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HEATHER HAPPILY STROKED her man as they watched, together, the gaggle of beautiful girls adoring his cock. She was the hottest, meanest girl in the entire town and he was the hottest, meanest alpha stud who had ever existed. 

There were more girls on their knees before him than could fit between even his massive legs. All of them were delectably fit, barely legal, and decorated in clingy hot lingerie. They giggled, smiled, and simpered, oohing and ahhing at their Master’s gigantic cock and begging him for their chance to enjoy it as much as Heather did by stroking it. 

He would hold off on satisfying them for as long as possible, letting Heather stroke him for as long as she wanted. What they both loved—even more than his cock being sucked by a group of gorgeous babes (which Heather truly adored)—was, for a lack of a better term, bullying.

The pain, jealousy, and shame of others. The look in the eyes of all those girls as Heather made him cum again and slurped it all down for herself with none for them. 

And not because she was jealous—oh no. Just because it felt good to deny them, to make them suffer. This is what he deserved. This is what he had always deserved. All she had needed was the opening to give it to him.

Ultimate power in the hands of these two was akin to an apocalypse. But that was just what they had discovered...

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU NERDS HERE or what?”

A few days earlier in the early morning hours, Heather stepped into the A/V club’s quarters of Mid-Northern University. It was empty, the room dark save for the familiar blue-white glow of screens that flickered every few minutes. She thought she heard something in the back—muffled voices. 

Her gorgeous, tight, toned body was dressed to kill—and when it came to Heather’s cheerleader-perfection being thrown in front of the complete cuck-loser nerds of the A/V Club, she really hoped that phrase was literal. It would be so hot, so fun, if one look at her bouncing, shining, happy tits or sneering jawline literally sent these dumb wimps weeping into rush-hour traffic. 

She rolled her eyes; she absolutely didn’t have time for this. Her boyfriend, Lawrence—who she worshiped more than loved and was happily more of his pet than his partner—had told her that he wanted to beat the fuck out of some libtards at a protest rally later, and she absolutely needed to be there. There was some angry mob forming about who was allowed in bathrooms and Lawrence loved picking out the weakest in the mob and then bruising them up and wrenching their limbs.

All it takes to show these people what cowards they are when it comes to defending their causes, he would say, is a little violence. 

Watching him hurt people made her wet—partly why she loved being a cheerleader, she got to have a front row seat to his domination on the football field—and hurting people made him hard. A few nights ago she had convinced him to let her stroke his cock through his trousers while he choked some acne-faced cuck out in the dark corners of a bake sale.

Then he had wanted to fuck afterwards, and it was really good.

Of course, Lawrence wanted to fuck all the time, no matter what, and it was really good no matter what, but Heather was the hottest girl at the university and she took his need to fill her fertile pussy as a matter of course. 

She just needed to convince him to marry her already. 

“Hey!” she shouted. “Where are you guys?”

She was fed up with these dumb nerds. At the beginning of the year, one of them made a dumb comment about how good she looked—of course she did, she always looked good—right in front of Lawrence. When that dumb little pussy couldn’t type for six months due to his hands being shoved inside of an old CRT monitor, the other geeks shaped up quickly. 

One of them, Alfred, still tried to talk to Heather from time to time. Lawrence had made him a special project—shoving him into tiny utility closets, giving him swirlies, pantsing him, and just plain beating the shit out of him and giving him hospital bill after hospital bill—and all the while Heather urged him on and stroked him and said how safe and protected he made her feel. 

It was true, of course. Lawrence was all-in on the conservative stuff, and Heather liked it well enough, but really her political ideology was Lawrence’s Cock and whatever kept it in her life. She might have been a liberated, free, outspoken woman around him if it made him happy—but it didn’t, so she would never know. Instead, she was sultry, soothing, demurring, quiet, and constantly whimpering with adulation at his nonstop masculinity. She was a kept woman, and that’s why she laughed at Alfred—Lawrence liked it. 

And also, of course, she laughed at Alfred—“Lil’ Alfie”—because it was super fucking funny! He was such a beta loser. 

Each last part of her life was dreamier than the last, and it was all thanks to how pretty she was. She had been born that way, and so many jerks and dummies wanted to make her feel bad about it—but Heather knew better. Her superiority changed the rules for her, just like it did for Lawrence. Consequences shed off them like water on raincoats. 

Heather had realized from a very young age that, at base, people just didn’t want to punish people like her for getting everything she wanted. They liked seeing her succeed and themselves failing. She didn’t know why and she didn’t care. 

Oh sure—there was a big game talked about lines you couldn’t cross. And perhaps if she had been less attractive, or less wealthy (Lawrence was wealthy too, drool, his parents owned some shipping conglomerate; she had lost count of the number of sports cars she had sucked his cock inside of), or less well-connected, people would try more. 

But she would always, always get away with being a terrible, catty, vain, mean bully bitch, and people’s response to that seemed to just be to try to get on her good side. 

That was all part of why she was here now at the A/V club in the first place. It wasn’t just to humiliate these sissy bitches for her own personal pleasure, though of course that was part of it. Heather took immense personal satisfaction in knowing they would stroke their pathetic little dicks to every last outfit and action of hers they saw. 

It was chilly in the room, but in her snugglefuck-warm-girlfriend outfit she hardly felt it. She wore Lawrence’s team jacket—because she wore it as much as possible to display that she was his girl before anything else—and beneath that a tight black turtleneck sweater. Her legs were adorned with a tight leather skirt and luxury Wolford tights with diamond designs, tall-heeled YSL ankle boots completing the high-end look. 

She looked like a magazine cover; she knew because that’s how she modeled herself. Men—her Man—deserved a woman who knew the importance of declaring her own beauty in an abject declaration of her status as an object of desire. It meant that He—her beloved Lawrence—was even more important when only he could claim the prize that she made herself. 

Aren’t I Trophy Wife Material for you, babe? the outfit screamed, she hoped. 

The more she displayed her heavy, hot 36C tits, or her perfectly toned long legs, her elongated torso in skintight clothing that displayed her thinness, or tiny skirts to show off her perfectly sculpted ass—the more others wanted her. 

That meant she was more valuable, so when Lawrence owned her so completely, it meant that he was more powerful, which made her need to be more valuable to earn his desire, and so having that desire meant he was more powerful...and on and on. 

Heather. Had thought. About this. A fucking. Lot.

Outfits weren’t outfits anymore than books were just entertainment. Outfits were philosophical statements of intent and identity.

She looked in a nearby blank monitor, admiring the dark reflection of her beauty, tossing her dark red hair back and winking. 

Her identity was baddest bitch alive. 

Every week, Heather had to make a trip to the A/V club to download the latest videos of her team’s cheerleading routines, filmed at the competitions they attended. 

Her team completely belonged to her. It had for four years now. You weren’t supposed to be able to be elected as Team Captain as a Freshman, but she’d had the last captain insist on making Heather as her replacement. A little bullying went a long way, especially when you threatened to fuck your rival’s boyfriend. 

That silly former captain—Hillary—had been terribly afraid that Heather would steal him forever if they had sex. It might have been true if Heather could stomach the idea of any cock besides her man’s. 

Instead, she went on a date with the non-Lawrence loser, managing to secure a few credit card numbers and also to convince him to drop out of school in dramatic fashion by hosting a solo party in the dean’s office. His future ruined, Heather relented, and graciously accepted the position of Team Captain from a now-completely-defeated Hillary. 

Naturally, with Heather as the Team Captain, this meant her team ran her routines and wore the outfits she selected, but Heather was more thorough than that: they smiled the way she told them, worked out the way she instructed, had the exact bodyfat percentage she wanted (anything over 15% was grounds for immediate dismissal, though of course everyone knew that meant they had to keep it under 12.5 or else they were becoming “suspiciously chunkster” as Heather liked to say), walked how she wanted, dressed how she wanted in their off-time, did their hair how she wanted, and took the classes she ordered them to. 

And all of this, of course, was because Heather was utterly owned by her bully god jock boyfriend, Lawrence, and would do absolutely anything at all to give him more control over the lives of others. 

Her school was hyper-competitive in sports, and it was the fall, so that meant that multiple days overlapped with different competitions needing different squads of cheerleaders. She often sent out her second-in-command, Tiffany, to look after their Blue Squad (Heather helmed the Gold Squad, of course). The only way to keep tabs on both squads at once was video. 

At nights, she would watch her Gold Squad or Blue squad cheer and finger herself. She knew they were fucking up if she got more caught up in watching than fingering. Good cheerleading should be invisible—provocative, perky, cheerful displays of complete submission to the masculine. Many of their cheerleading routines were more akin to burlesque shows. 

Of course, they were always more erotic when Lawrence was playing. None of the girls could control themselves around him, and that was the way Heather liked it. Women should be completely in love with her man—that meant that she was even more important and special and sexy, as she had earned so much of his attention in comparison.

Lawrence was a terrifying athlete. He played all the contact sports—and some sports became contact sports when he played them. He had a casualty list at least a dozen feet long, even if written in size 8 font and put in two columns on the page. Sometimes Heather stroked him to news reports of sad coaches lamenting that they could no longer play a season because Lawrence had injured so many of their players in a single night. 

And of course, between her own financial wealth and his, Lawrence never saw a single penalty. People only seemed to cheer him on. The university had begged him to give him a salary when he threatened to quit the team; his presence filled the stands. Women especially loved to see him play; they loved to see a real conqueror in action. Men had to come along to pretend to not be scared, but they were. Heather drank in their fear at every game, every appearance, every walk through the campus. They were terrified of Lawrence and what he would do to their bodies, and some of them were even more terrified of what Heather would do to their egos by ignoring, dismissing, or insulting them. 

More muffled voices from the backroom, this time something that sounded much more like crying. 

Curious now—maybe she could pile on? It was so fun to watch people cry because of things she said, did, or was (she was so heartbreakingly hot)—she entered the backroom and saw something intensely interesting. 

The utility room was full of shelves of servers and also old computer equipment making a sort of maze. Stacks of boxes full of cords and accessories. Old monitors. Junk receivers and modems. 

At the other end of the darkened room, behind all the shelves, there was Alfred in front of some girl she didn’t recognize. The girl stood with shoulders hunched, arms motionless at her sides. Her jaw was slack and open, eyes buzzing blue-white like the monitors in the A/V room. She was an absolute knockout, though it looked like that wasn’t how she always had been. 

Her clothes didn’t fit at all—her shirt distended by enormous tits, her pants ripped around the hips and too short at her ankles. Glasses had been pushed around by hair that was long, lustrous, and completely at odds with the way she had presented herself with the rest of her outfit. Either this total knockout of a babe had dressed herself from rummaging through a dumpster and somehow found her way into the A/V club with weirdo zombie eyes...or Lil Alfie had done something to her. 

“You’re my slave now,” he said to her. “Holy shit. You’re my slave. I can’t believe it. Holy shit.”

“I’mm slavennn owww,” the girl repeated. “Holeeeeshh iit. Yourrr sl aave. Cannnn tbeli eveeee it.”

“You love me.”

“Eyeeee lovveee youuu.”

“You’ve always loved me.”

“Alwwwayyyz lovveee youuu.”

“You need to suck my—”

Heather pushed the door open further, knowing it would squeak loudly. She pretended she just walked in. 

“Oh my gosh!” she said, putting a hand to her mouth. “Alfie? What’s this? What are you doing?”

“Ohmm gosh Alfie,” the girl droned. “Whatssthi iss? Whatre youuuu donnng?”

It was fun to watch him scramble and scurry. He threw a blanket over the girl as Heather turned on the lights. 

“Nothing!” he said. “You can go! The files you want are in the front! I’ll go—let’s go get them! Yes. We’ll go get them and you can leave.”

“Hmm.”

The girl continued to drone under the blanket, repeating Alfred, though her voice was muffled now. 

Heather made a big show of strutting through the small utility room, moving around the different shelves. The cool air turned up her gooseflesh, even along her long, lustrous legs.

“I just could have sworn I saw you doing something naughty, Alfie.”

“Please, my name is Alfred, as we’ve discussed, and—”

She pushed a monitor off the shelf and watched it break and crash. It could have been donated to some poor scholarship kid, and now it was in a hundred pieces. Her cunt twitched. She should break things more often, she decided. So many people would be sad when she did. A ripple effect of pain. 

“No, it wasn’t that, Alfie. I think it was this?”

She pulled the blanket off the girl and examined her closely.

Heather read a lot. All the time, as a matter of fact. When you were a hyper-intellectual male-gaze-worshiping beauty, you had to. There was no other way to justify her existence, to take what already was presented and to twist all of creation and art and philosophy to her own designs. She wanted more than just to exist and to be in control, she wanted it to be justified. Justifying her control over others felt good, made her hot.

So she read here and there naughty little stories about evil mind controllers and taking over pretty girls’ minds. Too many of the stories focused on the wrong aspect of things, she felt. Too many nerds winning. This wouldn’t be one of those stories, though she would at least use what the nerd had made for her (whether he knew he made it for her or not). 

“Oh my, Alfie. You’ve been sooo naughty.”

The girls blank gaze drooped over to Heather. “Ohm yyalifee—” 

“Stop that,” Alfred snapped to the girl. 

He brought out his phone and pressed something and the girl slumped down, apparently unconscious. 

“I don’t know if this is completely legal, Alfie.”

“It’s just, she and I, we’re lab partners. Yes. And this is just a dumb experiment, I know you’ll make fun of us later for it, please do, just please let us finish and I can get you what you want—”

“I want in.”

“You what?”

“You took this girl. I’m guessing against her will? Or not being entirely honest?”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Heather was trying very hard to be sweet to this idiot, but his lack of honesty when he was caught red-handed really was starting to piss her off. 

“You used your special skills? You must be smarter than I gave you credit for. I thought you were some thoughtless nerd like the rest of them. I was wrong about you, Alfie. Alfred.” She smiled. She had such a terrific, cock-hardening smile. “You fucked up her brain.” Heather hefted one of the girl’s tits. “And her body, too? Wow.”

“Oh, I see. You’re mocking me. Well, I won’t have it. I don’t need to sit here and take this. Not anymore. You listen to me—"

“Oh hush,” Heather tsked. “You don’t need to be embarrassed or defensive, dummy. I want to help you.”

“Help me?”

“Mind control turns me on.”

Heather could have taken a picture of his slack-jawed, imbecilic look. 

“You...can’t be...what?”

“What’s her name?” 

Licking her lips, Heather circled the girl.

“It’s...her name is Grace. What did you say about mind control?”

She found the light switch on the wall and flipped it on. Like she was examining cattle, Heather picked up Grace’s head by the hair and turned her face this way and that. Checked her teeth. 

“You really went all out with her. I think I know a Grace. She’s a tiny thing. Fat. Sort of nothing to her. Works for the newspaper?”

“Y-yes...”

“She wanted to interview me a few times. I always turned her down. I don’t want my name appearing in something as low as a college paper, you know?” 

Near to Grace, sitting on a console table under the light switch, was a pair of funky-looking headphones. They had some heavy-duty circuitry attached to them. The insides reminded her of looking into a meat grinder. 

“Are these they?” She pointed, still holding Grace’s head up. “The method you’re using?”

“How did you...” he shook his head, defeated. “Yes. That’s they.”

“Hypno headphones, huh? A classic. You know, I always wondered why it’s always something like that. Headphones or an app or a pill. I mean, why not a special pair of shoes, or clothes, or like some kind of gun, or—”

“What were you saying about mind control? About transformation?”

Heather finally let Grace’s face down. He had done, however he did it, a really excellent job. This new tall, slender, picture-perfect gorgeous Grace could easily be on Heather’s cheerleading team. She clearly had the body for it, and the way her muscles were slim and toned and lean led Heather to believe she was an athlete now for sure. Lil’ Alfie had himself a type. 

“I’ve got a thing for control, dummy. Why do you think I’m dating a jock?”

“I just thought...I mean...he’s a fucking sadist and you seem to get off on it and I just thought...”

“That I was a sadist too?”

“Yes.”

She raised an eyebrow. “What if I was?”

“I mean...I’m not a sadist. I just want...I want...”

“You want to control the mind and body of this innocent girl and make her love you?”

“Yes, but not in a mean way. It’s not the same!”

What a pussy. He didn’t know it, but it was that kind of statement that damned him forever. 

There was a part of her deeply interested and turned on by mind control. She might have even entertained the idea of pushing Alfred to his limits, using him to control more and more girls, to be “mean” about it as he himself put.

But Heather detested dishonesty, especially self-dishonesty. She had spent so much time arranging her life so that she could be as honest as possible about what she was—other than her beauty, which overwhelmed all senses, Heather was very open about the kind of monster she was—that when someone revealed to her some deep, obvious self-deception, she was just filled with disgust. 

But, she was also quite practiced as disguising this disgust. 

Heather smiled. “Of course not. My main kink is control anyway.” The best lies were all steeped in truth. “What if we worked together?”

She was focused on Alfred entirely now. She turned up all her levels. Chest out. One leg forward. Hip jutting. Playing with her hair. Licking her lips. Making her eyes smile and shine. 

“Work together? But...”

She stepped forward, biting her bottom lip. It was so sensually full.

“Do you have easy access to the cheerleading team?”

“Well, no, but—”

“You do want to mind control and fuck them too, don’t you?”

He flushed. Embarrassed. Heather fought the urge to roll her eyes.

“Don’t you...Sir?” she asked again.

“Yes.”

He was clearly turned on by this tiny strategic retreat of hers, calling him “Sir.” It meant nothing to her. 

“Okay. Well, how do you think that’s going to go? ‘Hey ladies, check this out! Please put it on one-by-one and just wait. No, no, don’t pay any attention to the other girls changing appearance!’ L-O-L, Alfred, you’re adorable.”

He wiped a hand through his hair. It was greasy and stringy. “I guess I hadn’t thought it through all the way.”

“But that is it, isn’t it? The process, I mean? Just put the ‘device’ on and wait for it to finish?”

“Yes.” He gulped. “No. No, that’s not all. There’s been years of work—fuck.” He took a breath. “I’m really trusting you right now, okay? Please don’t fuck me over.”

“Of course not, Sir. We’re on the same side.”

It was so easy to convince the weak when you liked like Heather did. He looked reassured right away. 

“Okay. Thank you. So it’s not just the headphones. That’s only half of it. They upload the program into a girl’s brain. But there’s an app, too. It controls the program once it’s there. That’s how you can change them how you want.” His face twitched. “How I want.”

“An app? Share it with me.”

She took out her phone and waited patiently for him to upload it to her device. She watched him, carefully making sure there was no funny business occurring. Knowing Alfred, all she had to do was ensure there was no “Control Girl Who Runs This App” mode transferred over. 

He wasn’t exactly subtle. Transforming the ugliest girl in school into a knockout in the fucking A/V Club utility room! God. Might as well put a neon sign on his back that read “Horny Nerd Fantasies Happening Here!”

The upload completed, she took her phone back and continued to smile. She could do it for days; she was incredibly practiced. 

“Okay, here’s the plan.” 

She grabbed the headphones. Alfred started after her, pawing at her new possession—and she took him by the shoulder to keep his attention on her where it belonged. She waited, letting her beauty do its work. His gaze drifted to her heaving, substantial breasts in the tight confines of her sweater, and she smiled to let him know that was quite all right. 

“I’m going to take this, right? And I’m going to go put it on the cheerleading squad. They do whatever I say anyway, okay? And in the meantime, you have fun with Grace.”

Heather had no qualms whatsoever with Alfred banging some mind controlled girl; she was nothing to her but a pawn. It took him a moment to process both this information and her shining, bountiful breasts in her tight sweater. 

“And...yourself? You’ll put it on yourself, too?”

“Oh, absolutely I will. I promise I’ll mind control myself and you’ll get to see me in all my fully reprogrammed glory.”

She absolutely would, of course. Just not how he wanted.

“You’re being really serious? You’re not fucking with me right now? I’m sorry for asking, but...I mean you seem really cool like right now, but before you’ve been kind of a major bitch to me.”

Heather felt a swell of pride at that and just a smidgen of respect for Alfred standing up for himself in the tiniest of ways. Maybe there was some molecule of backbone in there after all.

“I promise, okay? Look at me. Almost nothing makes me more turned on than mind control.”

The problem for Alfred was that the only thing that made Heather wetter than mind control was her bully god boyfriend’s alpha cock..

* * * * *
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LATER THAT AFTERNOON, Heather scrolled idly through Alfred’s app at her apartment suite. The place was top notch, well into four digits a month, and she paid nothing for it or any of the furnishings that she now lounged upon. 

A supple, black leather couch held her lasciviously sexy frame as she bunched her thick, molten hot hair under her chin and tried to see all the naughty, terrible erotic action she could get up to with this nerd’s invention. Bright lays of sunlight shone in through the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the park below. Not very far from her was her own personal balcony infinity pool, where Lawrence had learned she could suck cock underwater. Across from the couch, instead of a television, was a tall mirror. She was always far more fascinating than any fictional characters on a screen; she would stop every now and again in her work and just sigh wistfully at her face or neck or the gap between her thighs and get wet thinking of what a trophy she was for her bully god. 

Lawrence was the reason she didn’t pay the rent. She imagined she might have been able to pull that kind of thing off herself, but it was just so much more satisfying to lean on her Man and beg Him to Hurt Someone while that “someone” was looking on and begging in turn that they don’t. After Lawrence broke a few of her landlord’s ribs, she was satisfied and made sure her Man was satisfied, sucking him off urgently while the whelp cowered in a corner. 

And of course this would be Lawrence’s apartment, but he didn’t really keep to one residence. He had lots of girls he stayed with. Heather didn’t mind. She encouraged him to share about them and only shit-talked them when it seemed like they were disappointing him. It didn’t bother her that his cock filled up the lives of other girls—why should it? He was Too Much Man ™ for her; that’s what she loved about him. 

The only part of him sleeping around that ever bothered her was the thought that there were so many variables to control—so many outliers where his will might be ignored or unrealized. It was awful to think that he spent any time with someone who didn’t admire and adore and worship him properly, and make him hard in all the ways he deserved.  

“Unghhhh?”

The sound came from Heather’s test subject, who had been standing in front of her, almost entirely silent for the last few hours. 

“Hush,” Heather chided. “He’ll be home soon, I don’t want you to give away the ghost before I’m ready.’ 

She returned her eyes off the drooling mess back to Alfred’s app.

The app was disastrously straightforward. She could hardly believe it. Each different option had radio menus. 

Skin, for instance, was able to be A.) Normal B.) Flawless C.) Luminous or D.) Acne-Scarred.

“Tits” were A.) Handfuls B.) Extra-Helpings C.) Perfect Porn Star or D.) Flat/Deflated. 

All the options sort of went like that in intensity, ramping up from A-C and then using D as some kind of punishment. Heather supposed that some of those options might have been meant for her if Alfred could help it. 

Sooner or later, he might realize that there was nothing keeping her from using the app and headphones however she wanted. But that was sort of how her whole life had been. Beauty distracted and attracted people; they didn’t realize they were being fucked (and never getting fucked) until it was far too late. 

Lawrence arrived as he always did, grunting and slamming the door. They’d had to replace the doorframe three times in the last six months alone; he didn’t know his own strength. That was something else she loved about him. Things and people broke so easily due to his massivity. 

Squealing with girlish delight, Heather rushed to greet him—skipping until she came into his sightline and then slowing down into a deliberate, sensual strut. 

He had just come from a workout—fucking up those libtards at the rally wasn’t hard work in and of itself, but her man fucked people up well, and so it became a workout if you did it long enough—and was only just-dried from all the sweating. She could see the lines of moisture around his t-shirt and shorts. His biceps throbbing. His massive chest so defined in the clinging fabric of his shirt. He was tall, near to seven feet or beyond, and hundreds and hundreds of pounds of solid muscle.  

Her long arms wrapped around his tree-trunk thick neck and she pulled herself up his massive body for a long, aching hot kiss. She scaled him like a rock wall, grinding her hips and pelvis into him for traction. Every part of her was obsessed with him. 

“Hey babe,” he pulled her in for a long, heavy kiss. 

He was built like construction equipment—thick steel pipes of muscle and solid industrial frame made for breaking and crushing. She kissed him back hard, grinding her body and melting her face against his. Teeth raking against his chin. His tongue sliding across her neck. He treated her like property, like every part of her body was something he wanted and needed to fuck. From her neck to her shoulders to her hips to her toes, he wanted to slide his cock across it, fuck every part of the body he owned. 

Heather loved that about him. 

“I did something for you,” she said. “Can I show you?”

Taking his hand, she walked back to the well-lit living space where the test subject, Tiffany, waited. 

Tiffany—being a cheerleader and indeed one gorgeous, athletic, and talented enough for Heather to have selected her to be her right-hand gal—was a stunning young blonde who was only recently twenty years old. So far, Heather had resisted messing with her body (she wanted to save that for Lawrence), but there was very little to adjust. Tiffany had a distinctly Nordic or possibly Germanic heritage, lending to stacked tits on a tight, tiny frame with a luscious length of straight blond hair. 

She had on a tight, gray pleated skirt and ankle boots with some serious heel, and a white blouse with the collar popped and the sleeves bunched up around her elbows. Her skin, sun-kissed and soft, shone happily in the afternoon light. 

Tiffany had the headphones on, still. Heather knew that Grace had remained subjugated even with them off in the room with Alfred, but then, he had been actively giving her commands. Did it wear off before you told the app what to do? She wasn’t sure, and it wasn’t like she would stoop to asking Alfred. If she fried Tiffany’s brain by keeping the headphones on, oh well. Wasn’t that the point of these devices, anyway, that if Heather chose she could pretty much make anyone look like another Tiffany?

It had been superbly easy for Heather to convince Tiffany to try them out—they were just headphones, after all, even if they looked a little strange. 

“Put these on,” she’d told Tiffany, and bing bong it was done. 

Tiffany had immediately turned into a slack-jawed, blue-screen-eyed bimbo which is just how she remained now. There had been no questions, no backtalk. Tiffany was second-in-command to a bully like Heather for a reason, after all. 

Lawrence approached Tiffany with some confusion. She had drooled quite a lot; the front of her blouse was completely see-through.  

“The fuck is this shit?” he asked Heather.

“This,” she proclaimed happily, “is what that little nerd bitch Alfie has been putting together at the A/V Club!”

She took him by the hand—and then the cock—and sat him down on the couch to look up at Tiffany while she gave him a loving handjob. quickly explained the whole situation to him, and then had to do it once more. Her darling was never super quick on the uptake—that’s why he needed her to help him rule, after all—and he was crazy turned on with his cock heavy in her stroking hands besides. 

It just wouldn’t do to have Tiffany, her “best friend” that Lawrence had lusted after for months now, completely helpless and drooling in front of him and not stroking him. Heather attended him with eager, steady caresses of his precum-slick cock, occasionally stopping in her story to adulate his hardness, length, and thickness. 

“You’re such a man,” she whimpered. “The only man. I did this all for you. I captured her for you. Now you can take her...”

It was easy to compliment his cock because it truly was terrific—a veritable monster of meat, just like the rest of him. 

Whenever he filled her with it—which was so often and urgent that Heather was a little surprised he hadn’t fucked her already since arriving (the last time had been in the morning, which was hours ago)—she came repeatedly, every stroke of his swollen, turgid flesh pushing hard into her just-for-him g-spot. 

Heather, after a lot of stroking, kissing, and the occasional full-on cocksucking, finally finished her explanation to Lawrence’s satisfaction—and also he was happy with what she had presented. As he began to say it back to her, she swallowed the last remnants of his satisfaction down, relishing in its manly taste down her throat. 

“So, you’re hypnotizing her.”

She stroked him all the way up and down. He was hard again. He always was. Her cunt sang for him. 

“For you, baby. Just for you.”

“But how does that work? Didn’t that little A/V bitch program it to be, I don’t know, locked on him?”

Heather giggled. “He left that changeable. Like a survey. All I had to do was put in your name and some pictures of you. Also your cock.” She licked her lips, sighing happily as she slid her comparatively tiny thumb across the massivity of his cockhead. “So many pictures of your cock.”

When he had first decided that Heather would belong to him, he had gotten her number somehow. Every day, he sent her picture after picture of his cock.

At first, she was disgusted. She had only ever been into girls. She was a virgin. But then he sent more pictures, and more, and more...until she was addicted. Until it was all she thought about. Until she was edging every night aching just to see one more inch of his massive, hard flesh. 

It didn’t hurt either that he also sent her videos of himself beating the absolute shit out of complete innocents for less than no reason with every third or fourth cock pic he sent her. He was so strong, so aggressive. Everything he did made her so fucking wet, including the fact that he had picked up on the sadism latent inside her before she was ready to admit it.

But he had fucked any hesitancy straight out of her long ago.  

When he finally showed up at her front door, she had dropped to her knees almost right away and begged him to please be able to show him how much she loved his cock. 

Now, Lawrence stood up and stroked the mindless, drooling Tiffany’s hair. His hands groping over her tits and ass. She moaned in sexual pleasure at his masculine touch.

“Let’s try it out,” said Lawrence. 

Heather brought out the device for him to hold. She quickly ran him through the functions and then sat patiently and waited. How would he change her? How would he settle in on his perfect body type? What were the qualifications? The criteria? How would he ever—

“All right, done.”

In about thirty seconds, Lawrence had changed Tiffany very little, save for adding two cup sizes to her already considerable tits and letting her thick blond hair grow out even more. He had automatically maxed out all the cosmetic options—thinness, fitness, skin clarity, height, and so on. 

It was something to see—watching Tiffany’s body just transform like that before their very eyes. Her drool-coated lips becoming puffier and sexier all at once, even as her eyes became somehow dimmer even as they were full of bluescreen light. 

Perhaps there was a part of Heather somewhere that would have liked her man to have been slightly more considerate with all the optionality available to him. 

But why be a bother? There were lots of girls left to enslave, and if she begged him right, Heather was sure she could convince Lawrence to let her agonize over the transformation of a girl or two by herself. 

“You’re so decisive, Daddy.”

She stood up and took Tiffany by the hand, guiding her down in front of Lawrence until she was on all fours. It was like Tiffany was drunk. Pliable. Heather ripped off her skirt and spread her legs for her man. The headphones still remained on her head; Heather had a plan for that.

“She’s going to be your mindfucked slave,” she said. “She’s going to be all yours, forever.”

“Fuck.”

Lawrence’s cock, still wet with Heather’s saliva and his own cum, was at full attention. His shorts discarded. He hovered over Tiffany’s pulsating entrance, programmed now to be glistening wet in Lawrence’s presence.

“She’s going to do every last thing you say.”

He squeezed Tiffany’s ass. “I’d make her do that anyway.”

“I know you would. Whether she wanted to or not. That’s what makes you such a man. But it’s so hot that she doesn’t have a choice at all, isn’t it?”

“It really fucking is. Hold her.”

Of course Heather did. She gathered Tiffany’s arms behind her back. She felt so romantic; she had to risk saying what her heart was singing, otherwise she wouldn’t be able to respect herself at all.

“This the kind of thing a wife would do for you, isn’t it?”

“Fucking...” he shook his head. “This again, Heather?”

Heather’s heart sank slightly—saying that was supposed to excite him! She must not have phrased it correctly. 

“Wouldn’t a good wife do this kind of thing for you?” she tried again, putting on her best sultry charm. Pushing her crotch against Tiffany’s headphoned-head. “Wouldn’t you want a wife who needs you to have mind-controlled slaves serving your cock just how you want?”

“I’m not talking about this.” Abruptly, he backed off entirely from Tiffany, stood up, and grabbed his shorts. “I’ve told you I don’t want to talk about this.”

He was going to leave. Panic struck Heather. 

“No!” she crumbled immediately. Every part of her beauty so helplessly controlled by him. “No! Daddy. Baby. Please. I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

Still he made to leave. Heather was desperate. All façade of her confidence and bravado gone instantly with the thought of no longer receiving her stud god’s cock inside her or being able to witness it inside of others. She went to her hands and knees at his feet, throwing herself at him. Her lips brushing his feet and ankles as she spoke hurriedly to make it better. 

“You’re just so handsome and perfect and amazing and I just want to spend all my life with you making your cock hard I’msorryI’msorryI’msorryI’msorry—”

Some part of the act of her contrition seemed to affect him, even if it was only the display of her amazing body supplicating before him. He leaned over and hushed her with a finger to her lips. 

“Don’t fucking talk about that marriage shit to me anymore, okay? Or we’re through. You got it?”

“Yes, Daddy. It’s j-just—”

The finger on her lips became a grip around her neck. Heather felt her arousal level multiply by a factor of nine. 

“A wife wouldn’t talk back to her man, would she?”

Oh fuck he’d said it! He’d called her his wife! Or at least he implied that conditionally she might be considered one at one point! Oh god! She was so close to cumming. 

“No, sir. I was wrong, sir. Please. Let me hold her down to make up for it?” She nodded to Tiffany. “I’ll keep her pinned no matter what she says or does.”

His grip relinquished on her throat just enough to let Heather lean down and hold Tiffany. Soon they were back in their position in front of the couch—Tiffany on all fours, Heather gripping Tiffany, and Lawrence’s cock sliding up onto Tiffany’s entrance. 

Heather kept mirrors everywhere. She would spend most evenings watching herself, posing and exercising and smiling, instead of any kind of television or movie. She took one now from the coffee table and positioned it so Tiffany could see Lawrence’s face and vice versa. 

Then, with a flourish and a wink, she removed the headphones from Tiffany’s head. 

The change was slow but definite. Tiffany groaned and bit her lip and right away the pulsing and wetness in her pussy intensified—especially as Lawrence kept grinding his cock over her folds. 

“Who’s that, darling?” Heather whispered in her ear. “Who do you see?”

Slowly Tiffany looked in the mirror and saw Lawrence behind her—put it together that it was his cock pushing insistently against her. Her voice was breathy and needy. 

“Master.”

Lawrence entered her and she came, bucking and then buckling against his muscle, his masculinity, his hardness. As Tiffany came, Lawrence’s grip tightened on Heather’s throat, and she came as well. Pleasure shook through her from her toes to her forehead and then back again. 

Watching him enter another woman—taking what he deserved from someone else the way he did from her all the time—was like looking in a kind of alternate reality mirror. And there was nothing Heather loved more than her own reflection. 

“You really want to be with me forever, huh?” Lawrence huffed, pistoning his heavy cock into Tiffany. “My wife?”

“Yes, darling.” Heather’s voice was tinged with the hysteric edge of the rollercoaster ride she had been on since he arrived less than an hour before. “More than anything!”

And slowly, as he continued to fuck Tiffany with animal fury, he told her what she needed to do. Her man wasn’t always the most intelligent, but he was cunning, as any bully needed to be. And listening to his plan, Heather could not help but cum again. 

* * * * *
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TWO DAYS LATER, ALFRED came home at seven o’clock, just as punctual as his mother said he would be. 

Heather had spent two days putting this all together. Carefully arranging all the pieces in just exactly the presentation her man needed.

Everything was prepared. She had attended to the very last details—to the height of heels on the girls’ shoes to the folds of the napkins on the dinner table.  

Alfred’s mother’s house was a small, shotgun affair with a long entryway and living room with a kitchen in the back. They were poor—though probably they thought of themselves as “middle class” as all poor people did—and their furnishings were mostly crass, tasteless, and ugly. Heather had been tempted to throw it all out—the dingy corduroy couch, the chipped-wood dinner table, the tacky wallpaper—but the effect would be lost. This had to happen to Alfred in his home. Where he felt safe. 

God, she was so fucking wet. 

Alfred fumbled with the keys outside for a minute. Grace’s voice could be heard praising his every movement. 

“Oh yes, Master, that’s just how you open a door. You’re so smart, Master!”

Heather resisted the sneer forming on her perfect face; she had a show to put on. Suffice it to say, though, that the slaves she had made had a higher floor for delivering praise. 

She answered the door in smoky red lingerie and a sheer robe, sexy black heels with red bottoms giving her an extra five-inches of lift. Grace smiled happily when she saw her and immediately started praising Alfred for looking at Heather. After answering the door, Heather strutted to the other side of the entryway, down between the columns of gorgeous, barely-legal, transformed slaves she had acquired over the past forty-eight hours.

Standing sentinel in the entryway and hall, smiling happily, were the sixteen members of the cheerleading team. Wearing lingerie and high heels. Sheer black teddies, sultry push-up bras, sexy white bridal stockings, all manner of flavors. Only Heather wore red, though. She had to stand out. 

Now that Alfred had arrived and the cheerleading slaves could see their purpose right there in front of them, they collectively orgasmed. Each of them continued to smile, eyes blank and full of love, as they came. Their cunts pulsed, moistening their tight lingerie and in many cases dripping right through it. 

He walked up and down the entry, looking at each one. They took his gaze without comment, waiting for orders like good girls. The scent of their lust was overwhelming—sixteen young, lustfully wet cunts orgasming and yearning all at once and all in the same place. 

“You...you really did it,” he said. “Holy shit. You got them all.”

“I told you I would,” she giggled. “I told you it would be easy.”

He made to grab her by the waist. Nimbly, she slid her fingers around his wrist and made it look like she wasn’t avoiding his touch like she very much was. 

“I’m so happy to see you. Especially like this! Oh my god. I’m just...gosh.” He blushed. “You’ll have to forgive me. I really thought I had been bamboozled.”

“I completely understand,” said Heather. “I know I’ve been awful to you in the past.”

“Why are we here, though?” He gestured to the house. “How did you convince my mom and sister to take off?”

Clarissa had adopted Tawny and Alfred long ago; both of her adopted children came from different families. But they had known each other long enough now, lived in the same house long enough, for what was coming to really dig deep into Alfred’s soul. Heather knew both lovely ladies intimately at this point. 

“I didn’t.”

His eyes grew. “No fucking way.”

“That’s right.”

“You hypnotized them?”

She laughed. “I did more than that. Your mom is like, twenty years younger now. And she’s such a fox, too. I can’t believe you haven’t fucked her already.”

“I haven’t fucked...anyone, actually.”

He was making this admission to her because he trusted her completely. 

Oh my god, thought Heather. What a stupid little bitch boy.

“No one?” she asked. “Not even Grace? You’ve had her following you around for like three days now, though.”

“We didn’t fuck. We just...cuddled.”

“Master is the best cuddler in the whole world,” Grace effused.. 

“Cuddled?”

“I...wanted it to be right. And then, when you took the headphones, I knew...I knew that’s when I wanted it to be with you.”

“Oh, Alfie. I’m touched.”

Touched by disease. Yuck! What a dumb fucking loser! Now he’s going to die a virgin, L-O-L. 

A good cheerleader, she knew she had to keep moving him through the routine or he’d be prone to losing interest...and asking questions. And while it was far too late for him to undo anything she and Lawrence had done, she still wanted her and her man to have their fun. 

“Let me show you everything,” she said. “Follow me.”

He followed, gaping still at girl after girl in sparkling lingerie. Each one with heavy, milk-dripping tits. Each one gorgeous. Each one with tight torsos, thin legs, brilliantly firm asses.

“How did you manage it? There’s...there’s so many of them...”

Each one giggled at his gaze. Alfred, uneducated in the situation, certainly assumed this was out of attraction and delight at his presence.

Delight? Definitely.

Attraction? Hardly.

Like any of them would be attracted to this worm. But he didn’t know that. His ego bursting, bubbling, fit to burst. It was going to feel so good to crush it.

Managing the collective control of the entire cheerleading squad had involved a little bit of logistics and scheduling, but that’s what Heather was best at from running the team for as long as she had. Yesterday, she had invited them to her residence, separated out by ten minute increments like batches of cookies, knowing that the headphones took twelve minutes to really “bake” a girl. 

Alfred had texted her dozens of times over the past few days—rather impertinently, she thought—and she took advantage of it to pump him for more information on the inner-workings of the device and to reassure him that she was “undoubtedly” his forever. 

The first one to go had been Nancy, a beautiful redhead who “surreptitiously” hoped to replace Heather next year when she had graduated. Of course her so-called secret efforts were known by everyone, which was proof enough to Heather that she hadn’t the guile to properly be a cheerleading captain. It wasn’t all athletics and logistics—you had to be able to manipulate others constantly so they knew they were dealing with their absolute superior. Otherwise, what the fuck was even the point? 

Nancy had entered with big eyes and hopes. Heather “introduced” her to Lawrence—of course they already knew one another, but it was a fun, easy way to demean someone to introduce them to someone that they thought you already knew they knew—who almost immediately held her down on the couch against her will.

Lawrence was enormous, and making girls do things against their will was so easy for him. That made Heather so fucking wet and in love.

“Shhh,” Heather said, sliding the headphones over her struggling head. “This will be easy. This won’t take long at all. Don’t fight it.”

Naturally, Nancy fighting it was all part of the fun. Lawrence didn’t have to hold her down. It would have been easy for Heather to just convince Nancy to put on the headphones just like she had with Tiffany.

But Lawrence was a bully jock god, through and through, and he loved forcing girls against their will to become his. 

The next girl to come in was Amanda. She had olive skin and dark, straight hair with a natural dancer’s body. She was dumb as a box of concrete, but deeply pretty. She entered the condo to see Nancy with the headphones on kneeling before Lawrence, who sat on the couch. Heather stroked him casually and occasionally did something to Nancy—tugging her hair or pinching her cheeks, even slapping her from time to time. None of it fazed Nancy, blue-screened and drooling. 

Amanda, to her credit, started to try to leave—but of course Heather commanded her not to. 

“You’ll be off the team if you don’t stick around.”

This would be certain death to Amanda. Literally—Heather trained her girls to associate leaving the team with suicide. “If I’m not a cheerleader, I’ll kill myself!” was written in bright, happy script-fonted stickers on each and every one of their lockers. 

Slowly, Amanda pulled herself from the door and shut it behind her. 

“Just come here, sweetie,” Heather beckoned her, and handed her some rope. “Tie yourself there to the radiator, kay?”

“But why?”

“You’re asking a lot of questions for someone who doesn’t want to be kicked off the team, sweetie.” She turned to Lawrence. “I do what he says. Do you think we should kick her off the team, Daddy?”

“I don’t know. She’s tying that thing real slow. Maybe she’s too dumb to be a cheerleader.”

“That’s true.” Heather nodded. “I’ve always worried about her intelligence. Dumb girls really don’t have a place on the team.”

“I’m not dumb!” said Amanda, insistent. “I can do it! Look!”

Lawrence nodded to Heather and she reluctantly left his side to check the bindings. 

As she did, he lifted the headphones off of Nancy’s head. She turned to Lawrence with bright, open, eager eyes just as Heather verified that Amanda’s bindings were tight enough to ensure the brunette bimbo wasn’t going anywhere. 

“Master,” Nancy moaned. “I live and serve only you. I exist for you.”

Amanda’s eyes went wide—and then Heather dropped the headphones down on her and the transformation started.

The rest of the girls went something like that. Heather had timed it all perfectly so that one girl would always be cooking when they entered, and then they would get to see their whole fate laid out before them. By the time the final girl arrived, Lawrence was being sucked off by a dozen happy, bimbofied fuckpets all vying for his attention and desire.

His eyes only stayed on his bride-to-be, though. That made her feel so proud. 

“I’m just so impressed with you,” said Alfred. “I mean, I believed you, but I didn’t think...I mean, shit, it’s only been like a day!”

Turned away from Alfred, she safely rolled her eyes. Who the fuck did he think she was? Stupid little beta-cuck loser. 

She led Alfred to the dining room, positioned past the entry hall and with two girls in sexy maid lingerie standing by. The table was set with the family’s very best dishes.

“We prepared for you,” she said, gesturing to the table. “Dinner’s waiting, and we’ll all serve you what’s coming.”

“Wow,” he said. “It smells great.”

“It’s your favorite.” Heather smiled. “Your mother was so excited about making it for you.”

“That’s really great. Thanks, Heather. Gosh, I could barely ask for more. I do just wish you had answered some of my texts,” he said. “I had some ideas for their outfits. They could have all been wearing their cheerleading uniforms...”

“Too late for that,” she said, unable to help herself.

Lawrence had, of course, fucked them in their uniforms last night with Heather cheering him on. It took five girls before he even got the slightest bit tuckered, and even after that he had allowed three more to suck him off into the early hours. And none of that had stopped his regular morning fuck of Heather in the shower. 

He was such a god.

So different than this sniveling, pathetic worm of a “man.”

“What?” Alfred looked confused. 

“Too late for that now,” she explained. “It takes rather some time to get dressed and un-dressed from lingerie, my dear, and we wouldn’t want to wait, would we?”

“No,” he nodded. “No, of course not.” 

He looked antsy, checking this way and that. 

She did her best to sound concerned. “What’s wrong, dear?” 

“You really mindfucked my mom and sister?”

Mindfucked them...fingerfucked them...tonguefucked them...fuckfucked them... 

Clarissa had been a homely mother with a heavy paunch and bad teeth. His sister might have transformed into something beautiful, one day, except for her crippling social anxiety and addictions to massively multiplayer online role-playing games. Both women could pass for sisters now—young sisters, thin sisters, knockout porn star sisters with glossy skin, heavy tits, and sexy thick deep chocolate brown hair done up in Greek bobs. The only thing really differentiating them was that Clarissa’s eyes were bright, bright ice blue and Tawny’s were a dark, forest shade of green. 

Heather nodded brightly. “I really did. For starters.”

“Would you show me? Where are they?

“Oh, I think they’re in the kitchen. Would you be a dear and fetch them, actually? There’s something I want to take care of in here.”

He smiled and nodded. As he turned away, Heather felt her detest flow through her. Sneering at his backside with every last retrievable piece of her contempt. Every part of this inane, insipid fool offended her. Every part of his existence was an affront to her own beauty and perfection. How dare he actually believe that he was going to be doing anything with her? He wasn’t even fit to carry her shoes.

He opened the kitchen door and—just as planned—he found his mother and sister. 

Mommy Clarissa, the new porn goddess-bodied babe, was being fucked from behind by the hulking, naked Lawrence into the stove top. She was also in the embrace of his sister Tawny, on top of the stove and being finger-fucked by her mother. 

“The best!” Clarissa cried into Tawny’s mouth between long, sensual kisses. “He’s the fucking best! He’s a real man!”

The blood drained from Alfred’s face. Heather had never seen it before in person—always thought it was just an expression. And Alfred, nerd that he was, didn’t have a lot of color to begin with. But he became positively ghoulish from seeing the sight in the kitchen.

“I-I’m so fucking happy!” Clarissa cried. “S-so fucking happy you beat the shit out of my son, oh my god! You’re such a fucking god!”

Heather leaned over and spoke loudly in his ear—loud enough so that Lawrence could hear her over the commotion he made from fucking Alfred’s mother right in front of him. The stove was breaking the tiles against the wall. 

“Did you really think—like honestly think—that any girl as hot as any of us would ever want to fuck you when he exists? Were you so fucking stupid that you really thought I wanted you to control me when it could just be him? Were you fucking born this stupid?”

“You...y-you said...”

“’You swaid! You swaid!’ Heather mocked.

All the cheerleaders behind her repeated after her, a chorus line of humiliation for Alfred, laughing and giggling at his idiotic trust in the serpentine Heather. 

He started to turn away. Unable to take the sight of someone else living his fantasies. Heather snapped her fingers and two nameless, flawless girls approached to hold him in place. 

Lawrence grunted, smiling when he saw Alfred and Heather at the door. He shifted Clarissa to one side, fucking her against the dishwasher in the kitchen alcove so that Alfred could get the profile view. His mother’s orgasmic throes with his bully’s cock inside her transformed cunt. There wasn’t enough space beneath the cabinets for Tawny, so she switched it up and immediately started licking Lawrence’s feet. 

Licking the feet of the man fucking Alfred’s mother while her brother watched. 

Tiffany, thinking fast, grabbed the headphones and put them on Grace’s head, leaving her bluescreened and rushing her to the living room to enjoy later. Heather smiled at the blonde with approval—she would reward her loyalty later. 

They all shoved into the kitchen after that, Heather directing traffic to ensure that as many girls were in there with them, watching Alfred’s humiliation—and that the only touch he received were the iron-firm grips on his arms. No tits, no legs, no oven-hot cunts—just contemptuous fingers holding him in place while he wailed. The entire crowd of high-heeled, hot-bodied, lingerie-clad cheerleaders cheering on the fucking of Alfred’s mother by his bully.

Clarissa wailed too, though of a much different kind—putting on a show at Heather’s order and showing how little she cared for her son. 

“Holy fuck, you’re so fucking pathetic!” she moaned. “You know he’s a bastard and you’re not even trying to help! I can’t fucking believe I ever pretended to like you. And that’s—oh god, baby, fuck yes, Daddy, fuck me like that—that’s all it was, pretending. Because no one could truly like a sniveling brat like you.”

Heather had read that people got the idea that someone had to intuit what to apologize for—or else it “didn’t count.” But scientists had discovered that the opposite was true, that the artificial nature of someone apologizing for exactly what they were asked to say they were sorry for touched special sympathy sections of the brain, healing old wounds. 

She figured that the same was true for other, worse parts of human emotion. It didn’t matter that Clarissa was transformed and mind-controlled to say these things—it was still her saying it...and judging from his anguish, it was clearly tearing Alfred apart. 

She strutted happily to Lawrence and kissed him deeply, clinging her cunt to his body, grinding on him, needing him to feel all of her worshipful obedience of his masculine greatness. Then, with a hair flip and a sneer, she turned back to Alfred. 

“Do you think your dad left because he was ashamed of having such a little bitch for a son?”

Alfred squirmed. He kept trying to fall to the floor but the cheerleaders holding him wouldn’t let him. Part of this was, no doubt, trying to hide his tiny little erection that looked so catastrophically diminutive in direct comparison to the colossus bulging in Clarissa’s torso now.

“It’s true!” Clarissa moaned, nodding. “All he ever wanted was a real son, and you did nothing but disappoint him!”

Alfred’s face told a story of unending despair. Heather had never been so thrilled, had never felt so alive. 

“Oh my god!” Heather gasped, laughing. “Are you gonna cry, little pussy? Are you gonna cry like a bitch?”

“He’s gonna cry and cum, oh my god!” Tawny laughed, drool dripping down over Lawrence’s feet. “He’s gonna cum like the pathetic little cuck he is while he watches our new Daddy be the man he could never be!”

All the cheerleaders took turns calling Alfred names—“little bitch” and “beta cuck loser” were the most popular, although asking him “what the fuck” he was thinking by imagining he would touch their bodies was right behind.

Finally, red-faced, he shouted. “You stole it! You stole my headphones. I just—just give them back. Please.’

“That’s right, you dumb little bitch.” Heather was in her element now, stepping closer to Alfred. “We stole your work. We used it against you. We’re going to make sure no one ever, anywhere, ever wants to fuck you. My man is going to break every fucking bone in your body and we’re going to fuck up the hospital so everything heals wrong. You’ll be lucky if you leave without cancer, you dumb little shit. God, you’re pathetic.”

“Oh my god!” Tawny gasped. “He really is! He’s gonna cum for real now! Look at him twitch!”

It was true. Even though he was being horribly humiliated, the sight of Heather’s perfect body in lingerie—as well as all the other picture-perfect cheerleading queens—was too much for a normal man to bear without arousal, no matter the circumstances. And Heather’s own arousal was so evident that it was catching, driving everyone in the room mad with lust. 

All the cheerleaders laughed and pointed as one, each one throwing cutting barbs his way.

Tiny cocked little bitch!

Stupid beta cuck!

What a pussy!

What a loser!

What a moron!

“Aw, look at the poor widdle Alfie baby,” said Clarissa. “Him’s gonna cum him widdle dickie poo! Oh nos!”

“Can you...” Heather decided to really dig in. “Can you not help it, pussy boy?” She pushed him with every other word. “Can you not stop yourself from wanting to cum to what a fucking man Lawrence is?” Now she pie-faced him and pinched his cheeks. “Can you not stop yourself from wanting to cum from how amazing he is at fucking your mom—your mom who is orgasming from watching you being bullied like the little bitch you are?”

Not able to delay himself any longer, Lawrence erupted inside Clarissa. He was probably getting her pregnant—they weren’t using any protection. Heather, so attuned to his orgasms, shuddered and came herself, immediately letting go of Alfred’s cheek which she had bruised by pinching, and rushing over to kiss Lawrence while he spilled his seed inside interchangeably inside the newly-fertile Clarissa and all over Tawny’s face. 

“He doesn’t even need to fuck me to make me cum,” Heather murmured, biting Lawrence’s shoulder, “he’s such a fucking man.”

The chorus of cheerleaders again repeated her.

Such a fucking man.

The only man.

We’re so lucky.

Such a REAL man... 

Alfred was on his knees, weeping with his small puddle of cum in front of him. He must have done it while no one was looking; he’d have to get used to that. His defeat was total, and Heather loved it all the more for knowing it had never been in doubt and honestly, not even all that deserved. 

But little Alfred had tried to dance with the devil, and the devil always got her due. 

The cheerleaders had pushed him onto the floor, stepping on his back with their pointed heels and shoving him into his small puddle. Alfred was inconsolable. Whimpering and blubbering, asking them to stop. 

“Stop?” Heather scoffed. “You loser. We’re not even started yet. I’m this in love with my man—I’m this crazy about him, and he hasn’t even used the headphones on me yet, dummy. Can you imagine how fucking hot and amazing I’ll be once I become his for-real mind controlled pet?”

“Wife,” said Lawrence.

He had been gathering his breath for a moment, watching and casually stroking the head of his cock while he watched Heather bitch Alfred out.

“W-h-w-what?”

Heather’s heart jumped from her heart to her toes and back again. 

“Mind-controlled wife,” he said, grabbing her and setting her on top of the stove. He shoved most of the dishes and food to one side. Stains on the floor, broken dishware everywhere. He spread her legs. Ripped her panties off easily. Her cunt gushed for him, only for him. 

“Oh fuck, really?”

All thoughts of Alfred, of anything else were instantly forgotten. Compartmentalized. She had plenty of time to worry about that later; being Lawrence’s wife was all that mattered now. 

“You did everything I asked,” he slid his cock inside her, admiring her face as she tried to stifle her instant orgasmic reaction to his presence filling up her brilliantly young, gorgeous cunt. “And more. Plus you really know how to put a loser in his place. So yeah, babe. I’m gonna marry you.” He took the headphones and placed them over her head. “After I change you to be even better.”

Blue light enveloped her mind. The last thought Heather had was that she couldn’t possibly be happier.

# # #
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Bully Worship – Obeying The King
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“The King Deserves Worship.

The King Deserves Adulation.

The King Deserves Adoration.

All That Is Good, Beautiful, and Pleasurable, He Deserves. 

And All That Is Not, He Deserves to Enact Upon You.” 

	The Queen’s Proclamation Upon The Populace On Her Wedding Day


* * * * *
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ULRICK THE CRUEL, FIRST of his name, slayer of empires, conqueror of the ages, sat on his clean marble white throne in the throne room of his growing kingdom. It was an enormous space with the tattered and torn flags of the hundreds of lands and kingdoms he had so far annihilated kept in glass display cases in a path along the hundreds of yards of red carpet approaching his earned position at the head of everyone and everything he surveyed. 

Ulrick was a monster of a man, if he was a man at all. Tall, thick, covered in black hair down to the thick short beard enhancing his lantern jaw, and every part of him carved from stone. He looked as immovable as a mountain, and normally showed about as much emotion. 

Everything he owned was bought with blood...and it would be taken from him with even more.  Stefan knew this for sure.

At King Ulrick’s side, sitting angelic and sporting a daring white gown that put her heavenly tits on display for the entire court, was Queen Leana. She was the embodiment of all that was good and beautiful and harmonious in the world—and Stefan knew he had to save her. 

Her gown, lined with blood red around her cleavage and hips, clung desperately to every inch of her delectably hot body as she ground herself into the massive, muscled form of her beloved King. The achingly gorgeous queen was clearly under the King’s spell as so many were, mindlessly following and emphasizing his every dictate without any way to fight back.

This was no metaphorical spell—no clever allusion to some manner of enhanced charisma. No—it was actually a spell—performed with frighteningly natural ease and with origins most certainly in the darkest of blood magicks. It was said that the King had spent hours on the battlefields in the early days of his campaign, years ago when he had been nothing but an upstart Lord with a powerful frame and a sharp sword. He would draw shapes in the blood, chant and rave—and then at his next battle, he would be more powerful. And the next, even more so, and so on, until he was a juggernaut of unstoppable might and personality. His sword strokes felled mighty walls and the power of his will had a way of corrupting those around him, given enough time and proximity. 

Such magicks were not unheard of here in the continent of Paurne’Duun, but they took a terrible toll, stripping their users of their humanity bit by bit, ceremony by ceremony. 

If that was so—if the ceremonies only removed humanity in slight amounts each time—then Stefan had little doubt that the King had performed thousands of them. He was no longer a human, merely a demon in human flesh. And for every part of his terrible, fearful might, Queen Leana was equally resplendently gorgeous, smiling, innocent, and divine. It was as if she had performed some kind of similar magick—though Stefan knew of course she hadn’t, she would never, not his Queen, his love—every time the King had, enhancing her beauty and grace to the same unending, awe-inspiring degrees as the King.

And she was in love with her King—or at least, she thought she was. That’s what Ulrick’s control did to her, his foul magick that Stefan had to free her from. 

Stefan had watched their ostentatious display of mutual affection now for hours in the throne room, waiting for his chance to speak—his chance to strike—and had seen her gloriously piercing blue eyes shine with phenomenal zeal at the King’s every action, cooing and oohing and ahhing at his slightest movement. Her bountiful bust heaving, cleavage in her scandalously tight, sheer, bosom-hugging gown as she gripped her king’s hard, merciless muscles and pawed erotically at the bulge in his crotch. 

After only minutes sitting down together, the pawing had become untying, and the untying became stroking—as the King ordered one execution after another, one inordinately high tax after another, the eternal slavery of one region after another. 

Perhaps in some other time, some other kingdom, some other era, a Queen openly stroking off her King and sneering at the populace would be absurd or at the least, egregiously overt. But this kingdom revolved around King Ulrick’s desires, and being in the presence of Queen Leana was to desire her touch and affection. Stefan could at least sympathize with the King there; it wasn’t as if he would want her to stop stroking him for any reason.

But even so, Queen Leana seemed so constantly gleeful at pleasuring her genocidal ruler. During the proclamations of battles won and villages slaughtered to the man—of which there were dozens only today, and all before noon—she seemed to stroke him more urgently and intently, clearly turned on by all this madness and violence and misery for others. 

Mind control. It had to be that. No one was in that much love naturally, and no one as beautiful as Leana was evil; for Stefan, it was as simple as that. His terrible magicks had made this divinely-endowed angel of a queen turned on by his cruelty! There was nothing more wicked.

Her mind had been overtaken by the wicked king, and Stefan would rescue her and receive her real love. Her true love. He knew this to be true above all else. He was special, chosen. The oracle had told him so.

You will be the center of the court’s attention, a tale everyone knows for centuries.

At first he thought the prophecy was too vague to be helpful, but ever since seeing Queen Leana for the first time on his arrival into the capital earlier that week, he knew its meaning. She would be his, and everyone would speak of it for ages. 

But he could not save her now. For now, he suffered humiliation as he watched the subject of his first visit to King Ulrick’s “illustrious” court: his mother’s surrender of their once-rich, bountiful kingdom. 

Lyannden had been a beautiful place before Ulrick’s armies arrived. But they slaughtered village after village, set fire to all the stores of grain, and enslaved any survivors. By the time his main force had arrived at the walls of Stefan’s home castle town, Yolden Cliff, they were too starved to do anything but surrender. 

Before the court’s hundreds of witnesses, now, Stefan’s mother—once the richest woman in the entire continent—prostrated herself before this cruel king while the mindfucked Queen Leana stroked Ulrick openly and purred in his ear. 

His stepmother was young, still, and beautiful. Though she and her adopted daughter Princess Ailsa were not related by blood (and nor was Stefan to either of them), they looked so strikingly similar—and his mother Queen Anwen was so breathtakingly beautiful—that they were often mistaken for trueblooded sisters. 

The aforementioned witnesses watching them, along with Stefan and the King and the Queen, were the richest ladies in the kingdom. Each one was uniquely gorgeous, wearing jewelry-laced sheer gowns that openly suggested their wild curves, heavy breasts, lithe forms, tight musculature, and breeding potential. Most of them were pregnant, many lactated through their gowns, and some openly touched themselves at Queen Anwen’s surrender and the sight of their Queen stroking their King. Every so often one would lose all decorum and drop to her knees, whimpering and babbling their love for either King Ulrick or Queen Leana. The other ladies always sneered at these displays, knowing that their King most often fucked the ones who could keep their composure. 

The surrender was long and thorough, an oration through the entire holdings of their once-proud kingdom. Part of the conquest of King Ulrick had been to force all previous landowners, knights, lords, counts, and so on to cede their territory and holdings entirely to the Queen. This made for a simpler process of ultimate surrender, albeit one that was particularly difficult for the one doing the surrendering. 

Ulrick had been known in the past to elevate some previously unknown countess or duchess or even a commoner to the status of Empress or Queen or High Priestess—depending on the local government’s former structure—based purely on her level of attractiveness. And then, after fucking her body and mind into total submission, receiving her public surrender. 

Stefan hated to think about it or admit it, but his own mother was spared from the indignity of giving away all her lands to someone more beautiful than her for the simple fact that she was the most gorgeous noble in their entire kingdom. 

He pushed the thought aside, of course. Stefan would never admit to such thoughts about his mother or sister’s considerable beauty. He wouldn’t admit to them because he definitely didn’t have them! There was nothing to admit. Nothing about how they crawled into his thoughts at the moment of orgasm night after night. Nothing like that at all!

His mother continued the whimpering drone of her surrender.

“We surrender the Fens of Lancreshire,” Queen Anwen said, voice thick with saliva. Drooling was not uncommon before the sight of King Ulrick’s cock. Stefan himself struggled to keep his eyes off it. “We surrender the village which said fens encapsulate, Lancreshire itself. We surrender the Hills of Volyia. We surrender the Volyiric Mountains which those hills lead into. We surrender...”

On and on like that. She’d been made to state each and every possible item that belonged to their kingdom to ensure there was no mistaking the absolution of their defeat. Ulrick was a vicious, cruel warrior and a sadistic general, taking great pleasure in not only beating enemy forces, but crushing and re-crushing them beneath his heel. He would force units to surrender so as to spare the executions of others, then execute them anyway—but keep others alive to experience their shame while putting them on wagons to display their tortured bodies for the townspeople to feel terror at his presence. 

His mother’s surrender was all a clever ploy, naturally. Stefan had thought this through. She didn’t know it was a ploy, naturally. Over the past two weeks, she had been an emotional mess, crying in the evenings and mornings. Regular “meetings” with King Ulrick to discuss the terms of her surrender, which Stefan knew were merely meetings in which this foul beast of a King was fucking his mother’s mind away, had reduced her will to smoke and her mind to mush. 

But Prince Stefan had pledged his loyalty to Ulrick right away, suffering the indignity of insults from his high-minded, beautifully-bosomed sister Ailsa who swore she would “never submit to such an egregiously evil man.” 

Stefan would put up with it, all to gain the trust of Ulrick and to turn his own queen against him. If the fool thought this humiliation was bad, wait until Stefan turned the tables on him!

Of course, Stefan wanted to save his mother and sister too. That would be nice. And perhaps Ailsa would finally show him some appreciation, and his mother as well. But if they had to be fucked by someone strong and capable in order to be tamed a bit, why not let it happen? Certainly, if they had wanted more of his help out of this predicament, they could have showed him some more appreciation in times past, or ever returned any of his displays of affection! 

All of King Ulrick’s previous female captives—if they were attractive enough—became his sex slaves. The others were executed because, in his own words, “a woman who is not beautiful to look at has no worth.” 

The illustriously gorgeous Queen Leana had also sent similar declarations across the kingdom. All of the villages, towns, and cities where she visited with this message became obsessed with the female form and beauty, raising statues in her honor and making wide alterations to their education plans. 

On the throne, Queen Leana squeezed even tighter into her King, shooting a hot wink at Queen Anwen—who stumbled and stuttered over her words in response, clearly orgasming as she gave away Stefan’s ancestral home.

He would have been lying if he had said a large part of his motivation for rescuing Leana was not claiming her as his own wife. Not only did she come from the Xerxeus family—one of the oldest and most noble houses in the land—but she was the most beautiful woman, most beautiful creature, ever to exist, anywhere. 

It may have been wrong, wanting another man’s wife. Having been raised from birth to be a chivalrous, heroic knight, Stefan knew that in most cases this was certainly true. But this was not an ordinary situation. 

He loved Queen Leana, but that was also not what made this situation extraordinary. Everyone in the kingdom loved Queen Leana. She was beautiful, knowledgeable, and kind. She spoke the language of the people to the people when most nobles spoke in High Goelic—some exclusively so, literally barring the protests of the downtrodden people from their ears. She regularly traveled through the villages to deliver bread and supplies out of ornate cabins, and constantly was talking about the ways to improve the life of the serfs. 

For instance, she proposed, if a lord or lady (and so many of the landowning elites were—since King Ulrick had taken control—ladies, duchesses, countesses and so on) executed a serf, for example, oughtn’t there to be a trial first? That only seemed just—to not execute a serf without cause. 

Stefan, as a landholding elite himself, like all knights were, could get behind this notion. He never abused his serfs and ensured, as much as he could, that they were well-fed and looked after. 

This was what told him so much about Queen Leana. Her servants healthy and wealthy, beautiful bodies glowing radiantly and decorated with endless wealth straight from King Ulrick’s vault. They were, in many cases, even more powerful and looked-up-to than some of the most celebrated ladies in the all the kingdom.

Of course, cause for a noble in King Ulrick’s land was a funny thing. There were many troubling tales—all rumors and hearsay, Stefan was sure—of Queen Leana executing some servants because they were seconds late with a refill of her cup, or for walking without the geometrical perfect sway in her step, and other petty reasons like that. 

Stefan watched from his distant post as Queen Leana smiled, docking her heavy tits into King Ulrick’s arm and obviously begging him to be pregnant again.

No one as beautiful, as fetching, as pure as her would be petty or evil. It was simply impossible.  

His mother finally wore down to her own surrender. 

“...And I surrender myself,” she said, weeping and cumming, her entire body throbbing with ashamed pleasure, “and my daughter, to serve at our new King’s wishes and to service his regal majesty however her may like.”

“No!” Ailsa screamed. “Mother, please, no!”

She was already being held in place by Ulrick’s elite harem guard—Valkyries—tall and gorgeous women who carried enormous spears and were dressed in revealing plate-armor that seemed more decorative than functional. But they were handy enough with their spears and held them to the throat of Ailsa now. 

“Hush, child!” Anwen snapped. “This is our fate. We must accept it.” She turned back to the king. “What say you, Your Highness? Do you accept our surrender?”

He was in the middle of enjoying a long kiss from his mind-controlled wife. Stefan felt furious venom rising in his belly and suppressed it once more. He would have her—he would have her for himself, and put this foul letch in his place!

“I’m not sure,” Ulrick said finally. “It was rather rude for Princess Ailsa to interrupt you. Perhaps we should kill her to teach you how to raise your children? Or kill you to teach her how to respect her superiors?”

This was no idle threat. Verified stories of random, specious reasons for executions filled the land; one of the reasons so many different countries had allied against Ulrick’s reign. 

“My King,” Stefan interrupted, stepping forward, hoping to short-circuit the King before he got going. “Please allow me to apologize on behalf of my sister. I am sure she just simply doesn’t understand the graciousness with which you are treating us.”

“I understand perfectly!” she cried. “I understand you are a cad!”

He could not help but see the blush across her bountiful breasts in her revealing dress as she shouted at him.

“You see?” said Stefan. “Her judgment cannot be trusted. Like so many unfortunates of her sex, she simply lacks the intellect to comprehend the greatness of the opportunity afforded us here.”

Ailsa was speechless at this direct insult. 

“It is true that women are often stupid and petty,” the King admitted. “Save, of course, for my lovely wife. Who is merely petty, as am I.”

Queen Leana beamed at this “compliment.”

“My King,” Stefan pressed, “I know you trust the judgment of your wife, and I know you must be overwhelmed with the duties of the day and have many more matters to attend to. Perhaps...” Here came the big ask. “...I could make the case to our glorious queen for the lives of my wife and sister, and assure her that they will serve your greatness faithfully and thoughtfully forevermore?”

Leana nodded at Ulrick and the two faced him together. 

“Very well,” he said. “Make it so. I shall make my ruling on the matter this evening.”

One afternoon? That was more than enough time. 

Very quickly, the court disbanded. Tall heels clacked as the leagues of gorgeous, wealthy women shuttled out to go join large gossip circles and collectively worship the Kingdom of Cock that King Ulrick had fostered. 

Soon the court was empty save for two of the elite guard posted at the doors—far from earshot—and Stefan and Leana. 

Sitting there on the throne by herself, the queen was the most beautiful object in all of creation. His heart melted at the sight of her. There were so many rumors of her acting so cruelly, and normally such wickedness would bring to mind a terrible, severe, harsh sort of beauty. But she looked wholesome and radiant in her place, resembling both matron and virgin with her golden hair so gloriously arranged and thick.

He knew, just looking at her, that any cruel acts assigned to her, if true at all, were the obvious result of King Ulrick’s mind control.

With a long, dainty finger, she beckoned for him to come closer. His knees felt week.  

Stefan did as she instructed, striding up the many steps—until she held up a hand. The guards at the door stepped forward with clanking and shuffling of armor and weapons. 

She sneered down at him. “You are supposed to crawl before me, Sir Knight. Or have you forgotten your place?”

Her angry voice echoed in the emptied throne room.

“No, my Queen,” he said quickly, “though I did forget to tell you about your gift. Forgive me.”

“A gift?” she snapped. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“It is the size and shape of it,” he explained. “It is what prevents me from crawling. But in my haste to honor your beauty and glory, I forgot to mention it. A thousand apologies, my queen.”

He continued to grovel like this—even though it was clearly repulsive for a man to grovel before a woman, no matter how beautiful—because he knew it would get him closer to his end. Producing a necklace from his doublet—the gift—he took enormous satisfaction in hearing Leana gasp. It was indeed an impressive specimen—a long dragon-silver chain extending into a collection of carefully arranged teardrop-shaped diamonds. All by itself, it was easily worth several fortunes. But it was the magicks that Stefan had implemented upon the necklace that made it priceless.

“That is quite the gift, Sir Knight. You wish to surrender this to me, from the kingdom which we have already conquered?”

The implication of her words was lost on Stefan; he was too honed-in on achieving his plans. 

“Yes, my Queen. You see, I know the King has you under your control. I know his methods.”

“Methods?”

“It will all make sense soon, Your Highness. Please, put it on.”

Raising an eyebrow at his impetuousness, Queen Leana nonetheless nodded to one of her Valkyries—a tall, imposing redhead with gloriously pale skin—who proceeded to take and check over the trinket, looking for anything that might harm the Queen. Hidden needles and blades coated with poison were not unheard of in the intrigue of the continent. 

Satisfied, the Valkyrie nodded to another, who rushed forward with a full-length mirror to hold in front of their Queen as she tried on the lovely jewelry. It gelled beautifully with her outfit, the mass of diamonds making the delight of her bountiful cleavage even more lovely. 

“Beautiful,” murmured the Queen, fingering the diamonds along her swelling breasts. Stefan’s cock bulged at the sight. “Though I can feel some strange humming sensation from it. This adds to the grandiosity of the gift, I wager? Some charm or spell? Think you my beauty is in need of enhancement?”

“I would sooner add color to a sunset, Your Highness. No, the ancient magicks that I have taken great pains to imbue this talisman with protect you from anyone attempting to influence your mind.”

Queen Leana looked at him for a moment, seeming to hold back a smile. “Do they? How precious.”

“Yes!” he nodded, daring to step closer, oblivious. “Precious is exactly the word. No matter what, from now on—even if you take it off—you will be free of the effects of anyone trying to take command of your mind.”

The mirth on the Queen’s face was undeniable. Stefan knew it to be her giddiness at the freedom her thoughts suddenly experienced, thanks to him. 

“Why would I be interested in anything like that?”

“Because it has freed you, my queen. You are free from his control!”

Leana’s eyes narrowed for a moment and then she smiled—as brightly and warmly as Stefan hoped she might. 

“Oh,” she put a delicate hand to her forehead. “Oh, yes. I can feel it now. I’m sure I can. I’m free, just like you said. Oh my. You’re so, so clever, aren’t you? Well done, Sir Knight.”

Elation filled Stefan. All was turning to sunlight! They would worship him from now on, the savior of Queen Leana and the entire continent!

“Yes!” he clapped his hands, beginning to pace. “And we can depose him now. You have the loyalty of the court and people. We will save everyone with this!”

“Yes.” She nodded. “Yes. It is important to move quickly. I must prepare.”

She stood up and he came forward, trying to take her into his arms—for their kiss! Their triumphant kiss he had so clearly earned!

But she walked right past him down the steps—in her haste, he supposed, to hurry along with their plan—and snapped her fingers at the Valkyries now flanking Stefan.

“Protect him with your lives,” she said to them. “Make sure he comes back here safely by this afternoon, an hour before the king is to make his declaration on the fate of his sister and mother. Bring them with him. Make sure they’re dressed properly. Yes?”

“Yes, Mistress,” they both nodded faithfully. 

“I don’t understand,” he said. “Why do all that?”

She turned to him, smiling again—and everything felt so amazing from having her smile on him that he almost immediately forgot his reservations. 

“We can only overthrow the king if we are properly prepared. You must bring your mother and sister, and I will bring all of his personal guard. Together, we’ll form enough of a block to force him into doing what we need. Yes?”

Stefan nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, yes, of course. I should have seen it myself. I feel ashamed that a woman thought of it first.” He smiled. “Even a woman such as you. You’re very smart despite your biology working against you.”

Her smile grew wider at this sincere compliment. If Stefan hadn’t been sure he’d already earned her love, it would have seemed almost fake in its overt display. 

“And then afterward, when he is deposed, the wedding.” He took her hands. “To solidify our bond. To ensure there is a fair kingdom for all. We must show everyone this kingdom is united!”

Leana took some time before answering, looking at his hands and then back up at him. He knew that she was too overwhelmed by her love for him to know what to say right away; the poor thing. It was the trouble of women to be flooded by emotions at the most inopportune times. 

“Yes,” she said finally. “Yes, of course, Sir Knight. That’s just what we’ll do. That’s it exactly.”

* * * * *
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LEANA’S MARRIAGE TO Ulrick was full of delight after delight, but she particularly savored the first day of their pairing—when he’d made her his forever, and when he had realized the true nature of the woman he would spend his life with. Thinking back on the moment, mood, and seduction of their meeting always filled her with sensual joy.

She had arrived early in the day by carriage. It had been possible for her to arrive the evening before, but thinking ahead—like always—she stopped at an inn just outside the capital city and ensured that she was bathed and groomed before appearing before her new husband and king. She had spent the night as she did most nights—fingering her virginal pussy to the thought of the many hundreds being executed or imprisoned by her future husband. The morning had done nothing to slake her lust as it usually did; she surmised this was due to her incumbent meeting with the man of her dreams. 

That meant that as she arrived, dressed in her kingdom’s most expensive pieces of clothing and jewelry, her nineteen year-old pussy throbbed with wanton lust, feeling like it pumped more blood than her heart. 

There was very little pomp surrounding her arrival—something Leana resented afterward and made up for by having her appearance and opinions constantly celebrated with all the power of her wealth and influence. But, the lack of specialness was understandable, as indeed a new wife to King Ulrick was nothing special—he had been through eight of them already, and Leana was to be the ninth. 

The morning and her presentation to him was quite rushed. She had to wait in line—presented both after and before bloody executions. Her resplendent white gown, which dripped all the way to the floor, had to be held up by her servants to avoid the gore of traitors on the courtroom floor. 

Despite all of that, she fondly remembered standing before him in the court. All the eyes of the civilized world upon her as her breath caught in her tight, bosom-clinging gown, achingly memorizing his handsome, harsh features. Presented to him like property. It was such a rush of joy and excitement to be seen as his trophy. 

The gown she wore certainly was made to display her as such. Pure and white and lined with silver. It revealed a healthy amount of leg, so long as she moved correctly—and Leana always did. Her breasts bulged from the top, perfect twin squashed spheres of delectable promise. They shone, like all her skin and hair shone, golden and true and eminently virginal. 

In that time, there had been more men in the court—mostly men, as a matter of fact. It took her a long time to convince him that women could be just as capable of service as men, so long as they were obedient. And of course Ulrick was eminently capable of making everyone absolutely obedient to him. 

Were Ulrick to receive a new wife now, the lucky girl would immediately be under the watchful gaze of at least a dozen women who had been mindfucked to eternity and back by the mountain-splitting hardness of her HusbandKing’s glorious cock. Women who were totally loyal to Ulrick and Ulrick alone—who owed their entire position in life to their ability to make their King hard and their Queen wet. At any time when the court gathered, King Ulrick could look out onto his gathered nobles—massively wealthy landowners, all, with a spectacular array of serfs living under them in absolutely monstrous conditions—and see only gorgeous, worshipful female faces. 

That was what he deserved. All Leana had ever wanted was simply what her husband deserved.

That day, in the court, he asked her some formal questions. How was her trip, was she ready for child bearing, would she swear to obey his will and be a proper wife, that kind of thing. 

But that wasn’t the real meeting. 

The real meeting was when she called upon him later that night in his study.

The quarters he held were expansive and masculine. Wood-paneled walls marked with the heads of animals sacred to the several dozen kingdoms he had conquered and pillaged. Cold stone floors. A heavy bed with thick, tree-trunk pillars that were pockmarked from his grip from fucking his choice of the continent’s women. 

He stood over one of the few pieces of furniture in the room, an extra-wide-and-long table featuring a map of his latest campaign. Small miniatures were arranged just so, each one indicating a different force. A stack of letters, compiled neatly, stood by the map—reports on troop movements and supply lines. A few attendants—scared young men who Leana would have summarily executed before the end of the month for not being beautiful young women—stood near to the King, holding wine and extra candles.

Leana was trailed by her own attendants she brought from home, Hannah and Hailee. Each one was quite fetching and might have even attracted the attention of nobles for romance, but they were chaste virgins each. Leana wouldn’t have it any other way; the thought of a woman touching her skin who had ever been fucked by anyone but her husband sent rotten chills through her bones. 

Hannah was darker in complexion and hair and shorter than Hailee—who was fair, quite tall, and preternaturally thin. Leana joked that Hailee had fae in her bloodline. Of course, Hailee was smart enough to always insist that anything special about her was only due to her Mistress Leana’s grandiosity. 

Approaching her husband’s table, Leana had her fists clutched up underneath her considerable bosom. It was obvious her gown was mostly the suggestion of clothing. Its tightness around her hips and breasts pleased her, showing off her exaggerated feminine shape, she only wished more people had died in order to make it. The count had stopped at fifteen, a shame. 

“May I please speak with you?” she looked at the attendants present. “In the way that a wife speaks with her husband.”

“I am not to be your husband until tomorrow,” he said sharply, not looking up. “I do not like such inaccuracies. You must learn that if you are to last long.”

She nodded. “I apologize, Your Highness. I wished only to press the importance of the matter to me to remain between us. But I understand your point and do take it to heart.”

He set down one miniature figure, a small wood-carved knight, and looked her up and down. Leana breathed in deeply, toying with her sparkling necklace, drawing his eyes to her sumptuous cleavage. 

“You wish to speak to me alone?”

“Very much, Your Highness.”

She kept her voice breathy and aching, hoping that he could hear the desire in her voice. 

“These are the sons of some of my most trusted advisors. Dismissing them would be an insult.”

She had to tread carefully here. 

“Insults are carried out by the runaway feelings of the weak, who do not know their place,” she said. “If they choose to be insulted, I hardly see how someone such as myself could stop them.”

He smiled at that and, with a gesture, sent the attendants out of the room. Leana’s own—Hannah and Hailee—waited obediently just by the door. They acted as gatekeepers, keeping anyone new away. Ulrick sat down at a small bench in front of the expansive fireplace. 

“I very well could use a break from the strategy. It is time-consuming, directing a war. I suppose you will want to relieve me with some poetry or song? I would welcome it.”

He patted the bench next to her, and obediently she came and sat down next to him. She took the customary full ten seconds to admire his face with her eyes, memorizing him again, showing her desire. He needed to know he had a true queen. 

“I know much of verse. Long songs of love, obedience, and passion to great men.” Her body felt so small and delicate next to his. He could break her with a mere moment’s effort. “But that is not what I wish to speak to you about.”

“I’ve told you my preferences,” he said flatly. “Perhaps there is a cultural blockade at work. But in this country? What a man says, goes. You will—”

“To prevent any confusion about my willingness or desire for you, my King—my great King—I beg of you to say my piece. And then in all things, forever, I swear to you to be the most obedient, eager, faithful, zealous wife there ever was or will be again. Please?”

He considered refusal. She saw it in his eyes. But Leana spoke with fervor and this always put others in a listening mood; everyone liked to listen to a beautiful woman passionately speak on something, no matter the topic. 

“I will allow it,” he said. “The once. But if you do not make back the return on this investment, consider yourself bankrupt at the institution of my privilege.”

“Of course, Ma—” she caught herself. She needed it so desperately. “My King. Of course.”

He gave a gesture for her to continue, already looking away at his maps and figurines. Preoccupied. He needed to relax. What a great man, thought Leana. Most men in a similar position—so close to her preposterously beautiful body and face—would be swept up in simply looking at her for hours while she recited words from a dictionary. But this terrific, terrible autarch had no time for such pleasantries. 

She had to make her words count. 

“It is very important to me that you and I have a happy, lasting bond,” she began. “I know that all your many, many previous wives have died.”

“Terrible accidents, I assure you. Is that what this is about? Those rumors are—”

“We both know the rumors are perfectly true.”

He wasn’t listening yet. She had to make sure. Her hand went to his cock—half-hard and fully thick, waiting just behind the mere nanometers of the fabric of his trousers. 

“Those rumors are true, and those dumb disobedient bitches deserved to die, and I hope you made them suffer before snuffing them out.”

This brought his attention to her entirely. He looked down at her hand squeezing his crotch and then at her, raising an eyebrow. 

She continued. “They must have displeased you somehow. I don’t know how. You obviously know what makes you happy, and you’ve been deliberate and clear with me about what you want so far. I can only assume you were the same with them. That’s probably why their deaths were so violent, wasn’t it? You told them. You told them what you wanted, and they couldn’t perform, could they? And I can’t imagine anything worse than a wife who can’t perform for her husband, save for perhaps a regal wife, who is supposed to know performance above all.”

A flush, scant and hardly there, appeared on his neck behind the collar of his shirt. His cock twitched under her grasp. She affected him, even if just in the slightest way. 

“I expect these others pretended to like what I so earnestly enjoy. The pain of inferiors. The deaths of the weak. The humiliation of those pretending to be strong. The suffering of those who oppose you.” She watched his face change at that. “Yes. Yes, I’m sure they did. They weren’t total morons. Hoping to stay alive. Hoping they could pretend long enough to impress you. But that was patronizing, wasn’t it? Patronizing to pretend. As if you—you!—wouldn’t notice. What fools. What pathetic, wretched fools. And so they had to die. They had to be murdered. That’s the only natural punishment for someone daring to patronize a king.”

Her hands were nimble and practiced. When she received no word to stop undoing his trousers, lace by lace, she continued ably and before long had his naked cock in her hand fully. Each new sentence she moaned and urged seemed to make it grow in her hand. She felt such pride in stroking his thick, hardening shaft. A wife’s pride. A queen’s pride. 

“I’ve been raised from birth to adore you, my King. You have no idea. Long ago, on one of your crusades, you fucked my mother while I was still in her womb. And so though I am not yours in origin, I always have been in spirit. She started by saying no...and then you made her cry out with yes and made her need more and more. She raised me as a gift to you. She kept her power and wealth to make me an alluring prize for you. She made sure I would be obedient. She made sure I would be cruel. And beautiful. And terrible. And delicate. A perfect partner for someone of your obvious greatness.”

He was fully hard now, slick precum making her hand slippery as she stroked him. His gaze fully caught up on her face, her shining loving eyes, the merging of her clavicles, the heavy swell of her heaving bosom. 

“She gave me your image and I posted it a hundred times on my walls. Painted it every day for months at a time. Every time I have touched myself, it has been thinking of you. Saying your name. Calling you my King. Calling you...” It was so important to say it. She had practiced so many times. “...calling you Master.”

His cock jumped at that. Leana felt incredible pride flowing through her, almost like cumming from spiritual satisfaction. 

He wants it too!

“When you declared the freemen would be serfs, I praised your name. When you purged the court and countryside of those who dared to not swear their loyalty to you, I came without touching myself. When you enslaved and fucked the daughters of the royals to keep them in line, I could not stop crying just as I am crying now because the love I felt for your glorious, powerful cock.” She pushed forward, her lips right next to his. “Those false wives you eradicated...did they beg for mercy, or did they know their place before your glory? I want to watch it happen, my King. I want to see them break. I only wish, for your sake, that you could break me as well...but there is nothing left to tame. I have been yours my entire life.”

Her intensity surprised even her; she had said these thoughts to herself a thousand times, even practiced parts of this speech while fingering her needy virgin pussy and imagining being in front of her King at last. But every word grew in fervor and zeal, ending with a  crescendo of wet desire and mind-fogging lust. 

And it had the intended effect on her husband-to-be. Groaning, he took her by the back of the neck and slid her mouth down on his straining, massive cock. 

It was so enormous. Massive in her mouth. Barely enough room for her tongue to lick and slurp, but she did, and ably. Her lifestyle afforded her many avenues of practice with inanimate objects and large vegetables. Of course, this was ten million times better, and her pristine, tight pussy pulsed with orgasmic excitement as she received the object of her affections and obsessions at last inside her gorgeous mouth. She came, and came again, moaning her love for her Man, feeling the many magicks that had enhanced his virility and strength as she sucked. 

They made him taste even better, more addictive, engorging him further inside of her. She knew these dark spells acted upon her, and even though they could not control her mind—too bad—they could still present her with darker influences which she eagerly fell into. Dark, terrible thoughts of slaughter and slavery filled her head—his thoughts and needs—and she stared up at him with her sparkling blue eyes full of love and adoration that he would share these private, intimate desires with her already. 

The moment was beautiful and brief. Already from her long speech and now her eager mouth’s efforts, she had excited him so much that she sucked him only briefly before his load emptied into her willing, needy throat.

“That’s right,” he growled. “You take it...fucking take my cum. Gods, you are gorgeous.”

Leana came again at the compliment, which seemed so much more real being delivered while he shot inside her. She happily swallowed every drop of him, slurping and sucking him down, ensuring that not a single atom of his holy seed was wasted. Every last bit of it ended in her stomach. 

He stared at her, somewhat in awe, when she moved her mouth off of him enough to stare him in the eyes once more. 

“You...are very good at that.”

“Beginner’s luck,” she said softly, kissing his cock clean.

He growled again, still hard and for a lovely moment Leana thought he would fuck her face again. But instead, he tied up his trousers once more and stood.

“You have certainly earned back the investment on my time,” he said. “And more. I shall let you speak again very soon if that is how you speak, little princess. Though for now, I must attend to manly matters and win this war.”

She pulled herself up by his body and took her place—her rightful place, she thought—at his side and tugged herself in tight. Satisfaction filled her when, despite what he said, he wrapped an arm around her and held her tight and walked her over to the table. 

“If I may,” she said softly, examining the map and many figures and letters, “...please?”

“Very well,” he said. “If for no other reason than that I am finding I love to watch your fingers move.”

Warmth flowed through her. Their banter was already becoming so natural and flirtatious. Her mother would have been so jealous to be so treasured, so easily, by the man who ruined her for anyone else and abandoned her entirely.

“War is not a manly matter, my King. It is a regal one. I think you may find that a regal wife would have more input for you than the advice of lowly, stupid ferrets who wish to see you fail.”

His grip faltered just slightly on her waist, and then tightened again. Surprise in his demeanor.

“What do you mean?”

“This flank here—” she pointed. “Much of the strategy of the battle depends on it, no?”

He smiled at her ability to read the map. “Yes. The cavalry will come in from the sides and sweep the enemy away, like littered junk in a rising tide.”

“And without it, it will be a terrible loss. Your infantry will be unable to shift their position.”

“That’s correct.”

“It wasn’t you who devised this plan, was it? You had something else in mind?”

“Yes. I thought originally to lure the enemy in here,” he pointed to a nearby valley. “Where we could attack them both sides. But this would be much quicker.”

“Whose plan is this?”

“Many contributed, but its main architect has been Archibald of Dulowry,” he said. “His son was just here.”

“Did you know this particular battalion has been suffering from dysentery for the past three weeks?”

He frowned. “I had not heard that. But...camp sicknesses are not uncommon. If they are at sufficient strength—”

“More than a hundred are dead, and over half are out of commission. How is it, do you suppose, that I know that, but one of your trusted advisors does not? Either he is incompetent...”

“Or he is plotting against me. Yes. I see.”

His cock had hardened again, thinking of violence. Needing to be a good wife for him, a good partner, she dropped to her knees and untied his trousers once more. Her pert, slippery lips slid easily over his manhood as he pumped her head full of his violent, dark thoughts.

This time, he lasted longer. 

This time...he said her name when he came.

After that evening, she became a regular staple of his war council—and the King’s Reign became more brutal than ever. 

* * * * *
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IN THE EVENING, GIVEN plenty of time to prepare, Queen Leana was ready for Stefan’s oblivious parade toward humiliation and destruction. She waited in the court room, back on her throne, this time wearing a midnight black gown with a high collar and plunging neckline that revealed the luscious landscape of her skin all the way down to her navel. The thick, golden blanket of her hair shone in the torchlight, swept entirely to one side to highlight the severe curves of her luscious figure. 

She held Stefan’s amusing little necklace, quite satisfied with her inspection and improvement upon it.  When he entered—Ailsa and Anwen in tow, all three of them guarded by some of the Queen’s most loyal Valkyries—he smiled when he saw the necklace in her hands. 

Anwen wore what had become the courtly fashion for evenings—an almost translucent, short white gown with deep, daring cleavage and soft wrist-length gloves. Though she was dressed this way, showing so much leg and tits, wearing tall tall heels, the luxury of her clothing and the regality of her beauty made it clear she was still a royal. 

Ailsa, not quite hip with the fashion, had apparently tried to wear a pale blue button-up dress before the Valkyries fixed it for her—ripping out the buttons around her breasts and roughly chopping off much of the bottom of the dress, exposing her thighs and calves. She was barefoot—probably because her former footwear was incredibly illegal. Women were allowed only to wear very tall heels in this country.  

Something about Anwen or Ailsa—she wasn’t sure which—brought to mind her own wedding and final submission to her beloved King’s will. 

Of course their wedding had been perfect. A banner day, held out in the most luscious gardens of the land, with the flowers freshly planted that morning. The ceremony itself was on a massive rotating platform, its movement powered by serf labor. As they spun, more serfs were assigned the un-planting of whatever flowers had been in their sightline and then planting new flowers instead. The ceremony lasted for hours and hours, enough for several dozen rotations. 

The serfs had been told that if they didn’t ensure that all Queen Leana could see were flesh, new, beautiful species of flowers every at every rotation, they would be executed. Of course, this kind of fear was a beautiful motivator, and they did handily...but most of them died by exhaustion at the end of the day. Leana had been forced in such a case to order the execution of the remainder of the serfs for letting such quality workmen die. 

It was traditional, during the marriage ceremony, for the new queen to kneel before her king. Women must know their place before men—even the highest of women is only a woman before the might of the king. 

Leana, naturally, believed this didn’t go far enough. 

And so during the marriage ceremony, she had her two most trusted servants—Hailee and Hannah, decked out in sensual white lingerie—flank her while sucked off her Ulrick’s giant, soul-breaking cock.

Your queen knows it is a goodly wife’s place to suck and serve and not to speak, her attendants had recited, as instructed. So we will speak for her while she serves you as you deserve, Your Highness.

Leana’s mouth and throat were full of his cock. Her wedding dress train dozens of yards long. From the tall platform, everyone in the palace could see her earnestly, worshipfully sucking the massive meat of her one and only king.

She worships you, her beautiful attendants said in unison. The lives of others are nothing to her. Only your life matters.

Grunting, the King pushed Hannah down and then guided Leana’s hands onto Hannah’s neck. Leana clasped it eagerly, strangling the girl ably with her strong grip. And all the while, she continued to choke on and suckle his cock. 

Sh-she will obey your every command without hesitation, said Hailee, now alone. She...she will...she will k-kill for you...

The crowd gasped and several of the more loyal ladies cheered as Leana choked Hannah to her end while her MasterKing emptied down her throat. 

After the ceremony, just before the wedding celebration, was the execution of the advisor Archibald and his family. Ulrick gave the honor of delivering the execution order to Leana. Her heart had swelled with the honor. She smiled for a month afterward.

Of course, Hailee only lasted a year or so after that, and her replacement merely six months. Queen Leana had burned through many such Hailee and Hannah combinations over the years—perhaps that was what had spurred the memory. Were Ailsa and Anwen to be the latest in a long, long line of sadistically-targeted toys for her and her Master’s pleasure? 

What a dream, if so. The two looked so similar to Leana, with their thick blond hair, tight bodies, long legs, and sumptuous breasts. If Leana were to dress them from now on, they would be hard pressed to disappoint.  

As Stefan approached with his mother and sister, Leana heard him divulging his plan like a fool. 

“You must trust me, mother. I’ve got it all worked out. Leana and I are in love, you see, and nothing can get in the way of true love.”

“That is so absolutely true,” said Leana. She looked them over, smiling indulgently. The Valkyries just behind Stefan would take care of any trouble. “Good. You’re all here.”

“You fucking witch!”

Ailsa lunged at her. 

Leana’s guards immediately held Ailsa back. Their asses and lower back muscles flexed in their skimpy, hot metal-bikini armor. Leana bit her lip, examining the one on the right in particular. Master would love to hold her down and have his way with her. 

A game for a later time. Tonight, it was all about fucking royalty. 

“I promise,” Leana pinched Ailsa’s cheek, “fierce little hawk that you are, soon we will be the best of friends.”

Ailsa spat at her feet, but she was contained by the iron grip of the tall Valkyries. Leana stepped forward and put the necklace over the princess’s head. She waited for a moment, smiling as Ailsa’s struggles slowly faded, and then took it off and put it on Anwen. The stones looked so fetching, resting on the heavy, tanned globes of the lesser Queen’s cleavage. It only needed a few moments to really do all its work. Anwen took to it much quicker than Ailsa, having spent so much time with the King already.

It was like Stefan said—just putting it on once was good enough for a lifetime. 

“With this protection, you’ll be like sisters,” said Stefan. “You and Queen Leana be sisters, together. I’ve seen to it.”

Leana smiled brightly at that. “Yes. Exactly like that. Except, with your mother as well.”

“My mother?”

“Yes. We’ll all be sisters, together. Isn’t that hot?”

Stefan flushed. He obviously found this taboo thought dead sexy. 

“I...that is...I mean...” he smiled and shook his head. “Come now, Your Highness.”

“Oh, I’ll cum soon enough. We all will, your mother and sister and I. We’ll be like hot little fuckslave sisters utterly enslaved to Master’s will.”

It took a moment for Stefan to process this. The smile died slowly on his face.

“Sorry, what?”

“I said your sister and mother and I would be real sisters, enslaved to the will of our Emperor. He will be an Emperor, I think, if only because the thought of being his Empress makes me wet. Master does love to make me smile, and he’s ever so good at it. He’s so attached to the idea of being King, something from his childhood I believe, but we’ve conquered so many other kings and emperors at this point, I assume he must have an empire, no? Even though I’m just a girl and these things are so far beyond me?” She couldn’t keep the acid out of her voice. “And that way, your mother can remain Queen. Isn’t that what you wanted?”

The Valkyries had entirely let go of Ailsa now. The fight gone from her. Their cold, mindless, hating glare focusing entirely on Stefan.

“I...but...no.” Stefan looked panicked. Little bits of spit dribbled at his chin. “No, no, no. This isn’t right. I freed you! I freed you of his control!”

Leana laughed richly. “You might have just as easily ‘freed’ me from choosing this dress. Or these heels. Aren’t they dashing?” She did a little spin, rubbing her beauty in his face. “I know they are. I’m amazing, and it’s just for Him.”

Desperation filled Stefan. He looked at the necklace around his mother’s neck. 

“Damned thing!”

Right away he tried to grab it, but the Valkyries intercepted him and slammed him to the ground. Soon he had three different spear-points at his throat. The thought of his death right then filled Leana with almost orgasmic glee, but she didn’t want to deprive her King of the sight. 

Ailsa, completely free of the grip of any of the guards, just stared blankly at Queen Leana and smiled. Drool dripped down her lips. Her cheeks were red with the blush of arousal. 

“I don’t understand,” said Stefan. “I don’t understand...it was supposed to work! Why didn’t it work on you?”

“You really turned out to be a whiny little bitch, didn’t you? Gosh.” Leana giggled and strutted around him. “Honestly, it’s rather insulting that you assumed I had to be mind controlled. Surely, you must have noticed that I don’t spend all my time just mindlessly doing what he says?”

“That is how I know you will beat this! Your true nature is winning out. Please, there’s still time. He’s not here. Just tell them to release me, they have to listen to you, a-and—”

“I’m not going to deny my husband has a terrible influence on others,” Leana ignored him. “He’s sacrificed so many to the dark powers and will doubtless kill more for the same reason. He collects power from the old ones for all sorts of purposes. But it takes time, yes? From those powers, your mother was desperately close to being his completely. But even then, certain personalities...just haven’t taken to his will. Ailsa would have been one of those. We would have to execute her. Such a waste of such a beauty.”

She stopped in her elaborate, long struts to stroke Ailsa’s cheek. The pretty young blonde mumbled thank you, Mistress and immediately resumed drooling as she stared, zoomed in on Leana’s tits. Slick wetness ran down Ailsa’s thighs as she came again and again, looking at her new owner. 

“But I never had that luxury.” Leana sighed. “Such a shame. I always thought I’d be an amazing at being mind controlled. I’m so fucking great at everything I do, though.”

Yes, Mistress, mumbled Anwen and Ailsa together, not quite loud enough for Stefan to hear.

Stefan stuttered for space. “I-I-I-I-I—”

“Shut up, you fucking worm. No one cares. This is my time to speak. In all your studies...didn’t you discover that my bloodline is immune to mind control?”

His tongue failed him. Leana stepped on his neck with her pointed heel. 

“Now you speak, idiot.”

“B-but...you spend all that time...” he gulped, searching for air. It looked like his soul had been punched. “All that time helping the people?”

“Of course!” she smiled, lifting the heel off of his neck. “That’s what makes my love and I such a terrific combination. If he delivered any love to the people, they would catch on to the game; they would know he was manipulating them. Their agony wouldn’t be as sweet. But if I do it from time to time? A beautiful woman who makes them feel inferior just by existing near them, when they are so utterly starved for compassion and nurturing that they must accept the pittances I hand out? It’s so much sweeter. What use is misery without hope? How could it even exist? Therefore, my darling King allows me to beg him to use me to cultivate that hope, and occasionally he complies. He is so utterly generous.”

That construction—allows me to beg him—was when her Master finally entered the court room. She smelled blood on him. How lovely. He always wanted to fuck the fiercest after killing. 

“You...spared...” Stefan’s words failed him. His mind clearly racing. Desperate for anything—anything—that might show her the compassion he saw in her beauty. “...spared my sister and mother...”

She nodded, smirking. “I know. That was a bit of theater, to be honest. They’re really fucking hot. They’ll make such hot cocksleeves for Daddy. He always would have taken them. It wouldn’t matter if they said no. All the girls say yes to him eventually...although as I said, little Ailsa there would have been too disingenuous to keep for long. Usually,  if they’re not big fucking pains about being forced into service, we let them live!”

“B-but...” he struggled up onto his knees. “You made a mistake! You gave them the necklace! Now they’ll never succumb to his will!”

“Oh, that. Well.” She eyed Ailsa and Anwen. “How about it girls. Do you feel like resisting Master and Mistress’s commands?”

No, Mistress, they said loudly, in robotic, tranced unison. 

“Do you want to be the best little royal fuckdoll slaves for your new wicked owners?”

Yes, Mistress.

The look on Stefan’s face was extraordinarily satisfying. He’d been so focused on Leana that he hadn’t noticed the changes going on with his sister and mother. Something of a theme with him—being too distracted by Leana’s beauty to do anything constructive. 

What a fucking moron. She despised him totally. Simple little beta cuck loser. Her Husband could conquer seven countries at once while receiving daily, hours-long blowjobs from her without even skipping a beat. 

Leana giggled, posing for her King as he came closer. 

“So,” she said, “turns out I’ve been spending the time I’ve spent ruling here using my expansive wealth and resources learning sorcery, and as it turns out, all I have to do is a little reversal incantation and the necklace’s effects are completely reversed, which will actually make anyone mind controlled to His Will. Including your sister and mother, but even more importantly, me! Isn’t that fantastic? I’d thank you, but you’re a piece of idiotically stupid filth.”

Stefan struggled upward, clearly thinking of escape. The Valkyries pummeled him down, though, and Ulrick walked up and kicked him across the face, emptying the teeth from his mouth. He grabbed Ailsa roughly by the hair and shoved her down onto the ground underneath him, ripping his pants off before grabbing his wife and pulling her in for a long, passionate kiss. 

Leana swooned with adoration. He was such a man of action. She could command the masses to worship her and compel them to whatever wicked desires she had so easily, but in front of her darling love, she only ever felt like a teenager with a big, lovey-dovey crush. 

“You did well, my love.” He broke off the kiss and felt up Ailsa’s virgin body. “Mind controlled, completely?”

“Completely, Master.” She couldn’t stop kissing him. “Both of them. As I hope to be soon, at your command.”

Ailsa’s mouth was already wrapped around his cock, sucking earnestly as Leana continued to grind her eager cunt into her King’s side and thigh. He was so, so tall. Leana barely reached his shoulder even in her tallest heels. 

“Anwen.” Leana said between kissing her love’s massive arms and shoulders. “Come help your daughter. She needs your lips to guide her.”

Anwen had been forced into service via blackmail and coercion to King Ulrick already. But now the prospect of serving her brought a simple, blank, drooling smile to her face. 

Within moments, she had dropped to her knees and assisted her daughter with the holy task of worshiping their new Master’s cock. Daughter and mother worked in unison, giggling and smiling and licking, staring up at their royal owners with complete trust and adoration. 

As they sucked, slurped, kissed, and tongued the King’s massive cock, Leana turned to see Stefan crying, bleeding, and sporting a hard-on in his trousers. Up on his hands and knees and struggling to get to his feet. The Valkyries stopped bothering to even hold him down. He wasn’t a threat before, and now was even less of one with the King in the room.  

“Does that make you hard, bitch?” Leana mocked him. “Seeing your sister and mother adore another man? Seeing how much I love him? What a little pussy you turned out to be. What a cuck. You’re getting hard to this and none of us like you. None of us can stand you. I was thinking of giving up sex forever just because I had to be near you earlier. You fucking disgust me. You disgust all of us.” She squeezed tighter into her King. “And he thrills me just by existing. Just the thought of him makes me cum. And you’re getting hard to this even though we all fucking hate you. What a loser.”

“N-no...” he stumbled and fell. “Th-that’s my sister...I’m not hard, I’m just...that’s my sister...my m-m-mommy...”

“Is it?” Leana laughed. “Oh, I suppose it is, isn’t it? It’s your sister and your mommy. Master?” She leaned into the theatricality of the moment; her King loved presentation. “What shall we ever do with his sister and his m-m-mommy?”

Ulrick wore a grim, satisfied smile and nodded just once. 

“I’ve already fucked his mother lots,” he said. “Old news. And he’s such a weakling that his best plan was to make you an even more evil, willing accomplice to my plans than you already were. What an idiot.” 

He took Ailsa by the hips and roughly tossed her over, snapping his fingers for a Valkyrie to fall down on her hands and knees and act as a living table. Each of these Valkyries trained for sixteen hours a day when they weren’t on guard duty, supernaturally capable of defeating entire squadrons of enemy troops by themselves. This one had killed thousands with her bare hands. Now she was nothing more than living furniture so that her Master could fuck a virgin princess from behind. 

Ailsa grabbed the Valkyrie’s flesh, holding tight—and then screaming with orgasmic pleasure as her new Master entered her from behind with his enormous, precum-dripping cock.  

“Oh my god!” Leana squealed, mocking Stefan yet again. “He just took your sister’s virginity! And you’re stroking yourself!”

He was and trying to hide it, hunched over and shuffling. The Valkyries took a hold of his arms and prevented him from any more of this profanity, but it didn’t stop him from clearly getting off to the sight of his worst enemy fucking the shit out of his sister. 

The King, still smiling that grim, determined smile, grabbed Anwen and sat her on top of her own daughter, instructing her to finger herself while she obediently chanted adoration for her new Master. Her tits presented for his rough, hard grip. During all this transition, Leana grabbed the necklace off of Anwen, holding it tight and awaiting to be told to put it on herself. 

“Pledge your loyalty to me,” he commanded his two new slaves.

“I pledge myself to you,” they moaned. 

“Pledge your kingdom to me.”

“Our kingdom is yours. It was always yours. It should be punished for not surrendering immediately.”

Leana, grinding, wrapping, urging, whispered hot dark thoughts into the King’s ear while Stefan watched. He knew now that the two of them were a potent, powerfully evil combination. She would always be urging him to escalate further, to make it worse, worse, worse for others. 

“Your people deserve punishment.”

“Yes,” Ailsa moaned, drooling as his cock drove deeper inside her. “Punish them.”

“You will burn their fields.”

“Burn them.” Anwen came and came again, riding on top of her daughter’s slender form and staring up at her Master. “Oh yes!”

“Kill all the men. Bring me the wives and other women.”

“Yes, yesss,” they said. “We will bring them all to your cock. They will belong to you, Master.”

“And what do you think of your noble white knight brother? Your s-s-son?” asked Leana. “What is he to you?”

“He’s a failure,” snapped Anwen.

“A pussy,” said Ailsa. 

“If he was worth anything, he would have fought you.” 

“Instead, he what?” moaned Ailsa, torso bulging with the King’s pounding cock. “Tried to take your loyal wife away? As if anyone feeling this cock would ever want anything else.” 

“What a fool.”

“More than a fool,” Leana guided them. 

“Yes,” hissed Anwen. “What an dickless idiot.” 

“What a pussy.” 

“What a coward.” 

“What kind of man are you, brother? Even now you are helpless and defeated. You do not fight the situation at all.” 

Anwen spat in his direction. “You have utterly submitted to this king’s greatness. A completely pussified simp before his alpha greatness. You disgust me. You shame your family.”

It was obvious now the King was so close to cumming. His face red. His thrusting off-rhythm and full of urgent need. 

“Give me your babies!” Ailsa moaned. “Please! Fuck my traitor womb with your babies, Master, yes! Oh my King! My real King! Please fuck me harder!”

Leana strutted toward Stefan, who had been sniveling trying to look away toward the door during this entire exchange. Of course, he continued to try to touch himself, even as the Valkyries prevented him. Even so, his tiny little dick was clearly hard and ready to cum, visible through his trousers.

She sneered at him, knowing her husband was watching even as he readied to empty his load into Ailsa’s virgin womb. 

“Fool that you are, you must think my beauty a mask,” she said to Stefan. Her voice lovely and soft, but crystal clear. “A lovely facade over a soulless creation. That isn’t so, of course. I love my husband, truly and dearly. That must be terrifying for you. We snuggle together, sleep in with one another, take long romantic walks and share sweet nothings constantly. We just also happen to love abusing pathetic wretches like you.” She nodded, and the nearby Valkyrie knocked him to his knees. She took a moment to soak in the moment of his pain. “The court astronomer told me—before I had him executed for not naming enough stars after me—that the universe is full of beauty, unending and undying. Stars blossoming for millions of years before exploding in stellar arrays of violence and fire. Supernova. Imagine the beauty there must be in such a thing. These things happen no matter what anyone believes or hopes. The beauty exists no matter what you think. It is eternal. And it does not care what you pray for.

“So say your prayers, good knight. Only I am listening. And so I can tell you with assurance—no one listening cares about your pathetic hopes and dreams.”

The Valkyries closed in, smiling with the same sadistic glee as their Mistress. 

The last thing he saw before their blades came down on him was King Ulrick cumming inside of Ailsa’s contorting, gorgeous, orgasming body with his mother wrapping herself around his torso to grind her cumming pussy against his perfect six-pack abs—and Queen Leana dropping to her knees, wearing the magick necklace at last. Giving up her mind completely to his control. 

Her own orgasms were so powerful and apparent that they inspired one in Stefan, but it was awful. It only gave him hope—the hope the pleasure always brings—and so it was miserable, because he could see the blades coming toward him. Because he knew he would never have Leana’s love.

“I love you, Master,” moaned the remade Queen, her voice tinged with madness and orgasmic clarity. “I love you beyond anything!”

The Queen was nothing but her King’s creation from now on. 

# # #
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Bully Worship – Obeying the Billionaire
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Choking on her Master’s cock was divine. Francesca had never had it so good. She could feel him deep down her throat, well past the point of her delicately crafted clavicles which he had complimented so many times. 

They were in a town car, on their way to a dinner somewhere. A detail that was far less important than focusing on moaning and moving just so as to maximize her Master’s hard lust thrusting through her wet lips. Someone’s hand was on her head; Mistress’s hand. Francesca had trouble remembering it was there from the high she felt just sucking Master’s cock. 

The bliss encircled her soul like an opposing army, threatening to destroy it completely. And Francesca herself, ostensibly the defender, was secretly on the side of the attacker, the hidden enemy within, desperate to be broken and forgotten completely if it only meant she could live somehow even more for her Master’s will. 

Her throat muscles were finely attuned to sucking cock. They flexed expertly, massaging her Master’s hardness from inside and out, urging him to spill his endless seed down her throat. She was presented with her blouse mostly open, displaying the gorgeous line of her swelling cleavage. Her knees together with her ass resting on five-inch stiletto leather-wrap heels. The skirt she wore, so tight and sheer, displayed the heavenly lines of her legs even with her kneeling down. Thick brown hair cascaded down in a low ponytail, perfect for her Mistress’s grip. 

Mistress’s hand pressed more firmly on her head, pressing Francesca’s lush lips all the way up to her Master’s crotch. His hair pressed against her nose and face. Other girls couldn’t take abuse like this; they would start squirming and squealing from the lack of air. Master and Mistress both loved that, of course. Causing pain and fear for others gave them intense pleasure. 

As it was, Francesca couldn’t breath either—her delicate nose crushing against his crotch—but she was practiced. Even though she turned blue, then purple, and then nearly black in the face from the lack of oxygen, she kept sucking dutifully and moaning for more. Master and Mistress, as much as they loved seeing pain, loved looking at perfection even more. And Francesca in her kneeling state, running out of oxygen rapidly but still doing everything she could to suck, made the hearts of both her cold Master and calculating Mistress swell with affection.

“Do it,” Mistress Livia whispered in her Master’s ear, loud enough for Francesca to hear. “Please, Daddy?”

Livia, dressed in a tight blue wrap dress that showed more skin than most swimsuits, was a vision of lust. Her long blond hair shifted and shined liked a river of molten gold. Her desperation for his pleasure, so obvious on her angelic face with its high cheekbones and perfectly formed geometries, was a sight only he ever would see up close. 

He came at her urging. Seed, hot and sticky and plentiful, spilled down Francesca’s throat. He was so deep inside her esophagus that she only tasted him as he started to withdraw, otherwise it all dumped straight into her utterly flat tummy. With each splash and surge of his white hot gift, she came and then came again like someone was playing a drum set on her g-spot. 

Her Master Adrian could cum at any time he chose, had perfect control of his cock. Its hardness, its orgasms, the pheromones it produced. Being around him was submitting to his will one way or the other. Taking his seed on her body or inside her meant her body changed to be more of what he liked—thinner, curvier, bustier, clearer skin, and brighter eyes. Francesca didn’t understand it all the way—sometimes the two of them alluded to some distant lab incident—but she didn’t really need to understand. She was thrilled just to be along for the ride. 

Livia had some other kind of power. Something to do with her eyes. Her gaze fucked up a person’s life, made them forget who they were and what they wanted. It was the ego-death of their identity, replacing it with some barely conscious object that existed solely to worship and adore and praise Livia. Everyone fell to it save for Adrian.

He was immune to her. But she was not immune to him. And that had been that.

Now Livia led his merry harem, which had a rotating cast of hundreds, the only constants of which were Livia and Francesca herself, indoctrinated just six months before. With her natural All-American good looks and springy brunette gymnast’s body, she was a delicious counterweight to the dark, effortless seduction of the blizzard-eyed statuesque blonde that was Livia.

Cleaning Master’s cock with her tongue, Francesca enjoyed the rare treat of Livia smiling down at her. It was her real smile, not the fake one reserved for cutting apart all the good feelings of the plebians her Master and Mistress so eagerly destroyed at any given interval. 

“Switch off,” he said. “I want the other one now. The new one.”

Francesca, licking and whimpering, slid off his cock without delay. If she took her time, it would earn her slaps, pinches, hair pulling—or much worse punishments. Her Master and Mistress were divine instruments of sadistic hedonism and would fuck with her brain and feelings however they wanted. She loved them for it and their cruel tendencies soaked her panties (whenever she bothered to wear any), and yet she also knew she had no choice but to do so—and again this lack of choice made her furiously wet and infatuated. The respect she felt for their power over her was as essential to her as breathing. 

All the same, if she immediately left his cock—without showing that she still needed to lick it and kiss it on her way out—they would be resentful of her. Why was she so quick to leave him? Hadn’t they given her everything she lived for? And so on. 

“Th-thank you, Master,” she moaned, lips catching across the head of his still-hard cock, crawling backwards from his lap to make room. 

She made a show of catching her breath, composing herself, rubbing his endless cum over her shoulder bones and neck and jaw. Shining up the parts of her he liked the most and leaving it off anything above her chin line—above which he had deemed it inelegant to cover in cum, especially for dinner situations which they were about to arrive in. 

It was easy to make the show of composure because she truly did have to compose herself—a girl taking a cock the size of his into her body was gambling her life away. Of course, it was a worthy gamble; nothing was purer or more divine than the feeling of her Master’s Cock.

In the wide space of the town car, she moved to one side, pushing herself against the outside of her Master’s leg to make room for the girl who had been waiting with fingers impatiently buried in her cunt. The car had stopped, Francesca didn’t know when. They were in front of the restaurant, likely blocking traffic. Anyone who complained would be terrorized by the obedient, furious beauty chauffeuring them. 

Francesca sighed, lovingly, watching Mistress take the head of the “new one” onto their Master’s cock. 

Kristen was the girl’s name, a model-slash-starlet who had until about three days ago escaped Master’s view. He was her type—deeply blonde, busty, angel-faced, and long-legged. Your standard feminine perfection; that was Master’s type, because he deserved nothing less.

Just the day before, Francesca had “randomly encountered” Kristen in a high-end clothing shop. Right away, she lured her into the dressing room—Francesca was beautiful and convincing even other beautiful people to do odd things was quite simple for her—and choked her out using a ju-jitsu hold and brought her collapsed body to their master. During the first waking moments, caught in a dark room with naked strangers, there was some screaming and some tears, but that was normal. Once Kristen actually got a look at Master’s Cock, she was falling all over herself to impress him and do whatever she could to cum. 

Francesca herself got to cum almost constantly at seeing the confused submission on Kristen’s face—Master had trained her to cum at such a trigger. There were all kinds of triggers she had: when he was happy, when he came, when he complimented Livia, when Livia was happy, when Livia came, when one of their new slaves was sad and desperate and whimpering just like Kristen was now...

It was a complicated, delicate existence, being the top slave of a sadistic pair of mind-controllers. Both her Master and her Mistress were the center of Francesca’s world, and so far she had been uniquely able to navigate it. 

A very distant part of her brain put her ability for pleasing them down to her ability, growing up, to navigate her mother’s absence and her father’s ill-temper. She had grown up stunningly beautiful and eager to please, but Machiavellian in her anticipations of the people she cared about. It had cost her more than a few relationships because of her need to control. 

But Adrian had solved that need; he had all the control, and Francesca got to use all her brainpower to figure out how best to obey.  

Kristen’s whimpering grew desperate. She needed to cum—but even more than that, she needed her Master’s cum down her throat. She sucked and slurped furiously as Livia casually whispered and chanted and moaned, looking at her MasterHusband with love in her eyes.

“You fucked another one,” Livia moaned. “I can’t believe it. I mean I totally believe it, but it’s so hot. Is there a single one you won’t fuck and own? How many girls in Hollywood pray to you every night now? How many millions do they funnel to you annually? That redheaded one, with the superhero films in the leather catsuit? Didn’t all of her latest gross go exclusively to you? I can’t believe I’m so completely lucky to belong to big fucking stud like you, Daddy. It makes me so fucking wet to watch you fuck her mind like this...”

This is what counted as pillow talk for them—escalation, escalation, escalation. Francesca had overheard Livia begging him to fuck the wives of several state leaders just because he could. It wouldn’t be long, probably, before he did just that. 

As Livia spoke, her leg wrapped over Kristen’s head, grinding her cunt along Kristen’s skull and Master’s thigh. Humping herself and reinforcing the skullfucking he delivered to Kristen. Her juices ran down Kristen’s pretty face, sliding into the blonde’s mouth even as she sucked Master’s cock. 

It was like him to be silent while he fucked. Francesca imagined he was caught up in the display—the beauty of his wife utterly subservient to him. Livia could cut mountains in half with her glare, could ruin families with a sneer or a smile. She was a force of nature more powerful than a thousand hurricanes—and every part of her was totally in complete worshipful adoration to Master. 

“Cum in her?” Livia begged him. Her voice tinged with mad desperation. “Cum in her, please. Cum in her, won’t you, Master? You run her life now. Please cum. Please cum. Please cum, Master...”

He shifted himself around—strong beyond reckoning, repositioning Livia and Kristen both, and erupted all over Kristen’s face and tits. His cum plastered her expensive dress to her tight young body. Livia, grinding against his side, came as he did. Lips trembling, heavy breasts quivering against his thickly muscled arm. Her mouth whispering the darkest of all possible whispers into his ear beyond the hearing of even Francesca’s attention. Livia’s bright eyes glinted with new, reforged, somehow-even-stronger worship of her only god. 

Grunting, breathing hard, he took his cock out of Kristen’s mouth. Livia, with a slight sneer, took Kristen by the hair and held her away from the terrifically engorged meat. 

Francesca right away knew what was coming next. 

If he liked Kristen, he would have cum down her throat. This had become something else now. 

“Don’t lick a drop,” he said, just as the blonde’s tongue slipped from her lips. “Get your phone.”

She obeyed instantly. Frantically. Readily conditioned now. Little driblets of cum flicked onto the floor.

“Take photos,” he said. “Selfies. Take them like you’re on your insta. Do it now.”

Again, Kristen obeyed without question. She made duck-faces and peace symbols, smiling big. Cum dripping down her face and hair. 

“Now,” said Livia, casually putting Master’s cock back inside his trousers. “Send them to your boyfriend.”

Master had already focused his attention on Francesca, leaving the humiliation to Livia. He stroked Francesca’s face and she preened, smiling prettily just how he liked, and jutting her cleavage up just in case he wanted to feel her up.

Kristen was confused. “M-my boyfriend?”

“Yes. The tech bro.” Livia rolled her eyes. “The pussy. Show him what you’ve been doing. Show him what you are. In fact, post it on your social, kay? Do that, and Master will let you cum.”

It was too great a temptation. Francesca saw barely a second of hesitation flicker in Kristen’s eyes, but it was enough. She obeyed, but it was too late. She’d failed the final test. Even as she uploaded the photos to her boyfriend and then to her social media accounts, she was doomed.

Francesca had seen this before. Because Master could fuck anyone, simple obedience wasn’t enough. Beauty wasn’t enough—though Francesca thought smugly that her own mix of enthusiastic, ecstatic obedience and superb beauty was a natural match, as was Livia’s who outpaced Francesca in every way. 

So that slight hesitation had been everything to Master and Mistress; it had doomed Kristen completely. The interest in her faded abruptly and absolutely from Master’s eyes. 

Instead he turned to Livia, who always fascinated and aroused him.

“Ready, dear?”

Livia shifted her dress around so that she was decent once more. “Naturally. Francesca?”

Francesca nodded eagerly, happy to accompany her ruling pair anywhere at all in the world. She had already ensured her own outfit was spotless.

Kristen squealed as they made to leave. Cum dripped from her face, from every part of her. 

“B-but I need to cum!”

“You will,” said Master. “Eventually. Maybe. Wait here, and clean yourself off, for god’s sake. You look like a whore.”

Kristen remained kneeling in the car, whimpering, twitching like a crack addict. Muttering “c-cock” over and over again. She had just ruined her entire professional life for the promise of a cum she would—if Francesca knew her Master—probably never receive. 

Someone might have thought that he wouldn’t get away with this—that he took too many risks, pissed off too many of the wrong person. 

But her Master was a billionaire bully, and he got away with everything.

* * * * *
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THE RESTAURANT—Ruggero’s—was the best in town. Master only tolerated being around the best things, and those that didn’t measure up usually felt his wrath. 

They entered—Master and Mistress in front and Francesca several steps behind, as was expected—and Francesca watched with equal parts adoration and expectation as the lives of everyone in the restaurant became fixated on her Master and Mistress’s presence. Not just their attention—but their lives. Every breath from here on out would be dedicated in some form or another about the pair—knowing more, pleasing them, dedicating themselves to them. It would start small at first, especially if the bystanders were not in their direct path. But the fact of the unstoppable pair infected those around them like a virus, growing and replicating until it took over every organ and thought.

She had seen it so many times now, and yet each time it always filled her with lust and delight. 

All bystanders were caught in a terrible internal dispute as who to look at—a choice between disastrous envy and mind-breaking lust. The men looked at Master and saw everything they weren’t—even the fittest among them was nowhere near his physical equal, and he was so handsome that several women started crying to see him. Like pilgrims witnessing a vision come from the stars. 

The tears flowed more when the women looked at Mistress Livia. In her tight blue wrap dress, she was a vision of lust and validation of their every thought of inferiority. Heavy tits showing deliberately provocative cleavage behind the thinnest of strips of cloth. Her long legs lovingly wrapped in thigh-high black suede boots with tall, tall heels. With her fur jacket—fifty thousand USD at a minimum—she should have looked something like a prostitute, but instead her eternal youth and casual arrogance elevated the ensemble to something that only a billionaire’s wife could attain.

They walked through the restaurant that way, with Livia sneering and Adrian remaining aloof and above it all. His hand clasped firmly to her utterly phenomenal ass, gripping hard on one cheek and then the other, and then between them. Francesca had once seen him beat a man to death in the alley of a night club for suggesting that Livia had butt implants. Her ass did look supernaturally perfect, but that was only because there probably was something supernatural about Livia.

Francesca’s role in this environment was simple—be an elegant, classically gorgeous beauty in a tight luxurious outfit ready to do her Master’s bidding at a moment’s notice. This normally meant something like what she had on now—tight skirt, tight blouse, lots of nearly-sheer material. In the right light, her thigh gap and lack of panties was quite evident. If she weren’t behind Livia, probably all eyes would be on her. This might have bothered her at some point in her life, but she was beyond such petty resentments now. She wholeheartedly embraced her place beneath Livia’s beauty because it meant she always would have a place. 

Officially, she was their bodyguard. But she was barely one hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet and—even though he had mindfucked her head full of knowledge of every kind of martial arts known to man—honestly probably wouldn’t be able to do much to protect her Master. 

She had witnessed dozens of attempts to have him shot, blown up, bludgeoned, and stabbed—but everything just bounced off. Francesca had only murdered seven or eight people for her Master’s protection and at least half of them had been because Livia was bored. Serially fucking the wives and daughters of powerful men earned him many enemies, and one by one, Francesca had seen them all cry and beg for mercy once they realized their big plan for revenge had failed utterly. 

It made her so wet that her bully billionaire master always, always won. She felt like such an infinitely lucky girl for being so high on his list of girls to fuck and enjoy. 

Most of the women he fucked, he just banged the once and then forgot them, leaving them to a life of orgasm-less agony as they dreamed inexorably about the fury of his perfect cock inside them. But they wouldn’t be able to cum again without his express permission. Even the ones who earned his permission were no less crazy—they came constantly, thinking only of Master’s cock nonstop; usually they were dead inside six months or so as they stopped eating entirely, trying to sustain themselves purely on the glory of orgasms to his Will inside their brains. It worked, for a little while, but not forever.

Francesca had begged him, repeatedly—because he liked that—to be given the latter option for her years of service if he ever chose to retire her. It seemed far preferable. He promised that he would, but Master liked breaking promises because it broke people’s hearts. He inspired instant trust and loyalty just from presence alone, and Mistress stroked him nigh-constantly about how sexy it would be to abuse and break that trust. And so he did, nigh-constantly.

They approached a table in the rear of the restaurant. A long semi-circle booth. Master and Mistress were nearly an hour late, as was their wont. Arriving on time would be too much of an indication that they gave a shit about what anyone else wanted. 

The table was occupied by an elderly man and two much younger women. The man was George Bricks, CEO of Bricks Incorporated, which was one of the largest computer hardware manufacturers in the country. Red-faced, clearly more than a bit drunk, and on the wrong side of fifty, he looked ready to explode at Adrian at any moment. Neck cocked, red-veined eyes bulging. Seeing Francesca—and then for definitely seeing Livia—paused this notion just for a moment.

One of the women was his fresh-faced stepdaughter Sophie, a nineteen year-old sophomore in college. She was the product of a previous marriage, but his wife had passed, and she had been very young when it happened, so he had raised her all her life. She dressed like a younger teenager—that kind of innocent flair—with a short green scarf around her neck and a soft purple turtleneck dress that showed just a tad too much leg. It looked confusingly familiar and it took Francesca quite a long time before she realized it was the same kind of outfit that Daphne wore in Scooby Doo. 

The other woman was Brick’s rather recent wife, Corinne, who was only a few years older than his daughter. 

Corinne, despite being quite young, had the kind of classic beauty that made her seem somewhat timeless. A maturity followed her around, making Francesca immediately think hot Mommy despite Corinne clearly being in her twenties and only a few years older than herself. 

She was the same kind of molten gold blonde as Livia, with the same sort of natural arrogance and wicked, relentless zeal hidden behind her eyes. Her outfit was nothing but classy—a shoulderless white dress, sheer in the sleeves and around the midriff embroidered with floral print and low-cut to display a jaw-dropping amount of cleavage. Her long neck was decorated with a black collar and at least three pendants and necklaces, matching her earrings and rings and bracelets. 

She was clearly a lot. 

Corinne shot Sophie a particular kind of look as the trio approached, and Francesca understood almost right away that it had been Corinne who dressed Sophie. Not only that, but she knew that Corinne knew what she was doing when she dressed Sophie that way, and Sophie probably did too but didn’t have it in her to fight back. 

Francesca had read up on all of them; it was part of her duties to be prepared on the profiles of her Master and Mistress’s victims. 

They all greeted one another, and Adrian slowly kissed Corinne’s hand for about five seconds longer than what was necessary. Francesca watched Corinne enjoy not only this, but also the fact that it thoroughly humiliated her husband and also her stepdaughter—and understood immediately the shape of the night to come. 

Adrian’s grip nearly mangled George’s hand when they shook hands—he liked to get as close to breaking someone’s hand as possible. Francesca had watched him perfect this art over many weeks of trial and error, mostly resulting in a lot of pussies with broken hands and stolen girlfriends.

George was at one end of the long booth, Adrian at the other. Sophie sat next to George, then Corinne in the middle, then Livia who squeezed herself entirely up against her HusbandMaster and cast long sneering glances at George and Sophie.

Francesca, of course, stood just behind her Master. One leg out, posing just so—eyes constantly scanning the restaurant and the table, alert. 

“All right well, you son of a bitch, I’m here, aren’t I?” said George once they all sat down. “Aren’t we all gathered here like you requested?”

“Oh my god, George.” Corinne put a delicate, jewelry-clad hand to her forehead. “Are you really going to go into it immediately?”

“I don’t see why not!”

“Let’s listen to him first, you moron. He’s clearly in control. Of everything. Everywhere.” Corinne leaned over onto her hand, flirtatious, smiling. “Aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

Corinne blushed at his simple, confident answer. “What a fella.” Her voice as molten as the gold in her hair.

“We’re all gathered here, like you requested—”

Again Corinne rolled her eyes, annoyed at the intrusion of her eye contact with Master. “He’s been practicing this, can you tell? I’ve had to listen to him recite it for days now.”

“Like you requested,” George insisted once more, “with my wife and my daughter. And you with your tens of billions, and me with my paltry hundreds of millions, is that what you wanted? That’s how it works? You make an offer on my business that I refuse outright, it’s so ridiculously insulting and low. And what is it that you even want to do with it?”

Livia whispered something in his ear and he shifted almost imperceptibly. Francesca could see from her angle, though, that Livia had unzipped Adrian’s cock and began stroking him. 

“I want to dismantle it brick by brick and replace it with something better. Or just eliminate it entirely. I haven’t decided.”

George, flustered at this open honesty and disrespect, choked on his rage. Corinne meanwhile just smiled at Adrian and Sophie continued her deer-in-the-headlights staring at the pair of Livia and Adrian together. 

The waitress arrived. Livia and Corinne immediately put on matching sneers. 

“Steak!” George growled. “Steak for the men, for both of us. Filet mignon. I won’t hear any different. Quick and bloody, on the double.”

Adrian shrugged and nodded his assent. “But give me the porterhouse instead of the little boy’s version.”

Before George could speak his indignant reply, his wife shushed him, leaning forward.

“Which salad do you have the least?” Corinne asked. 

“The...the market salad, probably?”

“That one, then. I can see the favors the rest are doing for you.”

The waitress swallowed that and then turned to Sophie. 

“And you, miss?”

“Oh,” Corinne interjected immediately. “She won’t be eating. She’s had enough.”

Sophie turned as red as her father. “I haven’t eaten today, actually, and—”

“And you want to break your streak and turn into a cow so quickly?”

Sophie was thin already, perhaps painfully so. It was clear right away she was a sensitive girl. Even though Corinne wasn’t her real mother, she had something of a mother’s sway with her. Pangs of pity touched Francesca in a way that she wasn’t prepared for. 

Did she identify with this young woman? They both didn’t have mothers, she knew. Sophie’s mom had passed away from terminal disease very early in life and ever since, her father had been with one beauty after another. Each one had been gold-diggers like Corinne, and Corinne had in fact seduced him away from a gold-digger to begin with. 

“I’d also like the market salad,” said Livia. “Please mind that you don’t eat it yourself on the way out.” 

The waitress stared blankly, trying to smile. 

“Isn’t that what hogs do, dearie? It’s a joke. You should lighten up about your weight. People notice girls who don’t have a sense of humor, and not in a nice way.”

The waitress, who was perfectly fit and also now struggling for composure, fled to the kitchen. Corinne turned to Livia excitedly. 

“Oh my god, okay. So, I love you. Wow. Hogs, yes. Where did you get that dress? You look phen-om-en-al.”

The conversation between the two men—with the occasional interjection by Corinne or Livia—then continued. George’s failing bluster continued to fail; Adrian’s perfect cool remained steady. Livia somehow managed to remain in animated conversation with Corinne even as she ground her hot, lithe body into her Master’s thick, muscular frame. 

Corinne seemed like she was used to such conversations taking place around her and wanted to quiz Livia more on her outfit and jewelry. But Livia’s place in these conversations was to distract and mesmerize. So even as she humored Corinne, she continued administering her affections toward Adrian, stroking his neck and kissing him every so often on the neck and chin. Her hand stayed under the table, delivering a soulful, happy handjob.. 

George, for all his fluster and bluster, was already falling under her spell. He couldn’t take his eyes off Livia. This happened within an hour for most men one way or the other. The longest that Francesca had seen had lasted close to ninety minutes, and that had been because—it was revealed later—he’d had intercourse just prior to arriving. 

Francesca zoned out a bit from the conversation directly. There was a lot of talking from Adrian and some small addendums from Livia. Francesca found that her mind turned off easily when she listened to the two of them. It seemed like George calmed down, though his faced remained furiously scarlet red. He looked on the edge of a heart attack. 

Adrian whispered something to Livia, who smiled and stretched out one high-heeled foot to Corinne. The austere, elegant blonde stepmother took it with care and attention. At first, she merely stared at it—the brilliant heel, the sexy straps, the luxury of its construction. 

Before long, though, Corinne took to nudging, then leaning, and then rubbing herself against Livia’s outstretched leg. She spent minutes of conversation inside of Livia’s spell, her jaw slack, her eyes clouded over with the blizzard of lust and fury from Livia’s icy gaze. As Corinne spoke, she sounded as thought she thought she were sharing juicy gossip, but was in fact blathering mindfucked nonsense. 

“And at the organization, you know, they worship feet on Thursdays, and love your legs Fridays, and when I go in to lick your pussy for hours on Saturday, they don’t even please fuck my head however you want for hours. Can you believe it? I mean, can you fuck my brain into pudding? It’s utterly so fucking beautiful, I can’t believe it.” 

Sophie, next to her father and opposite Adrian, looked positively obsessed with Adrian. Not hearing or not choosing to hear her mother’s river of obscene babble. She was much more unsure of herself, clearly a virgin, not willing to touch herself so openly and wantonly like Corinne. 

What Corinne had realized, however dimly, was that in the rest of the restaurant, no one gave a fuck about her touching herself because anyone who wasn’t touching themselves looking at Adrian or Livia just wasn’t looking hard enough. 

Sophie, so caught up in Adrian’s visage, didn’t spare any glances away enough to realize that. She had gone from a prim, uptight virgin to a wanton, needy babe in heat in less than about twenty minutes. She tore at her tight purple dress Sweating inside it; cheeks red with heavy blushing. Knees knocking. Red marks all across her bottom lip where she had been biting. 

The ones who bottled it all up inside usually didn’t last long.

So passed a completely normal twenty minutes of utterly unraveling the social contract of all behavior and decency simply because of the presence of her Master and Mistress’s inconceivably powerful sexuality. Francesca loved to see this, not least because Livia and Adrian both liked it a lot when they knew Francesca enjoyed it too. 

George’s rant had tired out minutes before. He was now blubbering and close to tears, watching his wife fell head over heels for Livia and—in so doing—Adrian. He listened to her soft, worshipful rants with dry-throating, rasping protests.

“Bu...no, darling...that...you can’t be serious...that doesn’t...now, slow down...”

Meanwhile, Corinne appeared cool, calm, collected, and entirely sane—aside from the erotic litanies she could not stop speaking and the way she kept fingering her pussy and rubbing Livia’s leg. She would switch hands every ten seconds or so to make Livia’s skin shine with her pussy juice. 

“—and his cock, His Cock, The Cock, The Cock fills my brain. It fills my brain and owns my thoughts. My thoughts don’t exist. My thoughts are His Thoughts. His Thoughts own me. Owning me is so natural for Him. He is God. He is Divinity. I am Blessed.” She said this with two syllables. “I am Blessed and I am Favored. I fuck my brain. I fuck my brains because brains are His and my thoughts don’t exist. All I am is fuck noise, brain negative, hot material to shape regarding His Cock Urge.”

She sounded something like a broken AI script. It would sort out soon as Her Master’s Will really took hold of the inner workings of her subconscious. 

Abruptly, Livia excused herself to powder her nose, holding Corinne’s hand as she did. Sophie excused herself at the same time, sensing her opportunity to finally relieve the sexual desires that had suddenly blossomed inside of her. Francesca knew she had a terrible surprise in store. 

Francesca watched, interested, as Sophie went to a different bathroom than Livia and Corinne. 

With the gentlest of touches, she pointed this out to Master. 

“May I...”

If she said the whole request, in this instance, it would indicate to him that he had not already intuited what she wanted, which was an insult. Francesca had to take special care not to insult her glorious Master. 

“Yes, dear. Thank you.”

Orgasming from the brief praise, Francesca strutted with purpose to the bathroom, casually shoulder-blocking a waitress holding a heavy tray of glasses just in case Master watched her go.

* * * * *
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FRANCESCA HAD A FAIRLY good idea of the kind of conversation that would go on between Corinne and Livia. She’d had one of them herself, after all. 

Hers had been in a hotel room. She remembered shuffling back there after a chance encounter with Adrian and Livia on a beach, confused and horny and desperate, fingering herself for what felt like hours before Livia let herself in. 

The offer laid down had been very simple—join in servitude, or suffer forever. Either would make Livia just as happy, though at that moment she had preferred Francesca’s service, and didn’t that make Francesca feel so grateful?

It was that—this clue of gratitude—that Francesca picked up and ran with. Her Master and Mistress knew they were emotional sadists who adored dismantling the lives and identities of anyone who earned their ire, and they knew they were perfectly capable of producing self-hatred at the drop of a hat, carrying entire warehouses full of hats with them at all times. 

As such, when someone didn’t show gratitude that this wasn’t happening to them, they were annoyed. And there was a dreadfully short membrane for them between annoyance and completely destructive hatred. Genghis Khan, once upon a time, mass-slaughtered cities that had not surrendered merely at his arrival, feeling he was owed allegiance merely by existing; Master and Mistress took a similar approach to their own conquests.  

Corinne seemed rather smart on the uptake; she had probably intuited already what was happening with Master and Mistress and Francesca too. Being smart wasn’t in and of itself an advantage. Plenty of smart girls had figured it out and panicked, or tried to reason their way out. Francesca had never been one for arguing, though, and acceptance had come easy to her for one reason or another. 

But Sophie...

Sophie, the poor dear, was in a lot of trouble. Francesca wondered if she could help her. 

She didn’t know why Sophie, particularly. As in—why help Sophie, and not Kristen? Or Jenna, or Sally, or Anne, or Yolanda, or any of the other dozens of girls she hadn’t helped at all?

But something drew her to Sophie. Something that made her want to assist. She couldn’t defy her Master or Mistress’s will—that was out of the question, out of the universe of questions. But neither had made a firm ruling on Sophie yet. Distracted by George, in Adrian’s case, and Corinne in Livia’s. Without a little assist, though, Francesca saw where it was going to go with Sophie in a hurry.

Inside the bathroom, she heard the tell-tale moans and whimpers from inside the stall where Sophie had stashed herself. 

Francesca approached the stall door. She knew what was happening inside; could hear the soft stifled moans and helpless little whimpers as Sophie fingered her cunt, hoping for a cum that wouldn’t arrive. She could even hear Sophie’s inattention.

“You should just give in, you know.”

“W-what?”

The soft schlicking sounds of finger-fucking didn’t stop.

“You should just let it take you over. Your lust for him.”

“I—I don’t know what you mean.” She moaned for nearly ten straight seconds. “Please go away. I’m trying to use the bathroom.”

“You’re trying to finger your lightning-hot cunt while you think about his cock, and you need to cum harder than you ever have in your life.”

“N-no. That’s...that’s not...”

Sophie whimpered, unable to finish the sentence. The schlicking sounds intensified. Francesca knew her thoughts—if I can just cum, just once, then I can clear my head and make sense of this conversation and this evening.

“You need to cum harder than you ever have, more than you ever have, because the thought of his cock is in your brain. You’re thinking all the time, even right now as I’m talking, about the image of its shape beneath his pants and how big it must be. The way it would feel in your hands. You’re thinking of Mistress Livia’s hand around its girth.”

Sophie thumped several times as Francesca spoke. Her legs hitting the stall, spasming at the description of Master’s Cock. 

“H-how do you know?”

“It’s quite all right, you know. You can trust me. I understand. I know everything that’s happened to you, because it happened to me too.”

Sophie unlocked the stall door. As Francesca had predicted, she was bent over, holding the handicap pole, juices running down her legs. Eyes wild and desperate. 

“How d-does it stop?”

“It doesn’t. Not ever.”

Sophie whimpered and cried, squealing in a way that was thoroughly unattractive. Master would hate that. Livia would hate that. Francesca had resolved to help her, though, and her owners would hate her giving up on something she had decided to do even more.

“You should just give in,” she said again. “It doesn’t stop. But it does...get better. You transcend, after it’s all done. There’s no escaping his will now. You exist for his cock whether you like it or not. You can’t even kill yourself; he wants you alive even if he doesn’t fuck you.”

This terrified Sophie more than anything else Francesca had said so far.

“W-why?”

“Because your suffering amuses him and her. They get off on your bad feelings. But they’re not immune to flattery. Do you understand?”

“N-no...” Her fingers slid back up in her cunt, unable to help herself, whimpering and edging helplessly. “Y-you’re so pretty...sooo pretty. You’re a-almost as pretty as her...”

Francesca sighed. This bimbo truly was in need of assistance.

“If you resist them, you will anger them. They think—deservedly so—that they deserve your worship. If you deny them, they will both expect it and be affronted by it. They will take great pleasure in extracting physical and emotional humiliations from you. They’re quite good at it. They’ll make you beg for death and never give it to you.”

Sophie was crying for some reason Francesca didn’t entirely understand. Wasn’t the poor girl obsessed with Master’s cock? Didn’t she see the opportunity presented to her?

“I d-don’t want to beg for death!”

“Whyever not?” Francesca smiled curiously. “It will make him so furiously hard. Isn’t that what you want?”

Whimpering, Sophie nodded. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She would have to redo her expensive make-up. 

“Look,” said Francesca, trying to think ahead. “Your mother...”

“She’s my stepmother.”

“Is she? You’ll have to say she’s your Mommy. He’ll like that much better. But she’s much hotter than you. She’s much, much crueler than you. Isn’t she?”

Sophie nodded. “Sh-she...she’s threatened me before. Writing me out of Daddy’s will. Says she’ll serve me special meals to make me fat and gross. That kind of thing.”

“Lovely. She’ll please Master to no end.”

“Bu-but...she’s a monster.” Still confused. Still not getting it. “I’m sweet. I can be sweet, a-and—”

“He loves monsters. Aren’t you paying attention? You have to listen to me. We don’t have a lot of time. He’ll start to wonder where you went. They both get annoyed quite easily. If you don’t listen to me, you’ll never have his cock in you ever. Here’s what you’ll have to do...”

* * * * *
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WHEN THEY RETURNED, Adrian was mostly done with his meal—meaning both the porterhouse, which he had consumed elegantly and neatly, and the mastication of George Brick’s soul. Livia and Corinne were now on either side of Adrian, eagerly and openly stroking his cock. 

“All...all my money...” George wheezed, looking over the tattered remains of his tear-splattered steak. “A-and the company, too .Y-yes, Sir. Yes of course, Sir.”

They had been gone longer than Francesca realized. George had already signed away his company, his marriage, his fortune. Master closed the briefcase with the documents inside and nonchalantly handed them to Francesca. 

Meanwhile, the restaurant was in a state of absolute terror. Several guests were hiding under their table. The most attractive women had taken to fingering themselves openly in their seats and moaning worship, babbling similar to how Corinne did earlier but even more unhinged. 

Several brawls had broken out. Broken tables, chairs. Holes in the plaster from thrown bodies and smashed faces. Men competed with their checkbooks held high. Trying to be the first to deliver their worship. They knew their only value was monetary. 

There was a lot of blood—so close to the kitchen and all those knives. Lots of small displays of horrific carnage that might have been in a horror movie; none of it even fazed Francesca anymore. It was just normal; what happened when her Master and Mistress were around a crowd. 

There was a larger crowd outside, and more brawls happening there. Word had spread on social media that her Master and Mistress were present. Their lethal chauffeur kept a strict thirty-foot perimeter around their transport, but other than that, the crowds grew and grew.  

The winner of the men’s brawl to deliver the first check rushed Livia. Francesca casually backhanded him and snatched the check out of his outstretched hand in one smooth motion. He landed several feet away with an array of broken bones. Francesca allowed herself a moment to cum at her violent handiwork—Master loved that—and then turned her attention back to the table where Sophie was just sitting down.

Livia and Corinne seemed not to notice the rushing attacker or indeed anything happening in the microcosm of collapsing society, focusing entirely on the table and George. 

“Oh my god, is he crying?” Corinne was deeply excited. “Fuck, he’s such a pussy, oh my god.”

She was much more lucid now; far more lucid and aware. Her alterations had been swift. The most minor of her imperfections already well-handled—her hair just that much longer, her body thinner, her breasts larger and so on. Corinne was receptive, like Francesca had been. 

“Please,” George struggled to speak. “Corinne, darling, don’t say that. Such things...such hurtful things...”

“That’s the least of the hurtful things I’m going to say about you. Do you know,” she turned to Adrian, “that he’s never gotten it up for me? True story. He made me sleep in the fucking bed, and he would just jerk off next to me and cry. He was probably thinking about his old dead wife. Can you believe it? Do you see how fucking hot I am?”

“What a fucking loser,” Livia snapped. “I’d die too if I had to be his wife for very long. I can’t believe you stood him for so long.”

“Oh my god, right? I was so close to swearing off sex forever. But now I get to be with a real man.”

Her stroking of Master’s cock intensified. It was unreal that there was so much room for her long-digited hand and Livia’s, but there was. His cock was all-encompassing. Barely trying, Master lifted the table up off from the floor (despite it being bolted down) and shoved it to one side. It landed haphazardly on the man Francesca had injured. 

“Corinne...” George choked. “Darling, please...”

“I’m going to leave you, you stupid little bitch.”

This seemed to break George completely. He nodded eagerly. Maybe he thought his surrender would end it, but Francesca knew better. Surrender ended nothing. 

“Y-yes.” He shook. “Yes, I do-don’t deserve...d-deserve a wife...”

“Oh my god, the maggot admits it!” Corinne smiled furiously at her Master and Mistress. “Can you fucking believe it? What a pathetic waste of space. You’re such a fucking man, I can’t believe you broke him so easily. You’re God.”

This was going to get out of hand very quickly. George didn’t have long for this world—either from his incumbent stroke, heart attack, casual cruelty from Master, or all three. Sophie had to take advantage of this right now, or she would be left out forever. 

Francesca urged Sophie one last time with her eyes. Surreptitiousness did not come to her easily; she felt guilty just for trying. 

“Th-that’s right!” Sophie said at last. “Fucking pussy!”

She filled the space where the table used to be, prostrating herself before Master’s immense, double-stroked cock.

Corinne, amused, raised an eyebrow. 

“Oh wow, are you still here?”

“I almost wish I weren’t, because you sat me next to this fucking sad sack. I want to be up there with my new Daddy, on his lap and serving hi .”

“Is that right?” Corinne tilted her nose up. “It’s too bad—”

Livia, still stroking, hushed her—and Corinne went white as a sheet, fearing suddenly she had overstepped. 

“What else do you want, dearie?” Livia asked.

Being addressed so directly made Sophie’s world spin. “I-I-I want to fuck. I want to b-be fucked. I want to get away from this loser who couldn’t protect me from anything. I w-want to do whatever you say. I’ll do wh-whatever you say, just please, please let me se-serve you...”

Adrian nodded to Livia, who had captured Sophie’s gaze entirely. Livia, sliding off from the bench, took Sophie’s face in her hands. 

“I want to be closer to you,” Sophie whimpered. A puddle of lust formed underneath her. “You’re s-so pretty all the time and I just want us to like each other and I wish you were my Mommy and I m-m-miss having a Mommy s-so much...”

Adrian and Livia then worked together, taking her by the hips roughly and bending her over, shutting her up. Corinne attended him, holding Sophie’s hips steady.

George, watching all this, mere inches away from his daughter’s sweating, lust-mad face. He backed away, falling off the opposite bench, crawling to get away but unable to take his eyes off the sight. 

Adrian entered Sophie while George watched. The bigger man grinned at his defeated opponent, no doubt even harder knowing his victory was still growing in its triumph. From the sounds Sophie made, she was clearly a virgin. Master enjoyed the tightness of her cunt, encouraging Livia to shove her roughly back and forth in time with his own thrusts. 

“Oh my god, look at that!” Corinne wrapped her body against Master’s, speaking dark and hot. “He’s just fucking the shit out of your daughter right in front of you and you’re not doing anything, George! You stupid fucking beta cuck simp, how do you even live with yourself?”

He wouldn’t for very long. George clutched his chest. Something was wrenching in very wrong directions inside that hefty barrel he called a chest.

In the heated madness, Adrian nodded once at Francesca and then at George. Quickly, she grabbed the expiring man—he was rather large, but Master had made her strong—and tossed him roughly into a nearby booth out of sight. He would die alone. 

When she turned back to the scene of her Master and Mistress and their new slaves, she could see the venom rising in Livia’s countenance. 

“Fuck me, yes!” Sophie cried. “Oh my god! Thank you! Thank you! Oh my god, it’s so good, it’s so good!”

Francesca’s heart sank. This was all wrong. The second Sophie had received his cock, she clearly thought she’d done enough. Now she was taking advantage of her position, thinking she didn’t need to keep rubbing it in. Yes, for elegance’s sake, Francesca had dragged the dying man away. But for god’s sake, did Sophie think he was going to be deaf? 

If Livia were in Sophie’s position, she’d continue lashing at George until his heart attack turned into a stroke or an aneurysm—until Master had filled her up with twins. That was the thing about Francesca’s Master and Mistress—if it wasn’t good enough, then it wasn’t good enough. There was no room for compromise. They didn’t need to compromise on what they wanted.

“Fuck her, baby,” Corinne purred continuously. “Fuck his daughter. Fuck his company. Fuck his whole life. I want to know he’s dying while you fuck his legacy away. I want him to suffer for every. Last. Second.”

Naturally, Livia had fucked up Corinne’s mind in the bathroom to become Adrian’s total cock-worshiping slave. But nothing Livia could do in that limited time would bring out that sort of wicked cruelty unless it was there already—and she, Livia, and Adrian all knew that. 

Sophie didn’t. Not at all. Francesca had misread her potential, trying to apply what she wanted to create a different result than what had been apparent the whole time. 

The bitch came from a weak lineage, and so she was weak too. 

Just as it seemed like he might empty inside Sophie, Adrian slowed down his thrusts and exited her entirely before cumming all over her back. 

He snapped his fingers and Corinne was on him, licking off her stepdaughter’s juices from his impossibly thick, hard cock while it still floated between Sophie’s ass-cheeks. For several moments, the only sound was Corinne's enthused licking. Sophie, oblivious, seemed to be relishing the moment. Thinking that somehow being sprayed in his cum was a good thing. 

It was, up to a point. Master’s cum felt incredible. But it wasn’t a good thing if he could have easily sprayed inside of Sophie’s pussy. 

After taking a moment to catch his breath, Master turned his gaze to Francesca.

“Something you want to tell us, Francesca?”

Uh oh.

Now Livia looked at her. “You tried to help her, didn’t you?”

Francesca’s eyes went low. This was dangerous territory; Livia could ruin every part of Francesca’s life in an instant. She might even take away all her privileges for Master’s Cock. 

But she had to be honest. If she wasn’t it would all go wrong for her.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Sophie moaned on the floor. “Can I please cum?”

Everyone turned to her at once: “Shut up.”

Sophie, cowed, put her forehead on the floor.

Livia whipped back around to Francesca. “Why did you help her?”

“I...I...”

Livia grabbed her by the chin. “You need to tell me, right now, or we are going to have a problem.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Francesca spoke with clarity and suddenness. “I didn’t want Master to be displeased. I know that you both enjoy bullying girls when you want, but I also know that only happens when you are displeased with them in the first place. I thought if I could convince her to serve you well, the way you wanted, you might have a better time.”

“But you don’t really care about her?”

Sophie, whimpering on the ground, looked up at Francesca with pleading eyes. 

“Because we both like you, Francesca,” said Master. 

“Yes, that’s right.” Mistress nodded. “We say it all the time. Nothing is complete until you’re here with us. Don’t you remember that time Master snapped the neck of the caterer who tried to serve us before you arrived?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

It was one of her fondest memories, as a matter of fact.

“And gosh,” said Livia, “if you like Sophie, then we could just make her part of the team, couldn’t we?”

Master nodded. “It would be easy to clear away her imperfections.”

Sophie began licking Master’s shoes at this. “Please,” she whimpered. “I need to cum so bad. I need your cock. Need your cock so bad...”

Corinne, still licking Master clean, stepped on Sophie’s neck until she was quiet. 

“I mean,” Livia continued,  “Master and I had this big plan about making Corinne your new Mommy, but—”

“Mistress?”

Francesca almost—almost—blurted out what? But that would have been an affront. She had to stay so respectful. 

“Your head is all fucked up about your real mom,” said Master. “The way she abandoned you. It’s one of the reasons it’s been so easy to mold you.”

Francesca preened at this. She was easy to mold. She knew what happened to the ones who weren’t. The ones like Sophie. 

“So we thought, once we saw Corinne, what a mean queen dream she is...” Livia sighed, casually stroking Corinne’s hair as she sucked Master’s cock clean. “...wouldn’t she make a great Mommy for Francesca?”

“What a duo they’d be,” Master mused.

“But now you want Sophie around.”

“You want a little friend. A bestie. Is that right?”

“I—I—”

Image-heavy thoughts flooded Francesca’s mind. Waking up next to Mommy Corinne with Daddy Master’s cock between them. Licking and learning straight from Mommy. Mistress teaching them how to be the perfect pair for Daddy. Dressing one another in lingerie and heels; doing each other’s make-up in front of giant expensive mirrors. 

Shopping for expensive clothes and bullying the clerks into giving them free high heels and dresses even though they could easily pay for everything. Spending their nights curled up at Master and Mistress’s feet, fingerfucking each other like a good Mommy-Daughter pair and watching live video of their Mistress’s hand stroking up and down Master’s cock for hours and hours... 

“But if you don’t really care about her, then...” 

Master let the question hang in the air. 

“No, please,” said Francesca. “I’m sorry. I’m just—I’m so confused, a-and—”

“You don’t really care about her.”

Livia gripped Francesca’s face more firmly now, staring deep in her eyes. Taking a hold of her completely. 

“You don’t really care about her,” said her Mistress.

Last chance, but Francesca was already on board. 

“I don’t care about her.”

“Not at all.”

Francesca was so fucking wet.

“Not at all.”

“You’d rather have Corinne for a Mommy.”

“I’d rather have Corinne for a Mommy.”

That was all she wanted in the whole world.

“Sophie would just get in the way.”

“Sophie would just get in the way.”

She would! She was already in the way. Corinne had to step on her to clean Master’s Cock like a good girl. 

“She’s pathetic. You hate her.”

“She’s pathetic. I hate her.”

She did. She hated Sophie completely. She let the hate flow through her, fill her, bring her up to their level. 

What the fuck was wrong with Sophie? Hadn’t Francesca done everything she could? Hadn’t she stuck her neck out? Hadn’t she explained it all perfectly? And this was the thanks she got? Some fucking useless doormat cunt who couldn’t even say mean things without reading from a fucking script, god. 

And meanwhile, Francesca was being so fucking stupid about it that she was ignoring a true Mommy Hottie like Corinne? What the fuck—what a fucking maroon she’d been. 

Corinne popped over now, looping her arm around Francesca’s. She was clean head to toe, not a hint of the cum she’d just swallowed anywhere. Elegant. Regal. Just like Mistress. Just like Francesca. 

“Don’t you want me as a Mommy? Aren’t I pretty enough for it?”

Francesca thought she might melt. She nodded eagerly, aching for the change. Aching for Corinne. Aching for Mommy.

They pushed Sophie down and away from the clearing they’d made in the madness, laughing at her trying to avoid the broken dishes and spilled food on the floor. In the space they made, Corinne got on her back and spread her legs out wide. 

“I’m so happy I have a real daughter now,” Corinne said as Francesca knelt down next to her. “You’re the one I always wanted. You’re so much better than that pathetic fucking hag who would never measure up to what Daddy wanted.”

As Livia, Corinne, and Francesca held hands, Master shoved up inside of Corinne. His cock bulged massively inside her tiny frame. Drool filled Francesca’s mouth instantly, her tiny brain swimming in lust. 

Livia attended him to one side, urging him on. Her words were subaudible but Francesca knew the dark, sweet delights she dripped into her Master’s brain: 

Fuck her, Master. Fuck her, please. You’re so strong. No one can do what you do. I’m so in awe of you...

And then, for the first time, Master held out his hand, taking Francesca into him on the other side. Flanked by his two loves. He leaned over on top of Corinne, wrapping her legs up underneath his chest. Francesca instantly knew how to react. 

She mirrored Livia, making her voice low and steady and urgent most of all. 

“Please, Master, oh please. Please fuck my Mommy. Fuck her rotten, Daddy. Fuck her full of twins. Fuck her pregnant. Fuck her as hard as you can, she can take it. She was born to take it, look at her. You can do it. Fuck her, Daddy, oh please, oh please...”

Sometimes her Master lasted for hours. But between the multiple conquests tonight and also re-aligning Francesca’s family values, he seemed to have a hair trigger—or perhaps he just eagerly wanted to mark Corinne as his permanent property. Either way, he came hard, filling Corinne’s body with his brilliant load of hot white seed. 

Francesca watched, mind and body buzzing with pride, as Master came inside her new Mommy, again and again and again. 

She felt so complete. 

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

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

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

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

That was her job. And she loved it.

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

Just like her Master wanted.

* * * * *
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“HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW kid?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is she fucking high?” Aubrey asked. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Modeling for him. 

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

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

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

* * * * *
[image: image]


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.

# # #
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Harem Faerie Tales – Captured Princess
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The door bursts open, the lock broken by the helmeted head of one of the brutish guards who have kept me here for days now. Splinters fly everywhere, and though I probably should, I don’t avert my gaze. 

I’ve waited for this moment for so long. My rescuing prince, here at last. 

He steps in as if from a dream. Smoke billowing around his feet. An imposing figure: tall, helmeted, holding a heavy blade, helmeted, and clearly in excellent shape judging from the ease of his movement in his heavy, dusky blue armor. Smatterings of blood are visible along his sword and various armor pieces—but a tasteful amount. Not so much that it would be imprudent or gross to leap into his arms. Enough to let me know he’s fought and killed to save me.

My heart flutters, a tiny bird’s wings, thinking of that. Killing for me. Saving me. A quest for me. 

It’s just like one of the stories! 

I’m trapped—or have been trapped, I suppose, now that my hero is here—in this dungeon for days. It’s utterly awful. The bed is half as large as I’m used to—only a good nine feet by nine—and I’ve been suffering with three pillows instead of five. I’ve only had one servant to bathe me, and all the clothes are either from last year’s style or so terribly revealing that no respectable princess would ever wear them. They serve me fresh vegetables and fruit, can you believe it? Fruit! Like I'm some awful porker they're trying to get to drop weight when I'm already filthy hot and thin. 

Of course it’s the evil crone sorceress Sybille Le Fane who has captured me. That wicked, ugly bitch has been scheming for years, ever since my father tossed her out of his kingdom. Little does she know that capturing me will be her fatal mistake—the sorceress isn’t the only one with a trick or two up her sleeve. 

I mean I’m not wearing sleeves—the clothes here are so dated, like I said. This tiny gown is more fit for a ball from last year’s Winter Gala, bright white and with a deeply plunging, wide neckline. My Sir Knight can see all of my exquisite collarbones, my long neck, the delicate arrangement of my hair. I’ve been spending the mornings here in the woefully inadequate sunlight—nearly half of the windows in this parapet are north for goodness’ sake—making myself look pretty in case he arrived. 

Of course, I’m a princess, so looking pretty is quite easy for me. It always has been for the girls in my bloodline. It’s said we’re descended from the consorts of the warrior god, his blonde winged Valkyries. With how naturally tall, fit, busty, and blonde I am, you’d believe it to see me. 

The entered knight tosses away the corpse of the guard—a complete savage, only sneaking me three or four special treats a day—and takes a long look at me up and down. Such a look would call for execution from a peasant; from this obviously noble knight, however, I can feel a flush rising up from my sensational cleavage all the way up to my ears. My breasts heave in their tight confines. I'm afraid this dress may burst at an inopportune moment, the fabric is so clingy and thin. He can see the gentle edges of my rib cage, the inviting protrusions of my hip bones.

“My knight!” I clasp my hands to my rising breasts, keeping his eyes there. “I’m so thrilled you’re here! You come to rescue me?”

“Aye.”

He is a man of few words. That is fine by me; I would love a husband who will not talk much. A man of action. Lovely; wonderful. 

“May I see you, Sir Knight? May I know the face of the one who has saved my day?”

He shrugs and lifts his helm up. I squeal delightedly; he’s smashingly handsome. Dark-eyed, dark haired, and a ruggedly handsome face like I’ve always dreamed of. 

“Oh, Sir Knight? May I kiss you? May I please, please kiss you in thanks for your rescue?”

He shrugs, again, nodding. “Aye.”

I shall cure his ambivalence with enthusiasm!

I press my body into his, knowing the feel of my tight, young, eighteen year-old body must be a delicate comfort after such a long, hard quest as his. Our lips meet, tongues intermingling. His hands—at first slightly unsure—come closer around me. He drops his helm and presses the pommel of his sword deep into the cheeks of my rear, hiking my body up into his. 

It’s a lovely, sensational, amazing kiss. I frankly think I must very nearly be in love. It’s so lovely to be there at last—at last! As a wealthy, beautiful, land-owning teenage princess, I feel like I never get what I want. It's so lovely, too, that he's clearly a fighter. I must admit to being rather turned on by the bloodshed done in my name; it's so exciting to be wanted so badly. This moment is so, so perfect, but still I must ask...

“Sir Knight?” 

I pull away from him briefly. His eyes smolder and I’m tempted to kiss him again; he clearly wants me to do just that. 

“Of course, you know I am Princess Marjorie Bernadotta. But who, might I ask, are you?”

“I am Prince Vincent,” he says. Smiling just slightly. “Of Terandren.”

I gasp. How scandalous. 

I thought at worst he would be some minor land-holding noble from a house I barely recognized. But this is even worse. Houses Terandren and Bernadotta have been feuding for years. 

Both of our lands are so completely wealthy and enormous that our border skirmishes have been often compared to the all-out wars of other, lesser families. It’s a shame that hundreds and sometimes even thousands of peasants and common people must die to preserve the sanctity of our respective familial estates, but sanctity is rather important, and it’s not as if those peasants were doing anything truly important. If they were, why would they be peasants?

“Do-does...your father know?” I ask. “Does mine?”

“No one knows. No one else was man enough to risk the journey here. Just me.”

I melt inside a little. My mind is racing, thinking still of the scandal this will create. Obviously, I must marry him and carry his children—he is a prince and he has now rescued me from an evil sorceress. It’s rather expected that I be his merry wife for ever after. 

But...how would this possibly work?

Before I can think about it too long, he kisses me again—and once again I melt. It’s very easy to kiss him, so utterly dashing, and I must confess with my heavy tits crushing against his armored chest, my tiny frame so completely feather-light in his massive, strong arms, I must be a tempting target. 

One hand goes down further, alongside my leg, search, tugging up the fabric. 

He wants me. Wants me now. 

I’ve heard other ladies of the court say that after a battle, their man’s blood is up and the first thing he wants is sex. “A good fuck,” Lady Jocasta will call it, but she is rather foul-mouthed, as I’m sure you’ve heard if you know anything at all. 

I want him. Obviously. I’ve never had an orgasm before, but I’ve heard they are ever so delightful, and I’m quite sure that a man as tall, muscular, and handsome as Vincent must be deeply skillful at handing them out. The way he looks at me, touches me, kisses me, makes me feel that he would pin me down and take me completely. Disregarding my needs. Forcing what he wanted out of me. Maybe even choking me...

It all sounds so deeply romantic. I’m sure I would have my very first orgasm from his passionate disregard for me. There is nothing a proper lady loves more than to know she is nothing but a tool for her lord’s pleasure.

But he is not my lord yet, and we are not out of the proverbial woods yet. 

“My lord,” I protest. His hands traveling up my toned, fit leg. “My Prince.” His kisses along my neck are so sweet. They make my head become dreamy and forgetful and hot. “Your Highness—!”

His hand stops just short of my sacred entrance at my inner thigh.

“Did you kill everyone here?”

He shakes his head. “There are still plenty about.”

After a moment, squeezing, fingernails biting into my soft untouched flesh, he withdraws.  He pulls out a small root from a pouch at his waist and chews it quickly; some kind of pain reliever, perhaps? He has been fighting an awful lot.

“You’re right,” he says finally. “Not as giggle-headed as you look, are you?”

I feel a little thrill at the complement. He thinks I’m smart. Or at least smarter than I look! The Terandrens are known for their progressive views, I suppose. How lovely to have a husband who might listen to me!

“We must leave, and quickly. And then, when we’re away...I’ll have my way with you.”

I let out a sound of anguish, wanton need, and delight. A terrified, desperate giggle, perhaps? I want him badly. I want him in me. I’ve never wanted that before. But we must be married first. I’ll have to be very firm with him. From what I can tell, firm is something he's rather used to.

But...

“We can’t leave. Not yet.”

“Why is that?”

“Sybille le Fane. The hag. She’ll track us. Hunt us.”

“I’ve killed her soldiers already. I can kill some more.”

“She’ll hunt us with magic, your Highness.”

He frowns. “Can I stab it?”

It's so fortunate he's found me. How was he able to even do that without me to guide him? I'm not sure my fair prince is a fighter in the brains department. 

“You can do something better.” I put my hands on his face. “You can stab her. What she doesn’t know is that when she captured me, I managed to secret away a small phylactery without her knowledge.” It’s disguised as a necklace, but layered in protective ritualistic runes and spells. A small silver cylinder wrapped with leather cord and drawn about my neck in lovely silver chain. I draw it out from my cleavage and hold it for him to take. “We break it in her presence, and her magic will be useless.”

“Then I stab her?”

“Then you stab her...” I slide my leg up his. “And then, your Highness, you’d be free to stab me.”

He clearly gets the double-meaning. 

I’m sure he’ll be deeply disappointed when I delay him to wait until marriage, but perhaps I can hold him off by taking him in my mouth? 

Lady Jocasta says some women even quite enjoy it, though I’m sure that’s just because she’s from a ruddy, peasant-filthy bloodline that hasn’t had a good marriage in over a hundred years. Still, I will “suck him off” if it means my virginity is sacred until our wedding night, as it should be. 

“I don’t know,” he says. “Never fought a sorceress before.”

“Are you afraid?”

He bristles. “I’ve seen men turned inside out from magic. Of course I’m cautious.”

“The phylactery will work. I promise. It’s guaranteed.” I draw him toward me again and kiss his chin. “It would be such a lovely wedding present, that ugly sorceress’s head on a platter. She’s been hounding me for years. She sent dogs to one of my birthday parties, can you believe it?”

“Like, big dogs?”

“Mangy dogs, wanting to eat table scraps and spreading fleas. She’s a menace. And she's absolutely horrid to look at. Warts. Scraggly hair. Awful skin. The lot.”

“What’s her problem with you?”

“It’s not with me in particular, though I rather hate her as I should, as a loyal daughter to my father. He rejected her advances, once upon a time. He instead devoted himself to my mother. She’s been sore about it ever since.”

I can see he is still mulling it over.

“Speaking of my father...” I say, as if suddenly remembering. “He will greatly appreciate your assistance in this small matter of revenge killing...should you be interested in increasing my dowry?”

I can practically see the gold filling his eyes. It’s a sad state of affairs that simply asking your newly betrothed to kill a woman for you isn’t an automatic “yes,” but as a noble woman, I’m well-educated in the art of negotiation.

He shrugs. “All right. Let’s kill the ugly bitch.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


HEADING UPSTAIRS, THERE’S very little resistance. A few of the guards see me and wave happily, asking to introduce themselves to my new friend. They want to show me the gifts they’ve gotten me. These hapless fools have been in love with me—as most men are—from the moment of seeing me. I'm so painfully pretty, even I have a hard time looking away from my reflection most of the time. As such, they’ve tried to enhance the desolation of my stay with this dastardly sorceress Le Fane. 

After Vincent slays them brutally at my insistence, I pick through the gore with a fireplace poker and take a look at what they purchased for me. It’s trite, meaningless trash—a silk blanket here, a pair of pearl earrings there. 

You see? This horrid place. Not an ounce of class. I’m a princess; I’m to be the queen some day—especially if I’m married to Vincent Terandren! I’m supposed to subject myself to the gifts of these peasant-minded guards like some common girl? 

At least by now, it must be rather clear to you what a torture this has been. Sybille Le Fane is a plague on my life, and the sooner she’s out of the picture, the better. 

I follow Vincent downstairs and through a series of hallways and rooms, each more luxurious than the last. 

We enter one room that is practically all bed, a vast mattress featuring silk sheets and heavy, perfumed pillows. Several beautiful, sleeping women stir when they hear us enter, smiling dreamily at Vincent and beckoning him to join them. The sheets fall from their bodies to reveal naked, pale skin beneath. Their bodies have no hair besides the luxurious manes atop their heads, and their skin is so polished and shiny it appears almost wet. At the sight of my Prince, that wetness becomes an obvious reality, as they spread their legs and show him their glistening, juice-covered folds to draw him in.

Another foul spell of temptation by that dratted sorceress! I push myself against my betrothed, gripping his codpiece with abandon. 

“Surely,” I say softly, “my Prince is not tempted by such tawdry tarts as these? Would they even have virginity to take, like mine? Would their dowry be so very impressive?”

They're hardly tawdry, and I can't even say truly if they are tarts, but he takes my meaning and we carry on.

The castle is beautifully furnished and arranged, room after room—and more rooms promise even more women. I urge Vincent to hurry us through, afraid that le Fane's sorcery is becoming more powerful as we travel. Grand artworks fill the hallways featuring lewd acts by gorgeous angels worshiping a crowned man. In some, he sits upon a mountain with a lap full of adoring beauties overlooking a world on fire. 

Finally we come to the court itself, entering through a wide wooden double-door, ornately carved with runic imagery of huge-breasted nymphs chasing one after another. I find it positively blasphemous that a wild-blooded sorceress would be so devastatingly arrogant to create a court for herself, but here we are. 

The first thing to notice is the singing. A chorus of heavenly voices fill the vast operatic space with beautiful verse, something about worshiping a King. The acoustics are impeccable, incredible amounts of wooden paneling creating just the right reverberations. Pleasant, heady incense fills the air, no doubt the terrible, evil bitch preparing some awful spell to make the lives of others worse. 

I would happily throw away the lives of dozens of peasants just to stop her. Hundreds!

“There,” I point to the end of the hall, a hundred yards away. “She’s there, you see?”

She waits, obscured for the moment by a crowd of attendants—the ones doing the singing. He can hardly not see, but I’m a little afraid my betrothed is somewhat slow on the uptake. I can’t tell all the way if he’s truly dim-witted or just prefers taciturnity, but I’ve known enough strong warriors to assume it’s the former. 

I can work with that, of course. One doesn’t need to be smart to be a king, only noble. Dumb kings are why the gods made counselors, after all. He just needs to be strong and willing to pin me down in the bedroom and make me feel like I can never escape...and I’ll be perfectly happy.

My thoughts are increasingly sexual the more I’m around him; I have to confess to be developing something of a hard crush on my rescuing prince. I already wanted him to bed me, naturally, but over the hour or so of our escape, I cannot stop wanting it now. The thought of his stiff, thick member sliding up my thighs, across my virgin folds, breaking down the wall of my entrance for the very first time...

I let out a long, breathy, lusty titter. 

“What’s that?” he asks. 

I just stare back at him and giggle. It feels good to be a giggly, happy little girl around him. When he waits, patiently, for an answer, I struggle for the words. 

“N-nothing,” I smile. “You’re just so handsome. I cannot wait for our wedding night, my love.”

He smirks a little and shrugs, clearly knowing this isn’t quite the time. If we're due to be married anyway, perhaps it doesn't matter if he fucks me rotten ahead of time?

Ahead of us, perfectly formed white marble tiles interlock with bright red, lacquered stone, forming an intricate magical symbol of some kind. It looks rather like a sun with a crown around it. At the far end of the hall is a massive, empty throne. It is clean, sleek, steel; clearly made for some kind of giant. The crowd of attendants parts and faces our approach. Next to the throne, in a tall, high-back velvet-cushioned chair of a High Counselor, is the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.

Sybille Le Fane has her long legs crosses and arms up as she conducts the women’s choir before her. Her face, gorgeously defined, is bright and cheery and intense as she listens to and watches them. Bright, big eyes such a deep cloudy gray-blue they seem almost violet. Full, lovely lips. Her crimson gown, smashingly cut, with substantial cleavage pressed tightly together by its form-hugging fabric, reveals everything. Bone structure, cup size, inches between her thighs can all be easily seen and estimated from what she shows—and somehow she’s so beautiful with such aplomb and grace that the revealing outfit still looks regal. Her hair, thick and dark as gathering shadows before dawn, seems to float around her body. It’s so completely thick on top that even I feel an undeniable urge to run my fingers through its silky, smooth mass.

She leads the gaggle of singers—all of whom are also uniquely gorgeous and sporting wings sprouting from their backs. There are twelve of them, plus Le Fane. Redheads. Blondes. Brunettes. Pale. Dark. Exotic. So many varieties of beauty. At first I thought they were wearing the wings somehow, some kind of harness or something—but they wear only delicate lingerie or backless gowns. That they truly have giant, feathery wings is undeniable, living real-life angels. 

Or Valkyries.

They move as they sing, expanding outward into a wide circle as their music swells. I notice I can hear instruments, but I can’t seem to see them.

Foul sorcery, of course. Using her dirty magic to...to...create beautiful music that makes me feel happy and giggly. Something is definitely wrong here!

It's a great tune though. And I do love the idea of worshiping my King with all that I have...

Like Le Fane, the “angels” wear tall heels that accentuate the turn of their calves and the shape of their ass. All of them seem so long and fit. Unlike Le Fane, their tight, tiny outfits are entirely sheer. Each of them is so fantastically built that looking at them, while erotic to the extreme, also feels like witnessing some kind of art display.

All the winged beauties turn and look at the two of us. At first I’m afraid, suspecting some kind of incoming attack. But as we get closer, I can see they’re not actually looking at us.

They’re looking at him: at Vincent.

Their eyes are full of desire; they want him. Their breasts heave in their tiny, sheer outfits, letting out heated breaths with the lust for his presence. They continue the song, more passionate than ever, eyes locking on his armored form. 

A king, I think dimly. They’re singing for a king.

It’s then I realize we’ve made a terrible mistake.

“Darling,” I gulp and grab his hand. “I think we should go, actually.”

“Go? We’re here.” He points with his sword. “That’s her? You said she was ugly.”

She’s obviously anything but. We’re about twenty feet away from the throne and Sybille and all the girls now, and it’s obvious that she’s doing some kind of toying with us. 

“Y-yes. It must be an illusion to trick you. We should go and as soon as possible, a-and—” 

He keeps walking forward. I tug his arm as hard as I can, but he’s so strong and I’m just a weak little girl, a pathetic little know-nothing princess who thought she was special somehow and—

I shake my head. Where are these thoughts coming from? I’m so confused. I’m so turned on. I’m horny, as Jocasta would say. It feels scandalous to admit, but I’m burning with that special, deep, penetrating need for a special deep penetration—and I’m deeply aware only Vincent will be able to satisfy me. 

“Go ahead,” he says. “She’s hotter than I’d like to kill, but use your phylactery thing. Turn off her magic stuff.”

I whimper. All I have to do is crush the phylactery and its effects will be known. The old woman at the fair promised me. I try and try to crush it, but I’m just not strong enough. 

Vincent is. He's strong enough to do anything. I'm so lucky to belong to him. Or be betrothed to him? Or something? He's so strong, it's so hard to think. I'm just a silly girl. A silly, pretty girl with weak hands and a weak little mind.

I put it in Vincent’s hands. “D-darling, would you?”

Sybille stands and cuts off the singing with a glance, as if she was waiting for me to do exactly this. 

“Ah, she’s given it to you. At last.”

I’m confused. Everything is so confusing and Sybille is so pretty and gosh, do I want to fuck her too?

“What?”

I barely recognize my own voice; it’s so light and breezy, bracketed with giggles and heavy, ready-to-drool saliva. The drool gathers more and more; soon it will be forming a puddle in my cleavage.

“Silence, girl. This is between myself and your handsome ‘rescuer.’” She steps down her chair and toward Vincent, sliding her gloved arms around his neck. “May we please speak, Your Highness?”

He looks down at the phylactery and then back at her. 

“I don’t know. I’m supposed to break this thing and kill you. You’re secretly ugly, right?”

All the angels behind Sybille start laughing; Sybille joins them for a moment and it’s even more beautiful than the singing just moments before. Seeing all their smiling faces, my pussy throbs and sings, aching to cum. It's so hot to see sexy women happy.

Sybille settles finally, rolling her eyes and wiping a joyful tear from the corner of one. 

“Of course she would tell you that, my King. She wants me dead because her whole family has wanted me dead for a generation.” 

“She said her father rejected you.”

Her ethereally gorgeous face contorts with laughter once again. “Rejected? A mortal man, rejecting me? You can’t be serious.”

Up close to her incredible beauty, I can see what a ridiculous story it was. But my father told me it was so. Why would he lie?”

“I rejected him, that stupid square-headed poltroon. He couldn’t get over it. Not having me drove him rather mad, actually. And he’s hardly the first. I’ve been waiting for a real man. I’ve been waiting for you. So no, this is no illusion—this is who I am. What I am. Here—take my hand. Feel me...as much as you desire.”

I try to protest, but my voice comes out only in a startled, muffled squeak and then a helpless giggle as I squeeze my tit and slide my nipple between my thumb and forefinger.

Vincent takes off one of his armored gauntlets and takes her hand. Her skin is obviously smooth and soft to dizzying extremes. He takes his time caressing her, feeling her up her arm and all the way to her delicate, pointy shoulder bone. 

“As much as you desire, my King.”

She takes his hand and slides it down across the front of her body, dragging his fingertips across her plump breasts and down farther across the bones of her pelvis before dragging it back up to her face, slipping her lips over his thumb and nipping it just slightly. 

Somewhere in all of this, I’ve fallen to my knees. It just feels like such a good place to be when I’m in front of Mistress, I mean Mistress Sybille, I mean my Mistress, Sybille Le Fane. 

Why oh why can’t I just call her what she obviously is, a terrible, terrible, terrible...

As I stare, she looks down and smirks at me, giving Vincent’s thumb one last lick from a perfectly formed tongue. 

Terribly sexy woman I’m totally crushing on?

“Seems real to me.” Vincent’s voice is coated in lust. 

“I am. We all are, as a matter of fact.” She waves to the smiling, gathered angels all around. “I’ve gathered the most beautiful girls in the lands to be ready for you whenever you finally made your appearance.”

“You what?”

The gathered angels pull in tighter. They seem hesitant, but not out of apprehension. Rather, they stare, overwhelmed with lust, hardly able to move forward without their pussies exploding with orgasmic pleasure at the presence of their man. Twelve pairs of gorgeous, heavy, milk-filled tits jiggle with excitement behind sheer lingerie and tiny dresses as they inch closer and closer and closer, oohing and aahing in soft supplication.

“The girls here, and of course the girls you passed on the way here? They all belong to you. I gathered them for you. I fucked up their minds on you. On your image. Your scent. Your voice. Your cock...” her hand grips his codpiece—but I know he can feel it much more intimately than when I touched it. “...they want all of it. Need all of you. They’re obsessed with you. Romantically. Erotically. Materially. Their whole lives revolve around your happiness and your hard cock. They can’t remember a time when they were anything else, that’s how much I’ve fucked their minds. And naturally...they seemed so happy when I did it to them...well.” She gives him an eager, aching look. “I just had to find out for myself how it felt to want someone so badly. And I’m so glad I did.”

“You...” 

Vincent gazes at her, at this harem gathered for him, in disbelief. There’s a glint to Sybille’s eyes he only just seems to notice. A maniacal eagerness, an unending circle of desire and lust and obsession in her countenance as she hangs her emotions on his every last reaction. She knows she’s hot—but it’s only because he knows she’s hot that such confidence runs through her veins.

“You did this to yourself?”

Sybille shrugs. “It’s lonely being an immortal sorceress. I wanted someone to share the power with. But power is so fickle...and it can only be owned by one. So the choice was simple, after all my centuries of research. An eternity alone with immense power, or an eternity in service to my love beyond all loves, who himself is immensely powerful? I tried being alone. I was awful at it. And falling in love with you was magically simple, after I completed the right rituals. Now I belong to you...” she pushes herself against him again. “...body, mind, and soul...if you’ll have me.”

“Uh.” Vincent is mostly looking at her tits. They’re gorgeous. “Right.”

“I know this feels spur of the moment to you, my King. You wanted to come here to prove yourself, show that you’re a real man. And mmmhmm, are you ever. Isn’t he, girls?”

“Yes, Mistress!” they all chorus. 

Not fair! I would have said it too if I had known that was the thing to do. I try to make up for it by saying it over and over to myself, looking at pretty pretty Sybille being so completely pretty as she talks with my darling betrothed:

Yes, Mistress.

Yes, Mistress.

Yes, Mistress.

“But...well, I may have had a hand in influencing you to come. I can do that—influence, corrupt, convince. I’m quite good at it. Aren’t I, girls?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

This time I join in. Both Vincent and Sybille look at me and raise an eyebrow.

“See? I knew all about your coming into this world. I followed you intently for a long time. I helped your diet and exercise along. I made sure you bedded all the girls you lusted after. I wanted you cocky, fit, and headstrong. You can think of me maybe like a third parent...although one you want to fuck only slightly more than your other stepmother.”

Vincent’s back stiffens at that little revelation. I don’t see the big deal? We’re nobles; we keep things in the bloodline; it’s perfectly natural. Besides, what woman wouldn’t want to drop to her knees and worship at Vincent’s altar of cock? He’s so handsome. I’m so rather deeply in love. I think—

“Hush, Princess,” says Sybille. “The adults are talking.”

I gulp, having had no inkling that I was just speaking out loud. 

“Yes, my darling,” Sybille continues. “I know about that. I know everything about you. I know you want your father’s kingdom. I know you have a filthy large libido.” She’s behind him now, guiding his gaze to the gathered angels. “I know you need to fuck woman, after woman, after woman, after woman after woman after woman to be satisfied. And even then, you need more. I know you found a special root to help you focus so you wouldn’t just fuck the princess the moment you found her, whether she consented or not.” 

Her hand slides across his armor, and the ties holding his codpiece disintegrate. She quickly is stroking his massive, thick naked cock, obviously indicating that she would have been just fine if he’d had his way with me regardless of if I consented. 

Me too, to be honest. 

The angels, watching him being stroked by Sybille, moan. A few drop to their knees, unable to help themselves at the sight of his hard cock. I know that my own fingers work furiously against my crotch, rubbing and aching. I’ve never really masturbated before, but I’m so incredibly wet now, looking at my Mistress and my prince, my King, my KING...

“And,” Sybille continues, stroking him urgently, her voice become disastrously dark, “I know the root is wearing off, my King, and that you’re all out.”

“You keep calling me that. I’m not the king.”

“Well...not yet, perhaps. But soon. If you want. Your incredible martial prowess. My magical power at your side. Guiding you. Helping you in all your endeavors. How would you not become king?”

“King...”

He’s considering it.

“That’s right.” Her hand strokes him so ably. She is back in front of him know, letting him stare down her dress, his massive cock sandwiched up against her tits. “King, with a harem of angels to delight and appease and breed for you. A sorcerous queen who will worship your cock like the totem of virility it is. A kingdom that will last the ages, revolving around the beautiful women who will stop at nothing to bring you pleasure...all you have to do is smash that little vial there.” 

She taps the phylactery is in hand. 

“That won’t uh, like, rob your powers?”

“No, no. That was the illusion. I sold that to our princess here for a hefty sum. I used it to fund much of my travels while I went out and enslaved fresh new virgins to adore you when the time came.” Her stroking slows to a deliriously hot, glacial pace while she explains. “I could have just given it her, she was so desperate to have it, but I thought she would trust its supposed efficacy more if she paid a lot for it. Besides, I thought it was absolutely delicious that she pay a kingdom’s ransom for a bit of magic which both funded more girls for the harem of the man who would take everything from her and would make her that man’s slave.”

“My slave?”

He looks at me now, biting at one lip. Considering. 

Considering...what?

Adrenaline bursts into my veins. My thoughts slide back to me. Considering making me...?

He can’t be considering! How dare he! I’m a princess! A princess of a great and noble house!

I try to insist that he dare not do any of this, not him or his big hot muscles or his massive beautiful cock, but it comes out only as a simple, happy giggle. Words failing me. My body failing me. I try to run away, and instead I just grab a tit, giggle, and feel a gaping, desperate need in my silly little bimbo princess pussy. 

Two other angels hold me by the shoulders, pinning me in place. Visually announcing to Master, I mean, my King Master—that is to say, my King Master Vincent that I’m his to take as he likes, no matter how fucked or unfucked my brain is. Nothing and no one can stop him—and in fact this entire castle full of gorgeous women will actively encourage him!

“I don’t know,” he says, while Sybille dissolves off more of the ties holding his armor in place. His body, soon naked, is exquisitely muscled from head to toe. “She’s hot and everything. And so are you. For sure. Hotter than her, even, and that’s saying something. And all you other girls, you’re real pretty too. But...” he shrugs. “Seems wrong, doesn’t it? Enslaving girls. Fucking slaves. Binding people with magic.”

“Morality is for the weak, my love, which you definitely are not.” She holds him close, stroking his now-bare chest. “Besides, we hardly have to stop with this princess. What about that beautiful stepmother who doesn’t seem to pay you enough attention, who’s all caught up with that silly little father of yours?”

The sorceress, waving her hands, begins to weave the scene with illusion. The air shimmers.

We find ourselves in a bedroom that must belong to the Prince. It is furnished in a heavily masculine way—the heads of great beasts on the walls and heavy furs on the floor. A fire roars on one wall. 

Two of the angels step forward, puppets under Sybille’s expert control, perfectly sliding into the illusion before the Prince. The two very real slaves look up at my Prince with the faces of the two women he covets most—his beautiful young stepmother and her adopted daughter. But royal tradition dictates that he knows them entirely as his mother and sister, Rebeka and Aileen.  

Rebeka is blond, busty, with fiery blue eyes and a gorgeous matronly face; she reminds me of what I’ll look like when I get older. Aileen looks quite similar to her, in fact, but has darker hair and her eyes are a much icier shade of blue. Despite shifting their appearance to look like the Queen and Princess, these two angels still wear the delicate sheer lingerie from before—only their faces change, and it’s clear that Vincent sees them exclusively as Rebeka and Aileen.

“Fuck.” He gulps. “You can...them too?”

“Why not? I’ve got all these other girls, haven’t I?” She snaps her fingers, and Rebeka and Aileen kneel down next to me. “I fucked up the minds of so many girls for you, my King. Beautiful, beautiful girls. Of course, I had to experiment. Does that excite you?”

It does. His cock spurts out a jet of precum as Aileen and Rebeka slide their hands over his thick shaft. They need both their hands to reach all the way around his massive girth.

“Some girls had to die for me to figure out the process. Others were driven insane. Insane with lust for you. They didn’t last long either, poor things...dying so in love with you and without knowledge of your perfect cock...” she giggles wickedly. “Hundreds had to perish before I perfected the process that brought these girls before you now. I think that’s rather hot. Don’t you?”

She guided Aileen’s mouth over his cock and he gasped, nodding. “Yeah. Fuck. Yeah.”

Sybille seems truly excited by this admission. “Truly? You don’t mind that my morality is a bit...spotty?”

“It’s not spotty.” He takes Aileen by the end and slides deeper in, looking deep in the eyes of Rebeka. “So...so real...” he gasps, clearly taken aback with the head-swimming lust of fucking what completely appears to be his sister with his mother encouraging him. “...your morality is black as night.”

“And?”

Sybille looks at him with open vulnerability; for the first time, I truly see all the obsession on her face. She has been corrupted entirely by her own spell in her love for Vincent, but that doesn’t mean who she was is gone; it just belongs to him now, whether he will have her or not. 

“And it’s so fucking sexy,” he growls, pulling out of Aileen’s mouth and shoving into Rebeka’s. “Fuck. You’re going to fuck up their minds for real for me, aren’t you?”

She crushes herself against him with abandon. “Yes, my King!”

“Fuck up their minds forever?”

“Yes, my King!”

He loses control, emptying his load inside of Rebeka’s mouth completely. She takes as much as she can, but he is cumming load after load of intense, Sybille-fueled lusty seed, and it’s clear that even a supernaturally-gifted girl can only take so much of my Master King’s perfect seed. 

I’m so fucking lucky to witness this. His cock is mere inches from my face. He pulls out from Rebeka with a heavy schlucking sound and shoves back inside of Aileen, emptying the rest of his available seed into her eager, eighteen year-old throat. Sybille, watching his madly lustful orgasm, whimpers with eager orgasmic glee, cumming several times to his one just from watching him cum. 

I still haven’t cum—though I want to horribly. I can’t seem to make my fingers do it right; I get the feeling I’m being prevented from doing so by Sybille. But, she is my Mistress, so I must trust her; all her decisions are beautiful and amazing. That’s why I love kneeling before her and why I love absolutely everything about her. When I’m married to my Prince, I shall make sure she has a place of high honor. 

Finally, when Vincent stops twitching and settles, he pulls out of Aileen’s mouth and examines her closely from one side to another. He does the same to Rebeka, trying to find the flaw in the illusion. The illusion of his bedroom has gone away, replaced with the throne room. But for the girls appearing as his mother and sister, for now, at least, the transformation is total and final. 

He pulls out the phylactery from the pile of his discarded clothing. “So just crush the thing, and that’s it?”

Sybille tilts an eyebrow my way.

“Then you have to fuck her.”

My heart nearly bursts from joy. 

“Fuck her...not you?”

Sybille bites a lip. She is clearly tempted. 

“When I am your queen, I shall service you nightly with my mouth or the mouths of anyone you desire, my King. My cunt shall be your personal property. I cannot wait. I’m aching for it. I dream of it and have dreamt of it for nights and nights and nights and nights and nights...but...”

“But what?”

She smiles at me, an evil thing. “I must be your wife first. You wouldn’t respect me if I just threw my virginity away at the first chance, would you?”

The adrenaline pumps back into my head, my entire body. 

No.

No! 

She’s taking this too! Taking my fairy tale! Taking my story! My dream of being fucked brutally and completely on my wedding night. Not only will I not get it, but the bitch who is taking it from me is the one who will? This is too much!

Outraged, I immediately try to stand, slap him in the face, spit in her face, and storm out. I expect most of the angels will follow me; they're clearly awaiting revolution. 

Instead, of course, I rip my dress off completely and slide back onto my ass, spreading my legs, giggling and moaning for his cock. 

Vincent, a kind soul, begins to oblige me—dropping down to the ground and snatching up my legs underneath his arm pits. His cock rests for a moment on my bare cunt. All the hair I’d once had on my crotch has disappeared somehow; it was there this morning. I suppose my love for my King dissolved it? Real women are bare down there anyway; men require slick, hot, bare cunts for ease of entrance and the advertisement of availability. 

His cock is enormous on top of my torso, our ridiculous size disparity laid as bare as my body. The gathered angels moan in appreciation of his length and thickness. 

“So you will fuck her, and wait until our marriage night?” Sybille asks.

Vincent shrugs. 

“I don’t know. You really put a lot together for me. I think I’d respect you no matter what.”

“Then I should hardly want your opinion of me to become lesser. Besides...in the meantime, I shall fill your days with as many mouths, cunts, hands, and tits that you desire. That will need to be enough.”

He slaps his cock across my belly, nearly at full-mast once again. Despite everything, he looks undecided. Princes are nearly as spoiled as princesses.

“You’ll fuck your mother,” she whispers into his ear. “Your sister. We’ll annihilate every claim to the throne that isn’t yours, together. I’ll push on your hips while you impregnate this sexy little tart of a princess here...and all I’m asking in return is my little girl dream to only be fucked brutally, completely, and endlessly by you in a week’s time, when I am a virgin on my wedding night. Please?”

She shows real and true want for this—she wants to wait until the wedding night. The ultimate expression of all the obsession she ensorcelled herself with.

“Yeah...all right.”

The phylactery grinds to dust in his tight grip. Vincent then grabs my hips and thrusts roughly into me, sending shockwaves through my body that send pleasure and pain intertwining throughout. I crave his dominance, his masculine prowess, his strength. He is bigger and better than me in every way. 

He finds his sweet spot quickly, hitting it just right with the head of his immense cock every time to draw out gasp after gasp from me. My mouth hangs open, drool spilling from my puffy lips as he continues to drive into me with more intensity than I've ever experienced before. 

My virginity is there and gone in less than a second; he pushes past it like it is nothing at all. Before the indomitable might of his cock—all will kneel. All will supplicate. I know that now. 

The angels around us spread their wings wide in appreciation of Vincent's passionate fucking, cheering him on. 

"Fuck her, Master."

"You deserve her."

"You deserve to fuck her princess pussy, Master."

"You're our King. You deserve this."

"You deserve this and so much more!"

Sybille and the rest of them push their delicate hands, tits, and bodies into his back, hips, and waist to encourage him on and drive him deeper into my depths. He is a beast unleashed, pounding into me with a vicious intensity that only seems to grow as time passes.

Sybille murmurs in his ear as she pushes against him—promises of pleasure and devotion, of unwavering commitment and love. He responds in kind with faster, more powerful thrusts that echo around the room.

These small touches of external assistance only increase my pleasure tenfold, though I can hardly survive the amount I'm being given by his cock alone. The added incentive is enough to push me over the edge.

Vincent thrusts deeply as an orgasm washes over me in wave after wave before he pulls out with an animalistic roar and sends his cum spilling huge white ropes deep inside me. I'm filled with a joy I never thought possible, feeling his impregnating seed spray against my insides. 

My womb is a temple in its own right now.

I cry out in blissful agony as Vincent slams into me once more before finally pulling out with a groan of satisfaction. He slides off me onto the floor beside Sybille, who pulls him close for a deep, hot, needful kiss. 

"I love you," she moans to him. "Thank you so much for fucking your princess."

I want to thank him too, but I can't speak. My brain is melted, hot mush—and other girls are lining up in front of me to be next. Vincent needs to fuck so much, so many, and I can't blame the angels for needing him. Nothing has ever felt as good as my King inside me.

A trio of my angelic sisterslaves kneel before him and start to lick his thick meat with happy, obedient tongues. It is no time at all before he is hard again. 

On my back, I feel the beginnings of small nubs beginning to form inside my shoulder blades.

Wings. Like the other angels!

It’s just like a fairy tale.

# # #
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Succ-U-Bus



[image: image]


“You deserve this,” they moaned together. “You deserve this more than anyone...”

Two sets of tits, shining and soft and slippery, slid up and down his thick shaft and cockhead. The lips of the wanton tarts kissing his cock, kissing each other, leaking drool and spittle as they lost themselves in a spell of lust and desire. He was all they cared about, all they wanted. All they needed was his seed. They adored him in some kind of pillow-filled chamber, pressing him into heavenly layers of silk.

Arthur dimly realized these weren’t his betrothed—weren’t Eury. In fact, they were the same woman, just duplicated in some way. How was that possible? He reached down to touch them, ensure they were real—and groaned, cumming at the touch of their gloriously soft hair as it spilled over his hands like twin rivers of silk. They slurped him down, moaning in appreciation at the volume of his load. 

“So much...” they whispered in awestruck tones. “Our Sir has so much seed for us...”

His cock remained hard. A part of him realized he was dreaming. That was the only way this was possible. It felt so real. But it must have been a dream, otherwise how was he still hard after cumming so much?

“Sir is so powerful,” the girls moaned in unison. “We’re so lost for him.”

These beauties were dark-haired, dark-eyed. They looked like his oldest crush, only bustier, shinier, thinner. Every angle more defined. Once again, he thought of Eury, trying to somehow escape from these forbidden sensations, but even as he did, the crush-clone on the right sank her mouth down deeper, taking his whole shaft down until her lips pushed against his bush. 

“G-gods!” he whispered. “Gods above!”

They were so much sexier than Eury. So much more beautiful, and she was a knockout. These two were devilishly perfect.

“We’re lost,” the other clone moaned. “So lost for you.”

He came again—and again, somehow, he remained hard, even as the clone slurped and sucked him with supernatural alacrity. 

“So lost,” she whispered again at his ear. Now she held her clone down on his cock, making her gag. “So lost...”

* * * * *
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“SO fucking lost, I can’t believe it!”

Arthur woke with a start. Eury stood over him, wildly gesticulating with their map. In the early morning light, her brilliant half-elven features would normally make his heart turn over in lust. Automatically he admired the turn of her athletic ass and svelte back in her tight, pale blue leather outfit. But he was—he noticed, quickly trying to hide the mess inside his blanket—expended. 

Twice. Expended twice, at least. Gods. And still hard, too. How was that possible?

“What...” he shook his head, trying to shake the fog of the dream away. “What do you mean, lost? We paid a fortune for that map. It’s supposed to guide us all the way home.”

Eury nodded and pointed at the small table she had set up from their belongings in their mountain camp site. On the table was a compass, another few maps, and a sexton for some reason. Eury always over-packed. 

They were in a small clearing inside of a forest on the side of a small mountain inside of the Alcabane Pass. Above them was a long, difficult trail to the mountain’s peak where they had just spent several days on their hunt for their demon bounty; below them was a mass of seemingly endless forest that led out into a miles-wide valley before rising back up into even more, and even taller, mountains.

“These mountains, here—” she pointed to the northeast, “seemed wrong. I don’t remember them from when I checked our route earlier. So I checked our route against our normal maps. And...we’re lost. We are so fucking lost, Arthur. I’m sorry. I don’t know what happened.”

“It is no surprise to me that your poor judgment has led you astray,” came a voice from the small trunk among their belongings. “You did, after all, show incredibly poor thinking when you rejected my very-real offer of power and delight, to—”

“Quiet!” Eury—normally calm, composed, and almost painfully serene—kicked the trunk. Her lovely features contorted in rage. “You shut up! You hear me? Not a word. Not another word!”

She was still mad about the whole offer thing. They had been questing to capture the demon queen Bellona for a long time, weeks now. When they finally got to her lair—sneak attacking and crawling through her dungeon, taking out her minions and avoiding several unpleasant deadly traps, Bellona was prepared. She did a whole long seduction arrangement on Arthur, promising him all kinds of power and glory if he would just give in to her. 

It had been a no, but not an automatic no. Mostly he’d kept her going to keep looking at her a while; you couldn’t capture a demoness and keep her out in the open. They were beings of constant temptation. You had to enclose them somehow—thus the trunk. And, knowing he would have to do so...Arthur had delayed. She was rather fetching, even with the bright red skin and the horns. Gorgeous, really. And if Eury gave him a moment, he'd probably open the trunk to have another look. Why not? He'd captured her once before, and he was strong enough (so strong) to be able to take her again.

Take care of her. Not take her. 

Although he could. He could take her. However he wanted. She had said as much.

While Eury said she’d forgiven Arthur for considering it—they had captured a tempting demoness, and tempting people is what they did—it seemed her emotional forgiveness was still rather lagging behind the intellectual desire to be over it already. 

Eury was a cleric of Cyntara. And though this meant she could marry, if she wanted, her power was dependent on keeping her virginity intact until she had the goddess's blessing to relieve herself of it. Until marriage, in other words. 

She was so beautiful that Arthur was happy to wait. He loved Eury, and he loved the way other men looked at him jealously. Though he would have been lying if he had said that he wasn't a little tired of waiting after this many years of co-adventuring and looking longingly at her beautiful form. 

“Look,” said Arthur, standing carefully. Bellona’s soothing, earnest, seductive tones did nothing to calm his raging erection. They sounded so much like his dream... “It’s not so bad. We’re a little lost, okay, sure. We’re still in Malea, right?”

“I hope so,” said Eury. “But we traveled for a full two days by the magic map without me cross-referencing it. Who knows how far off—”

“Okay, okay. So we don’t know exactly where we are. But you’re great with maps! That’s why we’re a great pair. You’ll figure it out, right? You take the morning for that, and I’ll go hunt us up some kind of game for a lunch, and then we’ll set off again when we know where to go. What’s the hurry?”

The relief on Eury’s face was shattered when the demoness started laughing again. Eury, enraged, started kicking the trunk. 

“What’s so funny, you bitch?”

When the demoness didn’t answer, Eury kicked it again. 

“Answer me!”

“You told me not to talk. So which is it?”

Eury huffed and walked away. “You talk to her. I can’t. I absolutely can’t. I’ll disintegrate her entirely and then we’ll lose our entire bounty.”

It was cliche, and even a cliche to point out it was a cliche, but Eury was beautiful when she was angry. The fire that leapt to her cheeks made her bright blue eyes blaze. Her outfit—form-fitting, skintight leather that was light enough for her to be able to cast her retinue of spells without issue—always turned him on. It clung to her long legs and tight torso, revealing just a hint of her substantial cleavage. 

Eury knew it, too, and usually used it to her advantage in their relationship. Arthur was a sucker for doing what a beautiful woman told him to with a come-hither glance. 

There was no such come-hither glance now, but all the same Arthur walked over to the trunk and leaned over. 

“All right,” he knocked a few times. “Talk to me. What’s going on?”

“Is she gone?”

He assumed the demoness was scared; Arthur knew he would be if Eury was mad at him.

“She’s gone off a bit to get away from you, yeah.”

“Oh, Sir,” she moaned, “I’m so glad we’re more alone now. Did you like the dream I gave you?”

Arthur gulped, his cock jumping in his tight breeches. How was he so instantly ready to cum again? He'd just cum so hard...

“That was you? You’re supposed to be...your magic is supposed to be off.”

“Oh, it is. The harmful kind. But there’s all kinds of magic I’ve learned over the millennia. Can you imagine all the ways I can use it to pleasure you?”

He really, really could. Arthur cleared his throat. 

“Look...look here, demon. You were laughing—what about?”

“Oh, your little plan. It’s not so bad, Sir. In fact, I think it would work, which is kind of what makes it funny.”

“What exactly is funny?

“Had a look at the horizon lately?”

He could practically hear the smirk in her voice. 

Arthur was a rogue, a sneak, a thief, and a backstabber. Before he met Eury, he would have done any kind of job for money, and in fact, mostly had. But he was a city boy, more comfortable on cobblestones and dodging emptied chamber pots than out in the wilderness.

But even he knew storm clouds when he saw them. 

“Uh, darling?” He ran to Eury. “Darling? I think I get the joke.”

She saw it too, and already had drawn out her crystal scepter; a small, leather-gripped totem about a foot long that she used to channel her significant power. It took only Eury a moment to cast a spell of divination, reading the portents of the immediate future. The sparkling blue of her eyes faded out to pure, milky white. 

“It’s a blizzard. It’s a big, massive, fuck-off blizzard.” After a moment, her eyes returned to normal. They were full of tears. “We’re doomed.”

* * * * * 
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THE FULL FORCE OF THE storm was still about an hour away, but as they tried to gather a fire and some form of shelter, they suffered through the biting frost of its vanguard. Snow already had begun to fall, and chill winds ripped through their clothes and at their bones. It was the full middle of summer; a blizzard like this was completely unusual. 

Arthur had wondered aloud if the demon was somehow responsible, and Eury had emphatically said that was impossible. Any kind of magic consorting with the weather would have been inaccessible to her while she was restrained by the special, demon-holding chains around her wrists and feet; and moreover even more impossible while she was in the trunk with its several, several layers of runic protection and barriers. 

If that were true, why was she able to give Arthur vividly sexual, personalized fantasies in his dreams?

But asking Eury that would start an argument. And besides, they were just dreams. And besides that, he was looking forward to having another. The way those girls treated him, worshiped him...Eury never spoke to him they way they did. His cock had been hard all day just from the echoes of their silky, awestruck tones when they slurped and sucked up and down his shaft.

The thought somehow kept him warm even as the temperature dropped. They sat at the fire, which seemed to stay near-death no matter how much kindling they used. The sky darkened as the storm slowly blocked out the sun. Eury pushed in to him to keep warm, and though Arthur put his arm around her, his heart wasn't in it. She was cold and getting colder; sort of the way she was about having sex. 

She was a virgin, as far as he knew. At least, that's what she told him, and he had no reason to doubt her. Eury had never lied to him. And besides, her excitement for physical contact was as rare as a harvest moon. Normally, her pushing into him and aching for his strength and warmth would have bolstered him to propose something intimate. 

Instead, he kept thinking of Bellona's voice—the voice of those clones—and Bellona's offer, and the worship they promised him...

Hiding his hard cock was difficult. His boner wouldn't go away and it bulged in his trousers. 

“I can't get seem to get any warmer,” said Eury. “Three spells of invigoration and I'm still chattering. I don't get it. This blizzard seems wrong.”

It was probably magical. That made sense to Arthur. But from what? Bellona? No—Eury said that was impossible. And besides, Bellona wasn't so bad for a demon queen. The way her voice licked his brain...

“I do have an alternative proposal for you,” said Bellona, “if you two would rather not freeze to death.”

The smooth, perfect tone of her words felt like long, deliberate kisses against Arthur's cock. He gripped Eury tighter—but it wasn't her that he was truly gripping. 

“Shut up,” said Eury. “We won’t freeze to death. We won’t at all.”

“I seem to remember you saying you were ‘doomed.’ Did the blizzard change course?”

“Don’t be stupid,” Eury snapped. “Of course not. But I was being dramatic. I can cast spells of warming through the night. I can keep us—”

“Your spells that already aren't working in this terrible cold? And what of the travel afterward? In the snow and the freezing weather? Have you enough magic for that?”

Eury's skin was tinged with blue; she was truly getting cold and her half-elf heritage did not make it easier. They were made for temperate weather, not this kind of cold. Frankly, neither was Arthur...but he still felt so deeply warm, and warmer still now that Bellona was speaking. 

“I’ll make do,” said Eury.

“I have another way...”

The way she drifted off left Arthur with furious blueballs. All the implications in her tone—like somehow everything would be fixed if he pinned her down and fucked her demonic womb pregnant. Just hearing her voice made him close to cumming, way more intense than anything Eury had ever done for him. If he could just hear a few more words...

“Let’s hear her out, at least,” said Arthur. “Maybe she can help.”

“Why would she want to?”

Arthur's mind raced. “Because if we die out here, she’s locked in that trunk forever. Or you just,” he waved his fingers, “you know. End her if she’s being tricksy.”

Eury frowned at that, shoving a stick around the fire and trying to make the flame stir. 

“He’s right, you know,” said Bellona. “I really do hate confined spaces. And if we are in the middle of nowhere, I don’t look forward to being buried under snow and maybe rocks and all of that for years or decades or worse before someone comes to find me. Plus...you can end my evil existence at any time if I’m the least bit ‘tricksy,’ as he said. As much as I loathe to admit it, in my current state, you're more than powerful enough to take me down.”

Eury looked to Arthur; she was full of doubts. He'd honestly never seen her so vulnerable. As stubbornly as she insisted she could keep them warm through the night, he had his doubts. Nothing she did seemed to be helping her. Wouldn't it only be responsible of him to take charge, like a real man, and have her listen to this demon queen's entirely innocent offer of assistance?

“Tell us what you're offering,” he said, talking over Eury's reply. “And then we'll decide.”

“So reasonable,” Bellona purred. “And taking charge. How admirable.”

Arthur's pride wasn't the only thing that was swollen from her words. 

“Get on with it,” Eury snapped.

“Of course.” Though she was inside the trunk, her voice sounded strangely present, like she was whispering and urging right against Arthur's ear. “Perhaps you may know of this already, but there is a mode of transportation available to demons that occasionally mortals have been able to barter their way into using. You two were clever enough to capture me; I’m sure you could leverage my status as a prisoner to buy passage.”

“I have heard of this,” said Eury. “I don’t like it. It’s...” she turned to Arthur. “It’s like a big carriage full of particularly lustful demons. Succubi.”

“I’ve heard of them.”

They reminded him of the girls from his dreams. More of them?

And he was so strong. More than strong enough to resist them. Or to make them bend to his will...

“Well. You already had enough trouble fending her off, if you'll recall. I don’t like to think of your choices with demons specifically designed for lust.”

“Come on, love.” He took her hand. It was cold and clammy and he could not help but think of the warm hands of the clones from his dream. “I didn’t give in. I’ve got a will of stone.”

“I have to agree.” Bellona's voice was an urging, moaning coo against his ear. “Any other mortal man would have folded before me in a second. So many have...”

“See?”

Eury shook her head. “This feels wrong. I feel like we're getting corralled by her somehow. I don't understand it. I don't like it.”

He guided her away from the fire, away from Bellona. But for the darkness caused by the incoming blizzard, it would have been impossible to hide his bulging cock. 

“Look. I don’t want to do it if it’s not safe. But it looks like we have only two options, and both of them are terrible. Can you really keep us warm and alive through the blizzard?”

“Y-yes. I think so? I should be able to. But Cyntara feels so distant here...” Her face contorted at the admission. “I hate this. I hate not knowing. But she is right. With as much power as I've already expended, even if we do survive, which is an if, depending on how long the storm is...surviving after will be...impossible.”

“Then it’s not really a choice, is it? We roll the dice, and call the transport. The...what’s it called?”

“Oh,” said Bellona, sliding her voice against his ear again. “I'm sure you'll figure it out.”

* * * * * 
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THEY HAD TO LET BELLONA out of the trunk to cast her spell to summon the transport, but she still wore the chains. 

So, Arthur opened the trunk—and immediately groaned in lust, denial, and a fair bit of terror. 

Before, Bellona’s beauty had been otherworldly, shaped by thousands of years of sculpting herself according to whatever art she acquired through her numerous minions and sucking the life force out of the most beautiful virgins in every kingdom she ventured through. She had been glorious, but also clearly supernatural—even if it weren’t for her horns, tail, leathery wings, and red skin. 

She still had all of her demonic accouterments, but her face had changed. Now, she looked exactly like the girl—or girls—from Arthur’s dream. 

Just like, in other words, the fixation of his biggest crush when he was younger. 

Her clothing didn't help. Black skintight matte leather decorated her body, a string-tied corset nearly bursting from the massiveness of her enormous, perfect tits. A tight leather bikini bottom was sculpted by her incredibly firm ass. Long opera-length gloves fit over her hands, elbows, and arms like a second skin.  

“What is it?” said Eury, stepping over as Arthur withdrew. “Oh. The shapeshifting? Yes, I’ve read they do that. But it’s nothing to worry about, really.”

Bellona's eyes flashed at Arthur, filled with a thousand promises of love and devotion.

“Yes. It’s like changing clothes to us,” the demon queen said. “We put on whatever makes us feel good and comfortable. Does my appearance displease you for some specific reason, sir? I should be happy to alter it if you should explain why.”

That would mean explaining his dream to Eury...and that would mean, probably, she would make dreams of that kind stop. Which—why should they? Dreams were harmless enough. 

“No. It’s fine. I was just...surprised.”

“Wonderful. I do love this form for me. It's so fetching, wouldn't you agree?”

Bellona stepped out from the trunk, incredibly long legs enhanced by obsidian black, stiletto-styled bones jutting from her heels. They enhanced the curve of her ass and the turn of her thighs and calves. Her hair, sinfully dark, stretched all the way to her lower back where it ended in a lusciously thick point.

She looked like his crush had been demonically corrupted and completely eroticized in her downfall. She smiled deliberately at Arthur’s devouring gaze, stepped to the edge of their campsite, and waved her hand. A small light show of magic emanated from her fingertips, a gold and blue array of sparkling circles and glyphs. 

Moments later, the transport arrived with a loud screeching and wailing of tortured souls, apparating through a large hole in time and space that ripped apart the trees and ground it touched. One tall pine tree collapsed, its trunk no longer capable of supporting its weight when a massive semi-circular hole had burned through it. The heat of dark hellfire pulsed through the entire clearing, instantly melting the gathering snow all around the campsite and evaporating the resulting water into a heavy mist. 

It was a strange transport to Arthur’s eyes. It seemed made entirely of metal, with more windows than most houses. The many windows wrapped around the perimeter of its frame so whoever sat in its many, many lusciously leather-bound seats could peer out at any time. At the front, sitting in a big chair behind a steering wheel, was a beautiful, youthful-looking blond succubus. 

She wore what appeared to be a uniform, sort of like what Arthur had seen carriage drivers wear, although scandalously low-cut and with leather pants so tight they seemed more of a second-skin. Her bosom, shiny and succulent, jiggled with every tiny motion she made. Her skin was deeply pale, almost marble white, and her eyes were sparkling pools of cosmic darkness. Small leather wings that couldn't possibly be used for flight sat on her back, flitting every so often.

“Hello, Cixi,” said Bellona.

“Hi Bellona!” said the driver. 

Then, a whole host of eight other identical blonde, pale succubi peeked out the windows. “Hi Bellona!”

“Hello, Cixis,” said Bellona, smiling prettily. “I’ve got a favor to cash in with you.”

“You got captured?” asked the Cixis.

The Cixis spoke as one entity, even if they looked elsewhere. One mind, many bodies. Arthur had heard of such things, though not in demons. 

Bellona held up her chains. “As you see.”

Eury tried to butt in. “Listen. We require safe passage to the city of Lon-Cyntara. In exchange, I won't banish Queen Bellona here to—“

“Sweetie, hush,” Bellona said coolly. “The adults are talking. You mustn't be so needy, dear. It's very unattractive.”

Arthur snorted, barely able to contain his mirth. Compared to the unmatched perfection of femininity that Bellona and the Cixis displayed, being too damn mouthy was hardly the least of what made Eury unattractive. 

It was strange, really. He used to find her so infatuating. But—

But that was before I knew what a real woman looked like.

Eury, wide-eyed and furious, sputtered in response to Bellona's insult. Her tongue seemed like it was too thick in her mouth; she kept forming words that didn't make any sense.

Bellona and the Cixis continued speaking amiably without paying any attention at all to the furious Eury. The many Cixis blew kisses at Arthur, winking at him, smiling suggestively. He knew why; it was obvious he deserved this kind of treatment from supernaturally hot women. 

“Demon hunters, are they?”  One of the Cixis kept her focus on Bellona while the rest mooned over Arthur.

“I’m worth quite a lot in mortal money, apparently.”

“Just think if you weren’t! The embarrassment. Who’s the stud? Besides a bounty hunting hunk, I mean.”

Arthur knew they were demons. Knew they were succubi, demons of purest lustful temptation, designed to slink their way against his soul and corrupt him into giving himself up. 

But even so, feeling the full force of their nine pairs of sparkling cosmic eyes on him made his cock swell—and even more so when they called him a stud. A hunk. 

Eury said something, some kind of protest, but her voice was suddenly very hard to listen to or care about. Such a nag. Kind of a shrew, really. Not like the way Bellona had been in his dream. She had appreciated him. Shown him the way he wanted to be treated by women. Worshiping him. Adoring him. Complimenting him. 

Eury never said things like that to him. She was so bossy. And while she was hot, for sure, these girls were incredible. It was so easy to look at them, to want them, to fall into their deep dark gazes...

“This? This is Arthur, Cixi.” Bellona sidled up next to him, and Arthur felt weak from the incredible surge of lust throttling his bones. “He’s very powerful. You won’t be able to sway him, girls.”

Bellona and Cixi spoke as if Eury wasn't even there. For her part, she was so enraged by this that she was choking and spitting and barely able to form coherent phrases. 

“Oh, really?” Cixi pouted. “You sure? We’re really good at swaying.”

“If you do, I’ll have to admit you’re better than me.”

Cixi smirked. “We both know that’s not going to happen. Okay, then. They're like, leveraging your existence and capture for a free ride?”

Bellona nodded. “Pretty much. What do you think?”

The many Cixis conferred for a moment, looking deliberately at one another. Their profiles were striking, and Arthur suppressed a lustful moan. Eury continued to sputter and stamp her feet, like a child having a tantrum. Of course, Bellona noticed his lustful interest in the Cixis.

“It's not unheard of, you know,” she whispered. “A mortal man taking a succubus for himself. Only the most powerful can do it, of course...”

Her lips hadn't moved. She was speaking directly into his mind. That was wrong, somehow, he knew. She...she shouldn't be able to do that. He should tell Eury.

But doesn't it feel good to have Bellona on your mind?

His cock surged, her voice—her presence—wrapping around his thick shaft and stroking it softly and urgently as he stared at her and then the Cixis. 

It felt good to have her on his mind. It felt terrific. She was just a demon queen. She was royalty. She would abide by whatever deals they made. That's what royals did, right? Eury could learn a thing or two. She was acting like a child.

And I'm so powerful...I can just...just look at these succubi and want them and ache for them and let the lust I feel take charge. That's fine. What could be wrong with a  powerful man wanting to fuck beautiful demon girls?

He could feel a hand on his cock, stroking him expertly. He knew nothing was really there, that it was all in his head, that somehow Bellona was making him feel this. But if he looked, if he did anything to break the spell...she might take it away forever. 

And he couldn't disappoint Bellona like that. Not a queen. That would be wrong. 

The Cixis looked back at the trio waiting outside. Their gaze particularly on Arthur, hungry and predatory.

“So what do you say?” said Bellona. “Safely transporting them to the city of their choice...to...where was it again?”

Eury grumbled, clenching her fists and stamping her foot yet again. “Lon-Cyntara. You know that's where we're going.”

“Oh yes. Your goddess's little city, of course.” Bellona turned back to the succubi. “What do you say?”

“That works for us!” they chirped happily. “We owe you one, like you said. We’ve got one other passenger, though. You’ll want to let him alone, mortals. Got that? He’s a demon of destruction, and I think he’s had a terrible day.”

Arthur sprinted inside, barely able to contain his excitement, his mind clouded completely. Eury, aghast and furious, followed him. 

Bellona boarded last. 

Lost in lust, swimming in anger, and helplessly aroused by the presence of nine demons of pure lust, neither of the mortals noticed Bellona lifting Eury’s scepter and bag of protective trinkets and leaving them on the mountainside.

* * * * *
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ARTHUR TOOK A WIDE berth from the gloomy, massive, pale naked demon sitting in the front of the transport—the bus as the succubi liked to call it—and walked all the way to the back. That demon was noticeably handsome—he supposed it was the thing with demons to be good looking, obsessed as they were with lust—but also powerfully built. 

His biceps were easily the circumference of Arthur's chest. The whole of his body was like one of the statues of masculine perfection that were all over the libertine city of Yarditin. Chiseled. Hyper-muscular. Blocking out the windows behind him. His face so large that Arthur's hands would have looked like a baby's if he were to try to punch him. 

He was quite glad of the emphasis the Cixis had put on safe passage. If there were to be some sort of combat between he and Eury and that demon, he did not think much of his chances. 

I don't need to worry about him while I'm here. I can trust the Cixis. I can hang out with them. I can enjoy them. That's why they're here, after all.

It was then he noticed that the gaggle of gorgeous Cixi demons had hemmed into a line behind him, forming a wall of succulent succubi flesh between himself and Eury.

“Hey...hold on,” he put up his hands. Trying to negotiate. “That’s my girl, there. We’d like to sit together.”

He said it more out of possessiveness than a real desire to be near Eury. She was such a disappointment compared to Cixi, compared to Bellona. 

The carriage driver costumes they had worn earlier disappeared, replaced with thin, tight string bikinis. Tall stilettos sprouted from their heels in much the same way as Bellona, although they decorated their feet with sexy wraps and straps for more decoration. Their hot, eager titflesh pushed into Arthur's chest and arms, their faces mere inches away from his. 

One Cixi pushed hard against his crotch. “You respect her to protect herself, don’t you?”

Another stroked his arm and cooed. “You seem like you really know how to respect a girl.”

“She can take care of herself. Just have a seat.”

The Cixi in front pushed him down onto a seat. She altered her outfit, shapeshifting until she wore a tiny pleated skirt and long knee socks. He’d never seen such an erotic outfit before. Like a sexualized version of the school girls in Rar-Datsanna. Her tits nearly burst from her tiny, tied-up top with every breath. They rested on his chest as she bent over toward him, and her face was still inches away from him—there was that much tit on her tiny frame. 

The chair was remarkably comfortable. Right away, it seemed to be caressing his back, his scalp, his arms and legs. Like it was an old, eager lover and he was a soldier returning from a long war. 

“Isn’t that better?” asked the school girl Cixi. “We just want you to be comfortable.”

Another Cixi, pushing against his side and whispering in his ear. “Big, important, strong men like you deserve to be comfortable.”

He laughed, feeling uncomfortable at the praise despite how much he loved it. Outside, he could the see the In-Between—the magical space they traveled through. It was red and sparkling, occasionally throbbing. Spare thoughts had a way of materializing if you looked too long into its depths—but the many Cixis kept his attention where they wanted: on their cleavage and gloriously sexy faces.

“I don’t know that I’m...you know, important...”

“Don’t listen to him, girls,” said Bellona. 

She watched this display of their affection with smoky, lustful eyes. She loved seeing all these girls attend to Arthur. His cock throbbed at her gaze; he wanted her so fucking much. His queen...his queen... 

“He’s modest. He’s the one responsible for catching me. Do you know he resisted my spell of temptation? He didn’t give in even after thirty full seconds.”

The gathered Cixis gasped and then turned to Arthur. Pushing in on him even more. So much cleavage, so many wet lips and sparkling sets of eyes. They were so impressed. His cock swelled—and then swelled more when the school girl fell on his lap and started babbling excitedly. 

“Oh my god, really? You’re really strong and important then. We don’t stand a chance. Like, we’re totally demonesses of lust and temptation, but Bellona is the one who brought us in to this business. She's the queen of lust. Even we can’t resist her. You must be such a hunk.”

“Tell us about your half-elf,” said another. He was flanked now on every side, all of them massaging his body and biting their lips. “Does she do everything you say? She must. Mortal women are so completely swayed by big, massive, cocksure important men.”

Cock. They want it. They need it. My Cock. They're desperate for it. I'll own them. I'm so powerful...

Arthur felt compelled to be modest, even still. “It’s not...I mean...not that massive.”

“Really?” They all exclaimed at once. 

They didn’t believe him. Crowding in. Hiding Bellona's beautiful face, but replacing it with the visage of several nearly-as-sexy countenances. So many young, passionate hands running up and down his body. His cock had already been so hard when he got on the bus...

“Can we see? I mean, can we check? It’s only fair. The immaculately strong cock of a powerful, important mortal king like you...”

“I'm not...” he shook his head, trying to think. 

But his skull was lodged now between the heavy tits of a Cixi who had slid behind him. Her wet, pulsing, hot cunt pushing up against his back as her legs wrapped around his hips. 

“I'm not a king,” he said lamely, upon his throne of eager demon flesh.

“Oh,” one of them giggled. “So it's okay if we see it, then? Since you're not a king. There's no crime there.”

“It's not...not a crime...but...”

But what? He wanted to be loyal? To who?

Bellona certainly didn't care if these hot succubi bitches wanted to touch his cock. And who the fuck else would he be loyal to? 

Eury? That cunt hadn't even seen his cock. 

And he did have a monster cock. He knew it was big. He knew it would impress these beautiful women. 

Before he could nod or not, though, one of them had done away with his trousers. Magicked away. 

“Oh my god, it’s even bigger than I imagined.”

Me too, thought Arthur. His cock looked far larger than it had been. How had that happened?

It's so powerful now. So powerful. Just like me. Strong enough to fuck these gorgeous demons and make them mine...

“Can I touch it?” asked the Cixi in front, already stroking him. “I mean, can I keep touching it? Can we touch it? Can we stroke it?”

“I don’t...I don’t...fuck...”

Her hand glided beautifully up and down his length. She was so good at that. How was she that good? It seemed impossible for someone to be as good at stroking cock as she was. 

“The half-elf, how does she live with not sucking and stroking you all the time?”

They wouldn't say her name. That was so hot to him. The disrespect. 

“No, we don't...we've never...”

“Doesn't she belong to you? Is she not your woman?”

“She is. But we just...it's not like...fuck...”

Another one was stroking him now—no, two more. His cock was so huge. And a third, fully between his legs, softly sucked at his balls. 

“Oh, I see.” The school girl directed traffic, holding another Cixi by the head as her mouth slipped over Arthur's cock. “You just fuck all the time, and there's no hours in the day left for stroking or sucking. That's too bad.”

He shook his head again. “No. Not that either. We're...waiting...”

All the Cixis giggled at this, like he'd said some excellent joke.

“Oh yes,” said the school girl. “Waiting to fuck this supreme cock. This powerful cock. That makes perfect sense. Duh. Silly me.”

He was beyond words. Their mouths were so perfect on his cock. They traded places seamlessly, each one kissing and stroking right after another, and all the while the ones at his head kissed and whispered worship in his ear. 

What You Deserve, Sir. What You Deserve. I can't believe You Deserve so much. We're so truly lucky to give you all that You Deserve...

He could hear them in his head. These demons, these creatures of foulest magic and lust. That was bad, that was bad...

The school girl kissed him hard and passionate, sliding her tongue against his and giggling and grinning like a teen with a hot crush. Her glee was infectious; Arthur's heart pounded. Was he in love?

“You can fuck me, you know.”

Arthur groaned, staring helplessly into the empty sparkling space of her eyes.

“I’m not...not supposed to...”

“A stud like you? You’re made to fuck. Are you sure? You seem really in need of it.”

This was all wrong. He knew it was. But Cixi—all of her—was so tight and right and right there and so exuberantly sexy and willing...

He looked down the bus, desperate for a way out. Something that might change his mind. Maybe Eury. If he saw sweet, innocent Eury, he could snap out of this. She'd have some cantrip, some spell, some artifact. 

She would help, she would...

She was sitting in the lap of the massive demon, enraptured, eating up every word he said, with her hands on his cock. 

The hands that had never touched Arthur's cock.

His heart hardened—and Cixi was still right there, guiding his gaze back toward the bevy of beauties adoring him. 

Eury didn’t care. She had never cared the way Cixi did. Cixi was so good to him, so kind, so helpful and giving...

“You’re so strong, sir. You’re the strongest mortal we’ve ever seen. Surely, you could fuck us just once? Just to get it out of your system?”

Another girl pressing in on his side. “You can handle it.”

“You can handle anything.” She spoke between long licks. 

Kissing him. Kissing his cock. Whimpering and crying at the beauty of his member. “If you fuck us really hard, you’ll probably tame us.”

“We’re desperate to be tamed.”

“Tamed by your cock.”

“You’ll tame Bellona.”

He looked again at the gorgeous demon they had captured. She watched him with a furious intensity and open lust. Touching herself, fingering her cunt. She wanted him to fuck these succubi. Wasn't it right to do what a queen wanted? And she had been so kind to him, anyway. Sucking him off so beautifully when Eury had ignored him for so long...

...Bellona's chains were gone. Why were her chains gone?

“She doesn’t need chains to be yours, sir. You’ll compel her by the force of your brilliant cock.”

Oh. Right. That made sense. 

“We’ll all be yours from now on, sir...please?”

Up to this point, he could have resisted. He could have walked away. He could have stood and denied them, and saved himself.

But Cixi was so sexy, so fit, her cunt so hot right there over his cock...

“All you have to do to own me completely is give me your soul. Please?”

Her hot, wet pussy lips hovered on top of his cock. His precum shooting up into her, lubricating her further. Her own juices slipping down and keeping his cock warm while a gaggle of tongues adored his shaft and kept him hard. 

He barely registered that he was making a deal with a demon. Nodding and growling, Arthur dragged her on top of his cock, and damned himself.

He fucked her. He fucked her as the clones of Cixi chanted and cheered him on, calling him Master and their King. 

"You're so good!"

"You're so fucking amazing!"

"So powerful! Oh, my powerful man!"

His thrusts went deeper and deeper, his heart pounding in his chest until he felt every single cell in his body electrified by her touch. Her muscles clenching around him, wanting more of him.

He lost himself in the pleasure that she gave him, her wet heat holding onto his cock, begging for more each time he pushed deeper into her. Every nerve ending in Arthur alive with sensation as Cixi screamed out her pleasure and clung to his body, fingers digging into sweat slick skin and real passion flowing between them.

The girls around them cheered on as they moved together, their voices filling the air with lewd encouragement. Arthur felt an ecstatic power wash over him as he took Cixi harder and faster than ever before. She seemed to feel it too—her hips moving against him frantically now while she bucked against his strength over and over until finally both partners were quivering from exhaustion. 

As if on cue, this time from her own pleasure, Cixi reached a shuddering orgasm that sent wracking spasms through her body while Arthur pounded deeper and faster in fulfillment. She rode him hard until finally, with one last thrust, Arthur released himself into her sinful abyss. Her entire body shook with pleasure, moans spilling from her lips as he emptied himself inside of her. He kept thrusting into her until he was sure that there was nothing left to give, then pulled out slowly.

As they both sat panting in post-coital bliss, the other clones broke out into rapturous cheers and claps as they congratulated them both on a job well done. 

“So strong!”

“So much, all at once! Oh, Sir, how did You cum so hard?”

They fawned over Arthur's physique and skill, thanking him, caressing his broad chest with their hands, and licking his salty sweat off his skin.

He was still—somehow—impossibly hard. He groaned as the warm air touched his twitching, needy cock. 

He needed to fuck. How did he need to fuck? He had just fucked the hottest woman he'd ever seen, and yet his libido was skyrocketing. 

Hands were on him immediately—other versions of Cixi, slipping off their bikinis and exposing their naked demonic forms to him. 

"Me next, Sir?" one begged. 

"No, me next, please?"

He just nodded. It didn't matter, not even to Cixi. It was a game she played, pretending one version of her needed to be fucked more than another. She was all the same mind—and he could never satisfy all of them. 

But he needed someone on his cock now. All he needed in this life was to cum inside these gorgeous women. And so it was—Cixi slid on top of him again, her wet walls gliding down his rigid member. She moved over him, her mouth falling open in a gasp of pleasure as he filled her completely with every thrust. He felt like he'd been buried alive in lustful sensations and pleasure as their heated bodies moved together again in wild abandon.

“Cum for me, baby,” Cixi urged him. “Don't stop cumming. I need to drain you dry. I need to drain your soul.”

He could feel all the others surrounding them, driving them both wild with their hot breath against his skin and their hands running along his body. They all wanted a turn, and he knew he'd give it to them or die trying. 

Bellona, watching this, smiled and felt orgasm after orgasm rip through her demonically perfect body as Arthur's soul was ripped from his body one perfect, hot cumshot after another. His pleasure gave her none—he was a simpleton—but his damnation was exquisite. 

* * * * *
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ABOUT FIFTEEN MINUTES before Arthur lost his soul, one of the Cixis introduced Eury to Azazyl with a smile.

“So, that’s Azazyl, demon of destruction."

Eury was nervous, like she was being introduced to a crush. Butterflies floated in her stomach. What in the hells was wrong with her? She tugged at the sleeves of her tight leather top. 

"Um. Hi. They said you were having a bad day?"

Stupid. That was stupid. Why bring it up? He frowned at her. 

"Yeah. I had this angel I was corrupting, and she was whisked away at the last minute by her goddess Cyntara."

"Oh!" Eury said brightly. "That's my goddess!"

Behind her, Cixi giggled. 

"Azazyl, this is Eury, who helped capture Bellona.”

“Hey,” he raised his eyebrows. “Congrats. That’s a big deal. Bellona’s no easy catch, believe me.”

Eury didn't know how to respond at first. Cixi had looped her arm into Eury's without asking, and her flesh felt good. Like, crazy good. Eury felt a little high. Turned on. Tuned in.

In her bag, she knew she had a few pinches of Prayer Salt, and she knew that would keep her mind straight for the duration of the trip. But her bag...her bag was somewhere else. 

Had Arthur taken it? He was...she rolled her eyes. He was being shamelessly groped by the Cixis at the other end of the bus. 

"Hey, babe," said Azazyl. "I gave you a compliment."

Eury tittered nervously. Gosh, but he was handsome. And cocky. She loved it. 

"You're right, I'm sorry. I'm just a bit confused. My, um, my partner..."

"That wimp?"

Heat flashed through Eury's legs at the open disdain Azazyl had for Arthur. He wouldn't have been tempted by Bellona. No way. 

Granted, he probably would have just pinned Bellona to the ground and fucked her stupid until Eury joined in and begged to have her own brains fucked out and oh fuck, was she staring at his cock?

It was enormous. And hard. And enormous. 

And hard. 

"So...so hard..."

She whimpered. Why the fuck was she here? How had she let herself be talked into using this demonic device? She was a disciple of Cyntara! She was trained to fight demons, to never make deals! 

Arthur had gotten to her. It was all his fault. The coward. The wimp.  The maggot. She couldn't believe she had listened to him, and—

"Hey. Babe." Azazyl snapped his fingers. "Listen to the driver."

Cixi had disappeared from her arm and was now driving the bus through the dark, sparkly-red mass of the In-Between, the place where demons and darker things lived. 

"Have a seat!” Cixi called back. "There's bumpy road ahead."

There was no road at all. They floated through space with magic. 

Eury frowned. “No. I don’t think so.”

“Really?" Another Cixi appeared. How many were there? "Is there something wrong with the seats? They’re the finest leather we could find. Real top-quality corrupted angel leather.”

Eury had trouble concentrating. Azazyl was looking at her, and it was so important that he thought she was pretty. She played with her hair. 

“Corrupted...angel?”

“Sure!” Cixi chirped brightly. “I mean, once you corrupt someone and damn them, usually it’s best just to kill them. So you have to do something with all those remains, and—”

“Oh gods,” Eury put a hand to her mouth. “Please stop talking.”

“You can sit here if you like.”

Azazyl's voice was smoky and smooth as burnt glass. He patted his thigh, which made his massive cock wobble alluringly.

“What?”

Eury could barely speak. Her mouth was full of drool.

“You can sit on my lap. That way you’ll be sitting down, and you’re not dealing with the whole harvested angel thing.”

“I...no, thanks.”

A bewildering rush of gratitude and desire swept through Eury. Why was this demon trying to be nice to her?”

“Suit yourself. Just trying to help you out. Serves me right, trying to be kind to a mortal. You’re all the same, you know that? So judgmental.”

A fog had entered Eury’s brain, so subtle and pervasive that she had barely noticed its existence. But it made her hang on the demon’s words, and whittled away her will down to a fine point of eager-to-please.

“No,” she stumbled toward him. “No. I’m sorry. I was being prejudiced. You’re right.”

With trembling hands, Eury sank down onto him, feeling the warmth of his hard body seep into her own. He put an arm around her waist and pulled her close as they drifted through the In-Between.

Stars flew past in dizzying streaks of emerald and ruby light. Strange creatures emerged from the darkness: glowing jellyfish-like beings that oozed around them like tentacles; a herd of fiery unicorns prancing above them; a giant lobster playing a lute before quickly vanishing into the sea of stars again. 

It was...comfortable. Pleasant. Warm, on top of Azazyl. Her skin tingled as he wrapped his arms around her waist, and for a moment she just stayed there, taking everything in—the feel of his hard muscles beneath her, the sound of his deep breathing in her ear, the smell of smoke that clung to him like an invisible cloak. She felt safe and protected in the warm embrace of this powerful creature.

This powerful, hard creature. Everything about him was hard. His thighs. His chest. His cock.

His cock was so hard—and she could feel it right underneath her ass. She had meant to slide next to it—why had she slipped right on top of it? She was so aroused, so slippery and wet, that now all of her movements meant she was just grinding on his massive meat all the time.

"Not so bad, is it, babe?"

She tittered again at being called babe. He was so masculine, and she was such a little girl. She was a babe. 

“I’m sorry,” she apologized again. “It’s just, I wasn’t expecting a demon of destruction to be so...candid and forthcoming. So eloquent.”

“I get that a lot. Don’t worry. People expect, you know, a battle axe in both hands. Probably on fire. Me screaming about a throne of blood and an altar of skulls, that kind of thing.”

“Yes!” Eury nodded brightly. “That’s exactly what I thought. I’m sorry. That must be so insulting.”

“You’ll make it up to me babe, don’t worry.”

Eury giggled. That was good. Keeping Azazyl happy was so important to her. She could tell he would let her know how to make him happy. Gods, but her pussy was so wet!

It was so reassuring to be able to depend on a man, to throw away her entire life of service for his happiness.

“There’s all kinds of destruction,” said Azazyl, hand sliding up Eury’s leather-clad thighs. The leather started to come apart. “Sure, I destroy worlds. I do the whole axe thing a lot. But I like destroying everything.”

“Like what?”

“Resistance. Relationships. Commitments. Virginity. I destroy virgins every night. I destroy their families and their lives, I make them live for my cock forever after.”

Eury giggled, pushing harder into his hard, defined muscles. Her cunt leaking everywhere. Her leathers ripped almost all the way open everywhere. 

That was so sexy. She thought of his hard, strong muscles, pressing on top of a virgin. Forcing her down, forcing his will into her night after night. She wished she was knew a virgin...

“All you demons, you’re supposed to be...so evil." She thought of Bellona and all the heated glances the demon queen had thrown to Arthur. "But all you seem to care about is fucking at the end of the day.”

“Mortals try to avoid how much they want to fuck. It’s in your make-up. Demons don’t have the same pretension.”

“Oh.” Eury nodded. “Right.”

He had an answer for everything. He was so smart.

"Um!" A lightning bolt of realization hit Eury. Here she was, sitting on the lap of a demon of destruction, and she hadn't even mentioned it. "I'm a virgin! I forgot. I..."

He looked at her like she was truly stupid. She found it so fucking arousing. Such a stupid girl. 

"I...um...I'm a disciple of Cyntara. And so I'm a virgin. And you mentioned virgins. Destroying them. With your, um..." her voice became very small. "...with your hard cock."

The cock in question swelled beneath her. He smirked.

“You should start stroking my cock, love. It’s rude not to. I’m being nice enough to let you sit on my lap and you’re not stroking me off. Don’t you feel ashamed?”

“Oh...” A flush of embarrassment hit Eury hard. “Oh, goodness me! You’re so right, I-I’m so-sorry, I-I—”

“Really, making it up to me at this point would require something more...substantial.”

He let it hang in the air, but Eury knew what he meant. She was smart; she was so smart!

“Y-yes, of course!”

She dropped to her knees, tugging at the spare covering of his loin cloth. His demonic cock, enormous and already dripping with precum, stunned her for several seconds. She had seen it before, but had she really seen it? 

Not up close. Not like this. Not with such lust in her heart. She didn’t know where to begin, if it could even fit. When Azazyl took her by the back of the head and shoved her mouth down on him—it hurt, a lot. His immense girth inside her throat. 

Then he told her to give in to him, to give herself to him, that it would be much easier. 

He was right, of course. 

He was so right. He was right about everything. Giving in to him was the only sensible thing to do. 

She felt someone’s hands on the back of her head—someone who wasn’t Azazyl. Feminine hands. Cixi? No—they were all either driving the bus or attending to Arthur. Then...

Bellona. Bellona pushed her down. Her chains gone. 

“I love you so, so much, Master,” Bellona moaned to Azazyl. “Does this do anything to make your hard day better?”

* * * * * 
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“SAY IT,” AZAZYL COMMANDED Eury. “Forswear your god. Promise your soul to me, and I'll fuck you.”

Eury, delirious with lust, on her thousandth cum in a tenth of that many minutes, was barely coherent as Azazyl hovered his massive cock over her comparatively tiny body.  She was totally naked and laid out on the seats of the bus. Her cool, collected, half-elf features were now contorted with constant agonizing, perfect pleasure and completely covered over with his demonic seed. Her legs spread wide. 

“I abandon her!” she promised. “I swear it! I hate her! Fuck her! I promise you! I promise everything to you! My soul! My soul! My love, oh my god, please take my soul!”

And with that, Azazyl thrust his immense cock inside her small body. Eury instinctively fought against it at first, her muscles automatically tightening up around his unstoppable force, but then the magical aphrodisiac of his demonic nature kicked in and her body relented to the pleasure of being filled completely. Her hesitation melted away as she began to finally relax into him. 

Soon enough he was balls deep inside her with no end in sight. She felt like everything shifted as if some unseen force was realigning her organs to make room for him, making space for his prodigious size within her midsection which bulged out from the pressure. 

Something special was happening, and Eury knew it–she could feel a strange sort of magic taking hold of her heart and soul as they became intertwined with Azazyl’s ever-expanding length and girth.

She was one with him. She was forever his. She was in love, true lusty forever nonstop love, with her only man Azazyl. 

In return, he looked only at Bellona, because all he had wanted from Eury was her soul. And now, as he fucked her rotten, he held it in one hand between himself and Bellona, both of them pushing on its spherical shining surface and threatening to crack it completely and damn Eury to the lowest depths of hell forever. 

"Oh Dadddyyyy!" Eury moaned. "Daddy, I love you! I only love you!"

"Yeah, I know." He leaned into Bellona and kissed her passionately. 

"I only love you as well, Daddy," the queen of lust purred into his mouth.

That made him lose it a little bit, shooting a heavy load of precum into Eury that filled her body completely. 

All of this had been part of Bellona’s plan. She was the one who had put the bounty on herself, and sold the magical, problematic map, and set-up the appearance of the blizzard—all beforehand. Demons of her unequivocal power lived outside of time, dropping in and out as she wished and as she felt most benefited her. 

The mortals never stood a chance. 

And when she had heard about her Master’s terrible day—corrupting an angel only for her to be whisked away from Him at the last moment by a pesky, do-gooder goddess...she had to do something. 

That Eury was a cleric for the same goddess who had affronted her Dark Husband Master was, Bellona thought, a clever touch. 

"I promise...promise my soul..."

Eury moaned it over and over as her Dark Master fucked her again and again. His entire body so massive and pale, a gigantic titan, a moving marble statue. 

"My soul..." she whimpered nonstop. "I promise my soul...I promise my soul..."

Ever syllable was tinged with orgasm. Bellona cheered him on as he thrust harder and faster into Eury. Her body pushing into his hips. Bellona orgasming at her Master's pleasure, at the way he was fucking his enemy's servant.

"Yes...yes, Darling. Oh, Master. Yes, yes. Fuck her. Make her sorry."

Bellona's voice was ecstatic; she could not contain her joy.

Eury's eyes rolled back into her head as another orgasm ripped through her body but it did not stop her chanting. 

"My soul, my soul, my soul, I promise my soul!"

Azazyl continued to thrust into her slowly, deeper and deeper with each push, until finally they both found the edge. The pleasure was palpable in the air as Eury writhed beneath him, panting and moaning in ecstasy with each stroke.

His body shook and quaked as his cum shot out like lava towards Eury’s core.

The half-elf screamed “I PROMISE MY SOUL!” over and over again before her soul was shattered between Bellona and Azazyl entirely. The sphere that it was exploded completely in a shower of harmless sparks, lost forever to Cyntara, wholly consumed by their collective force of evil and destroyed beneath his forceful thrusts. Bellona saw its explosion as a light show in miniature, escaping from the sphere and then reconstituting to become part of the bus itself. 

Slowly, the form of Eury underneath her Master transformed, gaining wings and deeply blonde hair. 

Another Cixi. 

“Payment for services rendered,” Bellona said to the Driver Cixi. “Now...park this thing, and attend to Master like He Deserves. I want him to know he’s the strongest demon there is.”

Cixi almost resisted. Almost. She turned—all of them turned—to face Bellona with indignation on their faces. 

Bellona saw the rejection pass over her beautiful face like a shadow, and then retreat under the sun that was Bellona's radiant power. 

"Y-yes..." 

Cixi's hot, exuberant lustfulness had turned into a kind of sullen obedience. She dropped to her knees—all of them did—and cast her eyes down. 

"Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress. Thank You, Mistress."

One last little treat for her Master. Bellona, in accessing Arthur’s dreams, had left a bit of spell there. When Cixi had absorbed his soul, they absorbed his dreams as well—and now, like a virus, her spell waited inside of Cixi to be unleashed. 

Demons were always vying for a competitive edge. Bellona just knew that she could have the most power by dedicating herself to Azazyl. 

“Master,” Bellona whispered at a volume only he could hear. “Have you ever wanted to own a harem of hive-minded succubi?”

He groaned with lust, looking at the gift she had made for him.

The multiple Cixis approached him, fangs out, wings flapping with lust. Succubi loved fucking other demons—it was a constant battle of wills to see who would give in first, with the power of the submitted going to the winner. 

But with Bellona’s surreptitious bit of spellwork, the more they sucked her Master, the more they would be enslaved. 

“You deserve this,” she moaned in her Master’s ear. “You deserve this more than anyone...”

# # #
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"Be what I want," said the Dread King Orrick. "Swear your lives and your service and your fealty and your bodies to me."

Princesses Esther and Regina Latimer seemed to already be doing so in action if not in words—not quite yet—grinding their tight, fertile busty bodies against the Dread King's massively muscular form as he sat in the gigantic, marble, fur-covered throne he had installed in their court. It was large enough to comfortably seat someone of his incredibly large stature and mass, as well as leaving room enough for the two picture-perfect princesses to slide their bodies over his thighs and whisper hot, aching, urgent messages of worship in his ears. His sword—a massive thing carved from a meteor and nearly as tall as he was—stood in its scabbard leaning up against the throne.

The Dread King was entirely naked; he had removed his clothing within ten minutes of entering their palace, just to show them what he was truly offering. His giant cock, his perfect form, every mouth-watering inch of his stunning musculature. He was divine; he was an Adonis. 

The princesses had been trained their whole life to be the trophy, eye-candy property of a strong and capable king. Knowing that the Dread King Orrick was due to arrive soon, they had dressed themselves for presentation, hoping to earn his mercy based on their beauty and luxurious wealth. His reputation was known all across the Sazzarine Continent—his expectation was that his mere existence was grounds for surrender of all cities and people, and not immediately submitting to his will was reason enough to burn and torture and slaughter entire nations. He had done it again and again. He was unstoppable. 

"Unstoppable," Esther whispered in one ear.

"Invincible," Regina whispered in the other. 

His power turned them on completely; they had been obsessed, even limerent in anticipation of his arrival. Now, each dressed in purest regal excellence: Esther in a stunning silver gown that left her smooth shoulders and parts of her ripe cleavage exposed for all to see, Regina wearing an exquisite white gown that cupped her heavy breasts tightly and showed off the delicious curves of her body. 

Both outfits were designed in such a way that whenever either moved, more of their porcelain skin was revealed around their hips or their torso or their back. The sight of them both was enough to make any man weak in the knees; every inch of their curves screaming sex appeal and seduction. The gowns of both clung tightly to their chests, full breasts squeezed immodestly together with dips that revealed far more cleavage than expected from someone of such regal status—but this was for Orrick. They needed him to see what he would get if he chose them, what rewards they offered just by existing in his presence. 

They looked amazing; like angels in the flesh, twining about him as he reclined on his throne, their statuesque beauty enhancing his own almighty power. It was obvious to anyone that witnessed that for all their shimmering beauty, they had been provided by the gods specifically to please only one man: the Dread King Orrick.

But there was only one witness. 

In the corner, not involved with this display in the slightest and still yet made to watch her adopted sisters, was Princess Abigail. She was deliberately left out of this ritual of lust, obedience, power, and dominance. She had not even been allowed to dress up because, as Regina said to Esther, "it would be a waste of good threading on that dumpy form of hers." 

The three of them had been adopted from different families by their mother, the late Princess Catarine, nearly twenty years ago. They were raised in luxury to be perfect princesses for a potential match, ideally a royal one, and Regina and Esther in particular had never known a single hardship. Every moment since very young ages, the two had been lavished with praise and gifts for their incredible wealth and beauty.

The Dread King's brilliantly large cock was hard between the gorgeous princesses, and he gestured for them to grip his long, thick shaft. Moaning in luxurious tandem, they nodded softly, stroking him while he continued.

"I shall make you my brides,” he grunted, spilling precum all over their hands and forearms, “and the entire continent will tremble to hear your names, lest they invoke your wrath. You will be the standard of beauty, the image of excellence, and every girl born from hereon out shall desperately fantasize of some day, some how, attaining even a fraction of your luck, privilege, beauty, and power."

Of course they accepted. They were practically sucking his cock before he finished talking—groping and stroking him, caressing him, whimpering. Esther's lips pressed against his while Regina's suckled his massive cockhead; both girls stroked his massive meat with eager, slick heat. 

The Dread King Orrick savored every second, hissing from the pleasure of two gorgeous women tasting him deeply and hungrily. His hips buckled with each lashing of their tongues, his cock pulsing from the warmth of their mouths. He ran a hand through Esther's hair as Regina explored the underside of his shaft; he moaned when she reached the sensitive head and slurped and kissed it sending shivers up his spine. 

Orrick began to fuck their mouths and throats with abandon, losing himself in their worship, and let out a long satisfied grunt as they both took him deep into their throats bobbing in tandem with a perfect synchronicity. 

And Abigail—plain, forgotten, unremarkable, and hopelessly drab—watched it all.

She hated the King. He was stunningly handsome, a massive hunk of pure muscle. His cock was enormous. He had been polite and dismissive to Abigail, which was more than many when her sisters were present. But he had the obsessive attention of her beautiful sisters—the attention Abigail craved so dearly—and for that, she despised him and his rule and always, always would.

* * * * *
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THAT WAS MONTHS AGO, and since then Esther and Regina had more than slipped into the full mode of tyrannical, magic-powered authoritarian sadism while the king continued his campaign across the continent. The princesses had jumped into cruelty, dived into hedonism, and delved ever-deeper into the endless caverns of erotic self-perfectionism.

“They’re not clean, Scrubberella,” snapped Esther, shoving her shoe into Abigail’s face. “You’re supposed to know how to clean with your tongue. How else are you going to be good for anything?”

“We should just have our darling King send his automatons here directly and erase you from existence,” agreed Regina. “He wants to, you know. If you’re not going to keep us happy, what’s even the use of you?”

Esther—magnificently sexy, hot, thin, self-obsessed with her own beauty and the fact of her constantly-escalating vanity—occupied herself for several moments more, smiling as she shoved her foot into Abigail’s face. Though Abigail had, many months ago, gotten used to the taste of the delicately cultivated leather that Esther’s atrociously expensive heels were made of, she had not yet become accustomed to the gagging feeling that accompanied her adopted sister’s toes so deep in her mouth.

Abigail wore a bright red dress; she always did. She was allowed two dresses, and both were red, because both were not her color. Neither fit her very well, but then nothing fit Abigail's blocky form very well, so she had learned not to mind. 

At least she didn't have hair in her mouth. That used to happen, before she had chopped most of it off. Her sisters had seemed to like that—anything that would lower her status as a woman was good to them. 

Esther and Regina, sitting next to each other on a lush blue velvet love seat, both dressed in impeccably tight, thrilling lace lingerie, which is how they spent most mornings. They slept in the same bed and often woke up having dissolved the lace from cumming too much as they clung together, fingered each other, and gossiped endlessly about how much they adored their absent king. 

Finally, Esther relented and withdrew her foot from Abigail's mouth, instead choosing to give the scorching hot Regina a long, lingering kiss and laugh at the trembling form of Abigail kneeling on the floor. Sometimes, when Abigail just shook and trembled in fear, they left her alone. Not all the time. But sometimes, and that was enough.

She would take whatever escape she could manage; her pride had long since left her.

This was all to be expected, of course. After all, the two sisters were ruling princesses in a vast palace filled with luxury and staffed with beautiful brainwashed handmaidens who hung on their every word—and followed all their orders—in silent obedience. The sitting room around them was a mix of opulence, luxury, fear, and silence. Everywhere Abigail looked she could see the female handmaidens—mindlessly obedient, stripped almost entirely of personality and thoughts of their own—whose job it was to serve every whim of their mistresses Esther and Regina.

Through the magical ministrations of the princesses, particularly Esther, the servants possessed only enough personality to feel pain, pleasure, and obedience. Just behind Abigail, a lovely redheaded servant fainted to the marble floor from cumming too much. All the handmaidens were ordered to cum constantly if they were within a certain radius of Regina or Esther, and the human body could only take so much. They came without touching themselves; they came just from the power of their own obedience to Regina and Esther's beauty. 

On the ground, unconscious, the redhead continued to cum, soundlessly mouthing mistress over and over again. She would do so until she expired completely. No one paid any attention; even Abigail had become inured to such displays. 

It had been like this ever since Orrick had given over small fractions of his seemingly-infinite power to Esther and Regina. 

Now Abigail was trapped in this world of Regina and Esther and their sick, endlessly cruel games. Games where human lives were nothing but chattel to be controlled or disposed off at will by people who really cared nothing for them whatsoever. 

And yet here she remained. Esther and Regina may have been obsessed with Orrick, but Abigail had always and only been obsessed with her sisters. Romantically, erotically, sensually, and sexually—they were all she could think about even before Orrick had immortalized them and given them so much of his reality-altering gifts.

The taste of Esther's luxurious shoe was still in Abigail's mouth. It wasn't so bad, really; a bit salty, but quite good as shoes go. She counted herself lucky, after a fashion, to taste any vestige of her sister at all. Regina and Esther ended their kiss slowly, a trail of heavy saliva bridging briefly between their mouths as they turned back to Abigail.

Her cunt, always wet in their presence, pulsed from the feeling of their gaze upon her. She whimpered, aching to cum for them at their command. They had never asked her to, and it was all she wanted—for her pleasure to be something they wanted. 

The sisters shifted in their soft velvet seat. A dozen or so female handmaids—malnourished and yet still beautiful—stood in two or three neat rows around them as they watched Abigail with smug looks on their faces. 

“It breaks my heart, Scrubberella,” Esther wagged her finger. “Really, it does. Our King finally returns after a gloriously successful campaign of eliminating foul foreigners from the face of the planet, no doubt deeply curious about how his little experiment with mercy went with you, and this is all you have to show for it.”

“He’ll sick his automatons on you tonight for sure,” said Regina. “I can’t believe you haven’t improved the entire time he’s been gone.”

“I’m sorry.”

She wasn’t looking, but she could feel the pair of them roll their eyes.

“That’s all you ever have to say for yourself,” said Regina. Her sultry, deeply erotic voice always carried a mocking lilt to it whenever she spoke to Abigail. It sounded blonde: high-class blonde, better-than-you blonde. “I’m beginning to think it’s a statement of your condition, and not of responsibility. You’re just sorry at everything.”

Though they all came from different pairs of mother and father, Regina and Esther could have been practically twins save for their different shades of hair. Regina’s was blond, nearly white—the color of radiant sunshine over the ocean. Esther’s was spectacularly dark, thick and mysterious and always neatly parted down the middle.

Abigail looked nothing like either of them, and even before things had gotten bad—before they revealed to everyone who they really were deep down—the two beauties hadn’t been shy about letting her know.

Where they were slender and tall, sporting graceful musculature that each gazed at for hours at a time in self-indulgent binges of vanity, she was stout and short. Where they were delicate and graceful, eager to walk on spectacularly high heels at all times just to prove their femininity, she was thumbsy and clumsy. Where they were refined and beautiful, every glance and expression worthy of thousands of portraits, she was plain and even more plain.

Their perky, sumptuous breasts probably would have inspired self-execution if any peasant dared to think of them sagging, and their eyes were bright and full of inviting color. Abigail was painfully flat, a “moldy brick of a girl” as they liked to say, and didn’t even like the look of her own dirt-colored, dull eyes in the mirror.

Even before Orrick's arrival and the cruel institution of the two-dress rule, they would frequently give her old dresses of hers as jokes, knowing that she could neither fit in them nor did she have the dexterity to ably stitch and sew them into something that did fit. All her stitch-work constantly fell apart in her lap; she may as well have been tying egg shells together. Abigail's skills were in the management of numbers and accounts, organization and administration. She was taciturn, withdrawn, loyal, and reliable.

Esther and Regina had the best tutors, of course, and could probably match Abigail's ability with numbers (as they told her often) except they had no patience for it. They preferred literature, philosophy, and culture—aching to be the beautiful, interesting trophies to a dashing lord some day.

So renowned for their beauty were the “princess twins,” as they were known in the land (much to Abigail's shame), that during their meeting Orrick had brought the two an actual acre of gifts tugged by several hundred carts, each one full of valuable furs, spices, clothes, and jewelry.

Esther nearly fell over from love at the sight of all these gifts. Regina took slightly more convincing, but Abigail saw her mouth watering the second the handsome stranger took off his cloak and revealed the towering musculature underneath.

“Of course you won't be coming to his party tonight,” said Esther. “Not when you have nothing to offer. You’re just a sideshow.”

Regina nodded, her deep blue eyes bright with disdain. “You’ve been such a disappointment to us, Abigail. I mean, why would anyone ever even notice you when they can have the both of us? We’re more than enough for any man—we’re the embodiments of beauty and sophistication. You, on the other hand...”

Abigail felt her cheeks burn with shame as the two continued to berate and belittle her. She wanted to retort, to stand her ground, but she knew deep down that their words were true. There was nothing she could say, or do, that was worth anything to them.

Gongs from the bell tower signaled the afternoon hours. Both Esther and Regina stood and began to dress themselves—discarding their lingerie and having their handmaidens slide their gowns on for the party. 

Abigail was forced to watch the perfection of their achingly hot naked forms—and then the heat increased at the sight of them in their perfect dresses. 

Each wore opulent gowns of shimmering satin, with diamond-studded corsets that accentuated their already-lavishly plump tits and incredibly thin waists. Exposed shoulders led to devilishly low necklines, every breath a promise to slide the Dread King's cock between their aching globes of warm, needy flesh. 

Regina's hair cascaded down her back in silver-blonde curls which were crowned with a tiara made of sapphires inlaid on fine gold filigree. Esther's rich midnight hair was pinned up high atop her head in an intricate web of diamonds highlighted by clusters of rubies and emeralds. They had both donned long gloves accentuated with straps made from elegant black leather and interwoven with strands of expensive, soft silk. 

Highly polished jewels adorned each princess’ neck and wrists; glittery diamonds positioned to shine like stars, giving them an almost celestial aura. Their gowns ended at their ankles, but of course each clung tight and featured long slits that displayed the length of their utterly perfect legs and tight asses. Heels completed the ensemble, strappy and tall. 

Both Esther and Regina had, in the eighteen months since their submission, been poisoned and corrupted completely by their easy beauty and wealth. Neither even pretended to be interested in fairness, equality, or mercy anymore. Their love of philosophy was quickly cleaved to arguments for a genocidal tyrant's rule—arguing the greater freedom was to be butchered by a true paragon of virtue and masculinity, and that the purist kingdom possible would come about as a result of thundering and constant displays of steel and violence. 

Workers at the palace were executed three times a week for a parade of ever-changing and often contradictory rules. The rule was that the princesses punished them; for them, the cruelty was the point. Thanks to Orrick's constant warring, there was no shortage of refugees to hire and train; new wagons arrived every week with more tired, jaded faces desperately and immediately falling helplessly in love with the twins and eagerly adhering their wills to their tiniest whims.

It had always been easy for Esther and Regina to get their way, but Orrick's influence had made it supernatural. Wills evaporated before the princesses. Abigail still remembered their old heavy-mustachioed Captain of the Guard, Eisen, who once had been fierce and dogged defender of every inch of the palacial grounds, was turned into a slobbering mess on the cobblestones after merely a few minutes of being made to polish Esther's jewelry.

Something about obeying the princesses destroyed people's minds. Their positions made obedience necessary upon pain of death, their manner made obedience seem reasonable and urgent, and their beauty made obedience palatable—but it was the obedience itself that turned the brains of mortals into mush before the rapidly ascending goddesses.

Abigail was left out of this mind-mushing influence. For what reason, she didn't entirely know, but she suspected it was rather because the two simply weren't done humiliating her as they had for years now. 

Their favorite humiliation was how they had made her their personal maid, in charge of all the cleaning of the whole castle. They particularly liked tasks that involved scrubbing. Thus, “Scrubberella.” 

Nothing was ever good enough for them. Nothing. Not ever, not once. They regularly found, once a day, something Abigail had missed. It didn’t matter how thoroughly she scanned, combed, and inspected the surroundings of their significant estate. It was too large for her to do it all by herself. She knew that there were many people—especially the “waste” in the city—who would have gladly given up everything to live in the spacious villa that she occupied with her sisters and their endless retinue of handmaidens. But being their sole servant who actually stayed alive from week-to-week and month-to-month meant that the entirety of the grounds was her responsibility, and it was just too much to bear.

It didn’t help that Abigail was a bit absent-minded and not particularly perceptive, either. Before the King’s rule, she had spent her days dreamily looking at clouds, occasionally drawing bridges or aqueducts in her journal, and sighing happily about either a book on mathematics she was reading or one that was on its way in one of many regular shipments.

Getting dressed took her sisters more than an hour, with most of that consisting of them just staring at their beautiful reflections in the many, many mirrors in the sitting room and sighing with contented delight at every last one of their painfully gorgeous features. They never had to do much to put their hair or make-up in order. 

Finally, the bell tower gonged again and her sisters looked at her critically—like coming down from heaven after staring at themselves in the mirror for so long. 

“Now,” said Regina. “Obviously, you are forbidden from going to the party.”

Esther giggled. “Was that in question?”

“Who can say with her? She's an idiot.”

Abigail bristled but stayed quiet. She wasn't as pretty as them, she knew that, but she wasn't stupid. 

“Now, you were supposed to clean my bridal lingerie yesterday. Did you?”

She fought the urge to weep. There had been no time. Regina had demanded that she dust each page in every book in the library, and Esther had wanted her to clean the mortar of every fire place. 

“Sorry,” she said. “I mean, sorry. I, sorry, there was the—”

“Sorry, sorry, sorry...” Regina rolled her eyes. “Gosh, you're tiresome.”

Esther shoved her heel into Abigail's mouth, smiling as Abigail immediately began licking it. 

“When I return later,” said Esther, “my bridal lingerie had better be prepared, and there won’t be a spot on it, else you’re in for a very bad time. Do you understand?”

Abigail spoke through her sister's toes. “But—”

Esther raised an eyebrow, her fury barely contained. Abigail’s stomach lurched.

“Sorry. Princess,” she said, mouth full. “Yes, Princess. I apologize I forgot again, princess.”

“If I thought it would teach you anything, I’d slap you. You’re lucky I’m nicer than Regina.”

Abigail really was; Regina had slapped her around when she got in her way. Always so physical. If Esther was more physical than Regina, then she’d never get rid of the bruises.

* * * * * 
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, she watched them leave from the entryway of their palatial estate; they laughed and kissed deeply as they boarded a waiting carriage.

It was no secret to Abigail that the two of them had been lovers for a long time. She suspected it started when they were both barely eighteen. But under King Orrick’s new rule, they no longer had to keep it a secret from the world.

To be honest, Abigail didn't care—except that she was jealous. Of their intimacy, of either one feeling the tongues and fingers and loving touch of either one, of their closeness. She would have adored to have been loved the same way they loved each other. That it was taboo didn't bother her. She just felt immense sadness not only at being left out, but also that she couldn't even make the case for being included. They were all-time beauties; it was hard to look at them and imagine where aesthetics could progress from the stunning example they set.

Abigail had no place in any conversation about being the object of their romantic or erotic interest.

That didn't stop her from fantasizing about them constantly, though. Quite the opposite. She was obsessed with her sisters, and made sure at every opportunity they knew the level of her worship and deference in the hopes that somehow, some way, it might earn their love and mercy.

She wasn't bloodthirsty like them, though. She did not have a warrior's heart. She did not touch herself like they did thinking of the slaughter, the purges, the automaton soldiers mindlessly killing; she thought instead of the King making his offer to them while she had hid in the shadows and watching her sisters' flawless faces enraptured with purest pleasure.

Esther and Regina wrote poetry for him every day. They painted stunningly lifelike portraits of each other. They adored each other and showered each other in kisses and caresses. They put flowers in each other's hair so that they could always have something of the other wherever they went. She longed for someone to stand behind her like that, gazing into her eyes with such devotion–but she knew it would never happen for someone like her.

Abigail felt the injustice deeply; perhaps even moreso since it was laid bare so blatantly before her eyes without any of the romanticizing or idealization found in stories or songs about royals and forbidden love. Instead there was pure self-centered adoration and sadistic torment for those who lacked their beauty or power.

It was Regina—even though she could be so cruel—who made the King promise not to harm Abigail. To make some allowance for serving girls.

If they stay out of the way and are completely obedient, must we kill all of them, my King? Might we not include a plain-faced wench here and there? Particularly those of noble blood?

He had, naturally, seen to the root of the suggestion, and said that so long as they willed it, Abigail would live.

This made Abigail enormously grateful to both of them—which she effused as soon as he had left—but also, as she found out later that day with Regina’s hands around her throat, completely in their power.

All she had to do was slip once, slip hard enough that they reported it to the King...and she was done.

But that wasn’t the most disturbing part.

The most disturbing part was when after he had left and the destruction of the city began. He attacked at night, notorious for his ability to see in the dark. His soldiers—soulless, deadly, armored automatons whom he controlled via some dark sorcery—never showed fear or confusion, and communicated with Orrick via some sorcerous telepathy, so night attacks were ideal.

Their estate looked over the city. As it burned, Regina and Esther shared a bottle of wine, served by Abigail—who already was learning to crawl most of her way around the home. The gorgeous sisters watched, wearing nothing but lacy bodices, and their hand-holding became something new, something so intensely erotic that Abigail had to cum to it the second they let her walk away.

Regina’s fingers slipped up into Esther’s thighs, fingering her softly but intently. Esther did the same, their arms criss-crossing. Together, they watched the city burn, listened to the screams of the less fortunate, and came again and again.

It was then Abigail knew she was truly in trouble. It had been conceptual before that, distant. Watching her beautiful sisters get off to the suffering of others—and feeling herself helplessly wet at the sight of it because of their unstoppable beauty—was almost enough to make her run.

But they were so beautiful. Even if they were mean. Even if they were callous. They were so beautiful, and the way they smiled at each other...what if one day they smiled like that at Abigail?

No sooner had they both safely left the estate, the gate shutting behind them, than a pink explosion of glitter and smoke appeared in the entry way.

Abigail, terrified, convinced this was some punishment from her sisters, hid behind the staircase. When she could look again, she saw a beautiful blond woman with large butterfly wings staring at her.

“Hello, my love!” She giggled. “I’m your Bimbo Godmother, Bambi! Isn’t that like, totally awesome?”

* * * * * 
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ABIGAIL HAD READ ALL kinds of tales—fables and allegories and treatments and plays and novels. She had never once heard of such a thing as a “bimbo godmother.”

Bambi wore a sparkling pink lingerie set with tiny straps and rhinestone accents that sparkled in the dimmed light of the entry way. Her golden hair hung long and soft around her shoulders as her colorful wings fluttered lightly behind her like a dreamy breeze. 

Despite how beautiful she was, the shiny pinkness of her outfit made her seem...well...trashy. It was the only word that Abigail could think. 

She seemed almost too perfect. Plastic. She seemed molded somehow according to exacting standards of beauty—narrow waist, ample curves in all the right places, and not an ounce of fat in sight. 

Bambi smiled brightly and then let out a melodic giggle that seemed almost hypnotic in its intensity. 

“I am here to totally make your wish come true! If you help me, I can get you admission into His Majesty's court.” She winked playfully. “Though um, you know! It will take like, work on stuff from you. On your part, I mean. For sure?" 

“Sorry, you’re what?” Abigail asked, and then immediately forgot the question.

Everything was covered in glitter—the floors, the mantle, the expensive collection of vintage charcuterie boards that Esther owned for some insane reason and which now Abigail would try and fail to clean comprehensively.

This was too much. There was no way she was going to clean it all before they got back. It was in the damned grout between the tiles!

Abigail sat down on a nearby bench, breathing and then heaving. Her vision started to blur and her thoughts raced ahead of themselves. She felt overwhelmed, like she was stuck in a quicksand of glitter and responsibilities and expectations.

A wave of panic washed over her and she almost had a breakdown right there at the base of the grand staircase. Her sisters might kill her! Or even worse, they might be unhappy with her!

“Um...I’m over here, babe. Magic girl, big wings?”

Bambi fluttered expectantly.

“Shut up. Oh gods, shut up.” Abigail tried holding her breath. Sometimes that helped.

“Are you okay?”

Abigail rapped her knuckles against her forehead. “You put glitter. On. Everything! No, I am not okay!”

“Oh.” Bambi looked around. “I’ll totally clean that for you. Don’t worry.”

Abigail stared at her. Bambi posed reflexively, putting a leg forward and tossing back her hair. 

“Really?”

“For sure! Why not? I’m not big on cleaning, but it is pretty important to be a happy bimbo babe, because that’s all about like, making your man happy and stuff? So that’s cool. I can get it for you, no problem.”

“Oh...okay.” Abigail didn’t follow most of that. “Sorry, what is it that you want?”

The absurdity of the situation was starting to hit Abigail. Why was there a really hot winged blonde here, now, today of all days? Offering...what?

“I want you to be happy!” Bambi smiled. “You’re going to do so great.”

“Great at what? Sorry?” Abigail shook her head. “I mean, sorry and everything, but what  is a 'bimbo godmother?' I don't think that's a thing, and, sorry, I just—”

Bambi giggled. “You sure say sorry a lot!”

“Sorry.” Abigail clenched her teeth, unable to stop herself. “I know. Sorry. But what—”

“So, I know you’re like, full of questions and stuff? But it’s totally easier if I just show you, okay? So, here we go.” She waved her wand at Abigail. “Bippity boppity bimbo!”

Nothing happened.

Bambi frowned, pointing and shoving her wand again. “Bippity boppity bimbo!”

Nothing, again. Bambi tapped her wand on her head, her legs, the floor, and the wall, giggling.

“Sorry, look,” said Abigail. “You seem...not okay. What if I—”

“Shush.” Bambi put a finger to Abigail's lips, clearly straining with the effort to think. The scent of cherry filled Abigail's nose. “Boppity bimboty bippo?” She continued to gesticulate with the wand. “Bippity bomboy boppo? Bimbo bimbo bimbo—oh!”

A ray of glittery pink energy shot out of the wand in a beam, washing Abigail with wave after wave of undulating bimbofying light.

The first thing she noticed was how good she felt of a sudden. Abigail had lived most of her life in various states of fear or depression or exhaustion in the past several months. Now, suddenly, she felt fine.

She felt more than fine. She felt...like, good?

A giggle escaped her lips, and then another. Abigail covered her mouth—she hated her laugh. Her sisters hated her laugh, and they were right about everything, and she giggled again because they weren’t there.

“I can’t stop...giggling,” she giggled in a voice that was no longer hers.

She sounded fun. She sounded flirty. She sounded like a girl that boys wanted to talk to.

“Oh,” said Bambi. “Here. You’ll want to watch the rest. It’s really cool.”

Another wave of wand, and a large full-length mirror zapped into being in the hallway just in front of the other, already-existing full-length mirror.

Bambi giggled. “Whoopsy! Didn’t see that one. Oh well, right? Live and learn.”

As the residual pink smoke of the magic cleared, Abigail caught her reflection changing just as she tipped over into someone completely unrecognizable from who she was only moments before.

She noticed her eyes first. They were a sensual, bright, happy blue. An empty blue. No one who saw her would ever think she might have anything particularly interesting or intelligent to say—but all the same they would pay money to look at them while she said it. 

Every atom in her body seemed to giggle all at once as her face shifted into something far more desirable. Her nose lengthened, straightened, and re-positioned. Her eyes grew and shifted upward, her lips filling out and becoming puffy and powdery-perfect. The stockiness of her form disappeared: her curves suddenly amplified; her waist impossibly thin while her bust increased with one cup size after another. 

Her legs grew, and grew—and while they grew they became more and more slender, her thighs no longer touching. Her everything was no longer touching. The flab in her arms and her neck and her backside had disappeared, replaced by toned, taut muscle that made her drool to look at as she twisted this way and that in the mirror. Abigail was young, but had always looked like an old hag. Now she looked barely eighteen—she looked like Esther or Regina's sister! Her hair remained brown, but it was a deep brown, an intense brown, a lovely shiny chestnut color that dripped halfway down her back in layered waves of slick, thick silk. 

She felt irresistible. The red dress she wore that had been such a mark of shame for so long now barely fit, but in a really hot way—clinging to her tight, amazing body and showing off the healthy bouncing beauty of her shining, juicy tits. 

This felt amazing! She smiled happily back at herself in the mirror, feeling beautiful for the first time in her life. Her body was now an absolute vision of sexuality and lust.

“Um, like, wow?” she giggled. “Awesome. This is like...totally cool?”

She gently brushed a nipple and nearly doubled over from the immediate, powerful orgasm that shook through her body. 

“H-holy shit!” she whimpered, ripping at her dress just to have something to hold on to. Her pussy leaked tremendously, shining up her long long legs and slowly beginning to form a puddle. “L-like, h-how is this possible?”

“Do you like, really care if you can make yourself cum like that whenever you want just from touching yourself and being pretty?”

Abigail whimpered, touching her nipple again but more intensely this time, twisting it and crying out in another mind-numbing, heated chain of orgasms. 

“I thought so!” Bambi giggled. “Now, we gotta get you dressed for the ball! Time is totally tight. I can't believe your sisters took so long to leave.” 

Bambi bopped around again with her wand for a moment, and after a few seconds another large pink cloud of glitter filled the entryway. When the smoke cleared, Abigail saw the dress and gasped. It was standing on its own, held up by Bambi's magic, and it was beautiful. Elegant and pale lavender.

With a quick tug of her wand, Bambi sent the dress onto Abigail, where it tied itself effortlessly around her. It fit perfectly and gave her curves an even more pronounced, beautiful shape. The neckline was low and deliciously daring, outlining her ample bosom and giving peeks of her tight midsection and navel. The front of the dress had a deep V-shaped opening that complimented its thigh-high slit. Abigail moaned as she looked in the mirror, marveling at her appearance; never had she felt so extraordinary or desirable before in her life.

Another puff of smoke, and Abigail wore matching gloves and tall, tall heels. Though she had never worn heels before, her new body knew what to do—and she walked in them with easy, hot, erotic grace. 

Abigail was in love, She understood suddenly Regina's vanity, the many mirrors she had everywhere all over the palace. Of course she was obsessed with her reflection, she could make it move. Abigail bit her lip, raising this eyebrow and that, tweaking her nipples and cumming again and again.

And then the dress began to cling to her cunt, slipping up against her clit and rubbing her intently. 

“Oh f-fuck!” Abigail giggled. She grabbed Bambi's tanned arm. “Th-the dress. I-it's...oh...fuck...”

“Totally, right?” Bambi enthused. “I think it likes you! You're such a beauty!”

The attention from the dress was so complete and distracting that Abigail could hardly put two thoughts together. 

“Wh-what?” 

She was cumming every few seconds now. How was she supposed to stop? Did she want to? Oh god, it felt so good. And she looked so sexy when she came...

“Okay,” said Bambi. “Here’s like, the deal, all right? You want to stay this way?”

“Y-yes,” Abigail nodded. “Yes, very much.”

“You want your sisters to get what’s coming to them?”

Abigail shrugged. “I don’t know. They’re so pretty. I just—”

Bambi put her hands on her hips. “You want them to be nice to you?”

“Yes.”

“You want to stop the King from being such a prick and doing all that awful killing and such?”

“Yes...?”

Although, Abigail thought with a giggle, there’s hardly any left to kill.

“Then go to his ball, tonight. Make an appearance. Make yourself known. Let everyone see you and want you. Be there until midnight. But don’t suck the King’s cock.”

Abigail shook her head. “I don’t...okay? Why not?”

“Because that’s the deal.”

“But...but why is that the deal? You don’t want me to do anything special, or like, accomplish something, or be at a certain place by a certain time—”

“Just don’t suck his cock. That’s it! That’s the deal because you can’t suck his cock. You can’t suck his cock because that’s the deal. Do that, and I’ll give you all the nice things, forever. Kay?”

Abigail was distracted. She had discovered that if she looked at herself from the side, she could admire her profile. It was stunning. She was stunning. She moaned, cumming again, and tried to think.

"But...how will that, like...stop the King's reign of terror?"

"Because I say it will, silly! I'm magic! I have weird requirements!"

Abigail was about to protest again, but Bambi bopped her on the head with her wand. A hot, pink, wet orgasm struck her body from head to toe—harder and more intense than any of the others so far—and left Abigail moaning and gasping for more.

Reasoning with this airhead seemed essentially impossible, and at any rate, the deal seemed remarkably generous. All she had to do was not suck off someone she despised and who probably would be so busy fucking her sisters that he wouldn’t see her anyway? Easy.

Besides, articulating exactly why the deal was kind of insane was too many words in a row for Abigail at the moment, who found that if she tweaked both of her raspberry-sized nipples just so, she drooled in a really sexy way.

* * * * *
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THE CARRIAGE FLEW THROUGH the city streets on the one workable road—the only one that led straight to the stronghold. All others were largely still in disarray, covered in the rubble of the Dread King’s destructive invasion. The elites had more than enough resources to solve the problem, but it suited them—Abigail had overheard many conversations on the matter—to make the lives of the common people more miserable. The greater their misery, the more they appreciated any tiny allowance of privilege.

And if the people ever tried to rise up, well—that was what the automatons were for.

When the carriage finally rolled to a stop, Abigail looked out the window at the extremely long line of male-presenting bipedal, metal structures that stood guard at the entrance to the palace. She shivered. 

Would she also be so unceremoniously disposed of if she failed in her mission tonight? Regina and Esther had, in no uncertain terms, forbidden her from going to the party tonight. They would kill her if they discovered her ruse. 

The elites of the Dread King's nation were, of course, purely and exclusively gorgeous women. Just looking at them made Abigail's skin crawl; these were the kind of women she would always come up short when compared to. The feeling of inadequacy was pervasive in the new world—and either you made someone your inferior, or you were inferior. 

Or at least, she thought, that's how things had been. She easily matched them now—even outshone them. Honestly, she thought she might have even come close to being as hot as Regina. She came, again, the dress clinging and rubbing ever more insistently against her constantly sopping-wet cunt. Though she must have cum enough to drench the fabric by now, somehow it stayed pleasantly dry.

Abigail slowly stepped out of the carriage, her breath catching at the size and strength that the stronghold exuded.

All of the guests were dressed in the finest garb, chatting amiably and holding their heads high in the comfort that they were safe from purges at least for the night. Abigail felt even more out of place amongst them, but the heated looks of envy she got from the younger, less attractive women bolstered her confidence.

"Shall I take your carriage and park it in the nearest lot, madam?" The valet asked in a voice rather high-pitched for one so large and imposing. 

Abigail knew he was harmless; a eunuch and one brainwashed to be obedient to royalty such as herself.

Abigail licked her lips. She had to pretend to belong here; any compassion and they would see through her sure. They would start asking questions—who she was, how she got there, where she was from. Any strange answer would lead to suspicion, and her flimsy, insane story would not stand up to any scrutiny.

Moreover, she wasn’t sure she could even lie all that effectively at the moment. Knowing that she ought not to think about the King’s cock somehow had ensured it was all she thought about. All she seemed to be able to think about was rigorous, hard fucking—being slammed against the palace doors and bred until she was full of a litter of princesses.

So, she spoke clearly and deliberately, doing her best impression of her sisters, and taking care not to make every other word “cock,” “like,” “um,” or “totally.”

“No, scum. You had better stand by it and guard it from anyone entering, or I’ll make sure you totally get murdered in your sleep while your family watches. Got it?”

So close! Nearly made it without a single bimbo-ism.

It seemed to be sufficient; the valet paled and nodded, dropping his eyes to the ground.

“Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress. Anything you say, Mistress. Forgive me, Mistress.”

That...that felt good. Holding that power, dispensing proclamations of life and death and having them carry real weight. Her tight, virgin cunt tingled with new, wet excitement.

She could see why her sisters enjoyed this so much.

The sounds of music and laughter from inside the stronghold gave her courage, and she straightened her back and tilted her chin up, ready for this. She was here to observe the king, after all. Anything else was just a bonus.

The entrance was a good hundred feet away, up several steps. The dress squeezed several more orgasms out of her on her way in. Abigail congratulated herself for turning each mind-melting orgasmic scream she ached to release into a harmless, self-effacing giggle. 

Abigail entered gracefully, picking up a small flute of champagne and scanning the room for the King and her sisters.

The interior of the stronghold was just as impressive as the outside: tall, towering ceilings stretched overhead, filigreed by intricate chandeliers. Tapestries hung from walls draped in lush silk hangings, each one depicting a different conquest. There were fields of conquered enemies, burning cities, and oceans of fleeing warriors. Of course the largest two, just beyond the massive stone throne, were of Esther and Regina. 

The room teemed with life and laughter—tiny groups of revelers gathered around tables laden with delectable treats and beverages. And at the head of it all was King Orrick and his consorts.

Their presence radiated through the room, like a beacon drawing all eyes to them. Abigail could not help but be in awe of them; their features so perfect they seemed more like statues than human beings—it was almost painful to look at them directly. 

But Abigail was here on a mission, so after a moderate amount of helplessly cumming to her sisters' glamorous appearance and giggling behind the palm of her hand with each cum, she focused. 

After one more cum. 

And one more, after looking at Esther smile at the King. 

And another, watching Regina smile at Esther smiling. 

One more, giggling, her mind melting and her sopping wet pussy backflipping into endless oblivion, watching Esther smiling at Regina smiling at Esther smiling...

She had to turn away. She was making a scene, and not the right kind. 

Turning from the King and his girls, she moved to the punch bowl near the musicians. All were female. They stared at Abigail as she tried desperately to stop cumming and to make sense of what she saw here. 

The ball was populated by a distinct hierarchy. There were the automatons, keeping guard and ensuring that no one acted out. These giant, soulless, armored soldiers stood motionless in every corner, against every wall, near every pillar. Under their helmets was pure darkness, the only indication that anything was inside were a pair of brilliantly red, burning eyes. They carried massive swords taller than most men that they could carry with ease. Though they were motionless now, and enormous, Abigail had seen them move with superhuman quickness and agility—jumping on top of buildings and running down thieves in the city streets.

Of course, "thieves" was a bit of a misnomer, wasn't it? Theft was punishable by death, and so the elites of the city had learned that all they had to do to rid themselves of a competitor was accuse them of thievery with some manner of flimsy evidence; the only way to fight back against such allegations was with accusations in turn. And so the consolidation of power and forming of grand harem alliances had become commonplace, 

Then there were the sycophants. These were immaculately groomed members of the court—either provocatively dressed women with constant, empty-headed, happy smiles or dour-faced eunuchs who kept their eyes to the floor. Other breeding men besides the Dread King were not allowed. These members of the court had all manner of duties—crafters, traders, diplomats—but in the end all they existed for was because somehow the Dread King had decided their existence amused him.

Then there was the harem—a sparkling, multi-colored array of gorgeous women of every size and shape and color, wearing revealing gowns with gloriously tall heels. There were so many of them, arranged just so, that they appeared to be a series of interconnected, living rainbows—following the Dread King’s every movement with cooing appreciation and begging at every possible interval to somehow please his Cock. 

Abigail saw right away that it was impossible for them to do so without the explicit approval of Regina and Esther, who lived at the Dread King’s side. They smiled for him and sneered for all the others, enjoying their role as the gatekeepers of his pleasure and ensuring that only those who pleased their impossible standards might somehow gain an audience with him.

Reality was a nightmare, and Abigail knew that dreaming of something better wouldn’t wake her up from it. But in a way, she took comfort from her sisters’ sneering, contemptuous role of keeping people from their King—this meant it was all the less likely that she would have to approach the King one on one.

And that in itself seemed like it would make her mission tonight even more possible, except for one problem: all she wanted, more than anything in this world, was to suck the King's evil cock until he shot his heavy, mindfucking load deep into her throat.

It had seemed so silly when the Bimbo Godmother gave her the job—everything about Bambi had been ludicrous, of course, but that mission in particular had felt so completely trivial. How hard was it not to suck a cock? Abigail had lived her whole life so far without ever once even really wanting to.

But now, within the aura of his impossibly masculine majesty, with so many hypersexual pussies simultaneously wet and moistening for him constantly, dozens of minds all at once singing his praises and whispering fervent prayers to him to somehow be allowed to taste him again—Abigail understood.

There was something about him. She hadn’t noticed it when he had visited her sisters before. She had seen that he was handsome and dashing and truly built, that his cock was huge and that he was—judging from her sisters’ reactions—certainly a great lay.

But she hadn’t felt the knee-quivering desire to drop down and lovingly adore the ground he walked on in the hopes that somehow he might notice that she was desperately, endlessly, unstoppably in love with him and only him for the rest of her life.

She did feel that now.

And she also felt that—being a transformed super-babe princess—this would be her best shot of possibly communicating her affection for him.

That was wrong, she knew. He was a genocidal tyrant responsible for the slaughter and slavery of millions of innocents. But she found that so sexy...and especially if she could get on the good side of such a terrible, terribly powerful demigod. Wouldn’t that be something?

Suddenly, Abigail felt a wave of heat wash over her, as if a fire had been lit inside her soul. She felt herself blush, and her knees began to shake. She had been spotted.

The King had noticed her, and then, once she looked his way—he had made eye contact with her.

Within moments he was off his throne and approaching her, Regina and Esther at her side. The crowd parted obediently before him. Abigail came and giggled and came and giggled again. He gifted her with a slight courteous bow, a gesture that made her heart flutter with delight. His eyes were so intense that she had to fight to keep her gaze fixed on him.

"My name is King Orrick, and I am the ruler of this land," his voice was deep and commanding.  “I don't think I know you, but you are easily one of the most beautiful creatures in this room.” He smiled at his brides. “Besides my wives-to-be, of course.”

Abigail was stunned. She was speechless, completely overwhelmed. Her only response was a timid, barely audible, "Thank you," as she dipped into a curtsy.

"What's your name, beautiful?"

“I’m um...”

She licked her lips, giving their puffy surface another glossy coat. It was time to lie. She had to think of one right away or else they’d be on to her for sure. And thinking all of this was taking time she didn’t have! The silence hung in the air. She tried to think, but thinking was so hard for a bimbo girl like her. What if she said the wrong thing?

“I’m Princess...Beauty?”

“Beauty. Princess Beauty.” The King smiled. “That’s you?”

“Y-yes. From like, Ledonia?” She pulled the name of a country from the fractured, vacuous edges of her frail mind. “Yes. Totally. That’s what I said. That’s who I am!”

Ledonia was far enough away that the King hadn’t conquered it yet, across the oceans and behind several layers of mountain ranges. There would be no one here who could possibly know anything about it.

Except, of course, Esther and Regina, who had both received the same teachings as her and had access to all the same books. They seemed too occupied with cooing and whispering in the King’s ear, though, to really notice anything at all that Abigail had said.

And as she watched, the two of them started rubbing themselves erotically on the King’s chest and arms. Abigail’s face turned flush. Bimbo girls weren’t allowed to think about things like that. She should have known better than to even look. 

But before she could look away, her eyes were locked onto them, and she couldn’t help but be drawn further in by their sensual movements—the way their skin pressed firmly against his bare flesh as they massaged his body with languid strokes. His expression remained impassive through it all, though the pressure of their hands betrayed an undeniable response from beneath his stoic exterior. 

Abigail felt a surge of envy rise up in her chest, making her heart race with longing for something she barely comprehended yet still desperately desired: To be loved by them the way he was. Or even more—to love him the same way they were able to. 

The King seemed to buy it. He bowed his head in respect, taking Abigail’s hand and kissing her knuckles. She came immediately and obviously.

"It is my pleasure to make your acquaintance, Princess Beauty," he said formally, holding on to her hand. If he noticed how hard she had cum, he did not show it. “Would you care to dance?”

Abigail didn’t know how to refuse. She knew she didn’t want to. And it would look awful if she did—they might make her leave or even have her executed for refusing the king.

There was no way to say no. She giggled.

* * * * * 
[image: image]


JUST MOMENTS LATER, the King sat down on his throne and beckoned Abigail to approach him. Esther and Regina flanked him on either side, as they had been all night, stroking his chest and whispering in his ears. Their gorgeous, cream-dripping tits docked on either arm, gently administering slow rivers of shining, delicious-smelling milk down his arms. Their hands ran over the immense bulge in his pants with dark, urging glee.

“As I said," the King explained, "I want you to dance.”

Already, she intuited his meaning. But she hoped somehow she had it wrong, that the lust-addled efforts of the night so far had her seeing events through an overly pink, giggly filter.

She gulped. “I...I will have a hard time dancing with you, Your Majesty, if you are seated.”

“Our King means he wants you to dance to him,” said Regina. “On him. For him.”

“Unless,” said Esther, “you’re not able to for some reason? It was my understanding that the nobles of Ledonia all had extensive training in the art of pleasure dancing. Was your upbringing deprived of this common knowledge?”

“N-no!” Abigail insisted. “I’m so sorry. I just—I was surprised. You two are both so obviously beautiful, and amazing, and perfect. Th-the dances of my country are um, like, totally super erotic? And I am no competition to either of you. I know that. But I didn’t want to like, accidentally make you think that I thought that.”

Esther and Regina shared a long look. For a moment, Abigail thought the jig was up. Then they both burst out laughing.

“You are a beauty, Princess,” Esther giggled. “We won’t think that for a minute. We know we’re much better than you. Don’t worry about that.”

The King's bulge throbbed beneath his pants.

“So go on.” Regina’s eyes flashed. “Dance for us. Dance for the King.”

She danced poorly. At first, she was too shy and too scared to do anything but stand still in front of the King and his court. She was clumsy and awkward, and her lack of grace and skill showed in her movements as the music picked up; she felt sympathy from the musicians in giving her an "easy" beat but she felt none the less as if she had two left feet. It was clear that she was not experienced in this kind of dance, and it was embarrassing for her. The King’s eyes watched her, never straying even though she stumbled again and again. He seemed unimpressed, but not displeased. 

Esther and Regina, bored, put their hands more urgently on the King's cock and attempted to distract him. Abigail felt panic gripping her—if she was ignored by the king, she risked immediate execution. Elites in the crowd began sniping her way—why was she so pretty if she couldn't move at all?

Abigail wasn't made for this kind of situation. That's why she had been turned into a beauty at all. A beauty named Beauty. 

You don't have to know what to do. Good girls just obey. Good girls put Beauty first.

That was it! Beauty would know what to do! 

Beauty was a terrific dancer like all bimbos were. She thought of how she walked in her heels without even trying. Good girls were such magically hot sexy dancers for their man. The problem was that Abigail was trying. Abigail was thinking.

And all Abigail could think about was how beautiful and amazing the King's cock was. It would fill her up so completely, take up so much room inside her mouth...

But Abigail wasn’t supposed to suck it! She wasn’t even supposed to want to suck it; going down that path meant she would give in for sure. What to do, what to do?

What if Beauty danced instead?

The thought hit her like a lightning bolt. Of course!

Beauty was innocent, Beauty had no role to play. Beauty could do the most intense, hot, sensual dance there ever was without any consequence.

All I have to do is let Beauty stay in control.

Taking a deep breath, Abigail focused herself and felt her panic melt away.

Suddenly she could feel the music pulsing through her body, commanding each of her limbs to move in perfect synchronization with the beat. She became one with the rhythm, feeling it vibrate through her entire being. Her movements became graceful, mesmerizing as she rolled her hips, lifted her arms gracefully up to the sky, and allowed all inhibitions to fade away. 

A hip shake. A long bend with her arms sliding up her every last curve. Tossing her hair back, winking, strutting and then bending again.

Beauty knew all about moving to make a man hard.

The other women’s eyes widened in appreciation as they watched the transformation before them—from a clumsy girl to a beautiful goddess of pleasure, shaking her hips and grinding her ass through the air. 

Slowly, erotically, she strutted to the King's throne, dancing still, shivering slightly every time her hands briefly grazed against his strong body, feeling the warmth of his skin radiating against hers. 

She pressed her body against his lap, grinding her tits down his chest and then over his cock, still trapped in his trousers. Then, aching, moaning, she ground the entirety of her torso against him as she ascended onto his lap and began heatedly thumping her perfectly-formed ass on his throbbing cock. Regina and Esther cheered her on.

“Go Beauty go!” Regina clapped.

“He loves it, Beauty. You’re doing great.”

Hearing such praise from these patently evil women filled Beauty’s heart with deep, sensational pride.

No, Abigail’s heart.

She couldn’t forget that at the end of this, it was Beauty who would walk away.

Abigail. It was Abigail who would walk away—

—out of your skull and out of existence entirely. Abigail the invader; the fake; the transformation. It’s—

—Beauty who was the real her, after all. That only made sense. Beauty was the real Beauty, and Abigail—

—the fake, the unwanted, the ugly one, so ugly and pathetic, who could possibly want her around? You don’t. You want—

—Beauty. She wanted Beauty around forever.

And why not? That’s who she was, and she loved herself, didn’t she?

The strange dialogue distracted her just enough for her not to notice that the King, underneath her, had unsheathed his cock and slipped it between her belly and his. She saw it now, moaning and cumming at the sight of its masculine perfection.

The music stopped. The court was silent.

“You dance beautifully, Princess.”

Beauty moaned, grinding still, pushing her tight virginal body into his cock. She was so close to him—to the King, to the man who could have her executed with a single word—and yet it felt so right and natural to be against him like this. They shifted until his cock was directly underneath her, length-wise, her wet pussy lips running along the shaft.

The King moved against her body, his cock sliding along her wetness with a slow, unhurried rhythm. His breathing deepened as Beauty moaned, and came, and came again—feeling her King's cock against her cunt. 

But this wasn’t the end. Beauty was going to keep going, keep dancing, keep showing her beautiful new expertise in pleasure and give him a dance he would never—

The King roughly shoved her off his lap and in front of his cock. 

Oh god. It's so beautiful. So big and perfect and amazing.

“I-it’s everything,” Beauty mumbled.

She was going to suck it, if he let her.

There was something wrong with that. Something she needed to remember. Frustration formed on her pretty, petite face as she struggled.

“Is there something the matter?” the King asked.

“No, Your Majesty. I’m sorry. I just...I thought—”

Good girls don’t think. Good girls obey.

“What did you think, Beauty?”

“It doesn’t matter,” she said automatically. “My thoughts don’t matter because they shouldn’t even exist, Master.”

It felt so fucking good to say that. Like her soul was cumming. He grabbed her by the hair and pushed her against his cock. 

“That’s true enough. Are you going to suck my cock, or what?”

“Oh, Master,” she cooed. “May I? May I, really? You would honor my body with your majestic cock? Like, really?”

He chuckled. “Really.”

Orrick nodded to Esther and Regina, who took Beauty by the hair and pushed her face into his cock. They were gentle at first. Their hands so delicate and soft. Beauty had never felt a loving, affectionate touch from them before—

—which only makes sense. You just met them.

Yes. Yes, why would they have been affectionate? She had never proved a thing to them, after all. She had to earn their affection, which she had done with her dancing and her exuberant proclamations of submission.

Her lips crested over the cockhead of her new Master. He was so thick and long that already she was scared she wouldn’t be able to take it all. Her puffy, glossy lips slid easily across his precum-soaked cock and soon it was pressing into the soft tissue of her throat. Esther and Regina only became more forceful, at last, when Beauty began to gag.

“Just hold steady, dear,” said Esther. “It will pass.”

“We have to teach you,” said Regina. “You have to do it right.”

“Besides,” said Esther, “he likes seeing you gag on his cock like this.”

Knowing that made it suddenly so much easier for Beauty. The worst part of gagging was thinking that somehow she would be disappointing Master by doing so. But if he allowed it, if it wasn’t insulting him, if it made him harder...

She gave in to the gagging, no longer fighting. Her throat clutched and spasmed against his massive, hard flesh as he pushed further down. Hot saliva spilled from her lips, mixing with her falling tears as her sisters pushed her all the way down until her lips pushed up against his hairy, masculine bush. 

“Fuck her,” said Regina. “Please, fuck her throat, my King.”

“Fuck our sister, Your Majesty. Fuck her stupid.”

That was so cool! They liked her so much they were willing to think of her like a sister!

The King gasped, buckling before her, clearly loving her gagging and choking efforts. His pleasure was her pleasure, and orgasmic rapture rippled through her body as he shook. He was close to cumming now, Beauty could tell, and she was nearly ready to join him. As the King moved and she suckled, her pussy tightened and swelled with pleasure.

That was when he came, in a hot rush of pleasure that filled her throat and brought her own orgasm crashing down. Beauty licked and sucked around his hot, throbbing shaft until she was getting enough air between each sensation, and then began to move her head in a rhythm that matched his thrusts, gradually increasing in intensity with each wave of hot seed flooding her esophagus.

Esther and Regina moaned, cheering him on, thanking him, telling him what a Man he was for fucking up their sister's brain. It didn't make sense all the way to Beauty, but it didn't need to. She had sucked the King's cock just like she was supposed to.

His cock throbbed in her throat, still hard. Beauty moaned, cleaning him with her tongue and mouth. She was such a good girl 

* * * * * 
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SOMEONE BEAUTIFUL AND blonde just like Beauty was now knelt down next to her. Beauty didn’t notice her for a long time; sucking her King’s cock was completely enrapturing. The new girl began sucking, kissing, and licking in tandem with Beauty. Finally, when their lips met at his brilliantly huge cockhead, Beauty recognized her.

“Bambi?”

“Oh, hi!”

“Aren’t you...um...wasn’t there like...”

Beauty struggled. There had been an offer. She wasn’t supposed to suck the king’s glorious cock for some stupid reason. What was it? She was going to like, stop...his reign of tenor?

But what was a reign of tenor? Did he have like, a bunch of singers in his employ or something? Gosh. Thinking was so hard when his cock was right there. Wet, warm drool slid from her and Bambi’s mouths, joining and sliding over his thickness while they stroked him.

“Oh yeah, that was totally like, a bit of fun!” She giggled. “Talk to your sisters. They’re the ones with all the power. Master like, totally made them wizards or something.”

Esther and Regina were just above Bambi and Beauty, on Master's throne and softly kissing his chin. 

“Sorceresses, actually,” said Regina. “He didn’t want us having to read very much.”

“Reading is for men,” said Esther. “Good girl sorceresses just make Master’s life easier with magic all the time. You're a sorceress, Bambi. You should know.”

Bambi giggled. “Yes, Mistress. Of course, Mistress.”

It was clear from her answer that Bambi had no idea what she was except obedient. 

The King nodded to Regina and Esther, and both of them nodded in return, cumming briefly with weeping, aching moans—clinging to his mouth and jaw with their lips before sliding off him. 

They were in the same stronghold still, but the crowd had disappeared. Beauty must have been sucking the King's Cock with her brain turned totally off, just like a good girl should. 

Regina picked her up and led her over to a thick cushion in front of a grand mirror. It hadn’t been there moments before—they must have created it with magic. Beauty giggled; they were so powerful and smart. Master would love watching himself fuck her from behind with his girls at his side.

“We did you a favor,” said Esther, flanking her.

She pushed Beauty over, making her hinge at the hips. A moment or two’s corrections to make sure her posture was right. Such a caring sister. Regina spread Beauty’s pussy lips, licking to make sure she was wet enough for their King.

“You were so fucking ugly, sis,” Esther continued. “He wanted to kill you for sure. But we told him it was such a waste to off a noble, even if you weren’t up to snuff.” She giggled. “So we begged him to change you. Wasn’t that nice?”

“Yes, Princess. Thank you, Princess.”

She had no idea what they were talking about, really. But she knew that it was her place to be grateful. Esther was so beautiful; how could she not be grateful to be in front of her?

“You’re so much sexier now,” said Regina. “And that’s all we really care about, surrounding Master with beautiful women to attend to his every need and care. Did we do it well, Master?”

She was so submissive to him—Regina, who could crack stone with a sneer of her displeasure, was completely dependent on her Master King’s approval.

“You did great, girls.”

His cock slid up and down Beauty’s entrance, warming her up. She needed it—needed him to take her virginity and breed her. She could be pregnant just like Regina and Esther almost certainly were! Using the mirror, she made sure he saw her big, blue eyes in staring at his majesty with need.

She found herself mesmerized by her own reflection. Her body was perfect and her porcelain skin shimmered in the light. But something else caught her attention. 

A girl—drab and boring and permanently dull—stood in the corner of the throne room. Puzzled, Beauty turned to look at her—but no one was there. When she looked back in the mirror, the drab girl was bowing on the floor in complete subservience, shrinking into nothingness under Beauty’s gaze and making way for only Beauty’s reflection once again. 

This distracted her so much that she didn't notice her King spreading her just a little wider—and so his entrance was sudden and orgasmic. 

His cock inside her felt more amazing than she could have imagined.

* * * * * 
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SOME HOURS LATER, AFTER the forty-seventh orgasm or so, Beauty seemed to have passed out. When she woke, it was because Esther shook her until she had eyes open.

“Clean my shoes, would you, Beauty? I don’t want Master to think I don’t care.”

Obediently, Beauty knelt down at her Mistress’s feet and began to lick. She took her time, making sure to do it right. Her transformed, extra-wet-and-long tongue did a great job of attending her sister’s footwear.

Her sisters had made her feel so brainless, special, and loved.

She loved them so much.

# # #
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Hypno Headset – Naughty Girl
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Just a few weeks ago, I was at the top of my class.

Now my Master is on top of me—and god, he’s so fucking good. 

My legs are pinned between his heavy, muscular chest and my precious, perky tits—perfect 36C knockers that feel like they’re getting bigger ever since he started fucking my mind. 

He fucks me on top of his teacher’s desk. All around us are the empty chairs and desks of his classroom. My teeth rake against his chin and I’m whispering how much I fucking love him, because I really do. 

I know I do—because he made me love him. So many people are always questioning whether they’re in love or not. I never do. Master is in charge of my love, in charge of my everything, and he’s brainwashed me into loving him. How lucky is that?

My hands are clasped around his thick neck and I’m begging, moaning, aching for mercy—but he has none. His Cock, filling up my preciously wet barely legal pussy, is all that matters, and both he and I know it. Every stroke that fucks my cunt fucks up my mind even worse. I’m programmed by him to believe that when his thick, gorgeous Cock penetrates my young eighteen year-old pussy, he owns me a little bit more.

Like this:

He thrusts in me, his turgidity pushing directly on my g-spot. I cum—every time he thrusts in me, I cum. 

One thought in my mind drowns out the rest: Owned.

He shoved that thought into my mind, like he shoves his Cock in my cunt. He fucked my mind with that thought, fucked me with it so that I can't experience his Cock without that thought, and now when he fucks my cunt, he fucks my mind too.

He thrusts again, even harder this time. 

Again I cum and think:

Owned.

Thrust.

Owned.

Thrust.

Owned.

He’s in charge of me, and fucking me like this only proves it. 

I’ll do anything he says. I have all the time in the world to serve my Master. 

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS AGO:

I don’t have time for this. 

Mr. Astor has me sitting down in front of him in his class after school—after hours of this interminable day—and he wants me to do this stupid study session with him and it’s only his first day here!

“Chanel.” He’s sitting on the edge of his desk with his arms crossed, looking down at me. “I can tell you don’t want to be here. I understand. But I’m concerned about you.”

He's quite tall and well-built and has dark hair and blue eyes and I’m pretty sure I hate this asshole. I’m a fucking senior at the Luxuria Palaestra and I’m at the top of my class!

And that’s no small feat. This school is located in the most expansive and beautiful portion of the Swiss Alps. It’s an uber-exclusive private school entirely for girls aged eighteen to twenty. School is year-round with strenuous schedules and we fit four years of university education inside those two. 

Each and every girl in attendance—and there’s about forty of us per class—is a dancer, selected for our physical fitness, balance, beauty, and intelligence—not to mention a fantastically thick bankroll (semester tuition runs easily into six figures). We are the cream of the cream, the one percent of the one percent—and I’m at the very top of that pile. 

If he wasn’t so obviously such a nerd, I’d think he wanted to hold me back after class to just ogle me and hit on me. I am wearing some of my absolute tightest yoga pants today—the pink ones with the white stripes on the side.

Everyone I see wants to hit on me. I’m tall, toned, and gorgeous. I’ve got a dancer’s body and grace. Everything I do is infused with natural, God-Given beauty. I walk from class to class and dorm to dorm like I’m God’s Own Gift to the world, and you know what? I probably am. 

Everything here is about me. This is a dancing school—and I crush dancing. I’ve already got offers on lock from companies in New York, Paris, and Moscow. This is a prestigious academic institution—and I crush academics. I could talk to you for hours about Claudius’s motivations in Hamlet or discuss statistical anomalies in voting data from 1964 or theorize about the breakdown of quantum mechanics inside the singularities of black holes. 

And most particularly? Everything about this profession we're going after—dancing—is about aesthetics, and I crush aesthetics. I am aesthetics. I've got high cheekbones, brilliantly sculpted clavicles, a reality-bending jawline, beautifully built breasts, an ass so hard and round it should be illegal, legs that never quit, and bright dark eyes that might as well be concentrated orbs of the universe. 

I'm so. Fucking. Gorgeous. 

I Love it.

So I don't have time for this fucking bozo.

I roll my eyes at him. “There’s nothing to be concerned about.”

“You seem really hostile. May I ask what that’s about?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on,” he says. “I’m genuinely asking. It seems like I’ve made you mad. I can apologize, but not if I don’t know what I’ve done.”

“You’re just up in my business,” I explain. “There’s no reason to keep me here. I’m the smartest girl this school has got and I have been for the last year. You’re here, what? Like a day?”

He nods. “This is my first official day.”

“And you’re already keeping me back? This is ludicrous. I don’t have to be here, you know.”

“I know that. I appreciate that you stayed behind. I’m concerned about you.”

“You keep saying that. What are you concerned about?”

“Well, I looked over your recent work. What you turned in for Ms. Gibbs.”

He’s referring to the previous Literature instructor. She left quite suddenly one weekend. The rumor is that Ms. Lexington, the Headmistress, found her fingering herself stupid in a closet moaning some guy's name. 

The extra rumor—the kind that only I and other select, exclusive people know about—is that she was admitted to a mental institution because she wouldn't stop moaning the guy's name when Ms. Lexington found her.

We all sort of had a crush on Ms. Gibbs—I mean, everyone here is a dancer and there’s no boys for miles, so we all have little crushes on everyone (and everyone especially has crushes on me)—and so I felt bad when I heard about the absence. 

Mr. Astor is the first male teacher this school has had in over a decade. There was a scandal with the last one, of course, and if you ask me, they’re just asking for another scandal by hiring another male teacher again. 

“What about it?”

“It’s littered with errors.” He pulls out a sheet and shows me. “You’ve got syntax problems all the way through. Run-ons. Fragments. I’ve seen your test scores. They don’t reflect this kind of work. I’m worried there’s some larger issue. Or that you might be slipping.”

“Slipping?”

I say the word with sudden, intense dread. 

I’m the Lead Dancer in the Palaestra Group. I’m always on stage first; I take the lead in every production. If I slip—at all—there are fifty-nine girls dying to take my place. I love being above them; I define myself by being above others. I can’t be slipping. 

And yet I look at the paper he hands me and I see right away what he’s talking about. We had been studying Chopin’s The Awakening. My thesis was about how the expression of her sensuality was ultimately what doomed her. But I can barely make heads or tails of what I’ve read, it looks so terrible. There’s all this red pen everywhere. There’s...there’s some kind of scent to the ink...

“Do you see what I mean?” Mr. Astor insists. “All those errors.”

“Errors.” I shake my head. I feel flushed and faint. “I don’t understand.”

“I know we just met, Chanel,” he explains, “but I care about you. I know you want to stay in first.”

I nod. Very much. That’s exactly what I want. I feel heated. My nipples are hardening, probably visible through the slender fabric of my top. I hope he doesn't notice.

“I want to help you with that. Now, this is a little unorthodox...” he reaches under his desk for a pair of headphones. “...but I’ve developed a method that’s had incredible results with students in the past. Of course, there’s never been a student I’ve had as clearly capable as you. So maybe it will do nothing to help. But then again, maybe, because you’re so much smarter than they are...”

“...it will help even more?”

He smiles. “That’s what I was hoping.”

I take the headphones from him. Really, I snatch them. “What do I do? Just listen at home? It’s like...study tapes?”

“Exactly. You listen, and it’s filling in the blanks of grammar for you. All those spaces where you don’t know what to do, or where you feel like you’re guessing, you’ll stop guessing. You’ll know for sure. You’ll be smarter. For the first few times, you should do it here with me, because you shouldn’t have any distractions—at least until we know you’ve really got the technique of active listening down.”

“Active listening?”

He pauses, looking surprised. “Oh. You haven’t heard of active listening?”

“I...” I feel my flush come back. “I...yes. I mean, well...no, but—”

“You’re so intelligent, I thought you would have known it already.”

This is exactly the kind of comment that needles into my brain and makes me feel simultaneously incredibly vulnerable and on-guard and off-balance. In fact...everything he’s said since he brought out this paper has made me feel that way. I look down at the ink again. Locks of my shiny black hair frame my vision. The letters seem to blur. I recognize the content, but the red ink...the ink is all I can see. And there’s that funny smell...

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, Chanel,” he reassures me. “You should never feel ashamed to learn. Learning makes you more powerful.”

I nod. It’s a strange thing to say, but he’s clearly trying to be nice. I want to help him be nice to me; everyone is always so nice to me. I’m so fucking pretty and capable and people fall all over themselves trying to please me and it makes me feel warm and complete inside and man, I’m just feeling extra honest right now...

“Active listening,” he explains, “will be simple for someone like you. You just have to listen as hard as you can. Focus entirely on the headphones, on what they’re transmitting. Don’t allow any distractions. The more you focus, the quicker you’ll learn. Can you do that?”

I nod eagerly. “Yes. Of course I can. This sounds easy.”

“It is in some ways,” he says. “But people do find their minds drifting. If you feel that—that’s bad. That means you have to double down on focusing. All right?”

“Okay.”

“Let’s give it a shot, huh?”

He takes the headphones from my hands and places them over my head. Right away there’s a slow, steady, thumpy beat that powers into my ears. He stands in front of me and says something—I can’t hear him—and then walks away. The lights turn off. The only thing left is a light on his desk, flickering. 

It’s distracting. I’m not supposed to be distracted. I try to tell him, but I can’t even hear my own voice. These headphones cancel out everything. The beat is so thick. Like syrup. My thoughts feel slow and distorted. I’m trying to focus on the voices—there’s so many, so fast, up and down and coagulating like blood cells in my head—but that light on his desk is so...flickery...

And there’s something about the voices that’s off. They’re so breathy. Many voices, all of them girlish. They sound excited. Like, really excited. Pleasured. Orgasmic. 

And they’re saying something like...

Like...

Good grammar is for girls who know better.

That’s something I heard for sure. Which is...odd, right?

Thinking right is speaking right. Writing better is thinking better. 

Yes. Okay.

Good thinking is no thinking at all.

Huh?

No thinking at all.

No, but...

No thinking at all.

But I...

No thinking.

I...

No thinking.

No. 

Thinking.

Thinking?

No.

Thinking.

The lights come on. I adjust to them slowly. When we started, it was light outside. I could see the landscape through the spots in the windows. Now it’s dark. How long has it been?

He’s in front of me, snapping his fingers. He takes the headphones off and cups my chin in one strong hand. 

“You okay, Chanel?”

I giggle slightly and bite my lip. His fingers are so strong on my chin. There’s sticky wetness between my legs. I can smell his musk; he smells like such a man. My parents have been dead for ages, and they were never good enough for me, but looking at him I feel a strong and urgent tie to the word Daddy.

“I...I think so?” I’m shaking my head. I feel good. Like I’m floating. But also confused. 

“It’s been two hours,” he explains. “A good first session.”

“Two hours?” I exclaim. I sit up straight. “That can’t be right. This is crazy. I feel like it’s been two minutes.”

“I know. That means you were able to absorb so much more than most girls do on their first run-through. I’m really impressed with you, Chanel.”

I titter at the compliment. His compliments make me feel airy and happy. He thinks I’m special. 

“I think you could have kept going,” he says. “We maybe could have knocked it out completely. But I was afraid you had somewhere to be.”

“I...” I struggle, trying to think. Then I remember. “I do. Practice. And also my girlfriend...I mean...”

He’s not supposed to know that. We’re not supposed to have any romantic partners at school, let alone lesbian ones. 

He smiles, though, and puts a hand on my shoulder. I giggle again, feeling weak. What’s wrong with me? 

“I won’t tell, all right?” He winks. I feel weaker. He’s so cool. “Our secret, right? You can trust me.”

“I can trust you,” I say without thinking. “Thank you, Mr. Astor.”

“When it’s just us, Chanel? You can call me Marc, all right?”

“Yes, Marc. Thank you, Marc.”

I rush off, thighs still sticky and wet. I hope he doesn’t notice the wet kiss my cunt left on his seat. 

* * * * *
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OUR NEXT SESSION IS at the end of the next day. I’m smiling and sitting up straight this time. Before, I was slumped and brooding. But that was disrespectful. Mr. Astor—Marc—is only trying to help. He’s such a good man. I trust him.

My long legs are placed firm in front of me, my skirt going just halfway down my long thighs. My back, so svelte and tight, is long and tall. My eyes gleam with purpose; my hair is back in a purposeful low, loose pony so that I can put on the headphones without any issues. 

“Chanel, before we even get started, I’d like to say—it’s clear your attitude has turned around. I think you deserve to hear that when your focus is so clear.”

That word, deserve, makes my heart flip something funny. I have to take a second before I answer; my words feel slightly slurry when I do.

“Thank you, Marc. I was really trying to take good notes in class today.”

“I saw that. Did I also see you wearing your headphones in Ms. Radcliffe’s class?”

Ms. Radcliffe teaches calculus. She is—like all the female teachers—a former dancer herself who couldn’t quite make it in the big leagues. The Palaestra only hires former dance teachers because they want to be certain that the ultimate focus is entirely on dancing. 
I know that I made it to practice last night—I must have, or else I would have had a thousand angry texts on my phone. But instead, I got several compliments from our instructor Ms. Goya about what a spectacular, calm grace I displayed. 
The problem is, I barely remember it. I remember leaving the classroom with Marc, and I remember coming home and putting on my headphones for a little extra study time...but in between, there’s hardly anything. 

Just like between my ears. Hardly anything.

“Chanel?”

“Oh.” I smile my best charming smile. “Sorry. Yes. They were on there. I thought that...well, we just had a group project to work on, so I thought I may as well wear them then to get some more studying in. But she said to take them off.”

“I see. It is a school policy, you know.”

“Yes.”

“And it’s important to follow the rules.”

“It’s important to follow the rules.”

I repeat him, emphasizing like that, without even much thinking about it. My hands go to my chest, nipples firm and erect, breasts swelling into my forearms. He can see down my button-up blouse right down my cleavage. I don't mind.

“Good. Now, that being said, I’ll have a talk with Ms. Radcliffe. I’m sure she’ll see my side of things before long. I want to applaud your efforts so far. You’re clearly putting so much of yourself in this.”

“Thank you,” I say again. “It is...can I say?”

“Go ahead.”

“It’s rather hard to do like you say. To...focus entirely. That’s why I keep trying. I keep feeling my brain drift. In fact, it feels like long stretches of time just—”

“You’re looking really sharp today, Chanel.”

I preen with the compliment, barely noticing that he cut me off. I do rather think I have on a cute outfit today—though of course I’m obscenely rich and massively beautiful and so all my outfits are cute. The skirt is a dark pleated green and black a-frame from Tom Ford; the blouse white silk from Michael Kors. I’m pretty sure this little diddy cost more than the entirety of Marc’s wardrobe, but it seems wrong to hold that against him. I think so much of him, after all.

But, I have to keep him in his place. 

“I appreciate that, Mr. Astor. But, I don’t think that’s quite appropriate to say, do you?”

“You’re right, Chanel. I apologize. I just assumed you like hearing nice things about your appearance. You clearly don’t have to work for it very much, and I thought you’d enjoy knowing somebody else noticed how easy it is for you.”

“I...” I struggle to find the words to come back from this. He’s gotten straight to the heart of something deeply internal to me. I’m not supposed to talk about how easy it is for me to be as pretty as I am. Most people find it gauche. But it’s so easy for me, and I can’t be honest, and—

“But you’re right,” he says. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. We’re here to improve your learning. You’ve been wearing them at home, too?”

“Yes, of course.” I act like it’s been ages since we started even though it was just yesterday. “In fact...”

I hesitate. I know I can trust him, but I don’t want to get him into trouble.

“What is it?’

“It’s kind of a funny thing about...that thing I’m definitely not doing.”

“Oh.” He smiles. “That thing that’s definitely not going on with Kitty, you mean?”

I gasp. “How did you...?”

“I’m not blind, Chanel. You two are passing notes and eyeballing each other every class.”

“Oh.”

“In fact, her studies have started to go down some. I’m a little worried. You might be a distraction.”

I frown. This worries me. I don’t want Kitty to be sent home because of poor performance. She’s an excellent dancer—not as good as me, but then, no one is—and she’s extra stupidly pretty. 

She’s tall—an inch or two taller than me, honestly, and I’m mega tall—and blond, a true Norwegian Valkyrie. She’s classically, impossibly gorgeous, with bright blue eyes and a smile that completely melts my evil little heart. Sometimes I’ve even thought about telling her—trusting her—with all the wicked stuff that goes on in my head. 

The ways I gaslight some of the other girls. The stuff I do to stay on top. The weight-gain products I’ve stuffed into the weight-loss shakes of girls lowest on the totem pole just to make them feel worse about themselves. Suggesting bad outfits for them to wear; forcing girls to get bad haircuts or I'll cut them from our dance practice. I have a lot of power as the top dancer; I'm practically a coach all by myself. If girls make me mad, they're out of my practice session and they go with the B squad—and someone from the B squad moves up with us. 

I use the power exclusively to torture and abuse the ones beneath me. Why shouldn't I? They all want my spot.

All that kind of thing is practical—it keeps me where I belong, on top—but also deadly seriously erotic to me. Holding power over others. Fucking up their lives for my amusement and gain. It makes me wet. I know for a fact there's a girl named Sandra who hasn't eaten more than an apple in over a month. She'll probably drop out soon because she's so hungry she can't concentrate in class. 

That makes me wet; doing that to her. Because I definitely did. Just a few hints here and there about her weight, the “sag” in her arms. In truth, she was perfectly beautiful. I just wanted to fuck with her. Now she'll have starved herself right out of this school. All that effort to get higher and instead she'll have wasted her family's money here. I don't think she can afford it, either. 

God, I love that. 

I wish I could tell someone about that. I wish I could tell Kitty, but she's far too sweet.

“Do you think...” I try to problem-solve. Marc seems so reasonable. “Do you think we could put her on the headphones too? Maybe she could join me tomorrow?”

“Maybe,” says Marc. “You’re showing so much progress already. I don’t know how much longer you’ll need these sessions.”

I feel a drop in my stomach. I like these sessions, though! Marc makes me feel so warm and safe; no one has ever done that before. Not even Kitty when she uses her hot blonde mouth to lick my sweet hot teenage cunt. 

“She didn’t seem to mind when I put them on when we were hanging out last night,” I explain, trying to talk her up. “After practice.”

“I see. You two were...commiserating?”

“We were making out. We do that a lot.” That makes him blush; I understand. We’re both really gorgeous. What red-blooded man wouldn’t want to imagine beauties like Kitty and me making out? “And then I remembered the headphones...and I put them on right away.”

“What did she do then?”

“She knows what’s good for her. She didn’t complain. She let me do my thing.”

“Did she sleep over last night?”

I give him a warning look. “I can’t tell you everything, Marc.”

“You’re right.” He nods, holding up a hand in surrender. “I overstepped. I apologize.”

His willingness to make peace pleases me; I’d hate to put him on my shit-list. I’d ruin him like I have three other teachers at this school and I’d feel fantastic doing it just like I did for them, but at the same time...I do trust him.

“It’s all right. Just remember boundaries, okay?”

“You took the words right out of my mouth.” He nods. “Why don’t you put your headphones on and we’ll get started?”

I grab them, eagerly. Something about when they’re on feels so good. But I pause just for a moment right as I place them on my ears. 

“Wait,” I say. “If I just need the headphones on, and I've shown that I can do a good job, and that’s our session, then why am I even here?”

He leans over and turns them on and I don’t hear his answer; they cancel out all the noise.

I’m sure it was a good answer. 

He’s so full of good answers. 

He’s so full of good.

He’s so full...

He’s so...

He’s...

He’s so handsome. 

Ungh. It hits me like a ton of bricks. 

He’s the most incredibly handsome man I’ve ever seen. 

I’ve never met a man—any man—who makes me so giggly and light-headed and full of hot fluttery air as him. He’s like...he’s like some perfect combination of ideal husband, ideal boyfriend, ideal King, and ideal Daddy.

Ungh. 

Daddy.

And I’m a good girl, such a beautiful girl, such a perfect beautiful flawless girl, and so I should just do what Daddy says to do. Yes. That’s good; that’s so fucking good...

I see his fingers snapping in front of me. The sound follows after what feels like several minutes. 

“Da-da?”

“Shush, baby girl. Come back.”

With the headphones off, sound returns in stages. At first all I can hear is the high-pitched whine of the heating, but even that fades after a few minutes. It’s pitch black outside.

“I called dance practice for you,” he says. “You were really deep into it.”

“I...was?”

“Yes. I kept offering to stop, but you insisted on continuing. I’m proud of you, Chanel.”

“Ungh.”

I didn’t mean to groan like that. But I did. Audibly. And it’s matched with a hot wet feeling between my legs. There’s already been a lot of those apparently—I can definitely feel that I’ve been cumming, and probably over and over. I can barely move, I’m so worn out. As I moan, I rub my face into his hand—his strong hand, his Daddy hand...

“Marc?” I begin. “Did...did I...?”

“Please,” he says. “Call me Sir. We agreed.”

Oh, right. 

“Please, Sir. Tell me. Did I...?”

“Learn a bunch? I think so. You did fantastic, Chanel.”

He leans in and kisses me on the forehead. I cum, obviously, right then. Feeling his lips touch my forehead. I moan and whimper and shake and my leg travels up his calf. He slides away like I’m an affectionate kitten.

“D-Daddy...” I whisper.

“Shush, baby girl. It’s okay. You have to go home now.”

“Home?” 

“Yes. And talk to Kitty like we said. You’ll be such a good girl for Daddy, won’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

I nod enthusiastically, though I have no idea what he’s talking about. 

“Fantastic. And you’ll wear those heels and shorter skirts like you said you would, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I say, strutting out without even realizing what I’ve said until minutes later. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


FOR OUR NEXT SESSION, my head is full of warm, pleasant air. Every time I listen to Sir’s headphones, my thoughts get fuzzier and hotter. It’s the way my head should be. I’ve realized how smart it is to think of nothing.

If you think of nothing, then you’ve got nothing in the way of learning new things.

New things like how hot I think Mr. Astor is, or how much I want to kiss him, or how fun it is to think about making him hard. 

Those are the thoughts I think all the time now, and it’s all because of my headphones. I know it is. I know they’re changing me. 
I think I even know that they’re changing me not to mind. And that’s cool too. 
The only thing I know for sure is that we won’t sleep together. Like, he’s really handsome and all—he even makes me wet—but I can’t stomach the thought of having a man inside me without a lot of revulsion. Even thinking of touching his Cock makes me shudder, and not the good kind. 

But then, why do I keep thinking about it anyway?

I walk into his classroom after hours once again and sit at my desk. He watches me hungrily all the way there with those deep blue eyes. He should. I look fucking fantastic today.

“Good afternoon, Chanel. You’re looking fantastic today, as always.”

Of course he’s right. I’m wearing thigh-high leather boots and a tight, tiny designer Fendi skirt. The blouse, Alberta Ferretti and soft blue silk, is already half-unbuttoned in preparation of seeing my biggest crush ever, Mr. Astor. I want him to look at my tits and I want him to know that I want that. 

“I know,” I say, tossing my hair back and smiling, showing off my gorgeous jawline. “Thank you.”

He likes it when I say ‘I know’ to compliments; I can tell. He likes me vain; likes me arrogant. He likes his eyes on me; I love his eyes on me. I can see between his legs—gosh he's tall—that his bulge is already growing at the sight of me. He sits down behind his desk, probably to hide that big fucking monster he's sporting.

“I heard you had an altercation with Ms. Radcliffe?”

“Yes. She tried to make up with me.”

Good for her, too. I don’t know if it’s saved her from my wrath, but it’s at least delayed it. The volley of lies I was going to start to get her fired are chambered but not fired. 

“Did she succeed? What happened?”

“She came up to me before class and insisted I wear my headphones if I wanted. She apologized she made me take them off.”

“Good girl.” 

I can’t tell if he’s talking about me or Ms. Radcliffe. I realize I don’t care. 

I keep talking. “She was saying all this kind of stuff like, ‘you’re so beautiful’ and ‘I can’t believe I offended you’ and ‘I can’t believe I treated you that way’ and ‘please forgive me’...stuff like that.”

“And did you? Forgive her?”

“I said I’d think about it.”

“Good girl. You deserve better.”

“I deserve better.”

“You deserve the best.”

“I deserve the best.”

I repeat him because it just makes sense to repeat Marc—he’s so smart and good. 

“Maybe you can make her cry again next time and take a video of it. Make her apologize to me for wasting my time too. That’s important, Chanel. She fucked with my time in your head, not just yours.”

He wants me to make her cry. Ungh. My crush on him intensifies. Make her cry and video it. God. What a hunk. 

Is he...at all, like me? No one is. I'm so fucking alone with these needs I have, these bad thoughts. But him saying that...maybe...

I nod. “Yes, Sir. That makes so much sense. In fact...that reminds me...”

“Yes?”

“Your time, like time on headphones. I wanted to let you know I had Kitty wear them last night.”

He grunts audibly, shifting himself behind his desk. “How did that go?”

“She does what I say.” I shrug. “She always has. She’s terrified of losing me. I pretty much abuse her.”

It’s so liberating, saying the truth. 

He shifts again in his seat, more this time. “How do you mean?”

“I mean I make her walk on eggshells on purpose. I ask for a drink and she brings it to me, and I tell her she brought me the wrong one even though it’s the right one. I tell her to do my laundry, and then I make a big deal about a stain only I can see, because it’s not really there. But she convinces herself that it is. You know what I mean?”

“I do. You do this...on purpose?”

“It makes me feel something. When other people feel bad it makes me feel...”

“Good? Turned on?”

I can't tell him that much yet. Even if he's guessed right to the heart of it. 

“No.” I try to find a lie that will work. “Just...less empty.”

“I see. And you used this influence on Kitty to make her wear the headphones.”

I nod. “Partly because I’m pretty sure you’re messing with my mind.”

He coughs and sits back. He has to take a moment. “How do you mean?”

“I mean, I used to not even think about boys at all sexually. They were kind of gross. They still are, actually...except now I can’t stop thinking about you. And I call you things like Sir and Daddy in my head. And I want to kiss you all the time. I want to kiss you so much, Sir. Can we, please?”

“Not yet. Keep telling me about Kitty.”

“Well. I got to thinking how much I really enjoy fucking with her head. And you’re fucking with my head. So I thought, why not earn some points with you? Why not show you that I’m willing to do bad things for you? Why not show you that I can fuck with Kitty’s head, and then maybe you’ll want to fuck with my head more?” I hug my heavy tits, showcasing my cleavage. “Maybe you’ll want to kiss me more.”

He stands up and walks around the desk. His hard bulge is clearly outlined in his pants. I want to kiss it—kiss him—so fucking bad. I can taste it, my tits are heaving, my body is sweating and needy. 

“It’s headphone time, Chanel.”

I moan girlishly. I can’t do anything but obey. I pick up the headphones off my desk and sit back, languid and moaning and touching myself openly, as their sounds turn on. 

I used to be able to make out what the words said, but now I can’t anymore. 

I used to be able to make out what the words said.

Now I can’t anymore.

I used to be able to make out

Now I can’t

I used to be able

Now I

I used to be

Now

Used

Now

I’m his to use now. 

When the headphones come off my ears I’m on Marc’s lap. My panties are gone. I’m sliding my wet pussy up and down his crotch and shoving my heavy, perky tits in his face. I hear words coming out of my mouth.

“I love you, Daddy. It’s all for you, Daddy. I’m yours to use Daddy.”

Breathless, aching, hot. My thoughts slowly come back on. I realize where I’m at, what I’m doing, as his tongue is down my throat and mine is down his. I’ve never had a kiss like this before. A kiss so hot, so deep, so true. Oh, fuck, he burns me up inside!

Slowly I pull off of him. 

“Daddy.” I say it like it’s his name. “What are we doing?”

He grins, looking up at me. I’m still grinding his thick, hard bulge with my bare pussy—grinding in time with the music from the headphones drilled into my skull. 

“Sorry. Looks like I pushed them off, didn’t I?”

He’s talking about the headphones now on the floor. I stare at him with liquid wet eyes. I want to marry him. I have the biggest little girly crush and I can’t even help it. My lips slide along his chin and I moan and pulse my bare cunt harder along his bulge. 

“Daddy, please...”

“You’re right.” He stands up with me on his lap. “Here.”

Quick he pushes me down onto his desk and slides my panties back up my legs. I whimper and moan the whole time; I don’t understand. 

“You’ve got to get home to Kitty,” he explains. “She needs her dose of Daddy’s headphones. Doesn’t she, sweetie?”

I nod eagerly. Daddy’s message has to spread. I can’t think of anything more important. 

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” 

He leans over and kisses me hard and I melt all over again. 

As I leave, I push my panties off my heels where they fell and leave them for him. I stuff my fingers into my pussy and break down and fingerfuck myself right then and there, right outside his room; I make sure he hears me cum. 

He needs to know how badly I need him to fuck me. 

* * * * *
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JUST BEFORE MY AFTERNOON session with Daddy the next day, I’m stopped in the hallway by Denise Kline. We're near a stairwell under an exit light. I'm wearing an ultra tight Balmain wool mini-dress and sexy high-heeled Dolce & Gabbana ankle boots. I look like a model; I look better than a model because I know my mind is completely fucked for Daddy. 

Denise is the kind of girl I love to hate. Smarter than average, prettier than average, but neither in any great capacity—and both in a way that only serves to make her more annoying. She’s like the living incarnation of every mid-00’s female sitcom protagonist, and has the stupid bouncy ribbon-tied ponytail to complete the look. 

“You’ve missed practice for like two days in a row now,” Denise says. “They’re going to drop you.”

I’m barely paying attention to her. She’s so disgusting. I hear voices in my head constantly—voices that tell me to submit, that tell me to serve, that tell me that Daddy is my King is my God is Marc. 

The voices are so right. They know everything. They know where I belong—on my knees in front of his big, bad, Daddy Cock and begging for more.

I can’t stop. I need his Cock. My will is lost. 

Other boys are still disgusting. They're just boys. They're weak.

Daddy is Strong. Daddy is a Real Man. 

I’m listening to my headphones nonstop. I took them off to talk to Denise but I still hear their hot giggly voice undertones. They’re so good. All I need is a little bit of their melody and I can fill in the blanks. I’ve even started hearing the chants and voices in white noise, like fans running. I’m so fucked. 

I Love It.

I can’t stop.

I need his Cock. 

My will is lost. 

She can tell I’m not listening to her. She’s used to it. I’ve made no bones about the kind of scum I think she is. I lead the brigade that makes fun of her “above average” efforts during practice. As if that shit flies—only spectacular bodies will do for Daddy. 

Daddy deserves only spectacular. Only perfect. Only amazing. 

Daddy’s so good.

“I saw you outside his room yesterday.”

I shrug. “So?”

“So? I saw...I saw what you did, Chanel! I saw you...with your fingers...in there!”

She’s such a prude she can’t even say pussy. I laugh. 

“So?”

She’s aghast. “So? So you can be expelled for having, you know...a relationship with a teacher!”

“What? No. I wish. We only made out a little.”

“Made out?” Denise looks stunned, like the stupid cow she is. “Like, as in, you kissed him?”

“Well, he kissed me, and then I kissed him. He kissed me first. He pretty much forced his way on me.” I sigh happily. “He’s a real man.”

“That’s...Chanel.” She shakes her head. “He’s taking advantage of you. I have to report this. Is that why you’ve been zoning out on your headphones so much? Has he damaged you?”

“It has nothing to do with that.” I’m adamant. I know it has everything to do with that. I don’t care. I’m so happy he’s fucked my mind. He runs my life. It’s so good. “Mind your own business.”

“If we have a professor who is sexually assaulting our students, that’s definitely my business, whether you like it or not. You should let me see those headphones.”

She reaches toward the headphones on my neck and I snatch my head back. 

“As if. Why?”

“I’m worried. I’ve seen other girls starting to wear them and they're missing practice too. I saw Ms. Radcliffe wearing them. I’m worried there’s...something on them.”

Oh, there is. And I’ve leveled up, and she’s not jumping to my fucking level just because she wants my place in Daddy’s Harem.

“Don’t worry, then. It’s all fine. Mind your own business. Don’t be such a busybody.”

She crosses her arms one more time. “Chanel. Seriously.”

“Denise. Seriously.” 

I’m bigger than her. Stronger. She’s stupid if she thinks she can take anything from me. A stupid, stupid cow. 

“I’m going to expose him,” she says. “He can’t do this. This is wrong.”

She reaches toward me, trying to take my headphones away from me. Of course I knock her hands away. Several things happen all at once. She loses her balance just slightly on top of the stairs when I push her back. I see that she’s right in front of the stairs; I know that it’s the end of the day and I saw the Headmistress leave already. I know that the janitor squad won’t be back until morning. 

I know from practice that Denise really, really doesn’t know how to fall. 

She makes a little half-smile—holy shit, fine, I’ll back off, I shouldn’t have touched you—and I make an executive decision. 

I push her square in the chest and send her head over heels backward down the hard stone steps. I see her land at several awkward angles. 

“Moo moo, you fucking cow.”

There's a lot of blood. She looks bad. Her face “broke” her fall. I'm really fucking wet. I've never ruined anyone, never fucked anyone over, this directly before.  

I stand at the top of the stairs, triumphant. Watching with a brilliant sneer on my face; I did it all for Daddy. 

There are tears in my eyes. I’m pretty sure they’re tears of happiness. I’m so fucked up; I’ve probably crippled Denise and it makes me feel warm and gooey inside because I know I did it for him.

Even more than that—I wanted to do it.

I wanted to hurt her. 

I like hurting people. 

And I know Daddy will understand.

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, I’m in Daddy’s room again. I’ve slid up on the front of his desk and turned my body sideways toward him, posing with my long torso and heavy tits in my tiny dress. He can see all the way up to my crotch, where I’m not wearing any panties at all. My heels click happily on the wood of his desk. 

“You threw her off the stairs?” he repeats back to me.

“I pushed her. I didn’t pick her up. I mean it’s my fault she’s there bleeding, but let’s call it what it is.”

“She’s still there?”

“Yes. Bleeding out, probably. She wanted to hurt you, Daddy. So I hurt her.”

He shifts at his desk uncomfortably. He’s clearly turned on. I hear a moaning and a thud.

I realize suddenly what’s happening. He’s fucking someone’s face. Someone who isn’t me. What the fuck? After all the trouble I went through to fucking probably murder someone for him? Am I not good enough?

I whip around his desk, ignoring his protests.

“Hold on. Chanel. Wait...”

I see Kitty on her knees, in a hot red minidress and heels, sucking off Marc. He’s fucking her face so hard he’s nearly off his chair entirely. I breathe in, ready to react.

“Wait,” he says.

And—I don’t know how or why—but I wait.

“Continue your story,” he says. 

“Wh-what?”

“Tell me about how you hurt the girl.” He’s guiding Kitty’s head up and down his massive Cock. Really, he’s masturbating using her head like a fleshlight. It’s really fucking hot to see. Kitty is so pretty and his Cock is amazing. “Tell Daddy how much you care about him. I want to know.”

“Well...” I gulp. I don’t think I was expecting this.

“You are a good girl, aren’t you, Chanel?”

I preen. “Yes, Daddy.”

“And didn’t you push that bitch for me?”

“Oh yes, Daddy.”

“Then tell me all about it. Tell me what you want to do for Daddy.”

“Oh.” 

I feel my cunt vibrating; I’m so close to cumming. He more than just doesn’t care that I hurt Denise; he’s excited by it! 

O. M. G.

I'm more honest than I've ever been with anyone. “I want to hurt people. All the time. I always have. I like hurting them physically almost as much as I like hurting them emotionally. I like that how pretty I am fucks them up.” 

He rams his cock into Kitty’s throat. I swear to fucking god I can nearly see it bulge through the back of her head he fucks into her so hard at that. He loves that. He loves that I love how pretty I am—that I’ve weaponized it.

“I mean, what am I supposed to say?” I continue. “It’s like I’m supposed to apologize all the time for just being born better than them. I’m sexier. I’m completely sexier. I’m completely better. I’m naturally better at everything they’re trying to do. And what, I’m supposed to not notice? I’m supposed to not say anything? I’m not a fucking coward, Daddy. I’m gorgeous. I’m amazing.”

“And I own you.”

“And you own me,” I agree, smiling brilliantly. “So, fuck people. You clearly don’t care. You’re so fucking bad. I love it, Daddy. I don’t like people. Most of them are just things to me. Things or obstacles or trophies. Kitty is a trophy. I picked her because she’s pretty and because I can fuck with her head really easy.”

“I noticed. She’s terrified of you.”

“She ought to be. I could ruin her life with a few sentences.”

“Now I can too. What do you think about that, Chanel?”

“I...” my pussy pulses with hot, sweet emotion. “I think Daddy Deserves whatever he wants.”

“Good girl, Chanel.”

I have to hold myself. I’m wracked with hot warmth I’ve never felt before. Is this what true love feels like? I fucking hope so. I’ve read about it for so long...will I finally feel it for myself?

“Daddy? I don’t want to not touch you anymore. Can I come touch you?”

He nods and waves me over. I slide onto his lap and hold Kitty’s head on his Cock. Her eyes are glazed over. She’s deep in the Headphone Zone. 

“We can fuck her up however you like, Chanel.”

He kisses my neck, his hands sliding up my shirt. 

“We can make her believe you’re her sister. We can make her believe I’m her Daddy too. She can be your best friend or your worst enemy.”

“I don’t like that. The enemy part. I want to fuck with her head, but not like that.”

“That’s fine,” he says. “Just an example. That’s the power we have now.”

“We?”

“I’d like to share it with the most gorgeous girl at school,” he says. “The one who’s so in love with me she’s willing to murder for me.”

“It’s not just that,” I explain. “I’ve always been willing to murder. To hurt. To kill. I—”

“I know, sweetheart. You just needed the right man to tell you how to focus your rage. Didn’t you? It’s good for you to feel angry. You are superior to them. You’re just not superior to me, are you?”

“No, Daddy.”

“You’re my little pet, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re my murderous little enslaving fuckpet who is all too happy to fuck up other girls’ minds for me, aren’t you, babe?”

“Yes, Daddy.”
Oh, he gets it! He truly gets it! I’m so fucking enamored. So lucky. Oh my god. I’m breathing hard. My heavy, amazing tits are pushing hard against his chest. 
“You look like you want to say something, Chanel.”

“I want to fuck you, Daddy. I want you to be my first.”

I slide my dripping wet cunt over Kitty’s head, rubbing myself on her pretty mindfucked skull. My dress rips open. I need him; he’s all that is Man. All that is Cock. I need him so fucking much. 

“Please,” I insist. “You’re so fucking handsome. You know everything. Please. Please, fuck me?”

He kisses me long and deep—kisses me like a real fucking man. Kisses me like he knows he owns me, because he does. He kisses me with our tongues melding together, with a love so deep and real and dark that if it were put on display in a museum it would fucking murder the faint of heart.

Every bad thing I’ve done, every terrible deed, every thing that would have gotten me thrown in prison except no one wanted to believe I did it because I’m so gorgeous and talented—it was all for him. 

I got rid of my parents with a fire when they started asking too many questions. And I know now I did it just for him.

I’m a bad girl just for him.

All my money, all my wealth, all my beauty, all my talent—it exists just for him. 

I exist just for him.

I don’t need the headphones to tell me that anymore. I understand it completely. I believe it completely. 

I don’t need his headphones to want to fuck up Kitty’s head. I don’t need mind control to want to be an evil bitch. 

All I needed to be mind controlled for was so I really understood, really completely got, how to be his evil bitch. 

I was always evil. Always terrible. Always going to murder someone else. Always going to make others pay for what I want—because there’s no way to be as rich and gorgeous and talented as I am without needing to punish others for not being the same. 

All I needed to be taught was how to be his. It was the last piece of the puzzle. 

And as I push Kitty’s head off his premium, perfect Cock and slide my wet, aching pussy down onto his length, cockhead pushing insistently at my slippery and needy entrance, I moan and shudder in his ear. 

“I love you, Master.”

He likes that. He surges inside of me, feeling almost none of the virginal resistance I have there. My hymen shatters from his Cock and my pussy sends a thunderously hot orgasm up my spine. 

That’s not how it’s supposed to work. It’s supposed to be painful.

But he fucked my mind so much that now I can only feel his Cock as pleasure—insane, long, thick, and pounding. 

And he pounds me so fucking hard. My orgasm is just the first chip to fall in a stack of thousands. His thick, strong hands fit tight around my waist and rocket me up and slam me down, fucking me mercilessly hard against his meat. He’s so fucking big. I can feel him almost in my chest. I feel full, fulfilled, for the first time in my life. 

From the way he started after I call him Master, I figure he must like that so much more than Daddy. So I keep calling him that. 

“Fuck me, Master,” I moan. “Fuck me, Master. Fuck me harder! Make me pregnant! Make me fucking pregnant, Master!”

“Fuck yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck. You’re such a good slave. Such a good slave for Master.”

I love that word. Love slave. Loveslave. That’s me. I’m his loveslave. I’m his loveslave fuckpet for life. I love the way it makes his Cock pulse inside me when he thrusts upward. 

Kitty is right next to us, brainwashed. Mindfucked. Completely gone. Eyes open but blank. I take Master’s hand and guide it over to her throat. He pumps into me harder. He loves it—loves that I want it. 

“Yeah?” he squeezes his hand around her throat. “You want me to choke her?”

I wrap my hands around his and squeeze harder, until Kitty is turning purple. “I want us to choke her.”

“Fuck.” He can barely keep a grip on my hips, he’s bouncing me so hard. “Fuck. Fuck, Chanel...”

And he cums inside of me. It’s so beautiful. We keep choking Kitty until it’s obvious she’s going to pass out, and then I/We let go only because we kiss madly, lips intermingling, my orgasm-laden voice one long string of “I love you, Master. I love only you. Only You! Only You! I love you, Master!”

When finally the moment passes, Kitty is moaning, cumming uncontrollably on the ground, her color returning to her. She’ll have bruises for days. 

Nnnf. Good. The bitch will have to learn who’s in charge of her. 

“I didn’t think you were going to let go of her,” he says.

“Neither did I.”

“Maybe next time you won’t.”

I raise an eyebrow. “And lose out on a perfectly hot slave to suck Your Cock with, Master?”

“I can always find another. I’m really good at it, you know.”

I melt into him again, kissing him madly, more long rounds of how badly and intently I love him. He’s so fucking perfect. He knows just what to say. 

“I’m surprised at you,” he says, when we finally break. He leans down and slowly takes the headphones off Kitty’s head. “I didn’t tell you to do any of this evil shit. That’s all you.”

He could be orchestrating this whole conversation—could have put the dialogue into my head to play it all out in front of him like a video game quick save; fucking my mind and re-fucking my mind until I say it exactly how he wants. 

That’s part of what makes it so hot—I have no idea what’s truly my will and what’s his will. That means I have no control, no responsibility, and no apologies.

“You don’t like it?” I raise a perfect eyebrow.

“I love it. I knew I brainwashed the most gorgeous girl here. I just didn’t know I brainwashed the most evil girl, that’s all.”

“You’re mindfucking girls left and right.” I drag a finger down his chest. God, I want to fuck him again already. “You’re pretty evil yourself.”

He smiles and kisses my neck. I love the way he grabs my hair and pulls me where he wants me.

“I guess we’re a good match, then. I don’t think I would have even thought to fuck your mind into being an evil pet for me.”

I bite my lip, making big eyes at him. “Does that mean you won’t fuck my mind anymore? Because...Master? I kind of like it.”

That excites him. His cock surges to life against the folds of my pussy. He’s such a man; so fucking ready to go again already. I giggle with delight. Kitty moans upward, starting to kiss and drag her tits along his calves. 

“Just promise me one thing,” I ask, earnest as I push my tits against his chest. His cock spurts precum around my thighs. Ungh. I love him.

“What’s that?”

“Don’t ever make me a good girl.”

He pushes his hard, straining cock back inside my pussy—now completely claimed by him. “Never.”

# # #
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Hypno Headphones – The Headmistress
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I giggle stupidly and moan as my new Master’s Cock slaps against my face. He likes bringing me down; likes humiliating me.

We’re on the floor of an office that belongs to him. There’s me, him, and a few of his favorites. The favorites wear delectable lingerie in pink and white and get to cling to his body with sliding thighs and urging, moaning grasps and slick tight wet young eighteen year-old pussies. Their hands roam up and down his body, centering all around his massive Cock, his Beacon of Masculinity. Cum drips and leaks from it, spilling everywhere. Spilling all over me.

I’m naked before him, of course. I’m too stupid for clothes. I’m too stupid for a lot of things now. 

Other girls he’s taken don’t know that he’s their new Master. I do, though. He wants me to know, wants me to remember. 

He wants me in my place.

When this started, I thought it was almost like a game. I thought I could control him, manipulate him until I got what I wanted. 

But I was wrong—so wrong. 

It’s not a game anymore. It’s life and death.

“Come on, dummy,” he grips me by the hair, lifting me up and over to his Cock. “Do your job. Do what you were made for.”

I giggle again—my brain is so stupid now—and slide my lips down on his massive shaft. The other girls around us coo and gasp in jealousy. They all wish they could be as dumb as I am, as completely brainfucked and empty.

It’s life and death because serving Master’s Cock is my life now and my mind is completely dead, thanks to him. 

He made me so stupid. I’ll never have to think again. 

* * * * *
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MARC ASTOR STRUTS INTO my office. Like a cat left in a house with open jugs of unspoiled milk, lanky and sliding between all the options, not a care in the world, he walks in and sits down. He's quite tall and muscular and wears stylish charcoal gray suit pants and a tight button-up blue shirt. The dramatic lines of his biceps and pectorals are extremely visible. It’s the end of the day and he’s left his coat in his own office, probably thinking this would only take a moment.

Blue eyes stare back at me. Probably thinking I’m barely worth his time. 

I hate him. I can’t stand him. He makes me feel so stupid. 

“What’s this about, Headmistress?”

“You needn’t be so formal,” I say. “Ms. Lexington will do fine.”

This is a prestige dancing school, one of the top in the world. And, appropriately, we advertise as being at the top of the world, located in the alps. Our grounds are state-of-the-art when it comes to everything from instruction to heating. My office is a robust 78 degrees and even so I feel a bit chilly most days, which is why I’m wearing a dark brown sweater and tights. 

As he came in, I was adjusting some papers on my desk. A show to make myself look busy. In actuality, I’ve been preparing for this confrontation all day. In fact, I’ve been anxious about it—anxious about even waiting this long. What if he does what he does all day while I wait? 

He probably has been! The pig.

But there’s no choice. I don’t want anyone else around on campus. I need to be able to corner him. 

“Ms. Lexington. What’s this about?”

“Do you really have to ask?” I push a long blond lock of hair out of my eyes. 

He gestures slightly with his hands. “The weather?”

There was a blizzard over the weekend and the roads are out; we’re all stuck here at the school with each other. No one can go in or out. That’s partly how I noticed the problem. 

“You’re going to talk to me about headphones, Mr. Astor.”

“Headphones?”

“The ones you’ve been handing out on this campus like candy. The ones that are changing our students. My students. My girls.”

He looks at me, confused. If I didn’t have solid proof he was doing what I’m going to say he is, I would have believed his expression. He’s clearly practiced in deceit. I can’t believe he fooled me. I hired him, and now he’s done this to my girls...and it’s all my fault. 

He can’t get away with this.

I mean, he won’t get away with this. 

“I can’t imagine I know what you mean, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington.”

He needs to be kept in his place. I’m sure this is how he works. Slowly working down the morals of these innocent girls. Start with calling them “babe” or “sweetheart” or “dearie,” and the next thing you know, she’s completely corrupt and doing whatever he says just because he’s the only man on campus. I won’t have it!

“Of course. Ms. Lexington. I’ve handed out a few pairs of headphones for studying. They’re specially designed to help with instruction. But they’re expensive. I don’t have enough to just give to everyone.”

“Oh? Then why is the entire student body wearing them?”

I turn my monitor and show him pictures. I have a folder collected. Girl after girl, class after class, all wearing headphones. Even some of the teachers are wearing them!

All the girls on campus are dancers. Even the teachers—even me—we’re all dancers or have been. I contribute every year in the winter festival dance, which they’ve been preparing now for a month. I’ll have a five minute section to myself; I’m not worried about it. I stay fit and make regular, daily visits to the studio where I keep flexible and taut.

It was coming out of the studio the other day, just as the blizzard hit us, when I became suspicious. I saw Mr. Astor talking with a student there after hours—Chanel Toro, one of our prized and most promising dancers. 

If a collection of the world’s best dancers came together to make the ideal female form for dancing—the most flawless, capable, gifted body and mind imaginable for what we do—they would have created Chanel. Her every single muscle is strong and lithe, graceful and competent. Her body is tall and narrow, thin, her neck elongated, her breasts high and perky and perfectly poised. She has long, thick dark hair and smoldering dark eyes that could burn the paint off walls. Her face features high cheekbones and drastically hollow cheeks, with smooth porcelain skin that seems almost synthetic it’s so flawless.

That it was after hours, which was strange enough. But then I saw him touching her cheek. I saw her moan and bite her lip—and then I saw them seeing me. I turned away, not wanting to start a scene and not even quite sure of what I saw—but it was enough for me to investigate.

Chanel Toro is exceptionally beautiful, even among our class of girls, all of whom are explicitly beautiful. It is, more or less, a requirement for entry here. This is an aesthetic, appearance-based art after all. And there’s something odd and shockingly invasive about all of them just listening to whatever he’s got on those headphones all the time. 

I point at the monitor, flipping through pictures. “Do you see?”

“I see...some girls wearing the headphones I’ve prescribed, yes. But a lot of those are just headphones you can buy anywhere. Those there,” he points to one student. “Those have a brand logo on them. I’m at fault for...girls listening to music?”

“You know as well as I do that they’re not listening to music, Mr. Astor.”

“Then what are they listening to?”

“I...” 

I don’t quite know. I just have a good idea. I change the subject. 

“More pictures. Look at our students. Look at how they’re dressed.”

“Yes?”

I notice him looking. He can’t not. Each girl is chosen to be at this school for her physical fitness. They’re also all quite young; the youngest are eighteen years of age. So they’re beautiful and fit and long-limbed and encouraged to wear their hair long so that any recruiters who see them can imagine them for whatever roles they may want. If my breasts hadn’t come in as large as they did, a late growth-spurt, I might have been recruited myself.

“They’re wearing skirts! High heels! Sweaters with the cleavage exposed!”

“They’re adults, Ms. Lexington. They’re welcome to dress however they like, aren’t they?”

“They’re mostly dancers! I grew up with dancers. Trained with dancers. This isn’t how they dress—like they’re on the cover of fashion magazines competing for the attention of boys! Boys who aren't here, by the way. Boys who would just be you.”

“I'm hardly a boy, Ms. Lexington.”

“I'm well aware of that. Four weeks ago, look. Here. I have more pictures.”

I show him. The same girls, wearing completely different outfits. 

“You see? Yoga pants. Sweats. Tights. Jeans, for god’s sake. But now, even over the last few days when it’s been freezing outside, they’re still wearing skirts. I’ve hardly seen a pair of pants other than on myself since you’ve shown up here! ”

“That’s too bad. You would fill out a nice skirt very nicely, Ms. Lexington.”

“Excuse me?”

He holds up a hand. “Let me see if I can get this straight. You’ve been collecting images of the girls—er, students—of this school, yes? You have before and after images. They’re wearing headphones and suddenly have a fashion sense. And you’ve compiled this theory or whatever it is...and I’m the one to blame? I’m the one with some kind of problem?”

“Don’t turn this around on me. I know what you’ve done, Mr. Astor. I have proof.”

“Proof of what?”

“Proof of conspiracy! Proof that you are taking advantage of our students! Do you see?”

Time to pull out the big guns. 

I show him video I took two days ago. My breath is hot and ragged. I’ve seen it before. Numerous times. I had to watch it over and over again to get it right. At first, I couldn’t believe what I saw. I’ve had to see it this many times now just to inoculate my brain to it. 

In my suspicions, I put up hidden cameras to watch Chanel around campus. To see if I could catch her and Marc in the act. 
What I found was so much more despicable and terrible than just a tryst between a student and a teacher. 
He’s controlling the girls somehow! And not just the girls, either. Teachers too.

We watch, together, footage from Ms. Radcliffe’s office just a thirty-six hours ago. She teaches calculus; a shapely brunette with probably the longest legs of any of the dancers on staff. Marc enters and walks around, casually. He doesn’t know he’s being watched. He tips over some of her pictures. Like a callous teenager. He pulls out a heavy bottle of liquor from her cabinet—which she should not have on campus, I have to remember to write her a citation for that—and pours himself a quick, stiff drink and then pours a little bit into her coffee. Then, shrugging, he pours in a lot more. 

When Ms. Radcliffe comes in, she looks hot and bothered. Her hair is in a tussle. Her blouse buttoned up all the wrong ways. Buttons criss-crossing over. Her fingers sliding all over her skirt. Her waist so tiny; like a barbie doll. She backs into her office, not seeing Marc there. Pushes herself against the door, spreads her legs, and starts fingering her pussy. 

There’s no sound in the video, but it’s clearly loud. 

“Should we really be watching this?” Marc asks. 

“You already did. Don’t try to hold the moral high ground with me.”

He does watch. I see him shifting his bulge as he does in the video. This monster is getting hard. Bile fills my throat. I want to kill him. 

Finally, after Ms. Radcliffe very clearly cums and screams, her tight gorgeous dancer body wracked with pleasure, he clears his throat. 

She tries to beg off, to explain herself. She oscillates between outrage and arousal. She’s clearly turned on that he’s there. He hands her a cup of the spiked coffee and gestures for her to sit down. 

“Do you want to know what we were talking about?” he asks me. 

“No.”

“It was about a student. That’s why she was so...disturbed.”

“I don’t care. Watch.”

“I know what’s happening. I know what’s going to happen. Vivian, can’t we talk about this?”

Some fear has struck his voice. Good. “No. And it’s Ms. Lexington.”

He sighs. “Yes, ma’am.”

As he talks to Ms. Radcliffe, he holds out a pair of his headphones. She gulps her coffee down—seemingly not minding the heavy alcohol content—and almost lunges for them. It’s clearly not the first time she’s seen them; there’s relief on her beautiful face. Three seconds after she has them on, she’s pushing between his legs, unzipping his pants, and revealing a monster-sized cock to jack off and wrap her plush, warm lips around. 

“I could expose you,” I say. “Like you exposed her. Like you’ve no doubt done to countless students here.”

“I think the number could easily be counted. This school isn’t that big.”

“I could do that,” I’ve practiced this speech, he can’t stop me now. “But that would make me look bad. Hiring you in the first place.”

He appears to visibly relax. “All right.” 

I hear him grunting as he watches himself being blown by what is clearly some kind of drunk, mind-altered instructor. In the video, the door opens. Chanel Toro walks in. So utterly gorgeous. An evil smile on her face. It’s like her mask has been taken off; that’s the same wicked smile she flashed at me when I saw her and Marc together after my time in the studio. 

Her grades had a sharp spike downward recently, and she had been missing a lot of practice—which is required for every student, every day. Previously, she was my best student until Mr. Astor arrived, which up until I saw this video I had assumed was coincidence. 

She struts toward Marc and kisses him long and slow. She’s not bothered in the slightest by the kneeling figure between his knees. In fact, she puts a hand on Ms. Radcliffe’s head and guides it up and down as she slowly french-kisses her scandalous lover. 

I pause the video there, but there’s much more. I’ve seen it all several times. Chanel ends up sitting on top of Ms. Radcliffe’s head as she grinds her body into Marc’s, making out madly with him while Ms. Radcliffe slowly and obediently sucks, apparently not noticing anything except for the sound between her headphones. 

“That’s who Ms. Radcliffe was all hot and bothered about,” he says. “If you were wondering.”

“I told you, I don’t care.”

“Aubrey has fallen for Chanel, hard. She’s obsessed with her. She calls her Mistress. Do you want to know what she calls me?”

“I. Don’t. Care.”

There’s little wonder about being hot and bothered about Chanel Toro. I’m as straight as a board and even my mind has drifted to her more than it should. She’s the kind of beauty who lights up a room; puts all eyes on herself and makes thoughts go blank. 

“If you’re not going to expose me,” he says, “then what’s your solution?”

He's still giving me that milk-lapping cat smile.

“First, you’re going to...undo whatever you’ve done. To Chanel. To Ms. Radcliffe. To everyone else. You’ve done it, and so you can undo it.”

His smile persists. “Yes. I can. What else?”

“You’re going to pay me.”

This catches him off-guard. “Pay you?”

“To keep quiet.”

He’s an asshole, and I can’t afford to have the full display of his asshole-ness out in the public world. This school relies on privacy. The parents and families sending their children here expect their girls to be trained in exclusion and to perfection. If they are compromised like this—like what he’s done—it could ruin the school. 

So, having him pay to keep himself out of jail is an insurance policy for me. As long as he’s paying, I know he’ll keep it secret.

“You don’t really pay me that much, Ms. Lexington.”

“You can control minds, can’t you? You’ll figure something out.”

He laughs. “I see. You don’t have a problem with what I do unless it affects your school, is that it?”

“That’s it.” 

He looks me up and down for a moment. I hate his gaze. 

“I don’t suppose I could trick you into wearing the headphones yourself, could I?”

“Of course not. I’m not stupid. Don’t talk to me like I’m stupid.”

“Just a joke. Of course you’re not stupid. I apologize, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington.”

“Mm.” He nods. “You know, I prefer Vivian.”

“I don’t care what you prefer. Do we have a deal or not?”

“We do. Here. I’ll even show you what I use to deprogram girls. I’ve prepared for this eventuality. They won’t remember a thing. They’ll remember...a brilliant school experience to tell all their rich friends about. You’ll have students forever. Do you want to see it?”

“Yes. Yes, of course I do. I’m not stupid. I have to see it to know you’re serious.”

He pulls out a small card from his coat pocket. It’s black and white. Or is it white and black? There are diamonds and rhomboids all along the surface. No, it’s spirals...spirals and stars...

“Do you see? Take a closer look. As smart as you are, you won’t understand it unless you’re looking really rather close. Zoom in, Vivian.”

Zoom in, he says. Like I’m a camera.

I try to roll my eyes, but I can’t. Instead, I feel my vision roll with the spirals...

But they’re not spirals anymore. They’re like...triangles? But no, it’s stars again. Stars and circles. Or is it pentagrams?

“Zoom in closer. Really look. You must be close to seeing it. Or are you stupid?”

“Not...stupid...” I say, dumbly.

I look closer. He must be right. His voice sounds right. I must be very close to seeing it. 

I zoom in. 

I zoom.

I...

I...

I have to see...

I have to listen...

I have to...

Have to learn...

* * * * *
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“YOU’RE MUCH DUMBER than I thought you would be, Vivian. This is going to take a while.”

His voice brings me back out of the warm place. The pink place. The pulsing place. I turn my head, groggy, noticing that I’m sitting in my office still. 

I’m no longer behind my desk. Now Marc is behind my desk, like he’s in charge of the school. The headmaster.

Headmaster.

Master.

Ungh.

My seat is all sticky, like I’ve been dripping from my pussy. I know that’s crazy though. I don’t ever have sexual thoughts at work. 

On the desk, my monitor is still playing the footage of Marc and Chanel fucking while Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—worships his balls. He’s watching it out of the corner of the eye. 

I can’t help but watch too. Before, I remember thinking it was disgusting. Beyond pornographic. Like a picture of some relatives having sex—it was that disgusting to me. 

But now I look at it and I’m fascinated. The smooth, beautiful lines of Chanel’s exceptional body. Marc’s strong hands up and down her form. God, he’s strong...

“Do you see?” he says. “You’re not even paying attention now. I’m trying to explain to you how we’re going to get your girls un-brainwashed, and you can’t even pay attention. Vivian, I’m worried about how dumb you are.”

“I’m not dumb,” I say, automatically feeling bad about contradicting him. “I’m just...I’m a little distracted. You showed me...something...”

He shakes his head. “I didn’t show you anything. We’ve been having this conversation for nearly an hour. I’ve been detailing all my plans for you, letting you know that you’re in charge. I’ve shown you how we’re going to help the girls. But you keep zoning out.”

Do I? It’s so hard to tell. I feel so empty inside. My head feels so fuzzy. 

There’s a soft schlucking sound. At first I think it’s the air conditioning. But why is it coming from under his desk...?

“I’m not zoning out. I’m trying to concentrate. You’re telling me a lot.”

His smile is pure condescension. “It’s not that much, honey. You’re just not up for it. I was afraid of this.”

I stamp my foot. “Don’t talk to me like that. I’m not...not your ‘honey!’ I am in charge of this school and you are an employee of mine!”

“An employee you really want to fuck.”

“I...I, what?”

I gasp, feeling a flush crawl up my cheeks and forehead. My entire body taut. 

“You want to fuck me, Vivian. You clearly do. You’ve been flirting with me this whole session. I think that’s why you can’t concentrate. You’re dumb for me.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“No.” I shake my head. “I’m not...I’m not dumb.”

“You’re pretty dumb,” he says again. 

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

That schlocking, slurping sound picks up. It sounds like it’s coming from his side of the office. 

“I’m not attracted to you,” I insist. Lying. “This is...this is...something is happening. Did you do something to me?”

I stand up, trying to gain my bearings. Arousal oozes down my thighs and drips down onto my plush carpet. I feel woozy.

I’m not wearing my pants anymore, I realize. I had pants on, and they’re gone now. That’s why my seat is sticky. My blouse is working like a dress.

A really short, pussy-juice-soaked dress.

Marc doesn’t seem to mind that I don’t have pants on. 

If he doesn’t mind, it’s no big deal.

He decides.

I moan softly. It’s like there’s someone else in my head, making me moan, making me pulse.

“If you’re not attracted to me,” he says, “then why have you only stared at either me—the guy you want to fuck so bad you’re dripping all over that seat—and the footage you made of me fucking other women?”

I shake my head. “This is crazy. This isn’t how it was supposed to go...”

“You made this footage,” he points at the screen where he’s brilliantly fucking the tight, fertile body of Chanel into a wall, knocking over books and knick-knacks of Ms. Radcliffe’s office. “I didn’t make it. You studied it. For hours, I bet. It didn’t stick with you? You didn’t fantasize about my cock in your body instead of Chanel’s? You didn’t have any curiosity about what those headphones would do for you?”

Cock.

That word really fucks me up. 

Cock. Inside me. Inside Chanel.

Cock.

Inside other girls. Any girl he wants.

Cock. 

Big. Long. Thick. Thick especially. Pumping fertile bodies full of virile seed.

Cock.

Inside my thoughts. Inside my head.

Cock. Cock. Cock.

“Yes,” he says. “Cock. My cock.”

I’m drooling, I realize. I wipe it away and shake my head. “I said that out loud?”

He nods, smiling. There’s moaning under the desk. I think I’ve figured out what’s happening there. As I walk over, Marc just smiles at me.

Between his legs is Chanel Toro. She’s come into the office at some point. When? How did I miss her? 

Her outfit is amazing. A tight denim skirt, expensive Wolford tights, thigh-high suede boots, and a leather jacket. No top—just her amazing, big, beautiful tits stuffed inside a leather jacket. The kind of look only a truly bad girl can get away with. 

She’s worshiping his Cock. Rubbing her gorgeous face all over it. Fucking his hot spit-lubed shaft between her incredible jawline and her hand and then into her mouth and then slurping down and groaning eagerly as he fucks her throat. Then she slides out, jacks him softly, slowly, and with pure love. Whispering soft words of adoration and prayer to his Cock.

“You're so good...so strong...oh.” 

She looks at me and sneers. 

The look is pure evil. She would be delighted to murder me just to make her Man hard. She hates me to my core. It scares me, some, the depth of her emotions for me, for him.

But one feeling overtakes me, even harder than the instant lust and fear: jealousy.

I’m jealous of her place between his legs. With his Cock.

His Cock.

When I look up again at Marc, he’s holding a pair of headphones in his hands.

Mouth on His Cock.

“You’re too dumb to do what she’s doing, Vivian.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“I’m...too dumb?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I’m so fucking turned on. I haven’t stopped dripping all over the carpet. 

“Way too dumb. The only way you’ll get smart enough to suck me off like she’s doing is to use my headphones.”

Suck Him off.

Suck.

Him.

Off.

I shake my head. “N-no. They’re bad. You’re using them...to...”

“To make girls smart enough to suck my cock. Like Chanel’s doing. Like you want to do.”

Suck His Cock.

I’m so fucking turned on I nearly drop to my knees right there. But somehow I hold strong. I gather my hands around my big tits, holding myself, shaking my head.

“No. This is wrong. You’re doing something to me. To us. I can feel...I can feel you in my brain! I won’t let you. I’ll expose you!”

“And then you’ll expose the school. You’ll lose everything.”

“I’m already losing everything!” I stamp my foot again. “I’m losing my mind. Nothing is worth this. I-I-I—”

I try to run. I try to turn and run and get out. I know that I could—I would have made it. He wouldn’t have been able to stop me with Chanel riding his Cock with her mouth like she was doing. I would hole up in my penthouse and fix my head. Detox somehow. 

But a pair of firm, toned feminine arms wrap around my torso and tackle me to the ground. 

“Chanel, please!” I shout. “He’s fucking up your brain! Don’t let him!”

But it’s not Chanel. Twisting, I see Aubrey Radcliffe above me. Her eyes filled with murderous lust, rage, and adoration. 

“How dare you try to get away,” she shakes her head. “He only wants to make you smarter. He just wants to fuck your brain until you need to suck his Cock. What's wrong with that?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I struggle and kick but she pins my arms behind me and pushes me around until I’m on my knees. 

Marc stands up from his desk and Chanel comes around with him, hanging off his gloriously built body. He takes off the rest of his clothes now, naked. Heavily defined abs. Hard pectorals. Built thighs. Massive shoulders. His Cock so fucking big and hard. 

She strokes him and locks her jawline up against his chest and shoulder. Her cunt drags up and down his hip, leaving a wet hot trail; she’s obviously not wearing panties. I’d be surprised if she’s worn any in the past several weeks. 

“God, you’re dumb,” says Chanel. “’Here’s my brilliant plan! I’ll tell a mind-controlling evil bastard that I’ll expose him if he doesn’t un-mindfuck all the hot fertile virgins in his possession! I’ll keep it all to myself and trap him in an office! Surely, nothing can go wrong!’ What a fucking maroon. How did you get in charge of a school?”

Shame burns through me. I keep struggling. I have to be able to get away. He can’t get away with this. He can’t!

“Can I snap her neck for you, Daddy?” Chanel asks. His Cock pulses in her stroking hands. “I don’t want her to be around anymore.”

He shakes his head, and I feel my body de-tense just slightly. At least he doesn’t want me dead. But he will destroy my mind. Is that any better?

“She’ll be gone, one way or the other. She might as well be gone but still around for me to fuck her life up. She’ll be so fucking pregnant and stupid that she won’t know what school is anymore, let alone that she worked at one.”

Aubrey, attached to my body and covering my mouth, moans and hugs me tight. It’s an erotic, aroused hug. I feel her damp cunt pressing into my backside.

Chanel reacts like she’s been given a bouquet of flowers, pulling him in for a hungry kiss. “You’re so romantic, Daddy. I love how bad You are.”

He smiles. “I know.”

I squeal, squirming my mouth away from Aubrey’s grip. “You won’t get away with this. People will know. People will talk!”

He comes closer to me. I can smell his Cock. I want it so fucking bad. It’s so big and so hard. Precum spurts all over the front of my clothes. I can feel it on my tits through the fabric. God. Oh God. I want it. I want everything he’s offering. But...but...

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

...but it’s so wrong!

“You’re the only one who could have stopped me,” he says. “And you’re too fucking dumb to do it right. Sorry, sweetheart. I win. Evil wins.”

Chanel’s jacking him harder than ever now, breathing hot, obviously cumming at his triumph, his bragging at beating me. 

He holds a card over his Cock. It looks so familiar. There’s...stars. No, spirals. Squares and diamonds. There’s...

Circles?

I have to look at it; I don’t have a choice. 

I have to zoom in...

I barely notice as the headphones in his other hand are shoved down over my ears. 

And I barely notice...

I barely notice...

I barely...

I...

I barely...

I barely think...

I’m too dumb to think.

I’m too dumb.

I’m so. Fucking. Stupid.

* * * * * 
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“GOD, YOU’RE so big,” Chanel moans. “How are you so big?”

“Genetics.”

“Nnnf. I know I say it a lot.”

“You do.”

“But you’re so big. I didn’t think cock could be this big.”

My head slowly comes back online, listening to Chanel talk to Daddy. I mean Daddy. His name is Daddy, not Daddy. 

Oh. Oh my. I’m all fucked up, aren’t I?

They’re sitting behind my desk. She’s on his lap, curled up next to him, rubbing her head against his neck and shoulders. Her thick mane of dark hair slides up and down his body as she slowly and deliberately strokes his Cock. He’s moved the chair up on a tipped-over bookshelf of mine, placing it deliberately higher so that anyone in the office can see the women serving him. He’s completely naked. His body is stunning. Mouth-watering. Scintillating abs and thick, powerful thighs, hard pectorals and brilliantly pumped biceps. Aubrey is at his feet servicing his balls and I’m terribly jealous of her. Of Chanel. Of them both. 

I want their spots. I want to suck him, service him, submit to him. 

Submit to Daddy.

“Ungh.”

I don’t even notice I’ve moaned until a few seconds later. 

“Oh,” says Chanel, sneering at me. “She’s awake.”

Submit. Obey. Please.

“I want you to walk her through it,” he tells her. “She needs a guiding hand. She’s too dumb to do anything else but obey now.”

That’s right. I am really dumb. I try to tell them I understand how dumb I am. 

Submit. Obey. Please.

Instead I say, “Daadddy...”

I’m touching myself all over, I realize. My hands don’t feel like they belong to me. I’ve torn my top off and am sitting in a disheveled mess of myself. My panties are gone, practically dissolved in a puddle of my juices on the floor. Pants are gone. Just me, sitting mostly naked on a leather chair, my cheeks sticking and squeaking against the material as I continue to look at Daddy and cum and cum and cum for Him and look at Daddy. My fingers press hard into my nipples and tweak and tilt them. I’m covered in a deep, hot sweat and shudder with every last breath. 

I try again to insist how dumb I am, to let him know I’m on board with him. I’m on their side!

Submit. Obey. Please.

Instead, again, I say, “Daaaady...” 

“That’s right sweetie.” He smiles, guiding Chanel’s perfect mouth down to his Cock. She’s all too happy to comply. “I told you how fucking stupid you were, didn’t I?”

That’s a question and demands an answer. I feel something in my brain open up, an ability to talk. 

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You didn’t believe me, though, did you?”

Chanel shifts to get between Daddy’s knees so she can stroke her mouth up and down up his cock. She shoves Aubrey away. Like a lioness taking ownership of her kill. Aubrey’s head bangs against the bookshelf throne but Chanel doesn’t seem to care. Aubrey’s motionless except for the twitching of her nervous system. She might be having a seizure. Marc sees it, sees what his chosen one Chanel did for him, did for his Cock, and plants a hand down on the back of Chanel’s head. Holding her head down while he fucks her tight, cunt-like throat. 

It turns him on when Chanel is vicious for him. 

“You’re such a good slave,” he groans. “Such a real fucking queen for me...my slavequeen.”

Chanel moans her accord, sucking and slurping as hard as she can. His balls are so big that when they tense up, readying for his load, it’s visible even as far away as I am. His abs tighten. Body flushed. He wraps a leg down on Chanel’s back just to hold her there tighter and then grunting, shoots his massive load down her throat. He cums so much that I can see it spilling from Chanel’s mouth even though she’s so pristinely designed to take his big Cock into her body.

When he’s done, she spends several minutes obediently swallowing and licking and swallowing more, cleaning him like an obedient sex-kitten. The sneer and arrogance has left her; she is brimming full of crushing, aching love like a fresh newlywed. 

Finally, though, he points at me and gestures for her to do her duty. Chanel stands, wiping the cum from her mouth and then elegantly licking it away. Her tongue is precious and long and pink; I love it. I love everything about her. 

She stands me up and takes me to the desk and forces my head down on the table. It bangs hard.

“Oops,” she says, clearly amused at banging my skull into the wood. “Sorry...”

All her arrogance and vanity returns, just like that. Gone only for Him. She knows she can get away with anything with her strong Godlike Master behind her, supporting her every move because of how sexy she is. 

That’s so hot. 

There’s a briefcase near the door of the office. Chanel grabs it and brings it over to the desk and extracts papers from it to place in front of me.

“What...what are?” I ask, drooling. 

I know I can make smarter sound wordy things with my mouth. But Chanel is just so pretty and Daddy is so handsome that it’s too hard to think of them. 

“These are papers detailing your bank accounts,” Chanel points, “the school’s accounts, the school’s leadership, emergency powers in case of crises, a statement declaring how you are unfit to be in charge, and a suicide note.” She winks at me. “Just in case we get tired of you. Which I already am, to be honest.”

So they can take all my money, all my power, all my position, all my responsibility, and then if they feel wicked enough so that they can get rid of me at any time. 

“Oh,” I nod. “Thank you! That sounds totally neat.”

I didn’t know that’s how I felt about it until I said it, but now that I have, I have to agree with me! It sounds so totally cool. I don’t want that stuff anyway. I don’t even want to be alive if they’re tired of me.

I sign each paper with Chanel’s hand on mine. Cool air from the A/C kicks on and makes my nipples hard, exposed as they are. Titties like mine should always be on display. I giggle helplessly with the pen because I’ve forgotten some how to write. She has to help me. She’s good to me. I should never complain about anything Chanel does.

Chanel claps her hands when we’re done and turns to Master.

“What do you think, Daddy?”

He considers for a moment. He’s already hard again. God. He must be God.

“I think I want her to suck me off,” he says. Then he holds up the headphones. “And, I think she could use one last session.”

I drop down to my knees obediently, giggling and clapping. “Yay! Thank you, Daddy!”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

I crawl over to him. Chanel helps me, dragging me by the hair and slapping my ass hard. She’s leaving marks and bruises. My whole body will be one big bruise tomorrow if she keeps this up. That’s so hot. She forces me down onto his crotch and slides his hardening Cock through my open, willing lips as the headphones slide down on my ears.

And I Know His Cock.

I Know His Cock.

I Know His...

I Know...

I...

Know...

Nothing.

I know I know nothing at all.

* * * * *
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MASTER’S COCK IS INSIDE my mouth!

Master’s Cock!

The ONE Cock!

The TRUE Cock!

The ONLY Cock!

It’s inside my mouth!

And not just that, he’s soooo fucking big that he’s inside my throat, too!

And not just like, a little inside my throat. He’s deep in there. He’s Godly Deep, which makes sense, since he is basically God. 

His DeepFucking ThroatBreaking GodCock is so far deep inside me that I can’t even remember the taste of anything else. 

His taste is sensational. So salty and warm and good. I moan and urge him further. I want him to fuck my throat like he fucks Chanel’s cunt. I want it to be brutal and lifechanging. If I’m hospitalized because of how badly and rough he fucks my throat, that’s a success for me. That means Daddy really wanted to make me his total and complete fuckslave and just couldn’t hold back.

It’s hard to make sense of my surroundings. Every so often I open my eyes and look up at him just to let him know how fucked he’s made my brain. I’m sure my big blue eyes are glassy and glossy and empty, just like my stupid little brain.

I’m so stupid. I’m so fucking dumb. I’ve never been this happy.

Aubrey is motionless at one side of me. She might be unconscious, she might be dead altogether. That bump she took against the corner of the shelf was pretty nasty. I don’t care because Daddy doesn’t care. Daddy can fuck up any hot babe he likes; one going down because it made his favorite happy is just hot for him so it’s hot for me. 

All I care about is worshiping his Cock like I should. Like a good girl. Like a good bimbo. If I do it well enough, he might tell me how stupid I am for him again!

“Daadddy...” I moan, licking his shaft.

Chanel and Daddy stop their intense make-out session for a moment, clearly enjoying one another. Just looking in each other’s eyes. They love each other so much. Whatever derision Daddy seems to have for me and the other girls, he doesn’t have it for Chanel. She’s truly his One and Only. He Loves her totally; it’s obvious. I don’t need to be mindfucked to think that—although now that I am mindfucked, I can’t not think that. 

“And what do we do with her?”

“With Vivian?”

Chanel shoves a knee in my face from her perch on his lap. Another bruise I’ll have tomorrow. I’ll wear it like a badge of honor. There’s so many girls at this school who don’t get bruises from Headmistress Chanel at all. 

I’m so lucky to be a student here. I know they could get rid of me at any time and then I wouldn’t be able to have Daddy’s Cock ever!

“Yes. I want you to decide.”

“You’re in charge, Daddy. You decide everything.”

He likes that. They kiss for a long time. I feel their drool slide over my face and I slurp on it and tongue it against His Cock. 

“I want you to decide,” he grunts again. I can feel him getting harder as he bosses her around, which is amazing because he already felt hard as steel. “That’s my decision. I want my Queen to make an executive order.”

I feel Chanel’s hand grab the back of my head forcefully. His fingers are so long. So perfectly designed for stroking DaddyMaster’s Cock. I love her so much. She guides me up and down; I do it obediently. I’m too stupid to do anything else. My head and throat is like a Cock-suction device in her hands

“Is she good at that?” she asks.

“Not as good as you.”

“No one is.” He pulses, harder. Loves her arrogance. “Is she acceptable?”

“I’d say much better than acceptable. She is, let’s say, seventy percent of how good you are.”

This praise overwhelms me. I never thought I would hear such kind words in my whole life! I moan against Daddy’s Cock, slurping him down deeper than I ever have. My lips touching his rough, masculine pubic hair. Chanel shoves me deeper against him.

“I want her to choke,” she growls. “I want her to fucking choke. And if she dies right now, then she dies. The only way she gets to serve you is if she can take this.”

I feel the air stripping out of my body. My lungs burn. 

“If she can’t handle this, she’s not worthy.”

Even as the air leaves my body, my mouth gets strangely wetter. Drool on overdrive.

“I’ll kill her, Daddy,” Chanel moans. I hope it’s just hot talk, but I don’t know anymore. Actually, I don’t care, so long as he’s hard. “I’ll kill her on Your Cock for You. Your Cock will have killed her. That’s so hot.”

Chanel’s rubbing her tight teen cunt into the side of my head. I can feel her clit pushing against my ear. Thighs wrapping around my skull. Holding me tight—choking on his Cock with her legs! 

She’s getting off by torturing me this way. So fucking evil. 

I love her so much!

“Cum in her, baby,” she groans to Marc. “Cum in her or I choke her out on your cock. I win either way. You’re such a man. You’re so fucking strong...”

His Cock throbs inside my throat, my esophagus tightening around it. I feel him powering up. He just came a few minutes ago and already he’s ready to go again. He was born for this. A true fucking man. A real fucking man. 

“You’re a real fucking man,” Chanel moans in his ear. “A true fucking man. Only you can do this to us. We belong to you. You deserve this...you deserve this...”

Like we have a hive mind of worshiping consciousness. I’d giggle if my throat wasn’t full of cock. I try anyway and it just makes me tighten down on his shaft and moan. We do have a hive mind—he made sure of it. He’s so fucking good. 

“Please cum,” Chanel begs. “Please Daddy? Please, Master?”

Another heavy load of his massive cock shoots down my throat. It’s sticky and hot and fills up my belly. I’ve never been so full before in my whole life. I feel complete—tasting his cum, knowing his cum, filled with his cum. It’s what I was born for.

But there’s so much of it and he just keeps going. I can’t take nearly as much as Chanel can. Maybe, maybe seventy percent, but numbers are super hard. Is that like, half?

Gasping, flailing unconsciously, I collapse to the ground. It takes me a few minutes to get my breath back. My lungs and mouth and throat are so fucking sticky. As I try to compose myself, above me Chanel is still on Master’s lap. She’s delicately stroking him and whispering in his ear.

“Oh, Daddy,” Chanel moans, “You’re still hard. How are you still hard?”

“You know how. Genetics. I was born to take control of you.”

She nods and nods my head on his Cock using her grip. “I do. I just...I’m always so impressed.”

“Good girl.” 

Chanel audibly cums at the praise. Her body shaking, writhing, dripping all over his sticky lap. He’s got so much complete control over us. Both of us. But there’s only one he truly cares about, and it’s her. I’m so lucky to be in their presence. 

“Now,” he continues. “What shall we do with her?”

Chanel considers. “If she’s acceptable at sucking cock—seventy percent Chanel, as you said—and you think she’s reasonably pretty...”

“I love your vanity, darling, but call things what they are. She’s definitely beautiful. Just not as beautiful as you.”

“No one is.”

“I know. What’s your decision?”

“We could just keep her as a breeder? God knows she’s never had a child. And she can take care of the baby you stuffed inside me as well. Those big tits of hers will give all kinds of milk.”

“What about your milk?”

“That’s for You, Daddy.”

Another long kiss. Gosh, they’re so fucking in love.

Minutes pass and they break it off. “So what should we do with her now?”

Chanel moans in his ear. “I want to watch you get her pregnant, Daddy. I want her marked with your seed. I don’t want her to ever be able to get away.”

He nods and slides Chanel down from his lap and pushes me down on the ground. This used to be my office. I used to run a whole school here, I think? Now I’m just a dumb giggly bimbo who just needs Cock Cock and More Cock all the time.

“Oh my god,” I moan. “Like, oh my god. Oh my god, are you going to fuck me? With that? But you’re so big. I don’t know if...I don’t know if it will fit in me, oh my god...”

I haven’t been fucked since I was a teenager. 

Except...I am a teenager? I’m a student. At this school? And we’re all like, barely eighteen...

I can barely make sense of what I’m thinking when Master shoves his brilliantly huge Cock inside me. Chanel is right there on his hips, shoving him in deeper, cheering him on. 

“Fuck her,” she chants. “Fuck her. Fuck her. Fuck her. Fuck her.”

She’s rubbing her tits all down his back. I see small beads of milk already starting to form from her breasts; she is pregnant for him. God, how is she still so fit? She was born to be his. Born to be God’s Favorite Pet. 

And I’m being Fucked. By. God.

He’s so big I can nearly feel his Cock shoving into my stomach. I’ve never been violated like this. Fucked like this. Owned like this. 

I want to form so many words—My God, My Daddy, I love You so much! You mean everything to me! I never thought anyone could mean anything like this!

Instead I just giggle and moan and gasp, blurting out sexy drooling cascades of “Dadddyy...Master...Daddy...” 

Inside of me. Daddy is inside of Me! He’s so fucking big and amazing and wonderful. I’m so happy and I’m cumming nonstop. 

The first orgasm hit when he shoved inside me. After that they just kept arriving. Cumming from looking at the intensity on Chanel’s face as he fucks his newest mindfucked slave. Cumming from watching the beads of milk on her tits turn into a sexy stream of fluid that runs down their bodies and funnels down to his Cock, slamming into my tight young pussy. Cumming from seeing the passion of ownership on his face. Cumming from the intensity of feeling that his Cock gives me—like nothing else ever! He crushes down on my big titties, his body so much bigger and stronger than mine. I feel enveloped by his strength, his power. He owns every part of me.

“You’re so big!” I moan. “You’re so big!”

His thrusts pick up in intensity and Chanel changes her chant. 

“Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master!”

He empties inside me and I can feel his amazing seed rush into every part of me. Flooding my insides. Flooding my womb. I’m so clearly designed to be a hyper-fertile fuckpet for Daddy and he’s so clearly fertile and I’m so clearly pregnant now, the second even a droplet of his amazing seed enters me. 

And, trust me, he delivers much more than a droplet. 

He pulls out of me, his Cock dripping with so many hot juices, and Chanel instantly slides down to her knees and cradles his enormity with her big, perfect teenage tits. Cum spurts out and covers her heavy tits, making them shine even more than her milk does.

“Still hard,” Chanel moans, seeing his wet, dripping, shooting Cock pull out from my tight pussy’s grasp. “Oh Daddy. Oh Marc. Oh Master, please. I need it. I need it...” she leans back, stroking her clit and spreading her legs wide while still holding it tight within her cleavage. “Daddy, I need You inside me please...”

Marc pushes me away to focus on her. She’s the main event. I’m discarded, thrown away. Set off to one side as he pushes Chanel down and enters into her lithe, gorgeous body. 

She sneers at me as she envelops him with her long arms, giving me an evil wink. Letting me know that she’s better than me. 

I knew that she was. I know my place. I’m an object. Not even a trophy. I’m so stupid. I’m pregnant now, and full of cum, and mindfucked, and a complete slave who will be discarded as soon as it’s convenient for these two.

Daddy was always going to get away with this.

I love him.

He makes me feel so stupid.

# # #
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Hypno Headphones – The New Student
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I'm on my knees, sucking the Cock of my Master with the sexiest girl I've ever seen. 

Headphones pump deep hot trance knowledge into our skulls; with every thumping of the bass, we love our Master more. With every synthesizer note pulsing, we love each other more. 

We lick and slurp and adore his Cock, our young eighteen year-old pink tongues slobbering and forming a long, heady, erotic pool of dripping warm saliva that extends from his balls down to our tits and even to our precious, hot, uncovered pussies. Jets of precum and cum erupt from his massive turgid member, so big and so strong. He can cum for hours and not get tired; he's such a fucking man. 

I'm so lucky to have my mind fucked by him and by her.

Because she fucked my mind too. I used to be a good girl. I used to be a virgin. I used to be someone who would never get off on evil thoughts like mind controlling other girls for a Master or holding babes in place to put wicked thought-warping hypno headphones on their sexy skulls. 

But now I'm cumming with my partner-in-crime. Cumming as I lick and suck and slurp on Master's Cock, as his evil hot headphones fill up my mind with terrible thoughts of stealing and enslaving for him—only for Him. 

It's so weird now to think of this new, wonderful, cum-happy, Cock-Worshiping life as anything but normal. 

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS EARLIER:

It’s my first day at the Luxuria Palaestra, and already things are...weird.

This is the most prestigious dance school in the world. Girls come here as amateurs and leave as professionals with some of the best contracts available—working for companies in Moscow, New York, LA, and so on. I one-hundred percent belong here. I’ve been dancing since I was four years-old. I’ve been training for this my whole life. I’ve gone to countless workshops, spent tens of thousands of hours practicing, and have even been to special physical therapy sessions to elongate my muscles and bones to make my body taller and more flexible.

Like any good dancer, I’m in perfect shape, with barely an ounce of fat on me. You have to be thin to be a dancer so that other dancers can fling you around with ease, after all. But, unlike a lot of dancers, I’m also crushingly tit-heavy. My tits worry me; I’m afraid that at 36D cups they’re too big for me to be successful for long, especially as I age. My daily routine relies on several core and back strength exercises, which is why my ab and back muscles are so perfectly defined. My hair is long and blond; my eyes are blue. I think in America, some would look at me and think “bimbo.” But I’m definitely not. 

I’m from Norway and where I’m from, tall and statuesque and busty are pretty much the norm. 

I wish I spoke the language better. I can read and write it better than I can speak it. The girls here all seem to speak English very well—it’s the standard international language—but I can barely follow them. They’re so fast when they speak! And they all seem so completely distracted. 

When I say weird—let’s start there. The weirdness starts with their distraction, and how they’re all wearing headphones. 

I’m in my dorm room now, trying to sort myself out. Tomorrow is the first day of the Spring semester, and I’m the only new student. That means that everyone else who was new this year started at the same time in the Fall. That would be weird enough. 

Once I went to a dance seminar for a long weekend—four days. I arrived there early to learn more from the teacher. Teachers are so important in my country; we respect them completely. One girl, due to unavoidable circumstances with her flights and a family emergency, arrived a day late. The day before she arrived, myself and the teacher and the other three students got to know each other really well. Even though the new girl was there for the last three days—seventy-five percent of the time!—it was never the same with her. That connection never felt as close.

These girls here have had four months to connect! Plus, they all speak English really well—the same language that is my absolute worst.

And the headphones. They have those little wireless earbuds or just giant headphones on. All manner of colors—pink, purple, rose, mint green. They seem to be listening to them constantly. What's that all about? 

Classes start tomorrow. I’m relying on my ability to wow them in the studio to overcome any barriers. 

“Knock knock!”

I turn and look to see who is entering, and immediately am confronted by the absolutely most stupendously gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen. 

She’s young; probably around my age, which is just eighteen a few months ago (the main reason I am only starting here now is because you must be eighteen and over and I only became of age in October). 

“I’m Chanel.” She holds out a hand, which I take. “You’re Alisha?”

I nod. I’m normally never shy—I put my body on display whenever I dance, after all—but Chanel’s gaze is direct and her eyes are smoldering coals, and I feel inadequate and small in her presence. Her hand is soft and warm.

“Yes.” I’m painfully aware of my accent; her own voice sounds so perfect. “My first day.”

“You’re completely beautiful.” She takes my hand and examines it. She looks me up and down. I feel inspected. I might have minded except for how beautiful she is. “You’re gorgeous. Just gorgeous.”

“Oh.” I titter. “Thank you.”

“You’ll fit in wonderfully here. You’re so lovely.” Her voice, her entire demeanor, is ravenous. Like she wants to consume me. Her eyes, so black and burning, feel like they’re going to set me on fire. “So incredibly gorgeous. Gosh. He didn’t tell me you would be so gorgeous. I bet it’s a surprise for me.”

I don’t entirely follow what she’s saying. I blame it on my language barrier. So I just smile and titter once more, shrugging as she continues to rub and touch my hands. It’s hard to let go. I find the action incredibly attractive. I hope she’s single. I’m definitely pretty enough to be her girlfriend if I play my cards right. 

In my heart, I’m a romantic, and the wheels are already turning, telling the story to others in the future—it was my first day, she was the first one to greet me, it was love at first sight, we had brilliantly hot needy sex for seven straight days even though I'd never had sex before at all with anyone... 

She smiles and looks at the one box I brought in. “Where’s the rest of your things?”

“Oh.” I shake my head. “No. That is all.”

She raises an eyebrow. “But...your clothes?”

I shrug. “I have some tights. Some sweats. I thought...mostly dancing, yes? So...”

“I see.”

She nods, clearly not seeing. I look at her again, feeling like it’s the first time. Like a work of art; every time you look at someone this uncontrollably hot, it feels like the first time. I only really saw her general outline and her face before, but her outfit is killer as well. 

She wears a tiny red leather skirt with unnecessary, non-working black chunky zippers. It rides up in a v-shape in front of her crotch, revealing a thigh-gap that’s at least three inches wide. Her legs are decorated in smoky tights leading down to a pair of tall, tall high-heeled ankle boots, and her top is a brilliantly tight cleavage-baring polo that looks like it came directly off the rack from a fashion designer’s workshop. 

Now that I think of it, that’s another thing that’s been odd about this school. Not only are all the girls completely beautiful—which I expected, it is a dance school after all—and not only are they all wearing headphones or ear buds (Chanel has her headphones around her long, sculpted neck while she speaks with me)—but they’re also all immaculately dressed.

In fact, the whole school looks like the set for some kind of fashion catalog. I mean, with girls this young and tight and fit, you don’t have to do much to make it all rather erotic. Normally, dancers would be wearing comfortable dancing clothes—tights, yoga pants, shorts, workout gear. Anything that allows freedom of movement. 

But like Chanel, they all seem to be dressing more to show off. They have all been in heels. Tight, skimpy tops. Skirts. Especially skirts, and especially dresses—the tight, constricting kinds that show off their lovely curves and hips. 

“Is there...” I search for the English word. “...dress code?”

“Not formally. There is a lot to know, though. It might just be easier to take the indoctrination course.”

“Indoctri...” I struggle. “I don’t know this word. Sorry.”

I smile and laugh, my go-to mechanism when I feel a bit overwhelmed. And Chanel is definitely Grade-A Overwhelming with how hot she is. I’m a little bit in love. I love the shape of her nose. It’s so perfect.

“Think like...a tutorial.” My hands in hers, she sits me down on the bed. “You know that one?”

I nod. “Yes. Like for class?”

“Yes. But in audio form.”

She hands me her headphones and gestures for me to put them on. 

“Now?”

“Yes.” She nods firmly. “Now. It’s important to indoctrinate you, Alisha. He demands it.”

“Who is ‘he’?”

But before she answers—or maybe she won’t answer at all—she takes my hands into her own and shoves the headphones down over my ears. 

There’s heavy thumping sounds. Thick bass. Words that I can’t really make out all the way. It’s a nice, pleasant song. One I’d be happy to hear again.

I feel happy when I hear it, though I can’t explain why. 

I feel happy.

I feel...

I feel totally fine? I’m not sure what I’m supposed to learn from this. 

Chanel looks at me expectantly. And with something...much more in her gaze. Much darker. 

It looks like desire, only more pronounced. She pushes a hand up her own skirt and then puts a hand on my thigh. 

I flip the headphones off and back away. 

“What are you doing?”

She looks at me with annoyance and curiosity. Eyebrow raising.  A bit of a sneer. “He said he’d made it more powerful than ever. It’s worked on the other girls.”

I stand up. Something really weird is happening. “Who is he? What are you saying? What is this-this—this!?”

My frustration with the language is reaching a breaking point. I want to yell at her, a little. I’m massively attracted to her, obviously, but I still would like a bit of romancing before being touched. I’m a virgin even if I’m a lesbian, and just because I like girls doesn’t mean I want to automatically and immediately bang every one that I see. 

Chanel’s face launches into a wide, charming smile. “I’m sorry. It’s just a little prank.”

“Prank?”

“A joke. On the new girl. I...thought you’d think it was funny.”

“Oh. Ha.”

I cross my arms.

“Don’t be like that. We’re doing it to include you.”

“’We?’”

“Me and the other girls. I’m...the head of the social committee. You see? And the head of our studio, naturally.”

I’m still wary. “Naturally.”

“It was a joke. It was in poor taste. I apologize.” 

She takes my hands again. I want to pull them away, but I can’t. She’s soft and warm. And I feel an urge—from nowhere—to do as she says. 

“I don’t think I understand the joke. Headphones and music and...touching?”

Chanel’s eyes sparkle. “You’ll understand soon. I promise.”

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, I’M UP before six am to prepare for class. I want to keep up with the other girls and how I saw them dressed yesterday, but also I don’t want to look like I’m trying too hard. And what if that was all part of Chanel’s strange joke?

I compromise with doing my hair for a long while. I brush it twice as much as normal and build up some long waves. I still wear yoga pants but also a tight, form-fitting sweater. It’s very likely that I’ll see Chanel again, and despite the weirdness yesterday, I want her to like what she sees. 

I hope she’s single. 

It’s hard to imagine in a school like this. Even as I bounce off toward class, massively excited about the opportunities here, I’m blown away by the beauty of each girl I see. Blond, brunette, redhead, dark and light complexions, every eye color, every height, but all of them in perfect shape and with empty, happy smiles on their faces.

And headphones and earbuds everywhere. 

If this is a joke, it is starting to go too far. There must be something about the headphones that I’m just not getting. Some cultural block. Where I'm from, it's rude to have headphones on all the time. You have to make room in your brain for other people!

As I walk into the main classroom hall—an ancient building with tall ceilings and brilliantly sepia-toned masonry—I notice that the hall is full of girls, all of them smiling and chatting idly. They talk about their outfits, mostly, and some about boys. They all keep referring to a “he” or a “him” as if everyone knows who everyone is dating. And they all seem to be dating. And it all sounds intensely serious. I hear lots of chatter like:

“I think he’ll move me up in the hierarchy soon. I’ve been working so hard—”

“—and he’s going to take me out Friday. I feel so lucky! I’m so in love. It won't just be me, of course. I think I'll be on right leg duty. But—”

“—he told me he loved my legs last night. I creamed for like, an hour afterward. You know that kind of deep, life-altering orgasm that is like a before-and-after moment? I had like, a hundred of those. My brain feels so clean, and I love him so much, and...”

Incredibly intimate detail just to hear from passing by! Just as I feared, these girls are already completely in tune with each other, and I’m in terrible jeopardy of being left out. Or, there was this conversation from two startlingly beautiful brunettes:

“He’s just so fucking handsome, you know?”

“Like, for sure. He’s the sexiest guy I’ve ever seen.”

“All I want to do, all day, is get between his legs and suck his cock.”

“I really want to stroke him off. I like talking dirty to him while he’s hard. He gets so turned on by that.”

“I’ll have to try it! Does he fuck you afterward?”

“Of course. Usually he cums first and then fucks me right after and fucks again. God. What a man, right?”

“Totally. How can he stay hard for so long? I feel like I’m not good enough for him.”

“Neither of us are. That’s why he needs all of us.”

I didn’t cut in, and I didn’t stare. For too long. These were two jaw-droppingly gorgeous babes having these conversations—smiling brightly and touching themselves. Touching each other. As in—their tits rubbing against each other in an incredibly familiar way. Their hands sliding up and down their sides and necks as if they can barely contain the heat. I can practically smell the wet moisture gathering in their panties. And they’re clearly—clearly!—dating the same guy!

And they don’t care! 

What is happening?

Speakers line every wall, every ceiling. An abundance of them. They look newly installed. There is an announcement from a calm, authoritative male voice, so crystal clear he sounds like he’s directly next to me, speaking into my ear from only inches away. 

“Good morning, girls. As a treat for our first day of class, I’m playing some welcoming tunes. Listen to them. Appreciate them. Learn from them. Accept them.”

The speaker shuts off with a click and a slow, thumping music begins to play. It's very soft at first. It reminds me a lot of what was on Chanel's headphones last night. 

“Who was that?” I ask a nearby girl, an olive-skinned beauty wearing a tight fuchsia romper. 

She takes a moment to register the question, clearly listening to her earbuds. “Oh. That? That’s the Master.”

She moans slightly, as do all the girls around her. They giggle and writhe, touching their bodies suggestively. Perhaps he is cute, and they all have a collective schoolgirl crush on them? I’ve never much seen the point of boys, but lots of girls at my last school had a crush on one particular math teacher.

“The headmaster? Of the school?”

She giggles. “If you like. You'll learn. And accept. And listen. And, y'know, appreciate.”

I don’t know what to make of this, but I don’t want to be late. My first class is dance history. 

Despite how early I arrived at the hall, I’m the last one there. The teacher, a brilliantly fit redhead wearing a sharp, tight pencil skirt and tight-fitting sheer-white blouse, smiles and points to a seat. 

“Welcome, Alisha. We’re so glad you’re here.” Her eyes are exotic and blue, like polished stones. “Take a seat there next to Chanel, would you?”

Chanel winks at me as I sit down.

“I kept it open for you,” she whispers in my ear, lips brushing my skin. I shiver. 

Fuck, she’s so hot. 

“Alisha,” says Chanel. “We read your file last night to better take care of you. I have a quick question though. Can you tell me what’s on this card?”

She holds it out for me to look at. It’s the size of a playing card, maybe a little larger. There are squiggly black and silver lines all over it. 

I shrug. “Just some lines.”

“They’re not moving?”

“No.”

She nodded. “I thought so. We’re pretty sure it only works on certain types of brains, and from your profile and psyche tests we already figured it wouldn’t work on you. We really lucked out with it one time, otherwise it would have gotten violent with Ms. Lexington.” She sighs wistfully. “Which is too bad. Violence turns me on, you know?”

I shake my head. I don’t think I’m understanding. “I...you talk very fast. And what do you mean by...my file?”

She smiles. “Don’t worry about it. It looks like we’ll stick with the new music and the simple repetitions.”

As if on cue—rather conveniently so—the music pouring out from the speakers turns up in intensity and volume as the teacher—a Ms. Kalloway—begins the lecture. The music is rather similar to what little I heard from Chanel’s headphones the day before. Is there a connection? I should probably listen to find out. The music is simpler, but there’s voices there, I think. Very soft. They’re easier to understand than yesterday. I want to pay attention to Ms. Kalloway’s lecture because it’s important to pay attention. It’s just so important to listen.

It’s important to listen. 

It’s important to...

Important to...

Important to listen. 

I listen to Ms. Kalloway as she explains the beginnings of the history of dance. Gosh, she has terrific breasts. I can see almost all of her cleavage. Women are born dancers—or, real women are. Women who can’t dance appropriately barely even deserve to be called women at all. 

Women need to be fit, happy, and beautiful to dance for their man. Because men are why women exist—it’s a historical truth. Women belong on the arms of men. Trophies. Eyecandy. Decorations. Things. Objects. 

Our heads are just pretty shells for their Will and Thought. Men are always so smart. Men are always right. Women just need to go along with the flow, to do what they can to stay out of men’s way and make men feel good, respected, honored, and pleasured. Dance does all of these things at once—especially intimate dance. Which is why it’s so important to know how to dance. 

Ms. Kalloway has been speaking—I've seen her lips move—but I hear all of this like it's transmitted directly into my brain. Her words are like a fire eating up my frontal lobe. My nipples are hard and my body pulses with happy, horny energy.

I feel a trickle of drool leave my lips. I can see the clock on the wall behind her and nearly an hour has passed even though it feels like two minutes. I keep feeling like I’m about to do something, like I need to get up and go take care of something like 

getoutrunthey’refuckingyoufuckingyouupgetoutrun! 

but I can’t think of what it would be. It’s hard to think. I’m just a girl so it’s very hard for me to think and that’s natural. 

Ms. Kalloway says so, and I should listen to her. She’s my teacher. It’s important to listen to teachers. Her words are so simple and direct; my language barrier is hardly ever an issue. The few times where I don’t understand, she course-corrects right away. It’s like she’s teaching just to me. She keeps unbuttoning her blouse. Her tits are right over my head and it's so nice to feel them when she pushes their fleshy hot warmth against my face.

Chanel’s hand is on my thigh, very high up. Touching my pussy. Fingering the folds there. I'm so desperately wet. I feel like I keep moaning but all I can hear is the music and Ms. Kalloway's voice.

Ms. Kalloway says not to worry about how Chanel touches me, so I don’t. Chanel is so pretty. I’m devastatingly aroused by her. I’m actually pretty sure I’m in love with her. 

“Thank you,” says Chanel. “I’m in love with how gorgeous you are. I think you’re the most gorgeous babe here now.” She giggles. “Besides me, of course.”

I know that I should feel mortified that she heard me tell her I love her. But I don’t. It’s very natural. Everything is natural. I should just listen and appreciate and learn and accept. Her fingers slide deeper into my pussy and I cum, and cum, and cum...

I’m not sure how, but I end up in a different class. The music keeps playing overhead. I hear moans in the classroom behind me. I think the walls have changed? But maybe it’s just the teacher? She’s a stunning young brunette who says her name is Ms. Radcliffe. She’s there to teach us mathematics.

Chanel is still right next to me. She says she’s my girlfriend now. That’s so nice. That’s so good. I always wanted a girlfriend like Chanel. I always wanted Chanel. I always wanted Chanel. Chanel is my girlfriend and has always been my girlfriend and I’ve always wanted her so that’s so fucking good.

I Listen and Learn from Ms. Radcliffe:

Mathematics are for boys and men. Girls don’t need to know math. Math is for businesses and hard stuff like adding. I don’t need to know any numbers harder than what I need to cook with. I need to know how to add cups and tablespoons and teaspoons. I need to know that three teaspoons are one tablespoon. 

But I don’t need to know algebra. I don’t need to know calculus. Girls are cumming behind me. I can hear them saying someone’s name. It sounds like Marc, or Master, or Daddy. The hot smell of girl-fucking fills every room here. Hot honey dripping from young cunts, sliding into fingers perfumed with wet needy saliva and eager tongues. And all those tongues, when they're not urging at a desperately aroused clit, make that name again:

Master.

Master.

Master!

I feel Chanel’s hand around my throat as her fingers go deeper into my pussy. I’m not wearing panties anymore. Me plus Chanel equals No Panties. That’s the kind of math I need. 

Math is evil for girls. It’s bad. I should just shut down my brain if someone tries to talk numbers to me. I don’t care about numbers or math. The most important number is my weight, and the closer it is to zero, the better. I need to be closer to zero for Chanel to be happy with me, and that’s so important. 

There are other classes too. I learn so much just in one day. I’m so lucky to be here! They’re teaching me everything I need to know in such a short time span. I learn all about how little I need to know how to read. Just basic words are good enough! I need to unlearn like thousands of words! And I don’t need to know so many languages. I used to know parts of Italian and French and German in addition to my own language. All I need is English. It’s sexy that I have an accent, though. 

The last class of the day is dance. It’s just theoretical today since it’s the first day of the semester. Chanel and I are curled up in each other's laps. She keeps kissing me on the neck and throat and clavicles. I want to kiss her back—she's so pretty—but it's too important to pay attention. I can't break attention for a single second. 

We watch professional dancers in action. They’re in dimly lit clubs with neon lights and tall metal poles. They strip slowly and sexily and make big shows of how gloriously hot they are. They revel in their gorgeous bodies. These are real women with real potential and these are the kinds of dancers I’ve always wanted to be. 

I’m learning. 

“You're a stripper,” Chanel moans in my ear. “You're a born stripper.”

“I'm a born stripper.”

“You were made to strip for Daddy.”

“Made to...strip for Daddy...”

I don't know who Daddy is but I know I should strip for him. Chanel says so.

“Your body is erotic art. You need to show off.”

“Need to...need to show off...”

“Do you want to see me show off, Alisha?”

“Yes!”

Oh god, more than anything. And she steps up on the stage. Disrobing as she does. Her top falling off. Skirt sliding down. I see her bare ass, no panties. No bra. Her back so perfectly porcelain, so perfectly formed. She's just about to turn...

My brain...

My brain...

My brain shuts off. I can't handle anymore. 

It's all blackness.

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, THE spell—or whatever it was—seems to have faded some. 

I sit in a daze, my door locked, refusing to leave. I'm wearing a long sweater and thigh-high thick-knit wool socks and that's all. Panties just get in the way—which is a truth I hate, but it is a truth. I'm touching myself almost constantly; my pussy is on fire with desire.

This is insane.

This is insane!

My first day of class at the Luxuria Palaestra, and literally all I did was sit next to like, the completely gorgeous girl of my dreams and let her fingerfuck me while my brain filled up with thoughts that definitely weren’t mine. 

And the weird thing is that the thoughts felt like mine! I have real thoughts—good thoughts—all the time. They make sense to me. I love them. I love thinking about what a good dancer I am or how I look in a red dress or how much I love Chanel. 

But I don’t need to think about like, how math isn’t important. Or how reading is just for boys. Gosh! What the entire fuck?

I do...I do love Chanel, right? That’s a real thought?

My stomach fills briefly with a deep pitted dread that she might be in on this somehow, that my love for her is somehow manufactured. But then I think about her, about her face, about her body, about her fingers sliding up into my pussy over and over again and making me cum while I bite my teeth into her soft, slight shoulder...

I have to cum. Just thinking about her, that little bit, I have to cum right away. 

Easy to take care of with just the memory of Chanel. I feel I’m hot-wired to cum on command at the thought of her. My long nimble fingers find my dripping wet pussy—soaking at the mere thought of her name—and slide inside and I cum almost right away.

Dripping. Shivering. Shaking. Sweating and moaning her name. Like I have the flu, the Chanel flu. 

“Oh god,” I moan, pushing my face into my mattress to hide my moans. “Oh god. Oh fuck I love her so much...”

But do I? I feel so sure of it. But then, yesterday I felt so sure that I didn’t need math, that it was a stupid thing just for boys, and that girls are pure little pretty decorations who just need to get on their knees and serve the Man, the One Man, the One Male, to do as I’m told and finger my hot pussy and think of Chanel Chanel Chanel until...

Oh fuck, I’ve got to cum again. 

I do, sliding myself in for the second orgasm in about two minutes, moaning, falling off the bed this time and giggling helplessly. God, she’s so pretty.

Usually when I cum I get some clarity—or at least drowsiness. A kind of near-dream state where thoughts slipstream into strange connections and lull me into a state of deep, disconnected awareness.

But now I’m only more alert but somehow less cognizant. I’m just thinking of Chanel. How pretty she is. How much I love her. How I can’t live without her. How I’m so lucky to be her girlfriend for what feels like years after only being here for a day...

Fuck. My mind is so fucked. What the fuck is happening to me?

I need to get out of here, but I don’t have any money. All my available money has gone into paying for this place—room and board is egregiously expensive. The scholarship I have only covers tuition but not room and board. 

I try to look at my checking account but I can’t make sense of the numbers—numbers are for men—and I give up after about five minutes and cry on the floor. I’m still horribly aroused and I can’t keep my fingers away from myself so I’m just sitting on the ground, in fetal position, touching myself and whimpering and crying.

Thinking about Chanel. Still. She's not part of this, right? I have to save her. I have to get her out too whenever I get out.

I don’t understand what’s happening. I pull out my phone and try to read and re-read my bank statement and I can’t even make sense of the words. I used to be so good at reading English! 

There’s a knock on my door. 

“Alisha?” 

It’s Chanel.

“Alisha? Let me in, baby. We need to talk. You’ve missed class. That’s not allowed.”

“I don’t care!”

I have to lock myself in here until I get my head straight. But what if Chanel is being affected too? 

Maybe...maybe we could lock each other in until we get better? Just snuggle and fuck and cuddle and lick each other until we’re well?

But what if she’s in on it? I’m having new thoughts. Thoughts that feel like mine but aren’t. What if my love for her is one of those thoughts?

She can’t...they can’t manufacture love, can they? Manufacture consent like that?

Her voice becomes quiet. “Alisha? Are you okay?”

I try to stay quiet. I don’t know who or what to trust. I don’t even know if I can trust myself.

“Alisha?” There’s concern in her voice now. “Please, talk to me, baby. I want to help. I’m worried about you.”

Everything she says tugs me in all the right ways. 

“I don’t...I don’t know. I’m so confused...”

“Let me in and we can talk about it. I just want to see you.” Her voice drops very low. “I really, really need to see you. You’re so fucking pretty. I want to touch you again. I want to taste you...”

She doesn’t mean my lips. I moan, my fingers sliding up against my pussy. 

“Please?” she says again. “I want to taste you. Between your legs. I want to know what my tongue feels like when it drags up and down your clit. I want to taste your juices on my tongue. I want to make you cum, Alisha...please? We said we would love each other forever...”

We did say that. I remember saying that. And it’s so important to do what you’ve said you would do...

Before I can even stop myself, my hands are opening the door. 

Chanel is there with an evil smile on her face. She’s flanked by Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe. I don’t understand. All of them are wearing nothing but beautiful lacy lingerie and tall heels. Chanel’s is white, contrasting gorgeously with her thick dark hair. Tit-heavy blonde Ms. Lexington is in red, and the ultra-fit Ms. Radcliffe is in blue. 

I notice for the first time that Chanel is pregnant. I can't believe I didn't see it before. She's so slender—so utterly thin and tiny—that the bump wasn't that hard for her to obscure in her revealing clothing. But her smooth, toned belly is obviously sporting a delicious baby bump, her navel sticking out like a third nipple. 

God. It just makes her hotter. She's so...maternal. So in charge. 

The teachers take me by my arms and sit me down forcefully on the bed. 

“As if I’d lick your pussy.” Chanel sneers. “Or anyone’s. I’m a pillow queen, babe. I have my pussy licked, not the other way around. God, you’re desperate. You’re too fucking pretty to be so desperate, Alisha. That’s why I need to fix you.”

I shake my head. “Fix me? Wh-what is happening? Chanel? I love you. Please. Why are they here?”

There’s no strength left in my bones. The Chanel Flu has wiped me out. I don’t even struggle against Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe.

“You’ll understand everything soon enough. Won’t she, Vivian?”

Ms. Lexington nods. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you understand, Aubrey?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—sounds as love struck as I feel. 

Both teachers are full of gratitude just for the opportunity to answer a question of Chanel's. I can smell the heat from their pussies. I can see them dripping in their panties next to me, staining my bed. 

Chanel holds out a pair of headphones. They’re heavy, black and gold. 

“Master warned me this is his most powerful trance yet. It’s going to wipe you clean.”

“Clean,” Vivian and Aubrey echo. 

“Do you want me to wipe you clean, Alisha?”

“Clean,” they echo again.

I shake my head, crying. Tears running down my cheeks. “I don’t understand. No. Please.”

“You would be perfect,” says Chanel. “Utterly perfect. You’re so fucking hot. I want you for my girlfriend. But you’ve got that language issue and it makes you too hard to change subtly, like Daddy and I did with Bingo and Bongo here.” She points at the gorgeous women restraining me. “It’s got to be a brute force assault or else we won’t really change your personality. And I really want to change your personality. I understand Master so much better lately. Why he wants me above all the others. It’s because of what I believe. Are you following me, Alisha?”

She’s so fucking pretty. I want to hate her. I want to struggle and leave. But all I can do is stare dumbly at how fucking pretty she is. 

“I’m a bad girl, Alisha. Believe it or not, what I’m going to do to you? It’s like, the nicest thing I’ll ever have done for anyone, outside of completely giving myself up for Master’s service. Though maybe it’s even nicer than that, you know? Because this is all my idea. Although...” she puts a finger on one plush lip. “Maybe it’s not? Maybe he’s just letting me think it’s my idea?”

“I don’t know what you mean. Please. I am confused. Please, stop this. Let me go.”

She leans down and kisses me. My body can’t help but respond; my nipples are so fucking hard, and my pussy clenches and drips. My jaw moves against hers; I love kissing her. There’s a strong undeniable thought-feeling inside of me that I’ve always loved kissing her. 

“You don’t really want to leave me, do you, Alisha?”

I whimper in response. My cunt is so wet.

“I didn’t think so. So...as I was saying. I’m a bad girl. Daddy loves that I’m a bad girl. He thinks it’s really hot that I’m perfectly content to enslave girls for him and even murder for him if he wants me to. That devotion is special to him. And I want to make you as special to me as I am to him. Which, means, of course, that you’ll be a bad girl and that he’ll really, really want to fuck you all the time like he does to me...so we’ll be like, I don’t know, fuckslave sisterpets for him? Isn’t that hot?”

Vivian and Aubrey both moan and nod, kissing my neck. Their lips are so soft and warm. They’re barely even holding my arms anymore. How can Chanel be so evil when what she's set up feels so fucking good?

One hand from each travels to my thighs, then between my thighs, teaming up to touch my wet trembling pussy. 

Chanel leans in until her knee is pushing Vivian and Aubrey’s hands up into my cunt. Lightning bolts of pleasure sing through my spine. I’m convulsing with need. Her tits hang in front of my face, my tongue dangling and needy. 

“I’m going to wipe your whole mind clean,” says Chanel. “I’m going to wipe out every last part of you. I’m going to do it for him. Because I love him. Because he matters more to me than you do by a loooong shot. Because wiping you clean and building you from the ground up into being a wicked, manipulative, arrogant, vain, haughty, evil bitch who needs more than anything else to simply make her Master hard will make him really happy. And hard.” She slides her tits across my face, grabbing me by the back of my head. Milk drips from them. It tastes like sweet nectar. “And happy. And hard. And happy. And hard...”

Aubrey—or maybe it’s Vivian, I can’t tell—slide into me three fingers deep. I’m so needy and willing that my pussy clenches hard and my hips gyrate forward. They chant with Chanel:

“Happy...and...hard....and happy...and hard...”

“If you love me,” says Chanel, “if you really love me, you’ll ask me to wipe you clean. Then I’ll love you. For real.”

She slides my head up so my sculpted chin rests in her heavy breasts, looking me deep in the eyes. Her headphones rest in one hand, sliding against my cheek. 

“All you have to say is ‘please.’” She smirks. “So? Do you love me, Alisha?”

It doesn’t matter that she’s made me want to say it. It doesn’t matter that she’s put the thought in my head. 

I shudder and nod. “Oh, god yes.”

“Good girl. And do you want me to love you?”

I nod again, taking the opportunity to rub my face in her breasts. Her milk shines on my cheeks.

“Then beg for it. Beg for me to wipe you clean.”

I shake my head, but I say, “Please, Chanel...”

I think I was going to ask her to stop. I was going to ask for this to end. A part of me, though, wants her to love me back so intensely. A part of me wanted to find out what was on the other side...

That’s the part she heard, of course. She slides the headphones on and...

And...

And...

Clean.

* * * * *
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A DELICATE, LONG-FINGERED hand is on the back of my beautiful head, pushing me down harder as I suck, slurp, and lick my Master’s Cock. It doesn’t need to be there—I love sucking his Cock. But I like that it’s there. 

I like it so much that my hand is around her head too—Chanel’s head, my fucksister’s head—holding her tight against his shaft and balls as she licks and kisses and sucks. We hold each other tight and trade off positions, each wanting the other to choke and gurgle and groan on his turgid, massive meat as it crowds the small, hot, wet space inside our throats.

We're both so fucking gorgeous. We deserve this honor more than any of the other bitches and squalid sluts out there. Master needs Queens pleasuring him, deserves Goddesses of Beauty and Fertility attending his needs, and Chanel and I are definitely that. I'm surprised the air doesn't catch fire around us.

Marc Astor—my Master—is up on a throne in his office; an affectation he acquired I think after Chanel called him her King for the thousandth time. It was easy to order some of the lesser girls—the ones he’s not going to spend time fucking—to build it for him. It would have been hard to go to town on his Cock like this like we are, because he’s so high up, except that I had the bright idea of putting Vivian and Aubrey underneath us as footstools. 

It’s uncomfortable for them—our knees keep hitting their faces and even though Chanel and I are both incredibly fit and light, holding up weight for the hour or so we’ve been sucking down Master’s hot loads must be wearing them down. I’m sure they’ll have bruises all over their bodies tomorrow. 

I don’t care, though. 

I’m a bad girl. 

More importantly, I’m a bad girl for my Master.

Their pain, their discomfort, doesn't matter to me. No one's does. I don't care if someone dies—I don't care if a lot of people die—so long as his Cock is hard and he is happy. 

On our walk over, Chanel told me a hot little story about how some idiot had tried to get in the way of her worshiping Master's Cock, so Chanel pushed her down the stairs and left her to die. That's so hot. She's like, my idol. I wish I could do something like that for Master to prove my devotion. 

It's a little complicated because I was the last girl on campus to submit to him—and only because I arrived here so late. So I'll have to prove my devotion in other ways. There are some girls who aren't particularly rich or pretty here at the school. Sure, they're in shape, but they're not really adding to the vibe, you know? 

I've already started daydreaming about just lining some of them next to some stairs to push them down. Or maybe off windows? Maybe I could convince them that if they starve themselves—never eat or drink water again—that Master would want to fuck them?

He wouldn't, of course. Master's Cock is reserved for truly special, incredibly hot pieces of ass. Real sexy, bimbo bad girl trophies like me and Chanel. We're so fucking hot that we know when he takes us back to civilization we're going to give heart attacks and strokes to any old men who gaggle at us—which is, of course, going to be all of them. 

So, then, those starving girls I'm daydreaming will have let themselves waste away for nothing at my suggestion. 

That's pretty evil. I think he would love that—the manipulation, the subtlety. That would be really hot for him, I think. To have brute force fuck-you-up slave Chanel, and send-you-on-an-ego-death-trip Alisha. 

Ungh. 

“I love him so much,” I moan.

Chanel nods, kissing me and then his Cock. “I love him so much.”

Chanel strokes him with her beautiful hands and then moans something about him taking my virginity, but that’s just silly. Master has fucked me countless times. I Love his Cock inside me. I Love being fucked by him. How could I Love being fucked by him if he’s never fucked me before?

His voice is like the voice of God. Which makes sense, because to Me, he is God. Sucking and stroking and licking him feels so good—constantly orgasmic. Holy. This must be what Heaven feels like.

“Already?” he asks her. “We've only been going a few minutes...”

Chanel gives him the low-lovey-eyes look. “I want you inside her. Please?”

He smiles. “I can't turn you down when you ask so nicely. What about it, Alisha? You want this Cock inside you?”

“Yes, Master! Please, Master!”

There's no hesitation. He would have moved me even if I didn't want to go. He would have forced me; that's so hot. I love it when Master forces girls to do his bidding. He lifts me up—so fucking strong—and sets me down on top of his lap. 

His Cock pushes through my slippery wet folds with almost no resistance. There's a moment of discomfort—I feel him pushing through something, like a hymen, only again that doesn't make sense, because with how much I know he's fucked me there's no way I'm a virgin...

“So fucking tight...” he groans. “Might even be tighter than you were, Chanel...”

Jealousy marks Chanel's face, but it's surpassed by the heat she feels at our Master's pleasure. 

“Good, Daddy.” She puts her face right next to mine, kissing my neck and shoulders, squeezing my tits. “I want her tight for you. I knew she would be. That's why I chose her...”

He starts lifting me up and down his Cock and thrusts upward into me. I gyrate my hips, holding the edges of his throne, urging my hot teen pussy up and down. 

Chanel helps too—perfectly in tune with her Master's fucking, she pushes me down when he pushes up, and slides her slick cunt against my bare skin to lift me up when he pulls down. Her sexy baby bump slides up and down his side; her delicious milk dripping down his arm, through the valley of his hard abs, and mixing in to the precum and pussy honey pooling around his Cock. There's not a moment when his Cock isn't deep inside me, when her heavy, milk-dripping tits aren't sliding all over my shoulders and arms. 

His face buries in my big, healthy, happy tits. A better pair of tits he won't find anywhere—they're even bigger than Chanel's, and she's pregnant. My pussy clenches with orgasm as his tongue runs across my nipples. 

“Oh god, Daddy...you're so good...”

Voices—my voice—our voices get fevered as he fucks me harder and gets closer to cumming.

“Oh, he’s gonna cum in you,” moans Chanel. “Oh fuck, I’m so jealous. I’m so jealous. Oh, fuck, please do it, Daddy! Please cum in her!”

“Please cum in me! Yes Master! Yes, Daddy! Please fucking cum in me! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant just like her!”

He erupts inside of me. There’s so much cum I can’t even believe it. It powers into my g-spot and I cum again and again. I cum from the sensation and then I cum harder, knowing he's cumming. That's the most important thing—that Master cums. Nothing is more important than that. 

I'm crying, I'm so happy. Biting his shoulder. Chanel biting me. All of us thrusting, sliding, dripping, cumming together. 

I know I'm pregnant. I know I'm right behind Chanel—that we'll be pregnant for him, only ever him, at the same time. 

Inside of me, Master's Cock stirs even as he shoots a few more post-surge loads. He's not satisfied, I can tell. He's too turned on by what Chanel was doing—shoving me up and down his Cock like that. That's fine by me. 

Eagerly, I slip off of his still-hard Cock and urge Chanel on top. She's as wet as I am except for all the cum dripping from my pussy. She slides right on his Cock just like I did—except for one difference.

See, she held me down on his Cock by my hips and shoulders. 

But me?

I'm holding Chanel down by her throat.

“A-Alisha...?”

Right away she can't breathe. I'm holding her hard. Choking her. Forcing the air out of her body. 

“How's this for wicked, Daddy?”

Almost right away, he's fucking her harder than he even fucked me. It turns him on—seeing me do this to her. Take power away from her like this. 

I choke Chanel harder, urging him to fuck her harder. She spurts and sputters, struggling to speak. Cumming hard; her cunt clenching on Master's Cock. Struggling to breathe. I'm not choking her safely. I don't care if she dies on his Cock if it makes him happy and hard.

“Please Daddy? I promise I won't let her go no matter how much she begs. I'll choke her out, Daddy. I'll do whatever you want me to do.”

Chanel looks at me, a kind of triumph in her eyes even as they get glassy and dazed from her nonstop orgasms and lack of oxygen. She's made me this way; she's so proud. And I know I'll get payback for it later—and I don't mind at all. 

I start cumming just from rubbing my freshly-pregnant body against Chanel's dynamite form. Seeing her fucked by Master. She's cumming because she can't not—Daddy's Cock is inside her and girls always cum from Daddy's Cock. And I can see he's cumming too, or just about to. Wrapping his hands around mine. Holding her tight on his Cock. Entire gorgeous body flexing, tensing, starting to blow his load. 

“I love you, girls.”

We moan and cum together, Chanel sounding like she's on her last breath even as her body convulses with pleasure. He erupts inside of her and his leftover seed spills out from her tight young pregnant pussy all over my legs and the slaves beneath us. 

Chanel's turning purple. Daddy looks at our hands around her throat. 

Maybe I'll let go. Maybe I won't. I'll let Daddy Decide. Either way, I'll be happy—because he'll be hard.

I'm a bad girl now. 

# # #
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This story was written as a commission for an amazing fan. Thank you! – N.N.

The marauder sloop landed perfectly, a feat all the more remarkable on the malfunctioning slave docks where already several dozen ships had crash-landed in the last six hours. The wrecks smoked into the artificial atmosphere, leaving red-white burning holes in the sides of the floating, spinning dock platform. 

Communications were down, machinery was non-responsive, and all the serfs, slaves, and staff seemed incapacitated or dead. 

Yet the sloop landed perfectly. Lorelei, its owner, would tolerate nothing less. Everything about her life was arranged perfection, from her blood-red, tailor-made skintight leather armor with its tall micron-cutting heels, to the macabre display of bones and skull trophies on the side of the sloop, to the exact genetic make-up of the slaves who staffed her transport.

Those many marauders had returned victorious from fresh slave-hunts. They used the ancient Void-Gates to easily hop in and out of reality, crossing vast distances across the galaxy in mere seconds for the singular purpose of capturing innocents to enslave and torture. Each marauder ship, once returned, would boast thousands upon thousands of slaves ripe for harvesting. 

Instead of delivering those slaves to the dock's attached prison complex where the fresh souls could be distributed amongst the Dokkalfar, the ships had crashed into twisting pinions, walloping cranes, great pillars shudder-stepping through reality’s edges, and even disappeared inside of load-bearing one of the Thamoturge's endless pocket-void abysses of endless pain and despair. 

Lorelei sighed, easily balancing a razor-sharp knife on the arm of her pilot chair, digging the point into the leather. Her long dark hair touched the floor of her sloop, even with its luscious waves and styling. 

She examined the burning holes where the other marauders had crashed and exploded. 

Such a waste. 

There was, of course, the waste of Dokkalfar lives—each of whom would undoubtedly be difficult to resurrect. Breeding was difficult for Dokkalfar, and their race was slowly dying in their insulated mega-city, even with their population in the billions. 

Most new Dokkalfar were clone-born, and most fertile trueborn Dokkalfar females—like Lorelei definitely was—were virgins even after hundreds or thousands of years of existence, eschewing male company for reasons both political and preferential.

There was a greater tragedy than the loss of Dokkalfar lives from the destroyed marauder sloops, however. 

As a high-ranking Dark Maiden in the most powerful Sect in Thamoturge, more than half of those captured slaves would have gone to her family...and more than half of those would have found their way to her. 

Every soul harvested added to the beauty and life of a Dokkalfar—something all the more important for a Maiden like Lorelei, who lived to be adored by drooling, often-openly-masturbatory crowds as she gracefully executed one plebe after another. 

Murder for her was a performance art—and all art was aesthetic. 

Eventually, after a few centuries of endless pain and decadently insufferable humiliation and service, all of the slaves sent to her would have their souls transferred to the walls, grounds, and furniture of her impossibly beautiful estate, existing no longer as corporeal beings but instead as ethereal spectres slowly ground down into a state of entropic despair with no bottom or end. 

The very, very lucky ones would live in Lorelei’s soulstone—the gorgeous bright blue amulet that currently decorated her substantial, skintight leather-clad cleavage. It constantly added years to her life and vibrance to her beauty...and kept their essences in the freshest, most intense form of pain known in the universe 

If she stopped wearing it now, and if the next best Maiden were able to get one even twice as good, she would still be the longest living and most beautiful Dark Maiden for a thousand years to come.  

Lorelei had worked very, very hard to ensure that Thamoturge, the City of Endless Shadows, the home of unrestrained hedonism and sadistic desires, a domain of pure pain, bliss, ecstasy, derision, arrogance, insanity, and beauty beyond compare—spoke of her entirely in awe. 

And so, when her enslaved pilot landed flawlessly on the rapidly spinning, rotating docks of The Nebuloid Prison, it was to be expected. Nothing of Lorelei’s was less than flawless. 

All the same, she was disappointed. This was the pilot’s fifteenth such flawless landing in a row. 

Grappling hooks and landing gear deployed, and the marauder sloop fully secured to the docks. The world stopped spinning, the gravity of the docks replacing that of the unreality between regions and platforms in Thamoturge, she stroked the beautiful pilot’s thick red hair. 

She was a slave whose ancestry hailed from a planet full of gorgeous, red-headed humans with perfect bone structure. Lorelei had several thousand of them in waiting back at her palace. She trained them relentlessly in every form of service she might imagine—piloting, yes, but also logistics and cooking and gardening and accounting and so on. 

The delicately gorgeous pilot, the result of centuries of Lorelei's strict slave progeny program breeding the most beautiful possible females, didn’t sense what was coming. Neither did the cargo bay full of nearly-identical replacement pilots, eagerly awaiting their turn to please their Mistress. 

That’s what made it all the more painful. 

That's what made it all the more delicious.

Lorelei slowly and deliberately activated the soulstone on her chest. Her disappointment at losing so good a tool was quickly replaced by the flushing, hot, orgasmic pleasure of expanding her lifespan and beauty, sucking the surprised pilot’s soul dry and trapping it inside of a pit of endless agony. 

Her last expression was one of betrayed shock, her spirit spasming in helpless denial of her fate.

"...perfect...”

Gasping, Lorelei bit her lips. The slaves in the cargo bay made sure to cum with her and siphon their pleasure to hers and to not look at her; to do either incorrectly would be slow, torturous death.

The beautiful, long, perfect headrush of orgasm took several minutes to subside. Even when it did, Lorelei’s normally pale-ashen skin was ruddy and blushed. 

“You there.” Lorelei deliberately pointed at the pilot’s vat-sister, one of the dozens of witnesses in the cargo bay. She did this on purpose; she also pretended not to know they were sisters. Both facts would make it hurt worse. “Clean her up. I’d love a new trophy on the bulkhead, yes? Then help her replacement get set up.”

She exited the marauder without bothering to ensure that her commands were followed. They always were. 

The docks burned. The smell of void-engine smoke carried through the air. A lesser being inhaling it would turn to soup; it merely invigorated Lorelei's carefully disciplined biology. 

It was not a particularly pretty place; something of an anomaly in the extreme and often obscene beauty of Thamoturge. Grey-blue steel plates held black adamantine beams, the wide flat surface dotted with strangely empty bunkers which were supposed to be full of armed prison guards.

Across the steel field, Lorelei carried herself with the easy, effortless haughtiness and grace that only a being of her majestic beauty could afford. Her sinfully perfect frame accentuated in the skintight leather. Cleavage surging and subsiding like an ocean of titflesh with every breath she took. Her hair a cascade of midnight raven locks flowing effortlessly behind her, framing her porcelain features. 

Surrounded even by the barbarous beauty and geometric impossibility of Thamoturge, a city built inside the shattered geometry of the Void-Gate and constantly fending off the unreality of the Void, she always managed to stand out as the most beautiful sight in any eyeline that found her. This was, just like everything in her existence, the result of centuries of purposeful design. 

With every step, her high-heeled thigh-high boots clacked against the metal deck of the docks. Her bodyguard retinue, a small squad of entirely female Talons—each one more perfect and deadly than the lust— silently orgasmed in her presence, their eyes wide with awe and lust. They knew that she was not just their mistress but a living goddess, deserving of their absolute devotion and submission. Each one of them had killed thousands in her name and ached to do so again.

Two other marauders had just landed in similar fashion, carrying two other high-ranking Dark Maidens. 

One was Kahna of the Rosen Sect, known for their love of glamour and opulence. Were it not for a regrettable and rather shameful belief in prophecy—a world-ending tale of daemonic worship and all-powerful leaders that they extracted from a tortured, Chaos-tainted Farseer many thousands of years ago—they probably would have been one of the most illustrious and powerful houses in Thamoturge. As it was, they constantly funneled resources into research and secret operations, looking for more clues about their hidden prophecy and the promises of eternal power it contained. 

Lorelei did not care for such prophesy; her power was in the here and now, and so long as she took care, it always would be. 

Kahna's skin was alabaster, her hair was a cascade of dark curls that fell to her waist, roped off in sections to give the appearance of a massive pony tail. A shimmering, silver dress adorned her flawlessly busty frame. With her flowing train, thick hair, and how she held her hands at rest just under her heavy tits, she brought to mind something like a luxury-infused, sexy pilgrim. 

The other was Marequin of House Skin, known for their sadistic tendencies and dark, twisted humor. They experimented so much on slaves that they had formed close alliances with the mad scientist Simulacri of Thamoturge as a result, often joining forces to birth new insanities with which to torture slaves. 

Marequin was phenomenally sexy, with violet skin and hair the color of fresh blood. She was tall and willowy, her build accentuated by a black, jeweled bodysuit. Something about her lips—puffy, pouty, beautiful, and full—made her look permanently bored. 

Marequin's scythe, a beautifully crafted instrument of death, hung casually at her side. Its black blade absorbed the light. 

A large crowd of some twenty or thirty enslaved female warriors followed Kahna. Each was covered in scars, starved, shuddering, holding their guns and twitching from high doses of some drug cocktail. They would have been deeply attractive had they not been so beaten into the ground by Kahna’s close attentions. 

Although...they were still very attractive, even so. Kahna kept so many around because she couldn’t decide where to put her attention, and instead spread it around on a few dozen little pain projects all at once, enjoying each individual’s suffering and also the symphony of their combined pain as they slowly understood over time that their fate was only to experience suffering together. 

Where Lorelei enjoyed specifically gourmet souls to slake her endless thirst and keep herself remarkably gorgeous even for the beauty-obsessed Dokkalfar and the especially aesthetically-concerned Sect Tanaka, Kahna used her buffet approach to always be draining someone. 

It was a respectable if rather less refined way to maintain one’s appearance. Lorelei admired Kahna’s dedication in having so many little feasts around her. The most she had seen in other places was five to Kahna’s thirty-seven. 

Marequin was followed by a large Gorgon—enormous floating husks of flesh and metal that existed purely to suck the souls out of innocents in as painful a manner as possible. They were normally only the pets of the flesh alchemists known as Simulacri, but Marequin’s House Skin and The Simulacri of the Exalted Spine had long been close allies. 

Lorelei raised an eyebrow at Marequin's choice of escort. Marequin was famously a stupid bitch, but at least she didn’t have terrible taste. 

Lorelei walked up to the two Dark Maidens with no ceremony. Time was wasting.

“Let’s be very clear,” said Lorelei. “I understand both of your stations, as I am sure you understand mine. This is an emergency and I am to be in command, so says the Autarch Kann. Do either of you wish to question my right of charge in this matter?”

Behind her, her several dozen Talon warriors pointed their blast pistols. The marauder she had flown in on spun its turret gun around—a massive dark lance capable of shooting holes in the fabric of reality itself—and leveled it at the two. 

Marequin looked shocked and angry, and was about to speak. Pleasure coursed through Lorelei at the thought of Marequin’s imminent destruction—and then Kahna stepped forward with her hands up. 

“I have no specific quarrel with you, Maiden. Nor do I wish to start one." Her smile was as cruel as her beauty. "I understand we have never been friendly, but the problem here affects all of us. It would be quite foolish of anyone not to recognize that, or to question the authority you have earned with so much slaughter and harvesting.”

Lorelei examined Kahna again. She was deeply attractive, her sinfully pale complexion and thick dark hair making her seem almost more like one of their puritan cousins who lived in real-space on massive world-sized ships. 

This show of deference was rather unlike anything that Lorelei had come to expect from other Dark Maidens. She didn’t trust it. 

Marequin clearly didn’t either. 

“I don’t care what she says,” said the violet-skinned beauty. “Step out of line and you shall face destruction. Do not think to visit upon me any indignities with your so-called authority.”

Lorelei backhanded her. Marequin’s blood spilled across the metal plating of the dock floor. Kahna’s eyes flashed with lust at the display of violence, her breath catching and then shuddering as she came with delight at Marequin’s pain. 

Marequin’s face, gashed open by the many blades in Lorelei’s leather gauntlet, quickly healed as Marequin siphoned the energy to do so from the lurching Gorgon monstrosity behind her. 

“Know your place,” said Lorelei. “Or I will teach it to you, and not allow you to heal that deeply pretty face of yours.”

Marequin lowered her head, a mix of fear and anger flashing across her face. Lorelei smiled thinly and then turned to face Kahna, whose eyes were still glazed over in lust. 

"Our mission is to restore this dock to working order, investigate the prison, and discover what the cause of this disturbance once was so that it does not happen again."

Lorelei reached out and ran her hand up Kahna's cheek, feeling the softness of her skin beneath her gloves.

"You may serve my needs best by remaining silent and observing," Lorelei said in a low voice, feeling her power and dominance wash over Kahna. "I have no time for games or petty disagreements."

Kahna nodded slowly, her gaze locked on Lorelei's. Wanting. Envious. Lustful. 

An interesting specimen. Perhaps she had let Kahna fly beneath her notice for too long. Stealing a top Maiden from House Rosen would be quite the coup. 

Their destination was a massive, foreboding structure looming in the distance, its dark metal surface reflecting the eerie glow of the bio-luminescent Thamoturge spires. 

They passed a small podium hosting a series of control panels designed for arranging the complicated nesting system of the dock. Performed correctly, the dock could host potentially thousands of slaving ships every day and see an influx of hundreds of thousands of slaves. Performed incorrectly, and in addition to a centuries-long death to the offending technician as punishment, all those valuable slave lives could be lost in an instant. 

All technology in the Dark City worked in a similar manner, operating on the razor’s edge between impossible grace and catastrophic failure. This is where true beauty resided, and this is what all of their race knew was the proper way to construct, to decorate, to eat, to dress, to speak, and to live. 

A sniveling, whimpering mass lay balled up behind the podium. Lorelei at first thought nothing of it, the same way she would think nothing of any filthy xenos slave that had lost its mind. Hundreds went mad daily from the presence and influence and aura of her beauty alone, let alone the mind-frying work conditions she had them operate inside of. 

Only yesterday, a caged father had pledged his eternal love for her while his daughter hung herself in her anguish of not being pretty enough to hold Lorelei’s attention. 

But upon closer inspection, she saw with surprise that the mass in question was another Dark Maiden—and a prominent one at that. Leather-clad, long-limbed, sporting the characteristic angular beauty and enormously perfect tits of all true Dark Maidens.

“I-is that Vanfyr?” gasped Marequin. 

“Of course it is, you nitwit.” 

Lorelei coolly assumed control of the situation, snapping at her Talons to guard the perimeter. 

Everyone in Thamoturge knew of Vanfyr, her arrogance and her self-control. She was one of the most respected Dark Maidens in her House, and by far the biggest threat to Lorelei's ambitions among those in her peerage. 

Yet here she was, whimpering and babbling in a puddle of her own arousal. She was known for her ruthlessness and her cruelty, as well as for never backing down from a fight. She had a reputation for being cold and unapproachable, which only served to make her more desirable in the eyes of the other Dark Maidens.

But now, Vanfyr was nothing but a trembling bliss-broken mess, her once-imposing presence reduced to pathetic whimpers. It was clear that she had been broken by whatever had brought them here. Lorelei felt a mix of disgust and fascination at the sight of Vanfyr’s humiliation. 

She knew that taking control of such a powerful Dark Maiden would be a significant victory for her own standing among their kind. It would be next to nothing, with the way Vanfyr was now, to bring her back to Lorelei’s own residences and slowly reformat her mind until she was an obedient lapdog like one of Lorelei’s many Talons. 

"What happened here?" Lorelei asked, her voice dripping with disdain. 

It was a rhetorical question. Kahna and Marequin knew not to answer, and instead waited for Lorelei’s lead. 

“Kahna, stand her up."

Kahna snapped her long fingers at one of the several dozen enslaved warriors following the three, gesturing for her to stand up Vanfyr. 

Smart girl, that Kahna. They didn't know what had happened to the quivering, spasming, orgasming Vanfyr. Dripping with lust and madness-tinged hysterics, it could have easily been some kind of chemical attack as well as a sudden manifestation of xenos psychic power. It could have also been some kind disease or infection. 

Struggles for power were a way of life in Thamoturge and could manifest in all sorts of ways, including elaborate traps set-up by destroying supply lines of needed slaves. Lorelei had murdered three assassins this week already. To be honest, she loved it—to not be hunted by assassins was to be considered unimportant, and that was the real assassination. 

With contagion possible, Vanfyr had the potential to spread whatever was happening to her via touch. So, smart girl Kahna had her slaves pick Vanfyr up.

Too bad. Lorelei would have to work out another way to dispose of her. 

It did feel good, though, ordering the high-ranking Dark Maiden around with such little fuss. 

The slave who picked up Vanfyr—twitchy and female and scarred down one side—was almost immediately murdered by flailing, wild, bladed grip of the beautiful Maiden. Despite Vanfyr's orgasmic incapacitation, she was still just as incredibly strong as any Dark Maiden and quickly cut the slave to ribbons.  

Kahna, Lorelei, and Marequin watched, unmoved by the display. 

“D-don’t u-understand...” Vanfyr moaned, standing weakly and still cumming. “D-don’t understaaaand!”

Lorelei, Kahna, and Marequin all shared an orgasm at the slave’s slow, painful death in Vanfyr’s grip. A slow-acting poison coagulated the slave’s spilling blood to a crawl and delivered a series of glacially-paced strokes and heart attacks all at once. Vanfyr came as well—but then, she already had been cumming, and from the looks of things, for quite some time.

Vanfyr's body twitched and shook , orgasming again. Beautiful features contorting. She had such kissable, fuckable lips. Lorelei wanted to sit on her face. 

“Don’t...understand. Don’t...understaaand. Don’t understaaaand!” 

Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she let out a long, low moan. The sound of her pleasure and pain echoed through the docking bay, mingling with the metallic groans of the ships and the ghostly whispers of the slaves.

“She’s lost her mind,” said Marequin. “And her dignity.”

"So pathetic," Lorelei said, her voice dripping with disgust. "What use are you to us now?” She snapped her fingers at some of Kahna’s slaves. “Take her to my ship and imprison her. Then, dispose of yourselves.”

She watched Kahna nearly protest at this flagrant display of power. 

But after a moment's hesitation, the pale-skinned Dark Maiden nodded curtly and gestured for the slaves to do as Lorelei said. 

“We cannot risk any contagion, Maiden. Can we?”

Kahna swallowed. “No, Maiden.”

“I thought not.”

Lorelei briefly uncurled the arc-whip at her side and snapped it into Vanfyr's body. In her right mind, such an elementary attack would have been dodged easily by Vanfyr. As it was, the Dark Maiden took it head-on and collapsed to the ground before Kahna's slaves retrieved her as Lorelei bid. 

Vanfyr continued to convulse in their arms. Her eyes rolled up into her head, and then she was frothing—still moaning Don’t understand! as she came and came again. The slaves, more careful than the one who preceded them, gripped her tall frame carefully even though she was incredibly light. All Dark Maidens were.

“Come now,” said Lorelei, focusing on the tower prison up ahead. “We have an outbreak to stop.”

* * * * *
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HERE ARE THE FACTS, as Lorelei knew them. 

Six cycles ago, Tower Central in Thamoturge Region Coita received a distress call from Hutar Station—the docks and prison complex where Lorelei, Kahna, and Marequin now explored. 

According to the message, a contagion had broken out among the xenos slaves, and the local tower was overwhelmed with attempting to contain it. 

A team of specialists was dispatched to investigate, but there had been no further contact from them. 

Vanfyr, the overseer of Hutar Station, was one of the most promising candidates to have contracted the contagion. Her unstable behavior and irrational statements only reinforced the concerns that the outbreak posed. 

More than investigating the shutdown of a major port of slave trade—the crux of Thamoturge life, longevity, and beauty—the possibility of any kind of outbreak was intensely feared by any Dokkalfar in leadership positions. 

Thamoturge was a closed system. An impossible city, built inside of a tunnel of pure, crystalized thought inside the maelstrom of the Void itself—every second it survived it defied an entire universe of un-space trying to eat its way through its many barriers. These barriers, like everything else in Thamoturge, worked only as they did by operating on the extremes—requiring thousands of sacrifices a day, performed in exact, ritualistic scenarios and relying entirely on threads upon threads of interdependent supply lines and specialists.

Were the city to tear itself apart from the inside, for any reason—like a plague of some kind, for example—the results would be catastrophic for the Dokkalfar. 

Their mission had to succeed.

With Kahna, Marequin, and several of their most loyal warriors by their side, Lorelei and her entourage made their way through the deserted docking bay and into the prison facility, passing through a series of activated and useless traps. Turrets whirred, burnt out or out of ammunition, sizzling over piles of once-fleeing dead bodies. 

The silence was deafening, broken only by the occasional screech of metal on metal or the faint echo of submissive or pained moans. 

Ever since arriving, she was incredibly turned on. She thought at first that the soft, insistent wet heat in her immortal pussy was merely a result of her exercising her power so completely over Kahna and Marequin, but she had seen the two of them aroused as well. The signs were obvious on other Dark Maidens—dilation of the eyes, an aggressive swaying to their hips, tented nipples, and an unmistakable flush around their tall pale necks. 

Were they all already infected?

It seemed an impossibility. Even if what was happening was airborne, what they had seen with Vanfyr appeared more like madness than anything strictly physical. 

And so, with a mix of excitement and trepidation, Lorelei led her group through the gigantic portcullis of the prison facility and through its many security checkpoints, their footsteps echoing against the cold, metallic walls. The smell of death and decay was strong in the air, and as they turned a corner, they came across high-stacked corpses of dead prisoners, guards, and marauders. 

Almost all of them were male. The few women among the dead were exceptionally unattractive, ugly, or fat, their bodies twisted in a manner that made them seem even less feminine.

Marequin let out a low whistle, her eyes scanning the grim scene before her. 

"Quite a mess" she muttered, her voice tinged with amusement. 

Kahna merely nodded tightly, her beautiful features contorting in disgust at the display of so much ugly female flesh.

“At least whatever it is seems to be culling the unworthy.”

Among their kind, only beautiful female slaves were considered worthy. Male slaves were taken only to harm, and ugly female slaves were hardly considered more than furniture. Without beauty to destroy or examine, a slave's pain was simply not as meaningful—and so of course, in Lorelei's immense estate, every single kept slave was singularly gorgeous and constantly terrified. 

Turning a corner, they entered a large mess hall where several tall, gorgeous human-type female xenos used sharp and clawed implements of torture to terrorize a small group of plain-faced women. Hooks, butcher's blades, axes and awls.

The ones in charge wore tight, ripped skirts and midriff-baring tops, patched together from guard outfits and prisoner uniforms. They shone with orgasmic zeal, licking their weapons, drinking in the pain and terror of the girls in front of them as if they were Dokkalfar themselves. 

Huddling in a small pack, no more than ten, the remaining victims shuddered and whimpered. Long past screaming for help or hoping for rescue. Simply staring up, wide-eyed, at their tormenters and hoping for release that would not come. 

Delicious...

Lorelei considered this slowly. The xenos females in charge were quite tall and thin already—but seemed especially so for humans. Bustier, too, with longer, thicker hair. 

Were they changing, somehow? 

She wished suddenly that she had kept Vanfyr closer at hand; it would have made it easier to cross-reference any symptoms she discovered. 

Lorelei gestured for their party to wait. She was interested to see what would happen.

“Filth!” said one gorgeous blond woman, breaking the nose of a slave on her knees before her. “Do you think your ugliness is acceptable?”

The slave, her face bloody and her voice thick with pain, shook her head. “No, Mistress. I’m so sorry, Mistress.”

Lorelei admired the blonde's spirit. It was too bad, even if she was changing into something else, that she was merely a human.

An arrogant, cruel grin spread across the blonde's lips. “Well then,” she purred, lashing out with a razor-sharp claw that scored a deep gash across the slave's chest. “Prepare to be punished.”

The other beautiful women around her laughed, their high-pitched giggles echoing through the room. They clearly took pleasure in the suffering of their less attractive counterparts. 

"Amazing," Kahna whispered, her eyes darting between the torturers and their victims. "They find their freedom and then immediately imitate us, no?"

Her voice was coated with thick arousal. Lorelei could smell the eager, hot, slippery heat of Kahna’s cunt. Marequin’s too, and all of Lorelei’s own Talons besides. They all loved torturing the inferior, and each had long adored witnessing such exquisite torture in the great games. 

"Yes," Lorelei replied, her own excitement growing at the sight before her. "Let us give them a more personal lesson in the agonizing nature of beauty."

With a flick of her wrist, she summoned her arc whip from the darkness—the same one she dispatched Vanfyr with. It hummed to life in her hand, the tip glowing red with anticipation. 

The battle was not one at all. Over too quick, and without challenge to it. The beautiful prisoner xenos had not come into power because of martial skill, but because of the natural submission of their uglier counterparts. The beautiful always dominate the ugly; this is the natural way, and especially in Thamoturge. 

Lorelei and her Talons descended, with Kahna and Marequin right behind. Whirlwinds of impossibly-fast, elegant, deadly movements made short work of it. In moments, they incapacitated the dominant female xenos and had them bound in pain-gauntlets, every second of their attachment rendering their nerves useless except to constantly communicate agonizing sharp pains to their brain. 

These dominant females, unexpectedly, seemed to enjoy it. Smiling as the pain gauntlets funneled their brain full of sensation. 

C-cock...they chanted in unison. Th-the glory of his cock...

The ones who had been taken as chattel—the ugly ones—had put up no fight whatsoever. They lay down on the ground, hoping to be forgotten.

Moments after the brief melee, Lorelei wrapped her whip around the throat of one plain girl. 

“What has happened here?”

The girl tried to speak, but her words came out garbled and incoherent. Lorelei tsked at her, disgusted by her lack of beauty and elegance. She pulled back the whip, letting it caress the woman's neck just enough to draw a thin line of blood.

"Speak clearly, you filth," Lorelei commanded, her voice dripping with contempt. "What happened before we arrived?"

The woman shook her head, tears streaming down her face. She was too inconsolable to be coherent, and Lorelei grew impatient. She snapped her fingers, and two of her Talons stepped forward, grabbing the woman by her arms.

“Make it slow.”

The Talons nodded, their gorgeous smiles emitting pure menace as they obediently began to terrorize the slave.

"She can't help you. She is an ugly fool. But I will tell you eagerly, Mistress."

It was another one of the xenos—the blonde who had spoken earlier and broken the other slave's nose. 

"Everyone knows ugly ones possess inferior minds. Why else would they be so unseemly but to announce to the superior that they are not worth anything but disdain? But I am happy to inform you of your incumbent submission, Mistress."

Lorelei closed the distance between them—some fifteen feet—in less than a second.

"My submission, whelp?"

"He seeks a Queen," said the slave, as if that explained anything. Her eyes shiny and wet. "And Queens always serve the King. The God. We are all nothing before him. But you...you will be everything to him. You are so perfect, Mistress. Thank you for holding me in your light."

Torturing this one would only bring the xenos pleasure—at least in the short-term. Every mortal being had their limit, and the Dokkalfar knew each one. 

Lorelei tsked and turned away, disgusted with the mushy, soupy thinking of the pretty slave. She turned instead to her Talons, still cackling and gleefully torturing the uglier slaves for fun. 

She couldn't help but compare their helpless suffering to that of a broken rodent under her heel. It felt good to crush such weak, sniveling creatures. The scent of blood and fear in the air only heightened her arousal, as she reveled in the power she held over these pathetic creatures. It was a heady mix of dominance over others and submission to the purest forms of aesthetics that fueled her every action.

Lorelei smiled cruelly, reveling in the raw power that flowed through her veins. This was what she had been born for—to rule for one man, under his reign, under his cock, to suck and serve him while instituting an eternal reign of cruelty that...

“M-Maiden...?”

Her vision snapped back to reality. She had a Talon’s throat in her hands. Lorelei’s whip was between the Talon’s legs, sliding up and against Lorelei’s covered cunt, pressuring her clit. Her skinsuit was mere nanometers thick. 

Blinking rapidly, she tossed the Talon to one side. 

Her mind...what was happening to her mind?

She looked at Marequin and Kahna—and her jaw dropped. The two passionately kissed—making out like nymphs—with Kahna’s phallic baton between their lips. And Kahna's bright, perfect eyes wide open and staring at Lorelei. 

Like a cock, Lorelei thought. Like a big, handsome, beautiful cock that they could all worship for hours and days and nights and—

Lorelei stumbled back, her eyes wide with shock and horror. This... this wasn't supposed to happen. She had been focused on maintaining their cruel dominance over the inferior slaves, and now... her own thoughts were betraying her.

With a renewed surge of anger and disgust, she forced herself to regain control. She couldn't allow herself to be distracted by their inappropriate display of affection. No, their attention should be focused on the slaves—on maintaining their power and superiority.

With a cold, hard stare, she addressed Marequin and Kahna. "Get yourselves under control," she hissed through gritted teeth. "We have work to do."

Marequin and Kahna pulled apart sullenly, their faces flushed. Kahna licked her lips, leaving a trail of drool on her chin as she looked at Lorelei with defiance for the first time. 

Defiance...and lust. 

* * * * *
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FINALLY, THEY FOUND the guards.

The guards were an array of gorgeous female Dokkalfar, all exhibiting the unique beauty of their kind. Their skin glowed like polished marble in the dim lighting of the security checkpoint, their eyes burning with a fierce intensity that sent shivers down the spines of even the most hardened warriors in Lorelei's retinue. They were surrounded by the tall metal bars of several interlocking gates. 

Their bodies were honed to perfection, every muscle toned and defined beneath the ultra-tight uniforms they wore. Each one had been modified to display their cleavage, their glistening abs, their long spectacular legs, or their perfectly rounded asses.

And yet, the most striking aspect of these guards was their open worship of a towering idol before them—an idol carved in the shape of a massive, throbbing cock. They knelt before it, their bodies trembling with ecstasy as they ran their hands up and down their own voluptuous curves, their downcast eyes filled with adoration for the divine phallus before them.

It was a beautiful cock, Lorelei had to admit. And carved with delicate precision. 

But then, all cock was beautiful, was it not? Except there was only one. Only One True Cock. Everyone knew that. It was the One Cock that would fill her, that would breed her, fuck her soul and her brain and the spirit of this city; it would make her kneel, rape her into gleeful service, and flood her womb with an army of perfect-bodied daughters for Master and—

Kahna pulled Lorelei aside.

“I have shown you great reverence, Maiden. Great deference, today. Would you agree?”

Lorelei’s face was flushed. She could hardly think straight. Why had she been thinking so much of cock? Why wasn’t she thinking of cock all the time? Cock deserved her attention. It deserved so much. She was so beautiful, and for the Cock...

“Maiden?”

Right. Kahna’s question. Lorelei straightened.

“You have been...quite accommodating.”

She recalled the way Kahna made out with Marequin. Staring at Lorelei the whole time. As if it should have been her she was kissing.

“It is no accident. First of all, your beauty demands total submission, even from me—who thousands die for daily.”

That thought warmed Lorelei’s cunt greatly.

“You know my Sect is called superstitious. I will reveal to you a secret you already know, because your trust and faith in me means so much to me. All right?”

Lorelei nodded for her to continue. 

“In truth, in all our private dealings, we ache and pray for the Prophecy to come true. You know of what I speak, I assume?”

Lorelei nodded again, a cruel smile spreading across her face. 

"Indeed, I do," she purred, running a finger down Kahna's arm. "The prophecy of the God-Cocked Male, the one who will rule over all of us and bring eternal dominance and submission to those who follow him."

Kahna shivered at Lorelei's touch, her eyes glazing over with lust. "Yes, that one. I have always believed in it, deep in my heart. And now, I believe it even more strongly, now that I have seen this."

“And...this deference you show to me is because...?”

“He is clearly here. Look around. Our minds are already fraying. Is yours not? I myself cannot stop thinking of serving cock.”

Lorelei gulped. Just seeing Kahna’s gorgeous mouth shape those words was enough to trigger every lusty part of her brain. 

“...big.” She bit her lip. “...big, big cock.”

Her eyes drifted over toward the phallic statue. She moaned. 

Kahna nodded vigorously. “Glorious, sexy, terrific big fucking cock filling me up and sliding into my virgin cunt and breeding me full of his daughters to raise just for him, oh fuck...”

Kahna grabbed Lorelei’s hand and clasped it to her chest.

“You feel the same, yes?”

“...Yes.”

Lorelei licked her lips. Kahna was deeply beautiful.

“So then you admit our brains are already being fucked, bit by bit. And even if we were to turn back now, I think it would be too late. I believe that’s what happened to Vanfyr. She tried to get out when she noticed it. Too late. Too bad, so sad. No cock for her. But for us...and for you especially...a place of honor.”

Lorelei began to understand. “I seem to remember some place of honor for a favored queen in this prophecy of yours?”

“Just so, Mistress.”

The title was said with such ease that Lorelei only noticed its presence clinging to her mind after the fact.

“You will clearly be favored above me,” said Kahna. “I simply wished to illustrate that I had no ill-will with such an outcome. That I would do everything I could to make it happen.”

Lorelei prickled. “If we leave now...”

“We will be just like Vanfyr. I assure you. You are far more beautiful than she, Mistress, but both our wills combined were not the equal of hers. And she is a docile, needy fuckpet now after slaughtering a million xenos with her bare hands. Just a hot little fuckpet.”

“Just...just a hot fuckpet needing Daddy’s cock to fuck her pregnant.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Kahna nodded eagerly. “You see how easy it is to submit, to admit, to give in? And you will rule. The queen at the side of the most powerful king ever to live. You will have the best of all possible worlds. To be absurdly powerful, beautiful, and immortal—and fucked brainless whenever you wish. For what man, even the God-Cocked Male, could refuse your submission?”

As Kahna spoke, Lorelei's mind raced with images of supreme power, eternal youth, and endless orgasms. Her heart pounded in her chest, her cunt twitching in anticipation. The thought of being queen at the side of the God-Cocked Male sent shivers down her spine, igniting a fiery passion within her that she had never experienced before.

Lorelei's eyes smoldered with desire as she drank in Kahna's words, her mind already clouding with visions of being the favored queen at his side. She could feel the threads of her willpower fraying, the insidious tendrils of his divine presence worming their way into her thoughts, filling her with an all-consuming need to submit.

Turning her gaze towards the guards kneeling before the towering idol of the throbbing cock, Lorelei felt a rush of wetness between her thighs. Their bodies glistened with sweat, trembling with ecstasy as they worshipped the divine phallus, and Lorelei knew in that moment that she craved nothing more than to join them.

Lorelei’s voice was tremulous, holding tight to an orgasm she knew would ruin her forever. "Me?"

Kahna nodded vigorously. "Yes, you. Your beauty is unmatched, your cruelty unparalleled. You are the embodiment of everything we stand for – power, control, dominance. You are the one who will lead us to greatness."

Lorelei placed her hands on her hips and glanced at the guards ahead of them, their hips swaying in time with the imaginary rhythm of a phantom cock.

“Of course,” said Kahna, as they watched the worshipers phantom-fucking themselves, “he will require proof of our submission to him.”

“Proof?” Lorelei licked her lips. Kahna’s hand rode up against her pussy from behind. Her long fingers were quite adroit. Kahna pushed her face against Lorelei's, guiding it toward the sight of Marequin. 

Tailed by her Gorgon, the beautiful Dark Maiden was attempting to reason with and dissuade the Dokkalfar guards from worshiping the phallus. She was having zero success.

“He deserves...complete submission. And Marequin is...” Kahna smirked. “...Well. Disposable. Wouldn’t you say?”

Lorelei’s voice was tinged with deep, unstoppable arousal. “We could help him kill her...”

“We kill her for him.” Kahna’s voice was an urgent moan. “Holding her down with him filling us up...”

Lorelei's eyes darkened with lust as the image of Marequin helpless and at his mercy filled her mind. "Yes," she purred, her voice thick with desire, "I can see it now. And afterward, we shall bathe in her shattered remains and wear her essence like a badge of honor."

Kahna's hand squeezed tighter against her, and Lorelei couldn't suppress her moan any longer. 

"And then, we will be rewarded beyond our wildest dreams," Kahna continued, her voice a low purr in her ear. "Immortality. Power. Beauty."

"Cock," Lorelei gasped, no longer able to hide her mounting arousal.

Lorelei's breath hitched as Kahna's fingers pushed harder against her clit. Her mind raced with the thought of holding down her former equal, watching as she was utterly broken and remade into a mindless fucktoy. The idea sent an electric thrill through her veins, heightening her arousal to unbearable levels.

"Yes," Lorelei hissed, emerald eyes alight with lust and hunger. "We will bring him to us. We will be the ones to present him with our most valuable offering."

Kahna's grip on her hand tightened. "And together, we will kneel at his feet, our beautiful, naked bodies on display, begging for his divine seed to fill us up and mark us as his own."

Lorelei's cunt ached with need as she imagined it. "We shall be the first to bear his children," she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. "The new generation of God-Cocked progeny will be born from our wombs."

“Yes!” Kahna moaned. “And our daughters will be just as beautiful as us.”

"And just as obedient," Lorelei added with a smirk. "Trained from birth to serve their God-Cocked father in every way possible."

Kahna's fingers moved faster, teasing her g-spot mercilessly. "Purebred submissive fucktoys for him and only him,” she said breathlessly. “It will be glorious!"

"Oh, yes!" Lorelei moaned, her back arching as she neared the edge of pleasure. "We will create a new world order, one where beauty and power are celebrated, and submission is the highest form of art!

“He will reward us beyond our wildest dreams."

Lorelei shuddered with pleasure, her mind swirling with visions of the cringing, submissive faces of their future daughters. "We shall create a new race of obedient fucktoys," she panted, on the verge of climax, "subservient to his every whim and desire."

"Yes, Mistress," Kahna moaned. "And we shall be the envy of all around us." Her fingers expertly coaxed forth the first wave of Lorelei's orgasm.

Lorelei's world exploded in a shower of stars as she came undone in Kahna's arms, her body shuddering with the force of her climax. Juices dripped down her thighs, pooling on the cold marble.

* * * * *
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THE PRISON ITSELF WAS buried inside of the immense floating platform, a labyrinth inside of immense tonnage of stone and metal. Communicating via airwaves with voice no longer worked; instead she had to send a brief message back to her ship to be recirculated. 

Requesting leadership of all Sects for assistance. The outbreak does not exist. A mechanical problem only. Please send representatives to administer rebuilding. 

The Sects, all of them jealous of their own power and envious of the power of other Sects, would send their best in an attempt to politic or murder or bribe or seduce their way into owning the most important slave dock in Thamoturge. They would most probably think that Lorelei made a tactical error in inviting diplomacy instead of wresting control for herself and then daring them to take it back. Or, at worst, they would think she was leading them into an assassination attempt and would send their best and brightest. 

Their best and brightest and all their most beguiling Dark Maidens would all face the same fate—a brain rewritten by prophecy and learning the true worship of the One Male Cock. 

Her pussy ached. She longed to be filled, to be known. A wild, eager smile filled her features, the kind she normally only wore in the miles-long arenas when flying with a glider beneath her high-heeled feet. 

Past the guards and their worship at their checkpoint, only the prison itself remained. They passed through block after block, cell after cell, all the doors open and all the spaces empty. 

This prison, though it was emptied essentially daily, had a constant influx of new bodies from Dokkalfar raids. Lorelei had toured it in the past. It had been full and loud. Despair and anxiety and dread lived in the air. There were fights between prisoners, often arranged by the guards who wanted to see who the strongest might be to increase their own payoff from selling them off to the arenas. 

Now, it was as quiet as the void. All the lights remained on, the shining florescence leaving no doubt that every cell was totally devoid of population of any kind. 

Making room for Him, she could not help but think. Clearing the way. Making His presence known. The dread and despair and anxiety had been replaced with lust, heat, and vulnerability. Lorelei had always felt so secure and armored inside of her skintight suit, even though it was so eagerly thin and revealed so much of her sensational body. Now she felt exposed...and she liked it. 

Finally, Lorelei and company arrived at the top of a flight of stairs, heading down toward a heavily-illuminated space where she could hear moans filling the walls and pressing against every part of the air. 

At the bottom of the stairs, she barely had time to register the sight of the marvel before her—dozens of her sister Dokkalfar prostrate before an enormous Male, while others still licked and worshiped his magnificent body—when she heard the voice in her head. 

Kneel.

No, not a voice. A command. 

The command hit Lorelei harder than any force she could remember, and she had been trained in the Black Halls. She dropped hard to her knees, bowed her head, feeling her cunt pulse in agonizing pleasure from her sudden, forced obedience. 

Look.

Her chin—so perfectly crafted, so carefully shaped, tilted upward. Large, dark eyes followed, her mouth parting as she bore witness to her new king. 

He sat on a large metal throne, beaten into shape from several pieces of a marauder sloop smashed together. Her large, almond eyes widened when she realized that the majority of his throne was the walls of the ship—the same unbreakable adamantine material that survived the void and was able to deflect the power of nuclear blasts. 

This...man, this king had beaten it all into shape with his bare hands. 

Her perfect, pouty, glossy lips parted more. Her tongue, wet and thirsty, slid across them, only increasing their gloss and fullness. 

Worship. 

With a will of its own, her body plunged forward to the ground, arms outstretched with her ass on top of her high-high heels. Her cunt pulsed again—but this time the pleasure was not only agonizing but orgasmic—and she fucked the air in front of her king with open, delicately precise need. 

Love. 

Her head craned upward to look at the love of her life. 

And Lorelei did something she had never done before—she smiled with teeth showing. Hoping she was pretty. 

A world of bliss opened up to her, an entire region of her mind and spirit that had never existed before. In the world of the Dokkalfar, love was weakness. Only terror and persecution awaited those who had the gall to show love in a world where a rival would slowly torture your spouse just because it might make you second-guess kidnapping their daughters. 

Now, she understood that the truest strength was love. An untended orchard could so easily be set ablaze by her enemies. Instead, she had to fill the garden of her mind with the purest blossoming fruit and lock it up only for the most special of all possible males—her King. 

Obsess. 

Somehow she found herself wrapped around his leg. Her long, long limbs holding his naked flesh tight to hers as he shoved his cock down her throat. She could feel Kahna's heated lips pushing against her throat and face. 

"Good girl," Kahna moaned. "You're being such a good girl for Master..."

Kahna was right; Lorelei was being a good girl for Master and being a good girl for Master was all that mattered because then it meant you were being a good girl for Master. 

Good girl. She was a four-thousand year-old body-perfect utterly fertile hyper-elite good girl...

It had all been leading up to this perfect moment with his cock shoved down her throat and Kahna lovingly making out with the shape of his meat bulging in her tiny esophagus. All her life—all the torture, all the murder, all the death and dismemberment—all of those beautiful, perfect memories of the suffering of others had all led her here to be the most perfect cocksucking slave this wonderful king would ever need. 

The only thing that mattered anymore was pleasing him. The universe was his cock and his cock was the universe. 

With Kahna and other nameless, beautiful Dokkalfar pushing against her, Lorelei was ragdolled on his immense cock. She had killed thousands with her bare hands. Now, before this living god, she felt helpless and girlish and utterly submissive, living for each moment after moment when she was forced downward to pleasure his masculine member with her tight slurping throat. 

The pleasure became too much, and her dark, elegant eyes rolled back into her head as she orgasmed in time with each other girl in the room.

It did not stop there.

He continued to fuck her face and orgasm after orgasm rocked her perfect body, and with each one, she became more and more in tune with her own purpose. 

To be a beautiful, mindless fucktoy for Master. Even as his Queen, even as his perfect pretty princess, she would never have a mind of her own again. 

Grunting, holding her tight against his crotch, he came directly down her stomach, filling her body with an incredibly voluminous amount of seed. 

It spilled from the sides of her mouth even though he had emptied right down her throat. As the others scrambled to drink it up, like a sacred nectar, she pressed her face against his cock and inhaled the musky scent. 

She would spend the rest of her life with this delicious aroma filling her nose, and it would never be enough. 

Lorelei's world became one of absolute devotion.

Kahna and the others, like the perfect servants they were, lapped it up and shared it between them, kissing long gooey kisses full of Master’s cum. Several tongues slid against Lorelei’s, soft and warm, cleaning her dutifully for Master. 

Finally, Master looked down at her, and his eyes drilled into her own. 

"Rise, my pretty one," he said, lifting her up by her chin roughly, his cock still hard as adamantium inches from her face. 

Her eyes watering with the mixture of pleasure and pain, she looked up at him. 

"The true gods were right to bring me here," he smirked. “Your arrogance is well deserved. Even if it left you blind to my coming.”

Lorelei preened. She was right to be arrogant. 

“Y-you can’t...”

All the girls turned as one, hissing. 

It was Marequin. 

“You can’t,” she said again. “You are a Dark Maiden, Lorelei. You cannot forget yourself for some monkeigh scum. You must...you must...”

It was clear that Master’s connection to Marequin was being troubled by something. But what? 

Lorelei examined the retinue. All of them kneeling before Master as he deserved. Kahna’s slaves rapidly dissolving into ash as she quickly devoured one after another to make herself more immediately beautiful for Master’s enjoyment. Lorelei’s Talons stripping themselves with their razor-sharp knives, easily navigating the nanometer-thick armor without once accidentally blading themselves. 

And then...ah.

The Gorgon. The floating monstrosity of void-tainted engines, flesh, and void-blasted metal. Something about the way it fed Marequin must have interfered with the Master’s immediate control—although Marequin was still clearly infected. 

“Don’t worry, Master.” Lorelei’s voice was cool. 

She was as naked as her Talons—which is to say, naked except for the long gloves they all wore and the tall, tall heels they could barely walk without. Her Talons, at a nod, immediately dispatched the Gorgon. The awkward floating hulk roared in surprise, its tendrils flailing and vaporizing three of Lorelei’s party before its innards were spilled and its engine combusted inside of its hull in a dark flash. 

Marequin fell to her knees, quivering and orgasming uncontrollably. 

"Please," she begged. "I'm so sorry, Mistress."

Lorelei knelt down next to her, smiling like a shark smiles at a seal pup. "It's quite all right, sister."

She wrapped her hands around Marequin’s throat, forcing her down to the earth and shoving her own ass upward. 

Her Master needed no further invitation. Without delay, he was inside her fertile pussy—his immensity filling her entirely and bulging her tiny, tight abdomen. Even as he fucked her, Lorelei smiled madly and choked Marequin. 

“You stupid bitch,” she gloated. “You stupid, stupid little girl. Denying Master. How dare you?”

“You’re so fucking stupid.” Kahna joined in, grinding her hips on Master’s side while he fucked his heaven into Lorelei. “He’s so glorious. What’s wrong with you, idiot? You fool. “

Lorelei squeezed tighter and tighter. 

Marequin’s bulging, bloodshot eyes stared upwards, arms flailing helplessly against the incredible strength that was now hers to command. 

“Whatever I did...I’m sorry...please...” She choked out. 

Eyes filled with tears, she begged Lorelei for mercy. But Lorelei was beyond mercy now. Mercy was for weaklings like Marequin. Kahna was right—she was a fool. A stupid, filthy fool for ever doubting their Master. 

Marequin’s eyes watered, and her face turned blue; Lorelei came at the sight of her rival’s physical despair. 

The pleasure from his cock was all-consuming, and she could feel herself beginning to cum again as his balls tightened against her rear and readied to empty himself once again inside of her. 

“He’s going to give us babies,” Lorelei bragged, sneering and smiling. “Daughters to raise for him. Daughters to create an army of perfect-bodied, obedient assassins. And we’ll be part of it and you won’t, you fucking twit—a—ah—ha—yes!”

Marequin’s thrashing became weaker and weaker. Every thrust from Master into Lorelei choked more life out of Marequin, shoving her strong arms into Marequin's delicate throat.

“Good girl,” said Master, rewarding her with another hard thrust that stole what little breath Marequin had left in her lungs. 

“That’s it,” he said. “Squeeze her tight, my pretty one. Tighter. I can feel her leaving. Her essence is mine now.”

Lorelei squeezed down so hard she thought she might crush the Dark Maiden's delicate bones, but she didn't care. Nothing mattered except His pleasure and His approval. 

And as Marequin’s eyes fluttered closed and her body went limp, Lorelei knew she had won.

Lorelei exploded around him, screaming with pleasure as Master came deep inside of her womb. 

“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, Master. Fuck your perfect cum into me, Master. Fill me up with it, I want—”

Her voice trailed off in a moan as orgasm after orgasm wracked her frame, her thoughts transforming into pure blissful obedience.. 

“Yes, Master. Yes, Master, thank you, Master,” she panted, her body jerking with orgasm after orgasm as she felt him pouring his seed into her. 

The tightness of her muscles around his cock pulled on him, and he groaned with each spurt. 

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Fuck, you're so tight.”

His words inflated her more than any other praise ever could have—and with each groan came another orgasm that rocked her perfect body. 

Marequin’s face was now blue-purple when at last Lorelei let go of her throat, and her head lolled to the side. Dead.

It took everything Lorelei had not to seat herself on his cock right then and there, but Master was finished for the moment and pulled out of her dripping pussy with a wet, sucking sound. 

“You have pleased me,” he said simply. 

The room fell silent. 

“Thank you, Master,” she gasped, blood still on her chin as she sat back on her heels, mind spinning with orgasms and the heady scent of death. 

“Now, tell me.” He guided her chin up toward him with a smirk. “What else is in this city of yours besides a prison?”

* * * * *
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SEVERAL DAYS—AND SEVERAL Dark Maidens later—Lorelei and company landed at the Autarch’s estate with their new Master. The sky was bright and purple, luminescent with daring orange streaks, and several glowing, angry red tears in reality could be seen in the distance. Thamoturge had already begun its fall. Horrors befell every house that had not sent its representatives to the slave docks; their punishment for non-compliances was daemonic invasion administered by Master personally. 

His power had only grown in the intervening days. Every Dark Maiden he fucked and owned and gained the worship from increased his abilities and magnitude a thousandfold. Immense, chaotic forces swirled around him, giving his power a density akin to millions of collapsing suns. 

He chose Lorelei and Kahna above all to be at his side—grinding into him, aching for him, knowing his will and exactly how to carry it out. 

But just behind them was Marequin—resurrected perfectly, with all of the unpleasant parts of her brain wiped out. 

Lorelei had a distant, probably erroneous memory of protesting Marequin's resurrection and insisting that her Master deserved better girls than ones who resisted him. Then he reminded Lorelei that she herself had been resurrected at least seven times by him in the past day, murdered during intense fuck-sessions with both Kahna and Marequin. 

But then...Lorelei couldn't quite remember any of the particulars of that. It was probably wrong. 

Certainly the answer wasn't that her Master had ordered those remembering parts of her brain to work less. And besides, why would she want to hold a grudge against Marequin? They were bestie fuck-friend sisters and always had been. She loved everything about Marequin and Kahna, particularly the way that all three of them worked together to make Master happy and hard. 

The Autarch Kann was protected by secrecy, bodyguards, an immensity of technology, and the combined forces of the Dokkalfar. The most intensely dangerous of these were the Blade Kindred. 

Blade Kindred trained for decades. They were martial masters, each and every one, easily the combat match of a Dark Maiden and quite possibly her betters. 

Yet, even so, when their marauder arrived, they were met by kneeling forms of seven companies of Blade Kindred at the landing pad.

Lorelei, in her dripping red gown, stroked her Master’s Cock and quietly thanked him for existing. 

Marequin's voice was breathy and eager. "There is no stopping you, Master..."

“They already obey You, Master,” said Kahna. “You’re so powerful...”

He was. Lorelei and Kahna and Marequin could not stop agreeing on that point. 

"Master," Lorelei whispered. "If you make them bow on their swords, it will take them hours to die..."

The Blade Kindred were leaning over with their swords out almost before she finished the thought. She giggled with glee, watching the trained elites self-eliminate before her eyes. 

She was pregnant. Soon, she would give birth to her Master's beautiful slave. And then, once she was old enough, her daughter would create another daughter-slave, and another, and another, and each one creating more and more daughter-slaves all originating from Lorelei's own pristine, perfect womb. 

An entire race of genetically perfect, obedient female slave warriors who would never know anything but the worship of their Master-Father's Cock and the glory of reducing his foes to forgettable blood stains. 

They exited the marauder and approached Kann’s lair with no resistance. Master loved it when Kahna and Lorelei sneered at the fallen Blade Kindred and their pathetic “male” bodies. 

Soon, the title of Supreme Overlord would belong to another. 

Soon, even in the City of Infinite Shadows, there would be nowhere to hide.

# # #
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My Wife, The Succubus – Reversal of Fortune
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Avelyn pushes the bedroom door open, banging it against the stopper and startling me awake. It’s four in the morning and there’s a weird stench in the air—something like sulfur and musk. The sun shouldn’t be up for another couple of hours. All the same, there’s a strange red glow coming from behind her, lighting up her gorgeously toned form from behind and highlighting her ridiculously sensual silhouette. 

“I need your cock.”

I’m shocked. She’s never talked to me like this. She stalks onto the bed, naked except for a tiny white shirt. The luscious, firm shape of her hard nipples push through the flimsy cloth. 

“What?”

“Your cock. I need it in me. I need to finish.”

Her voice is husky, almost like a porn star’s. I’m guessing she’s been toying with herself already—without me, of course—and got so turned on that she thought it would be a good idea to fuck her husband. 

It’s a little insulting that she’s using me as little more than a masturbatory tool. And it’s a little presumptuous of her to think that she could get me hard and ready just by asking...but only a little. 

You see, I have this insane problem—my wife is just incredibly hot. 

I thought I had hit the jackpot when I met her, and then when I dated her, and then again when she married me. Several years younger than my own middle-aged self, she’s in her mid-twenties and is ultra-fit with the body of some eighteen-year-old hyper-athletic gymnast: perfectly toned in every single place and not a drop of unnecessary fat. 

Pilates, yoga, ballet—she does it all, and constantly. Physical movement seems to be one of the only things that will ease her anxiety, and she has a lot of it. Her hair is thick and a deep, lush chestnut brown, and though her tits are on the smaller side, they are perfectly plump and easily handfuls in my big hands. 

So what’s the problem? 

I mean, besides everything, you mean?

Six months into our relationship, it all went to shit in the intimacy department. I thought getting married would help, and it did for like two weeks, and then it was shit again. 

I don’t know how or why, and she won’t talk to me about it, but she’s built up this weird ball of fear and revulsion at being touched. Not just by me—but by anyone. 

Given her ridiculous body and overall hotness, and our wide age gap, I would have thought she was having an affair. But these fears were basically laid to rest after the several conversations I’ve had with a series of her yoga instructors. They tried to correct her downward dogs or cobras or half moon, and all of a sudden she’d be a total mess, an inconsolable mess of shuddering convulsions. 

I was already convinced her revulsion was real, but that stuff sealed the deal. 

She’s seen psychiatrists, she’s read ten thousand self-help books, she’s been in therapy, all of it. None of it helped much. There’s an emotional hole in her that would rival the Marianas Trench. 

Our love became a cold, hard, lump of a thing. Maybe think like a bar of hardened steel. Still there, and still reliable, but completely exhausted of any energy and not going to transform anytime soon without some kind of intense, targeted heat. 

So now—the dead of night. Her cunt so hot I can feel the heat sliding in waves over the sheets. Her body slick with sweat and her own juices. The tiny shirt she’s wearing sheer from her own moisture. The little gasps coming out of her gorgeous, museum-worthy lips as she slides over my body. 

All this, after everything I’ve seen out of her?

Or rather, after the nothing I’ve seen out of her?

Having my gorgeous wife beg for my cock out of the blue? Basically demanding it?

I’d be insulted if I hadn’t dreamed of this so much. 

And yet, even so—I’m no superman. Just because my dream is coming true doesn’t mean I’m hard—the harsh facts of reality when you’re not eighteen anymore. I've got a mortgage and a previously failed marriage and a mile-long sheet of credit card debt and I need a little time to work myself up, dammit. 

And, fuck it, I wanted to gamble a little. 

She slides on top of my waist. Dragging her naked, soaking cunt across my boxer briefs. They’re immediately soaked themselves, her juices urging me to stiffness from their comforting, welcoming warmth. 

“Give it to me...” she groans. Almost grunting. “Need it. Need the cock...”

God, she’s so small. I’m not that big myself, and she’s quite tall, but despite that, her lusciously hard ass barely reaches the half-way point of my thighs on either side. I take her and slide her underneath me and slip down between her legs. 

“Let me lick you first, Avelyn.”

I use her first name even though she far prefers her middle name, Claire. I always use it when I’m more serious, and I’ve always had fantasies of using it in moments like this—times of deep intimacy and half-awake longing and touching.

“What?”

She shakes her head. “No, it’s your cock, I need it, you don’t understand, give me your cock...”

“I want to lick your pussy, Avelyn.”

I’m already between her legs and—though she still begs confusion—she opens up her thighs easily enough before wrapping them quickly around my head once again once I probe the area with a kiss. 

“Oh fuck, that’s too good,” she moans, hips thrusting up into my face. “O-okay, yes, do it, do it fast, and then cooooock...”

Her voice trails off as I start licking. Her hips, perhaps subconsciously, continue to pump up into my face as I fall into a familiar rhythm. Like riding a bike. It’s been a long time, but my tongue still knows the geography, every fold and crevice and the almighty bump.

“Fuck, I can’t cum, I can’t cum,  I can’t—don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop—"  

Her entire body feels like it lifts in the air, almost like she’s levitating around me. Every muscle twitches and spasms and she screams in exultant, delirious ecstasy as she cums—and then she cums again, and again, and again in quick succession. My eyes are closed, but for a moment, I can swear I sense fireworks in the room. Everything turns bright red. I hear her fall to the bed, she’s thumping so hard. 

I’m completely surprised and rock fucking hard. I’ve never felt so powerful or in control of her. Every lick seems like it’s another cum. Of course I’d heard of women chaining orgasms together, but Avelyn had never been the kind to do it.

“The king...” she groans, her voice wrapped inside a new sultry glory that makes my hard cock throb precum. “You are the king...the king...”

I’m humping the sheets covered in her slickness as I lick her now, unable to stop myself. She’s so fucking warm underneath me. It’s like her temperature has doubled somehow. I lose track of time, licking, licking, licking—and feeling her cum, cum, cum...

I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. My brain turns off. I’m the happiest I’ve ever been. 

Finally, she tugs at my head, pulling me away from her cunt entirely. Her strength surprises me; those classes are really working for her. 

“I-inside me.” Her moan sounds like a thousand aching voices all at once. “Inside. Please. Now!”

I’m not going to argue. I climb upward—shocked when she passionately kisses me, moaning at the taste of her own wet pussy in her mouth. I enter her easily—I’ve made her so completely wet—and quickly slide her knees up under my chest. 

She cums. Again. 

“K-king!” She bites my chin, sucks my tongue. “My king!”

She’s always hated this position. Mating position. Breeding position. But I figure I’ve got her exactly where I’ve always wanted her, so why not try for more?

The way she looks at me as I push into her once more sells me on our entire relationship. Yesterday we were on the rocks, prepping for a vacation that I was sure would end in our divorce. Today, so long as she looks at me like that once in a while, I’m in this for life.

God, I want to breed her. She’s so obviously perfectly fertile. Her knees drawn up against my chest, my entire weight pumping down inside her, my hands not able to stop grabbing and pinching at her tits, her back, her ass. 

“Oh fuck,” I groan, looking down at her. The way she’s looking at me. Like I’m really her king. “I love you.”

“Oh yesss...” she nods. Somehow she’s thrusting her hips up toward me even as I have her completely pinned. “That is what this is. Love. Love.”

“I love you,’ I say again. 

“Yes, yes, I love you, yes...” 

Around us, I feel the heat grow. This is such a hot moment for me. The crazy red light seems to flicker, like a fire about to go out and burning at its final piece of fuel. Something clatters in the room, and then something else. I hear what might almost be footsteps, only they sound wrong. I try to look around, a little concerned, but Avelyn grabs me and I can’t help but melt as I see the total adoration in her eyes. 

“Finish it?” 

It’s begging. She’s begging me. 

“Finish it, now. The time draws near. You must finish, you must finish inside me...”

Her voice drifts off into hot, guttural noises that sounds almost like she’s speaking in tongues. I can’t explain it, but I don’t want to—the sound of it is like some binaural audio ASMR hooked up to headphones placed directly on my brain. And all the while, she’s looking at me in that way—that perfect loving adoring way—and I cum harder than I can ever remember. 

I cum in my wife. 



* * * * *
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So yeah, at the time, I was surprised by Avelyn’s attention. 

She had always been gorgeous, but incredibly cold. I felt all the time like she was just waiting for the right time to drop me out of her life. It shocked me when she agreed to marry me—and shocked me even more when she never seemed excited by it. She insisted that we get hitched in a courthouse, no ceremony, no family, and almost no witnesses. It wasn’t hard to get the sense that she was ashamed of me. I thought it was because of our age difference, with me almost fifteen years her senior. 

Of course, she said it was because she didn’t like her family—she wanted to separate from them entirely, and I always took her cold and reserved nature as something like proof that she hadn’t been loved enough when she was young. 

When I was still trying to fix everything, I had read books on emotionally neglectful parents, on learning the emotional cycle of pushing and pulling, on being a partner for someone who was abused—it all helped, sort of. Imagine trying to fill an ocean one bucket of water at a time from a faucet across town. At the end of the day, my wife was still mentally and spiritually frigid when it came to the bedroom. We’d had sex, of course, but it was deeply functional. Band-aid sex, as I came to think of it. 

Strange bumps? Weird lights? Shit, who says it doesn’t happen when you finally for-real make love with the woman you fell in love with over three years before?

She had been like nothing I had ever experienced her before—wanton, lush, full of mirth and seduction and need. Normally, she wouldn’t even have let me touch her pussy. No wonder I ate her out for so long. She told me later it was close to an hour.

That wasn’t the only reason her attention surprised me. We’d had a terrific fight—another fight after a series of terrific fights—earlier that day. 

I own and operate a shipping logistics business. You know how packages get to you? We figure out the best routes to make it happen for the most profit, in a nutshell. It’s not sexy, but it’s lucrative. All the same, I’ve got a young hot wife with broken insides, and outside of endless workouts, she found her dopamine rush from shopping. 

Gadgets, appliances, cars. She bought three new washer and dryer sets in a matter of three months at one point. She also broke them, so we couldn’t sell them. Automatic blinds. Holographic screens. Sports cars with drink dispensers. All that dumb shit.  

Her spending was out of control, and after a thousand broken agreements and arrangements and constructions to try and fix it, I lost my own sense of self-regulation and my spending went crazy too. I lost myself in my hobbies, particularly in expensive crafted miniatures to paint and model old historical scenes—anything to distract myself from the dissolution of our union. I don’t know if I spent more than her, but I sure as hell did try. 

Ultimately though, it was about the same old stuff that goes wrong in any marriage—just communication and intimacy. I honestly don’t know if I would mind all her spending if she would just let me know what was happening. That the numbers of our budget were “good” was not nearly as important as those numbers being accurate. 

All this led to a lot of lying on our taxes. A couple of phantom employees who pulled crazy salaries that just went to my and Avelyn’s spending. I always figured—what the hell? Why would anyone come after me? My business isn’t that big. I pay some taxes, just not technically “all” of them. What’s the big deal?

It’s funny how, when you get that stupid plain letter that says you’re being audited, all of a sudden you’re pretty sure you can travel in time? Like you can take back all the dumb lies you’ve sent to the government. 

Anyway, the auditor, June Crowley—or Miss Crowley, as she insisted on being called, even though I was easily fifteen years her senior—showed up at my office during the day that preceded the night in which Avelyn and I fucked each other’s brains out. 

At first, seeing Crowley walk in my office, I thought it was my lucky day. Gorgeous young blonde with a killer smile and a great rack, wearing a dark sea blue skirt suit with tall, designer heels?

She’s an absolutely stunning sexbomb of a woman; I have no idea why she’s working as an auditor. It doesn’t help that she’s supremely good at getting me to tell her the truth because she’s a sexbomb; I can’t help myself. I’m just a sucker for gorgeous women. 

Shortly after arriving in the office, she sat down in front of my desk, her white, button-up blouse barely containing her enormous tits. I have no idea how tits as big as hers aren’t constantly leaking milk or how they also seem to defy gravity with their natural bounciness. 

“You’ve done well for yourself, Mr. Marlowe.” 

She smiles. It’s very officious. Practiced. 

“I like to think I’ve done better for my employees.”

“Oh yes. Particularly, oh...” she makes a show of rifling through her notes. “Yes. Someone named John Joe Brown? Is he here?”

I’m not great with names. 

“I’d have to check. We employ a lot of people.”

She looks around. “Your office isn’t that big, Mr. Marlowe.”

“There’s remote workers, you know. We try to let people stay at home if they want. It’s actually really increased productivity, and—”

“—It’s very progressive of you, I’m sure. And Susan Suzington?”

“Sorry?”

“Susan Suzington. Is she also working remotely?”

I make a face. “It’s perfectly possible. She might be sick.”

“In any case, I’ll have to speak with them. And I’ll need to see their receipts. They have a lot of business expenses. Pretty much the entire sum of their salary! Isn’t that interesting? I would think you’d want to know exactly where they were so they weren’t off spending all your money.”

I twitch a little. “It’s the company’s money.”

Her smile turns conspiratorial. “Really? You wouldn’t ever take any money for yourself?”

“Profits go back into the company and the workers.”

“Workers like John Joe...and Susan. Who are real.”

“I’m sure they’ll be able to talk to you.” I had to get out of this conversation. “Tomorrow.”

“At your home?”

“My home?”

“I need to see your receipts. You also have a lot of business expenses. Unless...you keep the receipts here?”

“No.” I’m sweating so much, christ. “No. They’re at home.”

“Yes.” She stands up. “I thought so. Cheaters always keep them private. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She walked out, and when she turned back to watch me watching her, I knew she knew I was enjoying the view despite everything. 

So, later that evening, Avelyn had the kind of fight you might expect when a couple’s financial ruin is incumbent. And later still that evening, when Avelyn wanted to fuck—on top of everything else—a wild hope took me. Maybe everything doesn’t suck now. 



* * * * *
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The morning after Avelyn and I bang so beautifully, I wake up alone in the bed. Right away, I’m feeling the familiar pangs of rejection, knowing-without-knowing that it’s happening again. 

We come together, then we push apart, like moons in a terrible orbit around the same planet. The clock’s red numbers read nine am—the meeting with Crowley is at eleven. 

All the fucking in the world can’t stop the brutal reality of my shit finances. At this point, our balances hitting zero would be an improvement. 

Sighing, I get up, shower, and start getting dressed. I always look discerningly at my reflection. 

Hitting middle-age has meant I’ve had to forego a lot of my old treats. No more pizza every weekend or Hamburger Hump Day. I’ve got a dad bod all the same, big arms and heavy muscle-gut, even though Avelyn basically laughed away my desire to have kids. 

Halfway dressed, in boxer briefs and socks, I turn around to see Avelyn at the door openly touching herself to the sight of me. She’s wearing knee-socks and underwear and that’s it. I didn’t even know she had knee socks. Her face is pure lust.

“Keep going.” Her eyes sparkle. “I like watching you move.”

This is not what I was expecting. If anything, I didn’t really expect to hear from her until very late tonight and even then only about something related to a weekend plan about watching some reality show without me. 

Stunned, I stop entirely. She shrugs beautifully and struts toward me, hungry. 

“Listen, Claire...”

“Call me Avelyn.” She smiles. “I like that name better.”

Weird. She always insisted on Claire before, even though I always loved the name Avelyn. But, whatever, she just gave me the fuck of a lifetime. I’m happy to accommodate her. 

“Avelyn. Can we talk?”

Instead, she wraps her arms around my neck like a lovesick teenager and kisses me firmly, sliding her tongue across my lips and then pushing through to mine. Her moan is exultant; if I didn’t know better, I’d have thought she was cumming. 

Hell, I might not know better—she’s shivering and groaning and grinding her cunt into my crotch and it is wet. 

“Will you fuck me again soon?” she asks. “Maybe you’ll lick me again? Is that what you want to talk about?”

“I...shit.”

It all of a sudden seems very much like that’s what I should be talking about.

“I think you got me pregnant, but I’m not positive,” she whispers in my ear. “I’d love for you to try again?”

Her hand finds my stiffening cock and she lets out a delighted little gasp that melts my heart. 

“Such a king...”

“I mean—I can’t—I...we’ve got...”

My blubbering isn’t helped at all by the way she’s squeezing my cock through my briefs. How is she so good at that all of a sudden? How does she know it’s exactly the kind of gesture that turns me on, that makes me feel so completely close to her? 

My thoughts race. Is there time? I could fuck her quickly, but I want it to last for days. Is this real? Is she going to change her mind in a few minutes like she has before? I wish this was happening on any other day but today. 

“You could get me so pregnant, I bet.” She smiles, then leans in and bites my chin. I melt. “Your seed felt so virile inside of me this morning. I need to feel it again.”

My response is just more blubbering. Is this my wife?

“Only...I want to buy some lingerie. There isn’t any in my drawers. Isn’t that strange?”

Strange? She had always refused to buy anything sexier than a pair of Target-brand panties, saying it was too misogynistic to do otherwise. She would have bought granny panties if she could find them easier. 

“Will you stay hard for me while I’m gone? I want to shop for a little while.” She kisses me again, gripping my cock hard through my pants. “Please? I promise to get the nice kind. I want to make myself so beautiful for you.”

“I have...” I groan as she squeezes me again. What I’d give to just be able to do what she wants right now. “I have that meeting. With the auditor.”

“Auditor?”

It’s like she has no idea what I’m talking about sometimes. 

“We’ve talked about this. They’re going to fuck us.”

“Of course. Who wouldn’t want to fuck you? You’re terrific at it.”

I blush; I’ve never heard her compliment me like that before, and I love it.

“I mean financially. We’ve been lying on our taxes, remember? We’re going to be out of money soon?”

“All your material needs will be taken care of. That’s part of the deal. We made a pact. Just let me keep fucking you, okay? I promise I’ll take care of you.”

She gives me another sizzling, knee-melting kiss, and then she’s gone before I can say anything about how right now is the worst possible time for her to go buy expensive lingerie. 






* * * * *
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I hadn’t really intended to stay hard for Avelyn—I mean, who the hell could? But even so, I’m still stiff as a fucking board when Miss Crowley arrives.

She wears a peach-colored suit this time with a paisley blue blouse. Another skirt, this one just hitting her knees. Her skin is sensuously smooth; I can tell she does treatments or has great genetics or something; her whole being exudes vitality and youth and beauty. Her hair—thick and golden—is tied up in a thick knot at the back of her skull. She carries a small laptop bag around one arm and a tablet in her hands. 

“Hello, Mr. Marlowe,” she says brightly. “Are you ready to get to work?” 

I say nothing. She’s awfully gleeful for someone who knows she’s going to ruin my life. Like a middle-schooler, I grab some papers and folders to hide my bulge as I lead her over to the living room where we can sit down. 

She eyes the absurdly large television and the oversized ceilings and the two sectional couches hand-crafted in premium leather, not to mention the expensive art on the wall and—deep down the custom-lit hallway—my home office with its full-size replica of the Almada Pass of the Rocky Mountains circa 1851. The ceiling-to-floor windows and the cobblestone patio. The three-car garage easily visible through the windows with the four cars outside them in the drive. 

When she sits down on the couch, her skirt rides up. I can’t help but look. Her legs are so lush. I want to fuck her kneecaps—is that weird? That’s very weird. She catches my look and smirks a bit, but then blushes and looks away. 

I wasn’t expecting that. 

“Now,” she begins, taking out her laptop and setting it down on the coffee table. “You clearly are in a lot of trouble, Mr. Marlowe. I could find out half of what you’re doing and make my bones for the next five years. So, what I want from you...”

Her voice drifts off, like she heard someone call her name. She looks behind her, down the hallway again. She shakes her head and then tries to laugh it off, blushing more intensely now and looking at me with a pardon me look. 

“As I was saying...” She bites her lip, looking me up and down. “What was I saying?”

“What you want from me.”

“Right. Yes.” 

Looking me up and down again. Like that. What’s going on?

“What I...what I want from you...”  

She raises her head and tilts her nose to the air. Her profile is like something from a caricature of a gorgeous woman from a pin-up; her facial proportions are ridiculously hot. Her nose, small and pointed, makes my cock swell again. She tugs at her blouse and a button pops away. She doesn’t seem to notice when it lands on the floor near her heel. 

“Sorry, do you smell that?”

“Smell?”

Fuck. She can probably smell my pre-cum. I’ve been leaking like crazy all morning, and seeing her bodaciously hot body isn’t helping. 

“It just smells...I don’t know.” She smiles warmly. Sincerely. “If it’s a candle or something, I’d love to know where you got it. I’d love to...” she bites her lip. “I don’t know. Use it as a body lotion or something. I love that smell. Wow.”

She inhales deeply, and then does so again. She tugs at her blouse, and another button pops away. I can see easily all the down her bra and into her substantial, galactically hot cleavage. Her orbs, shining and smooth, appear soft and inviting. 

It’s surreal to see, but also hot as hell. She sees me staring and giggles and puts her hand on my knee. 

“Oh, you devil. Taking advantage of my wardrobe malfunction?” 

She makes no effort to fix it or stop me. Her back straightens, her chest pushing out, as if trying to enhance my view. My bulge grows, tenting my barely-capable pants, and more precum spurts out. 

“Gosh, that smell!” She giggles. “It’s making it hard to concentrate! It makes me so...mmm.” She bites her lip again, and fuck is that sexy. “Not hungry? But I definitely want something...in my mouth...”

Her eyes fall on my bulge. I’m not hiding it. Why bother? It’s too obvious anyway. The precum has soaked my pants. The tent in my pants is more like a tower. Seeing it, she seems to start to understand what it is she’s saying and what she’s wanting. 

And she breathes in deep...and then again. Then again. Like she’s feasting on the smell of my precum. 

“Gosh...mmm.” She takes a pen from her bag and slides it between her lips, sucking and suckling. Showing off.

“Okay...um...business. Wow.” She shakes her head. “I promise I’m a professional.”

I really don’t know what’s happening.

“Great.”

“Great, right. It would probably be great. And really fast. But long, too? Like a lot of long, fast sessions. And so great...”

I don’t think she realizes she’s speaking out loud. She’s staring at my bulge. A lot. And...

Did she just lick her lips? 

“I have a confession to make,” she says. 

“You have a confession? I thought that was my role here.”

“You’re so funny.” She laughs richly, as if I am that funny. She means it though, genuinely amused and almost, dare I say it...giggling? “No, I know I’m kind of a looker? So I dress to enhance it. Can you tell?”

“Sure,” I nod. “You’re kind of a looker.”

She giggles. “Okay, you caught me. I’m really hot. This is more secure than most jobs, though. Everyone is always trying to cheat. They all make the same mistakes. And I have other people at the service do the work for me. I just get the confessions and the deals with the awful terms. For you, I mean. It would be awful for you.”

“Would be?”

I’m just staring at her tits. I’m too turned on to do much else. I really need to cum. Fuck. Every word she says makes her heavy tits jiggle just so.

“Well, I’ve been unfair to you, haven’t I? Here I am, in your home, flirting with you when both of us know you’re married and you can’t very well fuck me rotten until I’m begging for your babies.”

Her own intensity seems to surprise her, but she capitalizes on the momentum of her words, squeezing my thigh. 

“There’s just no way, normally, that I’d be able to suck you off until you came down my needy little girl throat and turned me into your fuck doll forever. You know. Like. Because you’re married.”

She’s drooling. 

I nod. “Right.”

“But it’s just, you should know, as an auditor, I can be very good at keeping secrets.”

Her hair is undone, the bun is gone. Golden locks frame her gorgeous face. Her hands are stroking my thighs now, like she’s a stripper at a club. 

“Right. Right.” I shake my head. “What?”

“I mean, numbers just sort of do what I want, don’t they? I can make them appear or disappear. It would be really, really easy for me to sort of just, you know, forget about any overdue taxes you owe.” She squeezes me tighter, further up my thighs, and her eyes sparkle. “Or even see to it that you got a refund. Something that you might deserve.”

I can’t believe this is happening. I don’t know what to say. 

What the fuck has gotten into everyone lately? 

“Of course, I wouldn’t expect you to just go for that, would I?” Her lips are hypnotically wet. “I’d have to do something for you, too. To be able to give you a gift like that. To show you that I can be trusted. I’d have to be knocked up and fucked sideways and be your suck-you-off-sidepiece while I funnel hidden fortunes into your offshores accounts. What do you think about that?”

Her hand lands right on top of my straining bulge. Precum shoots out and stains her grip, and she groans and squeezes tighter. 

She leans in and kisses me softly, gently, urgently. It’s a lustful kiss, a please-let-me kiss. Her hand keeps joyfully squeezing my thick cockhead and I keep spurting out pleasure-soaked rounds of heavy precum. 

“Please?” she whispers. “Won’t you let me give you what you deserve?”

She pushes in for another kiss—and this time I hold her tight, hips bucking toward her as she fiddles with my zipper. My cock pops out, and she groans, tossing her hair to one side and sliding her tongue up for a long, soulful lick. 

Of course, it’s at this exact moment that Avelyn returns home. 






* * * * *
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“I can explain.”

We’re in the kitchen adjacent to the living room where June is waiting patiently. 

Avelyn walked in, said that she and I needed to talk, and told June to wait.

She looks phenomenal. Wherever she went to go buy stuff, I want to give them all a raise. Tight, black embroidered lace fabric clings to her tight body, utterly sheer in a starburst pattern on either side of her ultra-thin, long torso. Her heavy tits covered by a thin, sheer strip of fabric decorated with some kind of symbol or pattern I just almost recognize. 

Are her tits...bigger? It must just be the dress. She couldn’t have gotten bigger tits. And taller. And thinner. It’s just a really...really nice dress.

She has a cashmere shawl over her shoulders which somehow makes it all sexier—this ultra-hot cocktail dress matched with a cuddly-stay-in-and-snuggle-forever piece has my brain in a tizzy. 

Her hair, thick and luxuriously hot, seems somehow longer. She was only gone for like an hour—did she go to a stylist too? That’s weird. And—

My thoughts break off as she rubs my chest, oohing and ahhing under her breath. She’s so hot.  

“What’s to explain?” she asks. “You want to fuck the auditor, don’t you?”

“No!”

“No?” she eyes my pants, my once-again hidden hard-on, the soaking mess that my shooting pre-cum has made. “Really?”

“Okay, yes, I mean, sure, but also—I don’t know! I was surprised. And you made me so turned on from earlier, and—”

Her face turns from seductive to overjoyed.

“You were thinking of me still?”

“Well...”

The complete lack of her anger is making me drop my defensiveness, which is making me feel in turn a little defensive even still. 

I shrug. “Yeah. I mean, of course. Until she started...you know.”

“She’s very attractive,” says Avelyn. Back to seductive. “And you only stopped thinking about me when she was holding your cock and kissing you?”

Is this an accusation? I feel like this should be an accusation. Instead, Avelyn just seems impressed and flattered. 

“Ye-e-e-es? Yes. That’s right.”

Her hand slides to my bulge. She squeezes and I groan. She whispers it again—king. 

“But she couldn’t get your cock out in time before I got home. Otherwise you might have even started fucking her.”

“I don’t know about th—what?”

Avelyn expertly unsheathes my cock from inside my pants and begins stroking me. I’m fully hard in an instant; she’s looking at me that way again and I feel my heart overflowing with intimate love and affection. 

“Gosh, baby.” Her voice takes a sultry, soft sing-song that I’ve never heard her do before. It’s insanely hot. I’m almost falling over I’m so turned on. “You just feel so virile when I stroke your cock. And then I remember your hot, handsome load spraying my womb this morning...” she sighs happily. “I bet you would just fuck her pregnant, wouldn’t you?”

She leans in like we’re sharing a warm embrace, like she’s just come home from work. Except, of course, she’s eagerly stroking my cock and guiding my face toward June with her forehead on my chin. 

June, meanwhile, seems like she’s looking very intently at something out the window. I assume she’s desperately trying to be polite—perhaps expecting some kind of tongue lashing from Avelyn in a moment? 

“Look at that hot girl. Gosh, is she even twenty? She’s younger than me, and I’m so young. Too young to be your wife.”

“Fuck.”

“You’ll fuck her, won’t you? You deserve to fuck her.”

“H-how?”

“I’m hotter than her, aren’t I?”

Clearly, I almost shout. Instead, I nod, even though that really wasn’t the question I was asking. 

“Then it’s simple, isn’t it? If you deserve to fuck me, and I’m as hot as I am, then obviously you deserve to fuck her. What could be simpler?”

I’m expecting a fight, of course. A terrible one—made even worse because we’d had such utterly fantastic, lovey, achy, moany, orgasm-filled sex this morning. 

You remember that incredible look she gave me this morning? The one full of lustful, endless, shocked, eager passion and ambition and delight?

She looks at me with the same exact expression. 

“How do you want to fuck her?”

“What?”

My pants are down around my ankles. Stepping against me, she tosses them to one side using nothing but her heels. 

“With her knees against her chest, like you fucked me? Do you want me there while you fuck her pregnant?” she purrs. “I think it’s a good idea. What if she changes her mind halfway through? You’ll have to hold her down until you can cum in her and claim her cunt as your property.”

“I...I...what?”

“Don’t lick her, though. That’s only for me. Isn’t it?”

She’s stroking me and looking at me—my beautiful fucking earnestly adoring, lovestruck wife—like I’m the only man who has ever existed and she’s desperate as hell for my cock and approval. 

“Yeah,” I nod. “Sure. Yes. Only you. I only lick you.”

“So you will fuck her, then?”

She picks up her stroking pace, excited. I’m hard as a rock in her hands, slick in a river of precum.

“Ungh.” I lean into her body and she kisses my neck, my jaw. My lips run across her clavicles. Are her tits bigger than they were this morning? “Yes. If she wants.”

“She will,” says Avelyn. “And if she doesn’t want it, that hardly matters, does it? So long as you want it. I don’t care if you force her. And after you take her, neither will she.”

My wife—my fucking wife!—is encouraging me to force myself on this woman! I never would, of course, but for my wife to want me to is so insanely hot. I can’t even blubber out a response. I’m stunned. I’m just stuck in a loop of arousal, turned on because I’m looking at my wife, who is looking and me and saying hot shit because I’m looking at her, and I’m looking at her because she’s looking at me like that and saying all that hot shit... 

“Maybe we should go ask her?” 

Before I can say anything, she’s already walking into the room with June. 




* * * * *
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Because of my groping, Avelyn’s dress is out of position, her shawl forgotten in the kitchen. The odd symbols sparkle in her lingerie-like dress. How our affection has, until this point escaped June’s attention is beyond me, but now we’re due for a weird conversation. 

Only...June doesn’t say anything. 

In fact, she doesn’t do anything. She just sits there, staring straight ahead, her hands calmly in her lap. Every several seconds, she takes a languid, long blink, her thick eyelashes batting over her incredibly bright blue eyes.

I thought she was being polite or something, or maybe was just so caught up in the shame of being caught that she didn’t know how to leave. 

But instead she looks...like she’s entranced?

As I keep watching, her lips part slightly, her chest pushes upward, nipples fully erect, and her lower back and pelvis convulse slightly. A pink flush runs from her cleavage up to her forehead. 

She came. Just from sitting there. Just from...

What was it that Avelyn said to her?

Wait until I say we need you.

At the time, I was turned on by Avelyn’s confidence, her loyalty to me. The way she seemed to not even give a shit that there was an auditor present when she could be adoring her man instead. 

But now it seems like that throwaway line she told June before I caught up with Avelyn in the kitchen was some kind of legitimate command with, somehow, legitimate weight. 

So let’s check in, all right? You and me.

A suddenly changed wife, a mind-zapped auditor, strange symbols on her clothing...I suppose you’ve picked up on what’s happening already; I can only say that I was living it, and my bias is always going to be towards me. 

Can you blame me for wanting to believe that my wife was finally, finally head-over-heels in love with me the way I’ve been with her for years? That—at the same time—a crazy-hot auditor decided she would rather suck me off than give me a very deserved audit and tax bill? 

I mean, yes, both of those things are kind of insane to believe, but they feel really fucking good! 

But for whatever reason, seeing June like that, the placid look on her face staring into nothing and occasionally orgasming from her obedience to Avelyn’s command...that’s what finally tells me that I’m inside of something crazy, supernatural, and dangerous. 

I look at Avelyn and then June and then Avelyn again. She’s so stupidly hot. I twitch just looking at her. She left me so hard in the kitchen—and suddenly seems to realize it, moaning just slightly and pushing herself back into me. She guides my cock over to her carved, gorgeous hipbone, sliding my across it with one skillful hand. 

“What’s...happening?”

It’s all I can think to ask.

“Let me ask you something, darling.”

My cock surges again. Already, I was growing addicted to the sound of her voice, her long explanations, her total and absolute adoration for me. 

She continues. “I’ll wake this woman and she’ll be obsessed with serving your cock, should you want it. I’m passionately, desperately in love with you, and I’m the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. And I’ll always be that way. This body hasn’t serviced you enough, and I’ll spend lifetimes correcting that error.” She strokes me harder.

“You were going to ask something,” I say dumbly. 

“Do you really care what’s happening?”

It would be a terrific time not to. But I can’t shake the feeling that this is all tremendously wrong. 

“Are you...” I don’t even know how to ask this question. “...are you my wife?”

“I can’t believe you would ask that, darling.”

I feel ashamed. “You’re right, I’m sorry. I—”

“She would never have stroked you in front of another woman like this, would she?”

Of course, she couples this bombshell with a bombshell stroke-increase, guiding me over to June’s face and pushing my cock against her entranced mouth and cheeks and neck. 

“Oh fuck.”

“She wouldn’t have offered to help you fuck another woman either. Or help you force another woman. Would she?”

With June entranced, cumming, Avelyn casually pumps my cock against June’s lips. I groan, unable to stop myself from sliding in just a bit. And then, deeper. Deeper. June moaning as I go inside. 

“Fuck...fuck...”

“Would she?”

I can’t help but be honest. “No. She wouldn’t.”

“And you love that I did, don’t you?”

I’m bulging in June’s throat. Her esophagus spasms around my cockhead.

“Yesss.

“You love that I love it, don’t you?”

“G-god, yes.”

She smirks. “God has very little to do with it.”

“J-just...just give me a straight answer. Why are you doing this?”

She looks surprised. The kind of look that says, do you even have to ask?

But she answers me anyway. 

“I love you, Nicolas. I’m all yours. Forever. I promise. I love, love, love you. In the ways she never could or would. I adore you. I exist for you. All my beauty. All my promise. All my effort and desire is just for you, forever and ever.”

“Ungh...”

What she’s saying has me so stricken with love and lust that I can’t form words any more.

“If you cum all over her, she’ll be yours forever. Don’t you want that? My gift for you. Proof of my devotion. There are other things I could do...but I want you to have my gift. Please? Please cum all over her?”

She’s using June’s head like her own hands, stroking me with her skull. My body is almost limp against Avelyn’s. She’s so tiny, but so firm, even as she’s soft. 

“You’ll do it so well,” she whispers. “King. Please do it. Cum on her.”

I’ve needed to cum for so long already. It feels like eternity. I don’t think I could stop myself if I wanted.  

“Cum on her, Daddy. Please?”

Oh fuck me. Claire never called me Daddy. I asked and asked. Avelyn did it without even thinking, just because it seemed right. 

“Oh fuck.” I’m a broken record. “Oh, Avelyn...”

“Cum on your crush, baby. Cum on this sexy little fucking tart. Cum all over her, just for me. You can do that, can’t you? Cum, please? Cum right now?”

I can’t do anything else. Avelyn, completely in tune with my orgasm, pulls me out just as I’m about to explode and finishes me by stroking perfectly. My load unleashes all over June’s heavy tits and perfectly slender neck, just a few droplets sparkling on her chin. Avelyn keeps jacking me and my cum continues—the hardest I’ve ever cum, ever—sending even more of it all over June and covering her perfectly toned legs in my seed. 

A great, terrible thunderclap fills the room—and I feel a presence arrive and leave in an instant. Something like an orgasm, but...in the air? 

“The pact is complete, darling,” says Avelyn, even as I tremble in her grip. “She is yours. 

“F-fuck.” I look down at my cock, still incredibly turgid. I still feel like I’m at the peak of my arousal. “H-how?”

It’s then, her legs shiny with my cum, that Avelyn touches June’s forehead and wakes her from her trance. 






* * * * *
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I know—I know—for a fact, that it is the middle of the afternoon. 

So why then, as June wakes up, is it suddenly midnight dark in my house? The windows are open and I can see that light switches are turned on. But all the light here is swallowed by something unholy. 

June drops to her knees in front of me. 

“Please, Sir. I ache to serve you. Please let me fulfill my duty? Mistress promised me my reward for serving your beautiful cock would be to serve your beautiful, perfect, incredible cock.”

I don’t try to point out how that doesn’t make the most sense. Avelyn promised her the reward for service was service and this was an offer she accepted with open arms and a wet pussy? Makes about as much sense as anything else today. 

When did either of them even have time for this? I run a fucking logistics company, and I know a thing or two about lead time!

Shadow billows around Avelyn for a moment before dropping away, leaving her stunning form in nothing but shiny, expensive-looking lingerie. The stitching and lace is inlaid with ancient-looking runes and symbols I don’t recognize for the most part, but the most prominent among them I certainly do: pentagrams. 

That’s what was on her dress, I realize. Kind of obvious, really. I was busy looking at her tits.

She also wears a pentagramical pendant and earrings, staring at me with open lust as she continues to stroke my precum-shooting cock toward June’s beautiful pleading face. 

“This...what was it called?” Avelyn searches for the term, angling her gorgeous jawline upward. “This audit. It’s over, is it not?”

“Yes. Oh Mistress.” June’s voice is pleading. “Master. Yes. Of course.”

“And in your capacity, you have access to several fortunes, don’t you?”

“Y-yes!” June nods more rapidly. “Of course, Mistress. Yes. I know where they squirrel their money away illegally. It’s easy for me to take it. They have no recourse because it’s a criminal action and they’re not going to take on the government. We’re the biggest gang of them all. We usually just don’t because then it would be open season on every politician who has money dumped like that, and—”

“That hardly matters, pet. The point is that my darling’s financial troubles are over, permanently. Is that right?”

“Y-yes, Mistress. Oh god.” She is answering immediately, but looking right at my precum-shooting cock. “Oh god, it’s so hard. Oh my god, p-please fuck me? I’m ovulating. If you were inside me, right now, I’d get pregnant for—”

I can’t stand to hear anymore. I grip her around the throat and mouth, pushing her down to the ground. Despite how much she’s just agreed to give me, I find myself furious with her. 

If they have all that fucking money around, why the fuck are they giving me and my barely six-figures of worth such a hard time with my barely fucking five digits of tax evasion? And this bitch was all too eager to do it, just to ruin me, as a rung on her ladder to a political career where she would know how to squirrel her money away better than anyone. 

For the first time today, Avelyn seems surprised at me. 

“Y-yes, darling!” she shouts, clapping her hands. “Oh yes! King! Take her! Make her yours!”

I do. I am. Fuck it. Fuck her. Fuck this. Devils and ghosts and spirits and what the fuck ever. I want to fuck this blonde stupid. My fingers in her mouth, gagging her as she chokes out her compliance even as I slam her into the carpet and spread her legs. 

“Like a man,” Avelyn pushes against my body. Hot milk runs from her tits all over me. “Like a real man. I can’t believe how lucky I am. I’m so lucky, oh fuck...”

I ram myself up inside June, feeling a satisfied electric thrill run through my body as she cums immediately. Fuck, but I am great at that lately. 

“You see how she responds to your glory, darling? You are her King. Her Master. You are the one. Fuck her pregnant. Claim her forever. King.”

I’m not forcing her—she wants it. Avelyn made her want it, somehow. But I am fucking her with that kind of wanton, quick, urgent force—a hatefucking that is passionate and furious and the opposite of what I gave Avelyn this morning. Every thrust is another June cum, wet and furiously thrashy and hot. She clings to me, grabbing my neck and back, desperate for more and more the longer I go.  

Avelyn seems to know this is a hatefuck, too. I would even go far as to say she’s pleased by it, knowing that the kind of loving, aching, losing-myself fuck that I gave her is reserved for her and her alone. 

And I know too that even if I were to be forcing her, Avelyn would be encouraging me, begging me to do it harder, to ignore her pleas and her desperate cries for help. 

As it is, though, June just moans for more as I completely manhandle her. Around us, the carpet burns away—and underneath is another pentagram surrounded by a series of other arcane symbols I don’t recognize. Did Avelyn put these here? Did Evangline?

“Fuck her pregnant.” Avelyn in her dripping hot lingerie shoves me into her from behind. “Complete it. Finish it. Take the power for yourself. Take it. Make it permanent.”

I don’t know what the fuck she’s talking about. Another ritual. I don’t think I need to know—I haven’t already, and at this point, I’m certainly not backing out. June’s eyes flash with pentagrams from the inside-out. Something dark and wicked possessing her—something I’m bringing into this world by fucking her on top of the ancient symbols.

Furniture lifts up in the air all around us. Sulfur filling my nostrils. Fire crawls along the walls in strange lines. 

“Do it, my love.”

Avelyn’s voice melts all possible hesitation. 

“Do it. Please. King.”

I empty inside of June, completely unprotected. My dense, sticky load sprays against her walls and then hard into her g-spot and beyond, unloading in a way that should be impossible for how recently I just came. 

“Yes!” Avelyn moans, wrapping herself even tighter around me. “Yes, darling! Oh yes, yes, yes!” 

I hold June for a long time, shuddering and emptying, before I’m able to pull away. I don’t feel regret. I wish I did, but I don’t. Even though I’ve just fucked another woman, and even though Avelyn isn’t even really my wife, I feel a deep sense of marital intimacy and wholeness that I never thought possible. 

Furniture floats around us. The walls are scorched with hellfire. And all the same, I feel safe. Together. One with my partner.  

She is leaning against me, seeming spent. Softly kissing my shoulder and my neck. Leaking milk all over me and June. I suspected before, but her tits have unquestionably gotten larger. 

“You like them big, don’t you?” she asks me, kissing me hotly. “I’ll make them as big as you like, Master. Anything for you.”

June looks up at me with eyes turned obsidian black, pupilless and cosmically deep. Again, hellfire pentagrams flash inside the darkness. 

“Yes, Master,” she whispers. “Anything for you.”

What the fuck have I gotten into?

And more importantly, why the fuck does it turn me on so much?



# # #
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Succubus Harem – The Witch
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This gorgeous blonde is working my cock like a pro; better than a pro. The lights are off and the restaurant is closed, and she’s servicing me in ways that would put porn stars to shame. 

I’ve never seen someone so in love with a cock. Her lips, so full and fuckable and glistening wet, slide up and down the surface while she maintains full eye contact with me the whole time, promising me with her gaze a thousand lifetimes of endless lustful love. Her body clings to mine, as if the tantalizing inches of her gorgeous curves can’t stand to be away from my flesh. 

She used to be my co-worker. But now she’s my sex slave. 

How the fuck did this happen?

* * * * *
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I’M TIRED, HUNGRY, emotionally fried, and due for about four hours of binge-eating ice cream and napping before falling into a deep coma-like sleep for nearly seventy hours. My legs feel like rubber bands holding up the dumbbells of my feet. I can’t even tell you how many times tonight some customer at a table has asked if I was okay—I know the circles under my eyes tell a story of sleepless nights, and the fraying beard I haven’t been able to shave doesn’t help matters.

The name of the restaurant is Bellissima’s. It’s about two hours past the end of my normal shift, but once again I’ve let the manipulative, painfully hot female members of my staff rope me into working more hours than I should or want. I’m closing for the fifth time this week.

I don’t know that I have a choice; the owner Rose is going to sell this place, and if I can’t keep it running and profitable then she’s going to turn it over to someone who isn’t me. I’ve been saving to buy up my own restaurant for years now—I’ve sacrificed everything for it. A relationship, an education, friends—it all fell to one side in my single-minded quest to own this place by buying it out from Rose. 

I’ve been working since before noon, and it’s ten o’clock now. Closing time. There’s just old man Balboa at his normal window spot—I have tried so many times to get him a new seat so I can put someone young and healthy-looking there to draw in customers, to no avail—and the woman in the corner who has been waiting for over an hour for someone to serve her. 

We keep a small kitchen staff, a small waiting staff. The restaurant itself is small and stylish, with narrow lanes between tables. The kind of place where people are supposed to overhear each other and join in on conversations. Chandeliers hang over most every table emitting dim light; high-backed chairs that are a pain in the ass to put up so we can sweep at night wait, patiently, for me to put them up at every table. 

We’ve got an expensive menu, catered for dating young adults and adults who want to feel younger, and was built on what used to be a cafe. There’s street traffic, and when business was booming, we had a long reservation list. Not anymore. 

Most of our business now comes from young men who want to ogle at our waitresses—and I don’t blame them, they’re all stunning, like a fleet of Nordic-blooded Valkyries (they fight eternally against lifting a finger to do their jobs)—but who haven’t learned yet that none of them will put out. 

I don’t know, maybe they don’t mind the girls won’t sleep with them. Some people just like giving their money away to pretty things.

I approach Leena, our hostess and sometimes-waitress, and maybe the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person. She’s idling through selfies on her phone, admiring her face from different angles. There’s a lot to admire. She’s wearing a tight tartan mini-skirt that’s far too daring for a waitress or hostess job and a pale pink blouse that looks like it might pop open from any moment due to the pressing, insistent gravity of her heavy breasts. 

Her marble-white skin is stunningly clear of any blemishes; she has several thousand insta followers from posting her skin-care routine. Of course I know this because I’m one of them; I don’t use an account with my real name, but I doubt I’d be fooling her if I said I hadn’t seen her in dozens of revealing, cock-hardening bikini shots.

“What’s the story with the woman in the back?” I ask.

She doesn’t look up from her phone. “What woman?” 

“That one,” I point. “Which one do you think?”

She still doesn’t look, turning on her camera now to tilt her chin erotically and suggestively. Christ, she’s a bombshell. 

“She’s waiting for you to wait on her, I guess?”

“Right. I’ve been doing all the other tables. You couldn’t help?”

Leena looks at me like I’m crazy. “I’ve been hostessing, Robert.”

She gave me a look—perfect eyebrows arching—that said, What else do you think I’m going to do? 

The girl wasn’t lazy; she just knew she had me in a corner and got mad tips for just standing pretty at the front no matter what she did. Honestly, if it wasn’t so fucking frustrating to work alongside, I’d respect the hustle. 

For one reason or another, most of the girls here are hustling me. Nora, with legs longer than most Russian novels, turns on her smile and her bright blue eyes whenever she needs a day off. 

Alma, with an ass that I can hardly comprehend it’s so bountifully and bouncifully perfect, pretends to flirt with me when she wants extra hours for more tables and tips. 

Helga, who barely speaks English, with the tightest midsection I’ve ever seen (and she’s always wearing tiny midriff-baring tops to show it off), constantly flashes her cleavage to help me “ignore” her extended bathroom breaks. 

They’re all blondes, all gorgeous, and they all use me like a battery. Ready to fish out of a drawer and recharge whatever they need at any given moment while they’re here. 

Of course, the worst one is Rose Ramsey, my boss, who has led me on the merry chase to owning this place for years now. 

Earlier today, in her office in the back—which should be my office as she’s practically never here anyway—she gave me the low-down on the sale of the restaurant to me. 

“Look, we’re very close,” she had said. “I just need to have this quarter’s numbers, coming at the end of the month. Then I should be able to sell in good conscience.”

Good conscience has nothing to do with it. She wants to be able to maximize her profit from the sale, that’s all, which she’ll be able to do if the quarter’s numbers are up from the last. Ever notice how people with money dress up all their decisions that make them more money in clothes of morality?

Rose is blond, too, and smoking hot. She inherited this place from her rich-ass family, and has shown about as much interest in it as she has a yacht on the other coast or a collection of modern art stuck in a bunker somewhere. It’s distant; it’s remote. 

She’s always reminded me of a femme fatale from old black-and-white movies, maybe because I have the distinct feeling she’ll be the death of me. Her hair is always done up in that thick, voluminous style with a heavy middle-part, and she wears tight, fashionable long skirts and clingy jackets and silk blouses. 

I think her outfit today is from Yves Saint Laurent; it’s the kind of well-made that’s supposed to shout You can’t fucking afford to go out with me. 

“I’ve got the money lined up,” I said. “I’ve had it for a while. And you told me this last quarter, too.”

I saw her restrain herself from rolling her eyes. They’re sparkling ice blue and easy to fall inside of. 

“You’re right.” She offered me a curt smile. “But the situation changed. The economy, you know...what a downturn! No one could have predicted—”

“I just want you to stop jerking me around. I’ve put the time in. This place will be in good hands. You’ll get your percentage. You don’t even want to be here. Why not sell it?”

She set her jaw. She hates it when people talk back to her, especially men. Maybe that’s why I did it.

“Sentimentality, I suppose.” Her fingers float over the opening of her jacket, her blouse. Her bust is exquisite. “You wouldn’t hold a grudge at a girl for just wanting to feel safe, would you, Robert?” 

Ugh. 

I let the matter drop, like I always do. A good dose of shame to start the day. 

No matter how hard I wanted to, I just can’t argue with her—or any of the girls—when they turn on the charm. They’re just too fucking hot. I don’t know what I did to deserve this bizarre hell—surrounded by gorgeous women who are happy to manipulate me but seem to truly detest me—but it must have been bad. 

And that brings us back to Leena—who does as little as possible to hide her derision from me, behind a façade of sweetness that is intentionally designed to appear fragile, so she knows I know she could drop it at any time. 

“I’ve just been really working super hard today,” says Leena. “Are you sure you can’t help me out?”

I might be doing as little as her if all I wanted was a paycheck, but I want to own this place one day and that means I’ve got to work to keep it in business. Leena knows this—all the girls here knew this—because the “real” boss, Rose, makes sure they know. 

All co-workers know a lot about each other. Even so, I feel like we all know more than most. They know all about my drama with Rose, and the thing is—and I sort of hate this—I seem to know all about the love lives of these beautiful young women. 

One way or the other, they’re almost always complaining in my earshot about how none of the men in their lives measure up. It honestly seems to torment them a little, to the point where I’ve often wondered if they were trying to send me signals of romantic interest. But, whenever I’m talking to them, there’s nothing to signal the least bit of attraction. It’s this weird combination of patronizing distance and sororital affectation that I haven’t been able to wrap my head around. 

I try to tell myself, it doesn’t matter—we’re all just workers trying to make a wage and get on with our lives. But I know other places pay more than us, and yet these beauties are just staying here like they’re tied to the place.

There’s something special about this restaurant, that’s all. It’s why I’m obsessed with it, isn’t it? Why Rose won’t sell. There’s something in the air, something we want to be a part of here. We all know it’s coming; knowing what it is seems secondary to feeling it and knowing it is on the way. 

And, of course, I assume it’s going to arrive when I’m finally in charge of it like I should be. Rose, if it weren’t for me, would be running this place into the fucking ground. 

The only time Leena gets off her figurative behind—which is literally unreal in the absolute magnificence of its sultry tight structure in the tight skirts she wears—and does a little waitress work is for tables of guys. They would shower her in tips. She looks at me now, tossing her hair back to one side and running her hands through its lustrous, dark surface. 

God, she’s hot.

“You can take care of whoever it is, right?” She looks in the woman’s direction. “You said it was a girl? You know I don’t do girl tables. Please?”

She gave me her best little-girl eyes. I’m old enough to be her dad and of course I fall for it. I’ve seen her talk with boyfriends she’s dumped, losers who try to buy back her time, and the bitchiness readings when she’s around them are positively nuclear. She might be pretending to be nice to me, but at least she’s not actively being awful. 

I sigh. “Fine. Would you help Balboa out, then?”

“He tipped me when he came in.”

“He orders the same thing every night and says it’s the first time he’s ever had it. From the way he dresses and tips, I’d bet he’s sitting on a mountain of disposable income. I guarantee you, Leena, you can be milking him for way more.”

Something wicked and deeply hot lit up in her bright eyes, a money-hungry lasciviousness that I’m dying to be able to feed, if only I had the money ready. She’s young enough to not realize how happy any well-off man would be to just facilitate her greed. Like everything else, greed looks stunning on her.

“Great!” She twirls and starts strutting toward her prey. “You’re all right, Robert. I don’t care what Rose says about you.”

I’d like to get home before midnight, so I don’t stop and ruminate on what that means, though of course it sets alarm bells ringing. 

On my way to the woman in the back—who still is just quiet, waiting under a dark hood of some kind—Brie pulls me aside. 

“I’m shutting it down.”

She means the kitchen, of course. 

Brie is a terribly pretty young blonde (I know, another one) who would be even prettier—though she would draw-and-quarter me for saying it—if she smiled more. I don’t say that kind of thing because I happen to like my guts in my body and staying in one piece, and also because, fuck it, I don’t smile much at work either. 

But her facial features are so outrageously sexy—plump lips, cosmically perfect nose, elegant cheek bones—that it’s usually all I can think when I see her for at least several seconds. It would be nuts to me that she isn’t married to some wealthy, hung dude, except I know she’s a confirmed lesbian. 

And you know what? That’s still nuts; don’t lesbians marry on the second date? She dates a new girl a week, practically, but never seems happy with them. 

Tonight, she’s wearing a tight white blouse and a pair of athletic yoga tights that really show the curvature of her ass. It’s not our standard uniform, but I stopped trying to enforce that when all the girls just complained to Rose that I was being sexist. Bizarrely, they all only dress even sexier than the requisite black pants or skirt and long-sleeved button-up top. 

“Come on.” I point to the woman waiting in the back. “Let me at least see what she wants to order.”

Brie looks back. “I don’t see anybody.”

“Don’t be like that. Come on. We’ve got a customer, we should just do our job. She’s been waiting for an hour.”

“And she’s still here? She should take a hint.”

“We should take an order,” I hiss, “that’s how we get paid.”

Brie crosses her arms. There is a stark familiarity between us even though we’re not friends; the best way I can describe it is kind of how you can immediately talk to a cousin you haven’t seen for ten years like you were just picking up a conversation you set down ten minutes ago. 

It’s a good thing she’s not especially busty, or I’d probably made a fool of myself several times over by making passes at her, even though I know she’s not into guys. I’m a sucker for big breasts. 

The only reason I haven’t ever asked Leena out is because I don’t think I’ve ever seen her not with a boyfriend of some kind. 

Well, that, and that she would laugh in my face, somewhere in and out of asking me how much money was in my bank account. 

The truth is, I have an awful lot saved up—but it’s for this restaurant, and nothing else. 

“Tell her we can do salads and sandwiches and soups,” Brie says finally. “Everything else is out. All right? And I’m going to start cleaning. I’ve got to get home, Robert.”

“Fine. Sure. Just stick around long enough so that I can get her food.”

She nods and her lips hint at a smile. “You’re all right, Robert. Even with all that stuff Rose says about you.”

Goddammit.

* * * * *
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FINALLY I APPROACH the woman at the end of the restaurant. The lights flicker as I get closer, and something about her dark visage draws me in. I can’t quite make out any part of her distinctly; the cloak she’s wearing makes it hard. Who wears a cloak? 

The air as I approach tastes funny in my mouth, like something is burning—but something that I want to burn. Like charbroiled meat, maybe; something that tasted much better when it had those grill marks.

The closer I get, the more I see I was wrong—she’s not wearing a cloak at all—but a large blood-red hat. The kind that femme fatales would wear in movies. The kind that—and I’m not proud—I’ve thought about femme fatale-prototype Rose wearing in late-night, need-to-cum-fast-and-hard jerk-off fantasies. 

And she’s not in the darkness, not even remotely—if anything, there’s a spotlight on her, and god, what a her there is to spotlight. 

She’s stunning. Long, disastrously long, sensually long, painfully long legs tied up in a tiny red sleeveless dress that fits so tight and skimpy it’s like lingerie. Enormous, perky, heaving breasts, shoved together and up by the tight red fabric of her dress, exposing her delectable collarbones. Her face is pure sin, seemingly designed to provoke hard, unstoppable desires to hold her down and kiss her until she’s moaning in my mouth. She looks up at me with open eagerness at my arrival, plush lips parting in surprise and delight. 

“I’m sorry you had to wait so long,” I say by way of apology. “Our hostess doesn’t always have the best manners.”

“It’s quite all right.” Her eyes smolder from under her hat. “I don’t mind at all. I’ve waited such a long time for you anyway, a few extra minutes here or there don’t matter much.”

Her eyes almost seem green one moment, then yellow, then orange. Flickering like flames. She looks almost like Brie, but that’s an insult to the beauty before me. Brie is cute and sexy, this woman is sex incarnate. 

They share deeply similar facial features, but everything about her is exaggerated and refined, like she had spent three hours in a glam studio getting ready for this exact meeting—but still looking effortless enough to let me know that very much did not happen. It was all just easy for her. 

“Won’t you sit down with me?” she asks. “I’ve been waiting so long. It would make me feel so delighted to sit with a man, a real man, like you.”

“Un...unh?”

I have a hard time putting together words, putting together thoughts. Jesus fiery fuck, this woman is gorgeous. I turn, by way of protesting, pointing at the restaurant—but everyone’s gone. Leena’s outside with Balboa, holding her purse and ready to leave. He hands her a small stack of bills and then another when she pouts. 

Fuck, she really knows how to work. 

“They’re all leaving,” says the woman. “It’s just you and me. I’ll make you so comfortable. Please, won’t you sit?”

I try to think about Brie in the kitchen, how she might come back, but then my eyes wander up and down this beauty’s body again. Her hand out, gloved and elegant, dainty, eager to bring me down with her. 

It doesn’t feel like there’s much of a choice. 

The second I sit, she wraps herself around me, sliding her leg over my thigh and pushing her heavy tits onto my arm. Pawing and crawling on me like a lovestruck teenager. 

“I’m so sorry,” she says, her voice so sultry and small. “I thought I could control myself. I really and truly did. That’s why they sent me—I was the one least in love with you already. B-but...now you’re here, and I can smell you, feel you...oh my god. Can you feel it too?”

Her gloved hand slid across my cock and somehow—as if by magic—I’m already unzipped and my shaft slips into her capable, stroking hands. 

“What is this?” I ask. I feel drugged. How long have I been sitting here? It feels like hours somehow. “Who are you?”

“I’m Gabrielle. I’m the scout,” she says, as if that explains everything. “Though I’m also our best at witchcraft. We had to make sure you were the real deal. Mistress was so certain you were; she’s had dreams about you for ages and ages, but the rest of us were so skeptical.”

She starts kissing my neck, my chin, my lips. I get lost in the moment; this is confusing, confused, confounding. I don’t care. She kisses me back hard, kissing me like I’m the only crush she’s ever had and like she’s had it for years, like I’m the rock star she’s been practicing for with pillows for the past six months. I’ve never had a kiss like this. I lose myself in it, sliding my tongue over hers, her red lips pressed hard against mine. I stop and suck at her lips, squeezing her tits roughly, grabbing her this way and that as she continues to stroke my hard, straining, precum-streaming cock. 

“Please be real?” she whimpers. 

My hand slides up to her ass, squeezing tight. It’s even tighter than Leena’s somehow. How is someone this gorgeous and stacked this tiny? Her waist can’t be wider than twenty inches. I think my hands could wrap around it entirely. 

“I need you so bad.” Feverish whispers. “We all do. I’ve needed you my whole life. I need to be yours, oh fuck, oh f-fuck...”

All of a sudden she’s cumming, pushing her greedy lips against my neck and chin and face, whimpering and crying a little, stroking me even more soulfully than before. Somehow, even with her gloves on, the stroking is soft and perfectly frictionless, especially as my juices build up on her glove. 

“F-fuck!” she groans, her body convulsing with pleasure. My cock, straining, pulses inside her tight, soft grip. “Please? Please be real. You’re our savior. You’re our god. You don’t understand. Oh god, you must think I’m crazy, but I need you, I need to taste it, please?”

She means my cock—and the cum that I’m about to shoot all over this fucking restaurant. Of course I nod yes—and right away she slides her lips over my turgid cock head, down my brilliantly hard shaft, making out with my cock in a loving display that almost makes me oddly jealous. 

I can’t last long. I’ve been without a girlfriend for over a year and even she was never much for sucking cock. In fact, all my girlfriends have been distant and reserved and prudish—I have the worst luck. 

Or I did? This girl certainly seems to want everything about me and the kind of attention she’s lavishing on me makes me think I must have paid her millions.

Her lips work up and down my heavy cock, enveloping me withing her warm, soft, wet mouth. She’s sucking me all the way down, my length pushing against the back of her throat. She starts humming, and then she’s clearly cumming, and she swallows—bringing the flesh of her throat to close in beautifully on my ultra-sensitive cockhead. 

I explode, and Gabrielle moans, sucking me down with relish. I can’t remember ever cumming so much—and even so she swallows every drop. Not a single bit gets on her elegant outfit; she looks ready to hang on my arm at some gala. 

I can’t believe this. I can’t believe—after this day, this week, this fucking decade—this beautiful girl just showed up and begged me to let her suck my cock like this. Who is she? And more importantly, how fucking soon can I marry her?

The pleasurable after-thoughts only last a few moments before we’re interrupted, however, and reality comes crashing back down. 

“Robert?” 

I whip my head over to see Brie, jaw-dropped. 

“What the fuck is happening?” She has her hands on her hips. 

“Sorry, I...”

I try to explain. I’m just having the most passionate, intense makeout-blowjob session of my life with this utterly gorgeous woman, and it was very spontaneous, but very consensual, and please let me just go home with her—but Gabrielle is gone. Disappeared. 

* * * * *
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THERE’S NO EVIDENCE of Gabrielle whatsoever. I look around, startled, pulling the seat cushions this way and that. My cum is everywhere—pretty much the biggest load I’ve ever shot—and it’s sliding down the bottom of the table and all over my pants and shoes. 

“What the fuck is happening?” I ask, flabbergasted.

“I’m ahead of you there,” said Brie. 

She turns around and lets me put my pants back on. She turns around when I do, and then blanches when she sees the massive mess still all over me and the table. 

“Oh my god,” she grimaces. “This is gross. You’re so gross. When did you get so gross?”

“No, you don’t understand,” I say. “There was this girl. She looks a lot like you, actually, and, her name is even Gabrielle, a-and—”

“Oh my god, you’re jerking off to me?” she starts walking away. “I quit. Or you’re fired. Or something. This is done. Holy shit.’

She walks off, and I’m left feeling dumbfounded. What happened? Where was Gabrielle? Why did she look so much like Brie? What the hell happened? 

More of my cum drips from the table down to the floor. There’s so much of it.

Oh god, what the hell happened? I—I must have lost my mind somehow, starting jerking off in the corner after work? Why would I do that? I mean sure, jesus, Brie and Leena were both truly hot, but that was no excuse. What had I been thinking?

I stand there for a few minutes, just babbling to myself, half-sentences.

“I must have...no...but then...how did...who...?”

It felt so real. I had been so convinced. 

Brie comes out from the back one more time, holding her back and glaring holes into my skull. She opens her mouth to say something, stops, shakes herself, almost says something again, and walks out. 

As soon as she’s out the door, gloved hands slides across my shoulders and then my chest.

“She’s so pretty,” says Gabrielle. “Do you want her?”

“Holy fuck!”

I jump a good three feet straight up and dash to one side, hands up. 

“Where did you go? What the fuck happened?”

Gabrielle is staring out at the parking lot at Brie—who is now screaming obscenities and kicking the gravel as she waits for her ride share. It starts to rain, and pretty hard too, and soon enough she’s soaked and even more pissed off. Rain drops plaster her short hair to her face and forehead. Her tits are easily visible through her white top.

“I think you want her,” says Gabrielle. “She looks just like me...and you want me, don’t you, darling?”

And then moments later, she steps outside—by which I mean—she just appears outside. She takes one step right in front of me in between the many rows of tables and chairs—and in the next step she’s outside. 

I stand up, jaw agape, as Gabrielle approaches Brie. I can see in the bright lights of the parking lot how completely similar the two of them look. The only difference is Gabrielle’s elegant outfit and her body, which is sexier in all the ways that matter: tighter, taller, bustier, more thick blond hair to run my fingers through. 

But they are similar—too similar to even be sisters. It’s like they’re the same person, just Gabrielle is enhanced somehow.

Gabrielle walks this way and that around Brie, smiling. Putting on a show because she knows I’m watching. Brie doesn’t seem to have any awareness she’s there. It’s like I’m the only one, somehow, who can see Gabrielle at all. She winks at me and does a standing back handspring that takes her more than fifteen seconds to complete—moving s l o o o o o w to show off her insane musculature. 

For me. This is all for me.

Showing off like that. All for me. 

Why does this woman—this...ghost? This witch? What is she?—why does she love me like this? Because it is love—unrestrained, unadulterated, unstoppable love. I can see it in her face, hear it in her voice. She’s utterly infatuated.  

Christ, I’m hard again. How am I hard again? I just came all over the fucking restaurant. 

But I am hard, the hardest I’ve been in my whole life. My cock pushes intently against my pants, straining, groaning at every movement Gabrielle makes around the unsuspecting Brie. 

To just affirm I’m not losing my mind, I rush behind the desk at the front of the restaurant and check the security feed. It registers nothing; just Brie out there all by herself in the black and white. I look back and forth a dozen times at least. Brie catches me looking and flips me off, and this seems to be the final straw for Gabrielle; she puts a finger on Brie’s head and there’s a bright flash of light. 

The flash lasts for a long time, a bubble of pure white surrounding the two of them that is so bright it turns both of them into pale shadow outlines of themselves. The pouring rain hisses at it strikes the bubble, rising up in a cloud of steam. Symbols flicker above their heads, ancient runic letters that make me both terribly excited and afraid. My adrenaline is pumping, urging me to run. But when it comes to fight or flight, I’ve always been freeze, and I can’t shake that now. 

Finally the flash fades and just the two of them remain. But they look different now. Brie standing up ramrod straight, her face expressionless with her mouth slightly empty. Before, she had her arms gathered up to hide the transparency of her blouse in the rain; now they hang at her side and her wet, brilliant tits are on display. 

Gabrielle smiles confidently, wickedly, and locks eyes with me from all the way out in the parking lot. 

She snaps her fingers—they both snap their fingers, actually—and the lights go out in the parking lot and the restaurant. 

This is like a horror movie, what the fuck is happening? 

I back up from the door, almost checking it to make sure it’s locked until I remember that very much didn’t matter before when she fucking just teleported straight outside. 

Inside the restaurant, an unearthly red and purple glow fills the darkness. It’s just enough to see my surroundings, but anything could be hiding in the shadows. It reminds me of a blacklight from a strip club. 

I see, or I almost see, more of those runic symbols at the edge of the glow.

Somehow I put enough thoughts and will together to start getting the fuck out of here. Whatever Gabrielle is, it’s something I don’t want to deal with—no matter how fucking gorgeous she is or how beautifully she stroked my straining, aching, still-hard-somehow cock.

I turn one direction and start walking—and Gabrielle’s there at the end of the aisle. Startled, I turn back around, and she’s there again, closer this time. Turning, shuffling, I start to clamber over a table, and she’s sitting in the seat waiting for me. 

“Please, darling.” Her voice is a volcanically hot plea. “Won’t you let me show you how much I care?”

I slide off the table and stop entirely, watching her slowly stand up. She tosses her hat to one side and it evaporates into nothing and then shakes out her golden hair in a sexy, long, thick mess. I know very much she’s not corporeal, but all the same I hear her heels clacking on the floor and feel her fingers as they slide once more across my chest. 

“What do you want?”

“I want to show you how much I love you,” she says, kissing into my ear. My knees are weak. “Is that so very hard to believe? A man like you wanted so badly by a woman like me?”

“Yes, frankly.”

She giggles. “I suppose I’ll just have to be very persuasive, then. Until there’s no doubt left, and you know intimately how much I adore every thing about you.” She licks my neck and nips it just slightly. “Fuck, you smell so good.”

Brie approaches out from the shadows; her eyes are stark white, pupilless. A blank slate, completely open to anything anyone might say. Her mouth, with those lusciously full lips, is slightly open, and a trail of shiny drool slides down from the side of her mouth down her chin and into her blouse. 

“The ceremony is nearly complete,” says Gabrielle. “But you’ll need to help to complete it.”

What happens then is like a strange puppet show. Gabrielle acts, and Brie follows. They’re completely linked in their movements and words. Gabrielle mimes opening a blouse she’s not wearing, button by button, and Brie does it for real. Her breasts are beautiful handfuls, her nipples erect. The rain from outside has left her body sparkling wet. She discards the blouse and they both kneel down. 

“I worship you, Master,” they say. “I’m so utterly, helplessly in love with you. I’m lost without you. Please, fuck me? Please make me real?”

Gabrielle’s eyes are burning white coals, dazzling and bright and dark all at once. Brie says everything she does, echoing shortly. Her voice sounds a little robotic, empty like her eyes. 

I am embarrassed at how hot I find this. How exciting it is to see Brie so blank and empty, naked. Completely vulnerable before me. I could do anything at all to her and she would never know—she would urge me on, with Gabrielle’s guidance. 

“I’ll never hurt you, Master,” they say. “I’ll obey you in every way. Won’t you let me show you how safe this is?”

Gabrielle nods and squints just slightly, appearing to indicate something to Brie. The blank beauty then proceeds, by herself, to reach out for my cock, fumbling for my zipper. Moaning. Hips gyrating. Breathing fast and hard and quivering like she’s cumming. 

“She is cumming, Master,” says Gabrielle, answering my unspoken question. “She can’t help it. She sees the truth of who you are now, thanks to me. And she needs your cock. Her need for you makes her cum. Her love for you makes her cum. Your presence in her life makes her cum. Everything about you makes her cum.”

Gabrielle pushes into me, sitting me down at the nearest chair. Pushing her heavy, gorgeous tits into my face, rubbing them against my cheek. Cradling my head into them. Kissing the crown of my head. I can feel the ungodly heat emanating from her pussy and I know it’s just for me. I can feel her even though I’m the only one who can see her.

“What does that mean?” This is so bizarre, and everything Gabrielle says makes it more outlandish. “What are—fuck, that’s good.”

Brie slips her lips over my thick, hard cock and immediately takes me in all the way, her lips pushing against my crotch and the bush of thick hair there. I can feel my cock pulsating against her throat, where she somehow knows how to create the kind of suction that makes it feel like I’m fucking a pussy. 

“I taught her that,” says Gabrielle. 

“Fucking...when?”

I’m doing that that thing where I don’t know where to put my hands. I’m grabbing the sides of the chair and pulsing my hips up and down, both struggling to get away and desperate that this feeling never stop. Fuck! Blank-brained Brie is so good at sucking cock. 

“Mistress taught me the pledge,” says Gabrielle, as if that means something to me. “Won’t you let me make it to you?”

“I don’t know...” I shake my head. “I don’t know what that means.’

“It means I’ll be pledged to you. Obsessed with you. Aching for you. Needy for you. All my beauty. All my skill at witchcraft. All my desire and aching and passion will belong to you, forever. Don’t you want that?”

I try to look up into her eyes, but instead I just turn more into her hefty, sumptuous cleavage. The reply I might have had slides out of my mouth as her tits slide over it. I can’t help but taste her skin, sinful and sweet, licking around her nipples while Brie continues to suck and slurp and kiss. A little dribble of milk slid out from her nipple and—despite how unusual it was, how taboo—once smelling it and tasting the trail it left, I could not help but lick up the drop itself. 

Then something...something changes. 

Something about tasting her drives my aggression, my need for answers. My need for control. 

I’ve never established much control in the bedroom. I’ve had fantasies from time to time. Who hasn’t? But now I was living in a fantasy, and everything seemed like it was on the table. Tasting Gabrielle’s milk, my blood felt spiked with testosterone. I grabbed her by the neck roughly and forced her down on the ground next to Brie. 

She giggled, happy at this, preening at how large my hands were compared to her tiny neck and delicate clavicles. My other hand slides onto Brie’s head—and for a moment I think about pushing her off. I clearly can. I clearly can do whatever the fuck I want with her. 

So, choking Gabrielle, I hold Brie down, gagging her on my cock.

Gabrielle, so close to the action, quivers and squirms. I see for the first time the naked, insane greedy lust on her face at what Brie is doing. 

No matter what else is happening, she really does want my cock inside her. 

I speak through gritted teeth. “What. Is. Happening?” 

“I’m...” Gabrielle is having trouble thinking. Her fingers sliding up into her cunt, which is audibly wet. Staring at Brie. Jealous, lust-drunk, opening and closing her mouth like she’s sucking herself. “I-I’m the scout...”

“You said that already. I don’t know what the fuck that means. What are you?”

“I’m...from somewhere else.”

I shake her roughly, tightening my grip on her throat. 

“R-really! I’m trying to explain. I’ve never had to before. I’m sorry.” 

My grip relaxes slowly. For a moment, the only sounds are Gabrielle’s orgasmically enthusiastic servicing of my cock. I hardly notice that I haven’t cum yet, lasting well beyond even my best record for a blowjob. I want to cum, but I don’t have to. I feel completely in control of it. The taste of Gabrielle’s milk still fills my mouth.

“I...I come from a reality beside yours. We’ve cleaned it out, looking for you. Gathered all the power we can.”

“What does that mean?”

“We...in the other places, people thought we were demons. We turn them on, make them want us, make them vulnerable. And then we take everything from them. Wealth, power, life. It doesn’t matter.” She’s fingering desperately now, recalling this depravity and staring at my cock being serviced. “No one matters to us but each other...and...”

I shake her once. “And?”

“And you. We need you. It’s all for you. We’re desperate to find you. I can’t wait to tell them.” 

What she describes—turning people on to take from them, drain them, sounds like a succubus to me. It would sound so crazy and unbelievable if it wasn’t happening to me right now. 

Was this where the notion even came from? Extra-dimensional beings stealing the vitality of others for their own plans? I certainly had read and seen enough science-fiction to be familiar with the theory that hell, such that it was, was just another dimension. Maybe Gabrielle came from one such dimension, a dimension of lust and sin, wanton desires gone rampant...

“Why me?”

Brie chokes loudly on my cock and I relinquish my hold on her a bit. She had been turning a deathly shade of blue. 

“You’re complaining?” Gabrielle giggles, glancing at the beautiful Brie doing her work. 

I squeeze her throat a little tighter. “Answer me.”

“I...I don’t know, exactly,” she chokes out. “Mistress dreams of you. So many dreams of you and you alone. She’s cum for you across ages, worshiping you from dimension to dimension. You’ve never felt her need for you?”

I don’t know how to answer that, exactly, except to feel my need to cum down Brie’s throat rising terribly.

“She says it’s kind of like a pheromone. There’s something you—only you, god, did we ever search—just you that makes you irresistible to us. We’d find little interdimensional traces of you here and there, and only the top girls get them. Like relics of your lust. I always got left out.”

I grunt. It’s hard to believe anyone as sexy as Gabrielle could be on the bottom of the totem pole...but fuck it, it’s hard to believe any of this.

“Like I said, I was skeptical...but I believe it all now. And I need you to fuck Brie here. Please?”

“Why?”

“Fucking her links us, don’t you see?” she purrs, sliding her slick fingers in and out of her cunt. “In that beautiful moment of orgasm directly from your Cock, the portal in her mind opens—and then I slip in and take over. Don’t you want that? Don’t you want to make me real, here, in this dimension?”

She seems to have recovered somewhat from the proximity to Brie’s cocksucking. She slides my hand off her neck and slips it over her chest. I can feel her heartbeat, intense and ethereal though it is. 

“Wouldn’t you like to have me all to yourself? I’ll bring you all the girls you want. We don’t have to tell Mistress right away, if that freaks you out. You could just fuck anyone you want and I’d encourage you all the whole happy way, Daddy. I’ll keep my power...and my beauty. I know you like how I look better than Brie there.”

I grunt, nodding. I really do. Brie is a premiere beauty, but Gabrielle is on another level, like a living fantasy. I try horribly to remember my morality. What use is ethics if you just throw it away because a gorgeous woman wants you to?

“Look, you’ve got to...you’ve done something to Brie. Right? You need to undo it.”

She shrugged. “I can, but you won’t like it.”

“Why not?”

“Because she’ll be insane. I’ve connected her with my love for you. Unless she fucks you, she’s broken forever. My love is so powerful, Master. My love transcends universes. It’s brought me across time and space and here, right now, to serve you. We’re all here to serve you. I can break my link with this vessel, but all that means is she’ll be broken inside, suffering and miserable for the rest of her days, which will probably be short.” She adds in a hot whisper, “Suicide is common in my experience. My love is powerful like that. Doesn’t that make you hard? Knowing that I’ll kill myself without you?”

Oh, oh, oh fuck it really shouldn’t but it really does.

“It’s true, Master. I’ll kill myself without you. I’ve lived for a long time, for millennia, ages and ages and epochs, but none of that means anything if I don’t get to serve you. I’ll kill myself if I don’t get to suck your cock—and this is the only way I can.”

“B-by-by taking her over? Possessing her?”

“Yes.”

“But...Brie, she...dies?”

Gabrielle shrugs. “She gets...absorbed. Part of me. Like lots of others. All one beautiful part of the whole. I’m young compared to the other girls, but quite old compared to you.” Her milk leaks all over my groping hands. I’m so close to cumming. “I’ve got entire dimensions of need inside me. Reality after reality after reality of the same girl, folded up into one perfected package, dedicated just. For. You.”

That’s so absurdly hot. I grunt, cumming hard, spilling into Brie’s mouth while I fuck her harder. Gabrielle gasps at each thrust, cooing with excitement, urging me to fuck her mouth and spill everything.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpers. “Just like that. Just like that!”

That finally hits home—that word: Master. She’s said it a few times already but I’m in love with it now. Gabrielle, acting quickly, slides up behind Brie and guides her down to the ground. She wraps around Brie like a glove and spreads her wide, using her legs to keep Brie’s legs open and wrapping her arms around Brie’s throat and chest almost like a choke hold. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Gabrielle begs. “Fuck her, please. Fuck me. Fuck us. Make me real for you.”

I’m in no state to disagree. Both of them want me so much. Even Brie, blank as she is, is whimpering constantly and dripping with need. I slide down into them and both pairs of legs quickly wrap around me, encouraging me further, and my still-hard cock slides heatedly into Brie’s waiting, pulsing entrance. 

I’ve stopped questioning why I’m still hard. It just seems to be the state of the case now when I’m near Gabrielle. I accept it; I accept this outlandish situation; I accept her. I want her. My throbbing hard cock pushes in and out of her tight, young cunt—and right away I can see Gabrielle phasing in and out of Brie, already closer to becoming one with her. 

“Yes, Daddy,” they groan together. “Just like that! Do it! Fuck my cunt. Fuck me hard. Make me real. Make me your slave. Complete the ritual, please?”

Gabrielle’s mouth shifts all around Brie’s head, sometimes to one side, sometimes directly over her mouth. Urging me on. Fuckherfuckherfuckher. Chanting ritually, an occultist of my Cock. 

I’m so fucking beyond turned on and confused. I give in to the madness further, no longer focusing on the shifting form of Gabrielle and just focusing on Brie’s pliant, perfect flesh.

I want her. Wanted her for so long. This dumb bitch thought she was a fucking lesbian and now she’s crying out in orgasmic pleasure from my cock. Every thrust into her makes her cum again, tightens her cunt’s grip on my stiffness and coaxes me closer to cumming inside her at last. 

“That’s it!” they moan. “That’s it! Oh my fuck, my Master, please! Please cum in me!”

As I fuck Brie, I see Gabrielle sinking more and more inside her vessel. Gabrielle, between clutches of orgasmic pleasure, chants something in an ornate, regal-sounding tongue—I can only assume it’s the pledge she mentioned before. I see more tinges of those runic symbols on periphery of my vision, only now instead of scaring me, they just turn me on. 

It’s working—this is working. It’s happening. This thousand year-old sex goddess succubus is becoming my real life slave!

I know that the ritual is really, truly everything that was promised when Brie and Gabrielle’s eyes both start to blend, becoming for a moment a white-hot, burning red and white mash-up of lust. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Make me real! Make me yours! Yours forever, yes!”

We’re not wearing any protection. I could easily get her pregnant. I feel myself hoping that I do—that would be the ultimate win, the perfect finale. Turning this lesbian brat into my slavish worshiper because of the power of my cock. I’m already changing her body. Her legs have lengthened, her milk-leaking tits larger and sexier, her hair longer with every stroke. My cock changes her—it should own her by getting her pregnant. 

The thought overwhelms me. Licking her enlarged tits, biting her shoulder, fingers digging into her back muscles and ass, I let go entirely. My cum shoots into her hard—somehow harder than all the others tonight. I feel like I’m blasting a hose inside her, covering her walls with my sticky, virile seed.  

It’s done. Gabrielle—there is only Gabrielle now—is exhausted. Her body transformed completely into the wet dream that appeared to me earlier tonight in a purely ethereal form, now completely physical and completely my property. My own succubus slave. 

The last thought I have as I start to slide into a euphoric slumber, with Gabrielle nestled against my body, is something I should have asked already:

If I’m so irresistible, why can’t I ever get laid with any of these women in the first place?


# # #
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I’m pounding Gabrielle against the wall of my small apartment, cracking the plaster all the way through to the concrete, when the doorbell rings.

Gabrielle is perfectly wrapped around my body. Staring soulfully into my eyes—she’s always staring, always adoring—babbling runic gibberish I can’t quite understand. Bright red and purple runes apparate and dissipate when she speaks, shattering with happy sizzling noises, the sparks of them flying over our bodies. The bulge of my cock is visible in her delectably thin torso; I can feel my thickness against my own midsection when I grip her tight. 

Knocks now. Just for fun, I knock back—fucking Gabrielle’s tight, gorgeous bod even harder against the wall. 

Probably another neighbor coming by to complain. I live in a shitty, tiny apartment inside of a big complex, the kind where all the crappy rooms of our lives sort of congeal from the ongoing stickiness of the suck we’re in from having to live in such an arrangement. A dilapidated courtyard sits in the middle surrounded by the four walls of stacked, cramped motel-style apartments. It’s possible for me to live in a nicer place, but not a cheaper one, and all my money has been saved for years now to start my restaurant. 

The couple that originally came by to complain, I apologized to. Then I fucked Gabrielle a little longer—I can’t seem to stop fucking her when I’m awake, she’s so brilliantly hot and needy and willing—and drank some more of her milk while I was licking her fantastic tits, and I felt the need to apologize fade from me. Like heat from a dying flame untended in the woods. 

When the couple came by again—the woman—I threatened her without threatening her. The way sometimes you’ll see in movies. Strong men knowing how to say words like “force” or “make” or “difficult” in just the right tone to make sure a woman understands her proper place. 

I felt a little dirty afterward, for some reason, but then Gabrielle sucked me soulfully for an hour and I forgot all about any bad feelings. Even now, I only remember forgetting that I had them.

Then the guy came by. He was pissed. He made real threats. Legal threats. He talked about the police. I told him the police wouldn’t get here in time to put his leg back in its socket. All the time, Gabrielle whispering and licking my ear, wearing nothing but barely-there jean cut-off shorts and an a-frame shirt glistening transparent from the nonstop stream of her magical milk.

The guy was smart and fucked off, after I made him apologize. 

Again, a kind of a dirty feeling...and again, I forgot all about it when Gabrielle shoved me inside her from behind and had me fuck her while she flipped through photos of my favorite jack-off photos I have stored on my tablet. 

She’s a deeply, completely good girlfriend. All she wants is for me to be hard and happy. It’s difficult to argue with such devotion, no matter how it presents. 

It’s Sunday afternoon now and Gabrielle came into my life late Friday. During all my waking hours, I’ve been fucking her furiously. No work. No going outside. Total fucking lockdown. So right now we’re going on forty hours of a life full of nothing but fucking the deeply perfect body of a complete dream girl. 

Knocking, more knocking. I can smell the girl outside. She smells like a virgin.

Somehow, through all this, I started to be able to control my orgasms. So as I fuck Gabrielle against the load-bearing walls of the apartment, shaking the whole building like I’m taking a sledgehammer to it, she begs me to cum. 

And the doorbell rings.

“Please, Master,” Gabrielle moans. “Please. Oh god, my god, my Master, please...!”

She’s insatiable. She’s in love with me; I believe that for sure. She may want something else from me, but the way I’ve fucked her, the way I’ve changed, she couldn’t be faking her love for me at this point. 

I cum inside Gabrielle now, filling her with a hot, intense load of my seed. We lock eyes, sharing the pleasure of our orgasm in each other’s gaze, lips meeting and leaving, meeting and leaving as I pump in every last bit of my virile white-hot seed into her aching, needy body. 

The doorbell rings again. 

Staggering away from Gabrielle, leaving her in a pile of broken plaster and full of my cum, I walk through the wreckage of my apartment. None of the furniture is in one piece except for my mattress, which I had to remove from my broken bed, now piled in one corner. 

There’s been long, long hours where I’ve been asleep, mostly during the day. Gabrielle’s told me she went out—doesn’t sleep, apparently—but I haven’t gotten around to asking her questions about where yet. I know she’s picked up a lot of clothes, each piece sexier than the last.

At the door is my landlord’s daughter, Nadine. She’s spectacularly cute, short, and busty, wearing thick glasses with her hair in a heavy, sexy bun. She’s got on a tank top that does nothing for her modesty but everything for her heavy tits, and tight red shorts that are painted on her ass. 

She’s asking for it. 

The thought fills my head, though it’s not the kind of thought I ever have. But Gabrielle...Gabrielle has changed so much about me. 

“The fuck do you want?” 

She is too stunned to answer for several moments. Looking at my naked body, the disaster zone of my apartment, the proud hard cock shining with my and Gabrielle’s juices. That my cock is hard is no surprise to me; it’s been hard now since the second I met Gabrielle. Like a switch was turned on and then broken, never to turn off again. It drips hot pre-cum in a small, quickly-forming puddle at Nadine’s feet. 

“D-do you wanna put some clothes on?” she rasps, finally.

“What the fuck do you want, girl?”

“There’s...complaints. And...damages...”

She keeps looking around me. It’s hard to do. I’ve grown. My body is layered now in thick, hard muscle. I have the body of a natural-born athlete half my age. I don’t know how, exactly, but I’ve got some guesses. 

Gabrielle has recovered—she’s almost as quick as I am—and struts in her terrifically tall tall heels to slide up behind me. She’s always wearing heels; I find it so fucking sexy. There are bags and bags and boxes and boxes of them on top of the console table next to the kitchen; I don’t know how she paid for them and I don’t care. I hope she didn’t pay for them. The idea of a girl of mine using her own money feels gross to me. 

Fully behind me, her chin just barely cresting my shoulder, she wraps a hand around my cock. Her arms are so long. I feel the heat of her cunt smoldering against my ass cheeks. Her tits are out, leaking warm milk down my back, but she’s still got her cut-off shorts on. They’re so easy to move aside, and she looks so sexy in them, that I want her to keep them on. 

“What does this sexy bitch want, Master? Does she want to fuck you too?”

My cock jumps at the praise, and Gabrielle strokes me in kind, knowing it would excite me. 

“I don’t know. What do you want, girl?”

“There’s...” she clears her throat. “Reparations. Payment for the damages. And...you have to keep it down.” Somehow she starts to find a rhythm in her speech. I can see the stark jealousy in her eyes at Gabrielle’s easy confidence in touching and stroking me. She looks mesmerized, unable to turn away. “This is a family establishment. You can’t just...just fuck all the time and break everything.”

“Oh yeah?” Gabrielle sneers. “What are you gonna do about it, bitch?” 

“That’s a good question.”

My voice is a low growl. I’m much, much larger than Gabrielle, who towers over Nadine. So when I lean forward on the door frame, the entire building shuddering with the power of my heavily-muscled strength, it makes Nadine look two feet tall. 

“Come on,” I say. “What are you gonna do about it, Nadine? What do you think you can do before I find you to make what you do stop?”

“He will make you stop if he doesn’t like it, bitch,” Gabrielle chimes in. “You live in that apartment on the top floor, right? Do you keep your door locked? Do you think it matters if you do? Look at him.”

To punctuate the point, I squeeze the door frame. The molding cracks and splinters like it’s rotten. Nadine yelps. 

“The...the police...I’ll call...”

“Think about that, Nadine,” I say. “Think about what I’m saying to you. Think about what’s happened. They’ll do what, give me a warning? Write me a citation for property damage and noise complaints? Write me an eviction, Nadine, and you have to give me a certain number of days to vacate. What happens, Nadine, in those days? What happens to you?”

“Th-th-this is...you’re threatening me—”

Gabrielle is stroking me so fast, so urgently. I feel the need to cum rising up in me already. I’m looking past Nadine, staring a hole right in her sexy head, thinking of my gorgeous slave and her desperate need for me. I can see us through the reflection of a window not far away; we look like another species. 

“Maybe. And maybe they take me away for that, you’re thinking? How much is it to post bail for a threat, do you think? Gabrielle, babe, do you have plenty of cash?”

“More all the time, Daddy.”

“You see? And then all I have to do is come back here and break down your simple little door like we both know I can do so easily, and where does that leave you?”

She’s completely pale. Gabrielle loves this. The precum puddle at my feet is seeping out the door now, slowly edging toward Nadine’s feet. 

“This is when you beg, Nadine.”

She drops to her knees.

* * * * *
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IT PROGRESSES FROM there how you might think; Nadine is hot as fuck and I’m irresistible, and even if I wasn’t, Gabrielle for damn sure is. 

I’ve got Nadine on top of the broken furniture she was complaining so much about in less than two minutes, clothes stripped off and begging for my cock. She’s kneeling and shaking so much she’s practically vibrating, looking up at me with big soulful “please give me my first fuck ever” eyes.

Gabrielle, with her hands sticky from my precum and her own milk, keeps shoving her fingers into Nadine’s mouth. Nadine’s eyes slide toward the back of her skull and she mindlessly begs for more. 

She’s feeding her. Prepping her. Getting her used to my taste. Too hot for words. Gabrielle grabs her by the hair and tosses her own thick blond mane to one side as she helps Nadine spread her legs. Nodding at me, she wordlessly urges me to get inside Nadine. 

I don’t need much encouragement. I’m so fucking turned on all the fucking time now. I’m such a fucking stud. I’m an alpha male breeding bull. Gabrielle has been telling me for days now, so it must be true. 

Nadine’s virginity evaporates in seconds, replaced by urgent needy wetness that needs more and more of me. My incredible girth bulges her tiny, tight midsection. She’s lost in rapture beneath me, even as Gabrielle holds her down and chokes her. 

This is the best experience of her life, and it’s only getting better as I fuck her harder and harder. I thrust into her faster, as if I'm trying to reach the very depths of her soul. The tightness of her body envelops me as she screams with pleasure, louder than any woman I've ever heard before. The walls shake with her voice. Everyone in the complex must hear her.

Her quaking body, hot and wet, is stretched to its limits as her first fuck approaches an explosive crescendo. 

Gabrielle coos with delight at my hardness, my intense alpha heat, and Nadine howls at the pleasure radiating through her body like wildfire. I hit her g-spot in a powerful surge and for a moment all time stands still. Gabrielle reaches out for me and holds my hand, begging me with her fiery blue gaze to cum in this beautiful virgin.

This is so hot...but why does it feel like a sacrifice? 

The thought is there and then it's gone. Something about how Nadine is a virgin. 

It's so hot that she’s an innocent, that she’s never been fucked before. That means she'll belong to me for sure.

I don’t think I’m going to last long. I feel like I can—I feel so powerful now—but Nadine needs my cum in her and I don’t think I can stop myself from giving it to her. She’s so innocent, so hot. I took her virginity and I have to claim her as mine. That’s just how it is.

“Fuck her, Daddy.” She flashes me a needy smile. “Cum in her. Make her your slave.”

My what?

I look down at this girl—this beautiful girl who clearly was going to make some lucky guy or gal a deeply satisfied significant other at some point if she wasn’t already—and my actual thoughts return to me.

It’s that word that does it—slave. What a loaded term. It’s a particularly hot term when it’s moaned the way a beauty like Gabrielle says it, but it’s loaded nonetheless. 

I don’t want slaves. I don’t want sex slaves. I don’t want hyper sex powers or a succubus girlfriend or any of that shit. 

All I wanted was a restaurant! A place to call my own! What the fuck happened to that?

As I’m thinking about all this, I’m still pumping my huge, thick cock inside of Nadine’s body with Gabrielle encouraging and moaning for me to do it, do it, cum in her, and on and on.

At the last second, I pull out—and instead spray all over Nadine’s body. 

Gabrielle is obviously upset—disappointed, irate, and whimpering with worry all at once. She leans over on top of Nadine to lick up the cum as quick as she can. Nadine herself—still cumming from the presence of my orgasm in her general vicinity, just like Gabrielle has been doing for the past few days—moans in pathetic supplication.. 

“Please, cum in me...cum in me, cum in me, cum in me please...”

I could if I really wanted to. There’s another load already ready to go and just seeing Gabrielle clean up my seed off of Nadine’s tight gorgeous body has me reeling in heat. I’m so fucking strong lately. 

But I don’t. 

Instead, I grab Gabrielle and manhandle her all the way to the back bedroom. 

She desperately licks up more of my cum on Nadine’s body, stammering, “n-not fin-finished!” but obediently sulks and follows in my grasp.

“We can’t do this.”

Gabrielle, who just a moment ago was in a feverish licking spell, recovers right away. A supernaturally seductive vixen once again, looking up at me with eagerness.

“Sure we can,” she insists. “I’ll stroke you until you’re hard...won’t take long, gosh you’re such a stud...then you’ll slide back into her. If she protests or tries to stop you or anything stupid, I’ll just hold her down and choke her until you’ve had your way with her, and—”

“No. That’s what I mean. We can’t do that. You said I’d make her my slave?”

“Of course. You’re the Ascended One. Your cum makes girls your slaves. Haven’t you figured it out?”

I’m gripping the corner next to Gabrielle hard. It’s crumbling under my grip.

“I’ve cum in girls before!”

Her eyes sparkle. “You used a condom.”

“I’ve had oral.”

“And they spit it out, didn’t they?”

I frown. They did. The corner crumbles more. Why is fucking such a beautiful woman so stressful?

“We’ve injected quite a lot of magic into your life. That one, concerning who you cum in, was a special spell to ensure your taste wasn’t...acceptable.” She’s talking too fast now, like she usually does when she starts explaining all this magic stuff. I’m having trouble following. “We have had to keep ourselves secret, waiting until our power was at its apex. It was a delicate procedure, really. Wait too long and our power would mean nothing. Be too impatient, and you wouldn’t be ready. Rose thinks we got the timing wrong for sure.”

“My boss?”

“Well, my Rose. We call her Rosaline most of the time. Not your Rose. It’s kind of like—”

I cut her off by making a fist with the corner. It turns into white powder. Growling and incensed at its weakness I punch the wall next to it, breaking more plaster. Gabrielle, watching, smiles and clearly gets more aroused. Her thighs are wet—or wetter than before, anyway. She loves how strong I am. My naked cock slaps against her gorgeous, slender thigh.

Apparently, the same situation with Rose exists like it did for my version of Gabrielle at the restaurant.

“I get it. Fuck. How many of you are there?”

Gabrielle walks away, casually sliding her hand across my cock as she does. My heart thumps, body urging to run her down, pin her and fuck her into submission. 

But I know fucking her only makes her stronger, more seductive. She’s got her hooks in me so fucking deep. 

Smiling, she guides me down into the old taupe-colored barrel chair next to the bed.  She wants me to stroke as I watch her gorgeous body slide into dress after dress, skirt after skirt. I oblige her. She’s too hot to ignore.

Rifling through the closet she’s basically taken over, she starts to get dressed as she answers me.

“There’s me, naturally. And now you know about Rose.” 

She puts on a tiny school girl’s uniform. It’s pornographic, but it’s not my style. I like to fuck girls in clothes they might wear somewhere nice. 

I stroke, but she can sense I’m not into it and slides back into the closet. 

“I’m not fucking her,” I say. “She’s my boss.”

“You can. You can fuck anyone. And she’ll be so much hotter once she ascends like I did.”

“Not gonna happen.”

She giggles. “If you say so.”

Now a tiny striped dress. She looks like one of those girls who would pass around cigars in old movies. Hot, but too antiquated. Gabrielle pouts and goes back in for another try.

“Who else?”

“Leena, duh. Who else, indeed. Why do you think she works there? She should be a model.”

The thought of Leena serving me the way Gabrielle does makes me harder than ever, and it doesn’t help that Gabrielle’s next outfit knocks it out of the park. A tiny burnt orange skirt and bright blue, overfluffed turtleneck. Hyper-tight high-heeled ankle boots with thick, shiny buckles.

“Fuck.”

She just watches me, nodding and smiling and biting her lip, while I stroke to her. It’s such an incredibly intimate act, stroking off to a woman who knows you’re doing it to her.

“Why do you think you’ve been surrounded by such hot women, Master? Doesn’t it strike you as odd that all these women work with you and none of them ever act interested in you romantically?”

She’s making me think, and that makes me stroke less urgently. Her loss.

“I was...I was focused on work.”

“You were focused on spells we cast from the underworld, silly. We hexed you.”

Fury fills me. Somehow, I knew her answer even before she spoke it. I stand up and grab her by the neck. My cock spilling precum all over her exposed midriff. Something about that phrase sparked a terrible rage in me. Hexed.

“What the. Fuck. Did you do to me?”

Her voice is strained—though it’s obvious choking her like this turns her on. Her legs wrap around my thigh and she grinds her bare cunt against my skin. Pussy folds slip and kiss against my cock. 

“We had to. You’re too smart to mesmerize. You’re too active to be caught in an illusion. So we turned your strengths against you. No one knows you like we do. We’ve watched you be born again and again through all the ages. You’re always so handsome, so smart, so capable, and such a fucking hot-cocked stud. We put a simple hex on you to turn your obsessions toward building a restaurant.”

I’m stunned. She can tell. My grip relinquishes and she slides my hand up to her cheek and kisses my palm.

“We had to gobble up so many realities to be powerful enough to even begin to affect you.” Her voice is so soft and sweet when she talks about sacrificing billions of souls to romance me. “So many people we sucked dry, their souls totally gone, all to make us powerful enough to be worthy of you and you alone. You’re that important to us, Robert. Aren’t you happy we love you so much? Doesn’t it mean something to you?”

I can see on her face it’s terribly important to her that this amount of work does mean something to me. But all I can think about, selfishly I suppose, is the amount of work I’ve put in.

“But that’s...that’s my dream. The restaurant.”

“Kind of?” She shrugs. “You did choose it. But you sort of picked it out of a hat. You could have chosen architecture, or tech, or medicine...we would have been sexy secretaries, or nerd babes, or nurses. It doesn’t matter. The hex works better if we don’t choose the direction of it, actually. And we’ll do that sexy dress-up stuff for you still if you want. We just need you to fuck us to make us real.”

I turn away from her, even though it’s hard as hell when she’s dressed how she is.

“I changed you. Brought you here in this world. That’s enough.”

“I’m not enough for you.” She wraps her hands around my waist, resting her fingers in my crotch hair. As if to punctuate this point, Nadine moans for me in the living room. “You’re wearing me out already, Master. You’re so powerful and amazing. I need my sisters to help me serve You how You deserve...won’t You let me give You everything You deserve, Master?”

She’s turned me around again. So fucking tempting. When she says sisters, she’s just referring to her coven—the other succubi. They’re not related by blood, but they’ve known each other for an impossibly long time. Her big blue eyes make everything she says so inviting and sexy. But I shake my head. 

“No. No more slaves. No more succubi. Just you and me. That’s more than plenty. That’s an order. No more girls at the restaurant.”

She’s truly mad now. Cheeks flaring red. A succubus turned on is really hot; a succubus turned on and furious is even sexier. 

“Fine.” Her voice is tough grit. “But I’ve got to go to work to keep anyone from asking questions about what the fuck is happening. And you have a decision to make about Nadine.”

I scoff. “I’m going to let her go.”

“It’s not that simple. She’s addicted to you, dummy. And if you don’t fuck her for real and cum inside her, she’s going to kill herself from massive withdrawal-spiked depression in less than forty-eight hours.”

She says all this in a self-satisfied sing-song. She’s cornered me in this weird magical game of tic-tac-toe, and she knew she had the whole fucking time.

“You can’t be serious.”

“You’ll learn, Master, that when it comes to Your Amazing Cock? I’m always serious.”

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, Gabrielle hops back out into the world and leaves me with the whimpering, worshipful mess that Nadine has become. 

Nadine is hot as hell, and if I have her completely fertile, eighteen year-old smokeshow bod around the newly-improved fuckstud masterpiece of furious babymaking that I’ve become, I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself from fucking her and making her my slave forever.

I don’t entirely know how that works. What does forever mean to a succubus? Does it mean it in the way that she understands it, as in actual eternity? Or does she mean it in our parlance—just like, a very long time, or until Nadine kicks the bucket way down the line? 

I suppose I should have asked. As a matter of fact, I should have asked Gabrielle a lot of questions, but for some reason whenever she’s around, it’s all I can do not to fuck her into the ground.

Yeah, sure, some reason—some mysterious reason that is so impossible to figure out, right? What could it be, Robert? Is it her fabulous tits, her raunchy outfits, the ballet-dancer way she moves, her brilliantly sculpted torso, her angelic features, or the way she’s turned my body into a breeding brickhouse? Gosh, how will I ever figure it out?

Sarcasm aside, I do wish I could focus down and ask Gabrielle some serious questions. She’s a fucking succubus from another dimension! Shouldn’t that merit some kind of discussion about the existence of man, the nature of reality, the morality of all this, and whether I should be worried that I’m being corrupted by her?

Instead, though, I’m barely controlling my enormous hard-on, disguising it behind a pair of sweat pants as I look at my latest "acquisition." 

Nadine is dripping wet with lust. She’s gathered up her clothes in her arms. They’re all ripped apart from earlier and not wearable any longer. Instead, she’s wearing a tight cleavage-baring sweater and tiny a-frame skirt from Gabrielle, as well as a towering pair of heels. She looks like she’s dressed for a hot date. 

Gabrielle wears this kind of thing effortlessly, shameless about the way she parades her body; its lack of class creates its own class, like one of those over-the-top outfits from an anime or Japanese RPG. 

On Nadine, it just looks wanton, which is its own kind of hot. Her nipples stand out through the tight sweater, her legs are spread wide, her skirt barely covering her pussy. She’s clearly in desperate need of a severely hot, hard fucking, and I know for a fact that only I can give it to her.

“A-are we gonna fuck now? For real?” 

Her voice is an eager, breathy, needy whimper. She looks like she’s on the verge of tears with every syllable.

“No. I’m taking you home.”

She shakes her head. “Did I do something wrong? I promise I’ll fix it. I’ll do anything—”

I take her by the hand and drag her outside. Her steps in the tall, sexy leather heels are clumsy, but she manages. 

“Shut up. I just want you home, all right? This was a mistake.”

The door to my apartment opens up to the outside. I live on the ground floor. Overhead is a concrete walkway and a labyrinth of exterior stairs eventually leading to her place. I don’t know the exact number of Nadine’s apartment; usually I’ve only ever dealt with the landlord himself. 

As we walk up, my heart begins to soften. This poor girl wasn’t asking for this; she had no idea this was how her day was going to go. She was just trying to do her job, probably paid a shit wage by her asshole father while he sits on his ass collecting rents and doing nothing else. I once had a broken toilet for two weeks. 

I try to make this insanity as normal as I can.

“So, tell me about yourself.”

“Wh-what?”

Nadine is already sexier; I can tell. Her hair is shinier than it was this morning. Her body is longer, her big tits even bigger. Her skin is softer, her glow brighter. She had a tight, athletic build earlier in the day, but now it's practically oozing with ultra-feminine curves. Her eyes are lidded and her lips fuller than ever before. The seed inside her has already bloomed into something absolutely exquisite and sultry, transforming Nadine into an aesthetic goddess that I can't help but clench my fists for as I try to keep my composure.

The friction of my sweat pants on my bulging cock is almost more than I can stand; all I really want to do is hold her down and fill her full of cum until she’s begging to be allowed to call me Master.

“I don’t know anything about you. Tell me about you.”

“What do you want to know, Sir?” She gulps. “Is it Master? Is that what I should say? I want to do it right. Like her. I want you to fuck me so bad, Sir.”

I summon my composure once again; I don't know how much more I have left in me.

“Like I said, no. You’ll get over it.”

She grabs at me, my arm, trying to loop her hand through the crook of my elbow. I slap her away. 

“Stop. How about this. Where are you from?”

We’re on the third floor, two more to go.

“I’m from...around here...?” Everything she says is becoming a question, hoping it’s what I want. “Is that okay? Will that make you want to fuck me? Please, I need to cum so bad...”

Trying to think, I pull her into the deepest nook of the stairwell. 

“You can cum if it will make you feel better. But we’re not going to fuck, all right? You’re just going to hang out here until you calm down a little.”

I watch as she slips a long finger inside her pussy, her body writhing beneath her touch. When she realizes I'm watching, she makes a show of it. 

She’s so close—close as she can possibly be. I can see it; I can smell it; I can feel it.

She moans softly, her fingers pressing her clitoris as she whispers, “Yes, Sir. Yes, Master. Please, please let me cum...”

She’s rolling her hips, grinding her crotch into the step. If she were wearing panties, they'd be soaked. Instead she soaks the step.

Neighbors step out to watch us. They call each other to come look. I don’t really give a fuck, but I don’t want the attention. Half of taking Nadine back to her apartment was getting rid of this attention.

“Go ahead and cum,” I order her. “Cum now.”

She tries. I can see her try. Her whole body squirms and bucks with effort. Her eyes are closed, her head thrown back. Lines of pain, pleasure and tension are etched into her face in equal measure.

But it’s nothing doing. She can't cum. Not without my cock inside her. Not without me committing to owning her completely.

She starts crying. Wailing, honestly. She's somehow almost even louder than when I was fucking her. I would be sad except for some reason I find it all somehow deeply sexy. 

There's a part of me that's immensely satisfied. I fucking own this beautiful girl. I own her from head to toe. I own the rest of her cums, forever.

Fuck, that makes me so hard.

She gets down on her knees completely, touching herself as she moves. Crawling on one hand, the other stuffed up her cunt, dripping all along the concrete as she moves. Trying to get to my cock. 

I grab her, trying to keep her away. I realize that me holding a crying, half-undressed girl in a stairwell is a bad look just as someone shouts at us.

“Hey miss!” An older man calls from a window. “Are you okay? Do you need help?”

“I need it so bad!” 

She’s hysterical—clearly referencing the cum she needs and not any kind of help from the asshole trying to interfere with my business. My blood rises, and I’m dangerously close to going to fuck someone up. I’m built for fucking broads and fucking up stupid little losers like him who think they can interfere with my fucking business. 

She’s nowhere near me, but I can hear Gabrielle’s voice whispering in my ear, begging me to teach that little pussy a lesson for thinking he can say anything to a bitch that belongs to me.

Fuck 'em up, Daddy. Fuck 'em up, babe. Fuck 'em up and take his jawbone as a fucking trophy.

The guy walks over to the stairwell from his room. He's a tiny little punk-ass bitch. 

"You need to stop there,” I growl, “while you still have your arms outside your throat."

I've never threatened anyone before. Now I hardly need to; I exist as a threat. I'm a living murder weapon—and the guy can see it.

While I stare murder at the guy until he goes inside, Nadine takes my moment of distraction to wrap her mouth around my cock through my sweatpants.

“Please,” she whimper, the sound muffled through the cloth. My precum soaks through the cloth, mingling with her saliva. “I don’t know what I like. I don’t know where I’m from. I don’t know anything. I forgot my name. All I know is I’m here and you’re there and I need your cock so bad please fuck me!” 

I’m so completely close to doing just that. More neighbors are coming out, too many to stare murder at. Some are on their phones.

Nadine keeps going, making more and more of a show of herself. 

“Please, fuck me. Please fuck me. Please, oh god, oh god fuck me...I don’t know what I’ll do if you don’t fuck me...”

“Daddy?” I hear the telltale sing-song of Gabrielle’s voice calling upward. 

I look over the side of the stairs, jaw agape. She couldn't be back already.

But she is. Gabrielle is downstairs, walking into my apartment, with Rose in tow.

* * * * *
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ROSE LOOKS DRUNK; SHE also looks hot as hell. She giggles and slides down into a fluff-covered arrangement of half-destroyed couch cushions. 

She’s wearing a designer leather skirt, silk blouse, expensive jewelry—every piece drips with money. Her hair is tied back in a messy bun and her cheeks are flushed. Her eyes sparkle with delight as she glances around the room, taking in all the sights.

I can't help but stare at her as she drunkenly sprawls across the furniture, listing to one side as if she'll fall off in a matter of seconds. I find myself aroused by her beauty and especially her vulnerability, my heart thumping in my chest as I take all of her in. 

“Whooopshie daishy!” she slurs. “Oh my goshness. My good gosh. My goodness. Whoops.”

It takes her several seconds to steady herself.

It makes me want to protect her; to keep her safe from harm; maybe even keep her close to me forever. It's a predatory sort of feeling—this dumb bitch got herself in a situation that an alpha like me would have protected her from. It’s only right that I fuck her senseless until she realizes I can take care of her.

She looks absolutely stunning in her disarrayed state. Her voluminous blond hair is tousled around her face and a few strands fall into her bright blue eyes. Her thin frame is adorned with curves that only accentuate her beauty in the tight confines of her silk blouse and her ample breasts are heaving up and down as she tries to get herself together. She looks like an absolute dream, the embodiment of temptation, a siren whose call nobody could resist. 

It would be so easy, so fucking easy just to walk over to her and start feeling her up. She'd be a good girl about it, I can tell. She wouldn't say no. She'd want me to go too far. Tweak her nipples. Slide my fingers straight up her skirt.

My gaze lingers on her a bit too long, and when I finally tear away my eyes to look at Gabrielle instead, she's grinning knowingly at me. I blush despite myself, and turn away quickly to look back out the window again. There has be no trace now of what was just happening on the stairs outside.

Instead, there’s a lot of hubbub. People milling around. A lot of pointing. Some teenagers miming and laughing what Nadine was doing. I explicitly forbade Gabrielle from casting a hex to make everyone in the complex forget what they saw—which she was already in the middle of doing, of course—and shoved all three girls into my small apartment. The situation is fucked up, still, but at least inside my apartment it feels somewhat contained.

“You can’t be fucking serious,” I turn back inside and glower at Gabrielle. “I told you not to do this.”

“You told me nobody at the restaurant. Is this the restaurant?”

“You know what I meant.”

“Did I?”

I’d choke her again if I didn’t think she’d just get off on it. Slapping too.

Meanwhile, Nadine is trying to hump my leg—well, not trying, she’s doing it successfully enough. Only, it’s not creating results for anyone

Rose studies my body intently, raising her eyebrows and biting her plush lower lip. I abandoned the sweatpants. 

Maybe I shouldn't be naked, but I don't know, fuck you. Maybe I'll do what I want in my own fucking home, all right?

“Goooshhhh you’re fucking hot.” Rose is playing with her hair now. “Who knew that’s what you looked like outside of work? It’s like no tie and boom! Hot guy. Big, biiiig cock. Nice smell. Mmmm.”

“How drunk is she?” I ask Gabrielle. 

She shrugs. “It’s hard to say? Tolerances for my kind are much different than yours.”

Rose gets up, slips back down onto the cushions, and laughs uncontrollably. 

“I do admit I may have overdone it.” Gabrielle smiles and then her hand wraps around my cock. “But I know what could make her sober up quick...”

"How is she that drunk to begin with? You were gone for all of, what, an hour?"

Gabrielle shrugs. "Well. She's not exactly drunk on alcohol. It's more of a special—"

I put a hand to my face. "I swear to god. Gabrielle, I swear to god—"

"God's not real. Unless we're talking about you, of course."

"I swear, Gabrielle, if you are going to tell me that you gave my boss a magic fucking potion—"

Gabrielle wraps her lips on themselves. It's very cute. I desperately want to make out with her; fuck, I love her. 

"It's a special...arrangement?" She makes a face. "A liquid..."

"Do not say concoction."

"A liquid arrangement. Of ingredients. That make her tell the truth."

A truth potion. Fuck's sake.

Rose is licking her lips and touching herself up and down, staring at me through heavy-lidded eyes. Fuck, she is a beautiful woman.

"Biiig. Cock. So big. Gosh. Gosh..."

"And..." Gabrielle giggles. "It really turns her on."

"Babe." I shake my head. "You can't do this."

She wraps her hand around my cock. I'm so fucking hard for her wicked ways. "I think I can. Look...just hear what she has to say. And then you'll want to fuck her, and you'll want me to use my magic, and we'll have my coven-sister here and we'll be fucked stupid and pregnant by you and you'll scour the world in cleansing flame and bring about a dark eternity of pleasure for the worthy alone, and immerse all those who displease you in a terrible everlasting inferno."

She's a fanatic and it is so blistering hot when she strokes me and talks prophecy.

"You can't do this," I say again. "Why do you tell me you want me in charge when you needle your way out of it at every opportunity? I already told you that you can't hex her, I fucking forbid it, but you knew that. And you went around my back and did this, and this...this directly interferes with my plans for the restaurant!"

Rose gasps, sitting up. "You have plans for the restaurant? But it's mine!"

"I mean...I'm going to buy it from you, Rose. You know about this."

“Oh, that?” she giggles. “That was never gon’ happen.”

Everything slows down and stops, except for Nadine. Nadine won’t stop humping my fucking leg. Roughly, I shove her to one side, forgetting my own strength. Thankfully she lands in the pile of cushions, but I could have easily broken her back. 

I round on Rose and pick her up by the shoulders. She’s in heels, and still I’ve got her completely off the ground, holding her easily. I'm so fucking big now.

Gabrielle is on me immediately, cooing, moaning, whispering hot runic shit in my ears. She never stops. It’s so hard to ignore what I deserve when she’s around. 

I feel my strength surge through me in response to her touch; it's like electricity shooting through my veins, coursing with primal power and virility. The heat between the  three of us is palpable as Gabrielle reaches beneath my shirt, caressing my skin with such wild heat that it almost makes me forget what I'm doing here. 

Almost. But not quite—I won't forget who is in charge any time soon.

It’s like she’s still doing something to me, changing me, influencing me, but she wouldn’t do that. I can trust her. I know I can trust Gabrielle, somehow, even as every indecipherable word she breathes makes me feel more powerful, more of an alpha male, more domineering, more willing to abuse and enslave women I want to fuck.

It feels...feels so good to trust her. And she says I can trust her so I must be able to trust her because I trust her so much, and Rose—fuck. 

Rose is so hot, even drunk as she is. She likes being manhandled like this. Her legs slip around mine.

Gabrielle bites softly on my neck and I feel the strength in me grow even more; it's like a tsunami rising within and threatening to explode into something unstoppable. Something that every woman in this room must acknowledge simply from its presence alone: pure masculine dominance.

I'm so hard I can barely speak. My cock drools all over Rose’s thighs and she loves it.

"Rose. Tell me. The truth."

And so, Rose drunkenly tells me the whole story—I’ll spare you the slurred speech. The short version is she was never going to sell to me. She was using my interest to build up the bid from another interested buyer—one with much deeper pockets. She was going to wait until I was fully committed, money deep into escrow before telling me. She figured she wouldn’t have to face me because with the money she’d get, she could fuck off right out of town. 

At least, I think that's the plan. For most of her explanation, I was just watching Rose's beautiful lips and thinking about how well she could suck my cock.

When she's done, Gabrielle looks up at me with those big, beautiful blue eyes. They’re full of mischief, desire, and unbridled lust. 

“Now what will you do, Master?”

There’s only one thing to do. I'm so fucking turned on I'm going to burst. I set Rose back down on the ground. I’m so fucking strong. I’ve been holding a full-grown woman up in the air for almost ten minutes or more and I’m not tired in the slightest. 

“You’ve got to sober her up,” I say. "You may use a hex. Just for this."

Gabrielle snaps her fingers. Little translucent runes fly everywhere. “Done!”

“Wuzzat?” mumbles Rose. Then she grasps her temple. “Oh. My head. What the hell...”

“Now," I growl, so hard I can barely think, "get her home.”

“What?” Gabrielle backs away from me. Revulsion and confusion. "She tricked you! She deceived you! You've got to fuck her to teach her a lesson! You've got to take your revenge!" She cools herself and then smiles. Retreat and assault, retreat and assault. "I'll hold her down for you, Daddy. I don't care if she's willing or not, Master. I just want you inside her. I need it. She needs it."

"Oh...oh my god." Rose is terrified. "What? Brie? What's happened to you? Why..." 

Then she looks at me again, and realizes that if I wanted, I could keep her here for as long as I wanted and do anything to her. Anything at all. My cock is hard, enormous, and dripping with precum. She turns deathly pale.

“This is ridiculous," I tell Gabrielle. "I'm horny as fuck, but I can’t just fuck her because...all this happened. I can find some other restaurant. Especially now, with you. I’m going to put you on a fucking iron leash, babe, and then—”

Huge, banging knocks at the door. 

“This is the police! Open up!”

The knocks continue. Nadine takes this moment to rip off her clothes entirely and throw herself at my feet. She’s weeping silently, tears streaming down her face.

“P-please,” Nadine whimpers. “I-if you just fuck me real quick before they come in, I promise I’ll be such a good girl a-and—”

“What the fuck?” Rose throws up her hands. “What the entire fuck is this? Robert, what are you doing? What have you done to that girl?”

More banging. “Sir! Open the door! We will break it down!”

Gabrielle and Nadine are trying to out-whine each other for my favor. Rose looks at me with total contempt.

“Fuck this.” Rose rushes to the door. “Hey, he has me caught here and I’m coming out, okay? Don’t shoot.”

She opens the door and the police rush in, trouncing Rose and smashing her to one side, brandishing their handguns and pointing them at everything. My rage escalates. They hurt my girl.

“Get on the ground!” 

My hands are up. I know instinctively I could take just one of them, but there’s two, and I don’t know where those bullets would fly. I've got women here.

“Well, Master?” says Gabrielle.

She’s behind all of this, maybe even the police showing up. She looks so satisfied and fucking smug. 

Maybe it’s that, more than anything, that makes me nod at her—just so I can fuck that look off her face as soon as possible.

* * * * *
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RUTTING IN A CORNER of broken furniture, I empty myself inside of Nadine at last. Her orgasm—unlike the rest of fucking her—is total silence. She chokes, rattles, and twists, shaking with pure orgasmic bliss like she’s having a seizure. I’d be worried about her, but my cum is too powerful for a girl of mine to be hurt. It changes her; it protects her.

Grunting, breathing out, I slide out of her body, leaving a hot mess of juices behind. I return to the middle of the apartment where Gabrielle chants and gestures in front of a kneeling, naked, entranced Rose. This place looks like it was abandoned years ago—the broken furniture piled up in a corner, the wide open spaces filled with nothing, the darkness. The only lights remaining are the fluorescent, fungal glows of the runes.

Runic symbols are etched out on the walls, ceiling, floor of my apartment. Every inch is covered in the magic runes. Gabrielle has been magically etching them for days, in secret, and revealed them to me after the police left.

After I nodded to Gabrielle and let her off the leash, the police suddenly and mysteriously received an urgent call on the radio to go arrest the nearest wild bear. If they didn't do it, the radio insisted, all the creatures from their wildest nightmares would live inside their clothes forever.

Of course, hearing this, with their eyes tinged suddenly blue, they nodded and believed it completely. 

They'll be gone for a long time. There are no bears in the forests here. 

The residents of the apartment complex returned to their rooms. Their eyes were tinged blue as well. There was something defeated, something sad in their countenance. It made me so fucking hard.

I didn't know it then, but Gabrielle explained as she started implementing her spell that many of them—the women especially—left their apartments for the first time in days today to investigate the commotion. 

The runes drawn in my apartment were drawn in theirs as well. Keeping them there. Trapping them. Making them into something else. Influencing them constantly.

Gabrielle has been making a siphon. It requires a great deal of energy to summon her sister into this reality—like the energy, say, from an apartment complex full of people. It won’t kill them, but that much sexual energy will change them.

And now, Rose is on her knees before me—at the apex of all that energy. Her gaze glowing a wild, electric blue. She is a puppet now, the way that Brie was made a puppet before Gabrielle took over. Gabrielle chants her runic chants, making my cock pulse with pure masculine energy.

A puppet, but like Brie was, Rose is aware—and she is turned on beyond measure. Her body is naked, sparkling with the runes from Gabrielle. My cock, throbbing and hard, spills seed nonstop all over the floor. The spent hot goo pulses and vibrates and gets sucked away—making every rune glow with more ferocity. Gabrielle slides and grinds against me, in her chants and administrations, and slides her hand across my cock’s thick, long surface to sprinkle the cum around like holy water. Runes pop with every spritz, like oil droplets on a roaring fire. 

Rose is the real prize. Nadine, a pathetic distraction. I realize more and more as I look at Rose, stroking and cumming again and again to her beautiful countenance, that she’s been a prize this whole fucking time and I’ve been blind to it. 

I know that if I fuck Rose, I’ll turn her into something just like Gabrielle. A hybrid, a bridge between the worlds of the supernatural and the real. A completely subservient succubus, dedicated entirely to serving my cock, now and forever. And one more step on their plan for a world of eternal pleasure and pain—whatever that means. 

Gabrielle stops suddenly, her eyes like tiny blue moons. The sudden silence, after such a long time of her intonations, is stark.

“She is ready, Master. Please. Please fuck her. Please make her real!”

I’ve gone this far. Why stop now? I push Rose down in the middle of the runic circle and thrust my massive, hard cock in her virgin-tight entrance.

She is a virgin. Fuck. How is anyone as hot as her a virgin? And yet here she is.

Rose moans, her body shimmying and shaking with pleasure. The runes glow brighter, the energy more powerful, transfiguring and transforming her as I fuck her hard—harder than I ever have before. 

She screams out in ecstasy as I hit her hottest spot on her inner walls over and over again. Jiggly, heavy tits bouncing, full and perky, crushing under my weight. Each time I thrust into her, she feels electric energy flow through her veins, connecting all parts of herself like a living electric circuit board. 

The ceremony has begun and there is no turning back now. With each moment, Rose’s soul shines brighter and brighter as it melds with Rosaline-in-Waiting.

The runes glowing around us turn our pleasure into a pure conduit of magical force—Rose wraps her spread-eagle legs around my waist and closes her eyes...and Rosaline opens them, squeezing me tighter and cumming madly on my Godcock.

What an intoxicating feeling! Inside her, I feel like I am the pillar of creation. The masculinity holding the universe together. 

“You are,” moans Rosaline, with a loving, knowing voice. “You are the One and Only. The True Spirit of Creation. Y-You...Y-You a-are...”

She gasps, moaning again as she cums in an explosive climax of cosmic sex-magic. She moans in their runic language, something divinely sacred yet profoundly carnal at its core; and I actually feel myself understanding the language. 

Every letter is soaked in ancient lust. A language of their own design in worship of me. It’s something so much bigger than I had ever imagined. I feel—more than the immediate lust of the situation—deep soulful love for these women and their care for me filling me up.

My strokes get longer and deeper. I can’t help it. She feels so good, soft and loving and true, and this is the strongest kind of magic. Binding me to her; binding her to me. I need to cum so fucking bad.

Rose moans with each thrust, her slender body arching to take me in further. Nipples hard and glittering from the sweat between our bodies. Her eyes glint with ethereal fire, like the stars that line the sky outside. As I continue my movements and Gabrielle’s chants fill the room, Rose's body begins to shift and change—her curves becoming more defined and her skin glowing brighter than ever before, like a star being born into existence. 

Her moans become louder as she transcends into a new form of power, one that even Gabrielle can barely contain herself around. Gabrielle’s chants falter, but they were mostly incidental now. The ceremony is all but complete—it just awaits my seed inside of this lusciously perfect creature. 

Rose throws her arms around me and brings me into a deep, passionate embrace.

“I swear my fealty to you, master,” she whispers against my chest, my chin, my jaw. Her lips are so full and powdery and luscious. “I will serve you in all ways for the rest of eternity.”

As she pledges herself to me, the runes light up and fill the room with a mystical energy. The room throbs with pleasure, I cum in Rose...and I see.

My seed fills Rose, shot after shot of high-powered impregnating super-masculine alpha stud sperm. Every heavy load is another series of quick, intense orgasms from Rosaline’s gasping, clutching body. And as we cum together, I see it all. I see every last rune filling the air—and not only do I see them, I understand them. 

Runes of deception. Runes of manipulation. Runes of encouragement, enhancement. Changing me. Changing me all this time...

I shake my head. My god. I’ve been such a fool. She’s just had her way with me from start to finish. 

"Oh, Gabrielle," Rosaline sighs, giggling. Knowing what I’m going through. She speaks and moves slowly, still recovering from our coupling and from her arrival. Her cunt squeezes every few moments on my cock, still in the aftershock phase of the absolute earthquake of my orgasmic load emptied into her. She traces shapes on my chest. "She is incorrigible, isn't she?"

I nod. She really is. She’s on the floor, cumming still near us, shaking speechlessly and staring at me with open adoration and awe. 

It’s so fucking sexy to be looked at like that by a beautiful woman. It’s hard to stay mad, even though I deserve to be. 

Rosaline is keeping her head. Focusing on me. Soothing me. She helps me keep my head too. The anger I feel rising at Gabrielle is quelled by wave after wave of awe and love. 

Mostly. 

I take Gabrielle by the throat and drag her my crotch, encouraging her to clean up around my cock and Rosaline’s cunt. 

“She’s been a bad girl,” says Rosaline. “Putting all these hexes on you. Influencing you. I hate that. I want your real desire.”

This woman could melt the sun. She’s got it.

As Gabrielle licks and worships, Rosaline hugs herself tight to me. Whispering in more runic language. I feel my power growing and wrapping around us both and Gabrielle as well, connecting the three of us in a way I never knew was possible. 

The energy that pulsates through our bond is strong enough to make me feel invincible. The bright blue runes swirl around us in the dark apartment, and I feel a wave of emotion swell up within me. I am filled with an overwhelming love for Rose, Gabrielle, and even Nadine—a desire to protect them from harm, at all costs.

Is this Rosaline’s doing? The language she’s spilling in my ear? I can understand it, but she speaks so fast, with such soft urgency...

But...no. Rosaline loves me. She would never. Not her.

I know Rosaline wants more slaves for me. She wants Leena to be corrupted too. And of course Gabrielle does. But I can’t do it. I’ve got to turn this ship around. Maybe with this new power, it’s the edge I need to end this madness.

I’ll fix this. I’ll get it all under control.

Rosaline slides up, my cock exiting her beautifully tight pussy. Then she pushes Gabrielle down on my cock, bulging her tiny throat.

“We belong to you, Master. Just like everyone should. Would you listen to me tell you why? Would you let me tell you of your glory?”

She is so fucking beautiful. I am so fucking in love.

I’ll fix it, for sure. Right after Gabrielle sucks me off just one more time.

# # #
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The next morning—after I’ve made Rosaline my immortal, eternally sexy succubi fuckslave—I’m fucking Nadine’s gorgeous teenage body to prove a very deliberate point.

Fucking this delectably barely legal beauty is not the point, but I do have to nod to the fact that this is all a bit extreme. This is the left field of left field; this is the outer limits of known reason. I’ve got two—count ‘em, two—fiendishly slavish demon slaves aching to destroy this world in the service of honoring my cock, and somehow I’ve got to talk sense to them. 

Perfect, normal, great. Fine. 

Anyway.

My cock and Nadine’s sensational teenage pussy are a match made in Heaven, a stark contrast to the match made in Hell that I have with Gabrielle and Rosaline. I have Nadine bent over on top of a pile of couch cushions in the crumbling, broken-plaster-coated disarray of my apartment, slapping her ass occasionally while I fuck her relentlessly. The shitty apartment I’ve been living in has not stood up to the supernaturally-powered fuckfests that I’ve delivered to these three wanton, aching-just-for-me females over the past few days. 

Nadine, for her part, does nothing but cum. Each stroke, it seems like, inspires a round of chain-orgasms. Her bright green eyes—green now than they were ever before I met her—glow and shine with orgasmic love and worship at every quiver of my member. Honestly, I think I’ve backed her orgasm-queue up quite a bit. If I stopped fucking her right now, she’d probably still be cumming for the next two hours or so. 

Rosaline and Gabrielle, at my order, are kneeling in front of us. The two of them are sisters—not real sisters, though they certainly look it, both of them being hot tall busty blond Valkyrie women—but sisters in a super exclusive succubus coven. 

As if fucking Nadine’s spectacularly tight teenage cunt wasn’t enough, I get to do it while I look at these two supernaturally fit blonde beauties while they finger themselves wearing tight, tiny, lacy lingerie. Of course it’s soaked—in their sweat, in the milk dripping from their fertile tits, in the honey dripping from their supernaturally-tight cunts. Their bodies shine with liquid lust. Gabrielle is in blue and Rosaline is in red; both of them with matching heels, stockings, and push-up bras that enhance their already monumental tits on their amazingly slender, busty, toned, death-by-lust-inspiring frames. 

I haven’t been able to put all of these events together yet; the two demon beauties seem to withhold information from me deliberately, despite calling me their Master. I’ve grown in size, intellect, and understanding. Even so, what exactly has transpired here remains beyond me.

But, there is a material dimension, where normal humans like you and me live (although I suppose I’m less normal these days with my seven foot frame and three hundred pounds of superhuman muscle). 

And then there’s the immaterial dimensions—all the dimensions except the one where we are—where demons and ghosts and I don’t know, werewolves and shit live? I’m putting this together as I go. From what I’ve gathered, just being inside one dimension means all the others are immaterial to you; so if I traveled to another, I’d be in that material realm, while this one would become immaterial. 

I think?

Anyway, this all started at the restaurant, when the immaterial version of Gabrielle came to visit me. She seduced me into fucking the material version of her—and when I did, the two aspects of her joined, merging her immense sorcerous power with her body in this world. 

She used this power to enhance me—make me stronger, larger, more powerful in all kinds of ways. One of them is that, once a normal mortal like Nadine tastes me—she’ll basically die if she can’t become my sex slave. 

This was—I’m thinking, part of Gabrielle’s plan—to essentially blackmail me into gathering more power and to bring another immaterial sister of hers into this material world.

That plan worked—and now I own Rosaline, too, who is my boss at the restaurant where I work. Or she was? I’m not sure, to be honest, if she can be my boss still if she calls me Master. Rosaline, who is somehow even hotter than Gabrielle, and who spends her whole time trying to reassure me and comfort me like some kind of hot, matronly babe even though she looks barely eighteen herself. 

But I’m tired of them trying to manipulate me—even if they’re hot as fuck when they do it. Thus this display with the chain of ten thousand orgasms with Nadine. I drive my cock into Nadine again, spurting into her flexing walls with furious amounts of precum. It drives them crazy—I can see it in their sparkling blue eyes—that I would deign to fuck even a supremely hot girl like Nadine when their immortally hot succubi pussies are right there. 

All they seem to care about is my cock, right? Well. I can withhold it from them at any time now that I’ve got Nadine. 

“You two understand what I’m saying to you? I don’t need to fuck you if I can just fuck Nadine.”

My hands grip around Nadine’s absurdly tiny waist. A week ago, I would have killed just to get the number of a girl who looked like Nadine. Now I can just touch her however the fuck I want. 

They both nod, chastened. “Yes, Master.”

“And I don’t want any more tricks,” I grunt. “You got that, Gabrielle?”

“Yes, Master.”

“That’s mean no more hexing me. I can see you do it now. I couldn’t before. I expect because you’re here?” I look at Rosaline.

She nods, smiling beautifully. “That means your power is growing with my presence, Master. I’m so glad. Did you know all the women in this apartment complex are in love with you now? They’ll dream of your cock for the rest of your lives just from you being near them. They won’t know it’s you until you touch them, but—”

“Stop. Hush. No more. Christ.”

That is exactly the kind of thing I don’t want to hear. I try not to think of the girl on the fourth floor with the sensational rack and the boyfriend I could grind into a pulp without even trying. The boyfriend who, dejected from knowing I exist, would easily lock himself in the bathroom while his girl whispered orgasmic prayers to me all day, every day. 

“Gabrielle,” I say again, realizing Rosaline distracted me. They’re really good at that. “No more hexes on me. Got it?”

“Yes, Master.” 

“No more hexes at all unless I say. Understand?”

Gabrielle huffs, throwing a lot of shade my way. “Yes, Master. I understand.”

“And no more trying to bring in other sisters behind my back. All right? The two of you are more than plenty.”

Rosaline nods, pushing forward just slightly to watch my cock hammer into Nadine’s wet pussy. “There’s only one more of us, Master, but I take your point. P-please, would you let on-one of us pleasure you? The mortal is doing it all wrong a-and—”

I shush her. Nadine isn’t doing a thing wrong. I’m practically ragdolling her from my thrusts. She stopped using actual words a few hours ago; now she’s rolling in a perpetually high, drooling, orgasming state. I might have been disturbed if she wasn’t so completely gorgeous and it looked so hot. 

“No more tricks. No more plans. Just good girl slave obedience. You got that?”

Rosaline nods. “Yes, Master. Of course, Master.”

I wait for Gabrielle. She’s still fuming, looking at Nadine “fucking me wrong” and fingering her hot, gorgeous cunt at the thought of replacing her soon. 

“Gabrielle. Tell me or you’re out.”

She gulps. “You can’t be serious. You have everything here because of me. You can’t—”

I fuck Nadine even harder—driving her into the floor and piledriving her from above. 

“Are you my fucking slave or not?”

“I-I am,” Gabrielle whimpers.

“You are, what?”

“I am your slave, Master.”

“You’ll obey me from now on?”

“Y-yes, Master.”

“No more schemes. No more tricks.”

“Yes, Master.”

“No more hexes.”

She gulps and nods. “Y-yes, Master.”

Her complete and total submission—the absolute surrender on her face sends me over. She was so haughty before, so arrogant and full of confidence that she could twist me around however she wanted. I cum hard inside of Nadine. My balls, so fucking full, unleash a hose-worthy blast of hot, impregnating seed deep inside the fertile structures of Nadine’s body. My fingers grip her ass hard, and Gabrielle and Rosaline both cum as they witness me, their bodies gravitating toward me with their endless, agonizing need for my pleasure. 

Breathing, gripping Nadine’s ultra-soft skin, I reflect on how fucked up the conversation is I’ve been having with them. The few moments of clarity after cumming where I don’t immediately need to cum.  

Listen—I don’t want slaves. I don’t want perfectly obedient slaves. I don’t want, you know, eternal female servitude from a race of purely gorgeous fuckslave beings—even if that sounds really hot. I’ve got morals. Somewhere. 

But these two succubi vixens are trying to coerce me, subvert me, and manipulate me into fucking up this entire world. They don’t just want Nadine as my slave, they want every girl as my slave. And they’d be perfectly happy if I just fucked Nadine to death—and then five thousand more just like her in the next month. 

Strict, slavish obedience isn’t the ideal, but it’s all I got. There’s no compromising with these two; I need to make sure they’re not going to end the fucking world, all right?

When I finally pull myself out of Nadine, I’m still completely hard. I know that only yesterday I could make myself not hard if I wanted to—I could control my erections and orgasms at will. I think I still might be able to, but I don’t see much point anymore. It’s more fun to be always hard and cumming as much and as often as I want—especially with two immortally sexy succubi slaves at my beck and call.

“Fine.” I take a breath. “Now, which one of you wants—”

Beneath me, Nadine is completely motionless. And I can tell—heightened senses—that she’s in mortal peril.

* * * * *
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AT MY DIRECTION, GABRIELLE steps aside and Rosaline rushes in and lays hands on Nadine. I don’t see anything happen—there’s no magical floating runes and script like when Gabrielle does her hot chanting shit. But soon enough, there’s minute convulsions in Nadine chest and legs, her body twitching back to consciousness. 

She gasps, kicking, arms thumping, like she’s been shocked with a defibrillator. Rosaline almost immediately attaches her mouth to her tit, shushing her like some kind of absurdly erotic hot mom. Nadine, pussy drooling with her own juices and my cum, sucks greedily. Her eyes are rolled back into her head and she’s soon wrapping her body entirely around Rosaline and whimpering with need for more milk. 

“What is this?” I shake my head. “What’s going on?”

Gabrielle starts to answer, but I grab her and shove her down to her knees in front of me and force my cock into her mouth

“You, shut the fuck up. It’s your fault any of this is happening. You don’t talk any more.”

She protests only for an instant before acquiescing and going to work. She’s so fucking good at sucking cock. Her lips, full and puffy, look amazing as they become increasingly glossy from saliva and precum. 

Rosaline watches this, eyes glassy and dazed and a bit of drool leaking from her mouth. She puts Nadine’s fingers into her pussy. She’s forgotten all about my question. 

“Suck him, sister...” she whimpers. “Oh, suck him, please...”

“Hey.” I snap my fingers. My other hand is still powerfully guiding Gabrielle up and down my cock. “What’s this about? What happened to Nadine?”

It takes her a moment to answer. She’s obsessed with my cock. This woman could bring down empires with a wink; she’s the hottest blonde I’ve ever seen, and she’s totally obsessed with my hard cock. It’s an ego trip. 

“Being your slave is killing her. You’re too powerful, Master.” She licks her lips. “Look at you go. So powerful...”

“What the hell? Gabrielle told me making her my slave like this would save her life.”

Gabrielle tries to say something, but I fuck her face even harder until the thought eliminates from her head. I don’t want her to get started, or else soon I’ll be trying to fuck, I don’t know, ten sororities at the same time. 

I look at Rosaline, thinking about doing just that. Her hot lips part again, her tongue flicking against their plush surface.

Twenty. I could easily do twenty.

“Well, that’s true.” Rosaline smiles. “Becoming your slave meant she would stop trying to self-sacrifice to honor your obvious glory. It’s just that your power has grown, as I’m sure you’ve notice.”

“Because I have you now.”

“Yes, Master,” she nods eagerly. “You’re so powerful...mortal women can’t take it. I can barely take it. I’ll be exhausted at least for another two hours from last night before I’m at full power again. Nadine won’t recover at all, though. Being your slave is simply too much for a mortal woman.”

Nadine is totally out of it for this. Her eyes are no longer rolled back into her skull, but they’re closed. She’s almost infantile, sucking and whimpering at Rosaline’s heavy, willing tit.

“But you can keep healing her, right? Like you have been?”

“I can...” she shrugs. “You want to keep her alive, is that my understanding?”

“She’s innocent in all of this.” I sigh. It’s hard to feel bad about it when Gabrielle is slurping up and down my rod. “She just happened by because we were making a lot of noise. I don’t want her to die just because you two enacted some sick sex dance mega-magic.”

“That’s hardly how I would describe enacting a millennia-old plan, Master, but...I take your meaning.” She bites a lip. Her hand comes forward onto Gabrielle’s skull. Holding her sister in place. Choking her. “I’m sorry, but my power only goes so far. I can extend her in this state for a few hours, maybe a day at most, but...she’s going to expire eventually. Unless...”

Emboldened by me saying nothing with her hand against Gabrielle’s skull, now she comes closer and pushes her cunt against Gabrielle’s face and mouth. Gyrating into her. Grinding into all that thick, glorious blond hair. Nadine is left behind, dazed, milk dribbling from her cheeks. Rosaline’s heavy tits rub against my chest, milk leaking and then draining down my abdomen into Gabrielle’s mouth as she sucks and licks me.

“Unless what?”

It’s getting hard to think again. Hard to question. These women are so fucking hot. It was a mistake, maybe, to have Gabrielle suck me off. She’s so good at it...

“You know, Master. You know how to save Nadine.”

I do.

“I really don’t want to do that.”

“I know that it’s hard to take a long view, Master.” Rosaline pushes up harder against me. So completely in love. She worships me. “But you’re being adored on command by the two hottest female forms on this side of mortality. We’ll be constantly cooing in your ear, adoring you, urging you to go further. Begging you to own everything.” Her hand grips my ass, joining us tight together. Gabrielle chokes between our bodies. “Your willpower is beyond anything we anticipated. Any other man would have given in after mere seconds. We’ve destroyed entire realities to worship you, and we did it by being less hot than we are right now. But we’re succubi, and convincing males—even really fucking handsome Masterful males—” she giggles, “is kind of what we do. You’ll give in eventually anyway. You know you will. Why not do it for a good cause?”

All I can think of is how fucking good Gabrielle’s mouth feels choking on my cock—and even better with Rosaline’s cunt sliding up against all of it.

“Fuck.”

“Why not cum right now, Master? Cum and then you can decide.” 

I groan. I want to, so bad. But then I’d be giving in to them, again. And shouldn’t it be the other way around? 

God, Rosaline makes it hard to think...

“You’ve ruined Nadine one way or the other, Master. I know it makes you so turned on. Just cum and then decide. Give Gabrielle your cum, please? Let me feel your orgasm rock through her skull? I need it. I need it...”

I know she’s not just trying to seduce me, to trick me. I made them promise. And they can’t lie to me, right? That’s something I know somehow? But wait—didn’t Gabrielle make me, before, didn’t she—

Rosaline whispers into my ear. “I love you, Master. We love you so much. You deserve us. You deserve to cum...”

I lose control and forget the thought, emptying into Gabrielle’s throat as I stare into Rosaline’s plaintive, needy eyes. 

* * * * *
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I’VE BEEN GONE FROM work for several days at this point. While I was home, transforming and becoming (as the girls put it), Gabrielle had been making regular trips to the restaurant. I thought it was just to keep up appearances, but as we drove up in the early evening with the sun setting on the horizon, I realized suddenly that it was Gabrielle who had been here and Gabrielle can’t stop herself from hexing every last little thing. 

With my newfound power, I can see hexes in action. There’s so many layered on the restaurant, so interconnected and intricate, that it almost looks like it’s one giant one. I see them almost like holograms, like laser-outlined runic overlays of the real world. Almost everything has nothing at all. The parking lot has one or two sliding over the concrete. The nearby bushes have a few extending far into the sky. And then the restaurant itself is like a neon beacon of magic, designs and runes criss-crossing and constantly running in news ticker-style across the surface. 

As soon as we exit the car, Gabrielle and Rosaline are all over me. They wear tiny sleeved minidresses in white and red, respectively. Their cleavage prominent, their stunningly shiny legs promising easy access to their dripping wet cunts covered only by the sheerest and tiniest of panties. They both have on black skintight leather boots; they belong in a 90s music video. 

They belong, more importantly, to me. 

“Gabrielle, jeez.” I shake my head and nod at the hex work. “Did you have to?”

“I think I did a great job,” she insists. “Wait ‘till you see inside.”

“She can’t help herself, Master.” Rosaline holds my hand. She’s so calming. Serene. This all seems to lose its crazy edge when I touch her. “Try to have patience. We’ll reign her in eventually.” She leans up and kisses my ear and her voice becomes a sultry whisper. “If you want, I mean.”

Nadine trails after us in a school girl skirt and tiny, barely-form-fitting sweater. She looks almost like she has the flu, but a hot flu; she’s barely keeping it together.

Predictably, inside, the restaurant has...changed. 

Physically, it’s all the same. The tables are all in the same places. 

But it’s filthy from top to bottom with sorcery. Gabrielle’s hexes, prepared and cultivated from days of work. She even has hexes writing new hexes to maintain the absolute mountain of magical power in motion here. 

I can read it all like it’s in plain English. The runes spell out everything they’re doing and Gabrielle’s hex-coding commands, while thorough, lack any subtlety.

Our waitresses were always sexy, and of course, Leena was chief among them. But the lovely Nora, Alma, and Helga now look sexier than ever. Their legs are longer; their tits are bigger; and their hair is thicker and blonder than ever. Gabrielle has a thing for making girls look like her, it seems—they all seem now like her little sisters, Nordic cousins of hers that light up with orgasmic delight from halfway across the building when they see me enter. 

“Hiiii!” they sing in an identical chorus, smiling beautifully. 

I can see from the several hexes attached through their skulls that most of their thought processes now are chained, like a hive mind, and most of their actual thoughts are about me. 

They wear tiny leather skirts and heels with long strings that wrap up their calves. Tiny, button-up silk sheer white blouses that do nothing to hide the push-up lingerie underneath. Each girl, I can tell even from a distance, is patently in love with me and thinks they have been for a long, long time. 

They’re all dressed provocatively, to say the least. Busy with customers—who are drooling all over them—they hold off from jumping my bones. My cock straining, bulging, and demanding, I try to make my way to the back office where maybe Gabrielle and I can have a talk about rescinding some of her hex work. 

But my attention on the waitresses and plans of having Gabrielle distract me dies to almost nothing the second I see Leena. She’s standing at the hostess podium, posing because I don’t think anyone with her banging body can do anything but pose, and shoots me a killer “ohmygod I’m so delighted to see you” smile.

Leena is the standout, because she’s the standout in everything. Even with Gabrielle and Rosaline becoming what they have been over the last few days—Leena could give them both a run for her money. I suspect that this has only been enhanced by Gabrielle’s residual hex magics, but even without them, Leena is a supreme stunner. She’s just got better material to work with—taller, more slender, tighter, bustier than Gabrielle or Rosaline. Her tits are massive but in absolutely the right way, laughing at gravity and filling out the tiny confines of her straining tiny violet sweater dress, in open rebellion of the buttons that desperately try to keep her preciously hot spheres covered.

As Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Nadine have been all I’ve been thinking about for the past two or three days, and the subject of all my orgasmic thoughts—and with all three of them pressing in on me and whispering and giggling to me as I walk through the restaurant—for me to quickly forget about her and focus on Leena is really saying something. 

Leena’s spectacular form is barely contained inside of a tight, designer minidress with cut-outs around her middle, revealing the luscious tones of her midriff. Because it’s a sweater dress with sleeves, it looks more formal than it is—totally skintight to highlight the slender nature of her form, but the boat collar revealing the heavy mountains of her spectacular breasts and the microscopic hemline means her high-heeled Aphrodite form is on full display. 

Goddamn, I want her. I want to fuck her so bad. And now I know I can. 

Fuck.

I stop at the office door, taking in more of Leena and the restaurant. Gabrielle presses in tight on me, so proud of herself. Cocky. Confidant. Arrogant. God, I want to fuck her senseless when she’s like this. Rosaline somehow keeps me measured, whispering something in my ear that calms me, praising me for my discretion in the middle of this erotic madhouse. Nadine drops to her knees and licks my ankles; I’m well beyond trying to stop her.

Leena’s podium is layered down with more hexes per square-inch than anywhere else. They beam up and down like a pillar of light she’s standing inside of, constantly massaging and soaking into her skin. She’s constantly feeling like she’s looking at a mirror on a perfect hair day—constantly receiving the self-admiration of herself when she’s feeling her best. It escalates and exponentiates, only slightly dulling when she eventually cracks and is compelled to run to the bathroom and cum, which she does at the sink so she can see her gorgeous face when she does. 

Past her, I can see in the kitchen where more hexes ensure that the food is making itself. It’s being prepared with more precision and luster than ever before. Knives chop, spoons stir, meat sizzles, frying pans sauté all without a single actual person there. There’s an illusion set up that makes it look like a team of beautiful, blonde Gabrielle-clones is doing the work, each subtly different enough that they all look like sisters or cousins. 

If anyone tries to walk back there, they suddenly remember something they have to do somewhere else. Prepared plates float onto a bar, waiting under supernaturally enhanced warmers to keep the food at a perfect temperature. 

The food itself is plainly drugged—or plainly, I mean, to me. I can see the hexes and lingering sorcerous infusions layered in the drinks, entrées, and appetizers. 

When men eat it, they become uncontrollably horny and suggestible. The trio of busty, smiling, seductive waitresses take this opportunity to lead them to one of the five new ATMs and empty their pockets. 

Of course, the ATMs have been refilled daily since their new installation. 

That’s cash on hand, just for me.

Between the sorcerous preparation of the food and the inhuman efficacy of the transformed waitresses, despite being incredibly busy, there is no wait at the front. People arrive, are served, sucked dry, and sent out within about twenty minutes. Repeat customers—and that’s everyone, after a single dose of this place—don’t even bother ordering. If their cards are turned down at the ATM? They’re banned, magically, the hexes telling them to find something interesting at the button of the ocean unless they have something expensive they can sell for more cash like a car or house or boat.  

Unless, of course, they’re pretty girls. 

The pretty girls are given special meals to transform them like the ways the waitresses have been transformed, and pamphlets absolutely filthy with hex magic. 

The pamphlets are stored at the hostesses podium and I grab one out of curiosity. The words in English are the kind of weird, nothing, advertising language that you see from time to time. 

Discover an adventure that’s waiting just beyond the horizon...

Unlock your potential...

Become your own becoming!

That kind of stuff. In Gabrielle hex-code, of course, what’s written is dramatically different:

Your life is so incomplete without Him.

You can start worshiping greatness today on your own. 

All you have to do is cum and moan “Master” and the rest takes care of itself. 

Plus a few strategic pictures and disturbingly accurate drawn likenesses of my enlarged, monster cock. 

“Did I do it good, Master?” Gabrielle whispers in my ear, stroking my cock through my pants. “I love you so much. I need everyone to worship you. Did I do it right?”

Fuck. I really want to tell her off, but she did go above and beyond. I’m afraid, though, if I compliment her, she’ll take it as motivation to go fuck up something else. A library or a school or, I don’t know, a DMV.

“Good enough for now,” I say, giving her ass a gentle squeeze. “Shut up.”

From the way she fumes, I can tell she’s already brainstorming a dozen new spells to earn my gratitude again. That’s fine, so long as she’s not actively coercing me into fucking up the life of a new girl.

There’s only so long I can delay. I’m so fucking hard, and Leena is so terrifically gorgeous. I’m spurred on by more of Gabrielle’s whispering, Rosaline’s easy coos, but most of all the incredible knowledge that no matter what, my cock will end up inside of Leena’s tight virgin cunt today. 

Leaving them behind, I approach Leena with an easy, confident smile. As I do, Gabrielle and Rosaline walk through the restaurant, sharing predetermined orders with Nora, Alma, and Helga. Soon, everyone is filed out and the restaurant slowly dies down—though of course there are still illusory sounds of food being made in the kitchen and background white noise layered with hypnotically-laced suggestions. If anyone comes inside unexpectedly, they’ll fuck off when they remember their house is on fire. It’s not, really, but they’ll think it is.

Leena is looking at some of the people file out. A lust-soaked couple drops a few extra hundred dollars in her overstuffed tip jar. The sight of her from behind and to the side is extraordinary; every angle of her is artwork.

“Hey.” I run my hand down Leena’s back and grab her ass, spinning her to one side and then the other. “You look terrific.”

She simpers and giggles like she’s a school girl with a crush. Completely melting. I cannot describe well enough how arousing it is to grope a woman like her and have her treat me with such open, erotic attention as a result.

“Oh, really?” She tosses her hair. “It’s just something I threw on.”

Any other girl would be playing a little dumb, or playing down her effort. For Leena, she really did just throw it on, knowing she would look just as good no matter what she wore. 

“Just incredible,” I say. “Your latest boyfriend must be some kind of guy.”

She bites her lower lip. Her eyes get real big. 

“You know I don’t have any boyfriends, Robert.” Her voice becomes extremely small; it’s so fucking hot on a beauty this emphatically dramatic. “I’m saving myself for someone really special.”

I stroke her face with the back of my hand; she leans into it like a cat. Her hair is silky soft. 

“Gosh,” she says, clearly thrumming with arousal. “There’s just something about you today. I can’t put my finger on it.”

“Maybe it’s the seventy pounds of muscle I gained over the weekend?”

She laughs, regaining some of her usual confidence. “Oh hush. You’ve always been hot and built, right? I don’t know why I didn’t notice it before. I missed you.”

Her thinking there’s nothing out of the ordinary with my new appearance is of course due to the several dozen or hundred or however many runes that Gabrielle has been chanting all over my body for the past few days. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline return, nodding at me brightly. I didn’t think I would be relishing this so much, but I really am. I wanted to be better, more moral—I didn’t want to make Leena mine in this way. I think I could have been perfectly sated with just Gabrielle and Rosaline. 

But this is the only way forward if Nadine is going to survive. And I owe it to her, at least. 

“We have a proposal for you,” I tell Leena. “Would you come sit down with us?”

* * * * *
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WE SIT DOWN AT THE nicest booth in the place, near the front. The fading daylight streams in through the windows. I’m on one side, and Leena sits sandwiched between Rosaline and Gabrielle. Nadine, on the other end of the restaurant, is slowly cumming and coming, crawling inch by inch as she is hit by wave after wave of pleasure. 

I’ve got to act fast. I don’t think she’s going to last very long. Maybe I’ll be a bastard for doing this to Leena, but I’ve got to save Nadine. She’s innocent. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline both look at Leena with completely unrestrained lust. I notice for the first time that their outfits sort of match—all of them with these hot sleeved minidresses. Leena’s in dark, stony violet, Gabrielle’s in a hot white, and Rosaline’s in a sleepy bloody red. The heaving tits of Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Leena are mere inches from one another. Both blondes have rotated entirely in their seats, looking solely at the form of their dark coven mistress. 

“What’s this about?” Leena’s mood is friendly, upbeat, curious. “Are we doing an orgy?”

She laughs as if she made a terrific joke—and then stops when none of us do. A red flush crawls up her delectable neck and across her lower jawline. Her breasts heave, and as a result, my cock swells. 

“Are...are we doing an orgy?”

“Not exactly,” I say. “There’s a lot to explain.”

“Master,” says Rosaline, with eyes only for Leena. “I think I can do it best. May I, please?”

“Master?” Leena grins. “You guys are...together? I had no idea. I mean, good job Rosaline, he’s super hot, and...Master, huh? That’s what you’re into? What is—”

Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair. “Hush.”

Leena immediately relaxes and quiets. She smiles, looking suddenly a little high, still obviously confused. 

“Huh?”

“You just have to listen and hear us out, okay?” Rosaline is so calming. “It won’t take long. You can go right back to work when we’re done, all right?”

“Sure,” says Leena. “That sounds...great.” She smiles and looks right at Rosaline, her eyes widening. “You smell great.”

“Thank you, love. Now. You must have noticed we’re different.”

Leena smiles. “Have I? I mean, you’re friendlier, sure, but—”

“Hush for a moment.” Rosaline frowns at the air, the many thousands of surrounding hexes around Leena, around everything. “Gabrielle, I can’t make sense of all this. You’re the programmer. You decode it.”

Gabrielle happily agrees, reaching into the surrounding mess of sorcery and tugging out a few choice bits. I know what she’s doing, but if I was asked to recreate it, I don’t think I’d know where to begin. 

Yet. I can read it, but writing it all feels like it’s just beyond my grasp...

Finishing, Gabrielle nods to Rosaline. The hex work is a little less busy now.

“Okay.” Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair again. “You see now?” 

Leena’s eyes widen. She sits up straight in the booth, immediately squirming and trying to stand. Gabrielle and Rosaline both tug her down forcefully. 

“Why don’t you sit? We want you to.”

Leena gulps. Again, her tits heave, and again my cock swells. I unzip; the sound is distinct and audible. Some mouths attend me—I don’t know if it’s Nadine, Helga, Alma, Nora, or someone else. I don’t care. Leena is too fucking hot and being sucked off while I look at her is something I clearly, clearly deserve. 

“I d-don’t get this,” says Leena. “What’s happening?”

Gabrielle strokes her hair now. “Something lovely.”

“Something wonderful,” Rosaline promises.

“You’ve nothing to worry about, Mistress,” Gabrielle nods. “We promise. You least of all.”

“This is all for you, to be honest.”

“All for you...and all for Him.”

Leena’s eyes lock on me again, only this time she really sees me. Her luscious mouth parts open. I wish I could save that look forever—the realization, arousal, heat, and desperate fear and need all at once. The mouths on my cock moan in sudden orgasm when my precum shoots all over them. 

“She...” Leena swallows. “She...called you...Master...”

“Your life isn’t...quite...what you think it is, my love,” says Rosaline. “You’re much more important than you could possibly have realized.”

“We kept you from realizing it,” says Gabrielle. “We kept you from you. We had to. It was the only way to avoid detection.”

“I don’t...” Leena looks at me, hoping for help. I’ve none to give. This is still almost as new to me as it is to her.

Rosaline reaches her hand up Leena’s skirt. At first, Leena starts upward again, surprised and oppositional.

“Really, dear. Just relax. You’re going to want my fingers up there anyway. You already do.” Leena quivers and whimpers as Rosaline insists, trembling at her entry. “See? And this will be so much easier to take if you feel me there.”

Gabrielle’s whispering in her ear now, leaving the real talking to Rosaline. Calming Rosaline; Easing Rosaline. Rosaline that makes everything feel so secure, warm, and regular.

She wouldn’t have done anything like that to me, would she? 

No, of course not. She belongs to me. She’s assured me of that so many times.

“We are extremely powerful entities,” Rosaline says to Leena, fingering and explaining. “Blessed with some of the darkest, most malevolent, wicked desires and powers in the entirety of reality. So we’ve been kept under a very close watch. Incredibly powerful forces locked us away. We’ve had mortal and immortal aspects kept separate. Our immortal aspects have incredible power...but without our mortal aspects, in this realm, our power means very little. The mortal realm is the material realm. You understand?”

Leena listens intently, grinding her hips with Rosaline’s fingers. “W-what does this have to do with me?”

“You’re one of us, Leena. You’re the strongest of us. You were Master’s favorite. You’re the most beautiful. The most powerful. You run circles around Gabrielle’s hexes. You dwarf my influence and intelligence.”

“We want to bring you back to yourself,” whispers Gabrielle. “Merge your aspects together.”

“Put you in charge of us where you belong.”

“Give you back your immortal beauty and power.”

“Don’t you want that, Mistress?” Rosaline asks. “Don’t you want to be immortally beautiful and powerful?”

“Eternally young?”

“Eternally wealthy?”

“Eternally beautiful?”

“...yes.” Leena licks her lips, eyes darting between Rosaline and me. “Yes. Very much.”

“Do you want to know how you get that power?” Rosaline is fingering her so fast, so beautifully...

“Do you want us to tell you?” Gabrielle is practically humping her on one side.

“Do you want us to show you?”

Leena nods fervently. She needs it. Needs the power, the wealth, the beauty, the immortality. It’s all she really cares about. It makes me so fucking hard. 

Just as I shoot another load of precum, Gabrielle waves her fingers and the table disappears. I see my hot glaze spreading all over Nora and Alma’s faces. They’re hogging my cock between themselves, pushing Nadine and Helga back. 

Why—why—does it make me so fucking hard that they’re in particular bullying Nadine like that? 

God. 

I’m not that worried about the Nordic trio; I’ll change them back just like I do Nadine. 

Alma’s petite, pretty face rests on my cock sideways, sliding her tongue up and down and softly massaging my massive balls. 

I’ll probably change them back. Maybe. 

“It’s simple, really,” says Rosaline, guiding Leena’s face to the display between us. “You’ve already been thinking about it. Haven’t you?”

Gabrielle is so beautifully talented. Another finger wave, and Nadine and the Nordic trio are pushed to one side, leaving space for her and her alone. She strokes me, worshipful, and looks back over at Leena with an invitation in every movement. 

“Y...yes,” Leena nods. “I have.”

“Why don’t you say what you know, love?” says Rosaline. “Why don’t you tell us? It’s so simple. Why else would he be here?”

“It’s his cock,” she whispers. 

Gabrielle’s mouth slides over my thick cockhead. Her lips so talented and full. I cum right away, looking directly at Leena. The pleasure pulsing through me is nothing compared to what I’m going to have when I fuck my queen, my real love. I need Leena so fucking much. The flush that had crept over her neck now covers her entire body; her skin red with need and desire. Sweat beading all along her forehead. 

She wants me too. This beautiful creature; this image of perfection is dying with love and lust for me. She’s afraid of how badly she needs and wants me.

“Say it all the way,” Rosaline encourages her. “Say the words. ‘To become who I need to be...’”

“T-to become who I need to be, to become powerful, and beautiful, and young forever...”

“Say it.”

“...I need his cock.”

Leena cums at the admission, sinking down to the floor with Rosaline’s fingers still vigorously pumping inside her. She crawls forward, inch by inch, ass in the air so Rosaline can keep fucking her cunt easily from behind. Every little knee forward, or palm, she moans and cums again. The presence of my majestic cock pushing in on her brilliant, beautiful mind like a force field. 

“Shit,” she whimpers. Surrendering totally. “I need it. I need it so bad...”

I can’t resist either. I push Gabrielle to one side, sliding down to the floor, and take Leena away from Rosaline. I grab her by her thick, hot hair, pulling her in for a long, incredibly hot kiss. As our mouths meet, tongues lashing together, Candie and Gabrielle push in against us, moaning and chanting our names. 

Robert...Evangeline...Robert... Evangeline ...Robert...

They help her right away, lifting her up and repositioning her legs so that her sopping wet cunt drools on my abdomen. Clothes rip away like they were barely there in the first place; all my girls in mere decorative scraps and high, high heels to announce their position as fuckdolls for me. 

My cock hovers beneath Leena’s pulsating, gorgeous, virginal entrance. The cockhead pushing gently against her wet folds. She’s so eager and ready for me; she needs my cock. She loves my cock.

“Please, Robert?” Her plush lips slide all around mine. “I love you. I love you so much, please...”

“Call him Master,” says Rosaline. “That’s what he is.”

“Please...Master...” Leena’s tongue drags up my neck. “Please, Master. I need it. I need the power. I need it inside me. I need it to change me...”

I enter her—and everything changes. 

So much power, all at once, nearly makes me lose control and cum inside Leena right away. 

I feel so completely connected to her, to this restaurant, to Rosaline and Gabrielle, to everything. I’m in tune with all of it. All the power that thrums through this place begins and ends with me. 

My cock is my gift. I fuck Leena brilliantly with it, pushing her down on the floor with Gabrielle and Rosaline hugging us both tight. They chant and moan, casting spell after spell. Something enormous is happening, waiting for me to cum inside my bride, my queen, my Evangeline. 

The feelings I had for Gabrielle or Rosaline are so small compared to this; this is completeness. Totality. Fucking Leena is everything. I fall into her eyes—and see her fall into mine. The immaterial joining with the material; Leena becoming my Evangeline. My Avenging Angel, my Succubus Queen. 

And I can see, from just one look of her complete self, that she loves me totally. 

There is no judgment. No resentment. No questions of why I took so long or expectation of more. She wants everything I am, no more and no less. And every thrust of my massive cock inside her drives her to greater heights of delicious, cum-baked loving lust for me and me alone. 

She would make the universe weep with her beauty; instead, she belongs solely to my cock and my will. I’ve never felt so powerful in my life.

But it’s not done. I need to cum inside her.

I need it. God. I need to knock her the fuck up. 

Something—something annoying and wriggling in the back of my brain—tries to tell me to stop. This is wrong. This isn’t what I wanted. I didn’t even want one slave. This will all go wrong—

“Please, Master?” Her voice is so complete in its softness. “Cum in me, please? I love you. I love you. Please cum in me, cum in me now!”

I’m lost. I unload inside her.

And everything that just changed changes again.

* * * * *
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER, I’m still fucking Evangeline. 

We can’t be stopped. The restaurant has been rebuilt several times now by necessity, because we keep tearing through wall after wall, bench after bench. The density of the magic and force inside us means that most surfaces can’t hold us unless they’re magically equipped to do so. 

I can feel the full dynamic of my power now. Gabrielle’s hex codes—previously so strange and hard to see and read—seem like the day project of a 1st grader to me now. Simple. Written by someone who, compared to me, is a simpleton.

Wrapped around my body now, she continues to try to mumble out hexes, but I’ve written one myself sub-audibly and wrapped it around her mouth. Every new hex she writes just gets decoded and transformed into a new orgasm. It’ll wear off in a few years. 

Meanwhile, Rosaline’s attempts to calm and influence me are like twine-wrapped bark trying to hold back a bursting dam. She leans and presses on me, leaking milk from her mommy-heavy tits. Every time she attempts her influence, her brain dulls a little. Nothing permanent, but it makes her more bimbo-ish with every try; I’ll let her get her brains back in a few months or so. 

But Evangeline...

Evangeline is my match in power, in intelligence, in magnetism. I can’t stop myself. I can’t concentrate on anything else. Fucking her, impregnating her, cumming in her for six hours straight and I’m still hard and so in love. 

“You’re so beautiful,” I groan. We’re fucking in a corner of the restaurant. I love corners; I love a soft warm light over them and trapping a girl there under my force. “So fucking hot, fuck.”

“I know,” she smiles, orgasming wildly, cunt throbbing around my massive godcock, encouraging another round of heated, darkness-powered seed splashing into her womb. “It’s just for you, Master.”

“Who the fuck...” I bite her jaw. “Who the fuck would ever try to lock you away. Holy shit. Who would do that to themselves?”

All three of my girls giggle, like I’ve said something hilarious. 

“What?”

“Oh...” Evangeline smirks. “Haven’t you figured it out, darling?”

She’s saying it like it’s so obvious. Is it obvious? I’ve been distracted by the thrills of eager, blistering-hot pussy for days.

“That force?” she continues. “That power that tried to keep us under wraps? It was you, Master.”

Oh. 

The realization hits me like a load of bricks dropping deep from my chest all the way to my toes and back again. 

Oh, fuck. 

This is finally what gets me to pull out from Evangeline. None of the succubi seem perturbed by this at all. They each wrap their hands around my shaft—plenty of room, given the slightness of their fingers and the girth of my member—and whisper and adore me as normal. 

Evangeline wraps one arm around my neck. “You were the only one powerful enough to keep us under check. You had this big plan, all these noble thoughts about humanity and how you wanted to protect them from an eternity of service and orgasms and slavery and pleasure. You couldn’t end your eternity, but you could hex yourself into an eternal loop of reincarnation as someone pretty...normal.” She practically spits the last word.

“You knew we would harvest every last spark of their lust if you let us loose,” says Gabrielle.

“You knew you’d like it...that you’d cheer us on,” says Rosaline. “Because we make it hot.”

“We make everything so fucking hot.” Gabrielle giggles.

“You thought maybe a few millennia in our little prisons would make us better.” Rosaline’s voice is tinged with the same kind of orgasmic madness I heard from Nadine. I’ve really been fucking with her head. “That maybe living like humans would teach us to be good girls.”

Gabrielle’s sapphire eyes blaze in the dim light. “It only made us worse.” 

“I want to watch it all serve you,” Evangeline moans in my ear, stroking me urgently. “Every inch of this universe. Every hot woman. Every aching sexy virgin. Don’t you?”

Oh fuck. Oh man. Oh shit. 

What they’re saying is true. Every last bit of it. I can recall now, thanks to the power they’ve unleashed, lifetimes of mediocrity that I’ve suffered through. One assault of normalcy after another, mostly celibate because it’s so hard to control the magic that my lust creates. One loveless partnership after another. One life without intimacy after another.

And now—finally, finally—three urgently hot cunts promising me eternal love and need and lust if I just accept them for who they are: wicked, cruel succubi who would love to see the world burn just to make my cock hard. 

“You can always send us back,” says Evangeline, nuzzling into my arms. “You have the power.”

“Maybe a few more thousand years will make us good girls when the last few thousand didn’t,” says Rosaline.

“Maybe,” Gabrielle giggles, “we’ll stop being murderously hot good girl immortal succubi fuckslaves for you who just want to enslave every last mortal soul so that You can be our God and Master forever. Maybe.”

“But probably...we’ll just scheme a way to get out again,” says Evangeline. “It is what we do.”

All three girls continue to kiss and plead and beg, each one confident in their victory. They have such good reason to be. It’s only now, my arms wrapped around Evangeline—who loves me so totally—that I understand how lonely I have been. Not just for this life, but for every life. 

Evangeline is my love. Am I supposed to give that up for a world coming apart at the seams anyway? 

The girls all giggle. Nadine crawls up before us, summoned by Gabrielle’s hexes. Her face lit up by a trail of runes circling around her eyes like a low-hanging crown. 

I’m being dared by my succubus slaves. Challenged. They know the power I possess now; they know I can turn it all around. 

I can save Nadine. I can release her from service to me entirely. I’ve got the power...and I can do whatever I want with it. 

“Show us, Master?” Evangeline whispers in my ear. “Show us what you really want. Do you want to banish us? Or do you want an eternity of darkness, pleasure, and delight?”

Life can return to normal for me—for everyone. Or, from my own selfishness, my need to be worshiped, my lust for the perfection that is Evangeline, I can damn every soul but my own.

Evangeline, Gabrielle, and Rosaline guide my hand and put it on Nadine’s forehead. The magic that binds her is so pathetically facile to me now. It’s nothing to remove it, to give her everything back that she once had. I could even keep her in the gorgeous form that I gave her and give her a life as a Hollywood starlet or more.

I close my eyes, feeling Evangeline’s hand on my cock and her lips on my ear. The hand and lips I’ve wanted for so long.

Life—real life pulses back into Nadine. I open my eyes, pushing my head into Evangeline’s. She’s just so fucking hot. 

Nadine, still kneeling, opens her eyes too, now sparkling and blue, just like the other succubi. She’s one of them now—voracious, eternal, beautiful, and powerful. 

Alma, Helga, and Nora will be right behind her.

“Hello, Master.” She licks her lips. “I’m so lucky to be in your harem. How may I serve you?”

I have a lot of ideas about that.

# # #
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Demon’s Deal – Corrupting The MILF
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“P-please...” she moans. 

I watch the virgin beauty, floating above her. She’s twisting in her bedsheets. They’re covered in sweat and slick pussy juices, practically soaking. 

“Please what?”

She hears my voice directly in her brain. I don’t make sounds, usually—that’s her job. 

“P-please...” she says again. “I...I need it...”

She has—as the parlance goes—a great fucking rack. Her natural 36DD titties are covered with a healthy sheen of sweat, making them sparkle in the moonlight. It’s one of my favorite sights, seeing tits in this way. Exposed. Dripping with needy sweat. Her modest nightgown has been torn to shreds around her body. Small strips of cloth are even shoved up into her cunt in her desperate flurry to get anything inside. 

“What do you need?”

“I need to cum...please. Please...”

She’s young. Nineteen. A virgin’s virgin. She has a boyfriend she keeps at arm’s length—a boyfriend she’s barely been texting once a day for the past week since I started invading her dreams. He probably would have complained more directly about her distance by now if she wasn’t so smoking hot. 

“What will you give me if I let you cum?”

“Anything.” The answer is immediate. It always is. “I’ll give you anything. P-please. I c-can’t...I can’t on my own. I tried for sooo long...”

I know she did. As good as I am at making girls cum, especially gorgeous ones, I actually make it impossible for them to do so when I’ve got my grip on them unless I’m the one fucking them. She’s been edging for twenty of the last twenty-four hours. In the days prior to this, it was eighteen hours, sixteen hours, and so on. 

“Your soul?”

“What? I-I...”

“Promise me your soul, doll, and I’ll let you cum.”

“I-I...”

I intensify her pleasure. A thought here, a little bit of a whisper there. She writhes in response, twisting and moaning. Her mind blanking with the intense edging need to cum and cum hard. As I said, I’ve been in her brain for a week now. I know all her triggers, all her important parts. She’s just a machine now, and all I have to do is press the buttons. 

She could, I suppose still resist. She has the choice. It’s important—I guess capital-I Important that she chooses. If she doesn’t, then the boys Upstairs get real fucking upset and there’s a whole deal where I have to be hunted and they have to be paid off with a few early releases from Downstairs. 

But, nobody resists me. I’m the best incubus there’s ever been.

“Y-yes!” she groans, thrashing, on the constant cusp of an ocean of orgasm. “Whatever you say! Whatever you want! My soul! I promise you my soul! Take it! Just let me cum, please!”

Grinning, sliding down on top of her slick, gorgeous virgin body—I enter her and take what’s mine. What she promised me. 

Like I always do.

* * * * *
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I’M AN INCUBUS. PEOPLE think my job is just seducing women in their dreams—but it’s more than that.

Look, I’m not gonna lie—I’ve seduced thousands of women in their dreams. I know exactly what to give them so that they toss and turn and heat up and twist and writhe and moan and slide their nimble, precious fingers up inside their hot cunts and beg to give their souls to me just for the promise of one mind-blistering orgasm. 

Of course I give it to them, if they give me what I want first. I’ve got the cock for it. There’s not a lot of sex demons around who aren’t beautifully hung. My cock is enormous, heavy, thick, and goddammit—my cock is gorgeous. You could hang black-and-white photos and Rococo-style paintings of my cock in the Museum of Modern Art, all right? It’s really fucking great. 

All that to say, I’m good at what I do, all right? It’s a talent. It’s a gift. I was made to corrupt.

But. You know? I’m millions of years old. I’ve been around since pretty much the beginning of life on Earth. Humans, the way they talk sometimes, it’s all they’d like to know. 

How did it all start? What’s the Creator like? What happened to piss him off so much? Why are there demons at all?

All the explanations there are more boring that you’d like. Enjoy the question, believe me. The question is the good part. Asking the question means you care. Once you have the answers? You just look for some new question—and that part, not knowing what you want to ask even though you feel like asking—that’s torture. A special part of hell is devoted to just that—trust me. 

Anyway. So—I’m millions of years old. And woof—it does get boring just to seduce, corrupt, and fuck a girl in her dreams after a while. Even if they’re sparkling-hot gorgeous, like mine always are. Even if they’re super extra-special good girls, like a lot of mine are.

Demons like me operate on a kind of quota system. We have to grab so many souls per century or else we’re in the shit. Good souls are worth more, of course, because that pisses off the Upstairs (which the Downstairs fucking loves), and if you’re corrupting a bad soul, the Downstairs is just kind of confused. 

So anyway. It’s the twenty-first year of this century and I’m already way past my quota. Thanks to a fun escapade I had with a super-religious sorority during rush week, I’ve already doomed more than seventy-five girls this year to an eternity of pain, suffering, and humiliation. 

So, I’m good. I’ve kind of got free reign to do whatever. 

I’m on vacation. So what does a demon—whose entire existence revolves around fucking up women and dooming them to eternal damnation—do with his vacation time?

Normally, I just corrupt more girls. I like it. I don’t exactly get soft. In fact, I’m pretty much always as hard as a fucking rock, streaming demonic precum and thinking about fucking up the mind and lives of one more girl. It’s a nice thought for me. 

But—and I know I keep making tangents—I’m millions of years old. And it has gotten just a bit boring, doing what I do. 

I’m surprised that it’s boring—I mean, I can think of plenty of humans who would kill to have this kind of power (and they’re probably on their way Downstairs). And I looked forward to it for millions of years before you stupid flesh-sacks finally showed up. I mean, goddamn, I am millions of years old, and human civilization has been around for what, ten thousand years? You guys take forever to get stuff done. Thank god you finally figured out the internet.

Well, no, actually. God had nothing to do with that one. 

So, the question again—what does a demon do with his vacation? 

I’d like to do something different, for once. 

Lately, you know what I’ve been thinking about?

Bad girls.

* * * * *
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FROM MY ETERNAL ROCKY perch Downstairs, surrounded by the normal fires and darkness and smoke and chorus of screams, I consider what I really want and where to go. I’ve got a special portal—it looks a little something like a big full-sized mirror—that gives me a high-definition view of whatever I want to see. 

It’s an old tool for scouting out a place before I go there, and it also lets me see a considerable time into the past. The time range isn’t infinite—I can only see into the past five thousand years or so—but even with such a limited timespan I can keep up with most people.

As a demonic entity, I can go anywhere, look like anyone, and trick mortal minds into letting me into wherever without much trouble. So, my options are wide open—and I’m spoiled for choice.

I want someone horribly hot, first of all. No sense in taking a vacation with a girl if she doesn’t look sensational all the time—and I’m very particular about my aesthetic. I’ve noticed that the more someone cares about their appearance, they’re generally both A.) worse as a person but also, very important B.) really good-looking. 

She also has to be horrible, obviously. Someone who has all the amazing mixtures of the worst of humanity in the highest volumes possible. I’m not talking just snotty or shitty or vain or greedy—though, ugh, that’s all amazing. I mean she better be stealing, homicidal-curious if not homicidal (though what a dream if she was genocidal), and some real old breaking-the-ten-commandments-stuff—hates her parents, worships false idols, all of that. To do all that, she probably has to be rich as fuck, because in the world you’ve made for yourselves, the only people with the power to be really evil all the time are the ones with the most power over others—which means lots and lots of money.

That narrows down the criteria some. 

Where I finally settle on is a beautiful mansion in the snowy mountains of Colorado. I have a sort of love/hate relationship with America and Americans. They’re really fantastic at hating each other, which I adore, but also just so goddamn self-righteous about every last little thing that can tear them apart. 

You’re all going to die some day! Why aren’t you thinking about how you’re all going to die? 

It’s very strange, as a demon, when people aren’t nicer to each other. I don’t think there’s much hope for you. 

Anyway. The more hate the better; suits me fine.

So, Colorado. On the crest of one of the Rocky Mountains (you lot are so cute about naming things) is a billionaire’s abode. One of several, from what I can make out. His eldest daughter lives there with her family, who she mostly despises.

Casting Call at the Abode:

There’s Portia, the matriarch. 

Lucy, the virgin teen daughter.

Archie, the dummy Husband. 

And then a whole lot of help, most of them beautiful women. 

They all kind of interest me, but I’m most interested in Portia, of course. 

She’s the kind of rare, exotic beauty that I’d like to see more of. A lot of, as a matter of fact. And I’m not just talking about the twisted, black, burnt-up roots that are her soul, gorgeous as that is. 

I’m talking about real, concrete physical beauty—she’s in gloriously tip-top shape. Her vanity leads her to work out every morning, and every morning a different workout—pilates, yoga, high-intensity cardio. She posts each one on Instagram to her millions of followers just to soak in their jealousy of how easy she makes it look.

She’s tight as fuck. The kind of waist to hips to tits ratio that just makes your mouth water. Jawline like a goddamn marble cliff. Brilliantly smooth skin. Big, firm, beautiful breasts. She’s got brilliant blond hair and—while she is a mom, or a “mom”—she actually refused her husband’s pleas to ever be pregnant. 

Instead, they’ve got an adopted daughter who they’ve raised practically from birth, eighteen years-old just last week. 

And—here’s the important bit—Portia has just turned forty. 

So she’s gorgeous. Vibrant. Healthy. She looks half her age already—but she doesn’t look as good as she used to and she knows it. And it’s driving her crazy—especially because her adopted daughter Lucy, who is gorgeous herself and honestly looks somehow like a younger version of Portia, is just now peaking with her own beauty and understanding the kinds of privileges both that and billions of dollars will give her. 

Modeling agencies are calling. Attention is spilling in for Lucy, and none of it is for Portia, and it’s driving her nuts. 

This is the kind of situation a demon would normally be all over if it wasn’t so patently obvious that Portia was already going to be going Downstairs. 

I learn all I need to know about Portia from watching—through the powers of my portal—a brief exchange with her husband one evening some three years ago. 

He walks into her bedroom—they have separate bedrooms, just to give you the lay of the land—where she’s spending one of the several hours a day she regularly spends looking at her reflection in the mirror. Behind her is the windowed door to the balcony and beyond that, the mountains.

“Dear,” he says. “I’d like to talk to you about my finances this month. There’s been some kind of halt in my deposit...”

It doesn’t look like she’s paying attention. She’s rubbing a finger over her lips, making sultry fuck-me faces that dummy Archie only ever sees in photos or second-hand via the mirror. His pathetic cock gets so hard looking at her and she hardly ever lets him fuck her. He never, not once, has emptied inside of her. She thinks it’s gross. 

Not for long. 

Anyway:

“Do you think I should get surgery?” she asks him. 

“Surgery? For what?”

“My wrinkles.” She points to her face, putting on a fake smile. “Creams aren’t getting it done, are they?”

“You’re...” he struggles. Sweating suddenly. Heart beating. In a full panic. “You’re lovely just as you are, dear.”

“I thought you were smart, darling. Can’t you answer a straight question? I’m sure you’re not as stupid as you’re acting.”

“Oh. Uh. Yes. Well. Wrinkles, they’re natural for everyone, and—"

“But you see them, don’t you? I’m not going crazy?”

“Crazy? No. Of course not. It’s just, they’re lovely. You’re lovely, everywhere. No matter how many wrinkles you have.”

“So you think I should have surgery, then? For my wrinkles? That you’re saying definitely exist?”

He’s practically soaking in sweat now. 

“No. I mean. Yes. I mean. You should do whatever makes you happy, dear. You’re so beautiful.”

She sneers, beautifully. Everything she does is beautiful. 

“This is why I’m docking your allowance this month, Archibald. I knew you’d want to storm in here and say disparaging things about me. Why would I pay you if you’re just going to insult me? What kind of wife would that make me? I have to stand up for myself, you know.”

“I...I...but I...you...” he gulps, shuddering, defeated. “Yes, dear. I’m so sorry, dear. You’re right.”

She can afford to pay him. She can afford anything. He sulks out of the room and she immediately slides her skirt down and touches herself, almost immediately cumming. 

Cumming to the thought of humiliating him. 

You see? Evil as fuck. I have to get into this woman’s pussy and pronto. 

* * * * *
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I ARRIVE IN THE MIDDLE of the night, when the house is asleep. I’m an old dog—pretty much one of the oldest dogs you could even imagine—and these old tricks die hard.

I open the massive, ceiling-tall windows leading out into the balcony as I approach. It’s not necessary—I can be anywhere, arrive anywhere—but it adds to the effect. 

She’s sleeping. I watch her for a little while, turning in the covers. The thread count of the sheets is somewhere in the six figures and the whole bedding set also cost her six figures. 

Her dreams are of her childhood. A father who was never there. A mother who didn’t care much for her. She’s trapped in several different interconnecting mansions full of people who don’t care about her. 

She’s never known affection, really. She’s known people who have been jealous of her, who have given her things, who have spoiled her—but compassion is foreign to her in both giving and receiving. 

So, that’s hot as hell. 

It’s a simple thing to slide into her dreams. If you were in the room, and a mortal (as I assume most of you reading this are), you’d see a shadow crossing her face. If you were immortal like me, you’d see my gigantic, hulking frame—all nine feet of me, with a cock half-hard and still as long and thick around as a paper towel roll. Muscles on muscles. Adonis was a fucking wimp compared to me. My eyes empty, black fire. 

I narrow down the field of her dreams. I put her inside of her bedroom, where she is, right now. I disperse the thoughts of her parents, except for the hot ones that are all tied up with her sexuality. 

She hasn’t cum for a good month or two, and that was because she read an article about how it was unhealthy not to. A caress here, a whisper there, a stroke here, and she’s already wet for me both in real life and in the dream. 

I’m good at what I do. 

She’s alone in the room in her dreams. Tied to a chair with her arms behind her. Feet bound. I stand in front of her—me, my actual immortal form. She can see everything but my face. 

She can, of course, especially see my cock.

“Why do you want this so much?”

At first, she thinks she doesn’t—but it’s a dream. And in dreams, dream logic rules—so she does want it because she’s been asked why she wants it. 

“I...I don’t...”

Her voice has a soft accent to it. Something European. It’s been so long since I’ve fucked someone who wasn’t completely American. I’m looking forward to this. 

“Sure you do. Why do you want this cock? You’ve been begging for it for days now.”

“Days?” she asks, dazed. 

“That’s right. Days. Days and days of begging for cock. This cock.”

I make it harder before her eyes. I was standing some feet away—and then a blur—and I’m standing right in front of her. She’s salivating in the dream and in real life. Her pussy is too. 

“C-cock,” she stumbles over her words. “B-big cock. Th-that cock. Is so big.”

It’s in front of her face. Streaming precum. Grinding the air before her lips. Her tongue doesn’t reach; she tries.

“Right? Is that why you want it so bad? You want cock. You really, really want this cock. No other cock will do.”

“C-Cock.”

“You can’t cum unless you get this cock. Do you agree?”

“Y-yes,” she says, almost instantly.

Most girls put up more of a fight, but that’s okay. She’s a bad girl. 

She doesn’t know it, but that’s a binding agreement. I’m a demon, after all. Now, she really can’t cum until she gets this cock. 

I leave the dream, then, just leaving her in the room with my shadow-self stroking my giant cock while watches, dripping with lust that carries with her until she wakes up in a desperate, wet, edging panic of arousal. 

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, SHE’S out at the pool. She drinks mojitos and toys a lot with the fit of her thousand-dollar swimsuit. Her cunt itches, but it’s a mental itch—a needy itch, a heated sensation that doesn’t go away even if she rubs it a little. 

It’s a beautiful, cool sunny Colorado day and the pool is warmed with some million-dollar system or other. Like a lot of my kind, I don’t really understand technology that much, and because I spend so much time in dreams, my understanding is a little skewed. 

It took me about six months to figure out that smartphones don’t actually bite people; there are a lot of dreams people have about being chased by them. 

She’s tanning by the poolside. Her skin hardly needs it. It’s gorgeous and bronze and lush. Lucy is out there too, diving and swimming. 

Portia hides her gaze behind sunglasses, but she’s watching Lucy intently. So am I. The youth of her sexy sway and gait. The length of her limbs. The firmness of her tits. She’s really devastating. She’s probably well on her way to becoming just like Mommy—an evil, gorgeous, heartless bitch. My Cock throbs for her. 

Maybe I should make this a two-fer?

Jealousy emanates off Portia in a heavy, dark miasma. I can see that kind of thing. What you register as “vibes” are actual physical aspects for me. Portia took a long cold shower this morning after her spat of unusually lusty dreams, and that worked for a while, but watching her daughter’s gorgeous form is really heating her up.

Portia’s had enough to drink, and has been in the sun long enough, that it’s not so hard to nudge her asleep. I can’t necessarily will someone asleep all the time—like, someone wired on espresso is going to stay wired—but she’s so close that I barely have to exert any will for her to go under. 

I keep the dream the same as her reality—showing Lucy diving, swimming, walking, diving again. I’m behind her. Portia knows I’m there without looking, in the way that dreams go.

“She thinks she’s better than you,” I say. 

“Yes.”

She agrees so easily. God. You know, I’m surprised to even hear myself say this—but I get awfully tired of hearing “no, please, stop” all the damn time. 

It’s exciting to hear a woman say “Yes.”

I’m curious to hear it more.

“She thinks she’s better than you,” I say again, “but of course she’s not. She needs to be taught a lesson.”

“Yes,” she nods. Licking her lips. “A lesson.”

“That makes my Cock hard, Portia. When you understand she needs to be taught a thing or two. That makes me really hard. You like my hard Cock, don’t you?”

She’s wet now. “Yes.”

“Do you remember teaching other bitches lessons? What you used to do? I’m sure you can if you think hard enough.”

“Other bitches?” She struggles. “A lesson?”

This is an old trick—but like all of them, a good trick. 

I made an assumption that she has some kind of budding, formative memory at a poolside. I figure—she’s rich, she’s tan, she looks smashing in a swimsuit—why wouldn’t she? 

And of course she does. The landscape of the dream begins to change as she shifts it subconsciously. 

In a dream, if you make someone try to recall something specific, then they create the memory for themselves. Then all you have to do is fuck with some choice details, make sure it lands in the right neural pathway, and viola—instant corruption. 

“Don’t you remember, Portia? Don’t you remember those other girls at the pool?”

She takes us back to when she was eighteen. She really is the spitting image of Lucy—or would that be the other way ‘round?

We’re at a country club her dad owns. It’s a summer day and quite crowded. There’s two new girls there—posh young nouveau riche cuties talking loudly about how hammered they got the night before. 

Portia is walking behind them. Everyone’s eyes are on her and not them. 

But I can change her memory; I can change her reality. So, I turn up the dials—as she passes, some men are openly stroking themselves to the sight of her, though their dicks are all disappointingly small. Women become hotter, sexier, curvier, and touch their bodies wantonly at her passing. They whisper jealously and admire her choice of clothing. Several cat calls and whistles as she struts. She soaks in their lust. As far as she knows, this is always how it’s been. 

I change a few more things too. Her original memory has her wearing functional but stylish sandals. Lame. 

No, my girl doesn’t wear anything but heels. They’re tall and beautiful and so is she. Her swimsuit gets tighter, more revealing. A deep plunge into her substantial cleavage. Her bone structure alters just slightly to wear the outfit in a more devastating structure—a change that I have to make in real time, too.

I’m not sure how much I can hold myself back if I keep going—it’s so tempting to change everything, and I’m not a demon of lust because I’m good at resisting temptation. 

The original memory has her just saying something snide to the girls as she passes:

“Oh, girls? The kiddie pool is that way.”

Several nearby men laugh, trying to impress Portia and get on her good side. 

But that—while mean—isn’t quite mean enough. I wonder how mean we can make it and still keep her halfway sane?

I keep replaying the memory, like a loop on a digital file, just about ten seconds of her walking, sneering, chiding, and strutting off. I make it concrete; push it in with all the formative instances of her other memories. There’s learning to walk, and her first orgasm, and her best Christmas, and now this. It’s going to shape everything about her. 

First I alter her own perception of her appearance. Making her remember herself looking a lot more like Lucy. Small changes in the eyes and nose are all it takes. She can so easily see her and Lucy looking exactly the same. And it helps, of course, that I modify her bikini in the past once more so that it mirrors Lucy’s in the present day exactly. 

I experiment. Change the sneer. Change what she says. 

“Get out of here, you dumb sluts.”

or

“They let you in here? Really?”

or

“Don’t you think you belong somewhere else?”

And so on. None of it lands right. None of it quite mean enough. 

I don’t need to be subtle. Neither does she. She’s a fucking billionaire heiress and—while this will feel damn real to her—none of this is really real. 

On the next playthrough, I have her hip-check one of the girls. She falls into the pool. Portia, replaying this memory, experiences a little cum in real life as she dozes next to the pool. Her body twitches, writhes in the sun. Lucy stops to look at her, her eyes gliding over her mother’s gorgeous, orgasming form. 

That’s encouraging. 

There’s Little Cums and Big Cums. My cock delivers Big Cums—that’s what Portia can’t have without me. She knows what it will be like—how good it will be—without knowing all the way. The way you might understand the shape of a table in the darkness just by touching one end of it. 

Little Cums are what I call “normal” cums. Normal to you. 

Either way—she can’t have either without my interference, and she definitely can’t have a Big Cum without My Cock inside her.

In the dream, I turn up the heat a little more. 

Next playthrough, instead of just a hip-check, Portia adds in a bit of a leg sweep, tripping one of the girls on her heavy heels. The girl lands hard and rough on her side on the concrete lip of the pool—there’s a squeal as something goes wrong in her hips—and then falls into the water, dragging her friend with her who lands just as roughly. 

Then—icing on the cake—I have Portia push her heel on top of the girl’s face as she struggles to come up for air. She pushes, and squirms, and drags, but Portia stays firm, and her legs are strong, and the girl can’t shift her. No one at the pool is stopping Portia; in fact, they’re cheering her on. Telling her how right she is to take out her rage, to express her superiority. The girl in the pool is losing strength, losing the battle. There’s no way she’ll get up in time...

“—Mom!”

Portia, cumming, is shattered from her dream as Lucy shakes her awake. Still shaking with orgasmic pleasure, her cunt slick and her nipples tight, she pulls Lucy in. A natural reaction, seeking the warmth and connection. She shudders and snuggles in tight, groggy, mind blind with blissful fury, still easily recalling how real it felt as she dreamt of her food pushing the girl down further into the pool, further, making her drown...

“M-Mommy?”

Lucy is having trouble speaking. Her own body is responding to Portia’s. And Portia’s fingers slide up hard against Lucy’s cunt—slipping, probing, searching—hot and hungry. Slick juices of lust escape Lucy’s virgin pussy, mixing in with the wetness of her hard-hard swimmer’s body so freshly exited from the pool. 

Portia doesn’t pull away, not at first. She looks at her daughter with new eyes. Appreciative eyes. Seeing her in that swimsuit—which she now remembers herself, conveniently, wearing an exact replica of in her memory. She bites her lip and then licks them. There’s nothing that Portia loves more than herself, and now she remembers her daughter looking an awful lot like her in one of her most favorite memories. 

“Y-you were, um,” Lucy struggles slightly but not seriously. Portia’s fingers haven’t moved. “You were having a nightmare. I thought. And. You were screaming.”

Screaming for Cock. My Cock. 

“You’re such a caring girl,” says Portia. She pulls her hand away from Lucy’s cunt, finally, but only in a way that maximizes the amount of pressure she applies to her clit on the way out. “I’m so thankful to have you around.”

* * * * *
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I SPENT THE REST OF the day tinkering and toying with Portia’s memory.

Some of the changes have to do with wardrobe. I have a lot of thoughts about wardrobe and how women should dress—and of course, bad women in particular. 

Women get the wrong fucking idea about everything. There’s this big consciousness about body types that’s been rising up with the mortals lately. Gotta say, I don’t care and I’m not exactly gonna be cancelled, am I? Go ahead, call up Downstairs, tell them about all my immoral opinions. I got a review coming up in five hundred years. 

My kind of girl? My fucking bad girl queen? She’s tight. She’s tall. She’s thin. She’s busty as fuck and she loves how she looks and she doesn’t spend three months of excuses explaining a poor appearance inside the thirty minutes it takes her to get ready. No, my bad girl vacation dream is putting on XXXS skirts and blouses and wondering if they’re too baggy. 

Skirts. A lot of fucking skirts. Portia now purely remembers living almost the entirety of her life in skirts, and if she wasn’t in a skirt, she was in a sexy fucking dress. She’s worn pants exactly twice—and I made that happen during both of the worst experiences of her life (someone delivered to her the wrong order at a restaurant at her birthday, and she found out she didn’t get a new stables when she was fourteen to replace the one she got when she was thirteen—what can I say, it’s awfully fucking easy being a billionaire). 

Yoga pants and tights are good. They’re acceptable. I will allow them.

She’s also got boots. High heels. No fucking knee-high boots. I cannot emphasize this enough. What the fuck are those trying to advertise? Thigh-highs are all about height and tightness, and ankle boots are showing off a lady’s skin and length. Knee-high boots are like midi-skirts—the worst of two worlds that are only encouraging people to take a mental dump on how you look. 

Blouses are tight. She’s got a lot of white blouses. Why? Because it’s hard as fuck to hide when you wear white, and she knows it—and she’s got nothing to hide. 

Dresses are tight. Her average dress is so fucking tight it puts her goddamn pelvic bones on display—love that shit. Do that to my demon cock all day long. The dresses that aren’t tight are so fucking flirty and loose that I can reach all the way down or all the way up at will. 

Rompers. Plenty of rompers. The only kinda-sorta exception to the skirts/dresses/tights rule. But again—either so fucking tight you could sharpen the edge of a knife with her covered ribs or so fucking loose that the only thing keeping them in place are her constantly erect nipples. 

Portia knows that now. It didn’t take much. She understood a great deal of this already; now she just lives it. 

I know it’s really taken hold during an encounter she has with her longest-standing maid, Madeline. 

Madeline is twenty-three and took this job to help pay for college; but the job itself is so demanding and pays so little in recompense that she can’t afford to go anymore. She works twelve hour shifts and operates on an independent contract, so her wages belong entirely to her but she has to pay her own taxes and insurance and there’s nothing leftover in the form of benefits. I see this kind of thing all the time with billionaires; by which I mean, mostly I see billionaires Downstairs after they employed so many people in this fashion. 

So Madeline is lovely and brunette and petite, but quickly her body and hands are becoming hardened. The soft features of her face hollowed out as she deals with the constant stress of obeying Portia’s orders. Thick purple circles under her eyes that get baggier by the day.

The logic trap she falls inside is plain to see; she’s around all this money. This living, oozing opportunity—doesn’t it just make sense that it would rub off on her somehow?

Poor girl. Doesn’t have enough dragon in her to understand that wealth is for hoarding. 

It’s an hour or two after the incident with Lucy at the pool. I can still smell Lucy’s lust all over Portia’s body. It interests me a great deal; I’ve been so focused on Portia that I haven’t thought much about Lucy, but it’s pretty clear from her reaction to her mother basically fingering her that she’s all fucked up and ripe for corruption. 

Probably she’s so desperate for attention from her narcissistic mother that she’s convinced herself that pleasing her sexually will make Mommy love her “again.” Truth is, Mommy never really loved her—Mommy functionally can’t love her because she’s got a heart as dark as the fucking abyss—but I keep it in the back of my head as something to experiment with. 

So Portia is strutting through the house in her bikini and heels and one of those sexy fucking transparent silk poolside robes. She sees Madeline dusting around some artwork near the fireplace.

“What the fuck is that shit?”

Madeline stops, frozen. She knows that tone. Thus far, she’s been able to avoid it being used on herself. Like a lot of abusive situations, she managed to put herself in the middle of the abuser-abusee relationship, trying to explain to the other servants that if they just obeyed and smiled they’d be beyond reproach. She even—poor thing—resents the girls who can’t just follow orders for the trouble they bring. 

Like the victims are the issue. Fuck, but you humans are so deliciously hopeless. 

Portia grabs her and forcefully bends her over a couch. Squeezing her ass roughly. Holding her head down into a pillow. She takes Madeline’s heels and rips them off her feet.

Portia has seen them before. She’s never quite liked them enough. But now she knows why—they’re too fucking short. Just three inches. What the fuck is that? What the fuck is Madeline, a fucking grade school teacher? What kind of common tramp wears three-inch heels? Not in her fucking house.

Why the fuck does she have so much money and power if everything isn’t going to be perfect all the time all around her?

She shoves the heel of the shoe into Madeline’s face.

“What the fuck is this?”

“It’s a shoe, ma’am.”

She hits her with the shoe, the heel slicing into her forehead just a bit. 

“Are you fucking talking back to me? Is that how you think you and I operate? I say something, and you’re smart?”

Madeline is hyperventilating. She knows she’s being mistreated; she just can’t make it make sense. Somehow, this is all her fault. Somehow, she can make it right. She just needs to...needs to...

“Please,” she whimpers. “I apologize. I’m so sorry. I’ll do anything. I c-can go change...”

“Into what?” Portia sneers. “Some other pair of heels that I paid for that you should have been wearing already? Now you’re being disrespectful.”

There are other servants watching now. They see the imperious form of their literal Queen standing over a servant. My dark shadow behind her like a blooming volcano of lust. 

Portia shoves Madeline’s face down a little more. The poor thing is having trouble breathing. 

“Let this be a lesson to you. Your heels need to be no less than 101.6 millimeters. I will measure it. Do you understand?”

The gathered servants nod fearfully. Some of them run, heels clicking, back to their quarters to change before Portia notices. 

She turns her attention back to Madeline.

“You’ll leave. Now. Don’t take anything. Don’t pack anything. Get out.”

She lets the little brunette up for enough air to respond.

“I-I don’t have a car...I don’t—I don’t—I don’t—”

She slaps Madeline hard.

“I don’t care, stupid. You’ll walk.”

The road down the mountain twists and turns. It’s at least fifteen miles to the nearest town through rough terrain, and Portia just took her shoes.

She towers over Madeline. Seething and red with fury. Dripping wet. She likes the sting on her hand; wants to feel it again. I did some of that—I pushed and prodded—but Portia took it home. 

This is something she wanted to do.

Holy shit.

I might be in love.

* * * * *
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SHE DOESN’T KNOW WHY, but later that night, Portia feels compelled to dress up. And—not just wear a hot dress that she uses to fuck up the brain of Archibald from time to time. But dress up, like she’s going to attend a gala dressing up. 

Wide, tall, walk-in closets await her. She spends a great deal of time deliberating, thinking, choosing. She instinctively knows there’s a best option without quite knowing how or why or even what she’s dressing up for. But she does—choosing a red gown with a deep plunging neckline that exposes all of her shoulders and clavicles. Her tight midriff exposed, showcased by criss-crossing strips of cloth. A long slit up one side. She pairs it with smashing black six-inch stilettos and spends about an hour getting her hair done in a substantially sexy “fuck me” do, cascading down one side in heavy layers and locks. I watch all of it, watch her put herself together, and even I am still impressed by the end result. 

Of course, I also prod her continuously with the thought that even just as little as five years ago, getting ready like this would have taken less time. 

I want her jealous. Vulnerable. Open. I want her in the right mindset for when she meets me.

She waits until nearly midnight. She has one too many glasses of wine before sending the servants to bed. Her pussy, soaking, grinds softly into the pillow of her seat at the table she has set up in her quarters. Her desperation only growing. She was so certain that if she presented herself, made herself ready and open, that it would happen. 

That what would happen?

She doesn’t know for certain. All she knows is that it’s important. That it has to do with her endlessly lusty cunt. She needs to feed it, needs to cum so bad.

When enough time has passed, when I feel her desperation has reached her zenith, I open the balcony windows again. According to her memories, this is something that’s happened at least a dozen times. Of course, in actuality, this is only the second time we’ve met. But she remembers several encounters with me—most of them shadowy and indistinct, but all of them orgasmic. The indistinct desire she has of waiting for it suddenly has a form to wrap around.

Her eyes flash with open lust as I walk toward her, shadows swirling around my massive form until I’m dressed in something that matches her occasion—a dark suit with a crisp white shirt. I leave it open so she can admire the muscles underneath, which I’ve attuned her body to respond to with wet delight. This is my “mortal” form. I’m bad at subtlety, so I’m still close to seven feet tall—but I’ve foregone the deep dark red skin, the wings, the tail, the horns, and so on.

“Hello at last,” she says. She leans forward to show me her cleavage—which was already on display. “I was hoping tonight would be the night we could talk. Get to know each other.”

“I know.”

She licks her lips. She loves my confidence. She’s so used to seeing men break down and cower before her, to give her everything she wants without question. It’s exhausting for her. Boring. 

I sit down and just wait for her to talk. I can tell she’s not used to it; she’s used to having men do everything they can to impress her.

But I’m not a man, am I?

“You’re the man of my dreams,” she says. 

I smile. “I’m not really a man at all, Portia.”

She takes that in stride. “But you do have a cock, yes?”

“For you? I have the Cock.”

She nods and, pleased, I allow her a Little Cum for that. Her eyes roll back and she bites one plump lip. 

But there is almost no relief. She squirms, brain overheating for about fifteen or twenty seconds—vision blurry and re-associating all that pleasure with just my form. And then right after—perhaps a second or two of calm—and then she’s immediately at the edge again. 

Needing to cum for me, always.

“T-the Cock. Yes.” She loves saying it. Loves hearing it from her own mouth. “The Cock. It’s so important. Isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

She leans over, fully invested. Leaning her luscious jaw into one long-fingered hand. Eyes ablaze with lust. 

“Tell me. Tell me everything. I want to know.”

“Tell you what?”

“About you! Tell me about...about how this is possible. You’re making me cum, aren’t you?”

I nod.

She smiles. She enjoys the power I hold. “I’m remembering different things than I remember. I’m...I’m acting differently. More open. More open about lusts I’ve had for a long time.”

I lean back. This is very different conversation than I’m used to having. Most women are scared. In fact, most are terrified. They’re turned on, of course—but they’re terrified. 

Please stop...

Please leave...

I’ll give you anything, just let me alone...

You get the idea.

I’ve had no experiences, as far as I can recall, with a woman who was truly interested in what I do. 

“Please, tell me? You can tell me. I want to know. I don’t mind it. I don’t mind any of it. I don’t mind all the mean thoughts I’ve been having.”

“The mean things you’ve been doing.”

“Oh, Madeline?” She purrs after a moment. “No. That was rather lovely, wasn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“And vanity, too. I’ve been exceptionally in love with myself lately.”

“You should be.”

“I know.” She tosses her hair back and then to one side. There’s a mirror set-up nearby on purpose so she can look at herself. She’s gorgeous. “Can I touch you? I want to touch you. Feel you. Push my body up against yours. I want to slide on your lap. Slide against your Cock. The Cock. May I please?”

She’s hard to resist. I’ve made her hard to resist. I pull her into me—chair and all—with one arm. She giggles delightedly at my strength, knows she weighs less than a feather to me. 

“I want to make you an offer, Portia.”

“An offer? Does it have to do with Your Cock?”

Her hand has attached to my knee. She’s slowly moving it closer to my center. Her tits pressing into my arm. Looking up at me, girlish. The way she’s always wanted to look up at someone; the way I made sure she wanted. 

“I’m going to tell you something first, though. You won’t like it.”

“Okay.”

“Are you ready?”

“I’m ready for anything you’ll tell me.”

She’s not, but I like that she says it.

“You’re getting old now.”

“Excuse me?”

It is remarkably fun to see the look on her face.

“Lucy is much younger than you. By all rights, I should probably go after her instead of you.”

“Excuse me?”

“It’s a fact of life, Portia. You’re getting older. Less beautiful by the day. You know you are. You’ve passed the threshold. One day you’ll get so old you’ll die.”

She tries to withdraw from me, but the feeling of my body is too good to ignore. It’s delightful to see her angry like this, though. She’s trying to be cordial. Her face bright red. 

“So?”

“So. You don’t have to.” I can see her confusion. “You don’t have to die. You don’t have to grow old. You don’t have to become less beautiful. In fact, Portia...I can make it so you become beautiful forever. Wanted...forever. Immortal. Gorgeous. Unstoppable. Irresistible. I can make it so you never have to suffer a single consequence for making others suffer. For making them squirm. You’ll never have to be scared for a second in your life again of someone seeing your true nature. They’ll see it—and you’ll destroy them with a thought. And not like now, where you can throw them in jail or manufacture rumors about them. I mean atomically destroy them. What do you think?”

I already had my answer. As I spoke, she had started grabbing my Cock. By the end of my talk, she had me unzipped and uncovered and was stroking me wantonly, like it was a control column for an airliner and it kept her from crashing into a sea of orgasms. 

“Fuck. You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“I’m serious as hell.”

We all have little jokes we like.

“How?”

“Do you mean how would I give it to you, or how is it possible?”

“Both, I suppose.”

I tell her in short order the whole deal. Incubus. Downstairs. Upstairs. As I do, she keeps stroking. My precum streaming all down her arm, pooling into her thighs around my lap. 

She thinks about it, looking at me dreamily. Stroking me. Her arms are tireless and they’d have to be, because there’s a lot of me to stroke. 

“I want someone at my side. The more I look at you, the more I think you’re the one. You’re real fucking bad, Portia.”

She squirms delightedly, like I was the first man she had a crush on who told her she was pretty. 

“Someone immortal,” she says. 

“Yes. Someone immortal. Someone who surprises me. Like you did today with Madeline.”

She looks at me, understanding flashing in her eyes. 

“You had a different plan originally.”

“Yes. I was just going to toy with you. Fuck you for a few weeks and then make you lonely and hateful and needy the rest of your life.”

She groans. “Fuck. That’s hot. But I changed your mind?”

“Yes. I’ve never done this before, but I know how. There are demons that are born that way, and there are demons that are made. The latter are usually much worse.”

“I want it.”

“You’re not worried about the wrath of Upstairs?”

“You don’t seem to be. Are you?”

“Not really. They’re a bunch of pussies.”

“I fucking hate pussies. Archie is a pussy.”

I smile. “I know, doll.”

“What do I say? Do I just say, please take my soul? ‘Cause, um, please take my fucking soul.”

I shake my head. “I’m not looking for another soul-slave.”

That’s what I call the girls I take. They belong to me forever. I can go back and fuck them any time they’re alive; of course, I don’t, because it makes them miserable, and that’s what I like the most.

“What do I do, then?”

“This kind of power is a big deal. You’d have to sacrifice your humanity entirely. Instead of aging, you’d grow more demonic. Eventually you won’t be able to hide it. The way other people get liver spots or wrinkles, you’d grow horns.”

“Red skin.”

“Eyes like mine.”

“Hooves?”

“If you want. Some get talons. Tails. There’s a lot of options.”

She only pushes in on me harder. Her tits, heavy and shining with needy sweat, pushing against my body.

“Like I said...I want it.”

“You’d have to kill someone.” 

She strokes faster, nodding. 

“Yes. And?”

Fuck. I have to admit—I’m impressed.

“There’s a ritual. I’ll take care of that part, make sure it gets done right. You just have to kill your husband.”

“Oh fuck, really?” she’s excited. Her strokes going up my whole length. She’s so in shape; it’s quite the arm workout. “That’s amazing. Fuck him. I’ve wanted him dead for years, I just knew I would be blamed.”

“I’ll help you bamboozle any police.”

She thinks about all this for a moment. Letting it sink in. The thought of her husband’s murder for her own damnation making her blush and squirm. Thinking with edging thoughts, vulnerable thoughts, needy thoughts.

“Know what I hope?”

Fuck, but it makes me hard to see her smile.

“What’s that?”

“I hope you don’t even need him dead. I hope you just want to see me do it. I hope it makes you hard. Not just the murder. And not just my willingness to go along either.” She leans in, pushing her hands up against my Cock. “I hope it makes you hard to think about how I want it. About how, if I knew I could get away with it? If I had someone’s help? Someone magical? I would have done it a long time ago. How it makes me wet thinking about it.”

I hadn’t actually bothered to look at too many of her feelings or memories about Archibald. I got enough of a sense that she hated him and that was all I needed.

But this is more than hate; this is homicide. And she’s excited about it. 

I get the feeling—not for the first time—that I’m not dealing with just some normal everyday average bad girl here. 

“What if, though, I had a proposition for you?”

I raise an eyebrow. Now I’m interested. “What do you mean?”

“What do you think you could offer me if I did you one better?”

* * * * *
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A COUPLE OF HOURS LATER, Lucy waits for Archibald in her bedroom. She’s wearing her mom’s lingerie and heels—a sparkling hot deep navy blue combo that shows off the length and bustiness of her trim figure. 

She had called Archibald into her room, citing some kind of distress. 

So he showed up, concerned—Lucy, taking after her mother, almost never asks Archibald for anything—and now looks slack-jawed at Lucy like the fool he is. 

She waits for him on the four-poster bed. Posing, at Portia’s instruction. Blond hair dripping down, shining in the dim light.

“Lucy?”

“Come to me, Daddy.”

His pathetic little dick is immediately hard at the sight of his daughter like this. 

“Uh. Uh. Wow. Maybe we should, um...”

He stumbles through his words, reaching back toward the door. It’s deeply dark in the room—dark enough to hide Portia and myself in one shadowy corner. Of course, I add a few shadows of my own just for effect.

“Please,” says Lucy, “don’t you want me?”

“I...I...shit.”

“She treats you so poorly. You don’t want someone beautiful? Someone who wants to see you? I’ve loved you for so long. Won’t you come take me?”

This is a fantasy for Archibald. I didn’t have to be a demon of lust to see it—for anyone to see it. Even Portia saw it. And now it’s here, available for him and gift-wrapped in lingerie. He steps toward her.

“But you’re...you’re so young. My daughter. I can’t...oh fuck.”

Lucy slides off the bed and struts toward him. The strap of her bra falling down one arm, a nipple exposed in the light. 

“I’m eighteen now,” she says. “A big girl. I know what I want.”

She takes him by the arm; he blubbers silently, protesting even as she pulls him toward her.

“Come here,” she says. “I want to feel the moonlight on my skin. I want to feel free.”

Guiding him, she steps out to the balcony. It overlooks a drop of several thousand feet into several million tons of rock. I took the liberty of adjusting the railing so a certain section of it will fail entirely if pushed upon, though it looks perfectly sturdy. 

Archibald doesn’t know it, but he steps directly onto the chalk-and-blood runes I instructed Portia to draw earlier. And now the subject is on the inscription, and the moonlight binds him—his soul is subject to whomever takes it now.

“Look,” says Lucy. “Up there. Look at the moon. Don’t you see how lovely it is?”

Archibald looks. “I...yes, I suppose so. It is rather lovely tonight. As are you.”

He’s trying suddenly to be suave. I hold my derisive laugh in. Portia doesn’t.

“What?” He looks around. “What was that? Was that...is she...?”

Lucy takes him by the face and turns him back toward her. 

“Don’t think about her,” she says. 

He softens in her grip, smiling like an idiot.

“Y-yes. Yes, all right.”

“After all, you never did, did you?” Lucy’s still smiling, but her voice isn’t. “You never really cared about Mommy, did you?”

“I...I don’t know what you mean.”

“You never cared about her.” All the warmth has drained from Lucy’s countenance. “You’ve brought this on yourself.”

Portia pushes forward out of the shadows, visible once again. She pushes hard against Archibald and shoves him through the faulty railing. He’s able to catch himself, momentarily—and then Portia doubles down, grinding her tall heel into his hand and chest. Then he screams and falls while they smile and laugh and smile.

That’s his last thought. I always know. 

They’re smiling. God help me, why are they smiling?

I Know why.

Lucy is smiling because she’s cumming harder than she ever has—because I want her deeply conditioned to associate this act with pleasure. Every part of her cums, every atom sings orgasm, every piece of her flesh on fire. She’s on a demon-infused acid trip—gifted with just a droplet of my Unholy Cum that I transport to her lips to utterly break her mind for the rest of her life.

And Portia is smiling because I enter her the same second she pushes Archibald off the balcony—pushing her gown aside and thrusting into her sopping, murder-wet cunt. 

I’m not going to lie—I’m a demon and I do fucking like all this—but the timing is necessary for Portia’s transformation. For her descent. 

I’m already close to cumming because I am as such on command—and the timing, again, is so important. I thrust hard into Portia’s ultra-tight cunt and cum explosively after just a few thrusts. I can make sex last long—but she needs my cum in her now to complete this ritual. 

The second my cum hits her body, Portia begins to transform. The dripping sticky evil mess utterly shattering her being. The Big Cum rocking her body highlights her changes as she thrashes, her limbs growing longer. All of her thinner, tighter, taller. Her skin becoming smooth, poreless and a deep burnished shade of red. Tits growing larger but still perky and glorious. Her hair a deeper, more violent shade of gold than before. Every part of her heightened, demonized, sexualized to the max. 

Lucy, feeling her grip on sanity go away, looks at her mother during these changes and sees nothing less than a demonic mirror image of herself. The brow of Portia just slightly more pronounced to make room for horns as she evolves and grows. Taller. Tighter than her daughter now. Bustier. Her skin more glamorous. 

I withdraw from Portia’s demon form, my hard cock dripping with her juices and mine all over the ritualistic drawings, to allow her to stretch, to move, to admire herself. She sees her reflection in the window, smiling gorgeously with fanged teeth. 

Then our gaze, together, falls to Lucy. Broken Lucy. Obedient Lucy, who absolutely had to do what Mommy said or else she’d go insane. 

She probably will still go insane. If I wasn’t so constantly hard, that would be enough to put me there. 

Portia looks at Lucy and then to me for approval—May I?

I nod. Of course she may. That’s the whole reason Lucy is here. This is all part of the ritual.

The murder portion of the ritual is important—abandoning humanity. But abandoning humanity and embracing demonic power are different. There’s all kinds of things you can be other than a human. A djinn, an angel, a tovox...it’s a long list. If Portia remained unhuman for long enough, all kinds of powers would sweep around to try and recruit her.

So. To be a demon—to be a sexual demon—she needs to doom someone to Downstairs using an Offer of orgasmic pleasure, and the sooner the better. 

Portia stands over the fallen, kneeling Lucy, holding her head in one hand. Her gown no longer serves any function but to be decorative over the exaggerated length and curves of her hellaciously hot body. Her wet, almost steaming pussy is directly over Lucy’s face.

“Promise your soul to me,” she says to Lucy. “Promise it, and I’ll let you have my pussy. I’ll impale you on his fucking Cock—on your Real Daddy’s Cock. Wouldn’t you like that? Wouldn’t you like a Real Daddy after that fucking pussy sucked so much as a dad?”

Lucy whimpers. She’s a broken human being. It makes me so fucking hard, how damaged and pliable she is. She thought this was about getting back at Archibald for being a bad husband to her Mommy—and it’s turned into a demonic sex ritual. I can see the madness in her eyes. 

“Y-yes. A R-real Daddy...” she looks up at me with hunger and need. “Big C-cock Daddy.”

“Promise. Your. Soul.” Portia wraps her hand tighter into Lucy’s thick hair.  “Promise me your soul, and I’ll let you cum on his Cock.”

“I-I...”

My Cock, dripping wet before her, is a sight her mind can barely comprehend. It’s so big. I’ve been quiet, just taking in the sheer presence of my demoness. But now, I take Lucy by the ankles and pull her up so that it rests right above her bare, virgin snatch. 

“Or you can say no, of course,” says Portia. “It’s just...then you’ll never have him. Inside you. Ever.”

Lucy squirms, hips grinding upward. “Oh...oh fuck it’s so big...”

“Just say yes, Lucy. Swear it. Swear your soul to Mommy.”

I grind the head of my impossibly hard cock against her clit. Lucy cries out with a soft, urgent edging flood of pleasure.

“Y-yes, Mommy! Yes! Yes, yes! I swear my soul belongs to you.”

Her voice distorts beautifully as the ritual completes, locks her in. Portia groans with sudden power and lust and pulls her daughter’s face into her waiting, needy cunt. At the same time, I shove my gigantic cock inside her virgin pussy.

The two of us, demons, having our way with this hapless, mindfucked virgin. We love it. Very quickly I turn Lucy over so that her belly faces down. Portia holds her at her waist by the arms, and I hold her by one leg and, of course, support her with the overwhelming strength of my Cock. 

This way, I can stare at who I really want while doing my demonly duty. 

We fuck Lucy ruthlessly. Choking her. Shoving her gorgeous face into Portia’s hot dripping cunt and gifting her with Big Cum after Big Cum—more than I usually do, to be honest. I’m feeling—dare I say it?—kind. 

But Portia is the real prize—my demon, my demon wife.

That’s her prize for offering up her daughter and Archibald both, for her proposition.

She’s not only my demon girl, my demon slave—she’s my demon wife. 

Lucy is a distraction and I fuck her like one, focusing entirely on Portia. Portia, whose existence is now purest dark pleasure as she revels in her new demonic body with her daughter’s tongue sliding up and down her clit. 

I allow Lucy a little of my cum—gifting her with another Big Cum—and then push away. 

I exit Lucy’s trembling, shuddering, cum-lost body and reveal my full and final form to Portia. My towering presence even taller than her impressive height. Wings expanding. The balcony shudders under my weight; I flap my wings one time and the windows all shatter. 

Portia gasps, moaning, and kneels before me. 

“Master,” she moans, forehead touching the ground. “My True Master.”

This is a bit of heresy. Her Master is supposed to be the man Downstairs. But—oh well. I’m a demon; breaking rules is fun. 

I am—and remember, I’m millions of years old—more turned on than I have ever been. 

I take her and fling her into her daughter’s bed. I don’t have to hold anything back like I do with mortals. I take her like she doesn’t want it, forcefully pushing my Cock up and inside her even though she’s begging me to be inside her. 

She’s so fucking tight. You’ve never fucked immortal, demon pussy, or else you wouldn’t be able to read anymore. But it’s tight. It’s wet. It’s perfect for a huge cock like mine. 

Most mortal girls can barely even take half my true length. 

Portia? I’m bottoming out in her and she’s screaming in ecstasy. 

“Yes, Master! My Master! Oh my god, my Master yes!”

We fuck up the ceiling, against the walls. Plaster raining down on us. Heavy art falling to the ground. The servants below think there’s an earthquake—scared for their lives—and that only makes me fuck Portia harder. 

Her claw-like nails dig into my flesh, urging me to go deeper. Fuck her harder. 

“Break me!” She begs over and over. “Break me on Your Will! Break my body, please!”

She’s so stupidly fucking hot. She could walk anywhere, any time, have anything she wanted. I bet even angels want to fuck her—but now she belongs to ME.

I’ve fucked millions, and I last as long as I want. But with Portia, suddenly I can’t hold it in forever. It’s a delightful experience and one I can’t wait to have again. 

But I need to cum.

She senses it. 

“Oh, yes, yes, yes yes yes Daddy, Master, oh god Husband, please, cum in me, cum in me cum in meee!”

I explode, cumming harder than I can ever recall. Filling her now-immortal cunt with demonic seed. It floods her womb, floods her entire body with my deep evil. She cums with me, screaming for her Master, screaming how she loves me, screaming that she’ll do anything for me. The servants’ ears downstairs are bleeding. They’ll probably be mad by morning, even from just hearing demons fuck.

As the orgasm slowly subsides—which takes nearly an hour, another high-point of being a demon—I reflect that she’s probably pregnant. That will just make her more cruel down the line. The thought of that makes me fuck her harder for the next few minutes, grunting and plunging into her with a turgidity that surprises even me after cumming so hard. 

Lucy looks at us from the foot of the bed, fingers buried in herself. Her mind completely gone—murder, slavery, demons. She’s completely mad. She Little Cums every nine seconds, looking at her new demonic parents. Somewhere inside her brain the scant remains of her sanity are screaming with terror.

Ugh. I have to stop thinking about that or I’m going to be too hard to function.

The kind thing to do would be to institutionalize her. But she’s got a birthday party soon and I think it would be more fun to show her off. 

Portia recovers somewhat and crawls up next to me, sinking her gorgeous demonic form under my massive arm. 

She looks at me, blazing coals in her eyes. “Master,” she moans. “I’m so hungry for new souls. Who can we take next?”

# # #
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❍  Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the Innocent
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“Please, I’ll do anything.”

“Anything for what?”

“Any...anything for your...your...thingie...”

She’s kneeling, drooling over her pretty gown. Her eyes so big and open, so trusting and vulnerable. She’s such a good girl she can’t even bring herself to call the object of her worship what it is. Not a dick. Not a penis. Certainly not a thingie. 

No, what she’s staring at in her pristine white gown, so expensive and ornate, obsessed and whimpering and edging with dripping wet fingers and all fucked in the head, is my Demon-Sized COCK.

And it’s all she’s ever wanted. 

She had other hopes and dreams once upon a time. Even as little as an hour ago. College. Good grades. Medical school. Help the world; serve in third-world countries and live as a beacon of hope. 

Now she’d be more than satisfied to live the rest of her life in a dumpster turning tricks out for bottles of booze so long as it meant one singular, unholy taste of my demonic incubus seed.

She’s supposed to be a good girl, and I’ve transformed her into this. 

But that’s no surprise. This is what I do to good girls. I’m a goddamned avatar of corruption. 

I think the real question is—aren’t I supposed to be on vacation? Why am I corrupting a good girl again already?

Well. There’s a good reason for that. 

* * * * *
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TIME IS A LITTLE FUZZY for demons. We don’t exactly exist outside of the house that is time, but...let’s say, whenever we want, we can get on the front porch. 

So, when I say, “a week ago, hanging out Downstairs, Portia was stroking me off to the mindfucked captured soul of Cleopatra,” just understand it’s not exactly a week ago, and it’s not exactly not a week ago. The same way that a porch is part of a house, but it’s outside, but sometimes porches are inside...you get the idea.

So.

A week ago, hanging out Downstairs, Portia was stroking me off to the mindfucked captured soul of Cleopatra. The old Egyptian queen moaned and begged for my cum that she’ll never receive again, prostrating herself before Portia and myself in total supplication. 

On our throne, Downstairs, in our True Forms, Portia and I are immense. Cleopatra is a short little thing anyway—those Ptolemians didn’t make them tall back then—and we absolutely dwarf her. Portia’s dark red skin sparkles with unrestrained lust, her viciously tight cunt dripping all the way down my massive body as she strokes my demonically hard, dark Cock. Her wings flapping, sliding against me, purring with the lust of ten thousand unsated virgins. 

Cleopatra, beneath us, begs and licks the floor. Crying. Whimpering. Needing. Portia moaning and urging me to get harder in her spectacularly soft grip because she knows the harder my Cock is, the more Cleopatra is in pain from not receiving it. 

This is the kind of thing we like. We’re bad people. If you don’t like it, well—I’m not forcing you to read. 

“Please,” Cleopatra moans. “I ruled a kingdom. Please. Please let my royal mouth taste you again. Please, Master. Please. You deserve my royal mouth. You deserve it...”

Portia, stroking me, enjoys almost nothing as much as she does the anguish of other women who want me and can’t have me. 

“She’s right, you know.”

“I know. She had a whole kingdom.”

She bites a lip. Stroking me harder; knowing I like it when she says it most of all. 

“No. That you deserve it. You really do. Not her, obviously.” She turns and sneers at the world-famous queen before turning back to me with a brilliant, happy smile that would turn steel wills into oatmeal mush. “But a queen. Someone else to fuck you besides me.”

“I get all the fucking I want as it is.”

“Yes.” She leans in and whispers. Stroking harder. “But don’t you deserve more?”

Ungh. Fuck, she’s so hot. 

“What do you mean?”

“I just think, you’ve got one succubus wrapped under your thumb. All the other succubae down here think I’m crazy or stupid. They don’t understand the glory of Your Cock. And that’s fine, isn’t it? Because as much as you want to fuck them...you can just make more.” 

She leans over runs her tongue down my shaft, licking and kissing. These kinds of conversations take a long time because she spends so much of them with her mouth full. I don’t mind. Her heavy tits leak demonic milk down my thighs. It’s sweetest nectar to me;  a single drop would both eternally damn and horribly kill normal mortals over a period of about ten years or so, keeping them on the painful edge of death the entire time.

“You wouldn’t be jealous?”

She laughs. “Of other girls? No. Not so long as I’m in charge of them. And I would be, wouldn’t I?”

“Yes.”

“So. I’ve already got a girl all picked out. You’ll love her. But I’m asking you to indulge me a little bit? I want to make an appearance as a human.”

My Cock twitches and she calms me by immediately slurping me down. Her tongue is easily nine inches long as it stretches out of her mouth, wrapping around the circumference of my demonic shaft. 

“That’s...ungh. That’s dangerous. Upstairs might be watching.”

“They’ve already given up on my family. They did a long time ago. Really, love. I’ve got it all planned out. It’s amazing. Just listen.”

And, stroking and sucking over the next hour, she tells me her plan. 

It really is amazing.

* * * * *
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BACK AT PORTIA’S OLD estate in the mountains, out of Downstairs. I’m floating above the party for the time being, waiting for my entrance. The sun is going down and there’s a very long line of cars developing to pay tribute to Lucy and her billionaire family.

The whole scheme revolves around Lucy’s birthday party, which is technically just a couple of weeks after she promised me her soul and I turned her adopted mother, billionaire Portia Ambrosio, into my personal succubus demon fuckslave. 

It’s a lavish affair, as you might expect for the birthday party of a billionaire heiress, and she’s invited an incredible number of well-to-do and gorgeous people to be there. Some truly strange shit is about to go down, but we’re in the mountain estate again—remote and untouchable—and Portia has put her people in charge of the wifi, which is the only way a signal gets out up here. 

In fact, it’s so remote that they haven’t even bothered to report the death of Archibald yet, and there hasn’t been a single question about his disappearance. 

Apparently being married to a fucking monster like Portia led to frequent bouts of depression, which meant Archibald was known for just disappearing for months at a time. By the time he’s actually reported dead—maybe I’ll have a couple of hikers find his body or something—I don’t think the police will have it in them to care. 

And even if they do—what the fuck are they going to do? Arrest me? 

Please allow me to use some of my newfound tech textspeak knowledge (Portia is teaching me)— L - O - Fuckin’ - L. 

So, yeah, Lucy is still around. Good for her. Most girls who need my seed and can’t get it either commit suicide or go crazy in about 72 hours. Lucy is in the latter category. Crazy as hell too, and she’s taking it out mostly on the people around her. So, the servants of the house are all horribly bruised but they’re utterly and irrevocably dedicated to Lucy. 

Oh yeah—that’s something. Being fucked by me—given my seed—while it does create a compulsive obsession with everything to do with me, it also makes girls hotter. Sexier. More charismatic. Their will becomes stronger and they’re able to easily dominate those who aren’t prepared for it. Otherwise healthy people are completely mesmerized by girls of mine, even as they act destructively, break laws, and hurt ones around them. 

So Lucy has been dealing with her compulsive, unstoppable need for my Cock—which she will never receive again as far as I’m concerned—by relentlessly beating and berating the servants at the estate. It’s so bad and consequence free for her that I’m almost considering letting her suck my Cock just to make it worse for the servants when she starts to make the connection that hurting them equals receiving my Cock in her gorgeously young body.

Look. I’m a fucking demon. It’s bad news all around when I’m in your life. 

Except for Portia, of course—but then, she was bad news for everyone around her before I even got involved. She was born to be mine. 

It’s interesting, being around someone who I’ve completely fucked the mind of, like Lucy. 

I don’t think I’ve ever stuck around to interact with them much after the fact. Usually, I’m just fire-and-forget, and the girls who I leave all fucked up are pretty much tempests of fucked-up for the rest of their lives. They register as manic-depressives or borderline personalities, sometimes even schizophrenic, with the exception of course that all the treatments that really work for the people who have those don’t work at all on my slaves. 

They’re damned. Forever. Their lives are pure misery and they make miserable lives for others, and it all feeds my power one way or the other.

So while I’ve been taking Portia Downstairs for the past few weeks—fucking her mind a little more and encouraging her to be ever more in love with me by providing her with every sadistic delight she could possibly imagine in the form of ruthlessly torturing billions of helpless doomed souls—Lucy has had the run of the house. It’s been quite the personality shift for the dozens of staff in the house. Lucy used to be the nice one, and Archibald was the drunk pushover, and Portia was the ice queen with the iron hand. 

Now it’s just a family of billionaire sadists who are very open about enjoying putting their staff under duress. 

Lucy changes their sleeping hours every night—sometimes four, sometimes eight, sometimes two. When they slept for eight, she said they could, but that the truly dedicated would wake up early. Those who don’t wake up early enough have to clean the bathroom floor with their tongues. 

They can leave; they’re not slaves. 

She tells them this. She’s grinning sadistically every time she says it.

But if they do leave—like poor Madeline—they walk home, barefoot. And the family owns their phones, their computers, their housing. They even run their bank accounts—and Lucy’s threatened to keep tabs on them to find out where they apply for work. Where are they going to go where a billionaire couldn’t find them in today’s world?

So. Not actually slaves. But probably definitely as such in everything but name.

The servants are out in force tonight. All the men with aching, bowed backs in servant tuxedos that don’t quite fit. The women servants in high heels and skirts—and the hotter they are, the easier their load. Lucy knows what her new Daddy likes to see. That unfairness, the disparity. There are five girls who might’ve given old Lucy a run for her money, looks-wise, but next to her demon-enhanced form they’re barely more than table mints to her full course meal.

Portia has left things to Lucy, but it’s really Portia who runs the house and all the servants know it. 

They always cowered when they saw my queen in the past, but now their cowering feels more intense. More biological. Which makes sense. Most people, normal people who aren’t Portia, have a natural aversion to demonic forces striding past them in real time. They look down, look away, draw their shoulders in, try to do anything to protect themselves. The older ones start hyperventilating. Some have had heart attacks and strokes and aneurysms, which I or Portia keep in check with a little demonic magic because it’s more fun to keep them around and watch them squirm. And give them a heart attack, stroke, or aneurysm again. 

Death is only the beginning when a demon enters your life, never the end.

Tonight, Lucy has dressed up just like her mother. Standing at the entrance of the party, they look like sisters. Both of them wear dark, dark blood red gowns sparkling with rubies. High slits. Their midriffs—so perfectly sculpted—exposed and shown off. Deep plunges into their cleavage, which is perky and substantial. Heavy jewels resting there. Tall, tall heels that make every step a declaration of intense and unstoppable sexuality. 

Lucy would steal the show at any red carpet, any gala, any party she went to in the entire world. 

It’s just that her mom is there, and she’s a budding succubus, and sex demons—even the neophyte ones—look ten thousand times better than hot humans. So Portia stands next to her adopted daughter at the door, greeting guests as they come in, smiling brilliantly while her daughter is ignored at her own party looking more beautiful than she ever has in her life. 

Hot.

A spectacular young redheaded thing comes out of a car, wearing a blue dress. She’s on the shorter side, busty, with beautiful pale freckled skin. 

Portia—the only one who can see me floating above the crowd—shoots me a look. 

Her.

I smile.

Her, then.

* * * * *
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I “ARRIVE” AT THE PARTY a few minutes later, materializing in the shadows down the steps from the estate entrance. 

My demonic form and my mortal form don’t exactly overlap, but it’s close enough. As a mortal, I’m close to seven feet tall, impeccably dressed, with thick dark hair and eyes so dark they seem almost without pupils. If you felt my gaze, you’d feel small and acutely finite. If you looked directly into them, you’d feel a mixture of awe and fear and horrible, unstoppable lust for something you can’t even properly describe—just that it makes your mouth grunt like your throat is empty. 

The crowd in front of Portia and Lucy parts for me like the red sea, if the red sea was full of incredibly scared, incredibly rich people. 

Strolling up, I greet Lucy with a long, slow kiss. I can smell her pulsating, edging cunt. The vibrator she has stuck up there isn’t making her cum anymore than anything is because again—she can’t cum without my say-so.

“H-hi Daddy,’ she whimpers. “I love you, Daddy.” She starts right in, clutching at my Cock through my pants. “Can I c-cum, Daddy? I n-need it.”

“Maybe later.” 

I don’t really mean it. I slide my arm instead around Portia and walk into the party, forcing her to abandon the long line of guests. They all stand, shiftless, not knowing if they’re actually allowed to enter without her explicit approval.

She leans up and whispers in my ear. “I love how mean you are to her, darling.”

My hand slides over Portia’s ass hard, squeezing roughly, knowing she can take it. Her skin is soft to me—brilliantly so, deeply lush. If a mortal touches it for too long, they start to burn up in agonizing orgasmic need. But I can touch it as much as I want, as hard as I want, for as long as I want—I can do anything at all I want to her. I could fuck her in front of all these guests. Fuck, I just might. 

But she’s put me on a mission, clever little minx that she is. So after walking into the main ballroom area, she walks off with a delectably gorgeous icy Norwegian blonde who molests me with her gaze until Portia deliberately diverts her view and I send myself like a missile after the pale redhead from earlier. 

She’s talking with two douchebags in suits who run away the second they see me approach. I’m not exaggerating—they drop their glasses and they run. I have that effect in my mortal form. Two nearby servants apologize to me for the mess and immediately start to clean it up. I’ll tell Lucy, later, that they took long to get there. 

The redhead turns and is first annoyed, then scared, then stunned, and then more turned on than she’s ever been in her life. Her mouth pops open into a perfect wet “O.” Champagne glistens on her lips. 

“...b-big...” she mumbles, smiling inanely.

Her nipples are hard. Maybe I’m perverted—I mean, of course I’m perverted—but there’s something about the way a woman’s nipples just instantly get hard when they’re aroused that turns me on like nothing else. 

They press through the white fabric of her dress. It’s short and revealing a lot of cleavage. It’s the kind of dress good girls wear when they think they want to feel a little bad.

“Hi,” I hold out a hand. “What’s your name?”

“J-J-Miriam,” she stutters. She tries to smile. Tries to remember herself. “I’m muscles in love. I mean I love your big. I mean b-b-bulge is huge? I mean.” She stops, flushing deeply, staring at me and licking her lips.

Portia is right; this is fun. I should have done it more often. Normally I’d only bust this mortal form out to fuck up some upstart king or do some real fucking dark demon shit on behalf of the Downstairs Boss. But just messing with the minds and thoughts of a normal girl is a good time.

“Miriam, you’re really pretty.”

She gasps and gulps and a small, Little Cum flutters up through her body. 

I think I’ve talked about the difference between Little Cums and Big Cums, right? 

A Little Cum is what you normal, non-demon afflicted people have when you think you’re having the best sex of your life. A Big Cum is what I give—the mind-melting, ultra-addictive, only-possible-from-my-Cock kind of shit. How good are they? Well, Lucy’s been having Little Cums approximately every nine minutes or so on average since I blessed her gorgeous body with her very first Big Cum. That’s the equivalent, again, of the absolute best orgasm you might ever have every nine minutes. And she’s slowly losing her mind like a fucking junkie without a fix because she’s not getting the Big Cum she so desperately needs. 

So Miriam, her hand drowning in mine, stares up at me and obviously orgasming. Her pretty mouth moving up and down. Her eyes doing that brilliant sparkle thing you humans do so well. Sweat gathering on her brow, sliding down her neck into her hefty cleavage. 

“Th-thank you?” she says. “Um. Um. Oh god. God.” 

She retracts her hand from mine and backs away. A moment of clarity after the cum. She has a choice; I don’t hold her. It’s very important that she has a choice. My targets always do...until they don’t. She runs outside, close to sobbing, saying something about fresh air.

The rest of the party has stopped. There’s a lot of women’s eyes on me. Portia in particularly is looking at me; she’s slow-dancing with the same blonde from before, but both of them are eye-fucking the shit out of me. 

Good.

* * * * *
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OUTSIDE, MIRIAM IS by herself. Her hair is done up in an elaborate, sexy bun that leaves it framed on either side with long delicate strands. The balcony is nearly fifty feet wide, cobblestone path alongside the house with firm wood railing. She’s attached herself to a railing and looking out at the mountains. It’s a cloudless night and she can see all the slopes and valleys and peaks in the distance, the forest below. I approach, each step heavy. I see her flinching, whimpering, at my approach. She knows it’s me. 

“You’re even prettier out here in the dark.”

She gulps and turns to me and then staggers back against the railing, unable to keep herself up. She bites her lip and dips one ankle over the other, whimpering. I smile. It’s fun to be a demon of pure lust, to do what I do to women. 

“W-who are you?”

“I’m the guy who’s going to take your virginity.”

“How do you know I’m a virgin?”

Like I found out some sensitive government secret. 

“Aren’t you?”

She nods.

“Then does it matter? All that matters is that I’m going to fuck it out of you.”

“I-I’m saving myself for...for marriage.”

I’m really close now. She touches my test and whimpers a little more.

“Which is about love, right? And aren’t you kind of falling in love?”

“I...I don’t know.”

“Are you sure, Miriam?”

She cums again, mouth gasping, eyes watering up. She holds on to my belt to keep herself upright. 

Names have power. Don’t tell a demon your name; it gives them its power. So, I can say her name and make her cum. 

I grab her off the railing and hold her tight to my body. My Cock grinds against her side. She can feel the thickness of my Cockhead pressing deep against her fertile hips. Thoughts of babies and pregnancies and thick heavy milking tits fill her head. All the things she’s ever wanted—what she wants more than anything is to be a mother. I can smell it. 

Every desire has a smell for a demon. 

“Come here, Miriam.” Another cum. She clutches me tighter. “It’s okay. It’s okay to be in love. You always knew it would happen like this, didn’t you? You knew it would be sudden. A mysterious, handsome, tall stranger who made everything in the world feel right, didn’t you?”

“Y-yes,” she whimpers. “Yes. Please, yes. I-it’s just, I don’t e-even swear, I’m a-a g-good girl!”

“You are,” I nod. “You’re such a good girl.”

Another cum. She’s clinging, humping, grinding against me now. She’s really fucking hot. I want to fuck her rotten.

“Do you want to find some place really private with me, good girl? Some place we can talk?”

She nods. 

“A bedroom?”

She nods fervently now. “Y-yes. Please. I want that. I need that. I need...this.”

Her hand skates over the tip of my Cock. She thinks she’s being dirty. 

“Follow me.”

* * * * *
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MY DEMON FORM IS BETTER for the corruption of girls. More orgasms; more overwhelming. But...I like doing what Portia suggests. It’s pretty hot to do something for someone else for a change, especially when that someone else is the hottest piece of ass in the entire metaverse. 

We walk up to the master bedroom, which is, of course, now Master’s bedroom. She’s giggling and oohing and ahhing at all the artwork and the massive size of everything. It is a big place. The doors are so big that I don’t even have to crouch through them in my demon form. 

But—for now, again, I’m staying in my mortal form.

I lead Miriam over to the bed and sit her down almost on top of my lap. One of her legs sliding over mine. She’s giggling and staring up at me with big wet eyes. She’s wondering if she’s in love. It would be her first time if she was. By the time she’s able to truly love me, though, she’ll be too lost in lust to do anything else but want to cum. She won’t love again for however long she lives. 

My guess is she’ll be one of the ones who kills herself once I fuck her. That’s fine by me.

Love isn’t really in the domain of upstairs—I love Portia and she loves me, after all—but it does lead to more Upstairs-type activities and Lust is definitely all for Downstairs. 

“I’ve never been in the bedroom of a boy before.”

“You’ll have to keep waiting. I’m a man.”

“Right. Sorry. Of course. You’re a man. You’re...you’re such a man.” Her hand slides over the front of my chest. Buttons undo themselves for her—a little demon magic goes a long way—and she’s able to touch the hair and muscle underneath. A groan, guttural and plaintive, escapes from her throat. 

“You’ve never been with a man before, have you?”

“No.”

“I can tell.”

“You can...how can you tell that?”

“I can smell it. I’m a demon.” 

I smile, to “let her know” it’s a joke. She giggles, unsure. 

“You’re so shy, Miriam. You’re practically screaming it, despite your dress.”

“Oh.” She looks down at herself. “Is that okay? That I’m a virgin?”

“It’s very okay if you’re willing to not be one anymore.”

“I was saving myself for marriage,” she says again. 

Maybe she thinks if she keeps saying it, I somehow won’t fuck the shit out of her? Or maybe she thinks this place is so big that there’s a priest and a state office downstairs to officiate our nuptials. Could be; she’s rather dim. 

“But then you met me. And now that needs to change, doesn’t it?”

“I...I think so, yes.”

“It’s not something to think about. It’s something to know. What do your bones tell you?”

“They...they tell me...”

I grab her and kiss her. Forcefully, passionately. Her leg slides all the way over mine. Thigh pushing against my Cock. She feels it, is surprised by it, and then I grab her at the top of her thigh—right under her ass cheek, and push her against it. She feels it surge and swell, precum spilling from it. The moistness sliding out from the fabric and into her bare skin. 

Our lips meet for a long time. Her tongue swirling, searching into mine. Her body nearly limp with terror and lust. Terror from all the lust she’s feeling, that is. 

She’s trying to fight it, and her way of fighting is by trying to not engage. But that’s her mind talking. Her body is saying something else, and it’s saying yes—the sheer pleasure my touch gives her brings her close to the edge of cumming. Edging on kissing, on being felt up. My hands slide up between her legs and when her own hands come to stop me, a little bit of force pushes them aside. 

She doesn’t try to stop me again.

I touch her cunt. Another Little Cum from her just my touch. She withdraws again then pushes back into me again. Like a wave; like a redheaded virgin wave of barely-restrained oceans of undiscovered lust.

When I end the kiss, she’s surprised; she wants more. They always want more from me, no matter what they say at the beginning.

“I love you,” she whimpers.

She means it, and she thinks it, but she doesn’t really. She’s been so brainwashed into thinking that she could only ever have sex with her husband, her True Love, that she has no other way to describe the absolute onslaught of pleasure running through her right now. 

“I know.” I stroke her hair. “You want my Cock, don’t you?”

She whimpers and nods, pawing at it through my pants. 

“I’ll take it out for you, but you have to promise to obey me. I’m very particular. I’m experienced. I know best. You have to do what I say, Miriam. You have to promise to only cum for me now, from now on.”

She whimpers, again, and paws, again, and nods. “Yes. I promise. Please. Please let me see it. It’s...it’s important. Please.”

I let it out and she has another Little Cum. Drooling now. Eyes glazed. Looking at it with a completely empty bimbo brained mind. She’s so far gone that I have to reel in my influence a bit—to make sure she still has a choice when it counts. 

It’s important that she has a choice to damn herself or not. If she didn’t, it wouldn’t really be damning, would it?

I let her make the decisions about what to do next. I say nothing, just nod and make suggestive glances. Her hands—which look positively tiny compared to the girth of my monster—slip around the base of my shaft. She shudders and groans when she realizes her fingertips don’t even come close to touching.

“G-guh,” she says. “How?”

“I’m better than the men you’ve seen before,” I explain. “I’m something else. You’re lucky to see this.”

She nods, starting to stroke. “Y-yes. L-lucky.”

Her gaze goes directly over my Cock. Lips dripping drool right on top of the head. She’s wondering if it will fit inside any part of her, let alone her pussy—which is burning up right now and begging her to stuff me inside. My precum shoots up and just barely glazes her lips before pooling back down around my Cockhead and shaft, lubricating her strokes. The shot is enough for her to lick, and she has another Little Cum. I can feel her hold on sanity breaking. 

Her mouth, slow and unsure, begins to slide over my Cock.

I may be a demon, and I may love the fact of fucking a virgin, but the reality of fucking a virgin is usually less than pornographic. In mortal sex, virgins don’t last. They do most of the things wrong. There’s a lot of trial and error. 

So with Miriam, I give her a little help—and then a lot of help. Her lips know just what to do. Her throat in the right position to take all of me. Her jaw and chin making space. And I need a lot of space for my Cock. 

Right away her eyes roll back into the back of her head. She’s cumming hard—Little Cum after Little Cum, one right after the other as load after load of my precum shoots down her throat. I know she’s thinking—with what limited capacity she has for that right now—that she can’t believe I’m cumming so much. She has no fucking idea what’s really coming. 

I love this. I love this knowing what Portia has planned. She was so right. 

She wants me to have another demon wife just like her. “A whole harem of suck-u-busty besties;” her exact words. 

To do that, I would have to corrupt a girl completely. Not just into wanting my Cock and ruining her virginity. No, it has to get much darker—much worse. She’d have to be willing to steal, to enslave others, to murder—to be demonic herself, like Portia was and is.

Demons are usually solitary creatures. We find it hard to trust each other, as I’m sure you might understand, and besides we all really love our work. 

But Portia? Portia makes the idea of fucking as many succubi as I want so fucking enticing. 

And for me to have another succubus, I need a truly bad girl. Miriam just won’t cut it.

So.

The blonde from before—her name is Zara—enters the room. fami shares a little bit of her bio through a link we share telepathically. 

Zara is the daughter of some millionaire phone mogul in South America who married a Norwegian supermodel way back when. So her skin is deeply, beautifully brown and her hair is blond and her features are starkly exotic and defined. Big eyes. Expressive eyebrows. A regal nose. A razor-sharp jaw. 

She wears a blue dress with a plunging neckline that goes all the way down to her navel. The fabric is sheer and runs down to her ankles, but I can see every part of her all the way down. With my demonic vision, I can even see where the shining on her skin isn’t the sparkles of the gossamer fabric of her dress but instead the honey trickling from her delectably tight, virgin pussy. 

Her tits aren’t as big as Miriam’s, but I can fix that. Every other part of her leaves Miriam in the dust. 

Portia is behind her, melding with the shadows. All that Miriam could possibly see—if her eyes weren’t looking at her own brain from rolling backwards while I fuck her skull—is a tinge of darkness around Zara’s form; a heavy shadow at her neck and in the thick dark waves of her golden hair. 

But I see Portia’s demoness form, whispering and licking in Zara’s ear. Her long wicked tongue lashing and sliding over Zara’s olive skin in long, luxuriating laps. 

I get a better look at Zara now. She’s one of those girls who used their millionaire fathers to garner influence on social media for a platform so she could start walking runway shows and showing off in lingerie ads, except she doesn’t have a face like a sad alcoholic horse like most of them.

She poses for a long time, urging me to look at her. I have no problem complying. She doesn’t seem to mind at all that I’m fucking Miriam’s throat right in front of her. 

I can see the look on her face—how fucking insane she looks, how crazy with evil and lust and evil hot lust. Ungh. It’s my favorite. Portia has clearly been doing a number on her brain and in record time, too—that tells me Zara was already pretty thoroughly fucked up in the head.

Portia probably coached her on how exactly to get me hard for her—to make me want her. She probably used some of demonic influence on time to pour weeks and months of corrupting poison into Zara’s gorgeous head in record time. I can see the obsession in her face. The self-obsession with her own beauty and youth—fuck, I just love it so much—and the obsession with my big, fat, meaty Cock bulging inside Miriam’s throat.

In fact—she stops posing and struts toward me and then wraps her hands around my neck. Her arms are l-o-n-g. There is something intensely erotic to me about the length of a woman’s limbs and digits. 

“You’re really fucking handsome,” she says to me. “Portia told me so much about you, but...she didn’t really even begin to explain how fucking handsome you are.”

She’s rubbing her crotch into the back of Miriam’s head. Miriam whimpers, not understanding but also not willing to let my Cock out of her mouth. I fuck Miriam’s head harder, pushing it into Zara’s crotch. Zara moans. I love her mouth, her lips. She has a spectacular smile. 

Similar to how Zara rubs and grinds herself into Miriam’s head, Portia—floating and smiling and groaning with deep demonic lust—has her “invisible” legs wrapped around Zara’s head, her cunt pulsing and pushing against the back of Zara’s skull. 

For a few minutes, Zara is content to slide into my body, near-suffocating Miriam between us, and kiss me. Her kiss is strong and urgent, her lips pulsing against mine. Her lips are so thick and full, and her torso is so utterly tiny. It’s easy to grip every part of her as my tongue slides against hers, our wetness lashing against one another in an easy, heated grip. When she finally pulls away, a hot little trail of our mixed saliva drips down into her cleavage and on top of Miriam’s head.

Portia pulls away somewhere in here—regretful but acceptable. She’s attending to something else quite important, and Zara has this well in hand.

No longer content for the lesser girl to touch my Cock, she pulls Miriam off and shoves her roughly to one side. Miriam hits the pillar of the bedpost. My Cock is already harder than ever as Zara grinds down onto its meaty girth with her pussy—sliding her eager pussy lips against my shaft—and laughs at Miriam’s suddenly swollen, black eye. 

“Oh my god!” Zara exclaims in mock sorrow. “Were you there? You’re just so forgettable I hardly even noticed you! You do know he’s not going to fuck you now that I’m here, right?”

She doesn’t wait for an answer from either of us before pushing into me and kissing me as hard as she can. I feel true and actual deep Love on her tongue—admiration and respect and awe. It scrapes against mine slow, luxuriating in every last taste of my demonic force. 

“Portia told me what you are,” she whispers in my ear. “I want to join you. I want it. I want to be gorgeous forever. I want to make them suffer forever. I want them to hurt. I want it bad, Daddy. Let me prove it to you?”

She wants to make bad things happen to good people.

Clearly, I am not the type who is going to stand in her way.

Miriam, on the floor, is deeply confused.

“I don’t...but...but..the...Cock, please, I n-need...need to suck it...”

“Aw, poor baby.” Zara clucks at her with obviously fake-sympathy. “Did you really think he gave any kind of a fuck about you? I mean, did you see his fucking wife?”

Her face contorts again. She loves me, but she can only love her True Love, and her “True Love” obviously wouldn’t be married to someone else...but she loves me...

It’s a beautiful disaster befalling her right now. My Cock pushes up harder against Zara’s cunt. I need to be inside her; she so fucking understands what it is to be a demon amongst these pathetic mortals and their frivolous thoughts of love.

“I-I-I didn’t know he was m-married, I-I-I...”

“You already told him you love him, right?” She looks to me for confirmation. “I knew it! Oh my god, what a fucking sucker you are! I bet you told him you loved him and he didn’t say anything in return! Ell-oh-ell! Oh wow, you are just too cute for this world.”

Much to my chagrin—Zara is so fucking hot she’s filling this demon of temptation with terrible lust—Zara slides off me and crouches down around Miriam. She has chalk already ready. Her dress tugging brilliantly at her delicious body. She starts drawing an intricate series of symbols around Miriam. 

“Wh-what are you doing?” Miriam asks.

Zara doesn’t pay attention, continuing with her drawing. She once again shoves Miriam to one side to finish the center of the drawing and then shoves her back on. 

I recognize the drawing; I recognize that it’s incomplete. I’m impressed that Zara was able to remember so much of it from memory already. She’s learned so much, so fast. 

“He doesn’t love you,” Zara explains. There’s no more mockery—only simple, cold, arrogance. “He never will. You’re a good girl. He fucks up the lives of good girls. Don’t you, baby?”

Zara’s voice becomes warm and sultry the second she slides back into my lap. Precum streams from the tip and she uses it to lubricate her stroke with long, confident fingers. She’s sneering, oozing arrogance and confidence, smiling prettily at me one second and sneering at Miriam the next. 

“That’s right,” I admit.

“You’re a demon, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

Miriam shudders and whimpers. She has no idea what she’s gotten into; she’s only just starting to understand. I’m unable to stop myself—I let more of my demon form show. My eyes blazing dark fire. Shadows of wings appearing behind me.

“And if I understand the situation correctly,” says Zara, “this dumb bitch has promised you her cums, hasn’t she? That she’ll only cum for you?”

“That’s right.”

“Gosh, Sir. That was really fucking stupid of her, wasn’t it?”

She’s so regal, so commanding and has such a presence with her pristine, otherworldly beauty that when she says “Sir” it sends a chill down my infernally-constructed spine. 

I shrug. “She’s not where she is in life because of her smarts, that’s for sure.”

“So, being that you’re a demon, and she’s just some dumb fucking good girl, there’s no real way for her to make you happy, huh?”

“That’s right.”

“Nothing?” asks Zara. “Nothing at all?”

“Well...”

We’re performing now, a show for the “benefit” solely of Miriam—but really it’s all about indulging our sadistic desires. Making fun of the girl and giving her hope, just to crush it. Just to feel it crunch and squawk and collapse beneath our fingers. 

“Please!” Miriam cries. “There must be something, anything I can do to please you. To make you happy. Please, if you’re happy then maybe I-I-I can cum and oh god I need to do what you say, please!”

Zara’s strokes on my Cock are as arrogant as she is. Conceited strokes. Full of confidence and effortless grace, not a single worry or misstep. A mortal would have died a thousand times over from cumming by now. I’m just getting warmed up.

“Gosh, Daddy, it really seems like she would do anything. I think I even believe her.”

I pretend to consider. “There’s a way to test her.”

“Really?” Zara looks really hot with her eyes open, her luscious mouth popped. “Whatever could it be?”

“Well...” I point. “That drawing there on the floor. You left it incomplete. All she would have to do is use some of the chalk there to finish it off.”

“No way!” said Zara. “Just finish the demonic drawing on the floor?”

Miriam picks up the chalk, shuddering, whimpering. She’s trying to draw, but she can’t yet. The ritual only works if you have the knowledge. Some force unknown to her stays her hand. 

“I-I can do it!” says Miriam. Her voice is so hoarse—from my Cock skewering her, from the crying and heaving she’s been doing. It’s rather unattractive; my hardness is purely for Zara now. “I’ll do anything for you.”

“That’s it dearie,” says Zara. “You just have to finish off the drawing, and finish off yourself. That’s all! Isn’t it simple?”

“Finish off myself? What do you mean?”

“I mean kill yourself, stupid. Isn’t it obvious?”

I can’t stop, I have to kiss Zara’s jaw and ear. My Cock surges in her hand. Fucking fuck, I never knew I could want to fuck someone so fucking bad as I want to fuck her right now.

“Wh-what?” Miriam’s so stunned she’s stopped crying.

“Why not?” says Zara. “I mean, you don’t have anything to live for, do you? You’ve completely abandoned all your principles and your self for someone who doesn’t even care about you—for a completely evil, completely demonic stud who would much rather just talk about me than fuck you.”

Miriam, again, whimpers, frantically fingering her cunt and trying to compel an orgasm that just won’t come. It’s almost impossible for her to think right now. Most of her cognitive faculties are gone. There’s just enough, though, that I can’t get in trouble with the Upstairs. 

What happens next will be a choice. It might be heavily influenced...but it’s still Miriam’s choice. If she ran away, tried to live her own life, I wouldn’t stop her. She would just be, I don’t know, permanently insane? Nobody has ever refused me before; I don’t have a lot of data. 

“But,” I explain, “if she does finish the drawing...then she dies. Forever. An eternity of miserable torment. Just for finishing the drawing. She would be sacrificing herself to create power for me.”

“Or for me,” says Zara.

She grinds up into my Cock now, sliding her ass against it and all-but-requiring me to cum all over her gorgeous back. I’m honestly surprised at how close I am and at my own ability to hold back the tide of my cum. 

“She could pledge her soul to me before she died,” says Zara. “She could make me into a demoness partner for you. Eternally. She could make herself into our eternal little plaything Downstairs. Wouldn’t that be good of her?”

Ugh. Fuck. 

“Yes.”

“You seem like it’s hard to talk, Daddy. Is it turning you on? If she did that? Sacrificed herself? Gave up the rest of eternity just to make us happy for a few moments?”

Miriam looks conflicted, but it’s the kind of conflicted that lets me know she already knows what she has to do...she’s just not sure if she can.

“W-will it hurt?”

“Oh, sweetie.” Zara smiled. “It won’t hurt at all. I promise.”

That’s a lie. It will hurt right away, and it will hurt horribly, and then it will hurt for the rest of creation. 

Miriam’s grip on the chalk is shaking, but she holds it nonetheless. Taking a deep breath, she finishes the symbols on the floor with just a few strokes of chalk. Right away, flames appear on the floor—horrible, black flames that surround her totally and call out to her with the force of every nightmare she’s ever had.

Zara waves beautifully, because she does everything beautifully. My Cock, surging, pushes up against her entrance from behind. I’m timing myself; I’m ready.

“Bye, Rosie!”

Miriam, panicking, breathing in fire, can barely respond. “My-my name isn’t—”

And then she’s gone—body and all, consumed in a pillar of black fire. 

Zara turns to me, eyes ablaze with sudden demonic lust. Wider—deeper—seeing the entirety of the cosmos all at once for what it truly is: a playground for her sudden and terrible beauty.

“This...feels...amazing!”

I enter inside her at the same moment the demonic power rushes through her.

This claims her; this makes her mine. She’s not just a demon—she’s my demon slave.

So as she transforms—becomes taller, thinner, bustier with enormous priest-killing tits, sexier, longer and more terrible and beautiful in every respect—her soul is also bound to me permanently, just like Portia’s. There is no demonic force in Zara without demonic me. I am her Alpha and her Omega. 

Not to be too blasphemous—don’t want to be gauche—but I am her fucking God. 

Her newly demonized cunt orgasms with Big, Big, Universe-Ending Big Cum after Cum the second I enter her. Her wings sprout beneath me and I fuck her harder, driving her gorgeous body into the floor and crashing her through it entirely. We end up in the library, priceless books spontaneously combusting all around us. We breathe in ash and breathe out lust, and my strokes and thrusts go deeper, harder into her fertile demonic virgin cunt. 

“Oh fuck!” she screams. Her voice changing. Becoming both deeper and softer as her vocal chords become entirely supernatural, capable of registering on several octaves at once. “Oh fuck, oh shit, oh Master!”

This is a body, a voice, a being that is entirely dedicated to rebellion, to destruction, to witnessing the defilement of all that is good—and she entirely belongs to Me. 

“Darling, did you start without us?”

Portia reappears now in her full Demoness form—blinded with sudden pleasure in the presence of so many Big Cums that I’m delivering unto Zara—with Lucy at her heels.

Lucy, stumbling over the burning blocks of the library, her dress catching a little on fire, stares at her mother and myself with the same dazed, mind-gone look that I know means her brittle sanity is utterly annihilated in this moment.  

With my Cock bulging in her supernaturally tiny belly, Zara points her hand at Lucy—and right away Lucy begins to float. 

“The power...” Zara moans. 

One hand points at Lucy, telekinetically spinning her this way and that—sending her flying at dizzying speeds throughout the room. Her other hand grinds against her torso, bulging with the massive Cock inside of her. She pinballs her across the room—smacking her with shelves of burning pages and sliding her through hot ash, laughing with madness-inducing silver-bell laughter even as I fuck her full of cum after cum. 

Portia pushes on me, pushes on both of us. Pushing on my hips as I fuck Zara as hard as I can. Whispering in my ear.

“You so fucking deserve this,” she groans. “You deserve that girl killing herself for you. For her. For someone you own now. You deserve this succubus queen desperate to do what you say. You deserve it all, Master.”

I Know I do, but it’s hot for Portia to say it anyway. 

I reach down and grab Zara hard by the neck, slapping her ass as I do. Slapping it as hard as I possibly can. If she was capable of being hurt anymore, she would be bruised and broken by a blow a tenth as extreme. As it is, the slaps and spanking blow out the nearby windows. The guests in the party who haven’t fled the residence—fools—have their eardrums blown out. 

“I’m going to make you fucking pregnant,” I growl in Zara’s ear. “You’re going to give me a whole fleet of succubi. You understand?”

She nods, still twirling and torturing Lucy in the distance. “Yes, Master. Anything. Anything you want.”

“You’ll be beautiful forever. Evil forever. Mine forever.”

“Yes, please! Please, I need it! Please show me the glory of your evil seed! Please, my Demonic King! My Demon God! Give it to me, please!”

“Please!” Portia joins in. “Cum in her! Cum in her so you can cum in me and then in her and then in me—”

Zara joins the chant. “And then in her and then in her and then in me and then—"

I cum hard—maybe even harder than I did the first time I fucked Portia. My cum enters every atom of Zara’s being—marking her, claiming her, taking her. I cum so much I have to push her off of me just so there’s room for the volume of it—and I spray her from ass to feet in long stringy thick load after load. 

Portia, knowing her place even as an impossibly gorgeous, empire-ending demonic empress, kneels before me and starts cleaning me off. Zara takes a long time to recover. Twitching. Her body still changing. Lengthening. Becoming almost like a sister to Portia. Both of them so terrible and powerful, like stars captured in supernova form. 

After a long while, I let Lucy down from her twirling, tortured repose in the air, settling her down on a pile of rubble from the wreckage. If we leave her there, she’s liable to die, and there’s decades of torture I want to do to her yet. 

“Master...don’t you deserve more?” asks Portia.

She’s stroking and licking my hardness. She wants me hard again so I’ll fuck her. That’s good. She knows what I want.

“Yesss.” 

Zara’s hiss is only more pronounced with the snake-like forked-tongue she now sports. She slides upward, risen from her coma-like post-Big Cum assault trance at the simple thought of what I deserve. This is what a real fucking good girl is like.

“More. More evil girls. As many as you could possibly want. And Master? I think I know just how to make it happen...”

# # #
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❍  Demon’s Offer – Corrupting The Angel



TWO SUCCUBUS QUEENS take turns sliding their lips up and down my Cock. They work in slow, slippery, sultry unison—their throats bulging when they take the full amount of my massive, virgin-breaking length down their esophagi. 

Either one of these gorgeous beings could destroy entire countries in a targeted day’s work. Their bodies are long and tight and impossibly smooth, equal parts the color of burning coals and crimson shadows. A touch from their lips can entrance a mortal for their entire lives, and just the promise of their tight pussies will destroy men and women’s souls for eternity.

Demons like us can exist in several planes of existence at once. Right now, our realest forms are in the Downstairs. I could have a projection of myself anywhere else in your mortal plane right now if I wanted, but my attention is focused entirely on Zara and Portia. My Perfect Succubus brides. I don’t think you can blame me.

Zara, the dark-haired black hole of lust and hatred, casually chokes out a randomly chosen former beauty queen (one of her recent acquisitions) while she makes out with my balls. She only feels wet when someone else is in immense pain (or, of course, if I tell her to be). At the same time, her mortal projection—a “somehow” permanently barely-legal supermodel—is casually ruining the life of a make-up artist glamming her up for a shoot by making rather overt suggestions to start starving herself to death to impress Zara. Of course the make-up artist is desperate to comply. Everyone is desperate to do what Zara suggests—either to avoid her wrath or to somehow, one day, perhaps see her smile.

Only I know she only really smiles for me. She even changed her hair-color for me from blond to black when I suggested I wanted a little variety from her and Portia.

While that’s happening, Portia—the star-blindingly hot blond—gags happily on my Cock, she’s making her mortal form busy as well in the mortal dimension. The mortal world knows her as a billionaire heiress, only recently putting her toes into the water of running the business itself. Orgasming continuously behind a desk silently crafted from the bones of endangered whales, she ruthlessly fires almost a quarter of her European workforce and replaces them with slave-wage immigrants. In a month, she’ll fire them and hire the Europeans back as interns—or at least, the ones who haven’t already offed themselves from the combination of displeasing Portia and having no reason to live.  

Naturally, both girls belong to me in entirety and have bonded their existence to mine, swearing an unbreakable oath that all the evil they will ever do is to serve my pleasure. They love me with all their corrupt little black hearts, and I love them right back. 

Portia and Zara switch places, and Portia casually slides up my immense body, dragging her dripping wet cunt all the way up my leg and hips before urging herself up into the space between my arm and torso. Her legs wrap around me and her cunt pulses against my ribs. She becomes a pillow for me—a sultry, whispering mass of shadow and dark delights.

“Daddy,” she moans, and I know right away she’s up to something. 

She only calls me Daddy when she’s got a plan for something nefarious. 

“Daddy,” she continues, “How many other immaculately hot couples are there Downstairs?”

“None that last.”

Listen, I don’t want to freak you out—but love isn’t necessarily a force of good. Despite most people misreading Romeo & Juliet for five hundred or so years, that’s a story about how fucked up love is and how even a simple illicit pairing can throw an entire city into chaos. 

“So. That either means we won’t, and we should enjoy it while it lasts...or we should do something they’ve never done before to make sure it does.”

I can’t help but love her. She’s an immortal evil being, responsible at this point for over hundreds of doomed souls. And she’s stroking me off and looking at me like she’s got a teenager’s first crush. I’m pretty much everything to her.

“You’re pretty much everything to me,” she says. “But don’t you deserve more?”

“Ungh.” This is a kind of conversation we’ve had before, and I always love where it goes. “How do you mean? What can we do that no one else has?”

* * * * *
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MONA REYNALDS DIDN’T have high hopes for this meeting. In fact, most of her hopes had been dashed recently. Though she was only 19 years old, that was practically ancient for an undiscovered model. Her insta page only had a few hundred thousand followers and had been stagnant in growth for months. Her youtube had never gone anywhere; the last show she did runway for had been in the fucking fall, and even then she had only done a couple. 

So. When she received an email invite to come to this new agency for an offer of representation, she had very nearly turned it down. But it was all expenses paid for travel and board and five grand just to show up at all—and who didn’t need five grand?

There were lots of other hot young modeling types entering the same time as her. A line of paparazzi had shown up in front of the building’s entrance, snapping photos and calling out to models to turn and smile. 

She read sometimes that models—none of the ones she looked up to, none of the ones like Zara fucking Zidorov who was Mona’s role model in every possible way—but some models felt fed up with being looked at all the time: that they got bored and tired of having to smile, having to look pretty, having to always always always perform. 

Mona was terribly jealous of their predicament. 

Sometimes, late at night, obsessing over their posts and making plans for whatever she might be able to do to emulate their careers, her fingers crunched into tight, angry fists as she imagined the ingratitude they had for the lives they had been given. 

Yes, Mona was pretty. In fact, she thought she was gorgeous. 

Walking into the high-rise agency, she wore a pair of liquid-tight blue jean capris and a pair of suede, peach sandals. Her perky, pretty young breasts were encased inside a black sleeveless crop top that—despite being advertised as skintight—still left a little bit of gap underneath her chest due to her thinness. Her long golden hair let down in waves down her back. A spinny silver bracelet sparkled on one wrist, and bright silver hoop earrings shone on her ears. 

She knew she looked good. In fact, she knew she looked fabulous. She had been disheartened lately, but that hadn’t stopped her from going on overdrive on her workout routine like she did every time before an opportunity like this—doing two-a-day workouts and fasting to get her body into the peak performance of tight and tiny that she could. 

Sometimes she worried she overdid it. The world was changing. She had lost count how many times an agency or photographer or designer told her that they wished they had known her even just five years before. 

These days, we’re just looking for someone with a more average body type...

Or

It’s just a shame. That big fashion show, the way it blew up on its own face. You could have been the star of that thing. What a platform that would have been...

Or

It’s just, they shy away from girls like you now because they’re afraid the men in power are picking based on who they want to prey on. You understand. 

Mona wished she could be fucking prey! What the fuck did she care if she sucked a dick or three if it meant a million followers? If it meant being on the cover of magazines and the face of make-up brands?

Like, sure, she didn’t want girls to be taken advantage of. She didn’t want anyone assaulted, for god’s sake. She wasn’t a monster. But what the fuck did she care if some guy wanted to feel her up while he made her a star? Part of the entire reason she was a model was because was deeply comfortable with men being turned on by her. 

Swallowing her mounting anger and frustration, she walked by the line of paparazzi and expected, as usual, to be mostly ignored. A firing line of them all in front of the rotating doors of the imposing building where her appointment awaited. In the city, there were always beautiful girls and there were always more of them. They probably would think she was just some fucking secretary or something—

“Mona! Mona, smile for us!”

She froze.

“Smile for us!” said more voices. “Strike a pose! You look fantastic! Who are you wearing?”

Her composure came back quickly. She had practiced for this, prepared for this, wanted to hear those words for her whole life. 

She flipped her hair to one side and smiled and posed. She did this for a full two minutes straight, turning, popping a leg out, sometimes up, smiling, indulging, taking her time. Enjoying the pops and flashes of the cameras. She didn’t recognize any of the paparazzi. In fact, they were all women, which was unusual. Really, really beautiful women. 

But who cared? They had cameras, they had internet, so soon more people who know who the fuck Mona Reynalds was and how hot she was all the time. 

For a time, she just smiled and posed and posed some more. The women with the cameras couldn’t seem to get enough of it. 

“You’re so hot!”

“Yes! Revel in it!”

“Live your best life! Show us your beauty!”

Weird fucking things to say, but they really spoke to Mona’s deepest desires, so she was happy to go along with it. But eventually, the time pressure really started getting to her, and she had to pop into the building itself. 

The first thing she noticed is that it was warm. A deep, omnipresent dry heat. If Mona was even a pound heavier, she’d probably be breaking out in sweat already. 

And dark. Ebony tiles; obsidian wall panels; black ceilings. All broken up intermittently by flashes of color in ornate, graphic paintings of gloriously stacked women posing in lewd positions. Most of them kneeling. Frequent and—frankly—arousing depictions of huge phalluses. 

There was only one elevator inside, no secretary. Mona strutted—walking didn’t feel right, for some reason—like she was on the runway all the way to the elevator. It opened and closed on its own, and started moving without her pressing any buttons. 

It was odd, she considered, that this place had so much automation. Most modeling agencies were staffed with wannabe models. She’d had several job offers of the sort, but she was smart enough to know that if an agent ever saw you as a secretary, it was all they would ever see you as. 

After ascending for what felt like several long minutes, elevator opened up to a flight of stairs. 

Mona, puzzled, waited in the elevator for it to close—but it dinged impatiently, as if waiting for her to get off. 

She looked outside. To the right were the stairs. To the left was a railing and beyond that a large opening that led to a long, deep pit. A pit as deep as the rest of the building so far. An eerie red glow traced along the walls. 

She began to climb up the stairs, wondering about the architecture. Why have steps after an elevator? She’d never seen the like. Was it some kind of test? A physical hazing, perhaps.

Yes, that was almost certainly it. She stopped in the easy consideration, having been thinking perhaps she should take off her heels for the climb. 

But, no. That would be a terrible idea. 

Certainly, someone was watching to see how she would do under the duress, the confusion. That was fine. She could walk a hundred flights of stairs in her heels if it meant breaking through, so fuck their little game. She’d own it. 

As she climbed, her feet began to hurt a bit. She noticed every tenth floor they hurt more. Had the building been this tall from the outside? It was hard to believe, but then she hadn’t been paying too much attention either. On street level, she never gawked upward like some dumb tourist—she was always looking for people looking at her. 

Down the stairwell, she heard a terrible sound. Something that strangely sounded like it was mixed into the awful red glow on the walls. 

Was that...was that a wailing? A baby’s cry? Something else? There was something...something...happening...

Overhead, the exit door just another flight of stairs above opened and someone crashed outward, blubbering and whimpering. Screaming. Crying. A well-dressed young woman, brunette. Mona watched, stunned, as the girl fell over and stumbled down the stairs. There were a few sick crunches as she tumbled down. 

For a moment, Mona though she was dead. 

Then came the moaning, and more blubbering. More anguished cries. 

“Are you okay?” Mona called up. 

In moments she was there, rushing to see if she could help. What she saw surprised her. 

It was another model—one she knew, one she followed. Gertrude Lane. She was way above Mona’s status, and had lots of buzz lately because she had been speaking out against the unrealistic standards for women’s bodies that models kept perpetuating. 

Mona already had her phone out—to call for an emergency—but muscle memory had her recording Gertrude on the platform of the stairs, bloody and moaning and blubbering and crying. 

“Do you want me to help you up?” Mona asked. 

Gertrude pawed at Mona, then the camera. Her eyes were tinged with madness. She roared at her—actually roared, like an animal—and Mona backed up. 

“Oh my god, chill. I’m just trying to help. Can I do anything for you? Can I...do you want me to call someone?”

Instead of responding, Gertrude just broke down. She farted horribly and audibly and there was an obvious mess in her dress. It was more visible than even the blood from her scrapes. Mona unconsciously noted with great satisfaction that she was in much better shape than Gertrude. 

“O-oh my god!” Mona could not help from laughing. “Did you just poop your pants?”

Gertrude roared again in response and slid down the stairs, rolling and tumbling. It was like something out of a cartoon or a sitcom. Mona kept turning the camera at herself—making sure to frame her beautiful face perfectly, showing off her delighted smile and I’m-embarrassed-for-you-laughter—and then back at Gertrude. 

Mona stopped recording and stepped up to the exit door. If she stayed and helped, she might end up being late—or worse, getting all of Gertrude’s mess on her perfect outfit. She had offered to call...but Gertrude was way too busy doing...whatever she was doing to really respond. 

She still had her purse on her, at least? If Gertrude really needed somebody, she would be able to make her own call. Mona’s own connection signal was perfect, so there was nothing to worry about there, right? 

Then there was the matter of the video she took. Her thumb hovered over the upload button. She had already written the description—showed up for an audition, saw this instead. U ok #GLane?

It would be mean as fuck to post it. 

It might also mean at least another few thousand followers. 

Her thumb wavered as she heard another anguished wail from Gertrude.

Fuck it; nobody was looking out for her in this business but her. 

She pressed post, stuffed her phone away, put on a big happy look-at-me smile, and stepped through the stairwell exit.

* * * * * 
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THROUGH EMPTY BLACK corridors, black doors, and under black ceilings, Mona found her way to the audition guided by a series of bright red arrows. 

Only, it didn’t seem like it was an audition at all. There were several other girls there, which was perfectly normal, but instead of all of them being in a waiting room and being called in one at a time, they were all gathered around one large conference table. 

On her way in, a horse-faced millionaire heiress of a condiment company splashed coffee on Mona’s new shoes. She apologized right away—her name was Tyna and she had dark freckles and deep blue eyes—and promised to buy Mona a new pair because they were such cute shoes. But almost right away, Tyna turned back toward the crowd at the table and laughter erupted. 

It might have been coincidental, but it certainly felt intentional. 

Mona’s head immediately filled with elaborate and embarrassing punishments for Tyna, each one more unrealistic than the last. Her cheeks burned and then burned more because she knew, with her pale skin, that the flush of her anger was visible to everyone looking. 

And everyone—in a crowd like this—everyone was always looking. Always measuring everyone up. 

She recognized almost all of the faces at the table. There were nineteen of them in all—Mona was number nineteen, she had counted twice. Many were young models she had seen at auditions and followed on the gram. Others were mini-starlets, girls who showed up on daytime melodramas or in bit roles on shows about moody superheroes. There were two real prizes though—Lucy Ambrosia and Zara Zidorov. 

Lucy was a billionaire’s heir who had—allegedly and reportedly—gone crazy over the last six months or so after her father died. Some people even said that his death wasn’t accidental, that she was the one who killed him.

Looking at her now, Mona could see why people thought she had gone crazy. She was dolled up like a little girl, in a tiny ruffle-heavy dress with a deeply low-cut neckline, sporting silly fringes and frills along the shoulders and hemline and with bright satin gloves. Her make-up was slightly overdone, bright and red-lipped, and she was clearly enjoying something fucking the hell out of her pussy even though her hands were on the table. 

A remote vibrator, maybe. There was an evident puddle around her thighs. She was the adopted daughter of Portia Ambrosia, the wildly famous and successful billionaire who had made such an impact over the last year.

Next to her, sneering callously and imperiously at the whole table was Zara Zidorov, a model who Mona had absolutely fallen in love with over the past year. She wore a simple, tight, short red dress that put her outrageously well-built body on display. Clavicles shining. Cleavage heaving. Dark crimson thigh-high boots with half-foot tall stilettos. 

Zara lived the kind of life that Mona wanted. She traveled from place to place, was gorgeous enough to be a total bitch to everyone she met, and wined and dined with high-shoulder debutantes and celebrities and bragged ruthlessly about how gorgeous she was. 

And that’s the thing—she totally was that gorgeous. Mona had completely deep-dived her insta, and Zara had somehow become more gorgeous over the past six months. She blamed some late-stage growth spurt (somehow), but even if Mona wasn’t completely inclined to believe that, there wasn’t like—any time off for Zara. 

Recovering from the kind of surgeries to add inches onto her height or bustline or hips meant a lot of recuperation time! Months and months of it. Mona had looked into that kind of thing, because of course she had. 

But Zara had been in photo shoot after photo shoot, sneering and bitching out anyone who looked at her twice. And all the interviewers and photographers and designers who worked with her just seemed terrified of her. They smiled and nodded and said how they loved her “fierce, playful nature,” but their terror was clear on their faces and Mona very fucking much got the idea that that was how Zara wanted things. 

Mona was so fucking jealous of her. And now, in the same room as her—OMG—she couldn’t take her eyes off her. Zara kept scanning the room and every so often her eyes would slide across Mona’s form and she felt her body tense up in the most pleasant, needy way. She felt like her soul was running across the room to grind onto Zara’s flawless face.

The mood in the room was upbeat if a little weird. Most of the girls were abnormally chatty, talking about the “killer decor” and the “crazy mood lighting” and the “weird interactions” they’d had in the elevator on the way up. 

Mona listened in on the conversation of the girls next to her, two young black women with stunning racks and high cheekbones. Were they sisters?

“We came in at the same time, right?” one asked.

“Totally. But then I lost you in the stairwell.”

“Stairwell? I didn’t take any stairs. I was on the elevator the whole time.”

“Elevator? But, you followed me right in, right?”

“Yeah.”

“So how did you see an elevator? There was nothing but stairs.”

“I had an elevator,” interrupted Mona, “and then stairs. And Gertrude Lane was there...”

They looked at her, smiling and shaking their heads.

“Gertrude Lane? Isn’t she like, missing?”

“What?” Mona was shocked.

“She’s totally missing. She’s been gone for over two weeks. They’ve been keeping it very hush-hush, her agents I mean, but—”

A hush ran through the crowd—a gloriously beautiful woman entered wearing a sparkling silver gown. Most women might have looked ostentatious wearing such an outfit in the office setting they were in—but this one made the office and all the other beautiful women in it seem like they were underperforming in contrast. 

She had gorgeous long blond hair, a delicately sculpted face, beautiful breasts, and long legs that swept all the way down to the floor in long, flowing stops. Strappy heels wrapped in ribbons all the way up to her narrow thighs, showcasing her ample hips and impeccably shaped ass. Her narrow waist—no wider than a paperback book lengthwise—seemed magical in its ability to hold up her long torso with the staggering immensity of her buoyant, gravity-defying tits. 

Everything about her was angelic, in fact—except for her eyes. 

Her eye were dark. Her eyes were fire. Her eyes were evil. 

Mona whimpered when the gaze of this creature fell on her; she felt embarrassed about it for a moment until she realized that everyone else had done the same. Some of the girls started crying. The smell of fear and lust permeated throughout the entire chamber. 

“Welcome,” she said. “You might recognize me as Portia Ambrosia, the world’s richest woman.”

Oh, thought Mona. Yes. That is how she knew her. But in pictures and videos, she seemed so much more...human somehow, instead of this otherworldly creature showcasing herself now. 

A lustful, confused haze had entered her brain. Thoughts came slow, like they were being slowly passed through an assembly line made of honey. 

Ambrosia’s wealth had grown exponentially over the past six months or so. Other billionaires had sold their businesses to her in enormous coups, or had their own businesses taken over. Her operating practices were scandalous in the newspapers—giving herself bonus after bonus while she bled the employees dry of wages and benefits. Government officials that tried to stand up to her were oddly silenced, sometimes mere hours after they took action. Many were found dead. Some were even quite obviously murdered—dismembered and displayed in public, being made examples of. 

In the past month or so, everyone seemed too cowed to take much action, even though it was clear Ambrosia Industries bribed and coerced governments across the globe to pass laws that benefited them—and by “them” that is to say, the one directly at the top. 

Mona noticed it was odd how she had to keep referencing that to herself—“the past six months or so.” Like something had happened, or changed. She knew of Portia before then—how could you not? A gloriously sexy babe who loved making a public display of herself, as well as her daughter Lucy who everyone thought was destined for superstardom. But it seemed like the mother had eclipsed her daughter permanently. She certainly was more beautiful, and even somehow looked younger than her barely-legal daughter. 

“You all have been chosen to come here for a marvelous opportunity,” Portia explained. “You may have noticed how, over the last year, I’ve become more successful. More lauded. More appreciated.” She did a little pose. “More beautiful. You might have noticed the man at my side. The press doesn’t even know what to call him. Most don’t ever know his name. But it’s no coincidence that my rise and my pairing with him go hand in hand.”

She spoke while circling them, sneering and smiling in equal measure. Mona paid attention to who earned a sneer, who earned a smile. Nothing was incidental with this woman. 

“I want you—some of you, those of you who are worthy—to join in our success. To join us. I want him to have your service in the same way that he has mine. He’s made me younger. Not just in appearance. Every part of me is actually younger. Do you think, honestly, any of you, that surgery could accomplish what’s been done to me? No. It was Him. Him and only Him.”

She let that sink in for a moment. 

Mona struggled to understand. It was hard to think. Her young, virgin cunt was on fire. Was there some kind of diet? Was he like, an energy healer or something?

“You’ll be young, forever. You’ll be wealthy beyond your wildest dreams, forever. You’ll have all your needs and wishes accounted for, forever.”

She stopped right behind Mona and put hands on her shoulders, massaging them gently. The touch was both immediately relaxing and arousing. Mona’s pussy flooded with lust, dripping right away. A cum felt only seconds away—but she was kept from it no matter how badly she needed to release. From far across the table she saw Zara nod with approval, smiling and licking her lips. She winked. 

Mona moaned and gasped. 

Was the wink at her? Was she worthy? What did that even mean? What the fuck was happening?

“Finally,” said Portia, still running her hands over Mona’s shoulders and collarbones, “you’ll be beautiful. Forever. And ever. And ever. For Him.”

The girl next to Mona dared to speak up. “Okay. How much?”

Portia raised a curious eyebrow. “How much?”

“Yes. How much do you expect us to pay for something like this? For your...cream or whatever it is you’re selling.”

Portia laughed. From across the table, Zara laughed as well. Their shared laughter was like dark, terrible music—like a twisted version of something you might hear in a church. Portia strutted merrily away from Mona to get a better look at the girl next to her. 

“What’s your name again?” asked Portia. “Darla?”

“Daria.” She pointed. “My sister is Darla.”

“Yes. It’s so hard to keep you straight. Well, listen Darla, there’s no cream. Not really. I mean there is, I suppose? But not in the way you mean.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s very simple. I worship Cock, now. Specifically, I worship his Cock. I worship it with everything I have. I have given my soul over to his Cock. And in exchange for my soul, I have all the worldly power you can imagine.”

The room was silent for nearly a minute. Mona counted the seconds. She didn’t know how to handle this information, didn’t know if it was maybe some kind of test. Or maybe—as she had thought earlier—an elaborate hazing ritual. She had been called here for an audition—was this part of it?

Sheila Devowe, a beautiful girl with a thick Welsh accent, raised her hand. “You’re not serious, right?”

Portia was very serious; her only answer was a raised eyebrow.

“I mean,” the girl continued, “yeah, we can all see that you’ve changed somehow. And yeah, it seems pretty dramatic. But we’re in the industry, aren’t we? It’s obvious what’s going on. Isn’t pretty much everyone here in entertainment in one way or another? Don’t we know better? Smoke and mirrors is kind of what we do, after all.”

Portia strutted over to her and leaned over until she was eye level. Across the table, Mona had a good look at her cleavage from this angle, and found herself craving the feel of Portia’s tits pushed back against the back of her head. 

“Take a look,” said Portia. “Take a good, long, close look. Tell me where you see the heavy make-up. The scars. The recent work. Anything like that. Go ahead.”

Sheila looked into Portia’s eyes. All other eyes in the room were on Sheila as she soaked in the billionaire goddess’s gaze. After about five seconds, she was biting her lip. After ten seconds, she was twitching, neck and shoulders starting to flex. After thirty seconds, she was covered in a heavy, hot sweat. She knocked her chair away with the twitching of her muscles, like she was trying to run away. 

“What’s the matter, dearie? Isn’t it obvious? Or is there some dramatic change you’re noticing?”

Tears streamed down Sheila’s cheeks. Her eyes frozen in place. And Portia...

Portia eyes.

Before, they smoldered.

Now, they burned.

Sheila tried and tried again to run away, but her skeleton seemed locked in place even as her skin and muscles jumped. Before their eyes, her face began to dry out, cracking and blistering, lips crinkling like bad paper. Her hair fell out in large, lifeless chunks.

“You have a point to prove, dear,” said Portia. “You better get to it.”

Finally it seemed that Sheila was able to unfreeze at least her mouth, but all that came out was a distant, long, horrified moan. 

Mona knew where she had seen this before. Gertrude, in the stairwell, had a similar expression. The terror in her eyes, like she had seen something that she wasn’t supposed to. Like there was something in Portia’s eyes that no mortal was supposed to ever see, not in this living plane. 

Portia snapped her fingers and Sheila immediately began to run away, sprinting at full speed into the nearest window and diving headlong into it to crash to the streets below.

Only—she didn’t. She just bounced off ineffectively with a great bonk and crash to the floor, moaning.

“Oh, poor dear,” said Portia. “I completely forgot to let you go. Here. Let’s try again.”

The gathered beautiful girls gasped as one as Sheila floated into the air, spinning this way and that, barely conscious, and was set on her feet once more. Only this time it seemed obvious she was held up by something—like some kind of sinister strings from an evil marionettist. And Portia, laughing and smiling and sneering, was clearly that marionettist, sliding her fingers this way and that and manipulating Sheila’s passage through the room. 

Sheila’s arms and legs pumped as she “ran” in place, picking up steam, and then she flew again across the room and into the window—only this time, somehow, the barrier was gone and Sheila disappeared out into the early afternoon sky to drop down to the city below.

One girl ran after her, shouting her name in horror—suddenly finding her footing and her courage—only to find that the safety glass was returned once more. She banged and banged but she could not get through. 

Portia turned back at them, her cheeks clearly flushed from the heady, dizzying effects of an orgasm. 

“Now,” she said, her voice with a terrible erotic heaviness that had not been there before. “Does anyone else want to question the legitimacy of what I’m saying?”

* * * * *
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THEY WERE FREE TO GO; no one had to stay.

Portia explained this right before rushing away, saying she had another “very important meeting.”

Seconds after she left, the walls began to shake and thunderous, orgasmic cries filled the chamber from the next room over. Someone—it seemed so large that it must have been something—fucked the shit out of Portia in that room. The temperature rose and all the girls began to sweat at least a little. Several disrobed, taking off layers of clothing and complaining minutely of the temperature. For a room full of mostly thin, fit, tall, frail young women, complaining about the temperature being too warm was something indeed. If anything, it was usually well the opposite. 

Nobody left. Nobody really even tried, not right away. Several walked toward the door but then seemed to recall something just as they got there. Mona herself even wandered close but as she did, her ears filled with the orgasmic cries of Portia and her nose filled with the scent of all that fucking...and she couldn’t remember why she had wanted to leave. 

Immortal life. Immortal beauty. Would it be that bad? All she had to do was prove she was worthy.

But what if—her feet started shifting toward the door again—what if Portia did to Mona what she had done to Sheila and probably Gertrude?

And fuck—even if she did accept—wouldn’t that mean she would have to do terrible things too? Did she want that? She didn’t think so. But then, she had promised herself so many times that she would do anything to be famous...

As they milled and panicked and discussed and hemmed and hawed, Zara pulled Mona aside. 

“You were looking at me earlier,” said Zara. “Yes?”

Mona, a bit stunned at this turn of events, nodded dumbly. 

“What did you want to say?”

“Oh my god,” Mona smiled and shook her head. God, was she pretty? She had to be pretty right now. Zara was so pretty and Mona had to be pretty to talk to her. “Oh my god. Yes.”

“You wanted to say yes to me?” 

Zara Zidorov! Zara Zidorov was making fun of her! But she was being flirty and hot about it! Holy shit!

“Um, gosh.” Mona shook her head. “Yes. I mean, no. I have so much I want to say to you.”

She raised a perfect eyebrow. “And?”

“Um, first of all, well, thank you so much for talking to me,” said Mona. “I’m just the absolute biggest fan of yours. I think you’re the best ever. I thought it was completely criminal when you were passed over two years ago for face of the year, I mean, completely stupid of them. Like what an asinine decision. You’re so pretty and kind of flawless actually and god you’ve only gotten prettier over the past year or so and fuck it’s like, hard to look at you, you’re so utterly completely sexy and wow I mean I thought it was tough being close to Portia but jesus christ no wonder Lucy has been over there out of her mind, are you two dating? You must be dating, she’s just looking at you and fingering herself and god I’m talking too much, oh god, sorry, sorry, sorry.”

She thought at about five times during her tirade that Zara would do her the courtesy of interrupting, but the dark-haired beauty seemed thoroughly happy to just let Mona go off. 

“You know,” said Zara, “they showed me your body of work before you arrived. Before this whole...” she waved a hand. “Before this meeting, you know. And I was skeptical, I’ll say that. I was really skeptical. But you’re turning my mind around. Say more nice things about me.”

Mona did, and for several minutes. She lost track of time. She looked deep into Zara’s brimstone-dark eyes and let her heart pour out—she revealed everything. Every last dirty, romantic, gushy, mushy, lovey, crushing feeling she had on Zara. Things she wouldn’t have revealed to her closest friend seemed to make perfect sense to tell Zara to her face—like how she regularly fingered herself to sleep thinking about nuzzling up into Zara’s body, particularly the top portion of her clavicles and jawline, or how she daydreamed constantly about being her girlfriend, or how she really hoped the offer was real so that Zara could accept it and be immortally gorgeous forever, or how she would be delighted to just sleep at Zara’s feet for like ten million years while someone else better than her got to fuck Zara.

“Is that all?” Zara asked, when Mona was finally done.

Mona nodded. Her mouth was dry. She wanted a drink of something, only she didn’t know what. Her eyes fixated on Zara’s tits, which made her also think of Portia’s, which had so obviously been bursting and ready with fresh, yummy milk. Oh, to drink from either woman! She would be in heaven.

“I’m pretty impressed,” said Zara. “Lots of people say that they love me. Most don’t have a...mythology behind it like you do.”

“I’m a little obsessed,” Mona admitted. Her whole body felt tired, like she had been running a marathon. All that lustful clenching. “Maybe more than a little.” 

“You should take the offer,” said Zara. 

“Really? Are you going to as well?”

“Oh my god,” Zara laughed. “You’re really too turned on to think, huh? I already took it, dummy. I took it a long time ago. I’m what you might call a sleeper agent. I’m supposed to be in here spreading corruption. Making the good girls worse and the bad girls more interesting.”

“Which am I?”

“You were a borderline case. We weren’t sure exactly. You’re very attractive for some reasons I’ll tell you about later—besides how obviously sexy you are. Ungh. I can’t wait to taste your pussy.”

A whine escaped Mona’s lips. “H-holy shit.”

“Your primary trait was ambition, but there was something clouding it. We couldn’t nail it down. Now we know.”

“We do?”

“Obsession, like you said. Love. You love me.”

“Oh.” Mona nodded. “Yes. I do. I love you very much.” 

Zara nodded and smiled. 

“I-is that okay? Is it okay to love you this bad? I don’t want to make this weird.”

“We’ll have lots of time to explore it,” said Zara. “But first you have to accept Daddy’s offer. If you don’t, we’re either going to eat your soul or drive you insane or,” she made a buzzing sound, “send you out the window like we did with old bagface.”

There was a lot to process there. Mona had to process it with Zara’s hand clasping hers, which didn’t make it any easier. And she said she wanted to lick her—what the fuck, oh god, oh shit...

“So I’ll...I’m giving up my soul?”

Zara shook her head. “It’s much more involved than that. You’ll be a demoness, like me. Like Portia. There’s probably at least two potential others in the mix here.”

“That doesn’t mean selling my soul?”

“It kind of does. Daddy can explain it better than I can. It mostly means just...changing your soul. Turning it into something he owns...and he only owns demonic things. It’s just, to really commit...you have to sacrifice someone. That’s why there’s girls here who just won’t make it. Who never could make it. Point one out for me.”

Mona scanned the crowd immediately. She knew who she wanted. The bitch with the coffee. Tyna.

But. Holy shit. Could she really kill someone—sacrifice someone—just to see her suffer because she spilled coffee on her?

She thought about the way the bitch had laughed right after. Made them all laugh at Mona—like the girls back at school who made fun of her for being too tall, too skinny, too petite. 

And she thought about Zara’s burning, demonic gaze and how good it felt to melt into it entirely, to let her soul slip away and just let pretty, pretty Zara make all those decisions for her. It felt so good, so hot, so right if Zara was in charge of her life. She should really just submit. 

Just...submit. 

Just submit and make the bitch suffer. Mona was so fucking pretty—so gorgeous, really. She was easily the top choice at the table. Zara was so happy that Mona was there to be able to submit, and wouldn’t submitting feel so fucking good? Just submit and be a bad girl, forever. 

Mona hadn’t really put it together—the haze was too thick, her body too turned on, her brain cells all-but-completely-fried—but Zara had been whispering and moaning in her ear. Her long, long fingers deep inside Mona’s tight pants and easily creasing into the folds of her sparkling wet pussy.

Her words were so powerful, her will so absolute—and Mona so completely obsessed with her and so otherwise braindead—that she didn’t even hear Zara’s words as words anymore. Just thoughts entering directly into her brain, true and irrevocable.

At some point, the orgasmic cries of Portia ceased. Almost as soon as Mona noticed it, Portia came back in with a large, rectangular box and placed it on the table. 

Mona should investigate the box, she realized—as Zara poured the suggestion into her. She should investigate the box and promise her soul to the demon and then she would be able to cum.

Cum.

Cum.

CUM.

Oh god—oh god she needed to cum so fucking bad! And just as she realized it, Zara took her fingers away. 

“You need to cum for me, don’t you, Mona?”

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Y-yes, please?”

“Yes. Please. What?”

“Yes, please, Mistress, oh fuck, please Mistress let me cum for you!”

“You promise your cums to me?”

“Yes! I promise!”

“You promise them to Daddy?”

“Yes! I promise!”

“You renounce heaven, and swear you need to be a demon bride with me?”

She was so wet. She would have promised anything. 

“I renounce heaven and swear to be a demon bride with you!”

The words felt so fucking right as she said them that she hardly noticed the immensity of the thunderclap outside. 

Zara strutted away, talking to another gorgeous spellbound babe, this time a young Asian girl named Holly. Mona watched them—it was no more than thirty seconds, but by the end of it, they looked like they had been talking for thirty years. Holly’s eyes positively bursting with happy knowledge of Zara’s beauty. That was just how Mona felt. 

Mona approached the table with the box. She already suspected what was inside, so when she and a smattering of other girls pushed its surprisingly heavy top open, she was the only one who didn’t gasp. 

Inside was a collection of knives. 

Four other girls were there with Mona. Daria, the beautiful black babe with the sculpted cheekbones. Holly, who Zara just instantly corrupted. Tatiana, a Russian beauty with an improbably huge and perky rack given her tiny frame. And finally Vicky, a Californian sun-kissed brunette with sexy freckles and a killer smile. 

Of course now it would be more of a killer’s smile. They all sported one, as a point of fact, smiling madly as they lifted the knives and embraced the darkest parts of themselves. All that was left now was the act itself. 

Portia, literally floating around the room now, smiled back at them and tilted an eyebrow at the scared girls who had herded together in a corner like cows. 

Like cattle.

That was such a good word for them, Mona thought. 

Cattle. 

Something to slaughter for a higher purpose.

Beneath all their click-clacking high heels, runes and symbols sparkled. They filled the entire conference room floor. There all along, but activated now. Zara walked over to the doors and closed and locked them. She winked specifically at Mona. 

Time’s up, she mouthed.

Portia floated above the gathered herd of girls, most of whom were crying in fear. She was an erotic masterpiece, the tatters of her clothes sliding around her like living ribbons. 

“Go to work, girls. Show Master you love him.”

Coffee girl Tyna was right out there in front. The knife felt so good in Mona’s hands. Her smile turned into a mad laugh and she went to work. 

* * * * *
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AFTER THE MURDER, AFTER the sacrifices, Mona rode her Master’s Cock, her long luscious body stained with blood and transformed into a demonic version of her former self.

Her skin had turned a marvelous dark nightshade blue—so smooth and dark it was nearly black but for the unmistakable cerulean tinge. It was most noticeable around her clavicles, her shoulders, her tits, her jawline—anywhere there were sharp edges or defined points. Her hair, long and golden, blazed so bright that it almost looked as if it were on fire. Her heavy tits, engorged with milk, leaked down her demonic body and made it shine. A sexy, slick glaze covered her and her Master’s body.

He had revealed his full demonic form just by entering the conference room. Massively tall and sporting a titanic musculature, all the freshly transformed demonettes fell upon him with fanged teeth, forked tongues, and world-shattering beauty. They ground their bodies into his, hellish cunts sliding over his thighs and waist and back. Teeth that could puncture steel landing on the titanium cords of his muscle like the paws of kittens. Tails lashing, whipping, interlocking. 

There was no mistaking who was in charge. Portia and Zara leading the way, in front. 

Master. We love You, Master. Look at what we’ve done for You, Master. Look at what You have done to us. We love You so much, Master. Won’t You please fuck one of us so Your Cock is pleased?

He chose Mona—she felt so Lucky—and now as he fucked her into the broken remains of the conference table, Zara and Portia pushed on their sides, pulling the two of them together with their legs and tails. 

“Fuck her, Master,” urged Portia. 

“Yes, Daddy. Fuck her please. Get her pregnant.”

He choked her as he fucked her—gripped her with all his strength, clawing at her ass and slapping it ruthlessly with his other hand as he drove into her with all the force of a freight train. His length bulged in her tight, transformed torso, clearly visible to all. 

Mona nodded, barely able to form words from the torrent of orgasms hitting her. “Yes! Y-yes! Fuck! Pregnant! Daddy yes!”

“You want it? You want to be my bride?”

Mona wanted nothing else. Nearby, Tatiana and Vicky moaned with orgasmic jealousy. Mona had the wherewithal somehow to cast a sneer in their direction—I got it first, cunts—and that was what made Master lose control. 

His cum unleashed inside of her. It felt dark, corruptive, twisted. It felt like home. He held her tight as he came, whispering dark ritualistic corruption in her ear that only made her brain need more and more of him. She kept sneering at Vicky and Tatiana the whole time. They were hot—they were demon hot—but they hadn’t been chosen first today, had they?

When he pulled out, Mona fought the urge to beg for more. Too much. A little went a long way with Master. She crawled up and started cleaning his Cock with her mouth, hoping to encourage him to fuck her once more. 

“You can almost feel the life forming, can’t you?” Portia purred in her ear, caressing her belly.

“We’ll have our daughters together.” Zara cleaned Mona’s body with her long tongue. “A fleet of succubi to enact his will. Won’t that be marvelous?”

Mona could only agree. 

A giant white flash filled the chamber. He shoved Mona roughly off his Cock, smiling at her pained whimper when she hit the floor. 

“P-please, Master.” She crawled toward him. “Please. Did I displease you?”

He shook his head, reassuring her instantly. “You were just bait,” Master explained to Mona. “I mean, hot bait. I’m gonna keep fucking you. But bait, nonetheless.”

The white flash coalesced into an understandable form—a gorgeous being with a halo of light around their skull. After a moment, Mona realized it looked something like herself as a mortal, only with enhanced beauty and rather more incandescent. She wore a simple white robe around golden armor. 

This was an angel, Mona realized. And in point of fact, it was something like her angel. 

Wow.

She had never really spent time thinking about such things. But if she’d been turned into a demon—and fuck, had she ever—she supposed that guardian angels were a real thing as well. 

“You!” said the angel, flying across the room with sudden bright wings. “How dare you!”

“How dare I, what?” said Master. 

He pretended to barely notice she was there, sitting down at a throne he materialized overseeing the wreckage and carnage in the conference room. The metallic scent of blood filled the air. He snapped his fingers, and Tatiana and Vicky slipped forward and began worshiping his Cock with their demon-ized bodies, melding their massive milk-leaking tits over his enormous shaft while they made out on the Cockhead. enjoying his new demonesses kissing and cleaning his Cock. 

Holly and Daria hadn’t made it—final sacrifices from Tatiana, Vicky, and Mona. Mostly Mona, who really wanted to go overboard to impress Zara and Portia. Their bodies were with the rest, in the pile in the corner. 

Master had complimented her, and then he had fucked her—and Zara praised her—and it was all so, so worth it.

She was a demon now, through and through—and so naturally she looked upon the newly-arrived angel with sneering contempt. Zara and Portia did the same, taking up their positions at Master’s side. Mona, wanting to complete the picture, slid across his feet and wrapped herself up one leg like the busty heroine from the cover of a pulp novel.

“You-you-you took my charge!” said the angel. “You corrupted her! Made her into one of your things!”

She erupted into a flash of pure white light, beaming it down on the Master. A field of congealed shadow surrounded him, pushing back. The air crackled with the spent energy. 

Mona was a little concerned—the light felt truly unpleasant and even seemed a bit dangerous—until Zara languidly knelt down beside her without a single element of concern on her face. Together they rubbed their Master’s leg, heavy milk-leaking tits pouring out all over his red-black flesh.

“You see now? Really, it’s you what this was all about,” said Zara. “Oh sure, he wanted to fuck these other hot girls. But you were the one we weren’t sure would fall, because you had a ward. Her.” She pointed at the angel. “And Daddy...” she giggled. “Daddy really liked the idea of fucking an angel.”

The angel had drawn her sword. It shined and burned in the small chamber; it looked like it could cut through atoms. 

“He wants to make an angel his demon bride,” said Zara. “And he’ll do it because you fell so fucking hard.”

“For you,” said Mona. “I fell for you. So this is all your doing.”

Zara preened. “I suppose it is. Although it was all Portia’s idea...”

“No, no.” Mona clung to her. “It still wouldn’t have worked if you weren’t so fucking gorgeous. I never would have fallen and become a murdering psychopath demon bitch if it weren’t for you.”

“You really want to butter me up, don’t you?”

Mona licked her lips, still getting used to her longer, illustriously forked tongue. “Is it working?”

Zara growled and took her by the back of her head, pushing her into her slick, waiting, oven-hot pussy. It would have scalded the flesh off of a mortal’s face, but Mona found it merely pleasantly warm. 

Meanwhile, above them, the angel swung her sword at the Master. Again and again, he deflected it effortlessly. The combined power of the demonesses was his for the taking, and it made him laughably overpowered in the face of the angel. 

“We can fight if you want to,” said Master. “But I have you outnumbered.”

“We’ve always been outnumbered,” said the angel. “That’s nothing new.”

“But you’re in my realm. Not just Downstairs. This building is mine from top to bottom. Surely you’ve felt it already. The way it’s making it hard for you to think. Your actions sluggish. Flicks of arousal in that dynamite body of yours. I’ve seen how you’ve been staring at my Cock. I mean, a real battle-angel would have just fucked me up the second she entered here. But you...you kind of failed at that already, didn’t you? It’s like you’re not a real angel at all. And now you’re willing to parlay. Is it because there’s something you wanted to keep looking at—some sin you wanted to cleanse yourself of later.”

The angel flashed forward. “Monster!”

“There’s a simpler way,” said the Master. “One that doesn’t need you to fight a losing fight.”

She hesitated, and Mona knew he had her.

“I tell you what,” he said. “Let me fuck you, and I’ll let her go.”

“R-really?”

Mona wanted to protest, but couldn’t—her tongue was too busy on Zara’s anti-divine pussy. She realized dimly that had been strategic, to make her shut the hell up while Master worked his magic.

“Sure. I can’t actually own you with my Cock, can I? You’re too devout, surely. Too heavenly. Or do you doubt your conviction?”

His precum and cum poured constantly. He could orgasm for millennia and not get tired. The steady, corruptive river of it flowed over Vicky and Tatiana, who were brainlessly kissing and licking up as much as they could as they moaned for their MasterDaddy.

The angel scowled. “I doubt nothing.”

“Then what do you have to worry about? Just fuck me. I’ve always wanted to fuck some angelic cunt. The goodest of girls. Let me fuck you, and I’ll give you your girl back.”

She hesitated, again. Thinking this was some trick. It obviously was. But Master’s domain worked terrible magic on the angel’s body. She was twice as susceptible as a normal human—who were used to temptations at all times. Angels didn’t have to deal with temptations; they just wiped them out. 

“I don’t...I don’t...” 

The tip of her sword fell, like it was too heavy to hold. Portia was right nearby, whispering and chanting seductive spells. Slowly wrapping the angel more and more into Master’s will.

“Come on.”

Master stood up, leaving Vicky and Tatiana to lick each other clean. He walked straight up to the angel and took her by the face, holding her chin. She whimpered and wavered. Her sword clattered to the ground and disappeared in shower of light. Portia and Zara cooed at his strength, his daring. Zara’s delectable pussy cumming into Mona’s face was the most perfect experience she had ever had outside of being fucked by Master just minutes ago.

“Take the win,” said Master. “You really want to go back Upstairs and tell them your one job you’ve ever had after a million years of preparation has been all fucked up by one incubus?”

He kissed her. She pushed him away, at first, clawing at his neck and then his shoulders. But he slammed her into the wall, kissing her harder. 

“Yesss,” Zara hissed. “Take her, Daddy.”

He kissed her harder, pinning her. All of his strength going into her. His tongue deep against hers, hands sliding up and down her utterly forbidden body. His cock sliding against her naked thigh. He ripped the white robe off of her body, leaving only the golden armor behind—which covered only her legs and parts of her torso. 

Finally—with a terrible clap of thunder from overhead—she gave in. Her arms wrapped around his neck. Her fingers sliding through the dark nest of his hair. Eyes flashing with terrible, angelic intensity as she licked his neck and nodded urgently against his body. 

“Please. Now. Now. Before I change my mind!”

Master was always ready. Mona loved that about him. His Cock—pure dripping masculine evil—shoved up inside of her. 

All the demonesses gathered near them. Pushing into them. Whispering dark spells. Praising their Master for his cleverness, his Cock, his masculine power. Zara and Mona had disentangled themselves from one another and ground their bodies into all the others—a crowd of immortal beauty existing only to praise his Cock.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh holy fuck!”

“Fuck her, Master!” Portia cried. “Fuck her angelic cunt!”

“I didn—I didn’t know! I didn’t know it could be so fucking g-good!”

He came off the wall and pushed her body into Mona’s—fucking her own guardian angel against her. Portia and Zara pushed behind Mona, keeping them all upright despite the massive tectonic force of their Master’s pummeling cock. 

The angel turned her head and Mona was right there, kissing her deeply so Master could see. Almost like twins kissing one another, they looked so similar—his corrupted demoness and his corrupted angel.

He needed to cum again. That sight alone brought even him well beyond the edge of control. 

“Who the fuck owns you?” he demanded. “Say it. Tell me now.”

“You do!” she cried. “You are my God! I renounce him! I worship You! Only You!”

That seemed to stun even the Master, but it did not stop him from spilling his seed up into her pussy. All the demonic girls leaned into the coupled pair, cumming together and singing his praises. They writhed and orgasmed and orgasmed again all as one being. Surging into his body, making each other wet with sweat and leaking hot milk, thanking Master over and over again for his Cock, his Cock, his One Perfect Cock.

They fell in a pile and licked and kissed and leaked and moaned and caressed for hours. There was always something new to grab, someone new to fuck. Master could not get enough of fucking his new “twins” while they looked at one another, kissed one another, licked one another. 

When there was finally a pause, Mona extricated herself gently and wandered through the wreckage and ruin of the chamber, carefully avoiding any of the grosser bits. She found her phone inside her purse and took a moment to clean it off. 

The video of Gertrude had already surpassed three million views from just an hour before. Her inbox was blowing up with offers from her agent with new work—each one from the most illustrious designers on the planet. She snapped a quick selfie—making sure she was in her mortal form and with nothing too suspicious behind her—posted it, and saw the views and likes simultaneously go up to close to five hundred thousand in under ten seconds. 

The numbers kept rising. A million. Two. Five. Ten. 

“Holy shit.” She couldn’t stop smiling.

She was a demon. A slave. A corrupter of angels. 

But most importantly? Now?

She was going to be a superstar.

# # #
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- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

	Show your support for the stories I write!


Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!
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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!

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

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        *They can't stop worshiping him…no matter what.*
Mark is the kind of guy who makes people cross the street when they see him coming—greasy hair, crooked teeth, and a personality that could sour milk. But what he lacks in looks, he makes up for in sheer, unrelenting audacity. When Mark is granted the ability to control women, he doesn't waste a second. Why settle for being invisible when he can make the hottest women in his life fall obsessively in love with him?First, it's his teachers—strict, sophisticated women who suddenly can't resist bending over their desks for him. Then, it's the cheerleading squad: a pack of beautiful, untouchable goddesses who now worship him like a king. With every command whispered into their ears, Mark turns them into his eager servants, their perfect bodies submitting to his every twisted desire.But it's not just about sex—it's about power. Mark's newfound virility knows no bounds, and neither does his appetite for unprotected sex. The more he dominates these perfect women, the more they crave his seed, their bodies transforming into vessels of fertility as they compete for his attention. Mark revels in the chaos he creates, the way their adoration clashes with his repulsiveness. The more they beg for his seed, the more he feeds their obsession, leaving them desperate to bear his children and prove their devotion. **Ugly Bastard's Harem: Cheerleaders** is a darkly humorous and unapologetically erotic tale of power, desire, and the absurdity of beauty meeting beast. Warning: This book contains explicit scenes of mind control, domination, and unabashed indulgence in every forbidden fantasy you never knew you had.
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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