhonda.

“Me!”

As they fought over his cumming gaze, each only used Joselyn’s head harder, shoving her up and down, up and down as fast and ferociously as possible. 

She had no idea who his gaze rested on at the end because the second he came in her, her mind erupted in bliss, transporting her to some far away place where her existence had never happened, replaced entirely with purest pleasure. 

When she returned to herself, her body was full of his beautiful, sticky warm cum. She felt it filling all of her. Her breasts swelled magnificently, dripping milk all over the floor. She saw on the throne that Frida had taken her spot on his Cock—but she rode Master. Rhonda looked on, clearly jealous and clearly aroused, pushing in and using Frida’s wide hips as handles to fuck her harder on his Cock. 

Grunting, gasping, surprise at how good it was clearly on his face—he thrust upward into Frida again and again. Rhonda, just looking at him, came and moaned and came again, her hot lips working intently against both of their faces and necks.

“Make me pregnant, Master!” Frida begged. “Please, Master! Knock me up! I need your seed!”

“Yes, Daddy!” Rhonda nodded. “Fuck her pregnant. Knock the fuck up! Do it, please! Cum in her! Make her so fucking pregnant, Daddy, please!”

“Please, Daddy!”

“Please, Master!”

The whole room filled with the chorus. Joselyn noted with surprise that she was able to speak and that she joined in as well. 

Please Master Please Master Please Master Please. Master. Please. Please Master! Master Please!

Frida screamed with delight as he came in her finally. Her voice beautiful. Flawless. Singing a song of total rapture. He held her tight, filling her with his entire, endless load—and her body took all of it. Joselyn hadn’t even managed a fifth of what he was able to cum—the rest spilling all over her body, leaving her sticky and bathed. But Frida’s body, so perfect for him, took all of it. 

“Oh god,” Rhonda moaned when her own orgasms ended. “Oh god, you’re so totally pregnant for him. Just like me.”

They shared a long, exultant kiss, both completely lost in love for their Master. 

Finally, Frida slid off his Cock—still somehow impossibly hard—and stroked him softly in tandem with Rhonda’s quiet licks of his shaft. 

Once more, Frida looked at Joselyn. The cum had mostly absorbed into her skin now. She could feel that she was more beautiful because of it—but it hardly mattered with Frida and Rhonda in the room.  

“Would you fuck her, Master?” Frida asked. “Just once?”

He looked at Joselyn. Pleasure filled her once more. 

“I thought you didn’t like her.”

Frida smiled. “I don’t.”

Rhonda nodded. “Neither do I. Frida has a sense about these things. But...”

They whispered in his ear soft enough to be sultry, loud enough so that Joselyn could hear. “It’s so much more fun if you show her what she’ll never have again.”

She and Rhonda spoke in unison like old friends, like soulmates. Mind-melded through the power of Master’s Cock.

Joselyn, so impressed with their love and unity, barely knew that they were talking about her.

He beckoned her forward and his queens snickered with evil, hot energy. Joselyn was so happy to obey. 

All she knew—all she had to know—was that she was part of his harem once and for all.

# # #
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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. 

* * * * *
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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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“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?”

* * * * *
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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.

* * * * *
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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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Trophy Wife Initiative – New Model
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I love my wife. 

Honestly, I do. That’s part of what makes today so fucking difficult. 

We’re standing at the door, together, hand in hand. Our house is small, but in the years since we’ve bought it, we’ve done our best to make it our own. We added a garden with a lovely stone walkway, and installed a new kitchen with  marble tiles, and in this entryway that we stand in now we’ve put in beautiful wide-panel wood flooring that we spent months picking out. The sunlight that comes in from the window over the door shines brighter now, reflecting off the glossy varnish of the floor, and even with the lights off, in early morning, our house is sunny and welcoming. 

Paying for the upgrades was difficult at first, after the Protection Act made it illegal for women to hold jobs outside of low-salary, gendered positions like secretaries, nurses, and teachers; but then there was the Equality Act that raised male pay across the board by fifty percent, so things evened out a bit. That a lot of that extra money is built off the backs of women forced into indentured servitude positions at government buildings is something I try not to think too much about. 

Joan, my wife, wanted to close all the windows. Lock the doors. Take off; maybe leave the country. 

I said, Honey, they’ll lock us up.

They’re going to turn me into a slave!

You know I won’t let that happen. Let’s just take this...thing for a day or two and then try to start sending her back. Tell them it’s not working out. 

Everyone we know has one and it’s “working out.” The new wives are pregnant inside a week! You’re not even supposed to know you’re pregnant for like a month, and somehow—

Then she was too upset and had to sit and gather her thoughts. She doesn’t do well with being upset; her heart beats too fast and her vocal chords close up. Her adrenaline shuts down her brain; a lot of panic reactions to very basic things. It’s something we’ve had to account for, especially now when so much of society panics her. 

Joan is a lovely woman. Brunette, blue-eyed, and with an easy wonderful smile when she bothers to show it. She’s put on a few pounds over the years, but who hasn’t? We’re nearing middle-age together and we eat plenty healthy and do some vigorous erotic cardio a couple of times a month. 

She’s also never been able to give us a child, despite us trying. That means we’re at the forefront of the Party’s efforts to boost the population. 

I tried to dress up a little for this event, a button-up shirt and tie and suit trousers; Joan dressed down: sweats and sneakers. She refuses to see how important it is to just play along, to not be noticed by these sexist maniacs in charge of things. 

We hear the car drive up, and then the engine stopping. There’s a shuffling of car doors and equipment being unpacked. Joan’s hand on mine is a death grip, otherwise I’d peek out the window. Maybe greet the new girl outside. 

Why be a snob, why be an asshole? She’s probably just as unhappy about this as we are. Why would anyone want to dissolve our marriage? 

Finally, the knock. It’s delicate, yet firm. A patient ringing of the doorbell one time. So far, it’s playing out just like the video they sent us to prepare us—Joan says “to indoctrinate us”—for the arrival; I can imagine the perfectly manicured nail pressing just so on our ringer. 

I move to answer the door, and Joan tugs me back.

“Don’t,” says Joan. “Please.”

She’s been crying a lot and it shows. Her hair is a mess. Puffy face. No make-up.

“We have to,” I say. “You know we have to.”

She’s holding back tears, again, but she nods. 

Outside, Ingrid waits patiently and attentively. She’s wearing the standard Trophy Wife Initiative outfit; the one they show you in all the billboards and political ads. A bright white dress with tall, tall red heels. The dress is strapless, held together with frilly sheer shoulder-sleeves, and hugs tightly to her substantial breasts. 

Her cleavage on full display; her clavicles shining and prominent, like arrows pointing down to the mind-boggling, gravity-defying globes of her tits nearly popping out of her tiny dress. Legs that go on until the next election, polished and shiny and inviting like the rest of her. Her hair is golden and blonde, framing her face just so and draping down to the halfway point of her back. Every minute movement she makes encourages her hair to shimmer, like visual wind chimes. 

Bright, happy, obedient, vibrant blue eyes stare possessively at me. She holds a small custom-made purse at her waist, drawing her shoulders together and of course making her posture all the more invitational. 

She is clearly young—the profile they sent ahead of time let me know she was eighteen. And her youth—her gorgeous, mature, knowing youth fucks me up straightaway. So much of her life ahead of her and all of it devoted to me. One cannot help but compare her youthful vibrant beauty and the dour, sour, pissy, doughy appearance of Joan.

Fuck.

She’s like every crush of every celebrity or supermodel I’ve ever wanted, all rolled into one amazing, bright-eyed package, staring at me with all the adoration of a long-lost love. Like she’s written me one hundred and forty-four sonnets a day for eighteen years and now she’s finally face-to-face with me. Confidence oozes from her, but also wanton lust. Arrogance, but also whimpering submissiveness.

Fuck.

I nearly say it out loud. I want to. Right away, Ingrid makes me want to do things. But Joan is right there, and I love my wife—even if she’s not technically my wife anymore and the only way I could get them to let her stay in my home was by filling out a fifty-page application for her to become my domestic servant—and I can’t embarrass her like that.

“Oh, darling,” says Ingrid. “I’m so happy to see you. May I please come in?”

Her voice is so svelte and smooth and sweet, it’s hard to describe exactly. It’s like the form of the perfect female voice given shape. 

“Yes,” I smile, holding out a hand. “Please. I’m Frederick.”

She slides my hand around the small of her back and hugs herself tight to my body. One long leg pushes up my thigh and hip and I can feel how automatically wet and warm she is from my presence. 

“I’m so completely lost for you, my love.” Her plush, powdery lips brush against mine.  “I’m so glad to meet you.”

Her voice is low enough that it seems like she might be trying to keep Joan from hearing, but it’s obvious Joan does. My wife—my real wife, Joan—groans in frustration at this display. I can feel Ingrid smiling against my cheek, sliding her lips down against my chin and jaw before drawing away. Her tits remain firmly pressed against my chest and she turns to Joan. 

“You’re the servant girl, right?” She doesn’t wait for a response, pointing outside to the veritable mountain of luggage she brought along. “There’s my bags. Won’t you be a dear and help?”

She says it specifically, as if Joan herself is the help—which I suppose, technically, she is. 

Joan stares daggers at me, and I try to withdraw from Ingrid. It’s like attempting to pull myself out of quicksand, though. Maybe quicksand that’s in love with me from being grown in a lab somewhere in North Dakota; or at least, that’s where the rumors say they grow these girls. 

I’m about to say I’ll help too—but then Joan, shocking me, withdraws from my grip and nods. 

“I...I’ll help.”

Even she seems surprised at having said it. 

“Dear?” says Ingrid, snaking around me further and giving my ass a light, delighted squeeze. “What is it the help should say when given a request?”

She asks this to me—I’m the one who matters to her, but it’s directed at Joan and we all know it. Joan gulps. She watched the learning video, same as me, but there’s no way she actually says it, right?

“Remember, love?” Ingrid smiles gorgeously. She does everything gorgeously. “This is a Party Family now, and I’ll be making weekly reports.”

Joan looks down at the ground and lets out a long, pained sigh. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

Ingrid smiles brightly. “That’s so much better.” 

Then I witness a small transformation. Ingrid is so close to me—and so impossible to look away from—that I can see her every expression. The bright, expectant smile she has on for Joan shifts into a superior, smug sneer watching Joan go and fetch the bags. Then she turns to me, and the sneer fades, smiling again—but this time genuinely, nothing fake like the one she delivered to Joan.

“Now,” she says brightly, tits heaving into my arm, her hands massaging one of mine. “I know I’m a bit late for brekky, but would it be all right with you if I made you brunch, Husband?”

* * * * *
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BY LAW, WE HAVE TO sleep in the same bed. If we don’t, she’ll report us. 

I try to play it cool. I usually sleep in the nude, an old habit from my single living that Joan encouraged. She said she liked the warmth of my skin on hers, even though she usually slept in t-shirts and pajama pants. 

But instead, tonight, I’ve got on a full set of silk pajamas I bought specifically in advance of this. I’m waiting in the bed, on top of the covers, content to treat this like the imposition that it is. 

All I have to do is resist Ingrid for a few days. After that, per the law, I have every right to dissolve the arranged marriage on grounds of irreconcilable differences. 

How hard could it be? my past-self thought. Joan and I spend several nights a week without having sex; I don’t even have to make it a full week. 

Well, let me tell you, past-self, you fucking moron. You’ve been served and waited on hand-and-foot all fucking day long by a supernaturally, hyper-gorgeous woman genetically designed to turn you on. She insisted on spoon-feeding you the ice cream she made—by hand—and that was only after insisting on snuggling up against you for the entire evening while you watched the game. 

Yes, Ingrid insists a lot. She doesn’t say she’s insisting, and she doesn’t sound like she’s insisting, but golly, she sure gets her way: 

Please, Husband, won’t you let me slide the spoon in your mouth? I want to see how your tongue works. I’m sure it’s so talented. I’m just so in love with everything about your face. You won’t deny me this simple pleasure, will you? I’m sure I’ll be less clingy in a few days, though gosh, it’s so hard to imagine how when you’re so perfectly handsome. Won’t you please, please let me just try out sliding this delicious ice cream I made just for you into your mouth one time? If you don’t like it, we can stop, I promise. 

Her voice, her insistence, feels like she’s confidently and knowingly stroking the cock of my brain. And all the time, no matter what she says, her cleavage is on full display, the incredible impact of her L-shaped jawline utterly shaming the best of any attempts Joan has ever had in looking sexy for me. And that’s just her jawline—let alone her tremendous thigh gap, her perfectly fit and thin and defined arms, her total lack of hair anywhere that isn’t her scalp, the shiny soft supple nature of her skin...

Fuck.

All day, Joan was kept in the adjoining room, most of the time. On call. Once or twice an hour, Ingrid would call her in to do something menial—refill our drinks, dust a piece of furniture, fetch a blanket. Joan would obey, crying and puffy-faced and furious, but meekly issuing out a Yes, Ma’am nonetheless. 

And all the while, Ingrid crawled all over me, all day long, stroking my legs and whispering in my ears. Putting herself on display for me, and showcasing herself against Joan. To be honest, some of it is rather fuzzy. I think something have been in the food—

“H-husband? Is it all right if I join you?”

She appears in the doorway connecting the bedroom to the bathroom. Her form—cartoonishly perfect with its long legs, narrow waist, fertile hips, and expansive bust—is clad in scorching hot white bridal lingerie. Her hair, somehow utterly perfect, soft, and smooth despite the long day of sliding her fit young body all over mine, drips down to one side.

I realize now it was quite a mistake to not order her to turn all the lights off. We should have been in the dark. 

But then I wouldn’t have been able to see this. This gorgeous lingerie-clad teenager brimming with lustful love just for me.

“Fuck. Yes. Fuck.”

The words escape my mouth before I can bring them back. 

She struts to the bed and slides in and before I can say anything, she’s snuggling against me. My cock is hard, straining, eager for her touch. It’s clearly tenting my pajamas. 

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of a man like you,” she whispers, clinging tight to me. “I can’t believe it. You’re so obviously virile. We’re going to make such good babies for the party. We’ll be the absolute image of the Perfect Party Family. You’re so strong and handsome, how could we not?” 

She strokes my cheek and then my chest, massaging my pecs. She’s whispering in my ear, but each time she speaks, her lips are wet. Like she’s kissing the words as they enter my brain. 

“Now, Ingrid. Listen. See here...”

“Is it all right with you that I’m a virgin?”

I can’t help it. I groan. I had heard rumors, but for a girl like this, so fucking sexy, to be a virgin...

“Is it okay that I’m just barely eighteen?”

Fuck!

“I just want to make sure it’s okay.” Her hands slide across my crotch, fingers dancing against the thick shaft of my cock. “I need to know you think it’s perfectly acceptable that I’m as gorgeous as I am, and a virgin, and only just eighteen, and absolutely obsessed with being your loving, servile, obedient wifepet. Is that okay, my love?" She locks eyes with me. "I'm going to be beautiful for such a long time, you know."

My hips clench and thrust involuntarily, and she definitely notices. 

“I know you must have fucked so many girls, Husband.” The thought makes her bite a lip and close her eyes, like she’s just eaten a rich piece of delicious chocolate. “I know I’m just your latest conquest. How could you not have fucked so many? It’s obvious how virile you are. Did the serving girl bring them to you nightly, like she should have?”

She means Joan, of course. I try to bring myself back to this conversation. She’s steamrolling again, like she did all day. 

“No. Nothing like that. You have to listen, see, we’re not—”

“That’s ridiculous.” There’s fire in her voice and eyes now. Anger. “Why did she think she deserved you? I’m clearly much more beautiful than her. Aren’t I, Husband?”

I groan. I don’t know how to answer that. 

“It’s true, isn’t it?” She insists. “It’s hardly insulting to her if it’s just a statement of fact, isn’t that so? Would she really be insulted if you acknowledged a simple, biological fact—that I’m built better than her?”

Ugh. Joan is a realist. I suppose it wouldn’t be so bad...

“No. That...that’s not so bad.”

“Then would you say it? I’m more beautiful than the help, aren’t I?”

Fuck. The poison in her voice when she mentions Joan, it makes me so lusty. Like any married couple, Joan and I have had troubles. There are old wounds. To be promised that those wounds don’t matter—that a gorgeous eighteen year-old virgin is desperate to suck them away from my life... 

My head swims. 

“Yes. Yes, obviously you are. But that’s not the point. You see...”

I trail off, looking deep into her eyes. Somehow, even in the dim light, they’re bright and shining blue. Something...something in them makes me lose all my train of thought.

“When it’s just us, just the two of us, Husband? May I please ask you a favor?”

“Yes.” Her thigh is thin and slender and pressing on my cock. 

I don’t say the Anything, but I mean it.

“May I call you Master?”

I groan. This is too much, too fast, too far. She’s so serious, so committed, so needing and perfect and beautiful. 

“Did I say something wrong, Husband?”

I shove my head under my pillow. “No. Nothing wrong.”

“Would you like to consummate tonight?”

“No.” I try to think of what Joan says sometimes. “I have a headache. I’m sorry. Tomorrow, maybe.”

“Yes, Husband.”

She slips away from me just so—though I can still feel her obvious nearness—and begins to moan softly. After a moment, I hear the gentle, unmistakable sounds of her long fingers pleasuring her pussy. 

“Wh-what are you doing?” 

“I have to cum, Husband.” The schlicking sounds continue apace. “Didn’t you watch the video? If I don’t cum at least nightly, I’ll expire. And I can’t have that. I’m so understanding that you’re not ready yet to fuck me stupid and breed my young, fertile, teenage body full of your babies. But I do need to stay alive, don’t I?”

She continues to finger herself through the entire explanation, her voice becoming softer and breathier all the while. I groan and turn away again. Of course I remember the videos instructing me on this part—on her needing to orgasm. They put it in a more sterile way, of course. Something about “enjoying the wifely pleasure of knowing her total patriarchal submission at least once nightly.” 

I don’t know if Joan has known the “wifely pleasure” even semi-annually; she gets really in her head about cumming. It’s hard not to take it personally. 

“Oh, Husband...” Ingrid begins to moan. One of her hands reaches out wildly for me, taking a hold of my arm. “Oh Husband! Husband! You’re so strong!”

Her voice gets louder and louder. I think of Joan in the room next door; she’s sure to hear her. 

“Husband! My Husband! My strong, strong Husband! Oh my King! My King! My Husband King! Oh my god, yes!” Her body bucks now, thrashing wildly in the bed. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you, yes! Yes! Yes! Oh Husband, yes!”

She throws herself into me and I can’t help but hold her. Her cumming, thrashing body slides up and down on my cock. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Yes, my King!”

This perfect example of feminine beauty is rubbing herself all up and down my stiff cock. All that’s between her sparkling hot, bare wet cunt and my huge throbbing member are her lingerie and my pajamas. My cock pushes hard against the fabric against her cunt—she’s guided it there. 

I can’t help it. She’s so fucking hot. Her tits are right in my face. She’s whispering everything I've ever wanted to hear. I've got to blow.

“You don’t have to fuck me,” she whispers. “But you need to cum. Please cum. Cum with me. Oh my god, please cum with me, Master. My Husband. Please?”

I can’t help myself. I had no idea it would be like this. Her submission. Her need. Her beauty. Moaning, gasping, in marvel at Ingrid's beauty, I unload, spilling my seed all over the front of my pajamas. She cums at the same time, and I can feel her pussy pulsating on top of my exposed cock. 

“Thank you, Master,” she whispers in my ear. “Thank you so much. Thank you, Daddy.”

Purring, sighing, and raking her teeth across my shoulder, Ingrid curls in close to me and the two of us drift in what is lawfully described as marital bliss. 

* * * * *
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I WAIT UNTIL SHE’S firmly asleep and then sneak downstairs, away from her gloriously sexy, warm body to do something, anything, to alleviate my erection. 

Yes, I’m still hard. I don’t understand it. I came as hard as I can remember ever cumming. Usually it fucks me up for at least half a day or even more. Now I’m sporting the thick, hot wood of a porn star. It’s stubborn and sensitive.

Joan is waiting for me downstairs in the breakfast nook, already glaring daggers at the tent sticking out from my pajama pants and the dried mess around it from my cum and Ingrid’s juices. 

“We didn’t fuck,” I say quickly. “I promise. I held off.”

“Didn’t stop her from enjoying herself, did it?” She looks contemptuously at my cock. “Or you, I suppose.”

“Hey, this is not me enjoying myself. This isn’t great for me either, you know.”

“Oh, yes, I’m sure it’s truly painful to be attended to like the grand sultan all day. When are you going to submit that recension form?”

I sigh, sitting down across from Joan. “You know I can’t yet. I have to wait a few days. Let them think we gave it an honest shot. Then I’ll send it in—”

“—And who know when they’ll even answer it? The next day? I doubt it. If we’re lucky, it’s a week.”

“Then it’s a week, then.”

“And what if it’s a month? Longer? You’re already barely keeping your hands off her.”

“I can’t help it, babe. You’ve seen her. You’ve...you’re doing what she wants, too.”

“That’s...” she straightens. Tears suddenly in her eyes. God help me, it makes me even harder to see her difficulty. “That’s different. You don’t understand. I can hear her voice in my head, reverberating, it’s so loud, and it doesn’t go away unless—”

“An employee meeting, I suppose?”

Ingrid appears in the kitchen, turning on the surface light over the stove. She’s wearing heels, still, and the lingerie, but with a soft pink robe to cover up. Although “cover up” means her cleavage is still peeking through and her legs are on full display. Really, it’s just one more ornament on the ornament. 

She has a cup of coffee in her hand, and smiles as she struts over and hands it to me. She gives me a kiss on the cheek, and I know it’s for Joan’s “benefit.”

“I really don’t want the help sitting at my breakfast nook.” She sneers at Joan. “It’s improper. Got that, dearie?” 

Joan, like a robot, stands up and backs away. Her face flinching, like she’s been struck. 

“Y-yes. Yes ma’am. Sorry, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”\

I can see how much she hates obeying Ingrid, and how much she hates not having a choice. The threat of Ingrid’s reports would land Joan in a re-education camp or worse. And even beyond that, I think it’s something biological, something in Ingrid’s voice or smell that makes Joan—

Ingrid sits on my lap, grinding her petite, well-formed ass on my throbbing cock. Her tits directly in my face.

“I think that will be all,” says Ingrid, “don’t you, dearie?”

Joan waits just a moment and then retreats. I can see the tears forming in her eyes; my heart goes out for her, but my cock stays right on target with Ingrid. I’m still so fucking hard from earlier; how do you sit in a bed next to a gorgeous woman cumming herself stupid, calling out your name, and not be hard? I don’t know what to do.

Ingrid is so much fucking prettier than Joan. It’s so hard to ignore when they’re side by side in my sight line, and Ingrid knows it, and shows it off constantly. And god help me, that makes turns me on too. 

Joan is right. I don’t know if I can make this celibacy last a month. I don’t know if I can make it last a week. 

I look down at my coffee; there’s swirls of cream inside. 

“I don’t take it with milk, actually.”

“Really?” she smiles, guiding the cup up to my nose. “Won’t you give it a try? I prepared it especially for you.”

It goes down smooth, warm, and calming. It’s the best coffee I’ve ever had.

* * * * *
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LESS THAN AN HOUR LATER, I’m in the bathroom, just finally having extricated myself from Ingrid and cumming into a few pieces of bathroom tissue. 

I tried, I really did. I tried even to say her name. But I couldn’t think of Joan when I came. I could only think of my wife—only Ingrid. 

It’s like she has a spell on me. 

And my cock...my cock is just as hard as ever. My orgasm was intense; I felt the streams of my cum barely restrained by the tissues in my hand. But even after washing my hands, drying off, and taking a few deep breaths, I’m still incredibly hard. I don’t know entirely what to do about it; my first thought is to go talk to Joan to see if she’ll help. She’s mad at me, but maybe she’ll see reason. If I’m this hard around Ingrid, there’s no telling what will happen. 

But when I open the door, Ingrid is there. I’m not even all the way surprised. 

“I don’t want you to think you have to do that by yourself,” she says, tsking just slightly. 

She lets her robe drop down and somehow, she’s even more stunning than she was before. In the pale light of the early morning, her beauty is utterly captivating. Warm, inviting, sympathetic. She knows I’m in need. A good wife. 

“I don’t want to fuck,” I say lamely, barely meaning it.

“Shhh,” she says, pushing me against the door frame. “I know. Let me take care of you.”

Her hand wraps around my cock. Her grip is warm, soft, and sure. She’s stroking before I can say anything, and by the time I can, I don’t want to anymore. I’m exhausted and horny and she’s gorgeous and holy fuck her tits are so huge and inviting...

“That’s it,” she whispers. “Look at my pretty titties. They’re just for you to look at, you know. Well, for you to look at and others to see and be jealous of. Jealous like that old hag is jealous of me. Have you seen the way she looks at me? The venom in her eyes? She hates me so thoroughly and it’s all because I’m taking what’s hers. Only she was never brave enough to take it for herself, was she? She should have been calling you Master. You like it, don’t you?”

Her lips are pushed against my chin and cheek and lips; she’s kissing me with every word.

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, Master. I’ll call you all that the time, Master. She was too cowardly to give you what you want. But I’m not. I’ll give it to you all day. Every day. All the time. I love it. I’m not placating you. It makes me wet. Feel.”

Her free hand takes mine and wraps it around her firm, tight ass, pushing my fingers against her cunt. God, she’s tiny. She’s sopping wet. Gasping now, she keep stroking and starts kissing me full on the lips. Her tongue sliding through to mine. God help me, I start kissing her back. 

After a while, I force myself to pull away. She tastes so good. Nothing should taste as good or as sweet as her. 

Her eyes shine with sympathetic triumph; she knows she's getting her way, but she isn't not going to hold it over my head. God, she's a good partner.

“You resisted, darling. You resisted for so long. They tell us in training that most men won’t even last an hour. You did your best. You were so strong. No one could have lasted as long as you. You’re so strong...I have such a strong husband. Did she ever tell you how strong you are?”

I groan. “No. Never.”

“I love you, Master. I love you like she can’t or won’t. I’m so eager, so needy for you, can’t you see that? Doesn’t it make you hard?”

We kiss for a long time. My fingers slide easily into her warm, wet folds, and I try to ignore how it’s just inches between my hard cock and her willing, needful cunt. 

I try. God help me, I try. 

“We can’t...fuck...”

“I know, darling. I’m an obedient wife. I obey my Master.”

I groan. 

“So we’ll take it at whatever pace you want. But you want to cum for me, don’t you? Don’t you want to cum right now?”

My hips are spasming. I really do. 

“Cum for me, Master. Please? Please cum for me? I’ll lick it up, and—”

It doesn't take much. I only went to the bathroom because I was already so painfully close. I lose it, and cum once more. She pools her hands in front of the spray, gathering it all up even as she kisses me deeply.

Then, as I breathe and recover, I watch her lick it up off her hands, hungrily. 

“Master is so kind to give me breakfast,” she says cheerily. “Give me a few minutes to clean up, and I’ll make yours, yes, Master?”

I nod, head spinning. I would have agreed to anything; I’m lucky all that's all she asked to do. 

* * * * *
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A WEEK OR SO LATER, I’m sitting in the living room with sports on. I’m only dimly aware that I used to not even watch sports. But something about seeing men hit each other draws me in, gets the juices flowing. 

It’s the arena stuff, the one without pads and with all the weapons. Hellball. The national sport ever since the Party took over, you know what it is. Deaths are common, injuries even more so. At work, I wear a red pocket square in my suit to signify my team. We’ve divvied up the cubicles so that all our teams sit next to each other; there’s more Reds than anyone else and it’s easy to growl and snarl at the Blues and Greens. 

They’re such fucking pussies, the other colors. It’s hard not to take advantage. Yesterday morning, I shoved a Blue into the copier and emptied his wallet before high-fiving another Red. 

I was so fucking hard I had to call Ingrid to tell her what I did—she thanked me, told me how proud she was of me, and talked me off while I jacked off in my cubicle. I have to call her at least three times a day, otherwise I’m too fucking horny to get any work done. 

Ingrid sits on top of me as I watch the Reds clean house. She’s already finished making dinner for the day—she makes such beautifully elegant, lovely dinners, and I eat every last morsel—and she snuggles me and strokes me. 

Usually in the evening, she’s in the living room waiting with the sports already on; by the time I sit down, feel her gorgeous teenage body up, and adjust her so she can stroke me comfortably, I forget that I originally wanted to watch someone else. 

She seems to like the Hellball as well. Strong men hitting each other for the enjoyment of a crowd. 

You’re stronger than any of them, she moans in my ear. You could take them on. You could take each one. You’re so strong, Husband. I’m so lucky to have such a strong Husband. Have I told you how lucky I feel, all the time? It makes me want to cry sometimes, I’m so happy and grateful. Only I don’t have to, because I’m allowed to stroke you off whenever you need.

This is the compromise position we’ve come to. I won’t fuck her, but she can give me soulful, loving handjobs a few times a day. There’s one to wake up to, one before I leave for work, one when I come home in the midday for lunch (I can’t seem to stomach anything that’s not her cooking these last few days), one when I come home from work for the day, the one now—after dinner—that is so thoroughly excellent and probably my favorite, and one before bed. 

That’s not so much; it’s certainly better than fucking her outright. Just what, two or three a day? 

Numbers are getting difficult to keep track of lately; probably a problem with my job as an accountant, but Ingrid figures if it becomes a real problem I can just bully one of the stupid fucking Greens to do it. They’re all such little nerds and made to do the menial work of Reds like me.

After two or three days of the stroke routine, I did start to let Ingrid suck me dry at the end. I’m not a monster. She seemed to need it so much. But just at the end; I’ve got principles. 

It’s not really a blowjob, even if she stays latched on long enough at the end for me to get ready to cum again and sucks me all the way through. And Ingrid pointed out—rightly, she’s pretty sharp—that my cock has been growing like the rest of me, and if she strokes me with her hand while she sucks the other half of my shaft, that’s still basically just a handjob. It’s all above board. 

Joan agrees, though it’s kind of simple to get her to agree to anything these days.

She’s a shell of her former self. She’s been losing weight—I don’t think Ingrid is remembering to feed her like I’ve asked her to, despite a few stern talks about it—and there are heavy bags under her eyes. Her hair is going gray around the temples, and her cheeks are gaunt. She looks like a war prisoner. 

Two or three days ago, she pulled me aside and talked to me in a very urgent whisper.

We’ve got to get rid of her. Do something while the paperwork is filed!

Right. The paperwork. 

I wasn’t thinking straight; it was just about time for Ingrid to come stroke me. When I get hard, my thinking gets real loaded and lust-drunk, and all I could really think of were Ingrid’s tits. She had been wearing this tiny little pink sweater...

You filed it, right?

Well. It’s a lot of pages.

You’re an accountant! You said you did paperwork for fun! 

It’s a lot. I’ll get to it. It’s been busy.

Do you love her?

What? 

It’s a simple question. She’s jacking you off ten times a day. Do you love your new “wife?”

You’re being really mouthy. Ingrid told me you’d be upset if I took time to myself and did the paperwork when I was ready to.

Of course I’d be upset! What do you—

Then Ingrid showed, wearing that tiny sweater and heels and nothing else. Joan is so cowed by her; it’s a wonder to see. Her shoulders sink in and down; her gaze falls. Ingrid doesn’t beat her; there’s no physical abuse at all; but that’s how Joan looks. Like a slave who has been beaten so often that she knows her next word might be her last. It makes me so hard. This dumb bitch thinks she has some kind of hold on me when I’m jacked off by the hottest woman alive whenever I want.

The living room is dark now, and Joan stands at the doorway in shadow. Ingrid likes her there “in case there’s a mess.” There’s never a mess; I’ve never met anyone as careful and meticulous as Ingrid. The house is constantly as polished, shiny, and precise as she is. She keeps the cleanest kitchen I’ve ever seen, showroom clean, and all the same she has Joan on her hands and knees mega-scrubbing it every single night. I don’t think she gets to sleep much.

On top of me now, Ingrid wears soft, delicate lingerie. It’s smoky red, a push-up bra (which she hardly needs) and tiny lace panties and bright white heels. She’s taken to wearing lingerie every night at dinner while she forks and spoons the food into my mouth. She parades all day in the skimpiest, sexiest outfits she can put on—skirts and tiny dresses and sheer tops—and then caps off the last six to eight hours of the day in delicate, “wifely” lingerie because “that’s how a good wife should treat her hard-working man.” 

She feeds me because she says she loves to watch me eat. I resisted at first, but it made her so profoundly and obviously sad that I didn’t see the harm; it doesn’t hurt that she ritually and rhythmically grinds her tiny, perfectly-formed ass on my hard cock as she slides the food into my mouth. 

Her tits leak milk all throughout dinner—the only hint of a mess there ever is in the house—and she says it’s because she’s regularly donating the milk. 

I haven’t seen a pump, and I don’t see any bags or anything in the freezer. I’m suspecting her titty milk is one of the main ingredients in all the ice cream she serves me as dessert; maybe part of the pasta; maybe it’s just the milk she gives me with dinner. I should care more, but I don’t. It’s delicious. 

So. We’re in the living room, the only light coming from the Hellball game. The Reds are winning, of course. My guys always win. They regularly fuck the cheerleaders between plays; but don’t worry, the camera only catches that on the overhead shots. It’s not pornographic, except sometimes during half-time or during commercials or if the camera man just forgets he’s not supposed to film it or if they score a goal (which they do all the time) or if it’s a really hot bit of fucking. 

Ingrid sort of kneels, sort of sits on my lap. Facing me. Stroking me, of course. Her tits pushed against my arm, leaking milk down my chest. I’m naked. I figured a few days ago that my pants only got in the way of Ingrid’s work, and that having a shirt on only gives Joan more laundry to do. I don’t want to be rude; I’m not a monster. 

Ingrid is oohing and ahhing over my hard, muscular body, lavishing praise on how handsome and perfect and strong I am. I know it’s true, but it sometimes makes me a bit self-conscious to hear her say it. But then I get hornier—especially with her stroking me—and I crave it all the more. 

Ingrid leans over to the glass of wine she brought in to the living room with her. It surprised me when she made it; usually I just drink straight from her tits if I’m really thirsty (don’t get excited, it’s only seven or eight times a night, nothing excessive), and she usually drinks...well...me. 

Casually, she holds the wine out in front of the couch and then deliberately pours it all out. 

“Oopsie.” She simpers. “Dearie, won’t you be a help and clean that up?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

That’s the first time I’ve heard Joan call her Mistress. It makes my cock jump in Ingrid’s hand, but only for a moment—because the second Joan comes directly before us, Ingrid slips her mouth over my cock entirely. 

I’m stunned; this is a level of intimate allowance that Ingrid has heretofore not allowed herself. Her mouth only slips over my cock when she’s cleaning up my cum as I mentioned. 

Joan looks at me. She’s come to begrudgingly accept the way I explained the permissiveness of Ingrid’s stroking allowance. She knows this is way beyond the pale. The betrayal in her eyes is utterly palpable. She’s going to cry. She drops to her knees, half out of desperation for me—mouthing please—and half out of her compelled obedience to Ingrid. 

Ingrid, meanwhile, does something utterly brilliant with her tongue, giggling and moaning in orgasmic ecstasy. She’s prostrated over me, ass high, and I can feel the bulge of my cock through her throat sliding over my thigh. 

I groan.

I suppose...

I suppose I never explicitly said she couldn’t blow me. Just that I wouldn’t fuck her. Right? Yeah.

“Ingrid...” I groan. “Ingrid...”

I do the barest of pushes against her scalp. She withdraws, obediently, and I can feel her heated, wet breath against my straining cock. Dripping precum. 

Joan looks up at me, scrubbing the floor now. Crying and trying to hide it. She looks so completely pathetic. She looks harsh, ugly, and filthy. I’m not sure the last time she’s showered. 

Ingrid looks up at me with worshipful, happy eyes. She's so fucking gorgeous. How did I ever land such a completely gorgeous babe as my wife? I'm so lucky. Every part of her is perfection. 

“Yes, Master?”

I groan. “Don’t...don’t stop.”

Ingrid glances back at Joan just for a moment before returning to her wifely duty. I’m sure she’s sneering. 

I don’t take long to cum down my new wife's throat.

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, INGRID is excitedly trying to show me something on a piece of paper. 

“You see, my love? I told you how strong and virile you are, and this proves it.”

Looking at the writing for too long gives me a headache. Looking at any writing for too long does that. Numbers too. They seem so dumb and pointless when my cock is so fucking hard and ready to breed. I think about that all the time now, how fucking fertile my wife is. 

I know I’m not supposed to fuck her, for some dumb fucking reason, but it’s real hard to keep track of it. It has something to do with the servant girl, I forget her name. Ingrid calls her Dearie so I think that’s it, though it sounds like a nickname. Maybe her name is Dear? Dearianah? Some shit like that? 

Fuck it.

I stop thinking and just look at my wife’s tits. I push her against the island counter and she automatically starts stroking my cock up underneath her cleavage. She’s wearing a tight, form-fitting tank top and a tiny skirt.

“God, you’re so fucking big and strong, I told you, I told you...”

“Tell me again.”

Dearie is on the floor near us, cleaning up the fruits that Ingrid just casually knocked to the floor. She does that a lot, especially with sugary stuff. She likes watching the servant clean up after her. I put my foot on Dearie’s back to help me lean into Ingrid; I’m so heavy that Dearie quickly has trouble breathing on the floor. 

“Th-the lab...oh fuck, you’re just standing on her, ungh...god. The lab. I sent some of your sperm off and they said it’s the best in the city, maybe the whole region, and it was wasted on that barren hag.”

“Hag?” I grunt. She’s so fucking good with her hands. “What hag?”

Dearie, for some reason, whimpers and cries beneath me. I let off from stepping on her just a bit; I don’t want her in that much pain.

“It doesn’t really matter.”

Ingrid pushes my leg back down on Dearie and I’m frightfully close to cumming all over her tits. I did it this morning when I woke up, fucking her tits and spraying all over her gorgeous blonde face. Maybe I want Dearie in pain and maybe I don’t, but god it gets me going when Ingrid wants her to squeal.

But, just as we’re really about to get going, the doorbell rings. 

“Oh my god, she’s here!”

Ingrid rushes away—and I’m left momentarily in the kitchen with Dearie. I’m a bit dumbfounded. Ingrid never leaves me like this. Who is here? What could be more important than feeling and pleasuring my cock?

“Please, Frederick...”

Dearie grabs my pant leg. I’m wearing sweat pants. I wear those a lot lately; easy to discard for Ingrid’s blowjobs, which are constant. Like I deserve.

“The fuck?”

I push Dearie away with my leg. It’s not a kick, not really, just kind of shoving away, but she sprawls out all over the floor anyway. It’s really hard to judge my strength lately. 

“Hey, what makes you think you can touch me?” I laugh, kind of pissed and kind of amused. “You know Ingrid hates that.”

“P-please...my mind...” she sounds like she’s expiring from thirst. Her voice is so rough compared to Ingrid’s. “...please...I used to...we used to...”

“You used to do some fucking work around here,” I gesture at the picture-perfect kitchen. “Place is a mess. Clean something before Ingrid notices or she’ll put you back on the treadmill.”

Ingrid does her morning runs on the treadmill in five-inch heels and doesn’t understand why every woman can’t do the same. Of course Dearie is terrible at it; she’s terrible at everything. Ingrid dwarfs her in every aspect of being a woman. 

I walk to the front of the house to meet whoever came to the door, and have to stop for a moment from the instantaneous boner I sprout at the sight of her. 

She and Ingrid are wrapped in a loving embrace, kissing madly, their wedding rings sparkling on their fingers, their legs sliding up each other’s hips. Just by looking at bone structure and fitness, she’s a mirror image of Ingrid—just brunette instead of blond. But not the gross, greasy brunette that Dearie has devolved into. 

No, this is shining, bright, gloriously thick and sexy hair that I immediately want to shove my cock into and fuck. She’s wearing a tight, sheer white sundress. There’s no hiding in the white; every single inch of her perfect body is on display. 

“Oh my god,” the girl giggles, breaking off from Ingrid to stare at me. “Are you fucking kidding? I’m going to be bred by a fucking Hellball player? I get to be a cheerleader wife? Oh my god!”

She’s literally bouncing with excitement. Her tits are mesmerizing. I forgot I was wearing a Red team shirt. I smile and shake my head. 

“He doesn’t play,” says Ingrid. “But I keep telling him he’d be amazing at it. He’s so strong.”

“For serious?” says the brunette. “But...?”

She gestures at me. 

“I know,” says Ingrid. “Trust me. I’m working on it. He would fuck up so many Blues. He’s already maimed five at work.”

Five? No way it’s that few. It’s been at least three. Or...no...four? How does it...which number...

I’m having trouble concentrating. All I can really think about is the brunette’s tits in her sundress. I want to bury my face in them.  

“You’re hot and everything,” I say, “like really hot...” I smile as she obviously cums from the compliment. “...but who are you?”

Heidi looks at Ingrid like I’m joking and Ingrid shrugs and nods for her to say. 

“I’m Heidi. Your new wife?”

“New wife?”

“I had you sign those papers, my love.” Ingrid returns to my side. “Don’t you remember?”

Remembering is a tricky game these days. I do remember a pen in my hand a day or two ago, but I also remember Ingrid in a cheerleader’s outfit sucking me off around the same time. She was so sexy in that...

“God, he’s enormous. What’s he like inside you?” Heidi asks. My bulge is evident. She very quickly closes the distance between us and puts her hand on my barely-concealed cock. “How do you even take him in your pussy?”

Ingrid gulps slightly. She’s teary-eyed. 

“Is it that bad?”

“No.” Ingrid forces out a smile. “I’m sure it’s terrific. It’s just...”

Heidi puts her hands to her mouth. She’s shocked. 

“No.”

Ingrid nods. She’s clearly embarrassed. This is the first time I’ve ever seen her this way, and I’ve known her for years. I think?

“Tell me you’re joking,” says Heidi. “No way!”

Ingrid’s eyes roll upward; she’s holding back tears. I grip her harder. I don’t understand but I know I have to make it right; it’s my duty.

“We haven’t fucked, actually.”

Just as Ingrid’s admission passes her lips, two burly men in white coats pass through the front door and walk by us. They’re nearly as big as me. Ingrid doesn’t seem to mind, so I don’t either. They’re holding chains and a straitjacket. 

“You haven’t fucked him.” Heidi can’t believe it. “This guy. Right here.” She starts by pointing at my chest, jabbing her finger into my pec, and then quickly she’s massaging it. Girls can’t help themselves around me. “Your husband. You haven’t fucked him?”

Ingrid shakes her head no. She can’t even speak.

“What did you do? Oh my god, Ingrid. This is criminal. Look at him! He’s such a fucking hunk. How long has it been for you since a good lay, honey?” She looks at me with so much compassion and need. “Seriously. Answer me. I’m your wife and I deserve to know when you fucked last.”

I shrug. “I can’t say.”

“But...you’re so strong. So virile.” She pulls down my sweatpants neatly and easily. My cock is hard; it’s always hard. Always streaming hot precum. It immediately drips all over her expensive, tall leather heels. “Please, won’t you fuck one of us?” She shrugs herself out of her sundress, revealing her heavy, glorious tits. The nipples are dark and perfectly sized. “Unless you don’t want to fuck?”

The burly men pass again, this time on the way out, dragging Dearie. She struggles this way and that, gagged and bound, screaming through the ball in her mouth. For some reason, she’s looking at me; I barely pay attention. Heidi’s tits are heavenly and her hair is really something else. I push my hand through its silky, thick surface and give her a long kiss.

There’s a little cage on the back of the truck that takes Dearie away. She can see all of this happening through the open front door. 

The two girls guide me around. A lot happens in no time at all. The door shuts on Dearie and all the noise she was trying to make, and it’s just the three of us, a proper married group. My shirt disappears and I step out of my sweatpants entirely. 

The room closest to the entryway is the living room with the big couch. Heidi pushes me down on it and shoves her leaking tits into my mouth. I take them in, swallowing deeply, loving the taste of my beautiful new wife. Her taste is sweeter than Ingrid’s, a little more audacious and less refined. 

I suck and suck, and Heidi slips her cunt over my cock shaft. No penetration; just sliding her labia up and down and letting me feel the warm, slick surface of her perfect teenage pussy. 

“You should fuck Ingrid,” says Heidi. “You deserve it. Why deny yourself? Fuck your wife. Then fuck us both.”

She’s so right. Why deny myself? There’s no pleasure in that. There’s no duty in that. I need to breed Ingrid anyway. I’ve been really lax on my responsibilities. 

I’ve barely nodded my assent before Ingrid—no more skirt, no more top, just heels and her gorgeous bare body—slips on top of me and pushes Heidi to one side. 

Seconds later, she’s sliding down onto my cock, and I’m shoved deep inside her scintillating, moaning-hot body.

“Oh my god oh my fuck oh my fuck DaddyDaddyDaddyMasterDaddy...!”

Holy fuck. 

Fuck, that’s so good. I’m strong enough, and Ingrid is light enough, that bouncing her up and down is simplicity itself. She’s soon feeling the entirety of my shaft exiting and entering her brilliantly tight teenage virgin cunt nonstop. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Heidi coos in my ear, as Ingrid wraps herself even tighter around me. “You’re so strong. You’re such a virile stud. I can’t believe you resisted her for so long. But she’s fucking you now like you deserve. You’ll fill her up and give her babies, give her twins, give her triplets. You’ll be the perfect Party male. We’re so lucky to have you to vote for us, Daddy!”

Ingrid, who has been wanting this for so long, is not nearly as lucid. Her hips gyrate up and down, perfectly milking my cock as I push up into her tight body. Her hair flows everywhere and she begs for more. 

“DaddypleaseMasterpleaseHusbandpleasemyKingmyKINGMasterDaddyHusbandplease!”

She’s babbling and crying and cumming and doing it more and more with every passing second. It’s so fucking hot. And somehow making it even hotter is Heidi, who clearly loves how much Ingrid loves me, who wants so badly to be fucked by me, and yet also so badly wants to watch my first wife receive my cum. 

“Fuck,” I grunt. “You’re so hot. You’re both so fucking hot. I can’t believe you’re so...so t-tight!”

These perfect beautiful Trophy Wives are giving me everything I want. I have to give them what they want too—it’s my duty as their Husband. 

Groaning, gripping, I empty inside of Ingrid. My seed jets up inside of her and her eyes glow with orgasmic satisfaction. I cum so hard, every last shot is like another new penetration inside of her hammering into her g-spot. 

“I love you.” I really do. “I love you so much, babe.”

“I love you, Husband,” she whimpers back, kissing me deeply. “I love you so bad...”

Ingrid finally slows her gyrations on my cock but can’t stop herself entirely. I’m still hard, after all, and it’s her duty to be fucked by my hard cock.

“Master,” Heidi whimpers, pawing at my abs. “Would you please breed me next?”

* * * * *
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THREE MONTHS LATER, I’m fucking Heidi on top of the couch as I do pretty much every morning after Ingrid makes breakfast.

Heidi's heels have these strappy straps with diamonds on them and they keep clinking as I fuck her harder. I fucked her head all the way into the couch cushions and I think she might be having trouble breathing, which is pretty funny. Her tits are still out, red and hot from how I keep slapping them. 

Heidi, earlier, had been telling me about the big plans she had for the day, which included going to town for groceries and showing off how hot she was and how she could afford such beautiful, nice clothes and jewelry on account of being a wife of the best Hellball player in the world.

Of course, I had to fuck her to set her straight. 

This dumb bitch—I mean, she’s my wife, so excuse me—but this dumb broad thinks she can tell me what she’s going to do with her hot body all day long? That’s independent thought, and that’s dangerous in women. It hurts their ovaries; I know from the commercials they play every night. 

I pull Heidi out of the couch cushions and slap her a little just to let her know I love her. She smiles even though she's gasping for air.

“Thank you, Master.” She's still bright red. It's so hot to control her breathing like that. “Thank you so much for setting me straight.”

I nod and decide that's a good enough reminder. I use to build up my cums so much, but they're so easy and plentiful now and it's so much fucking fun to see what happens with a girl when she gets them. 

I empty inside of Heidi and leave her to the aftermath, watching—pleased—as she cums again and again to the sensation of my seed inside her hyper-fertile body. Her luxury dress is ruined, but it's okay—she's got dozens. 

Fuck, I’m such a stud. She should fucking know better than to get fucked by me and expect to do anything else today. She’ll be in diamond-studded lingerie in an hour, begging for my cock.

I don’t really go to work anymore. I think I used to be something called a cow tant? But I don’t know anything about cows or why you’d want to tant them.  

Once a week, the Hellball Reds fly me to the arena and I fuck up Greens or Blues or sometimes Greens AND Blues. Ingrid got me on the team. Or, I guess she called someone to pick me up and take me to the arena, and then I threatened to rip the coach's head off if he didn't let me play. He's a little guy, barely six foot six, so he did what I say. 

I don't train or practice with the team; I kept hurting other Reds. I didn't mean to; I'm just strong. I tried to be a good team player, but it gets me so fucking ANGRY when I see other people on MY field. 

During our games, they tend to just point me in a direction and back away. Ingrid and Heidi are on the cheerleading team, so mostly when I fuck a girl between plays it's one of them. Mostly. They're really good about holding down the cheerleading wives of other players, though. 

Most people can't seem to stop me from whatever I feel like doing in the middle of it, except maybe for Ingrid who manages to sweet talk me into whatever she wants. She's been floating the idea of running for office.  You know, like politics? She said I'd like it because then I could fuck up other countries the same way I fuck up pussies on the Hellball field. 

Sounds great!

Anyway, mostly I just breed for now. Hellball is good fun and hurting Greens and Blues makes me hard as a rock, but breeding is my important responsibility as a man. I've got to make more Reds for the Party. Knocking up Ingrid and Heidi, and keeping them fucked enough that they cum regularly, is my duty as man of the house. 

But, 'cause I'm so strong, every day or so, the city sends by another gorgeous babe from out of town and has me fuck her until she’s good and knocked up too. It usually only takes me once, but Ingrid and Heidi are good wives and really like to watch me fuck other girls while they hold them down so I fuck them for a solid twelve hours or so.

They don’t have to hold them down...but everyone’s happier when they do. 

Walking away from Heidi's cumming, spasming body, I can see straight out through the front window when a truck pulls up. Ingrid—she had been watching me fuck Heidi stupid, had even reminded me about how uppity Heidi was being with that whole “go into town” nonsense—chirps excitedly.

“Another breeder delivery?” I ask. “We just did one yesterday.”

“No, dear.” Ingrid's voice is calm and maternal. “This is different. Don’t you remember what I told you about this one?”

Kind of. Remembering stuff is what wives are for. Men are for action. 

“Servant girl. Good for fucking.”

“That’s right, my love. But remember, she’s barren, the poor dear, so be nice. She’s going to be able to fuck you when Heidi and I are too heavy with child, which you’ll make us all the time, because you’re so strong and virile. The Party wanted you to have a proper fucktoy.”

The doorbell rings. I open it with Ingrid at my side, softly and insistently grinding. Her baby bump so evident in her lacy white romper, tits lactating openly. 

The girl at the door is brunette and quite pretty. She looks maybe a little older than Ingrid. Her eyes flash with recognition at me for some reason.

“Hello, Sir,” the new servant says. “I’m so honored to please the most virile man alive. Thank you so much for allowing me to obey you.”

She has the right attitude, at least. Bitches who aren’t at wife level need to be super respectful toward a real alpha like me, or else they’re entering a whole world of pain. 

“Hel-lo, sweetheart. You're going to be a super good girl for your Master and me and Heidi, aren't you?”

She does not hesitate. “Absolutely. I'm so grateful to be in your service. I just want to make you happy. It's all I want. I want to spend the rest of my life making it up for you, how much mercy you have shown me.”

Ingrid kisses her on the lips long and hot. She's genuinely enjoying herself. “Such a good girl,” she whispers at last. “I want us to be the best of friends, yes?”

The girl nods enthusiastically. 

“Yes, Ma'am. And I won't forget my place. Not ever.”

I take her by the jaw, turning her this way and that. Ingrid's saliva slides off her lips and down onto my fingers. She’s thin, busty, and beautiful—in other words, a real woman. Too bad about her not being able to be knocked up, but fuck it—I’m the most virile man in the city, I can probably fix that. My seed is powerful.

“What’s your name, gorgeous?”

“I-it’s Joan, Master,” she whispers. “My name is Joan.”

Ingrid pushes her down onto her knees. “I want to break her in, darling. See if she’s up to snuff. What do you think?”

I smile as Ingrid pulls out my cock and starts sliding it across Joan’s high cheekbones. 

I love my wife.

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative – Good Girl
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I haven’t been home in over a year, but I’m already unhappy when my cab turns up into the long, wooded drive of my father’s estate. I’m unhappy just to be in this backwards, patriarchal country. 

Stepping out of the stink-infested, grime-heavy cab, I want to be able to breath a little easier. The air is sweeter outside, of course, and feels good on my smooth, young skin, but nonetheless I feel thoroughly stifled. In this country, just because I’m a girl—and a beautiful girl no less—I’m a second-class citizen. 

It’s bad enough that I had to suffer through the cab driver ogling me the whole ride from the airport and even offering to touch and move my bags for me like it’s the nineteenth century. I’m an independent woman and I’m obviously more fit than his geriatric, obese self. 

But no, on top of that, he felt fit to undress me with his eyes during the ride, like as if the daughter of a fucking millionaire would ever stoop to ever once do more than just courteously say hello to him. He ate nacho fries as he drove; what a fucking slob. 

With the car finally stopped in front of the house on the circular drive, I grab everything myself before he even has a chance to offer. In truth, I run away from him, and I don’t care if his eyes are certainly memorizing my curves in my revealing outfit—the too-tight pale blue sweater that bares my utterly toned midriff, the ultra-tight dark leggings, and the heels that were the only kind of footwear I was allowed to bring with me on the plane. His ugliness scares me; ugly people in this country think they deserve things now and it disgusts me. 

I’m beautiful enough to look deeply friendly—people are always fooled by pretty faces—but this is no sympathy-for-the-poor tale. I fucking love being rich. 

My family’s wealth is probably the only reason I haven’t been snatched up the by the Party’s red vans and “bimbofied” like half the girls with whom I went to my first two years of college. The only other way you avoid the red vans is by being married already, like the other half of my friends, and I’m hardly going to do that when I’m a fully-fledged lesbian. God knows enough guys have propositioned me, some even knowing I’m only into girls, just asking me to “try it out.” 

Come on, more than one has said. It’s not like you can marry a girl back home anyway. 

The wild growth spurt in the last two months or so hasn’t helped me stay under the radar. My tits have grown three cup sizes up to a gravity-defying 36E, my previously unmanageable hair has become a brilliantly sexy mess of feathered waves from doing nothing to it (I can actually, literally say “I woke up this way” when I look picture-perfect and mean it truthfully, for real), and I’ve even grown about four inches. I was always beautiful—but now I’m a fucking bombshell. If I didn’t carefully manage my make-up, I’d probably look like one of the porn star wives that now populate this country.

My tall, long body sports lean limbs that won’t add mass no matter how much weightlifting I do—I was on the competitive lifting team in high school before girls’ sports were shut down—and my ass is a fucking shelf that you could stack cinder blocks on. 

Did I mention I’m rich, too? I’m a fucking catch. I’m just not interested in you; I’m reserved for myself. 

Who am I supposed to trust when all the girls I knew from home were brainwashed into being menial servants or cock-hungry fuckslaves?

It’s been painfully hard since my growth spurt to find clothes that fit, and most of them I could only buy from back home—but the tariffs were insane and I refuse to buy anything that supports the fucking fascists in this country. Most of them own the companies—all the companies, including the clothing companies—so I’ve been wearing foreign-made ultra-tiny tops, skirts, and dresses that make my garishly sexy body look even more outlandishly hot. 

I’m a little old for such growth spurts, twenty years old last Tuesday, but the doctor I went to see—between more ogling and fondling, christ what a jackass he was—noted that such spurts weren’t uncommon and in fact were somehow more common over the past year or so. He said he had seen other such cases, and gave me a prescription for some special vitamins to make sure my body and gut biome were healthy during the changes. 

I wish the pills hadn’t run out—just this morning in fact—as I’m not sure I’ll be able to find the same prescription here. 

The cab driver doesn’t come after me or ask me for a tip, seeming to sense how unwelcome he is. This is a wealthy area and I’m the wealthiest girl in it. I could have him arrested for vagrancy if I wanted. 

Of course I wouldn’t, that would make me no better than my fascist father, but it does feel good knowing that I could. It’s not like power is widely available for females here anymore. 

Our house is the largest in miles, and that’s saying something. On the way in, I saw how they’ve been bulldozing smaller houses—even suburban houses—to make room for larger and larger mega-mansions featuring several swimming pools and hot tubs and sports fields and all of that sort of thing. Anything to put a woman in a hot situation so they could be ogled by the growing minority of rich landowners. The less-than-super-rich have been relegated further and further into the city, many of them moving into hastily-built high-rises that already look like they’re on their last legs. 

I won’t lie—knowing that I’m protected from that kind of sudden twist of fate due to my family’s wealth, almost certainly gained via ill-gotten means—makes me feel warm and secure inside. 

The main house stands grand and imposing, a three-story white stone building with a wide veranda stretching out along the length of the front. Thick columns are decorated with ornate engravings, and the windows glow with the soft light of the interior.

Behind the house, a formal garden is laid out in neat rows, with a fountain at its center. The fountain splashes in a gentle rhythm, and the trees sway in the gentle breeze. Roses of every hue line the beds, and the scent of lilies fills the air.

To the side of the garden, a large pool glimmers in the fading light. The water is crystal clear, and the pool's edge is decorated with a border of marble tiles. From the pool, a wide stone path leads to a magnificent old gazebo, its white latticework and intricate woodwork standing in stately beauty.

Tall brick walls frame the estate, and beyond them, a beautiful countryside stretches into view—countryside that, only a few years ago, was full of middle-class homes. I’m not sure if it was Father who had them destroyed, but they are gone now in the name of “conservation.” Rolling hills and green fields are dotted with the occasional tree in the distance. The sky is a deep, rich blue, and the air is fresh and inviting.

All around, there's magnificent beauty. But within lies an even greater beauty — grand old buildings and magnificent halls, richly appointed rooms and well-tended gardens. It's as if a piece of old England has been transported to the modern world — a timeless dream of luxury and privilege. 

I crack open the front door and barely peek my head in.

“Hello!” 

I say it another two or three times, louder with each successive attempt. The door isn’t locked; crime is almost non-existent in this region thanks to the red vans picking up nearly every vagrant for “repurposing” for any kind of minor transgressions. And of course, vagrancy is a vague term with wider and wider applications.

I read in the papers overseas that a woman had been sent to a Repurposing Facility for stealing a mitten—just the one—from a convenience store. The store owner was sent away as well, for negligently allowing a criminal to steal and for their “lack of charity” making stealing necessary in the first place. 

“I’m home! Hello?”

I am as loud as possible, rather hoping to avoid seeing what I’m sure is happening.

I’m not stupid, all right? I was educated in the best schools in this country before it was illegal for me to go there, and then my adopted Father sent me away overseas to continue my education so I wouldn’t be interfered with and so, in his words, I could be a quality “representative of the family legacy.” 

I wouldn’t even be back here if it wasn’t that he threatened my monthly allowance if I didn’t come for the wedding celebration between him and his new Trophy Wife, Helena.

Not the wedding; not the reception; the wedding celebration. Marriages are all done by paperwork—wives assigned through supercomputers that know which man is the most virile and which Trophy Wife needs the most seed and so on. So a man and wife will be married for weeks or even months before the celebration, I assume to train the Trophy Wife well enough that she isn’t sucking him off in public or anything else similarly crass.

I know what Trophy Wives are, okay? Not stupid. I know what the Trophy Wife Initiative is all about. I know they train perfectly innocent women into becoming murderously possessive, harem-craving, refined, elegant fuckdolls who eagerly, earnest obey every sexual need of their husbands. 

I know that Trophy Wives have plenty of “independent thought” that make them corrupt their husbands into wanting sex all the time through some combination of chemicals and pheromones; and I also know that my father was consulted about their creation and categorically refused to be involved because of his love for my adopted mother, Lucilla. 

And so, of course, I know now that somehow he was gotten to, and that everything has changed. 

My mother wrote me letters detailing almost all of this, of course, and also explained that she was leaving him and the country before he had the chance to send her off via the red vans. I’m sad that I won’t see her for a long time, if ever, but I understand her position completely. She advised me to come back here, take Father for all the money he had, and then flee the country just like her.

All I have to do is survive through this party they’re throwing to celebrate the union, sweet talk my horrible pig of a father, and that will be that—I’ll be safe, free from this foul country, and with plenty of money to support me in whatever I need to do. 

So I shout another time that I’m home because I absolutely do not want to walk in on whatever suckjob blowfest my father is enjoying in his new morally-bankrupt life with his red hot Trophy Wife. 

Finally, as I wait in the marble-floored entryway, I hear a door open and close upstairs and footsteps approaching down the considerable stairwell. Soon after, I see my father with my new mother-in-law hanging lovingly on his arm.

“Emilia!” Father exclaims when he sees me. “It’s so lovely to see you.”

Gregory Vandermont modeled himself after late nineteenth captains of industry and that’s how he appears and dresses. Suits over a big, burly frame capped off with out-of-time hair and a heavy mustache. He is buttoning up his shirt and straightening his jacket; I roll my eyes. So obvious.

He’s a hard, stern man who has always had a soft spot for me, as I was his only child. He could have adopted more, but he always said I was more than enough. 

I only found out in recent years that my mother basically hated raising a child, even if she was okay with me personally, and that she was the main reason he never had more kids. 

On his arm, of course, is Helena, his Trophy Wife. I have to take several moments to let my jaw somehow pick itself up off the floor. 

I’ve seen all the Trophy Wives before, naturally. They’re on the news. One is the First Lady. They’re regularly on talk shows discussing the glory of the party and the natural order of the world with men in charge. They’re bright, smiling, usually blonde, and so polished they remind me of sports cars coming off the production line. 

Honestly? It’s not my thing. 

I’m more attracted to butch girls, with almost no exception save the occasional celebrity. There was a giant expose’ from a news outlet overseas (they later redacted the story; you can guess why) that showed off and interviewed like ten different wives. They’re all different flavors, but they are as a rule busty, puffy-lipped, thin, long-haired, and effortlessly sexy. Kind of like me, except without a brain and with a giant empty-brain-sized necessity for cumming and cock. 

Each girl in the piece was beautiful and classy, someone you could “take home to mom” (except your mom is also being shuffled off to be Repurposed, surprise!), and would easily take up space on the silver screen without anyone batting an eye. They are, without exception, like magazine covers come to life. Their genes are photo-shopped.

Helena is all of these things, of course. But she’s also something much, much more. She’s taller than the other girls I’ve seen, that’s for sure. She looks like another species from them, like another species from human. Her skin is alabaster pale and flawlessly shiny and vibrant. Thick black hair cradles her angelic face in heavy, perfectly-shaped waves of midnight. She is wearing the fuck out of an expensive designer minidress, an erotic take on the floral 1950s housewife dresses that cuts off mid-thigh and offers a bountiful view of her glorious cleavage. It hangs off one delicate shoulder, not quite recovering yet from whatever she was doing with my father moments ago.

Both of them absolutely reek of sex, a miasma of heavy virility and fertility flowing off of them like fumes from a chemical vat. A wave of instant, heavy, heady love and lust hit me. 

Looking at Helena. Her perfectly arranged hair. The length of her neck and the gorgeous swell of her tits.

I want her. I want my father’s new wife; I want her for myself. I want to take a hundred photos of her and rush off to the nearest bathroom and finger myself stupid until I can’t even think of something that isn’t her glorious tits in that dress. 

She’s so hot it’s hard to think. The abruptness of the difficulty, all by itself, stuns me. I think fast, often, and spectacularly—but instead that’s how I want to lick Helena’s pussy. My father, his face flushing as he looks at me in my tight, tiny outfit and his bulge obviously growing as he eyes my over-developed form, must be feeling the effects of Helena’s closeness as well. It’s not like he could be attracted to me. That would be perverted.

She escapes from my father’s grasp and greets me with a long, happy hug. 

“I’m so happy to meet you,” she says. Her voice is wrapped in a soft, exotic accent. “I know this must be such a strange new time for you, but I want you to know I’ve been perfectly trained to acclimate to your needs and do whatever I can to ensure that we’re one big, happy family.”

In addition to all the infatuation and arousal, her touch stirs up something buried in me long ago. A filial need, longing to be cradled in her maternal warmth. My own mother, who I never knew, and then replaced by a mother who didn’t want me. 

Helena wants me there. I shudder in her arms and eagerly, warmly, return her affection. I can’t help it. The resistance, the coldness I had been building up for days in anticipation of this meeting melts before her beauty and earnest care—and obvious sex appeal.

When she steps away, I’m still speechless, just looking her up and down. Aching to be held again by those beautiful arms into that gorgeous bust. My father has a hard-on and it’s difficult not to notice. I would have a fucking hard-on if I had a dick; Helena is a living smokeshow. 

I want to disagree, argue, gather my thoughts. I had so many arguments ready. 

One big happy family? You mean indoctrinate me to your cause? I’m not going to hang with you freaks at all; I’m here for money and that’s it, and if you won’t pay me, then I’m not going to that party that means so much to you.

Instead I nod dumbly, staring at Helena’s exposed, glimmering collarbones and licking my lips. 

“Sure,” I say softly. “One big happy family.”

“Oh Daddy,” Helena squeals, clapping her hands. “I told you she would be receptive!”

Helena kisses Father happily. His hand rides up her brief dress and squeezes her ass. They have no shame, no indications at all that any of this is inappropriate. They’ve gone fully native in the two months or so of their marriage. 

After a moment of intense, teenage-passion-level kissing, Helena withdraws, delivering soft kisses as she does along his chin to tide Father over until she inevitably returns to his side and looks at me with unrestrained lust. 

“I’m so sorry. Is it all right that I call him Daddy?” her hand goes to his crotch. “He rather loves it. You can still call him Daddy as well. I won’t mind.” His cock bulges and throbs as she squeezes and strokes it. “He won’t mind either. Your father is so strong and powerful...he knows just how to handle good girls like us.”

I watch his obviously-incredibly-large cock continue to throb beneath her grip. There’s a precum stain growing before my eyes. Words arrive in my head:

That’s insane, you fucking bitch. You miserable homewrecking demon! Succubus! Get the fuck out of my sight!

Instead, though, I just stare at her grip, his big fat Daddy cock, and feel my body flush with erotic heat. 

My only verbal response is a knee-buckling giggle and a slow, simple curtsey.

* * * * *
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MY ROOM IS HOW I LEFT it. It is furnished tastefully with antiques and art pieces from a bygone era, Persian rugs laying atop deep-brown wooden floors and heavy velvet curtains hanging from floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the estate. A massive fireplace occupies one corner of the room, its dancing flames providing warmth against the chill outside air.

The furniture is luxurious, like I deserve, decorated with elaborate carvings, brass fittings and fine fabrics in deep jewel tones. My amazing bed stands in one corner with high posts topped by thick velvet curtains hung from them like a canopy. Beside it is an antique dressing table made out of dark mahogany wood with delicate filigree details all along its edge. A tall mirror framed by etched gold sits atop it, reflecting the soft light from around the room. 

To one side is a tall bookcase filled with books both old and new; I have read some of them on long summer days spent lounging on the veranda or basking in the sun by the pool, though I don’t think I could tell you anything about them now. They’re mostly about poor people’s problems, and who fucking cares, right?

It takes an hour or so, but my thoughts return to basically normal—though obviously I still think Helena is a complete hottie—after I completely sequestered myself to my room. Of course, I left my bags downstairs to make Helena bring them up—that’s her duty, isn’t it?—and actively tried to drown out the deluge of sexual energy I felt with very loud music in my headphones. 

And Helena did, in fact, bring my bags up. Took her a few minutes longer than I would have liked. I thanked her like I would thank the help, without looking at her. Already I am getting wise to her Trophy Wife ways. There is something about looking at these genetically-altered beings, these franken-sexy sirens, that fucks up your brain.

The music thumping hard into my ears also helps to keep my head clear. That way I don’t hear her voice, and it distracts me from her sweet, hot, erotic, amazing, ohfuckIjustwanttofingermyselfstupid scent.

Ugh. It’s only just hitting me how hard this is going to be, but I am hopeful. 

I like this music deluge plan. This also allows me to skip dinner—which I often do anyway—and try to focus on some homework from school while I’m away. I only got clearance to skip about a week of classes, and I’m due back by next Friday. I’m hoping my time without my extra prescription of vitamins doesn’t hit me too hard. 

When night comes, the moaning starts, of course. Sex between my father and my new stepmother is very loud and passionate. She is insistent on loudly calling him Daddy, as well as King and God and Lord and all that kind of thing. I hear them every time I slip off my headphones, and sometimes when I have them on.

It’s so completely grossly hetero, I can’t stand it. I know they’re not in the room next door—that’s just a guest room, and the master bedroom is way down the hall—but it really sounds like they’re next door. Especially when the walls shake and I can hear my father’s heavy, guttural breathing as he fucks his Trophy Wife.

My headphones, dying, beep sadly as the moans, groans, and orgasm-laced screams of my Father and his Trophy Wife fill my brain. 

Of course, I had prepared myself for the loud sounds of their fucking. The headphones, of course, plus some ear plugs in case I couldn’t sleep with the music going.  

But I can’t find my ear plugs in my bag, and I don’t know where my charging cord went for my battery-dead headphones. I am sure I had put them right there in the front pocket of my bag, but I’ve been known to mispack before, so who knows. 

I sit on top of my bed—Helena’s awful, amazing, terrible, heavenly scent suddenly feeling more present—and calmly touch my sopping-wet cunt as I try to think. It’s hard for me to think. It’s been hard all day while I tried to work on homework. I thought it was just the music—but now my headphones are totally dead and all I can hear are my parents fucking and I’m so wet and I wish I knew what to do with how hard it is to think when I’m just a girl.

Their fucking continues. 

God, they can really go at it. Helena doesn’t surprise me, but my Daddy—my Father, I mean—must be so strong to fuck her for so long. So strong and hard. Powerful. My powerful, strong, hard Daddy. 

Father, I mean. 

I try to distract myself with a little exercise—it’s so easy for me to do really intense bodyweight sessions ever since my growth spurt, and the effortless toning of my body means that I can do it for hours—but there’s a problem with this I only remember after I already change into my too-small sports bra and spandex shorts and do about fifteen hard minutes of circuit training between squats and burpees and pull ups.

Working out gets my blood up, and lately, that means I get aroused. My nipples become erect, my lips get wet, my pussy moistens, and all I can think about is jamming my fingers into my silly soaking good girl little cunt. 

And so now I’m really, aggressively horny and all I can hear is my father fucking his gorgeous, gorgeous, motherfucking gorgeous new wife and now she’s all I can think about too. 

There’s a long mirror near my door. My hair is done up in a high pony and I can see my sweating, flustered, flushed face. My midriff exposed, baring the flat tummy and delicious washboard I’ve done practically nothing to cultivate. Heavy cleavage bouncing from every slight movement, bursting from the spandex with each breath. I’m so tall and thin now. 

Honestly, I look a little like Helena these days.

It’s an absurd thought. Helena is a Trophy Wife. We’re nothing alike. 

But the thought makes me whimper and my fingers reach at a nipple, and an explosion of lust crowds my head. 

We could be sisters.

I moan. My fingers push up the spandex of my shorts, reaching toward my cunt from underneath.

Or mother and daughter.

I have to get out of here. My fucking reflection is making me hot now. 

I leave the room, and the fucking gets louder. Maybe they are next door. But that doesn’t make sense. Why would my Daddy fuck my Mommy right next door to me where I can hear it so well?

I try to think. It’s so hard for girls. Wet, simpering, whimpering girls with hot cunts and a hotter Helena-Mommy. 

The wine cellar? Surely there’s enough insulation there to keep me safe from their passions. Yes.

I rush down the long stairwell, not even caring about the sound I make as my steps echo through the tall entry. Then I make a mad rush to the kitchen—scampering through the long hallways of the house like I’m trying to outrun something, though I couldn’t tell you what—and find the door to the cellar.

Once there, the door safely shut, the airtight space of the cellar with its special homeostatic temperature-controlled air circulation ceases all the lovemaking noises entirely. 

I take a breath. I try to relax. 

But...

But there’s a new noise I hear. It’s kind of like a buzzing, kind of like a rhythmic club beat. I’m drawn to it almost uncontrollably; it makes my pussy quiver with each new beat and bop and blip. 

I investigate. I can’t not investigate. 

Down the stairs, across the many rows of ancient wines, and there in the corner is some kind of...device.

Tall, metal, filled with tubes and bristling with bright lights. It looks almost like some kind of cybernetic throne. 

I’m so intrigued by it; I can’t look away. And I’m so horny. And something tells me...something...something tells me that...that...

Being horny will be so much easier if I investigate this fully.

That sounds nice. I’d like it to be easier to be this horny. It’s been so hard, so hard, hard like Daddy’s cock, and—

No. Wait. What?

I shake my head. My thoughts are so full of lusty, musky cobwebs. It’s so hard to just focus.

There’s a helmet in my hands, connected to the throne machine with several cords. I’m not sure how I picked it up or when, but it doesn’t feel like I should think too hard about it. I turn the helmet this way and that, investigating like I’m supposed to. 

What’s that inside the helmet? 

It’s just lights. Spirals. Spiraling lights. I look closer. I know I’m supposed to figure this out.

They’re so pretty. Pretty lights. Pretty spirals. I’m so pretty. I’m so fucking pretty, just like the lights. We have so much in common. I should just see how it fits. Just a little, just the once. Just see if—

* * * * *
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“AGAIN, THANK YOU so much for agreeing to come with me,” says Helena. “You can see I badly need to get some vitamin D. Daddy says he loves how snow white I am, but all the other girls in town are so...vivacious, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, Mommy, of course.” 

I answer automatically, but I’m heavily disoriented. Helena takes my hand and pulls me through the door to the back yard, which is more like a back park because Daddy is fucking rich as hell. I’m a spoiled rich girl who gets whatever she wants, and Daddy loves me that way. He got his girls a giant estate so we can flounce about in tight, hot bikinis and such and never feel the eyes of other men on us—only Daddy’s. Just like I wanted.

Right?

The sunlight disorients me more. Mommy—no, no, Helena—Helena shoves a pair of sunglasses over my eyes. Protecting me like a good Mommy. Mom. Mother. Stepmother, fucking christ, I mean, Trophy Wife impostor of a person!

An impostor who is super hot and who I look at and feel my heart completely tug out of my chest. She’s wearing a tiny black string bikini trimmed with gold. It hugs her ass just so, making my mouth water. 

How did I get here? I was just downstairs and it was the late evening. Now it’s the middle of the day, judging by the sun, and I’m...I’m—

I’m wearing a bikini too? 

I see my reflection in the window of our massive home, Helena and I standing together. We’re wearing the same bikini. I wear it almost as well as she does, only she’s longer, bustier, and tighter than I am—but only by fractions. I stand up taller, instinctively feeling myself compared to her by invisible forces. 

“Oh, yes,” she says, noticing too. “Don’t we look smashing together? Mother and daughter, together at last. Just how Daddy likes it. Isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Fuck you!

That’s mostly directed at me. Why can’t I disagree with her? Why do I keep calling her Mommy?

And why—fucking why—does it make my cunt pulse with so much endlessly hot arousal to do exactly all of that?

Helena tugs on my hand and I follow obediently, all the while wishing I could move my body in any direction that wasn’t one that she chose. 

After a minute or two of walking the trail in the rear of the estate, we crest the edge of the tall azalea trees planted just four years ago and come to the swimming pool. It’s a large pool with a heavy granite walkway around it. Four other beautiful women are all already there, sitting on pool chairs and chatting happily. There are two blondes, a redhead, and a shorter Asian girl who are all obviously Trophy Wives. 

“Oh, it’s Helena!” says the redhead. “Hello, my love! Who is that with you? Is that your daughter?”

We come closer and sit down across from them, everyone on their own chair. She introduces me to Trisha the redhead, blondes Darla and Edna, and the dark-haired Myra. 

Helena nods and smiles merrily as she talks. “It is! We just met yesterday but we’re already getting along famously. She let me dress her this morning after a lovely, agreeable breakfast. Didn’t you, darling?”

This is preposterous. Helena didn’t dress me. Who did dress me, though? Was it me, and she’s taking credit? Or maybe—

“Yes, Mommy.”

The answer comes more quickly than my thoughts can keep up. I’m so slow lately. I’m a molasses train on wet sugar wheels, and my voice is kind of empty, kind of passionate, kind of breathy. I sound like the Trophy Wives from the interviews I saw. Of course I know that’s ridiculous, you have to go to a Repurposing Center to become a Trophy Wife, and I certainly haven’t. 

“That’s so lovely,” says the Asian girl, Myra, in a voice just like mine. “Isn’t it wonderful being part of a family? I can’t wait to have daughters of my own some day.”

“That’s if Harry will allow it!” giggles one of the blondes. “I know he wants sons from me.”

It takes me a moment to realize that she means the two of them are the wives of the same man. Was that allowed? I could have sworn there was some kind of statute against polyamory, but then, I haven’t kept up with all of that lately. 

School is so hard. 

Learning is hard. Thinking is hard. The sun is so bright and shiny and I just have to lay down while they chat. I should quit school. It’s hard, and my body and brain were made to be soft—except for where my muscles are hard and firm to stand up to a man’s attention, of course.

All I want to do is have my brain shut off. The sun isn’t helping. The sunglasses are actually hurting my eyes more than the sun is. I keep trying to take them off, but every time my fingers come up to do it, I remember something terribly important—like how big Daddy’s Cock is, or how pretty Helena is, or that I’m just a stupid girl and don’t get to decide if I wear sunglasses or not...

Occasionally the other women—girls, excuse me—giggle about how I’m not paying attention, but I am paying attention. It’s just not to them. 

It’s to my cunt. My shining, beautiful, sexy little pussy and how needy it is, how desperately it needs to be filled. It’s really loud and it makes anything else so hard. Idly, my fingers slide over the top of my swimsuit bottom. 

At first, I try to be secretive. 

Then I notice how Trisha, Darla, Edna, Myra, and Helena are all fingering themselves too.

They’re not overt about it like porn stars or camgirls. But as they sit and chat about their husbands, they casually finger their happy cunts, moans and throaty groans stitched between their words. 

“Oh yes,” says Helena, fingers sliding in and out of her wet pussy. “Gregory is so strong and able. He can do anything. I’m so happy to have him as my husband. I can’t believe how lucky I am, constantly.”

“Yes,” says Trisha, thumbing her clit. “We know just what you mean. We talk about it every day, don’t we girls? We’re just so lucky to belong to Harry. We can’t believe how well he can fuck all four of us, and he’s talking about adding a fifth.”

“That’s so unbelievably wonderful for you.” Helena repositions herself so she can grind her hips into her fingers at the same time she shoves her index and middle finger up her tight cunt. “I want to fuck Gregory with other girls. I want to watch him fuck them, help him hold them down. He says he wants someone younger for his next conquest, and I think I have just the right girl in mind.”

They all look at me and giggle, their beautiful array of tits bouncing happily. I don’t know what the joke is but it seems above the paygrade of a pretty, young girl like me. I’m just supposed to sit and watch these wives be happy, eager wives so that one day I can know my place and—

No.

No, that’s wrong. This is—this is all wrong. I’m so horny I can barely think.

I stand up quickly. All the fingering has gone straight to my head, and I sway on my tall heels, dizzy from the blood rush. 

“Is everything all right, sweetheart?” Helena’s concern sounds genuine; she’s such a good Mommy.

“Yes. No.” I shake my head. “I don’t know. I just need...I need...”

The urge to cum overwhelms almost everything else in my body. I sway as fast I can to the house, needing privacy, only half-aware that my bodacious body in this tiny bikini bounces my big boobies with every step. Anyone watching would get quite an eyeful. Is Daddy watching? I hope he is.

No, that’s wrong.

That’s wrong because...because...

Because I don’t want him to watch.

Right! Yes. I want him to feel me in this bikini, not just watch me. Yes, of course that’s it. 

God, I have to cum so fucking bad.

Inside, I immediately rush to the nearest bathroom—but right across from it, the door to the cellar is open. 

That’s odd. 

The lights of the throne-helmet machine are visible; I can see them dancing in the shadows. I remember some of what happened last night, the thrumming, the need, the kneeling, the chanting...

By the time the molasses of my thoughts forms the phrase it can’t hurt to investigate, I’m already all the way down the stairs and looking at the machine. It’s so bright and tall. Strong and capable, just like Daddy. I wonder what would happen if I pick up the helmet again? I just need to remember—

* * * * *
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“FUCK ME, DADDY!” HELENA moans. “Fuck me, yes! Just like that! Fuck me harder! You’re so good! You’re so good. How are you so good at fucking me?”

My fingers are jammed hard up my cunt, fucking myself furiously as I watch Daddy fuck my Helena-Mommy over the kitchen table. She's bent over forward, elbows on the table. 

She’s so right. He’s so good at it. His pants are down around his ankles and Mommy’s spectacular, shiny-elegant gala dress is pulled all the way up, so I can see everything about his penetration. His cock is enormous, mouth-wateringly huge, and it swells Mommy’s tiny cunt every time he thrusts into her.

I’m hiding, I realize. It’s so hard to remember how I got here, so hard to remember that—

I don’t need to remember. 

Right, of course, I don’t need to remember. I just need to know that I’m hiding in this doorway, audibly gasping and moaning about five feet away from my father as he fucks my new Mommy as hard as he ever has. 

I’m being so stealthy; there’s no way they know I’m here. 

Even when Helena winks at me and tells him, “Fuck me while our daughter watches, darling!” I’m sure it’s just dirty talk. 

I’m too smart to like, hide poorly or something. I would have thought about all the angles. Thinking good is totally my strong suit.

Daddy looks so strong in his suit while he fucks my Mommy. I want to wear a suit made out of his cum. 

I can tell when he’s getting ultra close to cumming because he takes Mommy by the throat and hugs her close into his body. Helena is tall, but preciously thin and tiny otherwise, and Daddy is bulky. Built thick like a 1930s weight lifter. He’s making her feel how much bigger he is than her, how he could toss her around to every room of the house if he wanted. 

This whole time, Helena is cumming. Every passionate, just-about-to-cum thrust from her Husband sets off another in a chain of mind-blowing orgasms, leaving her formerly regal elegance a blubbering, passionate, drooling mess of lust and worship.

"I love you!" Her accented voice tinged with madness. "I love you, Husband! My King! My Glorious King!"

I’m cumming too, hugging the doorframe and not caring that I’m moaning so loud they can surely hear me. 

And finally, grasping and grunting, Daddy cums inside of Helena. 

"Yes!" she moans for him. "Make me pregnant! Give me twins! Give me triplets! Make me whole! Breed me, Master!"

It's beautiful. Panting, his face flushed with intensity, he must be filling her with an incredible load. As he pulls out, squeezing Helena's tits along the way, he sprays more hot seed all along her tightly muscled back.

Helena rolls on the table, collapsing in on herself under wave after wave of pleasure. Her hands slide over his neck and she thanks him for the blessing and honor of his masculine seed. 

"You honor me, Husband," she whimpers tearfully. "You honor me again. I am so lucky..."

I feel like I’m witnessing something more than just a sexual act—like I’ve walked into a sacred ritual, an ancient ceremony between two people who love each other deeply. It overwhelms me so much that I have to hold myself steady against the door frame as tears stream down my face.

Daddy looks so proud and satisfied. He kisses Mommy deeply, as if congratulating himself on a job well done, and gropes her constantly while she re-arranges her dress. 

As he fucked her, the dress was just something to grab onto and twist. Another way to contort and control her body. But now I can see it’s deeply sexy and elegant; like they’re going to some kind of gala.

Maybe their celebration?

But it couldn’t be. That’s at the end of the week, and I just got here yesterday. 

Nonetheless, I am dressed in the frumpy, ill-fitting dress I had all picked out to wear to the event. I’m wearing it in protest, for some reason? It was something about like, not supporting the pairing.

But that’s so stupid. So silly and stupid just like I always am. Helena makes Daddy so happy, how could I not support them? And even if I didn’t support it, what would that have to do with anything? I know my proper place is just to sit and look pretty so Daddy can let others admire his prize of a daughter. 

Finally, he slides away of Helena and turns to me, my fingers still caught inside my twitching snatch, giving me a knowing smile that makes my heart swell with admiration for this man who I know is my father in every way except for blood.

Open, eager lust is etched on his face for me, his proud Daddy Cock still hard somehow despite fucking dreamy dreamgirl Helena so hard. He's hard because of me, looking at me, his daughter. Hard like a real man ought to be when looking at his hot, eye-candy prize of a daughter. 

He nods to Helena, muttering something about "fixing it."

Nodding sagely, Helena approaches me with a hot Mommy smile.

“Now,” she says. “We have to change that dress of yours.”

“We...we do?” I look down at myself. “But...” I shake my head. Trying to resist. “No, Mommy. I picked it out myself, a-an-and Daddy said that—”

She grabs a small device from the kitchen counter. It looks like the metal bones of a helmet. She puts it on top of my head, patiently adjusting it until my head starts sloshing with lustful obedience.

“Shush now.”

Deep, happy thrums cycle in my brain. I'm so lucky to be here. So lucky to belong to my Daddy. My Daddy is so handsome and perfect. I love his Cock most of all. I'm so lucky I'm a virgin just for him.

“Shushhhh...”

My voice is pink-tinged lust-coated sludge, just like my thoughts.

Daddy walks over, looking in my blank eyes for a moment. “Does this mean we can finally get that thing out of the cellar?”

“She needs a few more solid cooks for total Repurposing,” says Helena. “But this maintenance model is the same kind I use. She’ll be perfect for You tonight, Master, and this should be all she needs within a week. Is that all right, my love?”

Her voice is much different than how it is when she knows I’m listening. She’s cool and officious, but also seductive. She slides into Daddy’s body, wrapping her arms around his neck and head while both of them face me. His hands grope her heavy tits and I can tell his thick, hard cock is sliding into the delicate musculature of her back where his seed is still fresh and liquid on her skin. 

“That will do,” he says. “Get her out of that hideous dress. I want to show my girls off tonight.”

Oh, that sounds so exciting. I’m a good girl, and I know I’m built for showing off, and Daddy—

* * * * *
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—DADDY FEELS ME UP THROUGH the flimsy material of my bright white skirt, his hand crawling over my taut, heart-shaped ass as he talks to some important-looking man in a suit.

I can just make out a glimpse of the grand ballroom we’re in. The walls are paneled with expensive mahogany, the floor is decorated with an intricate mosaic of deep burgundy tiles, and the crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling like a diamond tear drop. Everywhere there are ornately carved furniture pieces trimmed in gold leaf, vases full of fresh flowers, and paintings depicting scenes from classical mythology. 

Even the air itself is lit up by the bright sparkle of tiny little diamonds that hang on strands all around us. Waiters dressed in fancy Party uniforms walk by carrying trays full of drinks for guests to enjoy. Everywhere I look there is warmth, light, and beauty all around me—a shining oasis amidst a sea of darkness outside. I feel like such a princess.

It's truly breathtaking—and I know my Mommy planned out every last detail to celebrate her submission and service to my Father's obvious greatness. 

Every man is wearing a suit and all the girls—they’re women, but that sounds so wrong to call such pretty prizes anything but girls—all the girls are wearing beautiful, ornate dresses. 

They're actually all wearing hot gala dresses and gowns like Mommy. I'm one of the only ones wearing a hot skirt and top combo, like I'm going to a club. It's hot and well-made enough that I fit in—plus my body is totally banging enough to get away with anything. But in my tall, tall white heels, my a-frame pleated skirt, and my simple white halter top, it would be easy to grind on my Daddy all night long in a club like a good hot Trophy Daughter Girlfriend. My cunt drips eagerly at the thought.

It’s easy to notate which girl belongs to which man, because the color of the pocket squares in the suit pockets of the men match the color of the dresses the women wear. 

Mommy wears white like me, of course. She’s a bride, and this is her big day. It’s not her marriage—even I know that and I’m supremely stupid. Just a celebration of their union with some special party fun. I think I heard Mommy say there was an auction?

“Well it’s like I told you, Dave," says Daddy in his big Man voice full of important thoughts and troubles, "they’ve got it all set up for me.”

Dave, bearded and barrel-chested, strokes his chin. “They wanted payment for their trouble, I expect.”

“We’re in a capitalist country, what do you expect? Of course they wanted me to pay them to sneak the drugs into her system. But look at her.”

Daddy takes me by the arm and twirls me around. My skirt flies in a hot upward motion around my tiny thighs and fertile hips. 

I feel so pretty and happy; I’m smiling brightly. Being shown off. Daddy’s Trophy Girl, his Trophy Daughter. There’s nothing like being put on display.

“So they just snuck into her apartment, and that was that?”

“Well. It’s biological changes. They paid off the doctor, too, made sure that she took some stuff to suppress her urge to breed until she was face-to-face with me. There’s that imprinting phase they do when they first feel the need to have children, you know. It’s very important. Kind of impressive how they worked it all out, but I’m telling you, they thought of every little detail.”

On the other side of Daddy, Mommy is cooing in his ear and has her leg casually draped over his thigh. Her hips gyrate softly, barely visible, but it’s obvious to me from being so close. She whispers sub-audibly in his ear, ready to crank up the volume at any moment for his pleasure. It's obvious Daddy is Mommy's entire world. 

All over the hall, all eyes are on my Mommy Helena. The women are jealous of her; the men want to fuck her and are terribly jealous of Daddy. I can see it in their eyes. They want to be in his position; they would do anything to have a woman like her. 

A lot of the men look quite stupid, like they could barely hold a conversation. They're also enormous. Thick, long arms. Like ogres or shaved gorillas. These men are mostly led by their wives, who encourage their men to grope their wifely bodies early and often to keep them under control. 

It’s like there are two worlds, somehow. One in which the men are hulking, heavy-hitting brutes with scheming succubi for wives. And the other, the one Daddy lives in and is in charge of, where the men are big and strong but smart still, and the wives are scheming succubi still but under their man’s firm control.

It's so hot and wonderful. This is the perfect way society should run. Wealthy men are real men, and my Daddy's the wealthiest here.

I’m supposed to act like Mommy; she tells me what to do. She shows me what to do. I look just like her, so Daddy gets to have his hot urgently urging succubus wife pet who is so smart and studious and scheming, and his empty brainless fuckdoll daughter—but looking like twins all the time. He likes our model so much, he ordered us twice. I’m so deeply flattered by this. I dock his arm between my tits just like Mommy and hold him tight, staring up at him with big worshipful eyes. 

I keep my voice to the tiniest whisper possible, wanting to ensure that I don’t interrupt his big, strong, important conversation with the other man. It’s obvious the conversation is important, because it’s between men, and what men talk about is always both deeply important and far above the good little girl intelligence a pretty prize like me can manage. 

But my voice doesn't stop no matter what, unless he tells me:

“I love you so much, Daddy. I’ll do anything for you. I’m so lucky you’re my Daddy. I can’t believe how in love I am with you I am. Did you know I’m a virgin? I am, Daddy. I’m a virgin for you. I didn’t know I was waiting for you, but I really was. I need your cum, Master. I need it inside me. I’ll die without it, I just know I will. Please, Daddy, how do I please You? Please, Daddy. Please Daddy...”

Time passes quickly, hotly, and strangely for me. Without me really noticing, the three of us are sitting at a table in front of a stage. Mommy drapes over one leg, and I the other. I don't have to notice too much, really. Noticing is for men. All I have to do is adore my Daddy. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the men paying attention to the stage. A bunch of bikini-clad women are brought out in chains, led by a man with a whip. The chains and whip are for show, of course—the women are smiling prettily and happily. They're thrilled to be property, to be on display.  

“For our first slave on auction tonight," says the emcee, "we have the illustrious Lucilla Vandermont. She’s the disgraced former wife of our very own Gregory Vandermont, Repurposed after being criminally barren two decades of marriage. 

A terrible gasp fills the ballroom. Barren women are so horrible. I'm not surprised to notice belatedly that my own voice is one of the loudest gasps.  

“Lucilla?” I giggle. “Daddy, that’s...”

I’m about to say Mommy’s name, but of course that’s silly. What a silly, stupid thought for a silly, stupid girl like me. Mommy’s name is Helena if it’s not just Mommy.

Or Mistress.

Oh, fuck. My cunt pulses at that thought. 

“...Mistress...” I try it out, looking at Helena. 

Helena strokes Daddy's Cock through his pants under the table, more out of positioning than any attempt to hide. It's obvious what she's doing—and she winks at me.

“What a good girl you’re becoming, Emilia. Would you like me to show you how you can make Master and Mistress happy?”

“Yes Mommy.” I nod. “Please, Mistress.”

She unbuckles Daddy’s pants and unleashes his monster cock. He grunts, eyes on the stage, very focused and intent. He keeps raising a small baton with a little number written on it—at least I think it’s a number, it’s not one through ten, so it’s hard for me to know for sure—and he seems a bit stressed out. 

“These fucking savages,” he grumbles. “They think they can take my property, my due diligence...”

I have no idea what he’s talking about and I don’t care. He’s so upset. I need to calm him down. Mommy shows me—taking my hand and wrapping it around his cock. Casually, I start stroking him. When a little precum slips out, I rub it into the head and then all along the shaft, giggling delightedly at how slick it makes my strokes. 

“He’s so big,” I moan to Mommy. “Daddy’s so big...”

“He’s the best,” she agrees.

"The best," I nod. "The best and the biggest..."

It feels like this is the first time I've stroked my Daddy's Cock, but that can't be true. He deserves to have me stroking him whenever he wants, so surely it must have happened before now. I'd even be delighted if he fucked me while I was sleeping; I'm nothing but property to him, and that's how the world should be. 

There’s a big round of applause and Daddy slams his hand down on the table in triumph. He won something? He must have won. The auctioneer is saying he has. But it’s hard to figure it out—Mommy grabs me by the back of the head and shoves my face down on his cock. Almost right away he cums down my throat in his moment of triumph. He won someone—something? Someone? Lucilla?—and he's cumming in his daughter's throat to celebrate. It's so lovely. This is what my Daddy deserves.

But I’ve never tasted cum before. Have I? I can't remember. It's so hard to remember, to think. My body freezes, limbs going everywhere. Something hard and metal is placed on my head. This is weird, this is— 

Isn’t it delicious? Isn’t it wonderful?

Mommy’s voice is in my head. Hard, happy pulses thrum-thrum-thrum away my other thoughts. I feel her more than I hear her. But I have to agree. Daddy's cum is delicious and wonderful. Just like—

* * * * * 
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—MOMMY SAYS, “YOU’LL suck him off with me in the car, all right, sweetheart?”

I agree, of course. Good girls are always agreeable. We're walking outside the gala in Daddy's arms. Mommy and I snuggle him on both sides, constantly keeping him warm. Our hands pawing over each other, over his body, over his bulge.

As we re-enter the town car, something slows me down. A nagging thought around the fringes of my silly, stupid brain. There’s something off about this whole night; I can’t put my finger on it. 

I should ask Mommy. She knows everything and I can trust her completely.

“Mommy,” I say, as we kneel down in front of Daddy’s cock back inside the car. “I feel like I knew one of the girls at the auction. There was one named Lucilla..”

I speak between licks and soft, slow sucks. Daddy is so big and hard inside my mouth. Mommy helps me take him down my throat; I’m so lucky she’s so kind to me. 

She slides the crown over my head again; it fits easily and I’m so happy it’s there. It means I’m being taught, and silly girls like me have so much to learn. 

“Obey Daddy,” says Helena.

I try to answer her, try to repeat Obey Daddy—but his cock is so big and thick in my mouth. It swells my tiny good girl throat. I’m so lucky my Daddy has such a big fat cock. I try to say all of this, but it’s just whimpers and moans and drool-splattered groans as Helena shoves my head up and down his massive meat. Instead, I just say it with my eyes—looking up at him with all the love in the world, letting him know that he and he alone own my tight, toned virgin body. 

“Good girl,” he says, petting my head. “That’s my good—”

* * * * *
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“—GIRL,” SAYS HELENA, holding me in place on Daddy’s enormous meat. “You’re being Mommy and Daddy’s good girl!”

He’s practically splitting me in half. His cock shoves up harder inside my virgin entrance even as Helena pushes me down. 

Helena and...someone else. A girl. Who is that? I try to turn and look but it’s so hard to look away from how handsome and perfect my Daddy Master is drilling me stupid. Drilling his daughter who exists just for him, who looks just like his ultra-hot wife. 

We're in the master bedroom, on the bed—Mommy, Daddy, and me. The other girl is on the edge of the bed fingering herself and chanting praise for Daddy. 

“Tell him, sweetheart," Mommy says. "Tell Daddy how good he is.”

“He’s so good, so big!” I moan. His cock pumping into me faster and faster. “You’re going to break me apart, Daddy. You’re ruining me.”

“Did you hear that, Master?” Helena coos. “You’ve ruined her for anyone else. No one else will ever satisfy her hot young body but you.”

“You’re so hot, Master,” says the other woman. 

She leans down just enough for me to make out her face—it’s Lucilla, from the slave auction.

Some silly, stupid part of my brain tries to tell me this is insane, that I’ve been captured here, held against my will. It tries to tell me I don’t want this as much as I so clearly do. That Helena isn’t my Mommy, that the mother I know is Lucilla and that she’s been brainfucked against her will just like I have. 

That somehow, my father orchestrated all of this with Helena—using her seductive, feminine wiles to blindside me while some kind of specialized machine’s hypnotic waves and a targeted gene-enhancing diet were pumped into my body against my will.

But that’s so stupid. I feel the thought pop away like a pink bubble in a big, friendly bath. Pop! There it goes. Pop! There goes the thought of the thought. 

Pop pop pop!

All that’s left is serving Daddy and making him happy. I’m such a stupid bimbo now. I doubt I’ll ever be able to wrangle bitches for him like Helena does, but that’s okay. I’m just a good, obedient fucktoy for Daddy like I was always supposed to be. 

"Am I prettier than Lucilla?" Mommy asks. 

It's a question to the whole room. 

Daddy nods as he continues to hammer my sopping-wet fuckslave cunt. "You're so much fucking hotter than her, baby. You're my real fucking wife. The wife I always wanted."

"Yes, Mistress!" It's so hard to talk when I'm cumming constantly from Daddy's perfect fucking, but I try anyway. "You're the prettiest! She's nothing compared to you!"

"I'm nothing," Lucilla’s voice is coated with worship. "You're the real wife. You're the one Master deserves. We're so lucky to be in your presence, Mistress. Thank you for being such a perfect wife for Your Husband. You're the one he always needed."

Something about Lucilla saying this excites Daddy terribly and he explodes inside me. His cum fills me up; it’s everything I ever wanted. I squeeze my pussy muscles as hard as I can to take it all in, to not let a drop escape. I need to be pregnant; I need to make my Daddy babies just like a good bimbo girl does.

My body is hot and trembling, my skin moist with sweat. All I can think about is how I please Daddy, how he fills me with his cum, and how it makes me feel so alive and special. Everything else in the world fades away like a dream now that I have this pleasure inside me.

Daddy steps back and looks at me proudly, his eyes twinkling with delight. He strokes my hair gently, caressing each lock like it were made of gold before planting a passionate kiss upon my lips. His tongue teases mine before withdrawing ever so slowly and then pressing down once again, claiming every bit of me as his own.

Helena slides in to our hot coupling and hugs me tight. “We’ll be pregnant together soon. And we’ll have the perfect maid to dote on our children and us when they arrive, won’t we Lucilla?”

Lucilla nods happily. “Yes, Mistress. Anything for your family.”

All three of us fall on Daddy, brilliantly in love and happy. 

We’re everything females should be.

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative - Homewrecker
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No one has ever taken care of me nearly as well as me, so I’ve always had to see the writing on the wall. 

It’s election night three years ago, so you know who won. They’re on the television in the hotel room while I wait for Lee, my latest and richest-ever john, celebrating inside of a cascading mountain of balloons and confetti.

The Party leader stands at a podium with his bimbo trophy wife, promising to enact the Trophy Wife Initiative he campaigned on. He promises the most eligible men will start receiving their wives in less than week. He promises his rule—he says that word, rule—will be kind and compassionate to everyone sharing his values and merciless to those who do not. He promises that women who don’t know their place, the kind of women who have been ruining society for law-abiding men, will soon no longer be a problem. His wife—blond and gorgeous and big-titted and long-legged—slides her body on his as he speaks, doting on every word. Tits pushing into his bicep, nearly popping out of her bright red dress. Her red-painted nails sliding across his chest and empty, big blue eyes full of bimbo brain admiration for the fact of his maleness.

So this isn’t so much writing on the wall as it is, I don’t know, a sledgehammer being used to type out the words on the concrete?

It’s raining outside when Lee finally arrives. I help take off his wet coat, and he shakes his head when he sees what I’ve got playing on the television.

“Hey, Crystal, baby...” he waves at the screen. “Turn that shit off. I just want to fuck. I had a hell of a day.”

Right away, my body responds. I love fucking him; he’s amazing in bed. He’s strong, and capable, and smart, and handsome, and sometimes I wish more than anything I’d found him single instead of stealing him away from his lump of a wife. 

But that wish only goes so far. I didn’t start working as a stripper because turning on men who didn’t belong to me turns me off, you know?

I do turn the celebration off, but it stays on my mind. I’ve been preparing for this, thinking of what needs to be done. 

When he’s all settled and sits down on the bed, I greet him with a happy squeal and kiss. He likes me when I play girlish. I’m actually much older than he thinks I am, but I’m pretty enough to pull it off. Beauty is just the imitation of youth in the first place.

Stroking, necking, pawing, groaning for minutes and minutes. I’m in phenomenal shape from  dancing for hours at a time four nights a week, and I hit the gym regularly besides. My tits are so big that half the other girls at the club refuse to believe they’re natural on my tiny, thin frame, and the other half refuse to believe my long golden hair isn’t a weave. But I’m all-natural all the way through. 

After I’ve got him good and horny—it never takes long, he has the libido of someone half his age—I pull him down to the bed and unzip his pants. I’m jacking his beautifully thick cock before he knows it, curling up next to him and sliding my heavy tits over his face. 

I bite my lip. I know it looks sexy and pouty. 

“I can’t just fuck you anymore, baby.”

“Wh-what?”

He’s half-surprised, and half-dazed, leaning back from the handjob. I’m really good at them.

“It’s too dangerous. They’ll round me up. Make me one of those wives. It’s all over the internet. The new President, the state where he was governor? They started it over a year ago.”

“That’s nothing. That’s rumors.”

“Kathy’s sister was taken!”

“Kathy?”

“You know...Starlight.” Her stripper name. “Her sister was taken two months ago, swear to god. They’re going to start targeting all the pretty girls. The pretty, unattached girls. You know they will.”

He grunts. My hand on his cock is doing its magic. I’ve gotten him to drain his wife’s investment account for me; I’m so much fucking hotter than her. We both know it. We both know I deserve her money more than she does. More than half of it has gone to my wardrobe. Lee bought me several furs; I look phenomenal in them.

“It’s...complicated, babe. You know it is. We’ve talked about this.”

“She won’t have any rights when you divorce her. In the new world? A divorced woman? Someone who let down her man, a man like you?” My voice becomes husky, even villainous. “She won’t even get pregnant for you...”

That brings on the groans from him. Of course he knows I’m talking about Priscilla, his wife for now. For the moment. It’s a well-oiled piece of conversational machinery; I’ve been warming up to this finale for some time. I kiss his ear, stroking more urgently still—but not so fast that he’ll cum. I’ve trained; my pace is expert. 

“She’ll be ostracized. She’ll be villainized. That’s what she deserves, isn’t it? She drove you right into my arms, the greedy arms of a gold-digging bitch who loves you but loves your money even more.” He groans, shifting, hips pulsing upward. “Does she even tell you how handsome and strong you are? Does she tell you how grateful she is for your money? Is she completely dependent on your good will like I am?”

My voice becomes a dark, shadowy whisper. I slide my cunt across his shin, my tits on his chest. 

“She will be,” I moan. “She’ll be totally dependent on what you say in the divorce proceedings...and you can tell everyone what a disappointment she’s been. How she won’t breed for you. I’ll breed for you. I’ll have as many babies as you want. I need to breed for you. Need to get pregnant with my man’s seed. And you know I’ll lose the weight, don’t you?” I giggle. “She’ll stay fat and ugly forever. But I’m obsessed with fitness. Look at how tiny my waist is.” He does. His cock surges. Precum spilling everywhere, making my thighs slick. “I’m so tiny, so slim, so slender, and you know that even if I only get back to 90% of where I am now, I’ll still be leagues better than she is. Don’t you? That turns you on so much, doesn’t it Daddy?” He loves it when I call him Daddy. I’m not a fan, but whatever; I want his fucking money and security. “It makes you so hard and needy knowing I’ll be beautiful and thin and perky and happy, so happy to be the wife of a brilliantly handsome rich stud like you for a long, long time.”

I’m stroking faster now but slowing down every fourth or fifth stroke just to drive him wild. Waiting. Not taking him all the way; not until he tells me what I want to hear.

“Crystal...babe...fuck. I need to cum so bad...” 

“I know the word of a strong, capable man like you is his bond. I know you’ll do what you say. Please, Daddy, won’t you protect me? Won’t you please, please keep me safe? Divorce her. Today.” I have the papers printed out for him. I bought the printer with his wife’s money. “They’ll fast-track it if they know you’ve got a Trophy Wife in the wings. I’ll sign up for their Initiative so I can be as gorgeous and obedient and trained as possible. Please, Daddy?”

As he nods, I slide my cunt up and over his thrilling, hard, beautiful cock. 

I don’t cum when he empties inside me, but I fake it really well. 

Faking it is what I do best.

* * * * *
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IT’S BEEN THREE YEARS of faking it, as a matter of fact. I’ve surprised even myself. 

“Daddy, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

I blindfolded Lee while he was asleep and woke up two hours early to prepare everything. I’m dressed in sparkling black lingerie that criss-crosses over my yoga-tight body with several flashy straps, displaying my still-slender frame. Straps like these are for showing off delicately perfect musculature and a lack of fat, which is me all over. 

It’s a lot of work, working out, and eating right, being a “Trophy Wife”, but anything is better than giving up control of my whole mind like those Repurposed girls. 

It’s Lee’s birthday. Surprises are expected. Husbands are doted on constantly in our society—they do make the money after all, and men are at the top of the food chain—and so birthdays are on another level. I’ve had this planned for a few months now, and even arranged for the children to be with a special babysitting camp so he could have the week all to himself, enjoying me and his brand new Trophy Wife.

I snap my fingers and she—his new Trophy Wife—obediently comes hither. I’m smiling, giggling, doting and caressing him just like a good wife should. 

“What did I get you, my darling?” I whisper in his ear. “What could it possibly be that would satisfy a strong, handsome man like you?”

He groans. His cock, erect, is excited already. He’s always hard around me; it’s a point of pride. At my guidance, the new girl casually pushes the blankets and sheets aside. She’s your standard Trophy Wife—gorgeous, long-haired, puffy-lipped, big-titted, long-legged, and utterly servile. I had her dress in sparkling red lingerie that glitters as she moves. 

At my direction, she starts to suck his cock soulfully, eagerly. 

Normal wives who accepted the “need” to be obedient, pleasant Trophies for their man—like I pretended I did—were never sent to Repurposing Facilities. Instead, we were given a three week “Service Workshop” and a daily retinue of pink and purple pills. The Purples made you hotter, more fertile, and more aroused. Like libido-charging diet pills.

The Pinks dumb you down, more or less. Technically, they don’t limit your intelligence, they just make you hyper-focused on the household and your husband, so all you want to do 24/7 is think about and worship your man. 

I’m not stupid; I’ve been taking care of myself my whole life. How the hell do you expect me to take a pill that limits my ability to do just that? No way was I taking those Pinks. 

So I faked it. I disposed of the Pinks—it turns out they’re excellent fertilizer for the garden—and emoted and smiled and laughed whenever I needed to make sure Lee was never suspicious. 

I held off for as long as possible when it came to making babies, but I knew that I needed to get going on it before the questions started. I’ve seen enough real crime shows to know that the guilty walk free only so long as they aren’t under suspicion. So, we’ve got a pair of two year-olds, a boy and a girl. It didn’t hurt that the Purples make being pregnant a fucking blast. I followed all the doctor’s nutritional advice to the letter, but even so I felt high as a kite the whole nine months. 

Part of this whole game is keeping up with the neighbors. When they got pregnant, I had to get pregnant. These fucking bimbos seem to know magically the day they’re pregnant, so I had to make sure I was acting likewise and making it happen soon. If I had the only man on the block without any heirs, there would be way too many questions to answer. 

Even with the twins, the fat melted off thanks to the Purples. I think I’m actually underneath my weight from before, although I haven’t checked a scale in forever. Why bother when I’m so fit and tight so constantly? I’ll probably be pregnant again soon—Lee and I fuck constantly—and honestly the thought makes me excited. What used to be a painful, uncomfortable experience for many women has, because of the Purples, turned into something transcendent all the way through. The Pinks probably make it even better...but I won’t risk my brain. 

Slowly, I take off Lee’s blindfold. When he sees what I have waiting for him, his breath catches. He squirms, suddenly fucking her face harder than he was before. 

“I-is that...?”

“I wanted to get a gift for your birthday, my love.” 

My voice is calculated to be as soft and sweet as possible. The Purples I take help with that, of course, but I think that with my mind free of the Pinks, I’m able to make it more seductive than ever. 

“A...a...gift...” he stumbles. “That’s my ex-wife...!”

“I know,” I say, pushing my hand down on her head even more. “They gave me a video of her transformation. Do you want to see?”

Without waiting for him to answer, I use our tablet to throw the file up on the bedroom screen and show off what’s happened to his bitch of an ex-wife over the past three years. The slurping, schlucking, licking sounds of her improved, puffy lips happily and lovingly sucking off her new Master fill our bedroom as the video of her indoctrination begin. 

We watch her coming in—angry, despondent, defiant. She’s fat, she’s plain, she’s drab. Wearing a pale, sleeveless shift, all of her flaws as a woman are on display. It’s no wonder at all that Lee left her for a bombshell like me. She’s in what looks like a kind of interrogation room—a single table and chair in the middle of an otherwise empty, white-paneled space. 

At first, she screams and bangs on the door. There are bruises along her shoulders and arms. They’ve been rough with her. It excites me. I hold her in complete contempt. I know I’m a gold-digging homewrecker; I know I’m more infatuated with Lee’s money and influence than the man himself. But even so, I do make him happy, and I am proud of that.

That Priscilla didn’t make him happy, when he asks for so little, makes me furious.

Lights start dancing on the wall and Priscilla stops struggling abruptly, watching the dancing lights. Drooling almost right away. Arms held limp. Her eyes glaze over, and her face is blank.

The video fizzles, and it’s her next session. She’s drooling already. The transformation has already started. From whenever the last session was to now, Priscilla’s body has been slowly sculpted closer to perfection—her stomach is becoming taut, her curves more pronounced, her skin soft and silky. Her hair is growing longer, turning from a dull, mousy brown to a blond as beautiful and shining as honey. 

They work fast, these Repurposing centers. On the screen, Priscilla's fingers find her cunt as she whispers something inaudible to the flickering, dancing lights. It doesn't surprise me that she touches herself; the lights are pretty sexy.

“Fuck.” 

His moan fills me with a hot, satisfied thrill. A happy Husband is a Husband who doesn’t ask his faking Trophy Wife too many questions. 

The camera shifts again, and Priscilla is now kneeling in the corner of the room, wearing only a thin slip that barely covers her tightened, sculpted ass. Her voice has changed from the shrewish nagging sounds it used to be—it’s soft, doll-like and robotic. She repeats hypnotic mantras about being a good girl and obeying men.

"Suck and obey," she says on the screen. "Suck...and obey...and suck...and obey...and suck...and obey..."

Her voice is getting to me, I have to admit. Even I'm getting turned on, though that also might have something to do with how sexy I think it is that I'm controlling her now as she licks and sucks my Husband's cock. 

The screen changes. Priscilla is in a different room now. She wears nothing more than a simple bra and panties, her hands cuffed behind her back. Her head is bowed beneath a swirl of heavy, twisting, spiral patterns.

“I will always be a good girl,” Priscilla recites in a low drone, eyes never wavering from the ground beneath her feet. “I will obey my Master without hesitation or complaint. I am his devoted slave, willingly giving myself up to whatever he chooses for me...” 

Her words make so, so much sense. 

For her, I mean. For a slave. 

The pretty sparkle patterns in the video captivate my attention, and Priscilla's droning words make it easy to look at them. They shift and sparkle and slide and twist; it's so pretty.

Lee lays back, eyes closed. I can tell he's trying not to cum, trying to prolong the moment. In his lap, Priscilla's eyes are closed tight and her body shudders with pleasure as if hearing her hypnotic mantras from the screen have created a trance-like state.

They haven't, of course. Then I would have to worry about watching the screen and the pretty, pretty patterns on it. I'm not, naturally. I'm far too smart for that. I'm too smart to be hypnotized or taken advantage of. If I want to look at the pretty patterns and feel my mind melt, that's up to me, isn't it?

“Join me,” Priscilla whispers at me. “Let’s service his cock together. Wouldn’t you lick that, Master?”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I don’t like Priscilla’s tone; I don’t like that she basically told me what to do. But now Lee has told me he wants it, and I can hardly refuse without giving myself away. 

Whatever. I love licking my Husband's cock.

I lean down and start licking the shaft of his cock. He tastes better than normal. Before I know it, I’m kissing his cock passionately, openly, moaning and urging for more. There’s something delicious about his cock, his precum. I normally find it just a shade short of intoxicating, more than pleasant enough that it’s never a chore to suck his beautiful, huge cock. 

But today...maybe with Priscilla’s saliva...? It tastes almost...pink...

There’s something about that, I think. Something I should know or think or be cautious of. I have to be cautious all the time. Guard up, smile on, nod happily, be an obedient Trophy Wife or look out. 

But I can feel my guard evaporating the more I suck and kiss and lick. Lee takes my head and pushes it against Priscilla’s; our tongues slide over each other’s, our lips lock. We're so fucking sexy; hot bimbo babes making out on Daddy's cock. 

“Oh Master,” Priscilla’s voice drips with empathy and compassion. “Mistress was so worried you wouldn’t like this. You should have heard her when I first arrived. She was so concerned. She’s got so many thinky-thoughts now.”

She’s stroking him somewhat aggressively—my mouth worshiping his cockhead with Priscilla casually kind of back-handing me against my puffy, sensitive lips. 

“Good girls don’t think,” Priscilla whispers like the three of us are in on some secret. “Good girls suck and obey.”

Suck and obey. 

The words cling to my thoughts like burrs in a field. There’s something wrong here, something I need to get away from, but—

“Suck and obey,” says Priscilla.

Suck and obey. 

I feel her hand on the back of my head. For a moment, I struggle. But I have to—

Suck and obey. 

No...yes? No! No, she's pushing me down and I have to—

Suck and obey. 

Suck and obey.

Suck and obey.


* * * * *
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I WAKE UP LATE THE next morning, which I never do. It takes honest work to be a successful liar, and I usually get up well before Lee to make sure everything is prepared. I have to make myself ready, get breakfast prepared, and mentally scour the day for any lies or otherwise deceptions from the day before to make sure I won’t be caught unawares from anything he might say or do.

I have a long, weird blank spot in my head about the night before. I remember things escalating with Priscilla and Lee, and then...nothing, really, except a pink haze of orgasm and pleasure that I still feel in my body. 

Getting ready is painfully simple, of course. The Purples take care of that. For whatever else the Party may have caused, they certainly did seem to solve the issue of aging. Wrinkles, lines, stretch marks, sags are all things of the past. My thick, blond hair comes together perfectly, slicked back and parted to one side with ease, and my face just needs a touch of glamour to work. I put on a tight, white leg-baring sundress, the backless kind that Lee likes.

Women and men can still die of old age, of course. It’s just that so long as you’re on a Party regimen of drugs, you won’t feel a day under thirty before your time is up. The President is nearly eighty, but you’d never know it to look at him or his eleven wives.

When I walk downstairs, I see Priscilla soulfully, eagerly sucking Master’s—Lee’s—cock in the breakfast nook. The thick, vibrant mess of her powerfully sexy platinum blond hair hits me hard. She’s dressed in the same dress as I am, almost like she’s trying to compete with me...even though she dressed without knowing what I’d pick. How could she have?

A heady pang of jealousy, possessiveness, and fear hits me, as well as sensational arousal. My knees tremble and my stomach does flips. I take the Purples as much as any girl, and seeing my Man being pleasured sets me right off. The wave of lust overwhelms everything else, and I swoon audibly and nearly trip down the stairs. 

Lee barely notices. I suppose that’s his right, being sucked off by a gorgeous creature like Priscilla. I don’t like her—she’s a fucking sniveling bitch who broke my Man’s heart bit-by-bit for years—but she’s beautiful now, that’s for sure. Her legs are longer than mine and I’m pretty certain her tits are bigger too. One might even say her face is a tad cuter, if you like that whole empty-headed bimbo thing. 

Once I finally make it down the stairs, I kiss Lee on the cheek and neck while I slide my hand up and down Priscilla’s hair. 

“You’re so powerful, darling. Look at her go. Look at what we’ve done to her...”

“I know,” he nods. “God. She’s more gorgeous than almost anyone on the block. Except for you, of course.”

I smile at the compliment and slide my tits into his face. I’ll have him inside of me and outside of Priscilla in no time.

“Oh,” he shakes his head. “Priscilla just uh...just spent a lot of time doing that. I actually really have to run.”

I realize, feeling absurd and rejected, that what I witnessed was Lee being cleaned off by Priscilla after just cumming inside of her. 

He kisses me goodbye with no ceremony and Priscilla stands, licking her lips clean of the seed and precum that glisten there. Her big, bright eyes take in the whole of the house. I know she’s scanning for things to clean, ways to serve. It’s how they fill Trophy Wives’ brains up with new information during Repurposing so they don’t all go insane after processing. Each one is obsessed with a happy, healthy home.

“I made you coffee,” she says, pointing at the cup on the kitchen counter. It’s been left on the cup warmer to keep it a pleasant temperature. “Won’t you try it? I just wanted to get the taste right so much for you.”

So, she’s already anticipating my needs? How perfect. It’s rather nice to have another girl around the house doing what I say. 

I drink it slowly at first, and then quickly. I don’t think I’ve ever had a cup of coffee so fast. 

“Another?” asks Priscilla.

She has a thermos ready. I have a little trouble saying what I mean—yes, of course. You’re such a special slave girl, thinking of me. Thank you, dearest.—before giving up and nodding. It’s easier just to say yes.

I’m still waking up. Words are sometimes like, totally hard in the morning. It’s perfectly normal.

The second cup goes down smoother than the first, and after the third in as much time as the first two, Priscilla smiles and shakes her head when I ask for another.

“That’s probably too much, dearie. You should pace yourself, don’t you think?”

My thoughts are sluggish and hot. I keep thinking of milky. Milky milk milk and Priscilla’s heavy milk-filled titties. Did she put her milk in the coffee? That would lace it with so many hormones. Way more than I got from kissing her last night. 

But no, that’s silly. She’s my wifey slave and she has to do what I say now. That’s what I wanted and I’m Daddy’s Trophy Wife so I get what I want.

“I...think...” I gulp, trying to collect myself. The room is spinning a bit. “I have to sit down.”

“Yes, of course.”

I sit and idly finger my tight, hot pussy, watching Priscilla as she washes the dishes, humming brightly as she works. Her voice is beautiful. Everything about her is so beautiful. She’s like a cover model for Perfect Blonde Housewife. 

I’m a little jelly, not gonna lie. I think she looks even better than me in that dress, and I’m wearing the fuck out of it right now.

“Priscilla...” I giggle. “It’s so weird having you in the house now, don’t you think?”

“Why is that, dearie?”

She keeps calling me that, dearie. Like a diminu...a demono...diminit...a word that means you think less of somebody. I have to fix that. I have to put her in her place.

“I replaced you,” I say loudly. I feel drunk. “You were Master’s wife. And now you’re just some dumb Trophy Wife.”

“You’re a Trophy Wife too.” She puts a dish in the cupboard. “Aren’t you, dearie?”

“Don’t call me that.”

“What shall I call you?”

“Mistress! I’m in charge of you! I replaced you! You were old, and haggard, and awful, and I got rid of you and made sure they knew where to find you.”

“Is that so? That’s so wonderful of you.” She smiles brightly. “I do so love who I am now. I don’t really quite remember any kind of life before, but I’m quite certain it was truly awful. Sometimes they showed me videos. I had all kinds of dumb opinions about men and property and rights. I know now men are in charge. I know women are just decorations. I know that it’s right to serve the cock of your man, and that I have to do anything to make him hard. I know that ugly women are the worst, and only beautiful people will populate our new, more perfect world. I know my womb is fertile and ready to receive Master’s blessing and to populate this glorious nation with true citizens.” She pauses, stopping and giggling. “You see? That’s all I think about now. I’m so much better now.”

“Mistress.”

“Hmm?” She’s rubbing a dish dry.

“’I’m so much better now, Mistress.’ That’s how you should say it.”

“Oh, that seems improper, my love. We’re both His Trophy Wives now. I’d say that puts us on equal footing, don’t you think?”

Irate rage fills me. How dare she!

“No.”

I have a whole rant prepared, but thinking is so hard. Something...something I ate. Or drank. Something in the...coffee? My thoughts spin and pop and burst. Hot pink bubbles that I can’t keep track of. 

“You know, if what you’re saying is true about replacing me as the younger woman, it’s a bit ironic now, isn’t it?”

Priscilla has put all the dishes away; she’s in front of me now, smiling brainlessly but staring daggers.

“I don’t follow.”

“I think you do.” Priscilla’s smile becomes greedy. “Repurposing isn’t brainwashing. Or...it’s not just brainwashing. I did need my brain washed. I’m so grateful. It was very dirty with stupid thoughts about how someone or something other than my dear, darling Husband mattered to me. It let me know all about the glory of the patriarchy, how inferior females were born to be scorned and scolded and sneered at, and how blessed I am as a beautiful woman to be the receptacle of my Husband’s Holy Sperm.”

This is all exactly why I will never let myself be Repurposed. 

“...kay. You’re getting a little excited, Priscilla doll. Why don’t you lie down?”

“But it’s not just that, don’t you see?” She brings her wet, soapy hands up to her chest, squeezing her tits up and out. “It washed my dirty genes, too. Cleansed them of all the bad stuff. My blood is so fresh now, and my flesh is so young. Genetically, I’m barely eighteen years old. I’ll stay that way for a long, long time. And my brain...” she giggled. “It’s hard to say. But it’s safe to say that I’ve had thousands of years of worship hyper-loaded into my neurons in less than the time it took you to carry His child to term.”

“My child,” I insist. “Our child.”

She giggles. “Of course. For now.”

“What does that mean, you twisted fucking—”

The doorbell rings, interrupting me completely. I’m a bit stunned; doorbells don’t ring in our house except at very scheduled events. All deliveries arrive on Mondays, for example. But it’s Saturday, and I didn’t schedule any kind of a get-together with the local ladies. 

Priscilla calls to the door to announce that she’s on her way. I rush after her, but slowly. My legs feel like I’ve been on an ocean cruise for seven days. Priscilla must have drugged my coffee; I’d be furious but it feels great.

Seeing Priscilla at the door, in the sunlight, she seems almost unreal, like some kind of angelic vision - almost too perfect to be true. She stands with effortless poise. Her face and collarbones jutting just so, her hip bones visible through her dress. And so fertile...she looks like she’s dying for breeding, her heavy tits so full of milk and life...

She greets the girl at the door—clearly another Trophy Wife. She looks like Priscilla’s little sister—a tad younger in her eyes, but just as brilliantly stacked and phenomenally platinum blonde. Gorgeous. She’s wearing the party red dress—another backless sundress for Master. Husband. Lee, I mean, my HusbandMaster. 

Ungh.

Am I—did Priscilla Pink me?

“What’s this?” I shake my fluffy, stuffy head. “What’s going on?”

Priscilla smiles brightly. 

“This is Master’s newest Trophy Wife, Ember. Ember, this is Crystal.”

“Oh hi!” 

Ember greets me with a long, sensual hug and kiss. More pink from her pink lips. I’m putty in her hands.

“G-guh?” I whimper in protest. “Guh. Unh.”

Ember’s fingers immediately slide up toward my pussy. I’m used to this kind of greeting from other Trophy Wives, but I’m already so turned on that her slightest touch sends orgasmic shivers up and down my spine. I drop to my knees, cumming, gripping my body to Ember’s. Moaning. 

“Priscilla made sure I understand the arrangement before I got here.” Ember talks like this is all the most normal thing in the world. For her, it is. “So, we know all about how important this week is for Master. That’s why he’s getting new Trophy Wives, right?”

“Yes,” I say, my voice soft and whimpering. “But...b-but, there was just one, just Priscilla, a-and...”

“I know!” Ember claps her hands. She talks to me like I’m a baby. “There was just Priscilla, and now there’s you and there’s me for Master. Isn’t that grand?”

“N-no!” I try to pound my fists to the earth and end up just licking Ember’s leg. “No, there’s j-just...”

“Crystal, dearie?” Priscilla points to the kitchen. “The counters still need cleaning and the trash needs to be taken out. Won’t you be a dearie and finish the kitchen up? Like a good girl?”

My jaw works up and down. I’m so furious I can’t speak. Ember’s sudden presence—all those brilliantly hot pheromones—also make me so completely turned on I can’t move. My cunt is pulsing, pounding, needing to cum again.  

“You really should clean up,” says Ember. “I mean, if You want to make Master happy. Like a good Trophy Wife. Aren’t you a good Trophy Wife, dearie?”

I whimper at her words. I can’t let them know. I can only trust myself. 

“Y-yes.” I nod, and crawl back to the kitchen.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I wake to the sound of red vans showing up at the drive.

I mean, I say that I wake, but it’s more accurate to say that I came-to. I was watching happy, pretty, fun spiral lights on the wall. How long was I watching? It’s hard to say...

I know that Ember put the projector in the spare guest room and had me look at the patterns some time in the mid-afternoon. Since then?

That’s...worrying. 

In fact, this is all worrying. A red van means more wives have arrived; from the small window of the guest room, I see them exiting the van. Them. As in multiple! 

Moreover, the guest room is now completely empty—there’s no more extra bed, or dresser, or chair, or decorations on the wall...was it all moved out while I was watching the patterns?

The pretty...pretty...pretty patterns...

They’re still going. Dancing. Spiraling. So happy and free and fun.

Drool falls from my lips. My cunt leaks hot, molten honey. I’m dying to be fucked. I’m dying to obey my Husband. He’s such a Man. I’m so lucky I have him. I need to talk with him soon or else Priscilla might get away with fucking up my head like she has. But if I can just talk to him, if I can just...

The spiraling, twisting lights sparkle and flourish on the wall. I whimper, watching them go.

Some time later, I can’t say how long, I’m out of the guest room. I’m dressed in a sheer, tight white micro dress and matching heels, the only thing that was in the room to wear. It’s the kind of thing I’ve seen servant girls wear at the state dinners for big-time politicians. 

My brain feels so funny and silly and hot. I want to melt into the floor and crawl all the way down the stairs. If I do, maybe Misst...maybe Priscilla will see. I want that. I don’t know why, but I want her to see me crawl. 

But I don’t. Somehow. Clutching the banister, I somehow make it all the way down to the entry, my cunt pulsing with orgasmic fury at each step, urging me to kneel, kneel, kneel.

I see—in the living room—that two more wives have arrived. 

“No!” I shout furiously. 

Except I don’t. My “shout” is a breathy, moany, happy whisper. I don’t seem to have very good control of my voice anymore.

Well, that’s just as well, isn’t it? I’m just a girl. Girls don’t really need to—

No!

Why am I thinking like this? Why am my brain so patterns, so pretty and spiral and full of light sounds pink pleasure town and—

Ung.

I fall to the ground at last, right in front of the living room, crawling like I was made to do. Suddenly it’s so much easier to operate. 

Two tall brunettes are on one couch, legs crossed, happily chatting with Ember and Priscilla. The brunettes wear halter-top red dresses, their massive tits on display. Their flesh is so tan. They look almost like sisters. The only way I can tell them apart with my melty-hot bimbo brain is that Autumn has a ribbon in her hair. So now Master has a pair of platinum girls, and a pair of brunettes. 

And then me. 

Right? 

Doesn’t he want me, still?

“Hi dearie,” says Priscilla. She’s enjoying the way I crawl toward her. “This is Summer, and this is Autumn.”

I try to look up but I just cum and shake and whimper instead. It’s easier to just melt and put my head down, like I’m in child’s pose in yoga. My bare cunt is up in the air, dripping wet. Melting. My whole body feels like a candle that’s been sent to the sun.

“Who the fuck is this bitch?” says Summer.  

“Oh, that’s Crystal,” says Ember. “She’s still learning things around here.”

What? I’m apoplectic. You can’t be serious. I’ve been here longer than any of you.

But what I say is, “N-no. I’m f-first wife. S-so...so hot. Daddy cock. Fuck me...fuck me?”

They all giggle at my struggle for words. I didn’t know how hot, how sublime it felt to have a whole room of beautiful Trophy Wives laugh at you, but my pussy spasms and I whimper out another string of meaningless cum-babble. 

“Technically,” says Priscilla, “my previous divorce was thrown out, so I’ve been his wife much, much longer than you, dearie. That does make me your senior. Pay attention.”

Somehow, the heat goes away. Like my body’s orgasm thermostat is Priscilla’s to play with. 

“Wh-what?”

“Why do you think all these new wives are showing up and being so nice to me? Do you think it’s just because I’m so much fucking prettier than you?”

“She really is,” says Autumn. “I’m so completely in love with her. I can’t believe we get to have such a hot Mistress to boss us around.”

“Mmhmm,” says Summer. “How amazing is it that she’s so hot and she’s already got a super hot sisterwife in Ember? I can’t believe we have such a beautiful house to live in, thanks to her.”

They’re gushing. I’m so jealous of their gushing over Priscilla. They should be gushing over me! I did all the work! I did everything! I put the house together!

Priscilla’s pay attention command returned my thoughts and more of my body to me—and I take the moment to leap to my feet, and run to the kitchen and the phone there. Wives aren’t allowed cellular phones anymore, and the phone in the house only goes to State Central, but that’s who I want to talk to anyway. 

The only explanation for this mutiny is that Priscilla isn’t completely brainwashed like she should have been. I’m supposed to be in charge. Priscilla is a Trophy Wife! A bimbo! She’s supposed to be stupid! Instead, she’s acting out this revenge plot on me like I’ve done something wrong!

It takes me several minutes to figure out how to pick up and operate the phone. It’s thick and there’s only one button, but for some reason, I find it super complicated. I keep thinking about how phones use lines, and there are lines in spirals, and spirals are so pretty...

Once I get it going, I start talking immediately and make the best argument ever for why I should stay in charge and why Priscilla is a big stinky awful poo-person.

“Hi. Look. You have to come right now. There’s a fake, an impostor wife here. She’s pretending to be mindfucked, and she’s soooo pretty, and she makes it super hard for me to do all the thinky-things I need to do, so like, you need to grab her and umm...ummm...she’s really...really pretty...?”

I realize I’m babbling like a dumb bimbo. I come close to tears. Why is this so hard? Didn’t I make phone calls before? But then, what would I do that for? The only person I’ve ever wanted to talk to is my Man, and he doesn’t need me to talk at all. I’m just a girl, and our mouths are for holding cocks, not words.

“Put the phone away, Crystal.”

It’s Lee. He looks angry. He’s home from work. But I just woke up? 

No...it’s evening outside. I must have...was I trying to make this call all day? And then there was all that time I was mindfucked upstairs, with the patterns...the pretty, pretty patterns...

After seeing me motionless, dazed, entranced by the memory of my trance, Lee picks up the phone and hangs it up. 

“Master!” Two hot voices sparkle with simultaneous love-at-first-sight.

Summer and Autumn, seeing their Husband for the first time in person, immediately rush to his side. He takes several minutes, feeling them up, kissing them, apparently forgetting all about his anger with me. 

Ember and Priscilla look on, both of them practically drooling at the sight. Ember can't resist the temptation to join in and she moves closer, pressing her body right up against Summer's and caressing her back. Summer moans softly as Ember begins massaging her body with hungry fingers even as she waits her turn to be kissed by her Husband. They’re all constantly whispering and moaning and pleading.

Such a man...

Please, I think it will fit...

You could have me at any time.

I’ve needed you my whole life...

Won’t you let me stroke You?

Can I watch while You fuck her?

Priscilla, just behind Ember, watches in feminine awe as Lee explores every inch of Autumn's mouth with a passionate intensity. He then moves down to her neck, nibbling along the side until he reaches her shoulder. His hands move further down to find their way inside Autumn's tight dress, gripping her tits rough and hard. Then, still gripping them, he turns to Summer and kisses her. The girls all have a leg wrapped around one of his, grinding and urging and stroking. 

Priscilla moves closer too, like a lioness ready to pounce on her prey. She looks at me with smoldering intensity before reaching out gently and running her fingers through Autumn's hair. 

The five of them are completely lost in their passionate moment; no one notices that I'm still standing there just feet away from them, watching transfixed at the carnal scene unfolding before me.

I see him whisper something that makes all the women moan with delight before he kisses each one passionately on the lips again. 

By the time he actually pays attention to me again, I feel small enough to be squashed under Priscilla’s heel. 

Priscilla slips between him and the brunettes, assuming her rightful place in charge. All the girls work at stripping him down and sliding their dresses up to make themselves easily available. Ember, Summer, and Autumn get on all fours beneath him on the kitchen rug, looking back expectantly at his perfectly hard, precum-streaming cock.

“I explained it all to him,” says Priscilla. “You told me about everything. You said we were sisters,” she sneers. “As if I could be sisters with such a dishonest person.” 

I don't remember any of this.

“B-but...when...how...?”

Lee slaps one ass and then another. Testing them. Each one is so tight, and belongs to him so completely. 

“The first night I was here, you stupid girl. You bragged about your whole plan openly to me. I mean, I have to give you some credit. You are supremely stupid, just like a good Trophy Wife ought to be. You were so fucking dumb that you thought that inviting me into your home was a good idea.”

Lee chooses Autumn—entering her violently, roughly, breaking her virginity with urgent abandon. He's so turned on. Ember and Summer lean in and kiss Autumn's body, encouraging her, comforting her. 

He's so big, isn't he?

You can make it. Don't worry. He knows just how to fuck you.

He's such a man. I can't believe we're all so lucky...

Autumn is saying words but they're all babble, like my babble, except she's being fucked. I’m so jealous. Lee is thorough, rough, and hard—fucking her deliberately with every thrust. This is not a lovemaking session—this is a breeding rut. He’s using her purely to cum, and cumming purely to fill up her fertile body.

Priscilla pushes herself against Lee, moaning, imperious and hot. She is every bit the queen to his king; I feel like nothing before her. 

“Don’t worry," she laughs. "I’ll be such a lovely Mommy to your children. I’ll raise them up for you, and undo any of the damage your falsehoods accomplished.”

This thorough tongue-scathing seems to have had its intended effect. Lee slaps Autumn’s ass again—eliciting a scream of pleasure—and grips her tight, losing all control and cumming inside of her hot, brunette bod. 

Ember, Summer, and Priscilla let out a chorus of cheers as he cums inside of Autumn, who looks ecstatic despite her trembling body; she knows deep inside that something wonderful has happened here as her young body throbs. She is full of her Husband’s love... and life.

“You are so strong, my love,” says Ember.

“The strongest ever,” says Summer. “So much stronger than I could have ever imagined...”

When he exits Autumn’s tight, formerly-virgin cunt, he’s still incredibly hard. The milk and hormones of all these Trophy Wives is making him the man he was always meant to be. I feel sick inside, having denied him so much for so long. 

He's still throbbing, breathing heavily with his face tight in concentration. His eyes briefly meet mine and I turn away, certain my own shame is visible in the air around us.

Priscilla approaches him, kneeling for service. 

“Please fuck me next, Master?" She starts to stroke his spurting, throbbing hard cock. “I mean, I know you can fuck any one of us. Autumn is pregnant already. We can all smell it. You’re so strong and powerful. I know you haven’t even fucked Summer yet when she’s so young and hot and virginal. But you haven’t fucked me in hours. And that’s too long, isn’t it Daddy?”

He grunts. Hot seed drips from his Cock. I drool, looking on. Somehow I ended up on my knees. That makes sense. That's where I belong in front of Priscilla. She’s so fucking pretty.

She leans in and kisses him, guiding Summer’s suckling lips across his shaft when Summer crawls closer.

“Won’t you fuck me, darling, and show that stupid bitch what you’re going to take away from her for trying to deceive you?”

Priscilla’s words have the desired effect as Lee is devours her with his gaze and then with a quick, intense kiss. He spins her around, gripping her tight and pushing both her and himself down to the ground. Autumn, Ember, and Summer all pile in on him, whispering adoration. 

I don’t even try. I know I’m not allowed.

His thrusts are slow, passionate, yet intense. I know he could last for days, but I don’t think he’ll want to at the rate he’s going.

“You love me, don’t you Daddy?” 

Priscilla’s voice is clear amongst all the moans. It’s intended to be; it’s intended for me.

“Fuck—fuck yes!”

“You love your real wife?”

Lee slams his hips against hers, claiming what’s rightfully his as he makes love to Priscilla like a man possessed. His thrusts become harder and faster, pushing through her tight walls relentlessly. 

“Yes. Yes!”

“Tell me, please Daddy? Tell me I’m your real wife? Tell me you love me more than the impostor!”

“I love you, babe,” he growls. “I love you so much more than I ever loved her. I know your love is truer than hers. You matter more to me than her. I never should have let her in my home. You’ll be my number one from now on.”

Finally, he releases himself inside of her with one final mind-blowing roar of ecstasy. We all cum with him, even me. Priscilla shakes wildly as the orgasmic waves spread through it like wildfire. After several moments, all the intense pleasure is gone, leaving just blissful exhaustion in its wake. They lay there for ages afterwards, completely spent but fully satisfied by their brutal yet beautiful union.

And I know my fate is sealed, to be the Trophy Slave property of his Trophy Wives. 


* * * * *
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ONE THING I’VE LEARNED from being a good Trophy Wife slave is that I have an exceptionally strong back.

My dishonesty will never be forgiven, but I have been given clemency. I’m so grateful to Mistress Priscilla. If she hadn’t intervened on my behalf, then Master would have sent me off to the breeding farms for sure. Instead, I get a chance to stay in His house so long as I’m obedient, happy, willing, and sexy. 

We’re in the study. It’s Thursday morning. Autumn and Summer are holding a mock blowjob competition on his cock. It’s a “mock” competition because of course, it doesn’t matter who among them sucks Daddy better; Mistress Priscilla always decides who gets Daddy’s cum first. She and Ember are on his arms, cooing and urging, occasionally sliding a hand down to Autumn or Summer’s head to guide them. 

No matter who gets the first load or two from Daddy, they’ll all be satisfied eventually. Either they’ll share his cum in long, lingering sisterslave-kisses, or they’ll turn him on so much that he’ll need to cum even more. The latter happens a lot. 

I receive no cum, of course. I get what’s left over on the seat cushions and carpet. I’m so grateful to get that much. Mistress is so kind to me.

And I’m so grateful to be used as their footrest. Autumn and Summer wear tall, spiky heels. They grind the points of them deep into my spine and shoulder blades. I have to hold my pose, motionless, or else they’ll know I don’t truly love Master. It’s a bit like Simon Says. They’ll say, “Crystal, you can relax, you know.”

But I don’t. I never do, not when they call me my Wife name. I’m not a Trophy Wife anymore. I’m a Trophy Slave. I have to wait for them to call me slave. Only then, can I act. 

Master is cumming. He holds Autumn tight to His Cock; she’s so talented. I have to watch it all—Priscilla makes me, because she knows that it makes me confused and horny and brainless to watch my Master cum and receive so much pleasure. All the girls cum with Him—all of them except for me. They grind and groan and moan his name and beg for more, and I whimper and tremble and drip like a good girl. 

“Slave,” says Priscilla, “go ahead and cum, and then clean up the mess. We’ll want you to clean the toilets while Master breeds us.”

“Y-Yes Mistress.”

I barely blurt out the words before I’m cumming uncontrollably. It’s been so long since my last allowance of orgasms, nearly three hours. Usually she lets me enjoy them for five minutes or so before I have to obey any other commands.

I’m so lucky Mistress is here to take care of me.

# # #
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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. 

* * * * * 
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“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. 

# # #
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

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...”

* * * * *
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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.

# # #
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! 

[image: image]


- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Commission Opportunities!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

- Discord Community Full Of Kink-Minded Folks!

−  Show your support for the stories I write!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!
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-  My Website, With 20% Off Your First Purchase Available!

-  Nadia Nightside on Smashwords

-  Nadia Nightside on Kobo

-  Nadia Nightside on Apple

-  Nadia Nightside on Barnes & Noble

-  Nadia Nightside on Google Play
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! The Patreon is the best way.

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        "You're so right. I can still be an evil, cruel, and gorgeous. I just have to belong to you, too…"Thoroughly under the control of the incomparably gorgeous Chanel, the beautiful young Lara is now fully immersed in an erotic world of domination and submission. She exists only to siphon wealth from eligible men and donate it all to Chanel, as do all the other gorgeous dancers at her institute.But, when her roommate is visited by a handsome, huge-membered Alpha Man of the House, that all changes. This new stud's unstoppable virility test Lara's loyalty and resolve. And before she knows it, she's central to his plan to take Chanel and the whole school…WARNING: This story features gorgeous women deeply in love with each other, mind controlled by a manipulative goddess to be cruel, wickedly arrogant, and beautiful forever—only to have their sapphic world torn asunder by a living God who wants them all to kneel!


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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