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Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?
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Virtual Meeting – The Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!
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Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.
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Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

Debbie’s been thoroughly bullied by the living goddess girlfriend of her brother—will a trip to the Shining Sun Resort transform her body enough to get the upper hand, or will she become a supremely hot slave to her bully’s will?

––––––––
[image: image]


Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!
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Rough Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY stories of the roughest, hardest rutting around—always fertile, unprotected, and barely legal!
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The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

Stephen wakes up to being sucked off by two gorgeous women—his estranged wife and adopted daughter, both of whom are adamant they’re his worshipful cock slaves! What’s going on, and how can he make things right?
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Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of explicitly hot, super sexy mind control of gorgeous women under the thrall of one harem-craving man!
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Want to get in touch? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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On the bed, moist with the remains of their seemingly endless lovemaking, she whimpered before her Master’s might, quivering as his hands ran down her long legs and tight body. Everything she was—she was for him. There was no part of her left that belonged to anyone or anything else. 

Her old life was gone. Her old mind erased. Every memory, every brain cell, every atom had been reinvented from the ground up and replaced with biology that existed purely to worship his glory. 

She would be anything he wanted, anything he willed. She would spread the message of his glory to everyone she could.

She was in his cult now, and she was the happier for it. 

He got up to his knees on the bed, stroking her high-heeled feet and playfully slapping her ass. 

“Open your legs,” he said. “I need you pregnant. We have to make sure.”

That alone—of being honored with her Master’s seed—was enough to make her cum. And of course she obeyed.

* * * * *
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A few days before, Kayla sat in the quiet apartment, alone and sad. The candles had died about a half an hour ago and whatever warmth that might have emanated from the chicken she had ably and conscientiously prepared for her husband’s arrival long ago had petered out. 

Entropy was the word of the day on her little word-a-day calendar. She hated how ludicrously appropriate it was. 

The heat death of the universe. That was entropy. Everything, one way or another, was destined to turn cold and die. 

Everything on the planet, which included Kayla, and that meant everything inside her, which included the love for her husband. 

The only light in their small kitchen now came from her phone, left open. Her tears dried on its glowing surface.

Last-minute change of plans from the boss. I can’t make it into town tonight. I’m so sorry, baby. I know you had something special planned.

She had had something special planned. She had planned to save their dumb marriage from the absolute rut of loveless banality it had become. And more than that, she had planned to finally, finally, get her husband to impregnate her. 

Kayla hated the term baby-crazy. Wasn’t a fan either of biological clock. But she felt crazy enough and there was a literal clock in the kitchen—an analog that she had always hated with its long arms and soft tick-tick-ticking just counting away the seconds of her life and pouring them into the ether without her consent. 

She stood up—walking was always a little hard in heels for her, being as tall as she was—and grabbed the clock and dumped it into the trash. It ticked still, and—in a show of petty, violent anger—she ripped out the batteries and then tossed it down into the trash again. Then her heels—her stupid one pair of “sexy” heels that her husband, Jake, had mentioned thinking were kind of attractive one day years ago in his stupid, undercutting, understated way. 

All she wanted in this world was love. Someone to hold her and tell her it was all going to be fine. And if that wasn’t possible, then she wanted a baby so she could do that for someone else. 

And her husband...

Jake was great. He provided, he laughed and smiled, he listened when she had problems. But for one reason or another, he just didn’t want to fuck. 

And Kayla didn’t understand why. 

She was attractive! Men hit on her! She did Pilates four times a week and regular cardio. She was as fit as she was when she was eighteen and she was barely thirty now. Her hair, thick and blond, cut a smart profile around her comely face, and her eyes were bright and blue. Why wouldn’t he want to fuck her? 

She blamed herself, naturally. Who wouldn’t blame themselves? But she had offered, and cajoled, and entreated, and bargained, and even now she had made a complete fool of herself with this enormous presentation...

The lingerie she had on was uncomfortable. Not made for wearing for long distances or for terrible thoughts of divorce. 

Lingerie was kind of the opposite of divorce, she considered, slowly taking it off and putting on a pair of jammy pants and an old shirt. It was fun, enticing, and transient. Divorce was serious, foreboding, and most of all—final.

Her body felt cold, and even curling up on the sofa with the space heater on full blast didn’t help. Every part of her felt cold and unloved. Her womb felt cold. Empty. Like she would never be warm again. 

Entropy. That word again. Heat death. 

Jesus fucking christ, she wished she didn’t have to work tomorrow. 

* * * * * 
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Work was school. Kayla Holly was a professor at a small liberal arts college. It was the second week of class—well into the material now and just about ending the normal introductions of every day work. 

So far, school had been uneventful. She had been teaching in one way or another since her undergraduate career, and now—teaching Composition 101 to freshman while she earned her dues and hopefully (one day) worked her way up to the more interesting literature analysis and creative writing classes—she could practically run her classes on autopilot. She knew where the students would laugh, where they would roll their eyes at her insistence for quality work, where they would feel encouraged, and where they would blink furiously to see if she was serious. 

“Yes, really. You will write four pages. And you’ll do a terrific job.”

Many of them seemed to not believe her. That was typical. By the end of the semester, deep in the middle of annotated bibliographies and research papers, they would be thinking wistfully about a four-page assignment with the same nostalgia with which they might remember running in the playground during kindergarten recess. 

This was Wednesday. So, with the MWF and T/TH schedules, she had a class load of six, with three on each block of days. There was about an hour between now and her next class.

“Ms. Holly?”

She turned. One of her students—a handsome, tall, young man with a friendly face—waited for her. He had dark eyes and hair the color of honey. A couple of girls waited at the door for him, trailing and playing with their hair. Smiling and waiting for him to notice. They were both deeply pretty and leggy, wearing short skirts and tall socks. One bit her bottom lip, staring with dreamy-eyed gooey lust at the young stud as he spoke to Kayla.

Kayla felt a flash of jealousy at their hope, their youth, the kind of desire that must have been crying out between their legs. 

“Yes? It’s um...” She tried to smile charmingly. “Help me out. I’m working on it. I’ll have everyone down by next week, promise.”

“Eamon.”

There was no judgment or criticism in his voice like there was with some students when she didn’t know their names yet. His gaze was really friendly. She looked into his eyes. There was something there that really drew her in. It felt warm. 

“I just wanted to complement your outfit,” he said. “It really suits you.”

She wore a modest, easy pants-suit. It was navy and her blouse was simple and white. In the early days of class, she tried to be as formal as possible to build authority. In some cases, with some freshman, she was barely more than five years older than them. Later in the semester and year, she would be wearing sweaters and jeans. But early on, before she had their trust, it was nothing but formality, formality, formality. 

“Right, formality,” he said. “I get it.”

Kayla blinked. Had she said all that out loud?

“It makes your legs look quite long,” he continued. “Does wonders for them, really. I don’t know how I’m the first to say anything about it.”

“I...see.”

Did he have a crush on her? Was this his awkward attempt at hitting on her? She really had to shut it down. 

“Listen, Eamon...” she began, looking in his eyes once more. Gosh, they were captivating. “I’m flattered. I think a lot about the way I dress. I try to plan outfits in a way that captivates appropriate attention for a workplace environment.”

That was shutting him down?

And why was she just revealing every part of her reasoning?

He was undeterred by her weird honesty. “I’m sure you do! I think a lot about fashion myself. It’s why I’m at this school. There’s a great program you have here that I’m dying to get my teeth into. I’m sure you know all about fashion already. You’ve probably got a ton of ideas that you could go for. Something that would really show off your legs.”

Okay. This was getting entirely out-of-hand. 

She smiled brightly. “I’m worried if I show off my legs, people won’t take me seriously. I need the respect of the students here because otherwise, I don’t feel as much respect for myself.”

Why was she smiling?

It just felt so good to talk to him. So good to have someone interested in her, for god’s sake. 

He nodded sympathetically. “That really makes sense to me. But if you think about it, respecting your body makes others respect you—Ms. Holly, would you think about that, right now? Think about how your body badly deserves respect.”

Her body deserved respect?

Well. It was a strange way of saying it. But she certainly could see what he was trying to say. It wasn’t as if her body didn’t deserve respect. 

And didn’t she respect it already? All the things she did. Working out so many times a week. Eating right. Wasn’t that all about respect? Shouldn’t others be granted the opportunity to respect it as well?

And wouldn’t they respect it more—just a bit more—if they could see more of it?

“Eamon, are you coming?” came the call from the hallway. 

Both of the girls had their hands clasped to their hefty chests, staring with pleading eyes. The tops of their sweaters had come undone, revealing the alluring contents of supple young flesh beneath. 

“We really need to talk. Please?”

They looked like they wanted to do anything but talk. 

Who was this kid? Why wasn’t she tearing him down for talking to her like this? 

Kayla’s eyes fluttered to the clock on the wall. They’d been talking like this for fifteen minutes now. 

...how? She couldn’t remember more than maybe ninety seconds of actual conversation. 

“Eamon...about...my body.” She put a hand to her forehead. “I don’t know if this is...appropriate...”

It was the hardest sentence she’d ever said. Why was it so difficult? It should be nothing to shut this kid down. 

“It isn’t, you’re right.” He nodded sagely. “It’s completely inappropriate to wear something as drab as a pants suit when your body is so obviously killer. Please don’t do it again.”

“Of course.” Agreeing with him felt so good. Warm. “I won’t. Not ever.”

“Great. Thanks, Ms. Holly!”

And he was gone, out the door. His hands snaked around the ass of one girl and then the other. They squealed with delight, rubbing their bodies into his and snatching back brief looks at Kayla as they went. 

Jealous, much? the looks asked.

She was.

Kayla, watching him go, felt like her heart would burst from her chest. What was this feeling?

She needed him to talk to her again. Just to see what the hell was going on. 

* * * * *
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Kayla kept thinking about her voice. 

At night—with Jake away for another week—she was all by herself. And by herself, that night, she modeled skirt after skirt in the mirror, furiously tearing through her wardrobe and tossing out all the pants. 

It was crazy. A crazy strategy, a crazy thought, but...

What if Eamon came back to her place?

The thought was ridiculous. She was married. But...

But what if he did?

He would see pairs and pairs of pants in her closet. Drab pants. That was the word he had used. Drab. 

God. What if he thought she was drab? He’d take back what he said about her killer body!

And this shouldn’t matter. She knew, intently and inwardly, this shouldn’t matter. 

But...but it was so simple to do. So easy to comply. Just gather up her pants on the bed, grab a few trash bags, dump all her useless, ugly, drabdrabdrab pairs (which was, of course, all of them) and then put them in the trash bags. One trip to the dumpster later, and it was done!

The problem now was finding a quality skirt. She was going to see Eamon again in just a day. She had to be in a skirt when she saw him. Then he would notice her and maybe talk with her again. Maybe he’d even complement her on wearing a skirt! Maybe he would talk about her legs again, oh my god!

Her pussy, strangely overactive ever since talking with Eamon earlier in the day, twitched at the thought. Juices gathered in her folds, eagerly lubricating for her fingers. She had to stop every so often just to touch, explore, to feel that deep impossible yearning she had been without for so very long. 

Online shopping, of course, was the solution. It was several dozen extra dollars to get expedited shipping so that she could have something truly killer by the next day to wear for him, but that was worth it, wasn’t it?

Yes. Yes, of course it was. 

She shopped with one hand—the other was busy keeping herself wet and ready and slippery and fuck she was turned on.

Jake texted, and then called when she didn’t respond. The texts became a little frantic. It felt rather nice keeping him in suspense for once. She slipped her fingers deeper into her wet, needy cunt and pulled out the card information for their shared account. She had shopped all the skirts possible, but honestly, she really needed some heels too. The idea of funneling money away from Jake made her deeply warm—warm in her heart, in her womb. 

This was madness. She stopped to think about it every so often. But every time she did, she remembered looking into his eyes, and most of all, she remembered the way her voice had sounded...

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

Soft. Breathy. Heated. Eager. 

The way a teenage girl sounded when she spoke to her crush on the phone. Or the way someone deeply in love might kiss someone awake in bed. 

Don’t wear pants anymore, he’d said.

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

* * * * *
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The next day, she woke with purpose. 

Her night was filled with skirt-laden dreams. She wore skirts every which way she could, her killer legs taking the stage, her killer body on display in tinier and tinier outfits with Eamon’s gaze on her every step of the way. 

She dressed accordingly, wearing the tiniest skirt she already owned. More were on the way later that afternoon, as well as several sets of lingerie and some deeply expensive minidresses, just in case. 

In case of what, she wasn’t sure...but she knew she had to have them. Any regrets or second-thoughts quickly evaporated in the shower, when she found her nipples and pussy deeply sensitive even after the five or six cums her wet, hot dreams had given her. 

Three more cums later—even to knock out the idea that something was amiss, something was unusual—and she was out of the shower and slipping on her tiny gray pinstripe skirt and tight white blouse. Her jacket matched the skirt, and with her best pair of heels—they showed off her killer legs—she thought she looked like some billionaire’s floozy secretary. 

Like a servant for an important man. That was so hot. Her pussy thrummed on the drive to work. 

Strangely, in her dreams, it wasn’t just Eamon’s gaze on her, but somehow she knew it was her husband’s gaze. But it definitely wasn’t Jake, not at all, and of course that was silly because Jake was her husband and Eamon was just a sexy, handsome student with fun-fun warm-feeling eyes and smart ideas about her legs. 

Her classes went by smoothly as ever. The girls seemed deeply interested. They were attentive, alert, participatory. Answering questions with bright smiles, happy faces, raised hands and straight backs. 

They all looked so pretty, Kayla noticed. It was an objective statement. Their hair was done. Their outfits were planned carefully. Their faces looked fresh and clean. Symmetrical. Angular. Shining. 

The boys, on the other hand, seemed...

Well. Sickly. 

She didn’t want to be rude or dismissive. But sickly was the only word that worked. They withdrew into their seats like turtles into shells. Some huddled over their phones with their hoodies over their heads. Some even slept, and slept still after Kayla nudged their desks to wake them. Bags under their eyes. Like their energy was drained somehow.

Normally, she would feel some swell of sympathy or even concern. There were so many of them, so consistently showing symptoms of some kind of affliction, that it was only natural that she would want them to be well. 

But instead—strangely and uncharacteristically—she felt the beginnings of a different feeling. It wasn’t contempt, not really. Kayla cared for all her students! But there was a kind of dismissive annoyance she felt. Her body was killer! Why were they acting so disinterested? She was pretty! Look at her!

Later in the afternoon, she had office hours. Her office was located down the hall from her classroom, thankfully situated far from the hubbub of the main junction and in the corner of the small building. 

Some part of her began to feel a strange disconnect from herself. Why had she worn a skirt to school today? Wasn’t that strange of her? It had been hours now since she had last cum, and that thought really threw her. Why the fuck was she measuring her life in terms of distance-from-cums? Wasn’t that ridiculous?

And had she really, honestly, thrown out all her fucking pants last night? What the fuck was wrong with her?

Like, sure, she was due for a new wardrobe and all, but that was a bit extreme. Plus, she had ordered all those new clothes...

She had just made the decision to re-check her bank account and maybe cancel a few of the items on order when the knock came at her door. 

It was Eamon, again with two gorgeously arranged beauties at his side. They were different girls today, two brunettes with long matching pigtails and flowery dresses. 

Kayla’s heart caught in her throat. Jesus fuck, but he was so handsome. She instantly closed the open internet tabs to her shopping reconnoiter, the resolve to tamp down and stop spending utterly dissolved. 

“H-hiiiii!” 

“Hey, Ms. Holly. Is that a skirt you’re wearing?”

She nodded brightly, smiling at his attention. He was so smart. She was so lucky to have such a smart student. 

“Stand up there. Let me get a good look at you.”

How silly. Of course he wanted a look at his handiwork, his suggestion. She stood and spun, letting him look at everything she had to offer. 

“What did I tell you?” he said. “You look terrific. Come here.”

Obediently, she took his hand. For a moment, she thought he would kiss her—and her heart nearly burst from her chest in anticipation. But instead he spun her around slow, one side and then the other, examining her thoroughly. 

“God, yeah. You’ve got such fantastic material to work with, you know? Some of these girls, they’re younger than you, but their genes are so sloppy and rough. Yours, though. God. Smooth as polished stones.”

She had no idea what he was talking about, but she knew it was a complement. 

“Thank you, Eamon.”

“You can call me other things. It’s okay.”

She giggled. How did he know?

“Th-thank you, hunky.”

Her voice was so soft, breathy and needy. She stared up into his eyes, feeling like she was floating. Her whole world being absorbed into his gaze and world. 

“I was planning on taking it slow here, honest. You’ll notice we only talked yesterday for a little bit. But...wow. You really leave these two in the absolute dust, do you know that?”

He pointed at the brunettes at the doorway. They whimpered at his words, clearly pained by what he said. 

It looked like deep, physical pain. Like a stomach ache gone terribly wrong. Kayla felt a little confused, but it was hard to concentrate on any confusion when Eamon was right there, so immediate and so handsome and so everything...

“Tell me you know that,” he said. “Tell me you know you leave them in the dust. And you will.”

“I-I will?”

“It’s not really fair for them to be so young and vibrant when you clearly outmatch them. You just went down the wrong path at some point. Someone didn’t take care of you the right way. And you ended up here, unhappy. Sad. Alone. Didn’t you?”

He saw straight to the heart of her. Kayla felt tears welling up.

“Y-yes.”

“And you hate that.”

“Yes.”

“You hate him.”

He pointed at the picture of Jake on her desk.

“I...I...” 

Hate was such a strong word. Kayla struggled.

Just like that, he withdrew from her. A loss so real and sudden it felt like a gut punch to every atom of her body filled Kayla. 

“I see. Maybe you’re not as ready as I thought.”

He moved away. God, how was she so fucking stupid? He had been acting like he was super into her! Like he was gonna kiss her! Why was she being such a prude?

“N-no,” Kayla insisted, teetering as she rushed forward in her heels. “He’s a total lame-o. He really sucks. It’s just, I’m like, um.” She smiled, pushing her hair back. “I don’t know. I want to be a good wife, you know?”

“To him?”

He pointed again. The picture looked so far away now, and Jake looked so utterly insignificant inside of it. Sick and paltry, just scrap morsels of a day-old happy meal compared to the seven-course banquet feast that was even the smallest portion of Eamon. She looked back at him, fully taking his gaze on. All those hot warm gooey feelings filling to her core. 

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “It’s been terrible lately.”

“It’s only going to get worse,” he said. “Genes always tell. You’re just superior to him, Kayla. You like it when I call you Kayla, don’t you?”

She giggled. She really did. He put a hand on her face, stroking her cheekbone, and she cooed and rubbed herself into his fingers like she was a kitten. 

“I can make you better,” he said simply. His eyes blazing. “I can make you forget all about him. I can make you start over, Kayla. Wouldn’t you like that? Wouldn’t you love to start over, young and gorgeous and on the arm of a guy like me? Eighteen and so completely, brilliantly in love that you’re the envy of everyone who comes across you?”

“I...yes, of course.” She pushed harder into his hand, willing and needy. “But, what do you mean start over?”

“I’m saying what I mean. I can make you young again.”

He held up a hand and it lit up like he held a spotlight in it, only there was nothing in it at all. He pointed at one of the brunettes at the door, and Kayla watched, transfixed, as the youth faded completely from her body. 

She remembered, way back, early internet memes about people who did meth. There was a woman who could be seen through the years aging terribly from one photo to the next, looking like she gained twenty or thirty years in the space of five from all the hard living she did. 

What happened to the brunette then was like that, only worse. Her body shriveled, her bones creaked as the dense marrow became hollow and brittle. Weakened joints popping. Hair—only seconds before, vibrant and thick and dark—becoming lifeless, gray, and greasy.

It wasn’t just that she was older, though she was. It was like everything that made her beautiful had been sucked out of her consciously, like a kind of genetic hacking. What was sucked out circled and swam around Eamon’s hands in a rotating mass of light and color. 

The girl fell to the ground in a heap. Kayla thought she—more of an it now, honestly—it was crying, but the noise was so loathsome that it couldn’t even bring sympathy to her heart. 

“That’s only half of it. Your name was Stella, right?” He asked the other brunette. 

She nodded. Though she was still clearly in love with Eamon, frozen with love, needful with love—her eyes were enormous with fright at what she had just witnessed. 

“Stella, I liked you than her more from the very start. Do you know why?” 

Kayla could guess. 

“B-Because I’m prettier than her?”

“Good girl. And now you’ll be even prettier. How’s that?”

She nodded—probably as much out of a terror to never be anything like what the waste on the ground had become. Eamon, smiling, wiggled his fingers and directed the swirling light display into Stella. 

Her clothes ripped, shoulders becoming slightly broader as her entire frame sprouted upward. Torso lengthening, her legs really lengthening. Hips growing wider and waist tinier. Breasts sprouting and pushing her tight, sporty polo to its limits with gorgeous, sumptuous globes of teenaged flesh. 

She had turned from a 9 out of 10 to a 19 in less than thirty seconds.

Dropping to her knees, she fell to his feet and kissed them. Her hips shook with obvious, constant orgasms. Kayla could smell her juices. 

More swirling lights still danced around Eamon’s hands and he turned to Kayla. 

“It’s just energy. Love is energy. Beauty is energy. The right atoms in the right places make all the difference, you know? I can move those atoms around. I always have been able to, and lately? Kayla, lately, all I want to do is fuck. Ever since I’ve turned eighteen, it’s all I can think about. My own special, perfect genes on overdrive to breed and spread my seed into as many wombs as possible, I think.”

Kayla moaned. The need to cum, to touch herself, was nearly overwhelming, and she kept herself from doing so only by gripping the nearby desk as hard as she could.

He needed to breed.

And he was telling her, which meant he very well might want to breed her.

Just like Jake never could.

“But...” he continued, “...I’m only going to fuck the best of the best, and I can see what goes on in a person’s body. I can see your traits, your genes, your desires. I can perfect them. It’s what I do. Do you believe me?”

After the display he had just put on, how could she not? Stella’s kisses were loud and slurpy on his feet.

“Y-yes. Yes, Sir.”

Sir felt like the least of what she should call him, but it suddenly seemed frightfully important to tread carefully.

“Good. I can do it for you, too. I’m really fucking attracted to you, teach. I want to fuck a teacher and make her mine. I want you to teach all the girls I gather and show them what it is to worship god himself. You’ll have classes for my harem, and teach them the glory of my ways. And in return, I’ll fuck you from time to time and let you sleep in my bed.”

Objectively, that obviously sounded amazing. A brilliant, flawless proposal from a completely benevolent being. Eamon was offering her the whole world. He was offering to fuck her! 

It was...it was just...there was something wrong about it all. Wasn’t there? Something like...something. 

Shit. It was so hard to think when he was right there in front of her. 

Was it something to do with the waste on the floor? That crying mess of a former woman? But then, if that bothered Kayla, then why was she so fucking wet? You couldn’t be this wet and turned on and be actually concerned, could you? 

“So anyway,” said Eamon, “I’ll do it whether you want me to or not. I just...want to hear you say it. I like that. I want you tell me you want it.”

Kayla licked her lips. They were puffy and wet with a little drool already. “Why?”

“It excites me, sweetheart. Why else do anything?”

“You could—to anyone? At any time?”

“To anything, really. Most of the time, there’s plenty in the air. Plants. Sunlight. It all works. I can do it with any kind of energy.”

Kayla looked again at the horrific mass of barely-human flesh on the ground. A thing that would waddle in misery for the rest of its pathetic days. 

“But then...why? To her?”

He leaned in close to her. Putting his light-filled hand on her forehead, and pushing her close to his lips. Speaking directly into her ear. 

“I thought you would enjoy seeing what someone like you ought to be able to do. I’m not giving Stella over there the secret sauce. But you’re a teacher. In a position of authority. You should be able to punish those who transgress your authority, your desires.”

His hand had filled with light, but something dark spilled into Kayla’s brain then, clouding her thoughts. It came from his fingers—warm like light, and vibrant like light, but filled with the darkest, worst lusts she had ever imagined. 

“You have a little of my power now. Just for funsies. This is your test, Kayla. If you like what I’ve done to your body, your brain, all you need for more is...to do more of what I did to the other down there.”

In all the hubbub, somehow he had grabbed the photo of her husband. It was framed. When he handed it back to her, the glass was smashed over Jake’s face. 

* * * * *
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The real problem with all of this was easy to determine. 

Like, obviously there was the strange issue of her mental regression whenever she was around Eamon, turning into a helplessly crush-laden teenager who couldn’t ever imagine her crush doing even the slightest wrong. 

And there was transforming a girl into a super-sonic knockout purely for the purposes of fucking her furiously. 

And there was the problem of apparently doing that with a lot of the student body, and probably also fueling this by sucking the will and energy out of the boys at the school. 

And, of course, there was the problem of the hyper-aged suck-slug Eamon had made out of the nameless, formerly pageant-winning-level beauty who was now so uncharismatic that Kayla had had to coerce three separate janitors into moving out of her office, all of whom seemed perfectly content to shovel her/it onto the sidewalk and call it a day. 

The real problem was none of these. 

No, the real problem was that Kayla felt fucking fantastic.

She should be disgusted, terrified, stressed-out. She should be packing her bags and getting the fuck out of town. 

Instead, though, she had been doing Pilates for over six hours waiting to tire her brain out. Through crunches, ab holds, planks, long stretches, leg lifts, and donkey kicks, she had done everything she could think of to exhaust herself. 

A clear sheen of beautifully transparent sweat covered her body. She was shining and her skin flushed with a warm, welcoming glow. She put on the tightest, skimpiest pair of yoga tights she owned, hoping that would somehow keep her from slinking her fingers down between her thighs and into her cunt between reps. It didn’t. 

Nor did her new ultra-tight, revealing sports bra keep her from tweaking and shifting the raspberry-sized nipples her transforming body had evolved. Her ass looked utterly sculpted as she watched herself in the mirror, set up in the small study where she worked out to help her with her form. Now, of course, it helped her admire her body and her face and the way she moved and all of that made her want to put her fingers up in her cunt again and oh fuck there she went...

Each dive into her pussy took minutes and minutes from her life. It didn’t interrupt her workout as much as she thought it might. She held a plank for fifteen minutes on one arm, the other quite occupied with sending orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm her way. 

She looked different. That much was certain. Her body possessing the kind of deep muscle tone she had only ever seen in dancers and gymnasts before—the kind of hyper-athletes who dedicated themselves to a lifetime of grace. And her hair was thicker. More blond. It almost looked like its own light source when she pulled the blinds up.

Counting orgasms had been kind of like counting reps of exercise, until she lost count. 

When the doorbell rang, she almost didn’t hear it. The music was rather loud. She’d turned it up so the neighbors wouldn’t hear her constant screams from her life-altering orgasms. 

Kayla buzzed happily, skipping this way and that to get to the door. Her mind bopped along, empty of concerns. She knew vaguely something rotten had happened earlier in the day, but it was lost on her. There was power inside her and she just wanted more. She hungered for it. 

At the door was her neighbor. A short young woman, an immigrant who was a student at a college different from Kayla’s. They’d had a few conversations about what Kayla’s school was like for students in comparison. 

“Hi, your music is pretty loud, would you mind—”

Her voice stuttered and slowed as she looked at Kayla head-on. Dripping sweat. Lacquered in heat. Her hair falling down her shoulders in sexdoll waves. The heavy display of her prominent bust swelling and heaving like ripe, fresh fruit. 

“Yes?”

Kayla’s voice had retained the hot, breathy insistence that she took on when talking directly to Eamon. She seemed unable to get rid of it. It must have been screamed out of her during her orgasm-chain earlier. That was so sexy. It was like all the parts of her that weren’t what he wanted were being systematically removed. 

“It’s...the music.”

The poor little thing had to nearly shout to be heard, in fact. 

Kayla turned back to the apartment—a sweltering heatbox layered in acres of her effort and self-produced humidity—and then back at the girl. What was her name? Lily?

“Oh. I see. Come in and I can turn it down.”

The request made absolutely no sense, but of course the girl obeyed anyway. She was dumbstruck, probably lovestruck. All Kayla had to do was leave the door open and walk a few steps, let her see the sculpted muscles of her back leading down into the statuesque display of her ass. 

She beckoned for Lily to sit down in the kitchen and stared at her. There was energy inside Lily. Kayla could sense it now, the way Eamon must have sensed it. It was flawed energy—good kinds mixed up with bad kinds, all the parts in the wrong order. She felt a compulsion to fix it. But she could only do that by drawing it out of Lily. 

And that would mean hurting Lily. 

And that would mean...god, what would that mean?

There was something bad there. 

But all she could think about was Eamon’s Cock. It would be hard if she took Lily’s energy. It would be so deliciously, fully hard. And Kayla could take Lily’s energy and then she would be someone who made Eamon even harder.

“Will you...are you going to get the music?” 

She could barely hear Lily. The track playing now was a high-thumping electronica beat. It was reaching its crescendo. Kayla turned on Lily, eyes blazing with lust and need. 

“I wouldn’t worry about it.” 

* * * * *
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Kayla didn’t bother to hide what happened to Lily, just dropping her in the hallway—drained and deflated, like the thing in her office from earlier in the day. It no longer horrified her; in fact, she felt rather proud of herself. 

It wasn’t like there was anything that wrong with Lily. She was alive, after all. Just not...that alive. She just no longer had a life worth living. 

Of course, Kayla realized more and more than any life that wasn’t spent in abject service to Eamon wasn’t a life worth living at all. It was hardly a life. It was barely tolerable as living. 

Besides! All of Lily’s youth and beauty and good parts had gone to a good cause—Kayla. Could there be a better cause than her? 

She was an absolute killer before Eamon started in on her. He’d said so himself. That afternoon, he’d made her a knockout. And now? Gosh. She was stellar.

Taller. That was certain. Tall enough to feel like more than the mortals who littered the prosaic world around her. Bustier. She didn’t know by how much except that she didn’t exactly fit in her lingerie anymore, although the way she didn’t fit was the sexy kind of not fitting, at least. 

She had put on her sexiest set for when Jake came home, to surprise him. It would be so fun to see his reaction to her new self. The lace she’d found was red, the bra barely clipping together from her hefty new mammaries (they kept dripping milk, which Kayla found tasted delicious), and the panties were tight and only did a scant job of obscuring her tight young pussy. 

How old was she again? Twenty-two? Nineteen? She felt like a teenager. She must be a teenager. Probably she was as old as Eamon. They were such good, close companions—how could they be different ages? And he was only eighteen. 

Like her. Yes. Yes. 

She was an eighteen year-old sexpot, just like Eamon wanted her to be.

The pubic hair had smoothed away, as had any hair beneath her scalp. She was polished through and through. 

Shortly after consuming Lily’s essence, Kayla had made a call to Eamon to apologize for her prudishness earlier. 

“I just didn’t understand,” she had said. “I don’t know what came over me. I hope you’ll forgive me. Please? Please at least let me beg at your feet to be allowed to apologize more?”

There was nothing like prostrating yourself at the feet of a strong man. Kayla was learning that now. It was so important to let a man as strong as Eamon know that she had nothing on her mind except for his hard cock and happiness. 

“Hey, I’m home!”

Jake walked through the door, stumbling through the high pile of packages that Kayla had left from her shopping spree. He’d been texting her for a few hours, asking for plans and wanting to know what to bring for dinner, wanting to know why she had been so quiet. 

Kayla hadn’t replied to any of them, though carefully opening them to let him know that she’d read them as well—just so that he would know she wasn’t entirely ignoring him. It would hurt more that way.

She waited on the couch—as she had been instructed—sitting in her lingerie with her legs crossed. Her cunt singing Eamon’s praises, constantly undulating and twitching, her entire body vibrating with the near-constant pleasure that was obeying her Master’s orders. 

“Did you know there’s a girl on the floor in the hall?” He set down his bags in the entry. “Or I mean, I think it’s a girl. She looked in bad shape. Should we call an ambulance?”

She didn’t answer. The living room was dark and she waited. And waited. Obeying. Watching this pathetic fool she used to love. What had been wrong with her? He was such an awful specimen of manliness. Hardly worthy of a killer like her. And definitely not worthy of her stellar body, her knockout physiology, her sensational sexual energy. 

“Babe?” he called. “Are you home?”

She leaned over and pulled the chain switch to the lamp on the end table. All Jake could see in the darkness was Kayla, long legs crossed, milk-heavy tits heaving, shining and soft and sparkling.

“Shit.” His voice fumbled. “I mean. Sorry. I mean wow. Is that. Wow. What an outfit. Do you want to have sex? Is that what this is?”

She sneered at him. It might have been more fun to lead him on for a bit—but jesus christ.

Do you want to have sex?

No, idiot, I just happened to fall into a pile of lingerie. 

How had she tolerated this nincompoop?

“I really do want to have sex,” she said. “Just not with you.”

It took him a minute to register what she said. Jake had never heard her sound so sexy and young, no doubt. 

“I don’t understand,” he said.

Kayla stood up, showing off the length of her insanely hot body. She was so tiny that her skintight panties stayed on her body from clinging to her bones, not her skin. Flashes of empty space—between her legs, between her arms and her torso—abounded.

“I’m not really sure what’s about to happen,” she admitted. “But whatever it is? I want you to know it’s all your fault.”

There was a knock at the door, right on time. Kayla walked past Jake, ignoring him like he wasn’t even there. She felt his desire for her—could sense it like radar. He strained to touch her, but knew that he could not. That she would punish him if he tried. 

She was so fucking done with him. 

Of course, at the door was Eamon—and of course, once again flanked by two beauties. Kayla recognized Stella from the incident in her office. The other was petite, Asian, with long black hair and bright, wicked eyes. Kayla recognized her dimly; was pretty sure her name was Aya. They both clung to Eamon, their thighs wrapped around him, hot cunts grinding on his hips. Wanton in their lust for him. He was dressed in a tight button-up and a pair of tailor-cut trousers, his heavy bulge deeply evident.

Kayla squealed with delight, leaping up into his arms and wrapping herself around his mass. She kissed him deeply, thoughtfully, needing to show him that he was the only man in the world to her. Her tongue slipped heavy into his mouth and happily lashed against his, pushing in deeper as his hands slid up her lingerie-clad ass and roamed around her perfectly-muscled back. 

“Hey,” came a voice. It was tremulous. Terrified. 

Kayla ignored it, kissing her Master more, whispering soft happy thank yous and I love yous as she went. 

“H-hey, goddammit. Kayla. What’s happening?”

The voice was angry now, using that anger to power through whatever feat it felt. Eamon broke away from Kayla, leaving her swinging at his neck and turning her about to face her husband. 

Their kiss had been so long and hot she had forgotten all about Jake. 

“Sorry,” she said. “Who are you, again?”

“Fuck you. You know who I am.”

“Oh, that’s right!” Kayla giggled. “You’re the pathetic little worm who couldn’t get me pregnant. Can you believe that, Master? His dick is so ineffective it couldn’t even knock out a girl with a killer bod like mine.”

Eamon’s cock surged against her. She reached down to his pants and set it free, starting to stroke right there in the entryway. Somewhere in the hubbub, Stella and the other girl had closed the door behind them. They stared now at Jake with predatory rage and delight, eager at the meal that someone would make of him soon.

“What a pussy.”

“What do you want to do about it, Master?” She purred against his ear, but loud enough so Jake could hear. “Do you want to show him what a fucking man you are?”

He had already said everything he wanted to say to her—had already laid out the terms of their new arrangement, and Kayla had said she agreed to them wholehearted. 

Like a real man, he acted instead of speaking. Pushing Kayla back into the living room and shoving Jake roughly to one side—he slammed into a wall and broke the plaster behind him and it looked like it hurt and Kayla’s cunt screamed for more—he bent Kayla over their corduroy couch right in front of her husband. 

“P-please,” Jake said. “I-I don’t understand. Y-you’re s-so hot, and I j-just...please stop...”

“Christ,” Eamon sneered. “What a fucking wimp you turned out to be. Here I thought at least I’d have to kick your ass to fuck her.”

“Such a pussy,” Kayla agreed, sliding her needy, gripping cunt up and down the hard shaft waiting at her entrance.

Gripping her hips tight, Eamon steadied her for just a moment, laughing at her husband, and then shoved inside her.

“Oh fuck!” Kayla moaned immediately, orgasms shaking her voluptuous, perfect body. “Oh my god! You’re so much bigger than him!”

He fucked her hard, shoving in and out of her with his full length with an almost-violent intensity that sent wave after wave of pleasure rocking through Kayla’s body. 

“He never fucked me like this!” Kayla moaned. “He never could! He was a fuc-fuck! Fucking three-pump chump!”

Jake, obviously scared and humiliated, tried to retreat. Like hissing cobras, Eamon’s two flanking Valkyries slid up onto him and gripped him hard, pushing him down on the ground. Holding his face, making him watch. 

“This wouldn’t have happened if you weren’t such a fucking pussy,” said Stella.

“I can’t even stand touching you,” said Aya. “I’m gonna have to wash my hands.”

Tears streamed down Jake’s face and it only made Kayla more joyous in the moment—the endless penetration from Eamon permeating every facet of her life. He fucked her cunt, fucked her body, fucked her mind, fucked her soul, fucked her entire life. Her whole marriage was fucked now because of him—because she was hot and he had wanted her.

“You don’t want him,” said Eamon. “You don’t want the pussy.”

He paused in his fucking, slapping her ass a few times to get her attention back. 

“You don’t want him,” he said again. 

She got it. He wanted her to say. She was only too happy to oblige him.

“I don’t want him!”

Eamon picked up the pace again. Faster this time, more urgent. He was going to cum if she did this right. Her reward, her brilliant reward...

“You never wanted him.”

“I never wanted him!”

Faster. Harder. Her heavy milk-filled tits leaked all over the couch and her body. Pregnant. He would make her pregnant...

“You don’t want him around any more!”

“No! Get rid of him!”

“He isn’t fucking anything to you.”

“Yes! Yes Master! He’s nothing to me! You’re everything!”

His cock moved so fast, so hard, that she could no longer tell which stroke was in and which was out. They were indistinguishable. The look on Jake’s face was one of total and complete heartbreak and anguish. It only made Kayla’s heart fill with more love for her Master.

He was a wretch, a pathetic worm, beyond all pity or hope or empathy, and she was glad—so orgasmically, joyously glad—that he was suffering. 

“Take him,” he told her. “Drain him. Take his energy and I’ll give you my cum.”

Kayla did not hesitate in the slightest. Right away she reached out her hand and sucked Jake dry, turning him in a matter of seconds from a healthy thirty year-old man to what would appear to any outsider to be someone more than a century old on the brink of death. His hair turned brittle and gray and then fell out completely. Every inch of skin filled with acres of wrinkles. Her eyes overwhelmed with glaucoma and then whitened with blindness. 

Jake had collapsed on the floor.

“Good girl,” Eamon said. “That’s my good, good girl...”

“Yes, Master! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant like he couldn’t!”

She diverted all the energy she gathered and gave it entirely to her Master. With the sudden rush of power, his cock grew inside her even as his balls emptied—delivering supercharged spunk inside of her needy, made-for-her-god womb. Kayla’s brain emptied entirely even as her cunt was filled, becoming her Master’s will made flesh as the energy of his orgasm was combined with the sudden influx of energy from the new soul belonging to him and him alone.  

Some time later, her mind—or the mind that he allowed her to call hers—returned to her and she found herself on top of his body with Stella and Aya. They all kissed him deeply, whispering hot, soft happy praise of his glory and greatness and how many other girls they would bring to him. He murmured something, and the two others stood up, leaving Kayla by herself on him. 

Kayla pushed against Eamon, diving with him with the couch. Her hand wrapped languidly around his cock and she eyeballed the two other slaves were casually moved Jake’s unconscious body out of the apartment. 

She looked at the way Stella moved. Her good genes. Why should she have so much of them? Didn’t they belong to someone like Kayla instead? She had Master’s favor, after all, and there was no reason not to maximize her man’s enjoyment. 

“You know, Master...” she traced a finger down his chest. “If you wanted, I could be even prettier for you.”

He smiled; he knew exactly what she meant. She was entirely an object of his creation now. 

# # #
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Cult of Lust – Queen Bee
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She knelt, casually stroking her Master’s Cock while utterly stacked beauties adored the shaft and head and balls with their tongues and lips. They were in a massive living room, attending Master while he sat on a luxurious leather couch. The room—indeed the house—was full of these similarly gorgeous women, aching and lusting for their own turn to somehow impress the divine presence their Master embodied. 

There were three of them at a time, each spending thirty seconds or so licking, loving, slurping, sliding. They auditioned for a place to remain longer, but at every interval she pushed them away and let the next one try. 

Nothing was good enough for her Master. Nothing and no one but her. She would keep auditioning these lesser girls on his Cock until she found someone who could truly keep up with his needs. 

They lived in fear of her—of her judgments, her reprisals, her capriciousness, and her greed. Nothing scared them more than her frown, as their Master was far too dignified to ever tell them himself that they had displeased.

That was her job. And she loved it.

She controlled everything about these dozens and dozens of barely legal sex slaves. 

Just like her Master wanted.

* * * * *
[image: image]


“Have you seen the new kid?” 

Several days earlier, Aubrey and Sandra sat in the tall, expansive meal hall of Bindleford’s Liberal Arts College. Bright, happy sunlight shone in from the enormous windows in the ceiling. Over their small hand-prepared vegan meal, Aubrey stared at her friend Sandra with the kind of disdain she usually reserved for the nerds who tried to hit on her from the poetry department. 

“I’ve been out for a week, babe. No. I haven’t seen the ‘new kid.’”

“Oh, right.” Sandra’s eyes were a bit glassy and distant. “It’s just as well. I’m not sure how interesting he is. But—”

“Why are you calling him the ‘new kid,’ anyway? Are we in fucking high school?”

“I don’t know. There’s only so many of us here, and—”

“And if he’s not interesting, why are you bringing him up?”

Aubrey liked to push Sandra around. It was easy to do, despite Sandra being blonde and beautiful enough to stun most men into speechlessness. For most of her life, being able to be pushed around effectively was the trademark of a quality friend of hers. Growing up in her hometown of Roseville, she had been able to dominate the lives of others from the ages of five all the way up to eighteen, using her beauty, wealth, and position to control their opinions, thoughts, and desires. Aubrey felt good when she was in charge; it was, in fact, the only time she did feel good. 

And she felt she deserved to feel good. She was young, beautiful, and generally just smarter and better than everyone around her. 

She had certainly dressed to have eyes on her today. She wore a tight, tiny pleated skirt with a just-too-small silk blouse, showing off flashes of her toned, tanned midriff. The collar was high and wide, but that did not stop the soft, prominent musculature of her neck and bones of her clavicles from pushing through, vainly displaying her thinness.

Everything about Aubrey was a vain display, and she liked it that way. All the better to keep those around her in their proper place beneath her.

Her hair, thick and long and brown, was held in a low ponytail that draped to one side, resting on the hefty globes of her brilliantly pert breasts. Not a flaw, anywhere. 

It was because she knew she deserved to feel good that she’d had a troupe of her “secret” admirers crowdfund her latest vacation down to the beach resort in Ikaulupe last week. She’d spent the time traipsing about in tiny bikinis, snapping photos of herself for her social, and filming endless reels of doing the most trivial things—setting her fork just so, combing her hair, picking out a pair of heels. Her social presence wasn’t enormous, but it was loyal, and the likes flowed in and the donations stacked up. 

She had her next vacation paid for within an hour of posting her first bikini pick. Her tits looked amazing in bikinis. Or, rather, her tits looked amazing, full stop, but in bikinis, they were other-worldly. 

Men loved looking at her tits covered in water especially. She suspected a rather lot of women did too. A remarkable amount of women—such as Sandra—seemed to naturally accept their place beneath a beauty like Aubrey and submit wholly without much effort from Aubrey. They probably thought this might earn them some favor—that even scraps from the table of greatness were more than they would get otherwise. 

Scraps would be more than they would get otherwise...but when it came to attention and fame and the spotlight, Aubrey was carnivorous and left nothing for others. 

Meanwhile, she had barely touched her lunch. It smelled nice enough, but most of her food was like her face, tits, and thigh-gap—for display purposes only. Like the wise one once said, nothing tastes as good as skinny feels. Often, Aubrey didn’t touch her food any more than she ever let any man touch her. 

None of them, sadly, were ever really good enough. 

“I was just bringing it up,” Sandra continued, “because he’s right there, that’s all.”

Sandra pointed across the hall. A young man had his hand high up on the ass of Mathilde, a trim-waisted eighteen year-old freshman with a brilliant smile and long, thin limbs and neck. Even from far away, her smile looked glassy. Doped up. She only really saw the back of ‘the new kid.’

“Is she fucking high?” Aubrey asked. 

Immediately, she pulled out her phone to make a post about it. She would be direct enough about what she thought and saw to start a rumor about Mathilde, but subtle enough to leave room for evasion. 

Rumor-mongering was a terrific source of social control; an ideal way to ruin the spirits of others so that whenever you needed to extort them for favors or information, their spirits were so low that they did little to resist you. 

Part of the reason that a beautiful, rich girl like Aubrey was at this school to begin with was because it was so small. Yes, she probably could have carved out quite a kingdom for herself at one of the big universities, but if she were here, at Bindleford, she could own the whole fucking place. Some other tiny school might not have been worth the effort, but Bindleford—with the highest tuition rates in the country, one of the world’s most prestigious liberal arts colleges—was a prize worth owning forever. 

With only a few months into the first semester, her control was already mostly complete. People lived in fear of her opinions, her social, and her wrath. It was a lovely feeling. She had been thinking lately of getting some kind of vanity boyfriend, but it was so much fun to have every attached girl in the college thinking that she could steal their boyfriend any moment she chose. 

“I don’t know,” said Sandra. “Eamon’s got a way with girls.”

That was his name, huh? Eamon? Sounded like a wimp’s name. 

His hand rose higher up Mathilde’s ass. Clenching it firmly, holding it between the cheeks at times. Fondling her openly, in front of everyone. Wasn’t Mathilde like, famously a virgin? She was just letting him do all that? 

Miss Holly, the composition professor, approached him. He seemed to have called her over. She wore a smart pencil skirt and a button-up pinstripe blouse. One of their younger professors, Aubrey deliberately transferred out of her class when she realized that manipulating her would just be too plain hard to begin with. She could be one of the ones who got caught up in the later wave—once Aubrey had enough faculty, staff, and students on her side to make her rule inevitable. 

Right away, Miss Holly put her hand on his big, muscled arm and laughed at something he said. She played with her golden  hair, one tall heel up in the air and crawling up her calf in obvious, wanton want. 

“Is she flirting with him?” Aubrey asked. “That’s a professor!”

Holly’s smile was bright and glassy too, staring with big doe-eyes at Eamon and toying with her hair. He spoke to her like Mathilde wasn’t on his arm, doting and whispering in his ear. Mathilde did not seem bothered at all, and his grip on her ass only intensified. Holly’s hair was long and blonde, done up in a thick low ponytail. While they spoke, she slowly undid the ponytail and swept her hair this way and that, turning up her head just so.

Modeling for him. 

A bell rang, indicating the next round of classes was about to begin. Eamon walked off, practically holding Mathilde up by the ass as she continued to dote on him, her legs slow-strutting and grinding into his body as they moved. 

Miss Holly watched him go, biting a finger. She only seemed to realize after a moment that her blouse was undone and her hair was loose and low. She “fixed” her blouse by unbuttoning another button, left her hair down, and—straightening—seemed satisfied. 

Who is that guy? Aubrey wondered. And how do I make sure he’s playing for my team?

* * * * *
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For Aubrey, nothing was higher than the stakes of control. If someone else was in charge, then they might try to take advantage of her. Make her do something she didn’t want to do. 

Aubrey had been made, in the past, to do things she didn’t want to do...and she would never be put in that position again. She hadn’t spoken to her parents, despite nominally living with them, for over three years. They were rich enough to hold estates in several different cities. Whenever her parents showed up to one, Aubrey went to another—taking control of a new school and putting all her pieces in play the way she wanted. With such an arrangement, she found she could not rely on other people—not friends, not teachers, not community—only herself. She became very practiced at forging signatures.

Something about the way Eamon had utterly dominated Mathilde and Miss Holly’s attention in the lunch hall fascinated Aubrey. She went to her next class—a history elective with a teacher who wrote her almost constant love notes—but hardly paid attention and left in the middle of it. Right away her social blew up with the teacher apologizing for boring her and promising to have a better class next time. 

She hadn’t friended him, so the message was public, on her profile that everyone could see.

Even his embarrassment and shame—normally such a sweet pill—wasn’t enough to distract her from the thoughts of what she had seen in the lunch room. She walked slowly down the hall, tall heels clicking sharply, pushing her hands through the thick mass of her dark chestnut hair and stopping every so often to gaze at her beautiful reflection in a window or a hall mirror. 

She loved herself, her appearance, so totally. It was all she relied on and all she needed. 

Her thoughts could not tear away from the complete and total humiliation of Mathilde—or at least, it should have been that—and she didn’t care in the slightest. She was happy just doting on his arm while he openly flirted with a professor who seemed almost ready to jump his bones right there! What was going on with him? 

Did Aubrey want to talk to him? Did she dare? What if somehow he got her hooks into her as well?

She walked across the campus, outside, casually holding her nose up at a few of the boys who ogled her body as she walked past. She enjoyed their desire, but all the same she held them in complete contempt for it. A real man would take it from her—take everything she had. These little wimps could clearly do nothing of the sort. 

There was also something about the boys at school. She’d noticed it for a moment in class as well. They seemed permanently dazed. Drained. Like their energy had flown away. 

The girls, meanwhile, seemed chatty and vibrant. Energetic. Aubrey normally didn’t notice the prettiness of other girls at all except as a predator views her prey, but many seemed lovelier than they had before her vacation. 

Across the courtyard with several sleeping young men, through the copse of trees at the front of the college, and down the stone steps into the library and then gliding across the many rows through the acres of books. It was quiet in the library, of course—but the silence felt strange. The librarians, a pair of younger women dolled up today with red lips and matching polka-dot dresses, had that same glassy look in their eyes. 

Something was obviously happening. It was like everyone was drugged. 

Up the spiral staircase of the library and deep into the stacks. Just trying to clear her head. 

Drugged. 

It behooved Aubrey to not be a skeptic; it always had. If she had asked anyone if she could live the way she did, they would have said absolutely not. But the proof was in the pudding. If she hadn’t been her, there was no way she could believe that someone as perfect as her own obviously immaculate female form could exist. And if she believed that, then she would have been vulnerable to it.

She would not be vulnerable.

So something was happening here at the college. Something to do with Eamon. Something making people feel drugged, somehow.

She felt a little the same way. Her thoughts not quite as clear as they could be. Was it something in the water? In the air? Maybe she just felt strange because she examined each thought as it came in. Thinking about the thought of a thought always made for a slightly trippy experience, putting a microscope on the sensation of sensation. 

Then she heard the moaning.

“Eamon...don’t...”

That was a girl’s voice, and it was not Mathilde’s. 

In fact...

She quickly rushed to one end of the stacks, peering down each row before she snuck to the next one. Making sure she wasn’t seen. It was a little difficult to sneak in her luxury heels—they snapped and struck the floors just so—but Aubrey was light and graceful and made it work. 

Finally, in the 800 section, she saw what she had been hearing.

Sandra—her Sandra, for lack of a better term—wrapped tightly around Eamon’s body. Her legs clinging around his waist while he had her lifted up and pressed hard into the shelves. Skirt bunched up around her wide, fertile hips. His back to Aubrey, and Sandra’s eyes closed—nobody saw Aubrey as she watched them neck. 

Sandra looked lost in passion. Young, beautiful, blond, busty. She would have been a knockout among knockouts in any company but for Aubrey’s. Her tight young body so perfectly pressed into Eamon’s. Lips dripping with saliva as she layered his neck and jawline with kiss after kiss. And meanwhile Eamon’s hands crawled up and down Sandra’s body with ease, her blouse mostly unbuttoned. Gripping her tits roughly. Her bra discarded on the ground, Eamon stamping on it as he pushed harder up into Sandra’s body. 

“Oh fuck, Eamon...you have to...have to...”

“Have to what?”

One hand came down around her ass, precariously close to her dripping slit. Even from her vantage point, far away, Aubrey could see how absolutely wet her friend was. 

Why was she watching this? Why wasn’t she saying something? Should she interfere?

That seemed wrong. 

They were both adults, after all. And it wasn’t like they were necessarily doing anything wrong. You weren’t supposed to make out in a library, but you weren’t really supposed to have boys at the university do your assignments for you because you “promised” to go on dates with them, in the same that you weren’t really supposed to flirt with professors until you had enough evidence to blackmail them into giving you As on all your work regardless of how many times you showed up for class. 

Who was she to tell someone else that they couldn’t live their life?

In fact, really, if anyone was doing something wrong—it was her. Aubrey. 

Watching.

You weren’t supposed to watch something indecent like this. That was even more indecent.

But she couldn’t turn away. She felt utterly transfixed. 

“Please don’t...” Sandra said. “I don’t want to. N-not...not here...not in the library...it’s m-my fi-first...”

“You don’t want me to fuck your cunt with my fingers, doll?”

His fingers danced just under her sparkling wet pussy. All he had to do was drop her weight just slightly and she would slide right on top of them. 

“N-no,” she protested again. “P-please. I w-want it to be special...”

“All right, then.”

He let her down completely. Sandra, so filled with her wanton heat, collapsed against his legs. Her face rubbed into the thickness of his bulge. 

“Look at me, though.”

She obeyed, looking right up at him. Something sparkled in her eyes. Aubrey’s breath tightened. The lights were dim up here—there was no way some light reflected off something. That light came from Eamon. But he wasn’t holding anything in his hands—they were at his side. He was just looking at her.

“You don’t have to let me finger fuck you. You’re a grown woman.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you, what?”

“Thank you, sir.”

“That’s better. But I’m really turned on. You put me in a state. You’re so sexy, Sandra. You made me really want to fuck you. Is that fair?”

She was transfixed. Her hands came up to his bulge, pawing at it like a cat wanting to be let in. 

“N-no. No, sir.”

“Right. So, you’re going to suck me off, all right? That only seems fair.”

“Y-yes. Yes, sir. I-it’s just...”

“What?”

“I’ve never sucked cock before.”

“That’s okay. You only ever have to suck mine. Understood? You won’t suck anyone else off.” He stroked her hair. “Ever. So don’t worry about that.”

“Yes, sir.”

“It’ll be like you’re married to me, okay? You’ll only touch, stroke, and suck on my cock. Is that clear?”

Her pawing intensified, fingers groping at his zipper. 

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. And you’ll fingerfuck your cunt while you do it, all right?”

All the resistance had left her. 

“Yes, sir. Of c-course, sir.”

He let out his Cock and immediately Sandra slurped it down. Too quick, too quick! Not long enough for Aubrey to get a really good view, like a flash of a monster when flipping channels. But it was big, it was hard, and it was thick and streaming with precum. Aubrey could definitely see the bulge in Sandra’s throat—and that alone was enough to make her furiously wet. 

A few times, Eamon had to guide Sandra—not so fast, not so slow, lips only—but quickly she got the hang of it and sucked him like a pro. 

Aubrey, watching still, was as wet as she had ever been in her entire life. 

He’d convinced her. How had he done that? She had told him no, that she wanted to stop, and now she was on the library floor in a puddle of her own lust and madly and eagerly sucking his cock like her life depended on it. And in the meantime she was fucking her own pussy, loudly and clearly cumming from touching herself and sucking him off at the same time. 

Something was in the air, in the light, in the water, in something. Aubrey’s knees knocked together as she tried desperately not to touch herself as she watched. She was a screamer, a moaner. She knew that if she started she wouldn’t be able to stop herself, and what she had seen now turned her on way too much for her to do nothing about it if she started at all. 

One touch, that’s all it would take. One touch of her cunt, and she would be on the highway to a lightning-bolt orgasm that she wouldn’t be able to stop...

Eamon seemed to grow tired of toying with Sandra’s attentions and took matters into his own hands. He positioned her back against the shelves and gripped her skull between both hands, holding her in place while he fucked her skull furiously into the stacks. No mercy, no restraint. His powerful body fucking harder and harder, banging Sandra’s pretty face with his crotch and the back of her skull with treatises on ancient history. Books fell down all around them, carefully not daring to fall directly on top of them. Aubrey imagined the books being scared of him, if such a thing were possible, taking every care not to endanger themselves by incurring his wrath.

“Try to f-fucking...” he grunted, “...tell me not to fuck you, fucking hell you have a mouth on you...”

Teach her, Aubrey moaned inwardly. Oh god, yes. Teach her a lesson!

His came visibly, head lolling around and his whole body shuddering. Sandra slapped his thighs and hips, begging for release of her own—to be allowed to breathe again. But he stayed deep in her throat, emptying load after load. The whole time, under the dim library lights, Aubrey saw some kind of illumination from Eamon burning down into Sandra’s upward worshipful gaze.

At first, she thought he held his phone or something. That same kind of soft glow. But both his hands were affixed to Sandra’s skull, so it couldn’t have been that. And she saw the same glow, after a moment, pouring out from Sandra’s eyes. Like they had some kind of energy flowing between them. Sandra’s legs, spread open, exposed her pussy wide open. Her folds pulsed in hot, happy, needy vibrations, leaking juices all the while.

“Hey, babe,” he said, pulling out of Sandra’s mouth finally with a long schlocking sound. “I’m gonna fuck you now, okay? You have me so hard. I can’t help it.”

“Unngh...” Sandra moaned, utterly brainless. “...ungh...”

Sandra had straight As, and she didn’t even coerce others into doing her work like Aubrey. She was one of the smartest girls on campus. Now she looked up at Eamon, eyes glowing, body glowing and orgasming helplessly, repeatedly, drool leaking from her lips.

“Tell me what you want in your pussy,” he said. “Tell me, and I’ll give it to you.”

“...cock...” Sandra nodded, mindlessly spreading her legs wider for him as she wiped the cum and saliva dribbling down her mouth. “...cockity cock cock cock...”

The books on the floor seemed to wrinkle and wither around the two of them. The pages and covers turned black, shrinking like rotting fruit, and then into ash entirely.

Probably the smartest thing to do at seeing some brand new existential phenomena was to run for the hills. But Aubrey leaned in closer. The heat in her, molten and liquid and spreading from her toes to her eyelids, begged for her own release—just like the kind that Sandra had enjoyed. 

Or suffered, depending on your outlook.

Or both, perhaps. 

Such power, Aubrey thought. Making her cum from such a punishing skullfucking like that...how does he do it?

“No more fighting me on this, all right? I don’t like that. And you’re not pretty enough to talk back to me. You’ll really regret if you do it again. Okay?”

She nodded again, more eagerly this time but also a little scared.

Aubrey melted against the nearest bookshelf. She’ll regret it? Oh fuck. This was a man who knew about control, oh fuck!

She finally absconded. It wasn’t because of fear of discovery—or at least, not because she thought she would somehow get in trouble. No, it was because she was afraid she might utterly give herself over to this alpha king, god-like being who had wandered into her life without fully understanding who or what would be in control. 

Little wisps of ash from the dissolved books floated through the air, powered by the current of the air-conditioner system.

What the fuck was going on?

* * * * *
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Addled, horny, Aubrey hastily retreated from the library and now sat in the small, wooded park at the edge of campus. Not far from where she sat was a parking lot. The park itself was carefully manicured and picturesque, the deciduous trees in long delightful rows sprouting orange as colder weather set in. 

It was cold now, but Aubrey barely felt it. Her cunt felt like an oven, warming every part of her—even her toes, where her circulation was normally terrible. She breathed heavily, heart-racing, just imagining again and again the absolute ecstasy on Sandra’s face. 

She’d known Sandra since she arrived here, quickly recruiting the less-pretty-but-still-hot girl to be the photo negative to her own incredible positive. People would see Sandra, know she was hot—but then see Aubrey and know what true hotness was. Sandra seemed to know she was being used, smart little thing, but didn’t seem to mind most of the time.

And now, it seemed, she didn’t mind anything because her mind had been fucked right out of her skull. Sandra was a virgin, same as Aubrey. Or, Sandra had been a virgin. Sandra confided multiple times to Aubrey that she was waiting for marriage, not out of any religious or moral reason, but because it would be easier to wrap a man around her finger if she kept his balls blue.

Now she gave it up to Eamon in one encounter in the library.

And Eamon had made her. Changed her mind for her. Or changed her body so much that her mind had no choice but to follow. 

Wasn’t that something like what Aubrey did, all the time? She made men so horny that they forgot all about their morals and qualms about giving away merchandise for free or other fun exploits and gifts she obtained from the virtue of being hot. These were upstanding members of the community who would never stand to be bribed or coerced or flattered, and yet a simple smile from Aubrey and a flash of her mini-skirted legs and they fell all over themselves trying to give her the numbers to their bank account.  

A small flock of birds landed in the tree above her. Aubrey, who was never jealous of anyone, felt suddenly jealous of their ability to go anywhere, at any time. 

The smart thing to do, of course, was to get out. Get away. Run, run, and run some more until nobody at this campus knew where she was.

Aubrey didn’t know exactly what was happening but she’d seen movies, read books. She had an idea. 

People liked to pretend that they didn’t believe in the supernatural, that their world was all concrete and normal. People liked to believe they weren’t spooked by shadows and deja vu. 

But the truth was, Aubrey knew, everyone thought real supernatural occurrences happened all the time. That’s why she had such an effect on people. Her beauty was unearthly. People told her all the time. Seeing her in their lives, people felt special. Touched. Blessed, even if she held them in complete contempt. 

Lost in thought, she did not know how much time passed. When it was late in the afternoon, a scene unfolded before her like something from a play. She watched Mathilde show up at the parking lot, her skirt somehow tinier than before and wearing a skimpier blouse. The small, tight, tit-hugging sweater she wore over it classed up the ensemble a bit but somehow made it even racier. 

A young man with a bad haircut and a heavy videogame hoodie approached Mathilde, waving friendly. Aubrey was close enough to hear the whole thing, and after a moment, she understood that Mathilde wanted her to. She wanted the audience. 

“Hey, I was wondering, how have you done on McCormick’s essay? Because I was thinking—”

“Sorry, who the fuck are you?”

“I’m...are you joking?”

Mathilde, sneering, waited. She did not seem to care that much if he actually answered.

“I’m Derek. We’ve been...we came to this school from the same town. I’m your friend. Are you okay, Mathilde?”

“You’re a fucking wimp, is what you are.”

“Sorry?”

“You’re a pussy?” She talked like he was a child. “You’re a pathetic little coward. I don’t care who or what you are. And you need to leave before my boyfriend breaks your arm.”

“Hey.” 

He was angry now. Mathilde turned away, seeing a car approach. Derek touched her on the shoulder just to get her attention. 

“I’ve known you for—”

Mathilde turned and kicked him square in the nuts. When he was down, she kicked him again. 

Aubrey, breathing hard and hot, could only watch and lick her lips. 

“The fuck are you thinking? What’s wrong with you? I belong to Eamon.”

As the car pulled up, Derek lay on the grass moaning and sobbing in pain. Sandra exited the car and Aubrey saw her kissing Eamon deeply on the way out. She looked fabulous—better than she had in the morning. Her tits looked bigger. Her hair longer. She shined like she had spent all day in a spa instead of being fucked in the shadows of a library. 

He then shoved her away, roughly, and pulled Mathilde in. Sandra giggled, wiping drool off her face and rubbing his still-wet cum spray against her shiny clavicles. 

She looked down at Derek, who was moaning for help. 

“What a wimp,” she giggled, strutting off back onto campus. 

The car pulled away.

* * * * *
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It was easy enough for Aubrey to get into her car and follow them down the long park drive into the street. They seemed almost to be going slow enough for her to make an easy job of it, though of course that was crazy. If he suspected her, why was he just letting her observe instead of taking control like he had with Sandra or Mathilde or probably countless others? 

After a drive through the town, they eventually landed in an upscale neighborhood where each house was afforded several acres and long, hilly driveways. Each one had astoundingly expensive cars in the driveway, often more than one. Each one also featured great, wide open windows in the front of the house. Aubrey would not have noticed except that behind these windows were gorgeously stacked women in lingerie—sometimes one, but often more like two or three with occasionally one wistfully touching herself in a doorway—peering out and watching the car go by with hope and fear on their lovely faces.

Hope they would be chosen. Fear they would never be chosen again. 

She pulled up far from the large home where Eamon’s car pulled up to, behind a tall hedge, got out and snuck up the hill towards the house. Walking in soft earth on tall heels wasn’t easy, but Aubrey was determined and certainly wasn’t going to demean herself to the point of taking off her heels. Good god, what if someone was watching?

She watched Eamon exit the car, pausing to squeeze the ass of his gorgeous, leggy chauffeur who opened the door. A supermodel or starlet anywhere else; merely a piece of utilitarian eyecandy for him. From the front door of the large house, three women exited and waved excitedly to him as he approached.

Each one was gorgeous in entirely different ways. The first—out in front—was Miss Holly from school. At school, she had appeared almost scandalously beautiful in an outfit as simple as a pencil skirt and a blouse. Now she appeared disastrously sexy in tight red lingerie, walking out in the open without a care in the world. 

She didn’t recognize the other two—a shorter woman with gorgeous espresso skin and a brunette with a build like an Olympic gymnast or even a weightlifter. Both were tit-heavy, beautiful, and radiating worship for their Master. 

Mathilde followed after Eamon, simpering and trotting in her heels, knees knocking together from lust. He made her kneel down before the procession of women at the top. Then he watched, casually stroking himself, while she kissed the feet of the three women who had greeted him. 

Aubrey pulled away when they went inside. Watching more wouldn’t reveal anything, just offer more confirmations. 

It was clear that whatever was happening with Eamon was something well within his control, and he was using it to fuck up the minds of the prettiest girls in the college. Heck, maybe the city or even the state! He didn’t really seem to have limits. 

Even if Aubrey was not exceedingly vain, she knew it would only be a matter of time before he decided to turn the corruptive lenses of his eyes on her and have her gleefully, joyfully giving up every part of her life in order to worship his cock. 

His cock...and his alone. No one else’s. Forever. One more slave in his machine for the rest of time. She would be crawling on concrete driveways like Mathilde and licking the feet of other girls just to have a place at all. 

No, that just wouldn’t do at all, would it?

She knew exactly what she had to do. 

* * * * *
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She returned to the house in the evening, her plan entirely ready to go. 

Aubrey knew to dress for the occasion. She was gifted with a cornucopia of brilliant talents—most of them physical, having to do with poise and grace and effortless acrobatics—but she also had a clear eye and sense for presentation. She knew—knew—that for this to work, she would have to present Eamon with something he hadn’t seen before. 

So, she wore a tight, custom dress that she’d had made after seeing a celebrity wearing something similar on a red carpet. The material was silvery and shimmery, cut in a mini-dress style but with one side deliberately cut out so as to show off the disastrously hot musculature she possessed all throughout her tiny, tight torso. A thin strip of the same cloth covered her breasts, enough to be tasteful but certainly also not enough to leave much to the imagination. 

Most of her legs were visible and naturally on display in a pair of tall, silver heels with black bottoms. The heels wrapped up over her ankles, open-toed, and clacked officiously wherever she strutted. And in heels this tall—nearly six inches of reach—you had to strut when you walked in them. Luckily, Aubrey was born to strut.

Her hair hung dark and loose down one side, parted carefully and teased out in gentle waves. Her hair was so cooperative with everything she wanted; Aubrey always gave other girls a blank stare when they asked what she did with it to keep it so healthy. 

Finally, the piece de resistance was a pair of sunglasses. They were a designer brand and must have been thoroughly expensive, although Aubrey had just taken them with a smile and a giggle when the clerk thanked her. She wasn’t certain, but she thought it was definitely worth a gamble to have them on while she spoke with Eamon.

Getting out of the car, ignoring the thunking, thudding noises in the trunk, Aubrey slammed on the horn to get someone to greet her.

She was hardly going to show up at the front door of the house unannounced. Perhaps it was splitting hairs—the difference between the driveway and the front door—but societies were built on the splits of hair people decided to side with. 

It only took a minute or two before Mathilde rushed out. She wore nothing but a leather collar and a pair of heels. Aubrey remembered Kayla and the expensive lingerie she wore; there was a hierarchy here for sure. Her confidence in her plan grew. 

“M-Master wants to know what you’re doing here,” she said. 

Aubrey looked her up and down, unimpressed. “Not good enough for lingerie duty, huh? I’m not surprised.”

Mathilde’s face scrunched, thinking very hard. He hadn’t left her with much brainpower. “H-he says...you have to go.”

“What are the names of his girls in there? The ones he has above you?”

“H-he s-says...”

“Tell him I’m not going anywhere. Tell him I would like him to come out and come speak with me.”

Mathilde squirmed with this information. She was clearly promised she would be able to cum if she had driven Aubrey off. Too bad. 

A few minutes later, Eamon exited the house with his elite harem flanking him. The three from before stood at the doorway, watching carefully. He wore nothing but a robe, his body naked and open and utterly devastating in its handsomeness. Every muscle perfectly formed. He looked like a Greek statue. Hard, rippling with muscle, and sporting the biggest cock Aubrey had ever seen. 

Sandra was on his arm, her dress ripped and her heavy tits falling everywhere. She must have arrived sometime in the interval when Aubrey got herself ready. He stood in the grass in front of Aubrey and pushed Sandra down on the ground, quickly unzipping himself and sliding his hard, precum-wet cock down Sandra’s throat. 

It would have been just as easy to push her down on the concrete, but that might have skinned her knees. So either he wasn’t a complete bastard, or—more likely—he didn’t want his newest toy to have any imperfections. 

“What’s this about?” he asked. “You’re interrupting some valuable family time.”

He spoke to her like she had shown up to ask him to move his garbage cans. Aubrey would have found it hot beyond hot, hot to the point of absolute fluster, if she had not expected this already. 

“So I see,” she said carefully.

“You’re not surprised to see any of this.”

“And you’re not surprised that I’m not surprised. What if we didn’t play games?”

Sandra squealed quietly on his cock bulging down her throat; he had twitched a little and it lifted her a few inches off the ground. 

“All right. You’ve been following me all day. You’ve probably got some big speech for me.”

“Oh? And what’s it about?”

“You tell me. You’ll stop me. You’ll fix this. The usual.”

“Is that what they told you?”

He turned and pointed. “Helga, I surprised. I mean, I surprised myself, to be honest. She was my first.” This was the muscle-stacked gymnast, according to his finger. “Kayla and Wanda fought like hell.”

“I bet,” said Aubrey, “they thought they would ‘fix it.’ Fix you.”

His hand was on Sandra’s skull, guiding her up and down with ease. He really did have a fine shape to his body. His muscles formed just so. 

“Yes.”

“They said you would pay.”

“They thought that.”

“And now they’re helpless before you. Sex kittens. Desperate to obey your every last word.”

“That’s right.”

“Do you make fun of them for it? I would.”

“I make them make fun of themselves. I have some video of all the girls. It’s fun to watch their past selves break under my will. I did it over several days and sessions, and took video for each one. So I fuck their mouths or their cunts and put on the video and watch them break before me.”

Fuck, thought Aubrey. That is so evil.

“I notice you’re not running away,” he said. 

“I’m not falling to my knees either.”

“Not yet.” He smirked. “You think those sunglasses you’re wearing have something to do with that?”

“That’s how it works, isn’t it? You look into girls’ eyes and they change?”

“You’ve been changing plenty without that. You’ve been wet as hell all day. Do you think you woke up with the ability to be permanently turned on?”

Aubrey had to think at that. She had been turned on all day—ever since she saw Eamon in the cafeteria. She bit her thumb, considering. 

“Is it...are you...” 

He waved a hand and the sunglasses disappeared off her face, transforming into bright, pulsating light. 

“Just atoms bonded together. That’s all they are. That’s all you are. That’s all anybody is. I take them and I make them into what I want. Look.”

The light sank down into Sandra and suddenly her breast size was two cups larger. Before, she was slim with a knockout rack; now she looked almost bovine with the hefty hangers knocking from her chest. Milk gushed from them, covering his toes.

“Oh my god.” 

Aubrey had been wrong about him being powerful. All-powerful was more like it. 

“I take energy from one place,” he explained, “and bring it to another. I make it into the form I like. Someone like you is real interesting to me—like Kayla was over there—because you’ve got terrific atomic structure.”

“I-I do?”

She felt so completely flattered. Mostly men’s compliments about her bounced off of her like raindrops on stainless steel: she knew she was gorgeous. That was the whole point.

But Eamon’s compliment made her shiver.

“Oh yeah. It just so happens that terrific atomic structure makes a woman a knockout. Good genes. You can’t beat good...fuck. Good genes.”

Sandra was really going at it on his cock and he was getting distracted. That wouldn’t do—Aubrey could hardly stand to have this fucking god distracted from her. 

The trunk of her car thudded. A moan emanating from inside. Eamon looked up from Sandra, a bit surprised. 

“What’s that?”

“I’m sure you can tell.”

“I could, but I’m a bit...ah...fuck, with the tongue...distracted. I’m distracted.”

“You’re distracted by the wrong thing,” said Aubrey. “I’m a thousand times more interesting than her.”

He held Sandra against his crotch, encouraging choking noises from her tight young throat. 

“Prove it.”

“All those other girls didn’t come to you of their own volition, did they? You had to coax them. Did you coax me?”

“I turned you on.”

“Did you do anything besides that?”

“No.”

Her trunk thudded again.

“So it wasn’t you who made me kidnap a girl to bring to you to show you I’m serious about you?”

She enjoyed the surprise on his face. He smiled and shook his head.

“You didn’t give me the thought that I’d better prove that I want what’s best for you if I want to be at the top of your harem where I belong?”

“N-no.” 

He came. Again. He did that a lot. Sandra’s legs moved helplessly beneath him, somehow trying to make room for the massive load he unleashed down her throat. Aubrey was getting tired of it being around her but not in her.  

“Well.” She struck the trunk of the car. “I did. That’s exactly what I did. You have to understand, Eamon. I get why you want to make yourself a harem of brainwashed hotties. It honestly makes sense to me. I don’t think I would respect any man who would have the power you do and use it for anything else.”

“I...see.”

Pushing Sandra off his cock—who immediately began whimpering for more on the ground—Eamon was cautious. Ready for the but. 

“Like, honestly. Who the fuck would be able to fuck with the minds of anyone and use it for anything except their own pleasure and enjoyment? I think you have the right idea. Really, I do.”

“You...know I want to fuck your brains out, right?”

“Duh. Look at me.”

She did a little pose for him. Her leg flashing forward.

“You know I’m going to, right?”

“Maybe.” Aubrey raised an eyebrow at him, quite ready to dig in. “But I just thought about it all and I got really angry, you know?”

He blanched a little. “Angry. About what?”

“Not like that. I’m glad you’re fucking all of them. I’m glad you took their wills and thoughts and souls away. Truly, I am. I'm just mad you had to. I’m mad they tried to patronize you. I’m mad they wanted you to be something else. I’m mad Sandra there tried to make you stop at just a blowjob. She had the fucking gall to tell you, you—a guy who is practically fucking god—to stop. What the fuck is that? That’s fucking bullshit.”

Her skin was flushed; she was ranting. She didn’t care. Her cunt, slick and wet and needy, pulsed with attraction. Eamon walked up to her, his enormous hard cock pushing against the naked skin of her thin, limber thighs. 

A scream from inside the trunk now. Clearly, she heard what was going on. 

Aubrey wondered if the gag had been the right move. The scream would really sell this moment to him.

“Open the trunk.”

Aubrey raised an eyebrow and revealed the girl inside. Her name was Jessica. She was pretty and petite and blonde and had been deeply happy to be a study partner for Aubrey right up until the point where Aubrey knocked her out with a blow to the head. Now, gagged and bound, she recoiled at the sight of her two captors. 

“You think I’d want to fuck her?” he asked. He looked slightly disappointed.

“I saw you change the other girls,” she explained. “I thought, you know. If you didn’t like her, you’d...” she wiggled her fingers. 

“I don’t fuck just anybody.” His hand slid up her dress and rested between her ass cheeks. She could feel his fingertips just on the edges of her cunt. “Only the very best. I think you’d be insulted if I didn’t.”

“I would.”

“Good. So what do we do with her, I wonder?”

He wasn’t really asking. Aubrey watched, backing up her ass into his grip and pushing into the comforting, masculine abundance of his muscles as he sucked the life out of Jessica.

There was no other way to describe it—she watched Jessica age and devolve in front of her. She went from a young, vibrant college student her whole life ahead of her, gagged and bound by a lunatic with a crush, to a nearly motionless slug-thing that only nominally resembled a human. The flesh and bones were all there, but there was something deeply molluscan about the form. The energy from Jessica’s form gathered in his hands, circling and dancing, illuminating the dark drive way.  

“Oh fuck,” said Aubrey. “You d-do it to humans too...”

“I sure do.”

He grinned and guided all the Jessica energy directly into Aubrey—who came immediately upon contact with all that pureform life energy shoveled inside her body. She felt herself changing immediately—body toning, breasts enlarging, hair lengthening—every part of her body becoming newer, better, hotter.

“God,” he groaned, his cock sliding up her thigh. Mere inches from her pulsating entrance. “There’s so little to change. You’re so truly fucking hot. I can’t believe it. You were just about perfect already.”

“Tha-thank you, sir.”

Having felt his power just the once was all that Aubrey needed to know that he was truly her Sir, her Master, her Everything now. There was no doubt left, no games. She had no avenues left with which to think she might manipulate him. He and he alone would be the one above all her deceptions and ploys. 

“That means there’s a lot left over.” 

“Left over?”

“Power,” he said, and opened her hand. 

Light fluttered in it, circling and sparkling and vibrating. Like a miniature supernova waiting to explode. 

He stepped behind her and pushed her over the trunk at an angle so that she could see all the girls gathered around him—the ones she had just condemned for not being quite good enough for him. For doubting him. Seeing that her Master had started to fuck another new recruit, Kayla approached from the house to be at his side. 

“You were real fucking angry with them,” he said. “Are you still?”

His cock pushed up deep inside her, destroying the virginal resistance she had and immediately causing her entire body to squeeze down on his thick, perfectly hard member. 

“Y-yes!” she cried. “They fu-fuck! Fucking don’t know what you gave them!”

“Show me what you can do with that kind of anger, doll.”

Kayla slipped up next to Eamon and immediately began cooing in his ear, pushing on his hips and pulling on Aubrey’s, bringing them together in hotter and hotter motions. Her tits dripped warm, heavenly-smelling milk all down Aubrey’s back and dress and thighs. She felt it sliding up around her pelvis, being fucked into her cunt by Eamon’s insistent, piston-like strokes. 

Feeling devious, Aubrey reached out a hand toward Kayla—but Eamon guided her away. 

“Anyone else,” he said. “Good genes win out.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, happy to obey. It was so pleasant to have boundaries. 

Sandra crawled toward Eamon as well, seemingly to do the same thing Kayla was—and Aubrey reached out toward her as well. 

“She fucking—” Aubrey gasped, full of her Master’s cock. He was so big! “Fucking said no to you, to this!”

Despite feeling flooded with ecstasy, anger still thrummed through her body—and Sandra felt all of it. Aubrey felt both orgasmic release and blissful pulling. In less than ten seconds Sandra went from voluptuously gorgeous, a model of blond fertility, to a hag-like slug that looked closer to a puddle of flesh on the dirty ground. All her beauty, her youth, her vitality belonged to Aubrey now.  

“Stupid!” she gasped, clutching at the bulge apparent in her torso from her Master’s gigantic cock filling her completely. “Stupid fucking bitch! Trying to say no to you! That’s what you fucking get!”

The process was shockingly easy, even as she received the fuck of her life. In fact, it was a little bit easier because she was being fucked—like Master fucked the knowledge and ease of total transference into her body with every stroke. A little bit of energy used to drain Sandra, a little more to contain it, float it, move it—but an overwhelming surplus remained. Aubrey looked at it with orgasmic awe, knowing that if she were to somehow take it in herself at that moment, the bliss she felt from being fucked would somehow, inconceivably, exponentiate. 

But that made no sense.

Give it to herself? As Eamon said, she was already at capacity. She couldn’t be any more beautiful than she was at that moment—now eternally youthful and perky and long and thin and busty and gorgeous and utterly fucked by the man of her every last dream.  

And even if she wasn’t, why would she have any of it? It all belonged to him, anyway. Everything would belong to him. 

“Take it,” she moaned, redirecting the floating energy to Eamon. “Take it all, my love! Take it, please!”

This was the answer he was looking for, and he let her know by emptying inside of her with load after load of his white hot cum. The energy she delivered to him just formulated into more and more seed to fertilize her body. At both their sides, Kayla’s own orgasmic moans filled the entire neighborhood, announcing to the world both her submission and reverence to her Master and new Mistress.

His orgasm redefined her existence. She felt baptized, free of all need to control ever again. All she truly, absolutely needed to do was obey Eamon’s every last wish. Any control she might have over others from now on—and that would be plenty, with how gorgeous she was now—would be entirely for him. 

Her whole existence depended upon and required her Master’s Cock. This was the only way to live. 

Finally, sadly, he pulled out of her—and Aubrey knew she had to fix that as soon as possible. She needed his hardness again, needed to make him fuck her like that again. Her hand found his cock, quickly slapping away Kayla’s—the little tart needed to know her place before her new queen—and stroked her Master casually while she took in her new domain. 

Her gaze—fiery and illuminating—turned to the girls still waiting at the entrance. They stared, horrified, at Sandra, the girl who had already been “chosen” and reduced to another slug, realizing in the dim, service-laden layers of their lusty minds, that the same could happen to them.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Can I teach them a lesson too?”

He was still hard, stroking himself between her ass cheeks.

“My best girl gets whatever she wants.”

# # #
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Once again, she enveloped his cock with her eager pussy, sliding him up higher inside to feel the totality of his massive, turgid member filling her so completely. She was on top of him—on top of his throne, surrounded by other slaves who worshiped him just as she did. She afforded them casual sneers while he pounded her up and down his huge godhood—letting them know she knew how much better than them she was and how much she enjoyed it.

Master fucked her harder for her arrogance, and nothing and no one fucked her like her Master. 

Maybe it was hard, for other women, to receive his huge cock. His size was enormous, after all. And not just the length, but the girth of it too. Thicker than a coke can and more than twice as long. 

Somehow she had room for it. Everything had always come easily to her—so it was no surprise, really, that once her Master had found her that serving her as was her womanly duty came easy to her as well. 

Sometimes, just moments before his huge manhood entered her, she had flashes of a previous life—one that didn’t worship Him, one that didn’t focus on her own self-absorption and vanity and arrogance, one that wasn’t constantly preening on her own beauty. She thought—oh my gosh, do I really want this?

And then he fucked her—and she forgot everything all over again. 

* * * * *
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“Oh my gosh, Margaret! Again?”

A few days earlier, Doctor Cynthia Archer stared, aghast, at her secretary’s face. Covered in make-up, the black eye was still noticeable. There was no hiding the swelling and certainly not the barely-healed split on her otherwise attractive lips. 

“I know,” Margaret shook her head. “I know what you’re going to say.”

Cynthia had just arrived at work; she had a new client pay her to clear her whole schedule for the day. On the short bike ride to her office, she had reflected on how utterly strange that was. But this was far more important; her co-worker was in crisis and she had to help her. 

“I don’t think you do,” said Cynthia. “This has to end. Today. Now. Listen—”

“No, really, please—”

“Here’s a key. Okay? This is to my home. You stay there until something comes together. All right? Don’t worry about food. Don’t worry about money. You have to sever. Now. Right now. There’s no excuses anymore.”

Margaret’s tale of woe had begun some months after entering employment for Cynthia. A complete ass of a boyfriend who liked to make his points with his fists. Margaret, a lifelong co-dependent, made endless excuses for him and Cynthia had tried remaining detached. But the last incident—before this one—had made detachment extraordinarily difficult. 

To call it an “incident” at all was to downplay the severity; it was a series of threats and angry promises over several days of argument and cowering that escalated until he threatened Margaret’s life and livelihood; only calling the police and separating the two seemed to calm him down. 

“I just...” Margaret shook her head. “He apologized, already. U-usually it takes him days to say anything, so I thought we could—”

“We promised each other. Right?” Cynthia held her hands. “We promised one another if anything, anything happened again, we would take steps. Right? These are the steps.”

The front door dinged—her mysterious new clients asking for entrance.

“I’ll take care of this,” said Cynthia. “You need to go. Is he home now? Can you get your things?”

“No. No, he works the night shift. I would...if it’s all right, I would be more comfortable here.”

Cynthia frowned. Sometimes it was worth it to push through stress and exhaustion to get something done, but this definitely wasn’t one of those times. But, she could tell that Margaret was already uncomfortable enough with the charity Cynthia was going to make sure she received that pushing too hard would push Margaret away entirely. 

“Okay. Well. I’ll see if we can finish things early. Who books an entire day’s worth of therapy anyway? They can’t possibly have that much to cover.”

Margaret nodded, smiling small and grateful. “I’ll see them in.”

* * * * *
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Five minutes later—a time which felt spuriously long to Cynthia—the couple walked in through the ornate wooden door of her office. 

The door was the nicest thing in the practice, perhaps in the entire building. It was a relic from a previous age, one of the only holdouts from a constant assault of erosion and the kind of corporate corpse-picking that had afflicted this rust-bucket of an edifice already. The radiator was fifty years-old if it was a day and worked hours that would make bankers jealous. The pipes sounded like vomiting musk-oxen and, although she had removed the toxin-coated carpet, the hardwood beneath was so thin that it couldn’t stand to be refinished without busting through and was otherwise riddled with holes and deep gashes, often spelled out in horrible, error-prone obscenities. 

But. 

But. It was her office. And Cynthia wanted her office in the “bad” part of town so that she could ensure that the people most deserving of quality therapy got it. 

Often, people couldn’t pay. Her office actually had two offices, but one was—like she was a cliche pro bono lawyer in a small town—full of the odds and ends people produced instead of pay: crates of canned goods and vegetables, some antique lamps she meant to take to a roadshow to see if they had any value, and several boxes of tools. Every one of her male clients thought she needed tools for some reason. 

The couple that walked in did not belong to her usual clientele. A man and woman, both glorious and both gloriously rich. 

She rose to meet them, hand waving out awkwardly, smiling and laughing nervously like she was on her first date. 

“Hi, I’m Cynthia Doctor Archer,” she explained carefully and adroitly.

What the hell! That was not how you said that! God, he was handsome. Her tongue felt like a limp, useless limb in her mouth. 

There was a long enough pause after she said it that she immediately felt awkward about correcting herself.

Oh god, why was she doing this to herself? She felt like a teenager.

First there was the man—gorgeously handsome, with a rugged five o’clock shadow and dressed in a custom-tailored pinstripe suit that heartily displayed his large, muscular frame. He had cold, piercing blue eyes and Cynthia fluttered as they settled on her. She momentarily forgot that this was her office. It certainly felt like it belonged to him now. 

The woman was something else entirely. If the man looked like he was the king of the planet, the woman looked like the queen of another species. A tall, impossibly slender, graceful species with perfectly spherical racks and nuclear fusion-hot bone structure. She wore calf-leather pants so thin and skintight that the heart-shaped thigh-gap between her legs, advertising her ludicrously hot slim body, showed the door behind her with ease. Her blouse was silk, tight, hugging the contours of her expansive cleavage. Breasts that would have seemed otherwise moderately-sized, perhaps a little above average, instead looked enormous on her lithe, small frame—and compounding this sense of proportion was that despite the complete thinness of her body, she was remarkably tall. 

Even in her heels—luxury items that looked like they could be sold second-hand to fund Cynthia’s office space payments for over a year—she was not as tall as her man. 

And this was her man, there was no doubt about that. She clung to him, happily purring under his heavy arm, her hands sliding and groping up his chest and even down beneath the waistline. One knee lifting up over his and softly grinding, shamelessly, while whispering some sweet nothing into his ear. She carried on like a love-lost teenager—and in fact if it wasn’t for the luxurious state of her clothing, Cynthia might have pegged her for being barely eighteen. 

It was like having a magazine cover in her office. For some weird, crazy reason.

Cynthia immediately wondered what brought them in; couples usually saw her for the first time when there was something wrong. Almost without fail, in this area, the problems were either infidelity or substance abuse.

She had a small practice to avoid people like this. She hated men like Eamon—handsome tall men who thought they were experts on every subject simply because they were handsome and tall, who thought they should be in charge simply for existing. 

“I’m Eamon,” the man explained. “This is Aubrey.”

Aubrey neglected to shake Cynthia’s hand; her only method of greeting was to raise one perfectly trimmed eyebrow by an exact centimeter. Eamon took her hand and kissed it slowly, precisely. Concurrent waves of confusion, mortification, and liquid heat ran through Cynthia. She didn’t know why he had done it, was embarrassed for him that he had, and then was turned on by the feeling of his lips on her. 

“Let’s sit down, all right?” he said. 

Without quite knowing that she was doing so, Cynthia sat down in her chair across from them. Eamon sat upright perfect posture, while Aubrey sat in to Eamon—half in his lap and half-elevated above the couch by how much she was urgently pushing into and clinging onto Eamon’s body. 

Aubrey was quite evidently not into this whole therapy thing. Was that the reason for their visit? Some kind of sex addiction on their part? Perhaps they were missing the emotional connection component?

“Well—” Cynthia began, trying to take back some form of control. “I suppose we should start with just telling me a little about yourselves and why you’ve come into today.”

Eamon nodded and then turned, kissing the insistent Aubrey for a long time. Tongues locking. Lips sliding over one another. Hot moans and hotter hands—groping everywhere. Their kiss was passionate and intense and Cynthia—though she knew this was kind of impossible—could have sworn that Aubrey orgasmed from the attention. 

She wrote down quickly in her notes: overactive libido creating intimacy issues? Then she returned her pen to its normal place, resting comfortably in the side of her mouth. 

“If you wouldn’t mind,” said Cynthia, “I do want this to be a safe place for both of you, but we do want to keep up some manner of decorum? You see—”

“Hush about that,” Eamon glanced at her briefly. “It’s not a problem.”

Obediently, Cynthia hushed about that. After all, it wasn’t a problem. She watched, patiently, as Aubrey experienced the full throes of her orgasm—softly mewling and shaking and shuddering and rubbing her perfect body even harder into Eamon’s, kissing his chin and jaw in abject adoration.

Finally, Eamon turned to Cynthia, staring deep into her eyes the entire time. 

“Aubrey and I,” said Eamon, as his girl snuggled in harder, “are in a committed relationship. It’s hard to find someone who understands me like she does, but I’m all in. But we both get a little bored from time to time. That’s what brings us here.”

“You’re going to do great,” Aubrey said to her. “You don’t need to worry at all. We’ll take care of everything.”

She spoke to Cynthia like she was supposed to understand. Cynthia, confused, let the pen near her lips slide further in. It felt good to just suckle on something, something firm, something hard...

“I’m sorry,” said Cynthia. “I think I missed something. “I’ll do great at...?”

“At the bet!” Aubrey explained. “This is what we’re doing to alleviate our boredom.”

Eamon had one arm behind Aubrey. His hand had been resting on her ass. Now it pushed further, fingers pushing into her cunt through the thin layer of her leather pants. Cynthia had no doubt that Aubrey wasn’t wearing any panties. 

“I run a harem of great prestige,” Eamon explained. “I can manipulate reality however I wish, changing what is to what I will it to be.”

Cynthia stared at him blankly. What was he even talking about? Manipulating reality? That was preposterous. That was—

“Just go ahead and believe me, doc.”

Oh. Right, Cynthia thought. He manipulated reality. One of those. Got it.

“Mostly, obviously, what I do involves high-grade pussy and plenty of money. Why do anything else? Aubrey is at the top of my harem.”

“Obviously,” Aubrey half-mooned, half-sneered.

“And,” Eamon continued, “she’s quite a bad person. Deeply, intrinsically, born bad. It makes me deeply fucking hard how fucked up and evil she is, doc, I have to tell you. She’s got a truly wicked turn of mind. She’s so evil I gave her the biggest taste of my power of any one of my girls, and she’s uniformly used it to make others miserable.”

Aubrey nodded, pawing at her man. “I just think it’s hot when other people suffer, that’s all.”

Cynthia, somehow, was not surprised by this. She knew that she should write sadistic tendencies down on her notepad, but it was down on the floor. Her fingers, attached to the pen she sucked on dutifully and soulfully, were covered in drool. She had the random thought that it would be more like a blowjob if she put her tongue into it. 

“So we’re putting it to the test!” Aubrey clapped her hands in excitement.

“That’s right. You see, we looked at every therapist in the area. And we wanted one who was truly, spectacularly hot—that’s you—but also really, deeply good inside. That’s also you.”

Cynthia’s heart fluttered with the recognition. She didn’t know if it felt better to be called hot or good but she liked both coming from Eamon, who she was beginning to understand was an authority in pretty much every subject. He was so smart and handsome and likable and intense and all she had to do was look-look-look in his eyes to understand more about all of that, which was ever so important.

“Honestly,” said Aubrey. “It’s disgusting how good you are. First of all, you have this place. Do you even pull forty kay with what you do here? Then there’s that joke of a secretary. Oh my god. How can she even work here when she makes such a terrible presentation? I mean, I guess, good on you? But like, you know that girls who get tossed around like that have no one but themselves to blame, right? If Daddy wanted to beat me, I know I’d deserve it. And then I’d suck his cock and ask him to do it again if he really felt like it.”

“Uh. I mean. I...” Cynthia struggled to be diplomatic. The way she fellated her pen and fingers made that awfully difficult. Drool had formed strands from her chin all the way down to her breasts

“Maybe if she sucked cock instead of talking back, she’d have less bruises, what do you think?”

They seemed to sincerely wait for her answer. Cynthia, whimpering softly, removed the pen from her mouth and tried to catch one of the several thoughts flying through her brain.

“I think that’s a severe misunderstanding of the dynamics of abuse. What makes abusers abusive is their ability to find excuses for—”

“Whatever. You’ll agree with me in like fifteen minutes anyway. You had like ten thousand scholarships from your time doing charity work in college, which you still do even though this place is a charity. You’ve improved probably thousands of lives just from keeping this place open despite your empty checking account. You’ve made a real, real difference, babe. Honestly. Bravo.”

Cynthia didn’t know how to feel. Aubrey seemed genuine, but also so toxic.

“Thank you?”

“Yeah. It’s just that we’re going to fuck all that up now.”

“What?”

Was it hot in here? It was hot. Why was it so hot? It was winter and the radiator didn’t work, but looking at Aubrey, at Mast—at Eamon made her feel so goddamn warm!

“That’s our bet! See, Master is terrific at changing bodies and thoughts, and he’s getting so much more powerful lately. I even helped him remodel our home! It’s the whole subdivision now, with the best marble flooring, oh-em-gee. And it occurred to me that he could give someone whatever memory he wanted! It’s all just energy—every part of your brain is some form of energy, including memories, and that’s what Master does and let me do with him—change energy however we want.”

Cynthia nodded studiously, remembering Eamon’s order from earlier to accept such claims. This all made perfect sense.

“So, I bet Master that I could make someone as fucked up as me if they just had the right memories. And he said it couldn’t happen without driving you totally insane. So, we’re about to re-write your whole life story, and we’re going to find out if it makes you super hot and evil like me, or if the two competing recollections of your life are so deeply incompatible that you’re going to go to the nuthouse.”

“I...I...I...”

Aubrey stood up and strutted over to her, smiling and shaking her head

“Shush.”

Her hands were long and slender and soft, just like her. They felt warm and urgently important on Cynthia’s forehead and cheeks. 

“Just look in my eyes, okay? This won’t take long.”

* * * * *
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Cynthia had always known she was beautiful. But the first time she really understood the power of her beauty was she had won the Tri-State Beauty Pageant at the age of eighteen on her first try. She had been a late arrival, and honestly almost didn’t make it on time to submit her application at all because she had been lost staring at her reflection for another weekend. 

She spent all her time like that—just staring at her reflection, oohing and ahhing at her own appearance, making kissy faces or come-hither looks at herself while brushing her hair or doing her make-up. Lately, this had even started to make her wet. As if the very fact of her own beauty was enough to drive her close to orgasm. 

Arriving late—and missing most of the pageant—hadn’t been a problem. Nothing was ever a problem for Cynthia. Beauty made everything so easy. She simply smiled at the tournament organizer and gave him her best big eyes and did a soft little plea, and right away she was in—showing up just in time for the swimsuit competition and the evening gown walk. 

She hadn’t bothered to bring her own outfits either. She just took the swimsuit from the skinniest girl there—it had string-ties and was a deep matte black—and wore her own hot tall heels. With her long legs, flawless porcelain white skin, and rich dark velvety blanket of hair, she caught everyone’s attention right away. A few of the girls who were scheduled to walk after her didn’t even bother, breaking down and crying when they saw the judges break decorum and stand up and applaud. 

This feeling of sickness and hopelessness spread, as it often did when Cynthia was around other women. They knew they couldn’t compete. She liked it like that. It felt so good to make them feel bad. Several offered up their gowns to her, as she didn’t bring her own—hoping, probably, that somehow winning her gratitude would delay the inevitable feelings of worthlessness and self-hatred that followed Cynthia’s egotistical self-obsession and well-deserved vanity like a plague. 

It didn’t, of course. They only felt worse after humiliating themselves.  

By the time the evening gown competition came around, only two other girls were left. They both begged on hands and knees to go before Cynthia—to not be tasked with going on after her stunning, smiling, endlessly hypnotic beauty. 

She refused, naturally. After all—weren’t the judges just there to see her, now? Hadn’t each one of them—even the woman—assured her of victory and with one even bribing her to walk twice? She took the bribe, but didn’t repeat her gloriously pitch-perfect strut down the runway. It wouldn’t do to have people think they could control her. 

The crowning ceremony was mere formality, but Cynthia was finding she loved such formalities. Everyone around her had tears in their eyes—hopelessly jealous, desperately sad—and all she felt was furious, thermonuclear joy. When the crown was placed on her head by the last year’s queen, who blubbered something her own unworthiness, Cynthia experienced her first orgasm. 

She had a boyfriend, of course. He watched from backstage, crippled with a desperate hard-on that only became more debilitating as the show went on. She was of a mind to let him fuck her virgin cunt—finally—after making him wait for months and months. 

But, after the show ended, when she sat up on the stage and beckoned him to slide between her naked, waiting legs, he came all over the floor in front of her. 

“I-I’m sorry,” he sputtered. “Shit. I’m so sorry, babe. Y-you’re just too fucking hot. Holy shit. If you’ll gi-give me a minute, I can get it hard again...”

She had already lost interest. There was a mirror nearby for her to look at, and she was much more interested in her glorious reflection than any pathetic dick. 

* * * * *
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Slowly, her consciousness filtered back to her. She was staring inside Aubrey’s eyes and when she turned away to sit back down, at last, her mind began to try to make sense of the present. 

“You see, doc?” said Eamon. “You’re a natural for us. Do you think normal girls get off to how they look as much as you do?”

Cynthia shook her head, probing her forehead with perfectly manicured fingers. The mane of midnight-dark, thick vibrant hair she had sported her entire life shimmered and almost tinkled like sleigh-bells as she tried to focus. 

“No,” she said. “That’s wrong. I’m not...I didn’t win...a beauty contest? Why would...why would I...”

“Because you’re obsessed with yourself,” said Aubrey. “And gosh, shouldn’t you be? I know I’m obsessed with me, and I’m only a little hotter than you, so it only makes sense that you just totally can’t stop thinking about how hot you are, right?”

That didn’t sound right. Of course, Cynthia had always been disastrously beautiful. It had caused so many problems, and often she’d have to flirt or smile her way into someone’s good graces to avoid consequences. And yes, she had won plenty of beauty contests. The more she thought about it, the more she remembered them. She even kept the veritable pile of trophies she had accumulated—and pictures of the events—stacked in a trophy case to one side of her degrees in this very office. She looked at them now, feeling hot at the memory of all those broken dreams and hopes that she had strutted on top of in one pair of expensive heels after another. 

Her hand tugged idly at the lapel of her Yves Saint Laurent blazer, the one she had received as a gift from a potential suitor who had—after she rejected him completely—taken to jerking off in the street outside her window until the police came to take him away. She hadn’t minded the attention, honestly, but he had been bothering the neighbors. 

“Of course, you’re not just self-obsessed,” said Aubrey.

“I-I’m not?”

They made it so hard to think, these two together. The room felt swampy with sex-scent and lust. Her mind raced, churning, but it was like moving through dense fog. All she could think of was herself, sex, heat, her beauty, and that smashing pair of skintight pants that Aubrey wore. 

“Not at all. You’re ruthless, too.”

“Ruthless?” Cynthia shook her head. “That’s ridiculous. I couldn’t be. I’m a pacifist. I’m a therapist, for god’s sake. I couldn’t just—”

Eamon’s gaze fell on her and she lost track of everything. 

* * * * *
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College now. A trail up a mountain. Clingy, tight spandex shorts and sport bra displaying her gorgeous eighteen year-old body. A sheen of perfectly clear, hot sweat across her heavenly abs and cleavage. She was on mile seven, uphill, and doing fantastic. She was barely winded. She could do this shit in her fucking sleep. She loved showing off. 

Cynthia had chosen the toughest, most prestigious cheerleading program in the country entirely to be able to show off her beauty queen looks on national television during the football and basketball games of her university’s team. 

Every Saturday, the whole team ran up Mount Eckels to build endurance and strength and for team-building. They were supposed to stick together, but Cynthia had always broken away from the pack to be first. One time, she even lapped one of the slower girls—going up and down and back again just because she could.

There was a me in team after all, and getting it meant you had to remove the weak parts and turn everything on its head. 

Of course, when you start competing like that—showing off that you’re the best—it’s only natural that it rubs some people the wrong way. They get competitive, want to be the best too. But Cynthia couldn’t stomach that kind of competition. 

The girl in this case was Alexia, a redhead from the Midwest with a great smile and terrific ass. She thought, perhaps, their competition was friendly. Cynthia so far had been thoroughly friendly in return, despite all her otherwise cutthroat behaviors. Smiling, helping, suggesting, noticing. She had pretended to care about people for years; it was easy to do it now with this potato-breathed idiot. She was a senior, and the current captain of the squad, and frankly, Cynthia was deeply offended that the dumb bitch hadn’t already conceded the position to her. 

Who the fuck did she think she was? Pretending to be superior to Cynthia when Cynthia was right. Fucking. There.

Endlessly insulting. It made her blood run hot just thinking of what a terrible insult this was. 

Alexia ran just behind Cynthia, struggling terribly. Cynthia could hear her breath catching, could feel Alexia’s cramp coming on probably before she even did. 

“Ca-can we stop for a sec?” Alexia asked, right on cue. “I just need to catch my breath.”

“Sure!” Cynthia said brightly. 

They were at the exact spot Cynthia had planned. She knew human nature pretty well, could predict people’s behaviors. It made them so easy to manipulate. Everything was so fucking easy for her. 

“You’re in such great shape,” Alexia said between gasps. “I don’t see how you do it.”

“It’s not so hard,” said Cynthia. “I just really give a fuck, you know? Unlike some people.”

She put her hands on Alexia’s shoulders. This was the part she really treasured. The shifting of reactions, emotions. From insulted to surprised to turned on. She thought, for an instant—before Cynthia started pushing—that maybe Cynthia was going to try to kiss her. And she was completely open to it—as everyone always was. 

“Hey,” said Alexia, as Cynthia firmly shoved her. “What—”

In her top form, Alexia was athletic enough to not be pushed around, and acrobatic enough to catch something before she fell to lessen the blow. But she was winded, just as Cynthia knew she would be, and fell to the rocks below with a crunch. Cynthia watched her the whole way down, feeling heat blossom in her chest and pussy, and licked her lips. 

There was a whole little charade parade she had to put on. Oh my god, what a disaster, she just went right off, she was pushing too hard, maybe it’s my fault? Oh god, what can we do? Please hurry. 

All the hits. 

The way it worked out, Alexia broke her leg and made it back to the hospital in time to stay alive. Everyone on the team agreed that Cynthia was a hero for making sure Alexia got the help she needed. 

The next day, Cynthia showed up at the hospital in the middle of the night. Alexia woke with a start. Cynthia relished the fear on her face.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Cynthia said cheerfully.

Alexia looked around, perhaps looking for the staff that Cynthia had easily convinced to take a break for “an hour or so” while she had toyed with her cleavage during the request. Her dress was tiny and red and made to turn heads, just like Cynthia herself. 

“Cynthia? It’s the middle...what...why are you here?”

“I heard you were waking up! I wanted to pay you a visit. Aren’t I nice for that?”

Alexia stuttered.

“You can tell me how nice I am, Alexia. I’d really appreciate that. Don’t you want to tell me how nice I am for not leaving you out there in the wilderness?”

“You mean, you’re the one called for help?”

“Duh. What’s the use of having you die on a bunch of rocks, with a lot of suspicion about what might have happened between you and me, when instead everyone could see you with a crippled leg after they know you tried to compete with me?”

The realization took a painfully long time to appear on Alexia’s face. 

“You’re...you’re sick inside.”

“You don’t know the half of it. You’ve got to use your dumb little brain, Alexia. You’ve got to start thinking about how no one is watching you right now. And if something happened, gosh! Why, it would be so tragic! Wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t that be even more tragic than your pathetic little life? And it wouldn’t it be so crazy if you fell asleep in a hospital bed and never woke up?”

Alexia was trembling; Cynthia was furiously wet. Her panties almost sloshed as she moved closer to Alexia. 

“So, don’t you think you should show me some gratitude for being alive right now...and maybe tell the police how fucking clumsy you are? They’ll believe you. You can just show them video of your cheer routines if they don’t. Kay?”

Alexia nodded. Tears flowing down her cheeks. 

“I want to hear you, bitch.” Cynthia bent over her, pushing and squeezing on the cast covering Alexia’s leg. “Tell me you understand me.”

“I understand,” she gulped. “I’ll tell them what you want me to. I’ll do it like you say.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.”

“Yay!” Cynthia stood up and did a hot little foot pop, pulling one high-heeled foot all the way up to her ass, her knee in front of her torso. “Go team!”

* * * * *
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“N-no,” said Cynthia. “I-I would never. I would never hurt anyone like that. Th-that’s insane. That’s not me...”

But it was her. She could remember it clearly. Remember the fear on Alexia’s face. It was burned on her brain. Imprinted there. She could feel the flash of heat she felt at knowing her life was completely under her control.

At the same time, she remembered a completely different Alexia. Her roommate. The one she had saved from several wildly suicidal behaviors and who she directed toward therapeutic assistance. That whole experience had been what helped her decide to become a mental health professional in the first place. 

Aubrey giggled. “I mean, you’re so fucked up, you’re probably gonna finger yourself to how badly you’ve fucked up your secretary out there as soon as we leave, right?”

“M-Margaret?” said Cynthia. “I would...I would never...she needs my help. I’m helping her...helping...”

Was she?

It was Cynthia, after all, who had encouraged Margaret to stay with her abusive boyfriend through thick and thin. 

Commitment is so important, she had explained. What’s the point of love if you try to walk away from it just because someone shows you their flaws?

The bruises magnified after that, and Cynthia deliberately wouldn’t let Margaret wear her sunglasses in the office. 

What would the clients think? Just say that you’ve been hit by a dog or a doorknob or something. Don’t be a nuisance. 

And then there was the way that she had started sending flirty texts and images to Margaret’s boyfriend just to fuck with his head and make him even more resentful of Margaret—who while absolutely lovely, was nowhere near on the level of Cynthia. After all, no one was. She had even texted him how proud she was of the way he handled his “rotten girlfriend,” and how a real woman would never—

“No!” 

Cynthia stood up, grabbing her head, tears flying from her eyes. She walked to the window of her thirty-fifth floor office, staring out at the peons below slowly making their way to useless jobs and banal lives. She liked the view from up here; liked how big it made her feel.

“No,” she said again. “That’s wrong. I would never do that. That’s not my head, that’s not my thoughts, stop it. I can feel you in there. Needling and tinkering. Stop it.”

The emotion in her voice surprised her. Her voice surprised her. It had changed, too. She remembered it being a tad reedy, higher in pitch than what was pleasant unless she really took the time to alter it. Just an octave or two out of place. Now it was smooth and disastrously lush, a warm blanket for the ears and brain. She expected to see at least some remorse on the faces of the two.

Instead, when she turned around, she saw Aubrey stroking Eamon’s cock. Openly. Her own blouse half-unbuttoned from the way she constantly rubbed her tits into his body. Shaking and grinding and whimpering into him. 

Cynthia had some angry barb to spew, but instead she just stared at Eamon’s cock. Wet, strong, proud, and huge. How did it fit inside anyone? Aubrey was so tiny, especially at her waist. It must bulge inside her, and her neck too. Her fingers were so long and nimble and yet even they couldn’t wrap all the way around its girthy shaft...

“Cynthia?”

“Huh?” she looked up at Eamon. Drool splattered softly down into her cleavage. She was glad, not for the first time, that she only wore underwear at home. She hardly needed bras and panties just got in the way. Underwear was lingerie and lingerie was for decorating herself for herself. “Wuzzat?”

“I said,” Eamon leaned forward. “I think it’s really sexy for you to fuck with someone’s head until they’re staying in a bad relationship just for your approval. That’s power, Cynthia. Power makes me really hard.”

Aubrey nodded and sighed appreciatively, leaning over and softly licking the edges of his precum-streaming cockhead. 

“You could tell her to do anything,” said Eamon. “Power, again. You could tell her to do terrible things and she would, just to see you smile. I don’t even know that Aubrey is that evil, Cynthia.”

Obsessing over her Master’s cock, Aubrey didn’t see the dangerous glint in Eamon’s eyes. 

“Oh,” Cynthia nodded dumbly. She had come within just a few feet of them somehow; she didn’t remember moving. She didn’t remember so much. But gosh, his cock was so beautiful... “...good. I’m glad it makes you so hard. Your cock is...your c-cock i-is important, fuck, look at her go...”

“Oh, I get it,” said Aubrey suddenly, as if waking from a trance. “It’s got to be about someone. Right? If she just does it because she feels like it, well, that’s not her. But if she’s in love...”

“I-I’ve never been in love,” said Cynthia, sadly. “Never. I’m sorry. Look, would you leave me alone? There’s...I have so much to think about. Please.”

“You’ve been in love your entire life,” said Aubrey. “Don’t you remember?”

She somehow tore her gaze away from Eamon’s cock to look into Aubrey’s eyes...and she did. 

* * * * *
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“This is, I mean, shit. Look at you. Shit. This is, I can’t. Please. What’s your name? I love you. Holy shit.”

This poor fool was stronger than most. He’d managed to talk to Cynthia for an entire fifteen minutes before becoming a blubbering, sweating, begging mess. 

Cynthia was a furious whirlwind of entrancement, corruption, and mind-melting beauty. Her every perfect angle was constantly on display in every outfit she wore, each one deliriously expensive and tailored by one of a few dozen slaves she had captured the souls of and enlisted to her cause. Today was no different, in her designer minidress and sparkling ankle boots, decorated with layers of hypnotic jewels and crafted from specifically disorienting fabrics to make the mind swim around her visage with lusty fervor. 

If the sight of her cleavage didn’t draw someone in, or her fantastic lightyear-long legs, or the shelf of her utterly sculpted ass, then the tinkle of her earrings, bracelets, rings, and necklaces was enough to drive someone to distraction with wanton abandon. Each crafted with jewels picked for their sonic resonance to attack the most vulnerable, malleable parts of the brain. 

It only made sense that the bank manager had resisted her for so long, even when the tellers had emptied their registers at a soft wink and the guards had surrendered their guns and cowered in the corner when she scowled at them. This bank manager was in charge of a great deal of money. Thousands of lives would be deeply injured or even ruined if he gave up the wealth he had access to. A great deal of bodily harm was likely to come to him, given that there were so many criminal interests with liquid assets stored here at the bank.

“You’re right,” she said. “This is crazy, isn’t it?”

“Crazy,” he muttered. His eyes had unhinged in his skull, bouncing to every part of her beguiling form.

“I know you would never do anything like let me in the vault when you haven’t even proven yourself to me.”

“P-prove myself.”

He came again and again. Within an hour, if she kept it up, he’d expire from dehydration. Cynthia, smiling rapturously, increased the intensity of her stance—turning up the dial on her hypnotic effects. 

“Right. I mean, you’re not even willing to kill yourself for me, are you?”

“Kill myself for you?”

“Oh, yes, darling. Wouldn’t you? That would make me so happy.”

“Y-yes of course.”

He had trouble speaking with his dried-out tongue wagging over his lips, but Cynthia was used to understanding men in this position.

“And your family, as well. They can go when you go, can’t they?”

“Yes. Yes, that would be easy.”

None of that would happen, but only because he’d be collapsed and motionless far, far before he ever made it home.

“I would like that very much, baby. Do you like it when I call you baby?”

“Y-yes. Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. But I’m not going to let you like that. Or to do those other naughty things for me.”

Pain filled his countenance. Cynthia bit a lip, drinking it in. 

“W-why why why not? Why? Please. Please.”

“Because you’re not letting me in the vault, silly baby. Or are you?”

“In the vault. Yes. Yes, of course.”

“And you’ll turn off all the security measures, naturally.”

“Na-nat-nat-yes. Yes of course.”

Her presence was melting his brain. The language center was the first to go. 

“Do it now, baby, before your fingers stop working.”

A few minutes later, she walked out from the vault, flanked by security guards carrying heavy duffel bags of cash. Their pants were soaked with their own cum, eyes sunken and seeming to slowly boil in the sockets. Steam rising off their bodies. 

Cynthia loved herself so much. She loved what she did to these weak-willed fools. It was so much fun to revel in her own presence and beauty. 

Eamon stood just at the entrance of the bank, softly attended by Aubrey and some other nameless beauty tag-teaming on his cock. Cynthia pushed into his massive form, guiding his gaze away from Aubrey. It was so easy to make him think about her instead of Aubrey, so natural and simple. 

She slid her thigh up his leg, effectively slowly and softly kneeing Aubrey in the face as she did. The kneeling vixen was too busy worshiping cock to really notice. Her head wasn’t in the game, and Cynthia would make sure she paid for it. 

“Kiss me, darling,” she moaned. She wrapped her arms around his muscled neck, pulling her lips effortlessly to his ear. “Kiss your favorite.”

Aubrey seemed to pick this up, making a noise of protest. But Cynthia pressed her thigh and knee into the back of her head harder, squashing any argument she may have given. Eamon kissed her hard and then harder, like he meant it, gripping her ass tight and slow dancing his tongue with hers. 

The guards behind her carried close to thirty million dollars. They would blow it on expensive clothing, houses they’d never spend more than a night or two in, and lots and lots of gaudy dinners. This was only the latest in a string of acquisitions and schemes they had together. 

She stopped kissing him only long enough to stare deep into his eyes and repeat the affirmation she had made so many thousands of times before:

“All that I am, my King, my Love, my God...I am for You and You alone.”

* * * * *
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Warm, happy buzzing filled Cynthia’s head as the memory faded. That had been such a lovely time; she was so lucky to be one of Eamon’s most favored girls. 

Soft silks and luxury stitching adorned Cynthia’s heavenly frame. The simple mini-skirt and blouse cost probably seven times as much as Margaret’s yearly salary—and come to think of it, that was a preposterous ratio. She made a mental note to lower Margaret’s salary—again—and maybe to start charging her rent for her desk. If she had to borrow money from her ape of a man just to stay afloat, then he’d probably put the screws to her as a result, and Cynthia thought that sounded delicious. 

Was it professional to wear thigh-high boots to work? Cynthia thought so. She could make anything look professional. With a smile and a wink, she could make murder look like jaywalking. Nothing was beyond the grasp of a beauty like her—and there were no other beauties like her.

The chair that enveloped Cynthia was really much more like a throne. She used it to put her clients on the back-foot from the second they entered, ensuring that they knew she reveled in the power her status and beauty afforded her. It also usually meant that she could flash her panties—or lack thereof—at them to keep their minds in a tizzy, every part of their being under assault from her nonstop sexual energy. 

It wasn’t usual, as far as she knew, for the mayor of a city to exist at the beck and call of his psychiatrist. It wasn’t usual for the entire city council to be continually and constantly drugged to be utterly compliant with a corrupted mayor’s decrees and suggestions, either. But everyone in the city knew it was a terrible idea to cross Dr. Cynthia Archer or else spend their entire life in jail, or worse. 

She had no real interest in politics, of course. Politics was the art of concessions and compromises; Cynthia never trafficked in such paltry, plebian affairs. She did, however, have a deep interest in control, and wasn’t it lovely to force draconian restrictions on an entire city just because it made her wet? Why not institute afternoon curfews for anyone over forty, or anyone who didn’t make over a million dollars annually? Shouldn’t she be allowed to exclusively enjoy the company of young, rich people and simultaneously revel in the sight of her own militarized police force assaulting some peasants for the crime of simply walking around? Wasn’t that divine? 

It was such a joy to see Eamon in her office again. It had been so long—days, maybe—since they had pulled off their last little game. And she had been scheming the entire time in her head, hoping that this was the time that she could convince him to take steps to solidify their partnership. 

Now he was here for, what—a check-in? On his relationship with Aubrey? What a joke. He could change Aubrey’s mind to have whatever opinion of their relationship he wanted. 

No. She licked her perfect, pouty, glistening lips. 

She knew why he was really here. The way he looked at her—the way he stiffened as she made any movement at all. Just touching her hair meant his cock surged inside of Aubrey’s expert grip.

He wanted someone new. 

She crossed her legs, casually flashing her lack of underwear, staring sultrily as the living smokeshow that was Aubrey stroked her studly god. Aubrey had that adorable, haughty arrogance about her that Cynthia loved seeing because it was all in service to their Master. He deserved beautiful, arrogant women adoring him. 

Competing for him. 

“If you’re here to hear how the two of you are doing,” said Cynthia, toying with her hair around the substantial line of her cleavage, “I have to give you a terrific report.”

“We know.” Aubrey continued stroking him and smiling arrogantly.

“It’s just...”

At this, Aubrey raised an eyebrow in surprise. 

“What?”

“Well. You deserve a really bad girl, don’t you?”

She spoke to Eamon directly for all of this—a low-level indicator that Aubrey was beneath her notice. Beneath her. 

“I sure do.”

He, for his part, looked right back at Cynthia. And that’s how she knew she was doing the right thing.

“He sure does,” said Aubrey.

“I mean, has Aubrey even murdered anyone for you?” She leaned forward. Her breasts on display. Inviting him to look even more—the hypnotic spirals and dizzying arrays of mesmerizing fabric stitched in their arcane patterns up and down her entire outfit had no effect on him the way it would cripple some lesser man, but they still turned him on. “Sure, I bet she’s helped you fuck the minds of so many girls, but I’m a psychiatrist. Can you imagine what I would do to the minds of girls you want to fuck with? The drugs I could put them on. Hypnosis sessions. I could find the ones you break the hearts of and build their obsession for you for years and years and years until they’re worshiping you like the god you are. And then, Master? When you do reveal yourself to them? It will be all they can do not to kill themselves in shame for not being worthy of your attention in the first place. Isn’t that the kind of fucked-up partner you want at your side?”

As she spoke, Aubrey first looked haughty and imperious—as ever—and then slowly worried and then outright frightened at the implications of Cynthia’s speech. Cynthia relished her fear; it felt so good to make someone confident feel like nothing in her presence. 

She had been doing it all her life, after all. 

“Well. This experiment certainly has worked out interestingly. What do you think, babe?”

Eamon asked this to Aubrey, but looked only at Cynthia.

“Daddy, I think it’s time you fuck her and then I put her in her—"

Abruptly, he pushed Aubrey to one side and made room for Cynthia to come sit down. His cock, streaming and hard, stood tall. Waiting for her to take her rightful place.

“D-Daddy?” said Aubrey. “No, Daddy, wait, I—this isn’t right, we agreed—”

“I made an agreement with a slave,” he said. “And now I’m going to make one with a born queen, aren’t I?”

Cynthia shook her head, smiling darkly. “No, I’m afraid not, my love.”

Cynthia slipped down into his lap, pushing up her hypnotically-loaded mini skirt as her long, lithe legs spread around his waist. His cock rested beneath her tight, perfectly sculpted ass cheeks. She rubbed there briefly, grinding and oohing and ahhing at his hardness and control.  Her forehead against his, kissing him constantly, wetly, her thick hair like a silky blanket for him to get lost in.

It was delicious fun—Aubrey right there, mewling and whimpering and seeing her entire world running away from her, one squeeze and grind of Cynthia’s ass at a time.

But Cynthia could only take it for so long—she needed him inside of her.

“P-please,” Cynthia whispered. “I need it. I need You inside. I need to be bred by You. I need Your babies, please?

“Do it.” He smiled. “I want to see if you’re as tight as you look.”

Cynthia did not need to be told twice.  

“You are the one true god of this world,” she whimpered, lowering herself orgasmically onto his thick cock. “And so I am not a born queen. That makes me your goddesssss...”

Her voice trailed off as his massive shaft filled her slippery entrance. Waves of orgasms punctuated through her, each one more vicious and mind-melting than the last. The amount of pleasure she felt would have killed any normal woman. Just taking his cock would have put a girl in the hospital for life. But Cynthia was special. 

“N-noo!” Aubrey whimpered. “Daddy! Master, please. Please, I’m your favorite. I’m your—”

“Shut up, slave,” he hissed, looking only at Cynthia. “Enjoy this, or leave my service. Those are your choices.”

It was not a choice at all. Aubrey—so arrogant, so vain, so proud—humbly lowered her eyes and her face entirely. She was smart enough to not even mouth her apology, smart enough to know that she was just instructed to shut up and that meant entirely. 

Cynthia tore her loving gaze away from the majestic masculinity of her handsome god just for a few seconds to enjoy sneering at Aubrey and her transformation. Aubrey’s faces trembled and shifted as she decided to swallow her pride and then obediently attended the new lovers—lowering her head to their joining and licking up the juices produced by their lovemaking. 

As Aubrey licked, Cynthia continued to move up and down on his cock. Sitting on him, this way, her entire body felt like it squeezed and milked his amazing, precious seed. She kissed him passionately with each thrust. Their tongues danced together and occasionally she was overcome with so much lust that she had to rake her teeth against his jaw, his shoulders, his neck. 

“Yours,” she moaned. “I’m yours...I’m yours...”

He was similarly overwhelmed with her luscious, endless beauty. Everywhere he touched her, he left bruises and scratched. Her body marked up—marked as his. He squeezed her ass so hard it purpled, and then gripped her tiny waist, her ample tits, bit her neck and shoulder. He couldn’t stop himself and it felt so good to inspire such wanton, rough lust in her god. 

“You deserve me,” Cynthia urged. “You deserve a goddess ...”

“Yes!” Aubrey dived in, desperate to be relevant. “You deserve her. This is so right. I’m so sorry I didn’t see it before. Please, please give her everything! You deserve it. She deserves it. Please!”

There was no preacher like the converted, no one who understood how to appeal to arrogance like the arrogant. 

Eamon loved hearing Aubrey’s cries almost as much as he enjoyed Cynthia’s body. She could feel his cum getting ready to unleash from underneath her. Something about the way he shifted—about how he took over. 

Before, she had been fucking him just as much as he fucked her. Timing their thrusts together in perfect harmony. 

But now he gripped her throat and her waist, controlling her movements and her breath totally. He fucked her up and down his cock at will, his strong arms in charge of everything she could do. There was no escape, no way to break his iron grip.

“Please do it!” she begged him. “Please cum in me. Please give me your seed. Let me be so fucking pregnant for you, oh my god please let me please!”

Pulling her close, kissing her hard, Eamon shot his thick ropes of virile cum up inside her willing, needy body.

There was a point, maybe, when Cynthia could have walked away—when all the transformation and mindfuck and damage done to her memory and life could have been undone somehow. Maybe if she got far away enough from Eamon, his influence would wane and her life would return to her. 

But when his cum filled her, that sealed her fate to him forever.

And she knew it, too. The images of her previous self—the full knowledge of who she had once been entered her mind. Some lapse in his control, perhaps, while he lost himself in the shivering ecstasy of cumming inside of a goddess he had made. 

Cynthia felt the old her swept away in a fury of fiery bliss—and she couldn’t be happier to say goodbye to any old, pathetic, sniveling sweet good girl version of her.

From now on, she will have always belonged to her god.

Still on his cock, ready to ride him at a moment’s notice, Cynthia stroked Aubrey’s head. The fetching brunette had attached herself to their laps like an eager pet. 

“Darling,” Cynthia kissed into Eamon’s ear. “Is it really enough for you to only have one goddess? I mean...Aubrey is so sexy, and have you ever thought about how you can fuck up someone’s memories?”

Eamon kissed her harder than he ever had, guiding her hand onto Aubrey’s forehead with his. There was a flash of light.

# # #
[image: image]


Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! Access bonus content, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter!
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Want to get in touch? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

What's next?

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

The Bimbo Fix – His Rival

Everywhere Stephen goes, the women of his town have transformed into gorgeous sexpots desperate to fuck him. He wants to help, but he can’t seem to keep his cock out of their mouths...maybe his biggest enemy will retain some semblance of sanity in this lust-fueled madness?

Bimbo Beach – Bikini Panic

Debbie’s been thoroughly bullied by the living goddess girlfriend of her brother—will a trip to the Shining Sun Resort transform her body enough to get the upper hand, or will she become a supremely hot slave to her bully’s will?

The Bimbo Fix – His Best Friend

Stephen wakes up to being sucked off by two gorgeous women—his estranged wife and adopted daughter, both of whom are adamant they’re his worshipful cock slaves! What’s going on, and how can he make things right?

Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties

A newlywed couple’s loyalty is stressed beyond its limits when the alpha male mind controller at their luxury hotel takes an interest in the gorgeous, buxom virgin wife. 

Virtual Meeting - Office Hierarchy

He returns from vacation to find his office trimmed down to just three mega-hot babes who are desperate to serve him in every erotic way and make him the babies he deserves! What’s going on? Does he really even care?

Cult of Lust – Queen Bee

The cult’s morality takes a turn for the worse (so, for them, a turn for the better) when the Master takes an interest in his most conceited, self-absorbed, thrillingly gorgeous slave yet. 

Virtual Meeting – Taboo Ownership

A lonely girl puts on a special VR helmet to meet virtually with her online boyfriend, but it gets dark, demented, and erotic when he reveals all he wants is to control her to get to her sister.

Cult of Lust – Hot For Teacher

Her new student shouldn’t be saying all that stuff about her body—but why doesn’t she care, and why does she want him to replace her deadbeat husband? She better suck his cock to find out...

Virtual Meeting – Owning His Hot Date

A special VR headset promises to find the “perfect” partner—of course, this means it finds the nearest available girl and subjugates her will and transforms her unwilling mind and body into that of a model fuckpet. 

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:
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Virtual Meeting – The Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.

Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!

Rough Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY stories of the roughest, hardest rutting around—always fertile, unprotected, and barely legal!

Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of explicitly hot, super sexy mind control of gorgeous women under the thrall of one harem-craving man!

Lucky Nerd Dreams

TWENTY amazing tales of sensational, arrogant babes falling head over heels in love and lust, whether they like it or not, with the luckiest nerds alive—thanks to magical devices, potions, and other naughty machinations.

Homewrecking Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY brilliant stories of the most forbidden of kinks—aching to break up a marriage for a hot young thing who happily seduces men away from the wives who disappoint them.

Raw Dreams

TWENTY thrilling tales of hot babes serving the baddest of boys—gangs of men, hard criminals, evil masterminds, sexy soldiers and more. 

Office Dreams

TWENTY hot tales of sexy scandalous affairs at the office featuring hung hunks and hot, fertile babes!

Bimbo Dreams

This collection of TWENTY erotic stories features some of Nadia Nightside’s latest and greatest bimbo erotica tales!

Demon’s Offer – The Bundle

Follow the sensational, over-the-top adventures of an incubus as he slowly gathers his own personal succubus harem from the baddest, hottest girls around. 

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!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Cult of Lust - The Series? Then you should read
              
                The Bimbo Fix - His Rival by Nadia Nightside!
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        Stephen, hounded by a town full of beautiful, buxom, fertile babes who ache to serve his every erotic need, is desperate for answers. He tracks down the one woman who he knows for certain hates his guts—Rhonda, a rival lawyer with a pending lawsuit set to bleed him dry. When she thankfully seems unaffected, they make a break for it—but the changes of the town are changing Stephen too, and he's becoming such a stud that even Rhonda's hate will soon be outmatched by her growing lust for his newly massive, virile member unless they can figure out some answer. Even worse, their break for freedom takes a sharp u-turn when they pick up a hitchhiking first-time babe who turns out to be a seductive, stud-craving siren. Will Stephen resist his newfound masculinity, or give in to the aching, sopping wet needs of the women who want to provide him as many heirs as possible?


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, 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

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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