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JUST OUTSIDE THE APARTMENT complex of her destination, Stephanie steeled herself. 

This would be difficult. 

It was cool fall day and the lovely young twenty year-old blonde had dressed for the weather to get worse, a heavy trendy pea coat over her black leather skirt and stylized diamond-pattern tights keeping her warm as well as the over-sized dark orange sweater she wore. 

But the worse part of today wouldn’t be the incoming cold front and all its snow—it would be facing it on her own. 

She had to break up with Gianna; there was just no choice in the matter. 

The problem with their relationship was manifold. Stephanie was deeply studious and serious, hoping for a career in medicine, while Gianna was too laid back and content to just continue to explore her English degree into, according to her, “whatever’s out there, y’know?” Stephanie had a future and she wanted a partner who wanted one too. 

For a while, she had indulged Gianna’s bohemian whims—even enjoyed them. Order a large pizza for the leftovers to eat over the next week? Very well. Skip a study group for a quality necking in the library? Capital! Sleep in until ten am on a Saturday? How titillating!

It didn’t hurt that Gianna was beautiful—brunette and bubbly and bright, in her own way, and ate Stephanie’s pussy like a dream. But somewhere in this madcap chaos of unrestrained id, Stephanie felt her the everlasting comfort of her rigidity and predictability heading sideways. 

This might have all been solvable. Stephanie loved a good problem, and she loved a person to fix. So many people had the wrong idea about so many things, and gosh, didn’t Gianna ever have the wrong idea about so many things, and so it was up to the Stephanies of the world to set them straight and ensure that they made their own little corner of existence tidier for others. You couldn’t leave a mess; that was improper. 

But, there was the much larger and more present problem of Gianna’s roommate, Kyle. 

Kyle was Stephanie’s stepbrother. 

That was how she had met Gianna—on a windy Sunday morning about six months ago, helping Kyle move in to his new place. Stephanie mostly moved light items; she had to look after herself. Cups and plates and a blender, that kind of thing. What was she supposed to do, wrench her back while she shoveled Kyle into yet another budget apartment he’d probably move out of in less than a year? 

Gianna had made fun of her for opening boxes on the moving truck and taking items out of them one at a time, but Gianna had never had to look after a cranky aunt suffering in traction, either. That was a summer that Stephanie would never get back, and she was determined to not have to spend any more time like that either. That was partly what had brought up her interest in medicine—that, and competing with Kyle. 

Stephanie had lived with Kyle for so long, grown up with him for so long, that she considered him her brother in truth. He was a medical student as well, and even though they were the same age, he was a year ahead of her in their undergraduate program thanks to testing credits. He never said anything about being better than her, but Stephanie knew he did. She would think so if she were doing better than him, after all. 

They had always been competitive—or at least, Stephanie had, and it was infuriating that Kyle barely noticed. In their hometown, she had run track, and then he joined as almost a joke and ended up doing better than she ever had. She ran for student body treasurer, planning her road to the office for months,  and he won class president without even campaigning! He was passably handsome—but Stephanie worked her butt off to be attractive on top of her already cute face and amazing body, studying fashion and watching hours of make-up tutorials; nonetheless, he had several more romantic partners than her. 

And any time she did beat him at something—like going nearly twice as fast as him on a hike last summer (she had scouted the trail for the previous three weekends just to be sure), he just took in stride. 

“Great hike,” he would say. “Maybe next time we can talk while we do it?”

So, he had to be a better person, too. 

She couldn’t stand the constant reminder of her inferiority by being in Kyle’s presence. Complicating it further, Stephanie’s own apartment was dismally uncomfortable in every season—too hot in the summer, too cold in the winter, too noisy at all times—and so spending intimate time alone with Gianna was either a major pain at her place or felt entirely too close to her brother’s eyes and ears. 

So it had to be over, and that was that. She wanted to sever from Gianna and in doing so, sever a bit more from Kyle. Hopefully, whenever they reconnected, she would have surpassed him as she knew she was destined to do and he could eat her dust. 

Her brother and Gianna lived in the corner apartment—one of the largest in the complex, which housed more than a dozen units in this building—on the second floor. There was an atrium in the middle of the complex, and the apartments formed a perimeter around it. Sometimes she saw kids playing soccer down there, but not today. Everyone was quiet; the mood was somber. This was appropriate—Stephanie rather liked it when the circumstances of the world lined up with her attitude. 

One final breath. Steel. Steel!

She knocked, and there was no answer. Rang the bell, no answer. She knocked again, harder and more insistent this time, and the door just swung open. Inside, it was an absolute mess. Neon-colored food wrappers everywhere. A box ripped open in the entryway with bright branding that read PASSION PACKS.

The decoration in their apartment was non-existent. A Velcro dartboard set up on one wall with drinking game instructions next to it. A picnic bench littered with beer cans and more food wrappers. More of the “Passion Packs”, whatever those were. Stephanie sniffed. It looked like there had been some wild party or some inelegant debauch. 

Stephanie carefully walked past the picnic bench and then the corner-placed entertainment system with its stacks of video game consoles. The television set was the nicest thing in the entire apartment, a gift from their father the Christmas before. 

“Hello?” she called. “Gianna? Kyle?”

Kyle wandered out of the bathroom, rubbing a hand towel through his hair. Another towel around his waist. Otherwise he was shirtless, letting Stephanie see all of his outstanding musculature and leaving her thoroughly confused. 

Deep, sexual frustration and tension filled her right away at the sight of her shirtless, wet brother. 

She understand intimately that sexuality was a spectrum, and even so had always been so far on the “liking girls” side of that framework that she didn’t even recognize men as sexual creatures most of the time. 

The Kyle she knew was in decent shape, but a bit skinny-fat—he looked like he overate about three times a week, because he did, and his only real workouts were walking through the neighborhood and on campus. His blond hair, even with as young as he was, was already thinning, and whenever he stopped shaving, an embarrassing nest of rice noodles seemed to clamber over his face. 

Only...none of this was true anymore. 

The man she saw in front of her more closely resembled some kind of pornographic lumberjack than the soft, clever intellectual she knew as her brother. Every muscle was large, bulging, and hard. He sported a broad, thickly-defined barrel chest that seemed like the result of decades of competitive weight-lifting. 

A thin sheet of fat covered every inch of his muscle, but only added to the bulk and the overall image of a muscular wall. His hair, now thick and blond, covered his head in a wild mess—and that included the heavy beard that turned reddish toward the bottom under his well-defined jaw. 

She kept staring at his forearms—so heavily defined, and as big around as her thighs almost—and then tearing her eyes from that to his chest and abdomen, where the trail of thick hair led down to the monster of a cock hiding beneath his towel like an elephant behind a window curtain. 

Saliva filled her mouth, slipping over the painted surface of her lips. She had to respond to this ably and intelligently. There was something happening here that she was not prepared for. What she said now would shape this entire experience.

“Gu-guh?”

A noble first attempt. But not quite on the mark. She watched Kyle walk to the small kitchen area across from the bathroom and rip open a Passion Pack package. The little rectangular form inside looked something like an energy bar, but quite wide, like an ice-cream sandwich. A wave of lust, heady and indirect, hit Stephanie. 

What a smell! 

She gripped the nearby wall for support, her mouth suddenly as hungry as it was wet. 

She had to try to speak again, get the information she needed. She was here for a very specific purpose. Something to do with Gianna. Breaking it off, yes, that was right—she had to break up with Gianna. 

“Smelly nice really good,” she whimpered, staring helplessly at the massive muscles that had apparently sprung up overnight on her brother’s shoulders. 

She didn’t know she had such a thing for shoulders. Or forearms. Or abs. Or pectorals... 

Trying to sober herself, she blinked and shook her head. Somehow her jacket at ended up on the floor. Probably because it made her tits easier to massage? Yes. That was it. That was fine to do; Kyle was her brother. He knew she had big juicy tits that could be massaged at any time, and if he didn’t, why not give him a reminder? 

Okay, right. It seemed like some part of her speech and thought pattern was being interrupted. She needed to find out more about what was happening. Somehow she had to communicate this to her insanely handsome, total dreamboat hunk of a brother. 

If she said it well enough, maybe he would let her touch his muscles? That was something a sister could do, right?

He broke the Pack in half and held it out to her. Sharing! With her! Kyle had always tried to share with her and—because she never shared with him—she always took it as an insult. Trying to be bigger than her.

Now he was really bigger than her. He could pin her down at any moment and she wouldn’t be able to say anything about it, and he didn’t look like he would stop for anyone. 

He could just hold her down. Her own brother. Push her onto her knees and do anything with her. Shove himself down her throat. She wouldn’t be able to stop it. And it would be so wrong, because he was forcing himself, and because he was her brother, but then that meant he could never truly abandon her and he was so big she’d probably be so safe forever after...

Stephanie was suddenly, forcibly wet. Her knees shook with her arousal and she was unable to help her hips making soft, urgent gyrating motions in her brother’s direction.

So dripping, hungrily wet, thinking about her own brother forcing himself on her. What was wrong with her?

Slowly, once again, she shook her head. Trying to regain her composure. 

“N-no,” she said. And then more confidently, “No. I don’t want any of that. I want to talk to Gianna. Is she here?”

He held out the bar further, bringing it closer to her nose. Her mouth drooled. Her pussy drooled. It was so hot in here. She tugged at her skirt so hard that it slipped down her legs some.

“Gianna really likes these. You should have some too. You two like the same things. It’s why you’re girlfriends.”

His voice was not the Kyle’s voice she remembered. If there wasn’t something about his face and eyes that retained his original parts, she wouldn’t have recognized him at all as her brother. This voice was deeply masculine, thrumming in her soul, deeply baritone and making her insides melt. It was a voice that made her think once again—and this time more sensually and vividly—about the massive cock he so obviously sported being shoved down her throat or up her pussy. 

Just a good, sisterly sucking of his cock. The kind that siblings were known for. Just dropping to her knees and slobbering all over her brother’s cock until she passed out. In a reasonable way, of course. It wouldn’t be wrong if they didn’t do it in a bed. It would just be some...animal thing.

“Go on,” he said, waving the half-bar. “I want you to.” 

Because his hands were busy with the food, his towel had fallen down completely. It stayed up for a second, held in place by his thick, hard, erection—and then slowly slid off. Stephanie, who had carefully never seen her brother naked, now wanted to see very little else. 

He looked like he could get her pregnant very easily; it looked like he was built for exactly that. 

She didn’t know why she thought that so suddenly and fiercely. If they had hot forceful sex and he knocked her up then she’d have to be with him forever and ever.

Precum dripped from the tip of his cock. If she licked the tip of his cock, he would obviously create more precum, and then maybe even cum. And maybe he could use some of that cum and shove his cock up her cunt and make her pregnant forever and then she’d have to keep sucking his cock so he would take care of their forbidden lovechild and—

“—Come on,” he interrupted her feverish thoughts, putting the half-bar in her hands. “Be a good girl. Do what I want.”

Oh, right. Yes. Do what he wants. That would make her a good girl. 

It wasn’t until after she took a bite, the potent chemicals flooding her neurosensors, that she thought to wonder why she wanted to be a good girl anyway. 

But at that point, the salty, milky, chocolatey texture of the bar sliding over her tongue, its many chemicals flooding her system, the answer came to her immediately—she wanted to be a good girl because that’s what good girls wanted to be for strong, hunky men like Kyle.

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, STEPHANIE found herself with her skirt and tights and coat off, sitting with Kyle on the couch while he played videogames naked. 

His erection stood proudly, streaming precum. Every so often he would pause the game and stroke it, looking at Stephanie in her underwear, sweater and heels. Looking between her legs at the wet mess that was her pussy, leaving her dark panties obviously soaked. Looking at her thin legs and how easily, easily, easily he could push them open and drive into her body. 

And then he would stop stroking and look at the game again, playing for maybe another five minutes before repeating the process. 

Gianna was home; Gianna had been home the whole time. Gianna was cumming in the shower and calling Kyle’s name, calling for him to come fuck her again. Stephanie knew this all quite odd but she couldn’t place why. There was a good amount of thinking to do about it; a really nice “howcumthis?” to figure out. 

But it was hard to think.

It was too hot, for one. That was why she had taken off all her clothes. Even with the skirt and tights off, she was still overheating and sweaty and sticky, just like Kyle. She was thinking about ditching the sweater next. Wasn’t that something brother and sister could do? Just sit on a couch almost naked and touching themselves?

She probably would be touching herself except that most of her attention was on the fourth—maybe the fifth?—Passion Pack bar she was slowly slobbering over and swallowing. She sucked and slurped at it like a cock, slowly shaping its thick surface with her lips and tongue until it was cylindrical and then holding it between her puffy, eager lips until it dissolved into a creamy, warm delight down her throat. 

The first one or two, she had just wolfed down. After that, she wasn’t as hungry, but she still craved the taste, so she took to slowly fellating them while she watched Kyle play his games and stroke his cock. 

Her tongue slid up and down the length of the bar—which she couldn’t help but notice wasn’t anywhere near as long as Kyle’s cock—and around its width—which again, was not as thick as Kyle’s cock—and she locked eyes with her brother whenever she could and made it clear that this wasn’t the way she wanted to fill her mouth. 

Something was up, that was for sure. Hadn’t she used to not want to fuck her brother so bad? Hadn’t she had a girlfriend or something stupid like that?

Thoughts like that came to her in waves. Sometimes it was remarkably clear—she was with Gianna! They had been in love! Kind of. Or it was kind of like something that was kind of love. 

...kind of like...how her brother had a big cock, and it was so big, and probably real yummy, just like this yummy-yum bar...

Waves of conscious, sober thought, rolling in and out on an unending tide of lustful desire and satisfaction. Soft pleasure pulses filled her nerves from head-to-toe.

She finished another bar—having reduced it down to more of a cream from all her licking, swallowing the half-solid, salty load with relish—and noticed her phone beeping and buzzing. An alarm was going off, telling her that class had started ten minutes ago.

“Oh,” she said, standing up unsteadily. “I’ve got to go.”

It was quite easy for to stand, normally, but Kyle had told her to put on some of Gianna’s heels. She didn’t normally wear tall heels, and never wore heels with just underwear on, but at the moment it felt super natural and breezy and happy to do. Didn’t make her any better at doing it, though: she slipped and stumbled and had to use the couch arm to hold herself up.

“Where?”

Kyle paused his game and looked at Stephanie, stroking his cock. She forgot where she had to go almost immediately. His cock was so thick and powerful. She felt like her whole body drooled for it; like her mind was drooling all over every thought of his cock that there could or would ever be. When she spoke, it was like all the drool of her mind was slipping out her mouth. 

“Um...” she gulped. “I think, um, like. A school thing.”

“School is stupid,” he grunted. “You don’t need school anymore. I can tell you what to do.”

“Oh.” She nodded, sitting down after a moment. They should talk this out, get to the bottom of this “school” dilemma. It was a puzzler. “R-right. But...”

“Oh my god, hi!”

Gianna finally exited the shower. She looked dynamite. Gianna had always been truly sexy—which was why it was so hard for Stephanie that they never got to enjoy fucking—but now she was something else. Her waist had become ultra-thin and tight. Twenty inches around, maybe. Her tits, bouncy and perky, looked like they had tripled in size to an easy 36E that looked even larger and sexier on her narrow, delicious frame. 

Long, thick dark hair tumbled to one side, effortlessly wavy and sexy despite just being in the humid shower and in this impossibly hot apartment. Gianna was wet—but it was sweat, not the shower—and more and more beads of sweat appeared on her as she strutted toward Kyle.

She must have worn heels in the shower; she wore them now. Tall, dark ones with knife-like points. She sat down on Kyle’s lap right in front of Stephanie, casually stroking him before grabbing one of the many Packs nearby and fellating it softly just like Stephanie had been. Only Gianna did it right in Kyle’s face, supplying him with an up-close view of the way her thick, full lips could slip over something cylindrical and full of salty load.

Seeing Gianna must have set off some kind of sense memory in Stephanie’s brain. She suddenly felt more like herself than she had than in the few moments before she saw Kyle wearing nothing but a towel.

This was wrong. Gianna, her girlfriend, was acting like Kyle’s...servant. His pet. His fuckslave. What was going on? Why would Gianna do this to her? Sure, they were going to break up and everything, but Gianna was a deeply-confirmed lesbian! Why was she obsessing over and stroking her brother’s cock?

For that matter, why was Stephanie obsessing over her brother’s cock? It had to be...something. She put a hand to her head, pushing aside the thickened layers of heavy, soft blond hair that had grown out since her arrival. Something like the Packs? Stephanie felt a wave of rejection at that. The little bars were so yummy...

“Gianna?”

“What’s up?”

Gianna continued her nonchalant-yet-intimate stroking and grinding on top of Kyle. He had shifted his head to one side to look past Gianna at the television, still shooting up a screen full of bad guys. 

“I’m—I’m right here, Gianna.”

Gianna giggled. “I know. Why do you think I said hi?”

“But—that’s my brother, Gianna. And you’re my girlfriend.”

“Oh.” Gianna’s strokes slowed down, which didn’t seem to stop Kyle’s endless stream of precum in the slightest. Her hand was covered in it. “Yeah. Right. Come here.”

She leaned forward and grabbed Stephanie by her sweater, positioning both of them over Kyle’s cock. His precum shot up against their cheeks as they kissed just inches away from the tip of his hefty manhood. 

“There,” said Gianna, using a finger to lick up the precum dripping off her cheek. “Is that better, babe?”

Stephanie moaned, whimpered, struggled. Something was so wrong here—what was it? Why was she here? Why was this all like this? Wasn’t this crazy? It was crazy, right? Was she crazy for thinking it was crazy? God, what was really crazy when you thought about was how yummy her brother’s crazy-yummy precum looked streaming and shooting out of his ultra-yummy crazy-handsome cock...

Gianna shrugged at her reaction and leaned down to suck Kyle’s cock, soulfully and gratefully. He grunted, shifting, letting her take him more ably all the way down her eager throat. Stephanie could see his girth bulging out from her neck. 

It was crazy, Stephanie thought again. Just crazy. 

It was just so...so crazy that...that...

She softly slurped at another Pack bar, somehow in her hand. Had Gianna put it there? Whatever. They were delicious. 

Just crazy, she thought again, that Gianna is so good at sucking cock already. How had she gotten so good at it? Kyle was her first male lover; Stephanie knew that for a fact. Would Stephanie be good at sucking cock in just a day or two if she started today? 

An inspired thought arrived in the dimming halls of her brain. What if she could get Kyle to train her? He must have been such a good teacher. Plus he was totally the smartest man in the whole wide world.

She knelt down in front of the couch, the Pack bar in one hand and her pussy in the other. Watching Gianna work, studying closely, and fingering her madly insistent pussy. 

“I know this is like, really sudden,” said Gianna. “But I just love your brother, babe. I can’t help it. He’s such a man.”

Kyle grunted in acknowledgment. He was wrapped up in his game. It seemed like something really difficult was happening; he must have been so talented and smart to deal with it. Stephanie could barely follow the action. It was so much simpler to just look at his cock instead. 

“Like, this package came? And we just looked inside by accident, opening it without looking. And we tried one because they smelled so good, and then we realized we were made to fuck each other? And now you’ve had some, and—”

“Stop yapping,” Kyle snapped. “Use your mouth for something useful.”

“Yes, Master,” Gianna nodded. “Sorry, Master. Right away, Master.”

Stephanie watched, wide-eyed, as her girlfriend started sucking her brother’s cock in earnest.

Before, the sucking had been earnest slurping and suckling, happy long kisses. But now it was deep, powerful sucks. Loud sucks. Moaning sucks. Kyle was clearly affected—head rolling back and putting his controller to one side. His thighs shifted and hands went down on Gianna’s shoulders, pushing her off his lap and down entirely between his legs. Gianna responded ably, positioning herself just so, and when Kyle shoved forward to start fucking Gianna’s head into the coffee table covered with Pack wrappers, her orgasm was audible and visible.  

Gianna moaned...something. Her bright eyes flashing at Stephanie just for a moment. Moaning something...Mmm...Mmm...Mmm ther...?

Master?

Oh god, she was still calling him Master even though she was being skullfucked into oblivion. God. 

Why was he her Master? Why couldn’t they just be boyfriend and girlfriend? 

And why was Stephanie approaching her own orgasm watching it and slurping on a Pack bar?

There was some kind of connection. The Packs. The transformations. The lust. The heat. 

It was like...eating the ...was making...like...Stephanie...turning them...

Kyle pulled out of Gianna’s mouth and sprayed a hot load of cum all down her face and tits. His spray volume was immense, slathering Gianna in a fresh shower just after her last one, and this one leaving her skin shiny and covered in his testosterone-laden goo. Gianna happily licked it up, cumming as it hit her face, making her mouth go wider and take in even more of the hot spray. 

Stephanie’s mind powered off all the way at this display, cumming at the same time as her girlfriend. They’d never come simultaneously before—but now they had, thanks to Kyle. 

And this cum was so hard. She landed face first into Gianna and couldn’t help but have her own face slathered in her brother’s cum. She licked it up automatically, unable to help herself. But it wasn’t wrong. This was totally normal. She and Gianna were hot young girlfriends, they were always licking up things like Master’s cum or the cum of the hunk they were both obsessed with or cum from the only cock in their lives. 

Stephanie had been on the verge of some kind of realization, just moments before her orgasm. She felt the thought flitting away from her like a dream. 

It was something to do with connection. Probably the connection she felt to her own good girl self? That must have been it. Licking up her brother’s cum off of Gianna’s tits and encouraging her girlfriend to another hot cum while her brother stroked his cock and watched, Stephanie felt like the goodest girl in the entire world. 

* * * * *
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THEY WERE OUT OF Packs.

Kyle had the last one, and that was an hour ago. He and Gianna didn’t seem to mind that they were out. Gianna, for one, filled herself on Kyle’s cum again and again. He seemed to cum down her throat at will, stopping every ten or fifteen minutes to guide her up and suck on the heavy milk leaking from her miraculously enlarged tits. She came from feeding him; she came from being fed by him; she came just from sucking him. It seemed difficult to find a position for Gianna involving Kyle that didn’t involve the brunette beauty cumming.

Every time she came, her eyes went cross-eyed and she shook all over. Her voice never rose a decibel, remaining a soft pliant whimpering coo that begged for her man’s attention. 

It was obvious, Stephanie realized dimly, that Gianna and Kyle were something of a couple now. She wasn’t sure when or how this had happened. She wasn’t sure how it affected her own standing with Gianna and being her girlfriend. 

Thinking through it all was quite hard, because Stephanie was just a good girl and thinking was so hard when you were a good girl and all you have to do is just sit and finger your pussy mindlessly while the man of the house enjoys himself. Stephanie knew that was true, because in a moment of panic and confusion, after watching Gianna suck down maybe his fifth or sixth load of cum, she asked him what she was supposed to be doing here. 

“Just sit there like a good girl,” he said. Gianna nodded and moaned her agreement before he silenced her with a brief glance. “Sit there,” he continued, “like a good girl, and just finger your little pussy. Don’t think about anything. Cum if you need to. Cum all you want. I’m the man of the house, Stephanie. I’ve always been the man of the house. So you do what I say. That’s what you do.”

Stephanie had started obeying before he had even finished talking, orgasming as his response finished and she watched the cowed Gianna slip her lusciously plush lips over Kyle’s cock once more. 

She didn’t know a lot about cocks. She’d spent much of her adult life kind of avoiding them in every form, which seemed rather stupid now in hindsight. But she was pretty sure they didn’t just stay hard all the time and couldn’t just cum whenever like Kyle was doing. And they probably weren’t supposed to taste like, so addictive? 

Stephanie had managed not to taste him again in the hours since he had first sprayed all over Gianna in her presence. That was probably because since then, he had insisted on Gianna sucking him down exclusively. Gianna could really swallow cum well so there was never any left over, except the occasional hint on Gianna’s lips when they made out while Kyle stroked off to their heavy tits smooshing against each other. 

At any rate, this special kind of cock meant Kyle was special. Kind of like Gianna, with her big titties and ultra porn-star body, sparkling shiny and thick hair that seemed to grow another inch with every load Kyle dumped into her throat.

Although Stephanie seemed to be turning into something special herself. Her hair was about a foot longer. That was weird. And hot. She giggled, holding up a heavy mass of her golden locks and sliding her face into them, like a favorite pillow. So thick and soft now, compared to the overdone, slightly brittle mess they had been before. It felt really good rubbing it all into her heavy, newly-inflated tits. Her skin was a deep, powerfully sexy tan. Her eyes must have gotten bigger because they were watering so easily, so that everything she said looked doe-eyed and pleading.  

The heat of the apartment hadn’t let up. They’d opened the windows and everything, and still they were sweating. Stephanie had stripped down to nothing but her underwear and heels. Her bra, formerly white, was so thoroughly soaked with sweat that it was completely transparent. It also was more of a suggestion than a garment, given her body’s changes. 

Stephanie was so jealous of Gianna. Gianna could fuck Kyle all day long and it wasn’t a problem; no one would care or say anything twice. Gianna was a mega-hottie who deserved a big, fat cock like the one belonging to the mega-hunk Kyle and Kyle was a mega-hunk who deserved to put his cock inside a mega-hottie like Gianna however he wanted. 

Stephanie sighed. They were such a good couple.

But Stephanie couldn’t fuck her brother. There were like, rules or something? Something like that. There was a taboo, which was kind of like um...like a tab? Like...a tab that you put on something that made you say “oooOOOooo,” and the tab was there to help you remember it later because it felt so good to touch your pussy when you said “oooOOOooo” to it. 

Yes, that was right. Stephanie was so smart. That’s why she was in college, to figure out tough stuff like that. 

Kyle turned off his game and set the controller to one side and picked Gianna up with one arm—effortless, despite Gianna’s heavy tits, slick body, and mane of dark hair—and set her down on top of his cock. 

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Gianna moaned.

She immediately began rubbing her milk-heavy tits up and down Kyle’ s burly chest. Heavy streams of milk ran down his body, lubricating their embrace. Every part of their intense fucking was layered in slick substance. Gianna leaned back, chest high, and Stephanie saw the bulge of her brother’s cock as it pressed deep up into the lower torso of her girlfriend.

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Stephanie groaned, cumming immediately at the sight. 

It was just too good, too hot to control herself. Gianna’s body was so tight and utterly formed, like she was ten thousand Pilates instructors rolled into one superbeing. Every muscle on display perfectly beneath the layer of her poreless, flawless shiny skin. Kyle the complete opposite, utterly masculine, giant and hairy and with such a huge cock that Stephanie was in a constant state of amazement he wasn’t just fucking a hole into the fabric of the universe. 

Someone knocked at the door.

She could watch this for hours. Her fingers had grown and muscles in them had developed some new kind of twitch-fiber letting her flick her clit extra-fast as she slipped her digits up against her g-spot. 

The banging at the door continued. 

“Get it, would you?” Kyle told Stephanie before turning back to Gianna. “Christ, you’re so fucking hot, babe. I love you.”

“I love you, Master,” Gianna moaned, kissing him deeply. 

Tearing away from the two perfect lovers was agonizing, but it was worse not to do what her Man said. Stephanie stood up and strutted to the front door, putting an elaborate, sexy sway into her hips. She could walk like a model in these heels now and she hadn’t even been practicing; her body simply wouldn’t let her do anything else. 

It didn’t occur to her fried, barely-there consciousness that answering the door in her underwear and heels, covered in sweat, with her body transformed into something like a supernatural porn star’s idealized version of themselves was something to perhaps be modest about. Instead she just smiled brainlessly and opened the door. 

“Yes?”

The man at the door was tall and rail-thin, a mop of dark hair doing its best to overshadow the massive door knob of a nose he sported. He held a box in his hands and immediately began gesticulating with it, speaking fast. 

“Uh yeah, I like, just ran into the mailman and he almost dropped the box off here instead of at my place. And I was wondering if that’s what happened to the last shipment, and holyfuck you are not wearing anything, are you?”

One of the first effects of the Passion Pack was to destroy any real understanding of its subject’s conception of people’s opinions. As such, Stephanie really had no idea what to make of what this guy was thinking of what he saw. 

But if she could, it would resemble something from a lingerie commercial at its very tamest. 

“I-I’m Terrence,” he said. “H-have you be-been...I mean...you haven’t...do you have a boyfriend?”

Stephanie considered. Of course Kyle was her Man. He was the Man of the House and always had been. But they weren’t really boyfriend-girlfriend. He was her brother, after all; that didn’t make sense. 

Right?

“Um,” Stephanie shrugged. “Like, kind of?”

“H-have you...ha-have you had his cock inside you?”

Stephanie shook her head sadly. “No. I don’t think that’s allowed.”

Her voice was an erotic parody of what it had used to be. Soft, pliant, urgent, and needy. Every other syllable emphasized. 

“Ch-christ. Christ, it’s real. Oh god. God.” 

He squeezed the package he held even harder. Stephanie couldn’t read anymore. It was kind of a useless skill for a good girl and had been orgasmed away over an hour ago. But she recognized the fun crown symbol on the packaging of the box in his hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clapped her hands happily. “Are there more Packs? I want them. Please can I have them?”

Because she was asking a male for something, she naturally drew her arms in together across her crotch, pushing up her substantial, overflowing bosom. Her tits, almost sliding out of her overstrained bra with every breath, were on perfect display. 

Terrence just stared at her. He especially stared at her tits. Stephanie’s cunt pulsed with orgasm after orgasm at his male gaze. She was made to be enjoyed by men. It felt so fucking good for a man’s eyes to be traveling all over her body.

“Look,” he said finally. “Why don’t you just, uh, come back to my place, and I can give you some more of these things, and you can tell me all about...how you’re dressed.”

“What the fuck?”

Kyle strode across the apartment in three big steps, nearly covering the entire distance before Gianna—who had been thrown roughly off his cock—landed hard on the floor with a helpless giggle. 

In front of Terrence, he looked like a giant. Frankly, he was a giant. Wasn’t that what you called someone well past seven feet tall? He was wider than the door frame, his cock leaving a dripping trail of cum, precum, bimbo honey and lust all behind him. 

“Are you trying to take my sister, pussy?”

Terrence’s eyes were wide. “Oh my god. Y-you’ve been eating them too. Oh my god, they re-really work, holy shit, oh my god—”

Kyle snatched the box out from Terrence’s hands easily, despite Terrence’s death-grip on the box. 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“I-I ju-just I-I h-hol-holy hell you’re like the fucking H-Hulk a-and—”

“You need to get the fuck out of here, pussy, before I make a hole out of your head.”

Yelping, Terrence ran backwards and over the balcony, landing roughly into the courtyard below. Stephanie came, thinking about how her big man of the house brother had just scared someone into suicide, before remembering that it was just the second floor and Terrence was probably fine aside from a broken bone or two. 

That was too bad. Maybe if she asked nice, she could ask him to really hurt someone next  time?

Kyle turned to Stephanie. Despite his massive size, Stephanie wasn’t afraid of being hurt. A Man of the House never hurt his girls, and even if he forced himself on her, that was just something he had the right to do. But she was scared of disappointing him, and it showed. She trembled, she quaked, she shivered with a sudden influx of cold.  

“The fuck is that all about? You want to leave?”

Stephanie whimpered. It was so hard to think straight to begin with, and doubly so when her man looked mad at her. 

“Go on. I’m telling you to talk. Tell me what’s up.”

“I-I just need cock. I neeeed it.” Her hands pawed the air over his crotch. 

“I got a cock right here, babe.”

She squirmed, feeling so useless. “I know, but...”

“But what?”

“But you’re my brother?”

“So?”

“And you’re fucking my girlfriend?”

His impatience grew. “So the fuck what?”

“Oh.” All the guilt and worry and fear she’d had fled her brain, just like that. The power of a man cleansing her silly female brain. “I hadn’t that about it like that.”

“Is that why you haven’t been on my cock all day? You thought you weren’t supposed to?”

She nodded, feeling stupid. Such a natural, welcome feeling for her now.

“God, you’re dumb. Just come in here with Gianna and I’ll fuck you.”

He started to turn away, and she felt compelled to give him the whole truth. 

“I-I’m a virgin,” she blurted.

“What? Really? I thought you and Gianna must’ve...”

“Oh. Yes. That. We did. Lots. But never with a guy.”

He chuckled. “That doesn’t matter. I’m the only one you have to worry about from now on.”

With that, he grabbed her by the ass with both hands, strong arms wrapped around her waist and shoved her up and into the wall. Stephanie, helpless, was stunned from her head knocking into the plaster for a moment, leaving a thick imprint of her freshly-emptied skull. When she came to fully a few seconds later, Kyle’s fingers were sliding up her cunt and his tongue was deep inside her mouth. 

She melted. 

This is what she wanted; this is what good girls were for. This is what she had wanted all day, why she had come over in the first place. She needed her brother, her Man, her Man of the House, she needed his big hard body pressing into her, squashing her, making her feel so safe and secure and under his control. 

His cock pushed urgently against her ass cheeks, slipping across their smooth surface. Wet with his precum now, and her own honey from hours of dripping. 

“I’m gonna fuck the life out of you,” he grunted. “Gonna make you pregnant just so you shut the fuck up about being brother and sister. If you’re pregnant with my kids, you can’t be my sister, you dumb broad.”

That made perfect sense, of course. She nodded eagerly, and kept nodding and kissing her man as he marched into the bedroom with her bouncing on top of his body. 

Gianna skipped happily behind them, giggling and smiling, delighted that someone else was giving her man pleasure. Once they were on top of the bed, Gianna dragged Stephanie off Kyle’s body and pushed her face up against his cock. 

“You should taste him first,” said Gianna, casually guiding his thick meat into Stephanie’s mouth. “Once he marks you with his cum inside your body, you’ll be his forever and nobody can say otherwise.”

Stephanie wanted to ask how she knew that, how it could possibly be true, but once his cock crossed the plane of her lips and she started sucking, she knew it too. She was Kyle’s now—property of her Man, her brother, now and forever. Right away, his precum spurted down her throat, filling her up. So much precum, more than even what most men could have cum in a day. 

Gianna could only watch for so long without needing to be a part of it all herself. She got on her knees in front of Kyle and nudged her face into Stephanie’s until Stephanie relinquished exclusive rights to his thick, turgid member. 

“Can we still be girlfriends?” Stephanie asked her as they kissed his cock in unison. “I wanna be your girlfriend so fucking bad. You’re so pretty, Gianna.”

She was so pretty. She had never looked prettier, in fact, than she did while kissing and licking Kyle’s cock.

“Awww. That’s so sweet!” Gianna smiled wild between intense, hot licks. “I think you’re really hot too. I dunno. Master? Baby? Can Stephanie and I be girlfriends still?”

“You’re my girlfriends,” he said. “So that means you’re girlfriends too, dummies.”

“If I’m your girlfriend, and she’s my girlfriend because she’s your girlfriend,” said Gianna, “does that mean that like, I’m her sister, too?”

She was clearly thinking very hard. She had paused entirely from licking and kissing his cock, leaving it all to Stephanie.

“What? Why?”

“Because you’re her brother. And we’re boyfriend and girlfriend.”

“I fucking...” Kyle shook his head, laying back. “I don’t know. Sure. You’re sisters. Congratulations.”

“Yay!” Stephanie squealed. “Sisters!”

They took a triumphant lap with their tongues around his cock, making out passionately with his cockhead between their lips. Kyle, groaning at this display, took Stephanie by the head and shoved her deep up onto his shaft until his cockhead bulged in her throat. She was really doing it, really sucking cock for the first time and—

Oh.

Oh.

He came. 

He shot load after load down her throat, filling up her stomach. And everything she thought she understood before about belonging to Kyle was swept away by a newer, better understanding of being owned by Kyle. He was more than her Man, her brother—he was her Master. That was even better!

She came again and again, tasting and retasting him as she slurped down his load and Gianna leaned in and kissed her mouth and face clean. In a stuporous daze, orgasming helplessly, Stephanie fell back supine on the bed and Gianna held her down. 

That was so silly, she giggled. She didn’t need to be held down. Whatever was happening, she wanted it. 

“He’s really fucking huge,” said Gianna. “You don’t even understand how big he is until you try to have him fit inside you. No way you don’t fight it.”

Gianna’s hands around her throat and wrists. So strong. She couldn’t fight them off even if she wanted to. Master’s iron-strong hands holding her legs against her waist. 

Then she looked up and saw Kyle’s cock waiting between her legs. His giant body, his giant cock. Everything about her was so small in comparison. 

“N-no, oh—oh my god, wait, wait, wait you’re to-too big—!”

The words seemed almost like they didn’t come from Stephanie at all; she wanted him inside her. But god, he was enormous!

He didn’t wait. He knew she didn’t mean it. Roughly, he shoved up inside her cunt, breaking her cock virginity to pieces. Stephanie, still dumb and wobbly-minded from cumming because of her brother unleashing his load down her throat, came again and again now as his cock drove up inside her and rubbed hard against her g-spot.

It wasn’t about her pleasure—nothing was, not anymore. But her Master was so good to her for making her cum when he got what he needed from her—which was her unprotected pussy to receive his virile cum. He was going to make her pregnant. He was going to fill her up with babies. Twins. Triplets. More. She wanted all he could handle.

Her brother, she thought dimly, again and again. Her brother fucking her. Her brother fucking her.

Orgasms wracked her body, ensuring she gripped his cock as tightly as possible with her pulsating, no-longer-virgin cunt. 

“S-soooo...sooo gooooood,” she moaned brainlessly.  

“Your brother is my Master,” Gianna chanted. “Your Master is your brother. Your brother is my Master. Your Master is your brother...”

“Fucking...fuck.” Kyle’s strokes picked up in rapidity. “You two just won’t shut the fuck up.”

This wasn’t a command to be quiet; it seemed much more like encouragement. Their words turned their Master on. Both of them, emboldened, tried to talk more—but they were so turned on and brain-melted that they just started repeating the same phrase. 

“Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...”

Kyle’s big, crushing grip pushed up past Stephanie’s heavy tits and across her neck. Clamping down, he came close to standing up in the bed, jackhammering down into her. 

With a triumphant roar, he emptied inside of her. One load after another sprayed into her cunt, filling her with his mystically perfect white seed. 

More orgasms shook through Stephanie’s body. They were so fast and furious she felt like she had one for each cell of sperm he loaded her with. Several minutes were lost to her functioning, forward-thinking brain as she clung for dear life on her Master’s heavy, hairy bulk. Gianna kissed and held her head, a comforting sisterly presence in the face of their Master’s overwhelming masculinity.  

Pregnant, Stephanie thought tearfully as she came back online. I’m so pregnant now for Master. 

Gianna, smiling still, kissed her deeply and congratulated her. 

“I’m sure you’re pregnant,” she whispered, like she was reading Stephanie’s mind. “Now we can be mommies together too!”

A pleasant warm buzz filled Stephanie on top of the backs of the dozen or so orgasms she’d enjoyed. She thought for a moment thought that might have been it—that there would be some fade to black while everyone collapsed in a heap. 

But her Master was a freshly-minted Alpha God and he was horny still, surrounded by two women desperate to be his sexual thralls. After only moments of hard breathing and resting, he was hard again and ready to fuck Stephanie once more. If she wasn’t pregnant already—unlikely—she would be soon enough. 

He opened her legs and slid back inside her, easier than before now due to all the extra lubrication. 

At Master’s insistence, Gianna slid on top of her face, letting Stephanie lick her cunt while her brother filled her up again and again and made out with Gianna. 

This was her life now—property of a real man and living to service his cock, just where she belonged.

# # #
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All Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

As he had her bent over on the bed, her long slender legs spread wide, heavy milk-full tits leaking all over the sheets, she reflected on how wonderful this made her life. 

His cock, glorious and thick, pushed up inside her tight, tiny pussy. He was going to fill her again, and already. There was no way she wouldn’t be pregnant as fuck soon; she was such a lucky, lucky wife. 

Two other women—her compatriots in adoring this amazing man, the Real Man, the Pants-Wearer, the Alpha—pushed in on her Husband and started giggling and whispering in his ear. Probably begging to be fucked by him. 

Wearing slinky hot lingerie, Samantha knew she was the hottest thing going—for the moment. But those two could change into their new lingerie at any time, and then he might want them pregnant too. She had to cultivate his cum; she had to work for it...

Once upon a time, she had been a pretty rotten wife. But now she knew all she had to do was squeeze and moan and beg for his cum inside her womb and Daddy did all the rest...

Because all Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

* * * * * *
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ALL SAMANTHA HAD TO do today was just ten million fucking things and then she was going to kill her husband.

The doorbell rang, and Samantha held back a furious, envenomed scream. 

She wanted to pounce at the door, bash it with the umbrella sitting right next to it, claw at the doorbell machinery until it was ripped out of the mortar and brick. Her thoughts even went so far as to imagine getting electrocuted from the exposed wiring and deciding she was fine with that. 

Samantha took a breath. She tried to remember what her therapist, Kara, had told her. Take a breath, and then take another. 

I am not under attack. I am not under attack. 

The anger persisted, wailing against the frail confines of her skull and desperate to be unleashed on something. Ten thousand things to do today and now the doorbell was ringing. 

It rang again—and again Samantha felt the spike and then waves of anger, like a massive rock formation dropped into a body of water. She had to go to the post office, her husband had cheated on her, she had to put together a website for her worst client which was at least six hours of straight work, she had to brush the dog’s teeth, her husband had cheated on her, she had to get the car looked at (and to do that she had to go to the goddamn DMV to get her license renewed)—and now the doorbell was ringing and her goddamn husband had goddamn cheated on her! 

It rang again. 

“Hi?” It was her neighbor, Mira. “I um, see you standing there? There’s...this door is mostly glass? I could really use your help.”

Samantha took another breath, and then another. Samantha lived in a house, Mira lived in the duplex next door. This close to the university, there were a lot of similar arrangements for college students who wanted the freedom (mostly to have parties) to live off of the campus. Mira rented it out along with a roommate who Samantha hadn’t met. Weird graveyard shift hours at a local warehouse, apparently. 

“Hello?”

Fine. FINE.

She took a quick moment to compose herself and push her thin brown hair up from over her eyes. It was such a mess and she hadn’t had a haircut in ages. 

Finally, she opened the door. “What can I do for you?”

Mira stood there with a host of packages next to her. There were four or five boxes, and each one stacked in a wobbling affair up to Mira’s envy-inspiring waist.

Mira was young and in college and beautiful so pretty much everything about her was envy-inspiring. She was barely nineteen years old—Samantha knew this because the birthday party was last week and it had kept her up after she was already exhausted from yet another fight with her husband, Michael—and every time Samantha had to have a conversation with her, all she could think was I AM MORE THAN TWO OF YOU. 

Your whole consciousness probably didn’t even kick on until you were seven or eight, if it even has kicked on at all, and every single last stupid thing you have ever thought was important is utterly dwarfed by the daily repercussions of every single one of my tiniest responsibilities! I have lived through more than twice of your entire existence and I just want to throttle you until you understand that!

Instead of saying any of that, Samantha forced a smile, fighting through the terrible shame that seeing Mira’s utterly tight, toned body brought her. Samantha rather hated that her mind immediately went into comparison mode, like they were two girls vying for the attention of the same guy at some party. It had been like this with seeing every woman since Michael’s infidelities became clear to her. 

Samantha’s breasts were larger than Mira’s, but that wasn’t saying much on either end—Mira didn’t really have any to begin with, and these days with all the stress eating and weight gain, Samantha’s tits were larger than some adults’ heads. Her body felt uncomfortable, groggy, and sallow constantly. She thought she looked like a melted candle, and looking at someone like Mira—basically pure teenage perfection—did not help matters. 

It wasn’t warm outside, and all the same Mira wore tight shorts and a midriff-baring tank knitted tank top. Her hard nipples were evident. Her hair, a thick mass of impossibly beautiful shiny black radiance, lived in the cozy corners of her impeccable clavicles and shoulders in a low pony tail. She wore the kind of tall platform cork sandals that announced to the world she was delighted to be nineteen and crazy hot.

“It’s these packages,” said Mira. “They were delivered to me.”

“Yes. And?”

“Well.” Mira looked embarrassed. “I just don’t know what to do with them.”

Carefully, Samantha did not lower her head into her hand and rub her eyebrows. She was thoroughly annoyed and would have been mostly mortified if it became obvious that she was. 

“You take them to the post office.”

“Yeah,” Mira nodded. “But like...what do you do then?”

Something seemed off here. Samantha’s memory must have been getting foggy. Mira had a mole on the left cheek—only she didn’t. It was gone. Wasn’t it? But she had seen her with it yesterday, out in the street, and there were no marks or bandages like from a dermatologist appointment...

Samantha shook her head. Didn’t matter.

“You just...let them take care of it.”

“Do you sign anything? Or like, need to bring anything with you? I took photos and stuff. And also—”

Her mouth squirmed and Samantha looked down at the top-most package. It was open. 

“—also, I just have a lot of anxiety about mail? Something about how I grew up, I guess? I don’t know. Just the post office fills me with the dreadsies, right? So I was just wondering, um—”

Samantha fingered the package, double-checking. Yup. This simple child had not just cut, but ripped the top of it open.

“You opened one?”

“...yeah. It was a mistake. I wasn’t really paying attention. I have this guy, see? And he gives me packages some times. Like he wants to ‘take care of me,’ like I’m not totally independent, but anyway sometimes the things he sends are nice, and so I wasn’t really paying attention, and—”

“Stop. Stop. Please, stop.”

There was so much to unpack there. Samantha nearly chewed her tongue she had to bite it so much. 

You’re still growing up! Why are men giving you packages? Why would you take them if you’re independent? 

“Okay. Well. That could be a felony, I think, but if you just explain it was a mistake, and you didn’t open the rest...”

The wind picked up and a gentle, insistent scent filled Samantha’s nose. It was coming from Mira and the open boxes. She licked her lips. 

“What’s...what’s in the packages?”

“I don’t know for all of them.” Mira spoke excitedly, like she had been waiting for Samantha to ask. “But there’s definitely clothes in the top one.”

Another breeze, and there was that scent again. Samantha nudged open the top package and saw that it had been rummaged through, plastic wrapping discarded. Inside were plastic-wrapped tops, and a label that said Female Designs - Carefree on each. 

Her fingers were so close to the fabric now. Saliva filled her mouth. Why? Another breeze, and that scent again. She forgot her last thought. These clothes smelled heavenly. She inhaled deeply and then did it again. 

“So you’ll help?”

Samantha ripped her head away from the inside of the box, where she had mostly buried her face. With a strange, warm feeling, she noticed her eyeline was on level with Mira’s bare, delicious midriff. So tight. Her nose had been brushing the top-most top, some kind of blouse, already unwrapped. She found that she had taken the box in her arms and stepped back inside of her house with it. Mira was still right outside next to the remainder of the packages. 

“It’s just...I tried one on. This top.” She pointed at herself. “Just to see what it was. I thought it was from that guy, like I said. But...it wasn’t. But it’s so good and I don’t want to give it back.”

Samantha looked at the fit, perky young woman. The babe. The hottie. She felt her anger finally cooling off. 

“You look good in that top,” she nodded. “Really good.”

Really sexy. Sexy teenager. Sexy teenage neighbor who looks so fucking hot in her tiny top.

Heat and shame and confusion filled Samantha at that thought, but it wouldn’t go away. Arousal tinged her feelings for the first time in what felt like years. Michael didn’t turn her on; he only made her feel threatened. Always a fight. Always a new piece of chaos coming into the home. 

Mira blushed. “Thank you.”

Samantha stared down dumbly at the package in her hands. “I really like this blouse.”

There was so much to do today. The website had to be done. Maybe she could stave off the DMV, the post office, the dog stuff, but the website...

“Do you want to try it on?” said Mira. “I mean, it’s already open and—”

“—Yes!” Samantha interjected. “Come inside. Bring it all inside. We’ll figure this out.”

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, THEY MADE their way through half a bottle of vodka and two packages of clothing before Samantha thought to even consider that they should stop.

She was dressed now in a tiny, hot parody of Mira’s earlier outfit. Her head buzzed with happy, fuck-feely thoughts. She giggled, looking at the half-empty glass of vodka in front of her and the reflection of herself and Mira in the mirror she had moved into the living room. 

“This is so silly,” she said for probably the dozenth time. “I never drink in the afternoon. Do you?”

Mira giggled and shook her head. “Never.”

She was just as giggly as Samantha, and they weren’t ever going to get to the post office today, but that was fine. Everything was fine. Everything was good. They were pretty girls hanging out, what could be wrong? 

Samantha felt superb. Her phone had kept buzzing and buzzing and she didn’t know what that was all about and the phone’s buzzes were harshing her buzz, so she turned it off. 

It was a few hours after Mira had shown up at the door. They were in Samantha’s living room, dozens of open plastic packages of clothes around them. The curtains had been drawn open; plenty of natural light. It was a large space, one of the larger in the home, and several old stacks of magazines framed the outdated television set that she and Michael no longer snuggled in front of. 

Four of the boxes, they hadn’t opened at all, but the other two they had torn through. Samantha had been a woman possessed—trying on the first blouse, and then with it on, opening one after another, deeply inhaling that perfect, hot, amazing scent. They giggled, and laughed, and scampered off to the bathroom again and again to try on the next blouse, the next top, the next pair of shorts or skirt. 

Each one she tried on fit better and better; beyond her notice, this was because she was fitting better into them, instead of the clothes fitting her better. Her body, in contact with the Female Designs proprietary chemicals, became tighter, fitter, healthier, and happier. 

It had been Samantha, about ten minutes in, who suggested—as a special treat for her new young friend—that they get a little tipsy during the process. Mira had jumped at the opportunity—still young enough that liquor was hard to get. So they each a drink, and then another, and tried on more clothes. Samantha stopped looking at Mira’s body with anger and more with jealousy—just wishing she could look as tight and young as she did. 

Something else happened as she slowly, happily shed tubs of poundage from her body moving from one room to the next—she became obsessed with her husband’s scent. 

The anger with him hadn’t gone away. She knew it was there, waiting to be unleashed at a moment’s notice. But at one point—walking from the living room where she had been wearing a tiny red a-frame skirt and white blouse and transitioning to the bathroom where she hoped to put on a pair of tiny jean shorts and pale peach halter top—she stopped in front of a hoodie of Michael’s on top of the couch. 

Michael was always leaving his hoodies around the house. Samantha had stopped fighting him about it a long time ago. She picked it up and held it tight to her face, inhaling deeply. It was the gray one he wore when he did manly things out in the garage like...like...spilling old cans of gasoline or yelling at the lawnmower.

Masculinity seemed complicated. It depended on so many constant mistakes and screaming at possessions. That seemed so hard; she should be nicer about it. She took the hoodie into her face deeper, her lips sliding over the fabric, and felt a deep warm wetness between her legs.  

As much as she held him in contempt lately, Samantha still loved his smell. At first, Samantha told herself it was just for some extra warmth—the clothes were rather skimpy. But then she really started warming up—getting hot from looking at Mira’s face, Mira’s eyes, Mira’s hair, Mira’s happy firm tits, Mira’s beautiful legs—and the whole time Samantha was sliding one of her man’s hoodies against her neck and cheeks. 

“What’s that?” Mira had asked her, wearing at that time only a pair of tight panties and a sexy plunging collared top. 

“It’s...um...mine,” said Samantha, feeling suddenly jealous. 

But it was wrong to be jealous of a man, wasn’t it? Men didn’t need her jealousy. They needed her acceptance and love. That was so much easier. Better. She wanted so badly to be full of love. 

There was, conveniently, another hoodie just right under the first; he had so many. Samantha handed it to Mira, who took it and inhaled deeply right away. 

Her eyes lit up. “Wow! This is...wow!”

They both took a few turns inhaling his scent and giggling. They traded the hoodies back and forth. Jealousy slid away from Samantha, staring at Samantha’s beautiful body and her burgeoning fascination with Michael. She thought she should be jealous...but didn’t Michael smell amazing? He smelled like such a man. A man with a big, firm cock to admire. It was a good smell, and girls should be able to share nice smells with each other.

For the rest of the try-on session, Mira kept asking about him. Was he handsome? How big was his cock? Would he like it if Mira liked him? What if Mira liked-liked him? Would that be all right? 

Samantha, in an aroused, drunk tizzy, giggled and indulged Mira with all her answers. They were just girls having fun. Just pretty, fun, sexy girls trying on brand new clothes from a strange package and somehow getting tighter, bustier, and sexier with every passing moment. What was strange about that?

Samantha felt amazing the whole time they drank and changed outfits. It was like her worries fled her completely. Anything about errands, a website, anything that earned income or had to do with anything emotionally draining was gone from her brain completely. And that scent! That sexy, sex-filled fruity scent! It filled her nostrils and then her brain, competing with Michael’s scent, until the only two real thoughts in her brain were her desire for her husband and her delight at being a sexy young woman. 

Then Mira suggested—quite an intelligent lady, actually—that they just start changing in the living room instead of going to the bathroom each time. Wouldn’t they be able to try on more clothes, faster, that way? 

Of course she was right—and Samantha moved the mirror to make sure they could just stay in each other’s happy, fun, giggly company while they tried everything on as well. 

“What do you think of these shorts?” Samantha asked. 

She looked at herself in the mirror, pushing her ass to and fro. When she had first tried them on, she worried about the muffin-top effect they would have with the blue tank-top. But now she was struggling to see what the problem was. 

What muffin-top? Her torso was spectacularly slender. 

Had it...always been this way? 

People didn’t just suddenly drop like thirty pounds over the course of an hour or so, right?

Samantha looked at herself again. Her abs, slender and toned, were on display in the tiny outfit. Her thigh-gap was wide enough to see Mira’s face peeking from behind her via the reflection in the mirror.

“Gosh,” said Mira. “I think you just look, like, totally terrific. I love your ass in them.” She giggled. “Sorry. Your butt.”

“It’s okay. I think your tits look great in that!”

Mira blushed deeply at the perfectly natural compliment from the other woman. Samantha plopped down on the seat next to her on the couch. Their hands naturally came together, holding tight with all twenty fingers, and they both breathed in deep. 

“You’re so pretty all over,” said Samantha. “I’m like, so jealous of you.”

“You’re pretty too,” said Mira. “I wish we knew like, way earlier how pretty we both were! We could have been hanging out!”

“For sure,” said Samantha. “But I don’t know if I’m as pretty as you.”

If I was, she thought with a sudden artifact of anger, he wouldn’t have cheated, would he?

But it felt like such an effort to go down that path. Her thoughts drifted away from it like a balloon in the wind. Instead, she changed the subject.

“These clothes are totally something else,” said Samantha. 

It was fun to say totally. It was totally fun. 

“Totally,” said Mira, giggling. 

Mira was so fucking hot. At this moment, she wore a tiny romper—the kind that just straight opened right down the middle and made it painfully easy to imagine sliding fingers up and down her outfit and into all her forbidden spaces. Samantha wasn’t bisexual but all she could think about in the presence of a real beauty like Mira was the ways she wanted to touch her and be touched by her.

They were almost out of clothes. Samantha felt so hip and cool and fun and young in the outfit she had on now; the only thing she was missing were some killer shoes. But the packages in the top box had been cleared out by their impromptu fashion show. The fabric—the delicious, sultry, lovely fabric—was incredibly thin. This meant even more of it could be packaged in one box, on top of it being incredibly form-fitting and almost sheer no matter the color. 

But they were almost out of clothes from the box. That meant they would have to stop hanging out. That Samantha couldn’t have any more like, drinky fun times with totally hip cool babe Mira.

She’d have to like, go do a website thing or something. And then there was the whole panic red anger zone of her brain, deeply buried for the moment but frantically banging at the edge of her thoughts, named Michael and His Problems.

A thought, sparkling and crystal clear, arrived in her brain. 

“Do you think we should like, open the other packages?”

Mira’s face squirmed just for a bit. “I dunno. I think, like. I mean. Weren’t we going to take them back?”

“But they sent them to you?” Samantha shrugged. “Like, who cares, right? They can just order more. We’ll just open one. Then we’ll take the rest back.”

Mira thought about it. It seemed really hard for her to think. Samantha knew the feeling.

“Just one?”

Samantha giggled and grabbed two packages off the top. There were words all over them and they were a little hard to read because reading was hard when you were just a giggly fun-loving babe. But she handed one to Mira that said seductress and kept one for herself that said dreamdoll.

“One each!”

She giggled again. Counting was fun.

* * * * *
[image: image]


“DO YOU THINK THIS MAKES it even now?”

Mira’s fingers were deep inside Samantha’s pussy. They were on the floor of the living room; evening was approaching. Through the windows, the setting sun cast red light on their tight, beautifully muscled forms. Samantha giggled and whimpered and mewed helplessly. She was so turned on. She couldn’t tell left from right, up from down, right from wrong. 

When she didn’t answer, Mira kissed her again, shoving her fingers up higher inside of Samantha’s young, tight pussy. It was so easy to have access to her pussy when all she had on down there was a bright pink micro mini skirt. There were no panties in the box—which made sense to Samantha, because good girls didn’t wear panties. 

Samantha didn’t know why she knew that, but she knew she knew it and she also knew that she didn’t need to know why. The word why itself was slowly being erased from her working vocabulary, restricted to an ever-tightening array of situations. Good girls weren’t supposed to ask why, they were just supposed to nod and obey and do what their Man said—or hotter girls, in the case of Mira. 

Her top was a hot pink button-up sweater that seemed designed specifically to barely attach across the sweltering slopes of her tits. But her breasts were young and perky, like the rest of her, so the outfit looked deeply sexual if rather whorish. But it was okay to look like a bit of a whore because with a rocking come-fuck-me body like hers, she looked like a fuckdoll in pretty much everything she wore. Her deeply blond feathered hair was styled and fluffed, advertising that every part of her was soft and made for comforting strong people with difficult problems. 

Samantha was the opposite of a problem, now. She was a solution! Just attach her to the nearest problem and she would suck it right out. 

“He fucked someone else,” Mira whispered, breaking off the kiss. “Fucked her hard and rotten. But now you’re being fucked by me. Doesn’t that make it just about square?” 

The young beauty looked devastating in tight black lingerie. There were other outfits in the seductress box, but she hadn’t bothered with any of them. Moments after she slipped on the tight black stockings, ass-hugging panties, and the complete overkill of the push-up bra enhancing her already terrifically huge tits, Samantha started telling her everything about her life. 

She spilled the beans on catching Michael—the phone calls and the texts, the emails, the credit card bills for nearby hotels. Part of what had insulted Samantha was how deeply open Michael was about the whole thing. It was like he hadn’t cared about being caught, like their marriage meant nothing to him. 

Samantha could remember all these feelings, remember these events—even if sometimes the details were hazy or out of order—and could even remember being angry and self-righteous. 

But she couldn’t remember why.

None of that really felt like her life. She just wanted to fuck. She was a good dolly doll good girl who wanted to suck n’ fuck n’ give everyone a good time. 

She had dressed faster than Mira, who paused to watch Samantha get naked and change. While she watched, Mira held one of Michael’s hoodies tight to her body, rubbing it on herself. Inhaling deeply. Like she was imprinting the scent on her being. Samantha couldn’t blame Mira for being excited while she watched Samantha get naked and dive into new clothes—everyone knew Samantha had a bangin’ body. The whole college knew. 

Or...something? Like, Samantha was definitely super young and guys and girls both knew she was ultra hot and down to party. Why else would she be so smokin’ if she wasn’t built to bang?

But how had she been married for...like ten years? More? If she was...still in college?

The pink fog of the afternoon pushed harder into her brain, massaging those questions into evaporating. 

“Does this,” Mira asked again, fingering her harder, “make it even?”

“I...I don’t know...” Samantha whimpered.

“You don’t know, what?”

Mira wasn’t asking for more information. She was asking for a reaffirmation of terms.

Mira’s presence inspired massive loyalty and submission from Samantha. She didn’t know what it was—something about the outfit she wore. All that lingerie. Ever since she put it on, Samantha just melted at everything Mira said. Maybe there was some cause and effect there, but Samantha was too turned on to suss it out. 

“I don’t know, Mistress,” Samantha completed. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I j-just...”

“You’re such a giggly, empty-headed airhead,” said Mira. “It’s kind of no wonder that he cheated on you.”

“Wh-what?”

“I mean, he’s obviously a busy man. He’s got all kinds of hard, complicated thoughts and desires. He has needs. And all you could do was...I mean, what did you do?”

Samantha’s face scrunched, twitching with orgasmic joy. It was hard to think to begin with, doubly so from being so close to Mira’s perfect body, and doubly so on top of that with Mira’s fingers inside her. “I mean I...I remember...we had fights?”

“You fought him?” Mira was shocked, but kept fingering. “Because he wanted to fuck someone else?”

“I...think so?”

“But men are supposed to fuck who they want. Maybe if he had wanted to fuck someone ugly...?”

Samantha’s orgasms seemed to compound on themselves. Mira’s fingers were magic. 

“No, she’s really pretty.”

“You know her?”

“Um, yeah. It’s his, like, his, a client of his from the firm. He told her he wasn’t married. She actually stopped seeing him when she found out about me.”

“And she’s really pretty?”

Mira was going to make her cum again. 

“Y-yeah. Totally. She’s got this great rack, and like, um, super pretty eyes, and she’s really pale. A redhead, you know? And—”

“I’m glad he fucked her.”

Mira’s fingering increased—cutting off any response Samantha had planned. Instead, Samantha squealed. This only made Mira go faster. 

“You can say it too. Say it. Say you’re glad he fucked her.”

This was a hard one. A firm block remained in her head. But Mira’s fingers felt so, so good...

“Say you’re glad he fucked her, and I’ll let you cum for me, dolly. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Samantha had already cum so much—and yet the thought of being allowed to cum was too great of a temptation to resist. She groaned her assent. She needed to cum, needed to cum for her Mistress. She didn’t know that cumming for a Mistress was a thing she needed but it was so obvious when she looked at Mira that that was what she needed. 

“Say it, then, silly girl.” Mira’s heavy tits crushed against Samantha’s. “Say you’re glad he fucked another woman. Say you’re glad he showed you how much you needed to try for him. Say you’re glad you know your place now. Say you’re glad—”

“I’m glad!” Samantha moaned, grasping Mira tight. “I’m so glad he fucked her! Please, please! I’m so glad he fucked her a-and—”

“Cum for me, sweetie.”

The pink fog rolled over Samantha’s mind entirely—and all that contempt, hatred, and anger fled her completely.

* * * * *
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IT WAS ABOUT EIGHT in the evening when Michael finally came home. He took his time getting out of his car, pulling his suitcase together, pulling his tie loose. The gravel on the driveway crunched and dragged under his slow feet.

The lights were on inside. That meant Samantha was there, and she would be ready with something to say, and they’d have to either have a fight or he’d have to just not say anything to avoid the fight. Stonewalling was, he had read, one of the surest ways to ruin a relationship—but what they didn’t tell you in those articles and books was that it was also a hell of a way to get out of a shouting match, which he truly despised. Not the least of which because Samantha was a much better arguer than him. He used to joke with her that she’d missed her calling as a trial lawyer. She would have outpaced any of the partners at his firm for sure, so long as she gave a damn about the case. 

Before going inside, he rested his forehead on the door. He thought of childhood warnings that told him to check if there was a fire by checking a doorknob with the back of your hand. He wished there was something like that for a fight.

He’d pulled a lot of late nights lately. Late nights and early mornings, anything to get out of the house and get away from Samantha. 

She was mad at him, and there wasn’t much he could do about it except keep his distance. He kept hoping, week by week, month by month, that she might find some way to forgive him. But instead she seemed to keep punishing herself. 

What sense did it make, he wanted to ask her, to ruin her own body with all that food because she was mad at him? Good lord, take it out on him, yeah?

He had wanted to talk, get it all out in the open—but whenever they tried, it devolved either into a sniping show or a screaming battle. Neither was productive. They only seemed to go further into resentment as they spoke. 

Michael knew a divorce was in the works. How could it not be? He’d certainly done his best to earn one. 

He wasn’t sure what his “deal” was. Probably therapy could tell him. He knew he had been unhappy in marriage. Happy people in marriages didn’t go out of their way to do something that might ruin their marriage. 

He knocked the doorframe for a minute and then knuckled it, using the pain to build up his adrenaline.

“Oh, fuck it, then.”

He opened the door and stepped inside to see an utterly stacked, leggy, gorgeous beauty wearing a deliciously provocative outfit.

It took his eyes some time to adjust. The way that when you’re expecting to drink coffee, and for some reason it’s the soda you forgot about, the taste is so unexpected it’s unpleasant for a moment. 

The woman he saw was tall and gloriously beautiful, with a mane of dark hair that wrapped almost around her waist. She looked like a succubus—deep plunging neckline in a tiny, bare-all gown that had slits in the sides almost all the way up to her hips. She wore a tight collar around her slender neck, gold chains dripping from her waist and wrists. 

“B-boots,” he mumbled.

Boots indeed; skintight and hugging her long, long, long legs past her knees. They would have been waist-high on some smaller (lesser, he could not help but think) girl, but on her there was still acres of thigh-flesh to admire and see. His cock became hard instantly just from seeing her, smelling her. She smiled seductively, warmly, like they were sharing a secret, and approached him with confidence. 

“I wanted to wear lingerie to greet you,” she said, “but...well, the other one is here, and I wanted to give you the chance to trigger her first.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, firmly, passionately, like she had been waiting for him for years. It was the kind of welcome Michael had always envisioned in a fantasy as single man—the ideal way of coming home—and he could not help but fall into the fantasy a little bit. His hands slipped up on her hips, her ass, admiring how firm and tiny she felt in his hands.

After what felt like an hour, she pulled away. A trail of hot drool bridged their lips for a moment before she licked it away, sliding her fingers across her plush, perfect lips.  

“Welcome home, Sir. I have it all prepared for you.”

“Samantha?” 

Thoughts arrived slowly. The scent was overwhelming—like a miasma of desire. Was he in a dream? Had his wife transformed into this vision of lust?

“She’s in the kitchen. I didn’t want Gemma to see her.”

Despite the miasma and the sight of this heavenly—demonic?—creature, Michael’s senses returned suddenly at the sound of that name.

“Gemma is here? Oh god. Who are you? What’s...what’s happ—”

She kissed him again, and Michael forgot what he was saying. Her tongue in his mouth replaced his thoughts. His hands ran up her clothes, feeling the slinky soft feeling. Inhaling her scent deeply. 

“I’m Mira. Your neighbor?”

This was Mira? But Mira was...she was...this was...

It was possible for this beauty to be nineteen. It was possible for her to be forty, or a million. Her face seemed timeless; that kind of classical, statuesque beauty. And yes, she did resemble Mira in the face now that he looked at her. 

“Don’t you have a boyfriend?”

“That wimp?” she sneered. “Do be serious, darling. I’m attached to you. I only want you. I’ll do anything for you...and I want to prove it.” Her hand went to his pants, unzipping and unbuckling him. Fingers quickly wrapping around his cock. “I think it’s so sexy you cheated on your wife. I think she must have deserved it. Didn’t she?”

Michael backed up. This was getting too real. But soon he was against the wall, and Mira was on him again. Pressing against him, urging, stroking, loving. 

“Gemma is really sexy. You have terrific taste.” Her voice crooning into his ear. “She must look so good with your cock inside her. Have you fucked her pregnant yet?” His cock was raging hard in her hand now. “I forgot to ask her. I suppose it doesn’t make a difference...she’ll be pregnant soon, won’t she? Just like me.”

Her eyes flashed dangerous and hot; she locked their gazes as she stroked him slowly. The only sound their paired breathing and her desperately slow movements up and down his slick turgidity. 

“I need your babies, darling. I need you inside me. I need you to make me pregnant so I have to be yours. I need it so bad. I see how they look at me.” She sneered again, clearly thinking of her “wimp” boyfriend. “All those pussies. Those maggots. They disgust me. But you—” her face a simpering, lip-bitey romantic teen again. “You enthrall me. You own me. Completely.”

“Fuck.” Michael could barely think; her hand on his cock was better than even the immoral feeling of Gemma’s pussy. “Fuck!”

But just as he thought he might cum, she slowed her pace to something less agonizing, and slowly squeezed him steady. 

“Come with me? ”

He probably would have followed her anywhere. She led him, jaw still rather dropped, behind the closed doors of the sitting room. Along the way, at her suggestion, he kicked off his pants. They seemed rather stupid with Mira there so eager to get inside them. But as she opened the sitting room, he regretted this instantly: Gemma was there with a drink, looking angry. 

A sexy young brunette, Gemma made Michael’s heart thump every time he looked at her. To be honest, she reminded him of all the good times he’d had with Samantha before she went full whale-mode. She wore a tight red leather pencil skirt with an intricate series of buckles on one side and a pale blue blouse that barely constrained her blossoming young tits. She must have been Mira’s age or only barely older. One of her wrists was adorned with a silver bracelet with an elaborate configuration of symbols and shapes.

Michael, at seeing her, yelped and hid behind the frame of the open door, trying to hide his hard cock. Then his eyes chanced over Mira’s form again, and he groaned, spurting heavy precum all over the walls. 

God, he was insatiable. What was happening? What was happening with any of this madness?

“Oh my god,” Gemma put her head in her hands. “And you’re naked, too? What the hell, Michael? She—” Gemma pointed to Mira, “—locked me in here. What’s this all about? You have some other side piece? And now you’re inviting them all to your house, faking your wife’s voice? Don’t try to tell me that thing in the other room is your wife, by the way. This one already did that. I told you, it’s over between us, and—”

“Trigger.”

Mira’s voice barely rose above a breathy, lustful whisper, but it was all that was needed. Gemma froze in her tracks. The drink in her hand nearly fell to the ground—but Mira slipped in and caught it with amazing dexterity in her tall heels. 

“She’s only wearing the bracelet,” said Mira, holding Gemma’s limp hand up and showing the garish silver piece. “I slipped it on her. It seems like that’s all you need to do? Just put a bit of the clothing on them. She has the trigger version, obviously. So you just say the word and it zaps her brain right off.”

At that word, Gemma seemed to turn back on. “Hey...hey.” Her voice was slurred. “Hey, dunnn....notta do that no more. Be...be...cuz I am...”

What the fuck. 

What the fuck!

What the fuck!

Why was this happening? What was happening? Michael struggled to make sense of it—but for some reason, the preternaturally sexy woman in the sheer gown and heels took up most of his thoughts and willpower. 

“It will be more powerful,” Mira licked her lips, “if her Master says the word. She obeys me, but she is loyal to you. She’s just a girl, after all. She can’t help her natural state.”

“H...hey...” Gemma slurred. “You...wow. That f-felt...good. But you...you can’t just, like, I mean, I’m a woman, and—"

“Trigger,” said Michael.

Gemma slumped forward again. Mira’s face lit up with orgasmic joy. She swept up next to Michael’s side, hand immediately attending his cock.

“Holy shit,” said Michael. “I can’t believe it.”

“I can,” Mira kissed his chin, his jaw, bit his shoulders. “You’re such a man. She’ll have to do anything you say now. Anything.”

What man wouldn’t fall into temptation? Michael already had a cheater’s heart and he did not live in denial of what he did; he just didn’t like the consequences. Even so, he didn’t dislike them enough to stop what he was doing. 

He’d been cheating since the minute he came home. Why stop now, before he had even cum? There was no place to go but up. 

He walked in front of Gemma, Mira stroking him slowly all the way. In front of her, he stroked her beautiful face. She had amazing cheekbones. Her haircut was a classic part, framing her lovely face. 

“Gemma,” he said.

“Grazzz...”

“Lift up your foot.”

She did, bumping his knee in the process. 

“Put it down. Raise your hand.”

She did. 

“Anything,” Mira purred into his ear. “I don’t mean actions. I mean thoughts. Feelings. Emotions. Tell her to love you. Tell her to love that you fucked her instead of your wife. Tell her to need to be fucked by your cock again.”

The mention of his wife pulled him back to reality once again. He didn’t care about fucking Mira, about taking advantage of Gemma’s tranced state—that was a moral quandary for Future-Michael, and he couldn’t do anything about what Now-Michael was doing. 

But he was worried about being caught. The last time Samantha caught him, there had been a lot of broken valuables, and he’d just bought that new gaming console...

He pulled Mira to one side of the room, whispering urgently. “Where is my wife? Look, Mira, babe, you’re hot as hell and this is real weird and sexy, but Samantha and I are on rocky terms, so this isn’t going to go over well.”

“She’s just in the other room,” she said brightly. “Here, I’ll call her. Dolly! Come here!”

“No, what? Dolly? No! Heeyyy...babe, it’s...you...?”

His voice trailed off as he saw what Samantha had become. 

The woman who approached now wore bright pink lingerie with a bow on the ass-side of her panties. Her cleavage, pressed together and up, was a picture of divine fertility. Golden hair done up in tresses and curls fell all about her shoulders and down her back, shimmering as she moved. Pale pink lips shone in the dim lights of the house.

Who or whatever this was, it was not his wife. His wife was—like, Michael loved her, truly, even despite all their problems, but she had never been much of a looker and now this girl was...

This girl was clean, tight, busty, smiling, and picture perfect. This girl was a girl. 

Michael’s wife was a woman, but so far off the deep end of self-uncare that she had lost all the womanly aspects of her figure and appearance. She was closer to some kind of a blob these days, asexual and angry. 

“Go on, Dolly.” Mira directed traffic. “You have something to say?”

She nodded. Big blue eyes looked up apologetically at Michael. The only thing that was definitely of his wife on this beautiful creature were those eyes—but it was enough to hook him.

“I’m so sorry I was all bent out of shape about you cheating on me. I don’t know what got into me. You deserve to fuck whoever you want.”

“Anything,” Mira kept whispering in his ear, stroking, keeping him hard. “You deserve anything you want.”

Michael needed some air. A break. Something. He had wanted some kind of mea culpa from his wife for her part in his infidelities, but this was going too far, too bizarre. 

Fuck another woman like Mira? Sure, she seemed into it. Fuck Gemma after hypnotizing her? Why not? Kind of kinky, but it wasn’t like she could be hypnotized without wanting it, everyone knew that. 

But...this thing saying she was his wife? Even if she was gorgeous, and even if hearing that apology did feel fucking fantastic, and even if being encouraged to cheat on her or just fuck other women with her blessing was fantastic...

...what was the problem again?

He put a hand to his temple. Gemma, drooling on the couch, had drooped over to one side, eyes blank and her hand in her pussy. “Dolly” moaned at the sight, tweaking one clearly-lactating raspberry-sized nipple.

Michael stepped out of the room, toward the kitchen, trying to get away from Mira, from “Dolly,” from all of it. 

“I’m gonna go,” he said. “I don’t know. Just get some air. This is really getting kind of fucked. And one other thing—”

He had turned back around to the girls and Mira had ripped her gown down. Hot, warm milk leaked from her tits. 

“Won’t you have a taste before you go?” she asked. “Just a little one. Just a bit?”

“Guh.”

He stepped forward without thinking, his cock spurting precum across the room.

“What would it hurt? You’re so strong.” Mira was back right in front of him. Her fingers slid a dollop of her cream off her torso and brought it up to his lips. “Here. Try me.”

Staring deep into Mira’s eyes, cock raging hard, he acquiesced. The taste was heavenly—and it was something more. 

Everything slid into place. This bitch was acting out of control. This Mira. Trying to take charge. What the fuck was wrong with her? 

That was his job. He was the one who decided when and how and why he fucked, not her. 

She needed a good dicking to remember what the fuck the lay of the land was and that was that. And before that, he needed to show her that she wasn’t boss. He knelt in and sucked at her tit some more, feeling his cock grow—grow, thicken, lengthen—and his need for a hot fuck more than double. 

“Gemma,” he said, taking a commanding tone, milk dribbling along his lips. “Come here. Kneel before me, next to Samantha.”

He took the Dolly Samantha and dropped her to her knees, just to make her ready. 

“Yezzur,” Gemma moaned. “I hearrr n’ obbaaaay.”

He snapped at Mira. “Give Dolly here some more of that trance shit. Do it now.”

She complied eagerly, grabbing a silver collar and quickly fastening it to Samantha’s neck. 

“Change them,” Mira purred. “Fuck up their minds forever.”

“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped. “I’m in charge.”

“Yes, Sir.” Mira was immediately contrite. “Of course, Sir.”

Everything felt decisive, easy, instinctual. He leaned over and whispered trigger in Samantha’s ear so only she could hear. And now, his wife and his mistress were on their knees before him. Eyes open and blank. Drooling, fingering themselves at his alpha male greatness.

Just like they fucking should.

“You love me.”

“Luvvv youuu...” they chanted in unison. 

“You worship me.”

“...worzipp you...”

“You adore me.”

“...doooor you...”

“You want me to fuck whoever I want.”

“...wanna you fuck whozzzever you wanna...”

“You want to fuck other girls who want to fuck me.”

“...wanna fuck other girls wanna fuck you...”

At this point, he pushed forward into both their mouths with his raging hard cock. Their lips melted over his magnificent hardness, tongues lavishing him with loving licks even as they tried to repeat what he said. But they didn’t have to say it properly to believe it forever. 

“You’ll never leave me. You’ll do anything I say. It makes you horny to obey me. You’ll cum when I say. You’ll give me babies. As many babies as I fucking want.”

Mira got down on her knees with them, repeating what he said while she used both arms to assist the girls in applying loving kissing and licking pressure to Michael’s cock and to each other’s hot lips. 

“You’ll wear what I want. You’ll talk how I want. You won’t fucking talk to me unless I tell you to. You’ll be my thoughtless, brainless, hot little fucktoys. Nothing but fucking shells for my will...fuck! Trigger!”

This was too much, too much. He couldn’t hold back any longer and he wanted Gemma and Samantha to be online when he came in them. Maybe in the future he’d have some giant, ultra-long fuck session, but the novelty and delight of this new experience was destroying his willpower to hold back. 

“C-cum for me now!”

As one, all three women came with him. Gemma’s lips were closest at his time of need, and so he urgently shoved down her throat and let out the heaviest load of his life. He came so much that even when he pulled out to spray her down, there was more and more—and so he shoved his turgid, spasming member down Samantha’s throat as well. The whole time, Mira ground her body against theirs, ripping her gown and smearing hot, smooth milk up and down their bodies. Each woman’s orgasm shook her body powerfully, filling their eyes with soul-filling need for their Master and only their Master, forever. 

It took him a long time to disengage from Samantha’s mouth. When he finally did, Gemma took another lick off his cock before slipping her tongue down his wife’s throat. 

Catching his breath, he climbed up back to his knees and looked around at his home. Everything looked so different now. He owned three women. He owned them. Three beautiful women.

“Isn’t there anything else you need from me, sir?”

Mira, of course. 

The un-fucked Mira. Milk dripped from her tits. 

He was hard again, already, but he knew he wouldn’t last long. He needed to breed. These fertile beauties, so willing and able and full of desire for him, was throwing him over the top. 

“Mira,” he grunted. “Bend over. Bend over right now.”

In seconds, she was on all-fours beneath him. Without even ordering, Gemma and Samantha arrived at his side, oohing and ahhing at what a powerful alpha male master they had, so ready to fuck again after just cumming. 

“P-please!” Mira moaned. “P-please, Daddy! I make them all want me. I make them all need me, but I live for no one but you! I need your cock inside me, now! Please, Daddy, please!”

He shoved inside her tight teenage pussy, relishing the feeling of his new immensity inside her ultra-fit body. She fit him like a glove, and as he withdrew, each of her cunt muscles flexed powerfully on the length of his massive shaft to provide him with the maximum pleasure. 

“I love you, Master!”

At his side, Gemma and Samantha repeated everything Mira moaned in moans of their own, stifled and wet from kissing his shoulders and chin. Their heavy tits ran wet with milk, dripping down his whole body. There was so much of it now that it lubed up his cock while he fucked Mira even harder. 

Michael grabbed her up by her hair, using the anchor there to drive his cock harder and further into Mira’s willing, waiting body. 

“Make a baby in me!” she moaned. “Give me your firstborn!”

Gemma and Samantha echoed their need obediently. Give it to her, Daddy, please? She needs it. Make a baby in her. Mira’s tits leaked milk as he fucked her, like an tilted jug on the counter. 

“Give me your first baby! Give it to me instead of your wife! You’d fuck her right now if she hadn’t failed you!”

“Holy fuck,” he grunted. He was surprised even now by how much shit-talking his wife really turned him on. “Fuck yeah. She can’t even hold a candle to you.”

She’s so much better, moaned Gemma and Samantha. She’s so much better than either of us.

“I’m so much better!” Mira ground her hips perfectly in time with his thrusts. “I know you need it. I know you need my teenage body to give you a baby! Think of how many you can pump into me! I’ll probably have twins!”

He had thoughts of fucking Mira for hours—he couldn’t look at her and not want to. But when she said dirty stuff like that, he lost all control. His thrusts became animalistic and he leaned forward, putting all his weight on all three girls. Teeth and nails scraped against Mira’s back as Michael emptied into her needy pussy. 

“Fuck yes!” Mira’s orgasm shook his cock even as came thunderously inside her. “Fuck yes, Daddy! Spray me full of your fucking babies! Spray me full of twins for you, yes!”

As his spurts slowly died down, shooting less and less each time, so too did Mira’s moans become less intelligible. Like the blinding orgasms she enjoyed had dulled her succubus mind, at least in the moment. 

“H-holy shit,” Michael muttered, collapsing on top of her beautiful body, finally feeling the adrenaline leave him. “Holy crap. What a crazy helluva day.”

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, HE WOKE up with a full, happy mouth wrapped around his hard, thick cock. 

“Mmmhmm,” cooed Samantha. “That’s it, girl. Just like that. That’s what Master likes...”

This didn’t sound like Dolly—this voice sounded like the real deal. But not just old, whale Samantha—more like a brand new version of her. Or one that was displaced in time: she sounded like she did when he had first met her. 

“Hey,” he sat up, looking at his wife. “You changed?”

At his lap, Mira and Gemma eagerly sucked him off. Their eyes closed, as if lost in a long and particularly rapturous prayer session. 

“I thought you would want a new outfit for your wife,” she smiled. “A new one each day, just to serve you and make you happy. Only...I couldn’t really read which package was which. I think I picked up the Mistress one.”

“Oh.” He took a moment to process that. “Oh. Then what’s Mira wearing?”

Samantha raised an eyebrow, daring him to find out. 

“Trigger,” he said.

Mira and Gemma both froze on his cock. Limp, their lips sunk into each other, totally entranced and drooling up and down his heavy, swollen member. 

To the left, there were two more boxes of clothes still unopened. 

This was going to be fun. 

# # #
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“Please don’t stop. I’m not pregnant yet.”

This was the refrain he’d gotten used to over the last few days. Beautiful women, at his beck and call, spreading their legs wide open and begging for his seed. 

He fucked her now on top of the kitchen table, but this was only the latest spot of many to be turned into an impromptu love nest for their latest rut. His cock, always hard and ready now, ached to be constantly inside her thrilling, wet pussy. And she, in turn, was always willing and eager for him.

Her legs—long, slick, and decorated with fashionable high heels—wrapped around his waist and pulled him in closer. She stared up at him with loving, adoring eyes. 

“Please. I need it. I need you to knock me up so bad...”

Nodding, he gripped her tighter, and felt himself building up the urge to cum in her once again.

It hadn’t always been like this—this nonstop madness of lust and unprotected sex. In fact, just a few days ago, their lives had been much, much different...


* * * * *
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DAVID AND BRIANA LOOKED at the enormous wooden crate on their porch, a bit perturbed. It was late autumn, chilly and windy, and it was the middle of the night—well past 2 AM—and David had only answered the door because he was already up playing video games. Briana was there with him because, after seeing the box, he’d called her down. She was only half-awake, rubbing her eyes with her oversized sweater, trying to keep her ill-fitting sweatpants from falling down in the wind. 

His anxiety had kept him up. It kept him up most nights. There was very little getting around, away from, or through it—but he had found that through sufficient caffeine and a good enough video game, he could quite easily manage exhausting his brain until inevitably he collapsed late at night without thinking about any of his problems. 

And those problems? They had been stacking up lately. Well before the arrival of this mysterious box, exuding an atmosphere of portent just from its irregular largeness, he’d been trying not to think about a number of issues slowly filling up the problem vial of his life-o-meter. 

There was his job, for one—he didn’t have one, and the savings were running low. He’d been let go from an office four months ago, an entry-level position, and it had been tough finding somewhere that wanted someone with his nil-level of experience. It had been a rubbish job, but it had paid the bills, and now his savings did. 

Briana was a doctorate student in archeology, which meant they were in more debt than they would pay back for quite some time, and even though the loan payments were deferred until she ended her program, that didn’t stop the interest from piling up. He saw the bills growing month after month with a tightening chest—Briana had anxiety of her own, mostly about money and cleaning, and she asked him to look after the account. 

Then there was their child, which also didn’t exist. He desperately wanted to start a family with his wife, and she desperately arranged stacks of excuses and distractions in front of him, to the point where recently they’d rarely been having sex at all.

So now he stood with his girl Briana, holding hands in the brisk cold, looking at the seven-foot tall crate. They were an average couple, both of them in decent shape. They did yoga on the weekends and tried to fit in a couple of workouts every week otherwise. David, balding and heavy-bellied and well-past thirty, had taken to lifting weights again recently and enjoyed the way his shoulders had been filling out. Briana was shorter and younger than him, blond, and had a terrific smile that he wished he could see more often, even though she smiled plenty. 

“I haven’t even ordered anything,” she said, stepping up to the crate and peering at it. There was writing in a language he didn’t recognize; it looked Slavic. “Did you order anything?”

“Nothing like this. I’ve got like, a new spatula coming.”

“Oh, nice.” She puttered for a moment and then tried to shift the crate, but it was nothing doing. “This is too heavy for us, dear. We do need a spatula though. You’re smart.”

Briana was always like that—always complimenting his foresight.

“Thanks.” David thought for a moment. “Did your parents...?”

“No. No. Nothing like this. They would have said.”

Anxiety pumped in him. They rented this house. It was too small for them already and the rent would go up again when the contract was up in a few months. The neighbor up the street once came over while David was affixing the shoddy wire fence to the ground to stop varmints from wandering inside the yard, telling him how she “kept an eye on things” for the landlord. He thought of her now, her sour judging face and peppered hair, seeing this box. 

“They didn’t tell us about those first aid kits they sent.”

“I know.”

He frowned. “Or the winter safety automobile thing.”

“I know. But we talked to them. They really wouldn’t.”

Her parents were always imposing. They were quite well-off and he was fairly sure they’d cover Briana’s education, which only spiked his anxiety further when he thought about it. If he was a real man, he’d pay it all himself. Nobody told him this, but he understood it, the same way he knew to hold doors for his wife or to shake hands with a firm grip. 

David knocked the crate, curious. Something was definitely inside and densely-packed, from the sound of things. Besides the small section in the corner containing the foreign writing, it was devoid of any markings or color, just plain pine. Like some cowboy’s box casket. 

“How do we even open it?” he asked. 

“We can’t open it.”

“Why not?”

“Well neither of us ordered it, so it’s not ours. Opening it is like, a crime, right? We can’t do that.”

He pointed at the foreign language in the corner. “How do we know it’s not for us? That looks more and more like an address now as I look at it. Your advisor is weird and generous. Maybe she got it for you.”

“We don’t even know what it is! And Sarah wouldn’t give me something...I don’t know. This is extravagant.”

“She really likes you,” David shrugged. “You remember that spread for your birthday? What if—”

Abruptly, the front of the box fell forward, clunking down against the front of their house. Inside was an array of packing materials—heavy paper, air-pumped plastic, bubble wrap, peanuts—and a gorgeous, naked woman. 

Her eyes were closed, but she was clearly awake, smiling and moving her hands up her substantial hips and thin waist. Every part of her musculature was completely defined, her thighs and buttocks demarcated by incredible lines of muscle and bone. Her breasts were beautiful, ample handfuls marked by dark nipples. Thick dark, short hair was mussed up sexily on top of her head, sitting artfully above an angelically gorgeous face. High cheek-bones, crafted jawline, pert nose, and luscious lips. Something about her seemed very exotic and European. 

“Holy shit,” David muttered. “Holy shit, holy shit! Did someone send us like a human trafficking thing?”

Briana backed up into the door. “Is this a slave? Is that for real? I thought that was all conspiracy stuff! What the fuck is this?”

They spoke intensely but quietly, both of them acutely aware of the neighbors who were all too likely to wake up in the middle of the night and see what was happening. 

But for the time of night and the weather—which was getting windier, and he started to suspect the snow forecasted for the late morning was coming in earlier—he would have thought it was a prank from a friend of theirs. 

“Mmmmm,” the girl said. “Who’s there? Who is that?”

She sounded high. She still hadn’t opened her eyes. 

“I think she’s on drugs,” said Briana. 

“Yeah, what do they do? They plug them full of opium or heroin or something, right?”

The girl stepped out of the crate, clearly dazed. She was inches away from the porch steps. She could fall and break her arm, or her leg, or her neck...

“Grab her,” said David.

“You grab her,” said Briana. She punched his arm. “Why are we grabbing anyone?”

“We have to get her inside. It’s cold. And we can’t let anyone call the police.”

“I want to call the police! Why wouldn’t someone call the police?”

“I want to fuck,” the girl said loudly. “Really need to fuck. Who wants to fuck?”

She started to bang against the confines of the crate that she had just exited. She shook her body this way and that, knocking her fists on the crate as she danced in time with a beat only she heard. The sight of it—were it not so unexpected and alarming—would have been intensely sexual.

Adrenaline swelled in David; he could hear his heart inside his head. Thinking fast, he grabbed the girl and Briana, and rushed everyone inside the door. Quickly, he pushed both of them down on the couch in the living room just beyond the foyer and then rushed back outside, pulling apart the crate and the packaging until it all fit inside the door. 

Their rental home wasn’t all that large or spacious, but they made do. Linoleum flooring that was marked up from years of overuse marked his path. Along the way, bookshelves lined the walls in the dining room. Another shelf full of movies and tv shows that he needed to burn into their digital library. A fireplace that was bricked over; pictures of family on floating shelves. 

“Dear?” 

David was in problem-solving mode and didn’t care what Briana had to say. He sped past her several times—with her asking for his attention each time—grabbing all the wood and packaging from the entryway. Clear the evidence, he thought again and again. Clear the evidence. The packaging and any smaller bits of wood got tossed into a trashbag, which he ran and tossed into the dumpster, thanking his lucky stars that it would be picked up later that morning. The big pieces of the wood crate, he just dropped into the basement for disposal later. 

With all that done, he stopped at the back door, catching his breath and trying to organize his thoughts. There must be something he could google that wouldn’t immediately get him arrested, something that could help. 

“Dear, please? Really, I need you.”

“We need you,” the girl echoed. 

David finally, not quite having regained his composure, looked into the living room at the situation there. 

It wasn’t something he was proud of, but David owned plenty of porn clips on his computer. He liked ones where women made sexy, come-hither faces as they touched themselves and did a lot of dirty talk. 

The beautiful girl on the couch with his wife did that now, finger-fucking herself and biting her lower lip with wanton lust. Complicating the matter, she held Briana’s hand on top of her clit, massaging Briana’s fingers on top of her button. Briana’s oversized sweater had been pulled down, revealing her neck and most of her shoulders. A blanket had been thrown haphazardly over their guest’s luscious body, perhaps by Briana in a struggle for some measure of decency, but it hid next to nothing.

“What are you doing?”

The question was for both of them, but more for his wife. There was a smell in the air, something he couldn’t identify, but very pleasant. He stepped closer. 

“I don’t know! She grabbed me and she’s strong,” with her free hand, she pointed to her sweater, “god, she’s really got a grip, and I, I don’t know, it seemed rude to pull away, and I don’t know?”

Briana turned a lot of statements into questions, even when she was annoyed.

“I’m touching myself for my Master,” the girl explained, “because I want to make sure I’m wet when he fucks me.”

“No one is fucking anyone!”

David rushed forward and grabbed Briana and pulled her away from the girl. The beauty pouted for a moment and then went right back to touching herself, staring at David with big, dark eyes. They seemed to flash violet in the dim light of the living room. For the fourth or fifth time, he looked around to make sure all the blinds were closed. 

No one could see this. He inhaled deeply again, and there was that scent again. Pleasant, vibrant. Lavender?

“We should call the police,” said Briana. “This is clearly...this is some kind of like, prank? Or misunderstanding?”

“She doesn’t need the police, she needs a social worker,” said David. “If we call the police, they’ll probably just throw her in jail! She showed up naked and—I mean. Does she even have ID? Hey,” David spoke to her now. “What’s your name?”

She looked at him lustfully, lipping her lips. Every angle of her face was carefully constructed to elicit arousal. Even without make-up, her lips were full, her eyes sparkling and prominent, her skin shining and healthy. 

“I don’t know. What would you like it to be, Sir?”

“She doesn’t know. Oh my god.” David put his face in one hand. 

“She had like, this stuff taped to her back.”

Briana held out a gallon-sized plastic bag full of papers and cards. He stared at her for a moment, annoyed, feeling impulsively like berating her for not sharing this earlier. He pushed the feeling away and opened the bag up and rummaged around inside—but all the writing was in the same unknown language that had been on the box.

“Great,” he said. “Awesome. Super. Do you even know what language this is?”

Briana frowned. “I don’t even know that it’s language at all. Like, it looks Germanic in origin, but it’s not—”

“Oh my god, save it.”

His wife was intensely intelligent and knowledgeable, but the last thing he wanted at this moment was a lecture on the sarifs and tilts and so on of the language and how it spoke so much about their culture’s tendency or not toward or away from misogyny or misandry or whatever—god dammit, why was there a naked girl in his home?

A pretty, naked girl. 

He kept looking, inhaling, staring at her body. So was Briana. 

A really pretty, naked girl who looked at David like he was the only man in the world. 

He looked back down at the bag, trying to search for anything that was intelligible. 

“Okay,” he said, picking up a card. “I think...I mean, I don’t know, but this looks sort of like it says ‘Stråla.’ Is that familiar?”

“Sure,” the girl moaning. She sounded close to cumming.

Something seemed to happen to her when she heard him say that word—some kind of recognition in her eyes. Before, her gaze had traveled between him and Briana with some equitability—but now it focused entirely on him.

“Is that your name?”

“Sure, Daddy. Call me Stråla. Call me whatever you want. Just please fuck me.”

“Look, Stråla...I’m not going to fuck you, all right?”

“Aren’t I fuckable?”

She spread her legs wide on the couch. There was a growing stain of lustful wetness underneath her. Then she lifted her legs, effortless, like a Pilates instructor. 

“Fucking...hell.”

“Don’t you want your cock inside my virgin pussy, Daddy? I promise I’ll get pregnant easily. Unless you don’t want that. But I’m very fertile. And I’ll give you milk too, if you want that. There’s so many ways I can adore you, if only you’ll fuck me like you deserve.”

Briana had pushed herself into David at some point of this exchange, gripping his waist. She seemed discombobulated to the extreme. Tired, the adrenaline wearing off, and the scent of the visitor taking hold. 

Her face was red. “She really wants to fuck you.”

“I saw.”

“It would be like, super wrong to.”

She was breathing deep. She sounded almost high. Her nipples were hard, peeking through her sweater, her thighs squirming just so. 

“Yes. Yes, I know.”

Her hand wrapped into his. “I wouldn’t mind it,” she whispered in his ear. “Honestly. But she got here in a box!”

It was really hot to hear that. They’d had an open relationship for a long time, but neither of them really took advantage. It was, at least for David, a whole big fucking hassle to find someone else to be with. And Briana always seemed deeply content with David—although in his darker moments it felt more like complacency than contentment. 

“I know! I know. Hell.”

Before them, Stråla was increasingly losing her shit. Fingers sliding in and out of her young, tight, bare wet pussy, faster and faster. 

“Pl-please—!” she moaned. “Please tell me!”

“Tell her?” said Briana. “Tell her what?”

“What do you want us to tell you?” said David.

“Tell me what you want!” Her face contorted with need. “Tell me what to be! I need it! I need to be what you want!”

“Uh...you should be...I don’t know. What?”

“You have to tell her what to be,” said Briana. “I don’t think she even knows I’m here anymore.”

There was a glassy, almost drunk look in his wife’s eyes. She was squeezing her arms tight over her breasts, covering her rock-hard nipples, but now she was rubbing them with her forearm. Her thigh came to rest on his hip, softly gyrating there. 

“You should tell her all the things you want from a woman,” Briana breathed.

“That’s...that’s crazy.”

His voice was losing power. He was so turned on. What was happening here?

“You have to tell her, or she’ll keep screaming. She might wake the neighbors.”

“Yes!” Stråla cried. “I’ll scream louder and louder! I’ll scream your name so everyone knows! Tell me what a good girl is!”

“Good girls don’t scream!” David hissed. “They’re...calm and confident and easy-going and not demanding.”

Immediately, there was a change in Stråla’s countenance. She went from frantic and juvenile to serene, stately, and seductive in an instant. This sudden change made David’s cock, already mostly hard, swell to full attention. Now her eyes fixated on him with newer, focused lust. She licked her lips. 

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “What else do good girls do?”

“They don’t call me Master.” He shook his head. “I don’t know. Pretend—” he struggled for some kind, gentle analogy. He was afraid if he told her to not be attracted to him, she’d short-circuit and have an aneurysm, or even worse—run out in the middle of the night, naked and shouting. 

“—Pretend he’s your boyfriend,” suggested Briana. “Or husband.”

He looked at his wife, surprised. “Yeah, sure. Think I’m your husband. Be, fuck. I don’t know, be a modern wife. Be demure and collected and honest.”

“Honest,” moaned Stråla. “Yes. I will be honest with my husband. And what else does my husband like? What is he like?”

“He’s confident,” said Briana, still grinding her thigh against his hip. “And funny. And charming. And hard-working and honest and smart. He’s the best, ever. He’s super butch and great in bed.”

Briana’s hand was on his crotch. What the fuck was happening? He sat down and she sat down on top of his lap, still grinding her bottom into his hard cock. 

“I love all those things about my husband,” said Stråla. “What else do I love? Do I love his cock?”

“You love his cock. It’s the best cock you’ve ever had.” Briana giggled, continuing her attentions. “The only cock you’ve ever had.”

Despite her new calm demeanor, Stråla was drooling. Her eyes fixated on the bulge that Briana gyrated on. David had given up control of the situation. It felt so good just to sit down and look at these two go. 

“What else do modern wives want?”

“Modern wives have minds of their own,” said Briana. “And we want families. Big happy families.”

“They do?” David was taken aback. “You do?”

“I don’t know,” Briana whispered. “I’m just...trying to go along with her.”

“You’re telling her what to think!”

But she already was looking back at Stråla.

“Big families,” moaned Stråla. “Babies. Getting so pregnant for him.”

Briana nodded. “So pregnant.”

“I need to cum for him, to show him I belong to him.”

“Yes. To show him.”

“Please, Husband,” said Stråla, sliding off the couch onto her knees. “Please let me cum!”

He looked to Briana for permission, but she had slid down on her knees too. 

“Please let her cum?” She pushed her body up against his leg.

Both of them, together, moaning. He was afraid there might be more shouting if he turned them down. And he was—god help him—turned on at the idea of both of these women cumming just because he said so. He was so hard, this was happening so fast, and he felt railroaded into the only eventuality—which was his wife and this total stranger cumming just because he said they could. 

“Okay,” he said at last, cock throbbing. “Cum. Cum for me.”

Stråla moaned and whimpered, but did not cry out. She collapsed on the floor, quivering and shaking in obvious pleasure. That much, while intensely erotic to see, did not surprise him at this point. But what did surprise him was Briana, before him, seemed to do the same. Gyrating, trembling, whimpering, and then collapsing in pleasure. 

He badly needed to retreat—to jerk off at the least, try to get his head right. If he stuck around here, and these two started begging him for more...if Stråla started begging him to do anything more than let her cum, if she begged him to fuck her...

Standing up, he grabbed Briana and tried to rouse her, kissing her on the forehead and rubbing his hands up and down her back. After a time, Briana seemed to wake, stretching into him and smiling. When she noticed Stråla, again, she shook her head and stood up straight against David.

“Oh, god.” She shook her head. “That really happened. I thought it was...I thought I dreamed it or something. How long were we out?”

“I don’t know. Five minutes.”

“What?” Again, she shook her head. “It feels like hours. I feel so refreshed. Oh my god.”

Stråla, thankfully, was still out, though he didn’t know for how long. 

“Modern wives want families?” David asked Briana.

“I don’t know.” She shrugged and giggled just slightly. “It was the first thing I thought of. She made my thoughts...really funny somehow. Maybe it was something in the crate she came in? But I think it’s like...I don’t know. Cumming really helped. My thoughts are clearer now.”

“Okay. Well. Would you like, grab some blankets and set out some clothes for her? I’m exhausted. I need to sleep.”

Briana stepped over around Stråla, eyeing her naked body openly and biting her lower lip to one side. 

“Sure.” She took in a long, shuddering breath. “I’ll be along in a minute.”

David escaped, nursing the hardest boner he’d had since he could remember.

* * * * *
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THE POLICE, DAVID THOUGHT dreamily. It’s got to be the police. We’ve got to help this girl.

He dozed, mostly asleep in the early morning on the bed. 

We’ve got to call the police and explain the whole tits-uation. 

No, not the tits-uation. The tits-uation. 

Fucking hell, why couldn’t he say tits-uation without saying tits? What was with this tit sucking in his mouth?

It was like he was sucking tits and not quite to think about sucking tits or tit sucking or tits in his mouth or wonder why nipple dripping hot leaking delicious milk dripping down his throat. What a milk! Tits in his mouth like milky-dripping yummy liquid starting his whole day off with drinky heavy boob.

Stråla giggled and he finally moaned awake, realizing the reason for his jumbled, confused thoughts—Stråla over him, tits smooshed into his face, his lips firmly wrapped around her raspberry-sized nipple.

It was morning. Birds sang outside and the sunlight creeped in through the shades. It was a Friday, and he was fairly sure it was early although he couldn’t be sure. Stråla—and Stråla’s tits—looked much different than before. Her tits, for definitely, were enormous now, as opposed to the gorgeous handfuls they had been last night. Her hair had grown several inches, and she looked like she had make-up on, but she very much didn’t. She looked like a movie starlet, or a porn star, or at any rate someone who very much didn’t belong in his bed. 

Sitting up, he saw Briana was there too, kneeling on the bed with her fingers buried in her own cunt. But that wasn’t all—Briana’s arm was also wrapped around Stråla’s body, sneaking through her thigh gap, with reaching fingers pushing up inside her hot, bare pussy as well. Briana’s face was blank, obedient, staring up at Stråla with deep, passionate submission. 

“What...what the fuck?” said David. “Did you...did you guys fuck?”

“Oh, lots of times,” said Stråla. “We fucked until I was good at it...and then we fucked some more until she was good at it. You should really try her out, darling. She’s incredible now.”

David struggled with this. He sat up further in the bed, trying to get out of the reach of Stråla, but she just crawled after him and snuggled up against his belly. Briana, in turn, crawled after Stråla and settled in against her backside, fingers still firmly in place. 

He tried to remember what had happened—he’d gone to bed and just immediately passed out, hadn’t he? Hadn’t even woken up to go to the bathroom about an hour in like he normally did. 

The last thing he asked Briana to do was to put together some kind of bed for Stråla. So what must have happened is that the two stayed up and “got to know one another,” which of course in the new modern parlance meant “transform body and mind, with one of the conversationalists becoming submissive to the other.”

Because that is what he saw, the more he looked at the two. In fact, both of them had transformed somehow, not just Stråla. Yes, it was Stråla who he had noticed first—her heavy, milk-filled tits were at least twice the size that they had been last night, guh—but Briana had changed as well. She was fitter. Her skin shined. She looked, even submissive and horny and panting for release, somehow happier than he’d seen her in ages. 

It struck him distinctly that he hadn’t seen Briana happy in a long time. The dissertation had really done a harsh number on her mood and her bearing. He didn’t blame her—he knew such downturns were commons with nascent academic professionals—but that didn’t stop him from wanting something different. 

“Briana...why did you fuck...” he struggled not to say the girl who showed up in a fucking box. It felt very rude. “Why did you fuck her?”

“I couldn’t get it out of my head, how good it felt to finger her,” said Briana. “You know, from before. When I was trying to cover her up and she just shoved me up in there. And then, she said it was very cool if I did it again, so I did, and then I did it more...and more...and more...”

She closed her eyes, doing it some more still.

“What the fuck is happening,” David shook his head. “Stråla?”

“Mmm?” she lifted her head up to look at him dreamily. She was thoroughly enjoying Briana’s attention. “Yes, dear?”

“What the fuck happened?”

“I’m supposed to be your modern wife,” she said, as if that explained everything. 

“But why...why is Briana deferring to you like this?” He waved his hands at the two of them.

“We talked about it and I thought it was sexier that way, and she agreed. It’s not like someone besides your wife should sleep at your side.”

“She is my wife!”

“She was. But you made me your wife, last night. But don’t worry, I’m a modern woman. I don’t mind having a third in the mix. She can be our little plaything to fuck whenever we want. Like a favorite fuckpet and best friend rolled into one.”

“It’s honestly such a weight off my mind,” said Briana, kissing Stråla’s thigh. “It was so hard for me being a wife to you. You’re so amazing. I was never good enough for you.”

Despite himself, that made David’s cock swell and twitch something awful. 

“You see?” Stråla smiled and kissed David’s abdomen. He was painfully aware that for some reason, he had slept naked, and his cock was only inches away from Stråla’s beautiful head. “Even she admits it. We’ll put in the paperwork later this week. Don’t worry. It won’t be punitive or anything, even if she has failed you.”

“Whoa, hey, that’s unfair. She hasn’t failed me—”

“If that were true, then why are you getting hard from just me talking about your incumbent divorce?”

He had no answer for that. Precum was already streaming from his cock. 

“I’m your modern wife, so I know it’s my job to take care of that kind of thing. All you’ll need to do is sign a few forms. I’ll even have Briana suck you off while you divorce her.”

“Fuck.”

“We’ll be doing plenty of that, darling, don’t worry. And I’ll get pregnant very soon. The sooner the better, no?”

His thoughts raced. At the forefront was a lot of Stråla—Stråla pregnant, Stråla in lingerie, Stråla sucking his cock, Stråla pregnant in lingerie sucking his cock...

“Stop it!”

He stood up completely off the bed now. He felt like half a fool, barking orders naked over these two beautiful, naked women tangled up in his sheets. 

“I need...I need to talk to—” he stopped himself before saying my wife. He felt like it would turn unpleasant. “I need to talk to Briana. Please. Stråla. Would you just...” he shrugged. “I don’t know. Go make us breakfast?”

Stråla got up, already happy to obey. She slipped on a pair of Briana’s high heels that waited for her at the edge of the bed. 

“I thought you didn’t want a slave?” she smirked. 

He watched her strut out and fetch an apron from the linen closet. The thought of her body, in nothing but an apron and heels, making his breakfast, was maddening. He had already taken a few steps after her, his cock leading the way, before he was able to stop himself and turn back to his wife. 

She waited on the bed, looking up at him with happy, expectant eyes. 

“I know you’re worried about me. It’s so considerate of you. But honestly, this is what I want now.”

It took him a moment to respond. She had lost twenty pounds overnight, and somehow all of it went to her tits. They were shiny and seemed just as full of milk as Stråla’s. Her blond hair, which had always seemed a little reedy and dry, was thick and shiny and vibrant. 

“It’s the now that worries me,” he said at last. “She changed you, somehow.”

“I think she did. I think it was her milk.”

“That’s wrong!”

Briana shrugged. “So it’s wrong, then. It’s also done, and it’s what I want. And she’s so fucking hot, babe. Are you for serious telling me you wouldn’t rather walk into a room introducing her around as your new wife? Just think of how jealous they’ll be of you.”

Her hand crawled up to his cock. He couldn’t resist her like he could Stråla; it was okay to be stroked off by his wife. 

“I think there’s something like, about her touch that makes people horny. And especially her milk.”

“There is!” Stråla shouted from down the hall. “Isn’t that great?”

Briana kept stroking David. His precum spilled all over her hand and even spurted into the heavy confines of her new cleavage. 

“It made me so turned on just to touch her. And now that her milk is in me...I just want to fuck her...and especially you.”

“She woke me up with her tits in my mouth. I fucking...” he shook his head. “Goddammit, I drank that stuff.”

“I know.”

“I know.” Stråla strutted in with a plate of eggs and toast and a glass of milk. “Isn’t it hot? Aren’t we hot?” And then, after a moment, she held up the plate and glass. “Breakfast?”

He saw the milk and he was scared in a way he couldn’t quite define. His cock was so hard already, harder then he’d felt in months. He could feel the anxiety draining away from him, but it felt like with it he was losing a part of himself. 

And probably that was true. He’d built up so many little tasks and activities around his anxiety, trying to fence with it and keep it from taking over. And now, just with one glass of milk—or probably one bite of those milk-infused eggs—he’d be done with it forever. 

“I’m programmed to give my owner what they want.” Stråla pushed the plate and glass into his hands. “In your case, apparently you wanted a wife totally into serving you sexually, but also deeply all about including a third girl into the mix.”

“That is all I want now.” Briana nodded sagely. 

“No, I don’t want that,” David insisted. “I want Briana to be, you know, an independent woman. I want you to be not a sex slave. I want you to have your own lives!”

“We have our own lives.” 

Stråla got on the bed next to Briana again, and immediately their fingers found each other’s cunts. They were putting on a display for David, again. The milk in his hands smelled so fucking good. 

“That’s right,” said Briana. “We have our own lives that are all about making your cock hard and happy and doing anything you want.”

He had to sit down. He turned away from them and sat on the edge of the bed, putting the breakfast down on the nightstand, pushing the phone charger there nearly to the ground. Moments later, they were on him—hands running over his shoulders and chest...and then his cock. 

“Please let us suck your cock?” Briana whispered in his ear. “Please?”

“It can be so good if you let us suck it,” said Stråla.

“You won’t regret it. You can make us do it as much as you want.”

“No,” he shook his head. “I...come on. Babe, come on. This is wrong. This is—”

Briana’s lips crested over the tip of his bulging, straining member. His voice cut short as he sank into her willing, eager mouth and then her throat. 

“Oh, fuck.”

She sank down onto her knees before him completely. Stråla pushed herself up into his lap, presenting her tits—wet and gleaming with milk. 

“You know you want to,” she murmured. “You know you can’t stop yourself.”

Briana’s cocksucking technique had improved a thousandfold overnight. He was stunned that he could hold himself in at all. He arched his back, and then grunted forward, and his face ran all along Stråla’s heavy, gorgeous tits. They smelled heavenly. 

“There’s...there’s no telling how I’ll change. Briana changed so much, and—”

“You’ll just have to trust me,” said Stråla. “Don’t you want to trust me, Master?”

Her eyes were wet and earnest. She licked her lips. So eager for him to taste her. God, she was gorgeous. He really, really did. 

As his mouth slipped over her nipples once more, he came down Briana’s throat.

* * * * *
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THE SLENDER, MIDDLE-aged woman at the door was impeccably dressed in a tight, form-fitting sharkskin pants suit. Her blond hair was tied tight back in a bun and she wore the sneer on her expression almost as much as the rest of the outfit; it fit her just as well too. 

It was Tuesday afternoon, a full four days into David’s new life. He viewed this stranger with open, raw sexual attraction and the full confidence that he could fuck her pregnant in less than ten minutes. There was snow on the ground, but David barely felt the cold, despite being shirtless.

On Friday, before Stråla had showed up, this woman would have been taller than David—especially in her luxury heels. As it was, she only came up to shoulder height on him, and seemed annoyed by it. Her heels were deliberately expensive, the kind not worn for decoration but for status, and he could tell she was bothered that they weren’t doing their job by making her taller than everyone around her—because ‘everyone’ at this point and time included David, who was now basically a goliath. 

“My name is Gwendolyn Andilet,” she said. “I believe you have something of mine?”

She was almost definitionally a “handsome” woman—the kind who had all the bone structure and soft features of a beautiful pornographic fantasy, but wore them with such hardened vigor that her beauty was lost in the hard angles. She had the kind of high-nosed countenance that made it seem like she was annoyed with everything and everyone around her. David wondered what it would take to see her smile. He imagined some kind of tragedy in a third-world country, reports of plague or famine. She’d maybe notate the way that all that death and misery would make her investments accounts grow and afford herself a little turning-up of the corners of her mouth. 

Strangely, that made him want to fuck her. His cock stiffened. In his loose sweatpants—the only thing he had left that fit him after three days straight of fucking and drinking from his new bride—the bulge was quite evident and even closed the distance some between the two of them. She was pretty enough, despite the evil-stepmother vibe she had going on. 

But it was only thinking about fucking a smile onto her face that really got him going. Fucking her happy; being the only one who fucked her happy. 

“Well, I kind of expected this,” he said. “Why don’t you come on in?”

His voice was thicker and deeper than he remembered. There had been significant physical changes to David over the weekend. He was taller, of course. His body much harder. He’d caught a quick look in the entryway mirror and almost didn’t recognize the chiseled physique as his own, or the sharp lines of his jaw and face. There was a significant amount of hair on his head and it felt thick, though it was short.  

That wasn’t all. David’s personality had changed in the four days since Stråla’s arrival and their quick coupling. He hadn’t quite noticed how much until right then, interacting with Gwendolyn. He even called her that in his mind—Gwendolyn—and not Miss Andilet or any kind of formality. He wasn’t impressed by her or cowed, or trying anxiously to appease her somehow. 

He was just laconic, confident, and easy-going. Nothing could go wrong for him—that was the attitude. Whether or not it would prove out would be decided soon, he expected, so he may as well not worry about it. 

Just that—that little bit of deciding not to worry—would have been considered impossible just a few days before. 

Maybe it was just fucking a beautiful, utterly submissive pair of women for four days straight. But he doubted it. If whatever was in Stråla’s milk could change his physical appearance, it could damn sure change his molecular biology enough to cause some changes to how he interpreted stress. It didn’t even bother him that she’d changed him. Why would it? He felt terrific.

Inside, Stråla was nowhere to be found. Suspicious of visitors, he’d instructed her to hide. But Briana had remained out, which he had no issue with, and had already changed out of her new fuckslut uniform of high-high heels and lingerie (two-day delivery had been heartily abused on Friday evening) into some of her old clothing—she wore a pair of sweatpants that hung loosely around her hips and an old t-shirt that was too large, draping across her shoulders and displaying the loveliness of her bones there. 

She stood in their small kitchen, a blank worshipful expression on her face, following David around the room. 

Gwendolyn stopped to look at her, holding her mouth. It wasn’t a smile, but it was surprise, and that was something. 

“My god,” she said, “they really did it.”

“Did what?”

“My specifications. I gave them a picture. A sister I lost when I was very young, and...”

It all connected rather quickly—he thought Briana was the delivered “doll.” She was certainly a sort of vapid, happy bimbo now, so he wasn’t surprised at the conclusion, just at the implications. 

“You wanted what she is to look like your sister?”

Gwendolyn gave him a look. “I notice your morality lasted about as long as your flaccid dick did before getting hard, if that’s where you want to take this conversation.”

He put up his hands. “Hey, whatever. I’m not judging. It’s just kind of surprising, I guess. You want anything to drink?” Maybe a peace offering would help. “I got beer, I got water, I got, uh...soda?”

None of those seemed like things a creature like this would drink. He expected her to live on spider-webs, children’s nightmares, and maiden’s blood. 

“I’ll take tea,” she said. “With some milk in it.”

Tea? Well. That was that, then. 

“Sure,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Briana, you heard her.”

Briana strutted into action, rushing to the kitchen to make the drink right away. They’d done a few performance tests. Stråla’s milk got him hard in less than two seconds. Briana’s took about thirty seconds. So not as powerful, but certainly not nothing. 

They sat down at the dinner table, Gwendolyn’s back to the kitchen. David could see Briana preparing the tea behind her, watched her surreptitiously deliver the milk at the first available moment. 

“I’ll be the first to say this is an unusual situation,” said Gwendolyn. “I rather despise conversations with people who aren’t honest about their circumstances. I am not that kind of person.”

David smirked. “All right.”

“And by that, I mean I understand that property of mine has been in your care, and I understand very well that means you have been intimate with said property, and I understand, to be blunt, that you have fucked my sex slave.”

“I guess I have.”

“Let us be clear right away, then, that I have no intention of alerting any authorities or making any threats. A little investigation has led me to discover that it was entirely the fault of the delivery driver, who read the address wrong. I have been informed,” she smiled cruelly, “that he has been punished appropriately.” She took a breath and stood up slightly straighter. “And so, I feel that this can be an amiable transaction based on mutual understanding. You were given a rather lovely long weekend with a beautiful woman, were you not?”

“I was.”

“Would you not agree that being paid to stay quiet would be deeply generous of me?”

Now he was confused.

“You want to pay me off?”

“Here is what is going to happen. I’m going to leave with what is mine. I’m going to contact the people who I know, and who you do not know, and I’m going to make them reset her until she imprints on me as she has on you. And then I’m going to be very happy with what I’ve purchased, and I’ll rest assured that you have been given an appropriate amount of fuck-off money. How does fifty thousand sound?”

It sounded like a good start. 

The kettle went, and Stråla stepped out into the hallway behind Gwendolyn. She was taller, just like David, but the rest of her changed to only be more feminine. Bustier. Longer, thicker hair. Her lips plusher and eyes more full and bright. She wore lingerie still—a new set, this one the deep red color of wine, after he had torn the last one to shreds this morning. He jerked his head slightly, indicating for her to go ahead, and she took the hint. 

Her tits were so big now. He could smell the milk in them from across the room. How did Gwendolyn not smell that? It was an intoxicating scent and only made him want to fuck all the more. 

She quickly, silently, added her own milk to Briana’s tea, and then she slid down underneath the kitchen counter out of view. 

“Are you listening to me?” asked Gwendolyn. “I want an answer, or I’m going to call my driver in here and the two of you will have a very unpleasant exchange. I don’t care what steroids you’re obviously on, his are better, and he trains in MMA.”

She thought David was on steroids. Huh. What else didn’t she know? That he had lived with a woman before the delivery got here, apparently. He might have been wearing his wedding ring to give her the clue, but it didn’t fit anymore.

“So do you know all the different options and features of Stråla?”

“I know more than you, it seems.” Gwendolyn let out a short, annoyed breath. “I was told to go in blind. To experience it as it comes. But I looked enough at the instructions they emailed me to know that ‘Stråla’ isn’t her name.”

“It’s not?”

“Her name is whatever you want it to be. ‘Stråla’ is a command line. It revs her up, pumps up all the genes she has firing to make herself...to use the parlance, hotter, more obedient, that kind of thing. I hope you haven’t used it too much.”

Only loudly and passionately during every marathon session of fucking they’d had for the last hundred hours or so. 

Briana, simpering, delivered the tea, and Gwendolyn waved at it to let it cool. 

David leaned back. He was curious now. 

“Who tells you about this kind of thing? You know...human sex doll delivery?”

“There’s a world people like you, little people,” she dunked the tea bag and then set it to one side on a napkin, “don’t want to believe exists. I think it would ruin your day if I told you much more than that. Suffice it to say I am wealthy, and there are different rules for the wealthy. I could have sent someone else to handle this, but this is...sensitive. I am still human. It is embarrassing to send a minion after a product such as this.” She gestured at Briana. “This is important to me. Is sixty thousand sufficient? I won’t go higher than that.”

He had an intuition that he could bring her to at least one hundred thousand without trying very hard. 

She sipped the tea, though, and that pretty much solved that.

“Are you sure you don’t want to test drive her before you go?” said David. 

Gwendolyn’s sip did not stop, though her fingers did fidget. After a long moment, she set the tea down. 

She had drained the cup completely.

“I’m sorry?” 

“You know, try her out for a spin. I won’t watch.” He grinned. “Unless you want me to. Some people are into that. Just so that you know you’re getting what you want.”

“I...” she licked her lips and then sniffed. “I...that’s highly inappropriate. I must say. I must say one hundred...one hundred and sixty thousand is as high...gosh, it’s hot in here, isn’t it?”

Briana put down another cup of “tea.” This one was mostly milk and water . Gwendolyn, picked it up briefly, sniffed it, and then gulped it down in one go. 

“Gosh, it’s hot. It’s, oh my.” She put a hand to her head. “Do you have any more of this tea? It’s delicious.”

She was sweating. She tugged at her blouse and then her jacket. Buttons ripped off and popped onto the table. 

“Ooh,” she tittered. “Whoopsie.” She licked her lips. “Gosh, you really don’t have a shirt.” She tittered again, dangerously close to a giggle. “Gosh, it’s hot. Gosh.” She picked up the cup again and tried to drink. “Is there more of this?”

She asked it as if she was asking for the first time. 

“What if you got it straight from the source?”

“The source?” she raised an eyebrow. “What do you—oh.”

Briana had pulled her sweatshirt off and leaned over Gwendolyn, waving heavy, milk-dripping tits in front of her face. Beads of milk dripping down. 

“Do you wanna suck your sister’s titties, babe?” Briana giggled. “‘Cuz I want you to for definitely.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes were wide, her tongue already lolling out to one side, as Briana pressed her boob up against her mouth. For a moment, Gwendolyn struggled, but it was just to find the nipple until her lips were firmly wrapped around her new favorite drink. 

He watched, amused, as Briana dragged Gwendolyn over to the couch and started indoctrinating her to his will. 

Stråla—tall, gloriously beautiful, and clad in lingerie—smiled seductively at David and bent over the arm of the couch. Her pussy exposed, he dropped his sweatpants and immediately shoved his massive, thick cock inside her tiny, tight, wet entrance. He bulged in her abdomen, taking up the majority of the real estate inside her just-for-him body. Right away she came, and then came again, moaning in orgasmic delight. 

“Fuck yes!” she whimpered. “Fuck me, Husband! Fuck me just like that!”

While he fucked her, he watched Briana on top of Gwendolyn. His former wife smiled wickedly at their small harem’s newest—and wealthiest—member as she fed the “rich bitch” her magic milk. 

They’d talked about this all day Saturday and Sunday, when Stråla had rather convinced him that he was a sexual god and that building up his own harem of worshipers was only good and right. While Briana sucked him off, Stråla whispered all kinds of thoughts into his idea about how they could use his two milking beauties to fuck up the minds of every hottie they came across. Before too long, she surmised, they’d be able to fuck their way into the homes and wallets of plenty of rich bitches one way or the other—be they wealthy wives, widows, daughters, sisters, or just independently wealthy all on their own. 

They were going to wait for a week or two before going full speed—the “newlyweds” deserved a little honeymoon after all—but opportunity had come knocking. 

Now, as Briana pumped Gwendolyn’s body full of body, mind, soul, and life-changing milk, she whispered hot thoughts into Gwendolyn’s pliable brain:

David is Your Master.

David is Your God.

You need His Cock.

You need to worship Him.

All his money is Yours.

You worship Stråla almost as much as you worship David.

And so on, on repeat, while Gwendolyn obediently fingered herself to drinking from Briana. At the same time, Gwendolyn’s body changed—just like Briana’s had changed. What little fat had been there slipped away. Features softened. Her body regressing in age, returning to a youthful twenty-one at most. Her hair thickened and lengthened. Her tits grew, hips expanded, and legs lengthened. After only a few moments, she was already looking, in truth, like Briana’s bimbo sister. 

All the while, he fucked Stråla—who couldn’t help but brag. 

“Look at what a good fucking wife I am for you, Master,” she moaned. “Look at what I did for you! I made your old wife your slave. I made her super hot. And now she’s making another super hottie who is super wealthy and we’re going to be fucking rich for the rest of our lives while you fuck us however you want! I’m so fucking good!” 

His strokes into her hot young cunt picked up the more she bragged. He couldn’t help it; he loved her attitude.  

“I’m such a good fucking wife for you! I’m amazing! Oh my fucking god! I’m the best because you’re the best, Master! You’re the best so I’m the best! I’m such a fucking modern wife! I’m a modern miracle woman! I’m amazing and you’re going to fuck me pregnant!”

He really was—and he really couldn’t hold himself in any longer. Fucking this beauty, with all her bragging, while watching both her and Gwendolyn’s changing body before his very eyes—changing for him, all that money and power he would have—he needed to cum. 

Grunting, slapping and squeezing her ass passionately, he emptied himself inside of Stråla. She moaned with orgasm—and Briana came too. She was attuned to his orgasms now, and came whenever he did. And because she was cumming, Gwendolyn came as well, drinking Briana’s milk and being imparted her pleasure through the transference of her special cream. 

For several moments, there was just silence and hard, happy breathing. On the distant edges of his post-cum haze, he thought briefly that he might want to change Stråla’s name before her trigger-word escalated her so much that she started robbing banks. 

But, he figured, even then, she’d probably get away with it. She was pretty much a miracle of a modern wife. 

Stepping away from her, his cock still dripping wet from the coupling with Stråla, he stood over the newly bimbofied Gwendolyn. She looked up at David and moaned in wanton lust, licking her lips and grasping for his cock. 

“What’s the matter, Gwendolyn?” he said, slapping her playfully. “I thought you were a lesbian. I thought you were so fucking twisted you wanted your sister to be a sex slave.”

“N-no, that was stupid.” She had so much drool in her mouth that it was hard to understand her. “I want cock. I need cock. I need your cock, oh fuck. Oh please put that in me!”

“I don’t know.” He made a show of it, winking at Stråla, who smiled back. “What about that money you owe me?”

“Everything! Everything I have! Holy fuck! It’s all yours! It belongs to your big cock! I’ll sign it over to you immediately!”

He smiled and slid his cock into Gwendolyn’s eager waiting mouth, gratified at her instant orgasm at his taste. After a few moments, he repositioned them so he could sit down and Gwendolyn was between his legs. His two girls sat on either side of him. 

“I think I’m pregnant already,” Stråla whispered in his ear. “But if I beg you like a good wife, would you make sure?”

“And then after her,” Briana pushed closer up against him. “Would you do me again?”

David smiled. He would love to do just that.

# # #
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Lust Fever
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Hour 20

––––––––
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THE TWO HAD FORGOTTEN their names long before. Such knowledge was extinguished before the all-consuming heat of the virus throbbing through their blood, fueling their lust. 

They were in a car somehow. Where they drove to was anyone's guess. They themselves no longer really had the ability to guess. All their brainpower had been rededicated to mindless, endless rutting. 

The woman sucked at the man's cock in fervent bobs as he gripped the wheel and kept them safe on the road. In all truth, she had forgotten more than just her name. She had forgotten that there was ever a time in existence when she hadn't had her mouth mindlessly attached to his cock. She had forgotten that other men existed. She had forgotten there was anything to living other than blindly moaning on a thick, ripped shaft of a masculine being, sucking him down and praying for another glorious spurt of his load down her eager, needy throat. 

And he, in turn, had forgotten that women were ever used for anything else. He had forgotten everything but the need to protect, to provide, and to breed. That's all he was anymore. That's all life was for him—the human brain, once the co-model of life's evolution, had been downgraded to those three simple tasks. 

And for his complete embrace of his true role, nature had rewarded him with a pretty young cocksucking female, whose other half of that model brain in turn only knew two roles of her own: to please and to breed.

* * * * *
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“IS IT THE SAME AS BEFORE?” asked Pruitt. “I haven't ducked in here in a couple of months.”

“Of course not.” Martinez shook his head. “We’ve already got the control case. We’re experimenting now.”

“Is it still transferable by contact? Kissing, licking, fucking...?”

“Transferable, totally. They’ll be in a clean room. No contact from the professionals unless there’s trouble. Or until they die from overheating.”

“Overheating?”

Pruitt shrugged. “They fuck too often and they overheat. It’s happened with all of them so far. Within about twenty-four hours of initial contact.”

“And we’re trying to stop that?”

“Well, it’s no use as a weapon if they die too soon to spread it. Ideally, they’d be alive for about a week or so. Even a month.” 

“A month is too long. It would get way out of control if it was a month.”

“Well, three weeks, then. I don’t know. I’m not the tactical guy. I’m just a chemist. They want people to last longer, so it’s going to be longer. Or, that's the idea, anyway.”

“So what else is different? From last time I was here?”

“Smell.”

“Smell?”

“Of emissions. Pheromones. It was in the last batch, but it’ll be more potent this time around. To help with the transfer.”

“How long do you think before they start fucking?”

Martinez shrugged. “Maybe three hours? It was five last time.”

“With a twenty-four hour life expectancy?”

“I’m hoping to bump it up to thirty. But more or less.”

“Twenty-seven hours of fucking.” Pruitt whistled. “What a way to go.”

“Wait till you see the chick. We got a beauty this time.”

* * * * *
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HOUR -2

––––––––
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FRANK ENTERED THE SMALL room with some trepidation. There was a table in the middle, and a heavyset middle-aged man sitting down on one side of it. He had his arms crossed, a pleasant smile on his face.

“Please, take a seat.” The man spread his hands.

The chair was metal and hard. Frank disliked interviews. One of the perks of running his own handyman business was that he never had to sit through any sort of job interview. Another perk, though, was that he made his own schedule, and this institute was offering five thousand dollars to qualified applicants for three days of their time. 

Frank, a larger man, didn’t fit all the way on the chair beneath him, and shifted uncomfortably, trying to find his seat. He’d had problems with his back for nearly a year now—common in his line of work—but the pain it caused combined with his relatively young age gave him worry.

The man spoke into a small recorder on the table. “Frank Tasset. Thirty-two years old.”

“That’s me.”

“We’ve just got a few questions here, Frank. We want to make sure you’re who we’re looking for.”

“I figured.”

“You’re uncomfortable.” 

It wasn’t a question. 

“I’m all right. It’s a little cold in here, is all. And you got us wearing these jumpsuits.”

He tugged at the paper-thin fabric that they had put him in. The outfit was a light teal. Easy to see in the bright lights of the large complex where they had brought him and several others. It was like the sort of scrubs a doctor might wear, except the material thinner, like what a hospital gown was made from. 

“They’re necessary. Sorry.”

“You’re not wearing one.”

The man wore a lab coat over a collared shirt and slacks. He shrugged. “We have different roles. May we approach the questions at hand?”

“Sure.”

“What do you do, Mister Tasset?”

That was all on the forms Frank had filled out. He figured the question was just to get him talking. That was fine. After four hours of waiting around in a cell, he was happy to gab a little. 

“I run a small handyman business in my hometown. There’s a few other people in town that do it, but I’m the honest one. Of course,” he laughed, “they say that too. So who knows.”

“Are you honest?”

“My word is my bond, I’ll tell you that. That’s why I couldn’t ever get married.”

“How do you mean?”

“I’d cheat on her. I like to fuck around. There’s no getting around it. I don’t believe in sticking with just one person. Doesn’t make any goddamn sense.”

The man shuffled his papers for a few moments, ticking off marks on the paper with his pen.

“What’s your sex life like?”

Frank laughed again. It was a harsh, rough sound that reverberated against the walls of the small room. “Wow. Right into it, huh?”

The man didn’t answer, waiting.

“All right. It’s pretty good. I haven’t been laid in, I don’t know, three days. Today’s Wednesday? So three days. Late Saturday. Or early Sunday. It was okay. She went down...do you want to know all this?”

“Any detail you provide will be helpful.”

“She went down on me and then after a couple of hours we screwed in the back of her car when I drove her home. I’d had too much to drink before then, was why we waited.”

“And before that? Was your sex life regular?”

“Sure. I’d say every other weekend or so. I got money and I spend it, so girls come around. I’m not particular in who I go out with. Sometimes it’s the same lady as some other night. There’s sort of a crowd, if you catch my meaning.”

“What’s your ideal woman?”

“Ideal woman?” he snorted. “I don’t really think there is one.”

“You’re straight, aren’t you? Heterosexual?”

“Of course I am. But you’re talking about ideal woman like I’m supposed to fall in love some day. Get shacked up.” He shook his head. “Not gonna happen. I’ve got a vasectomy. I only ever shoot blanks.”

“The vasectomy,” said the man. “That was your idea?”

“Oh yeah. I don’t like kids. Don’t want any. Never have. It’s just easier this way.”

“I see. But all of that means you don’t have an ideal woman? Don’t you like sex?”

“Hell, I love to screw. But if that’s what you’re looking for, fine. My ideal woman is, I don’t know. Big-breasted. Red hair. Thick red lips. Like that girl from that business show? The one where they're in the fifties or whatever and they sell stuff. That one. I fuck her, I leave her, she doesn’t whine or complain the entire time. She’s got a nice smile on her face for me when I arrive, while we’re together, and when I leave. That’s all.”

“You’d never stay with a woman?”

“I stayed with a girl for a few years once. We got on each other’s nerves after just a couple of months. I don’t see why it would be any different with anyone else.”

The man shuffled his papers again and then stood up. Behind Frank, the door opened. The man held out a hand.

“Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Tasset. I think you’ll be of great use to us here.”

“Yeah, what’s that about? Is it some kind of sex drug? Like the little blue pills? I don’t need that shit. I get hard on my own.” He considered for a moment. “But I’d try it.”

“All will be revealed in time.”

Another man in a lab coat stood at the door, gesturing for Frank to follow him out. Frank, sighing, exited the room and returned back to the holding area. 

* * * * *
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HOUR -1

––––––––
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REBECCA ENTERED THE room with a smile on her face. Presenting. Always presenting. They would be interviewing her and she could really use the money, as her new independent law firm wasn’t quite where she wanted it yet. It was tough, gathering clients, and tougher still since those bastards at Locke & Powers had dragged her name through the mud for months now. And for what? Because she’d spoken her mind, because she’d told them that she was quitting because of the way they wouldn’t stop telling her to smile and dress nicer. 

Pigs. She was better without them. 

There was a woman at the table—older than Rebecca by about ten years, into her forties. Her hair was tied in a bun, and she wore a lab coat over a pair of faded slacks. 

She spoke into a recorder on the table. “Rebecca Heberson. Age twenty-nine.” With a small smile, he looked up to Rebecca. “Have a seat.”

Rebecca sat. The chair was hard and uncomfortable. She shifted for a moment, finding her posture. Posture was important. Her shoulder blades flexed together, spreading her shoulders wide. The natural veer of her hands was to come together and cross against her modestly sized chest. She had spent many years convincing herself not to do just that—and instead to sit openly, relaxed but attentive, her body language ready for any discussion.

“I’m ready,” Rebecca said, smiling. “What is it you would like to know?”

The woman raised an eyebrow slightly and then read from the page in front of her. “What do you do, Miss Heberson?”

“I’m a lawyer. I practice law.”

“Civil? Criminal?”

“Real estate, mostly. It’s a growing business. We have a small clientele at the moment, but we’re gaining steam.”

“I see.” The woman ticked a mark or two. “And do you have any romantic involvements?”

“The application said that we had to consider ourselves single.”

She nodded. “Yes, but people lie. We’re offering a lot of money for very little time invested.”

That made sense enough. Rebecca shook her head. “No. I’m not romantically involved.”

“And your sex life? What’s that like?”

“Well, as I said, I’m not romantically involved, so...”

The woman gestured for her to go on. “So...?”

“I’m not the sort to just sleep around.” She laughed, as if the accusation—and that’s what it was, wasn’t it?—was ridiculous. Which it was. “I don’t go to bars and look around for men, if that’s what you’re implying.”

“I didn’t mean to imply anything.” The woman smiled. She set her papers down. “I apologize if I offended. We’re merely trying to get the full shape of you, that’s all. Many people are not romantically involved and still have sex with high frequency, and—”

“And many don’t, thank you very much.”

“Yes. And many don’t.” The woman nodded. “It’s all kosher here. We’re just trying to see what’s what before we move forward.”

They were quiet for a moment. Rebecca felt as if the woman was allowing her to cool down, which immediately she resented. She wasn’t upset. And anyway even if she was it was this horrible woman’s fault, asking her all those classless questions. 

“I couldn’t sleep with someone who I didn’t know intimately already,” she explicated. If she said enough, surely the woman would concede the point and realize Rebecca was right. “I couldn’t possibly. It’s too...I just couldn’t.”

“That’s fine, Miss Heberson. That’s all very fine.”

“Thank you.”

She had won that little battle. She straightened in her chair, wiggling upward and pressing her butt outward so that she could push her chest forward more. Authoritative. In control. This little outfit was so uncomfortable. Why were they dressed in paper, anyway?

“Another question, if that’s all right?”

“Of course.”

“What’s your ideal mate like?”

This was an easy one. She had thought this through many times.

“He is tall. Taller than me. Wiry, though. Not too muscular. Like, not bulky or anything. Thin. Looks good in a suit. Wears a lot of suits. Rich. Funny. Loves commitment. Responsibilities. Wants a family some day—but not too soon! God, I’ve got my own career to worry about. And he should respect that. And love that, in fact. He should be something of a crusader for rights.”

“Whose rights?”

“Who have you got? There’s not enough going around. Anyone in the LGBT community. Minorities. Women. Everyone.”

“So, an outspoken man?”

“Very much so. Except, articulate too. A way with words. No crass language.” Her nose drew up. “I despise men who swear. Women too. It’s so classless.”

“I see. And sexually? Any preferences there?”

“How do you mean? He would be straight, of course.”

“No,” the woman shook her head. “I mean in bed. Is there any particular manner you are fond of there?”

“I’m not sure I understand the question.” She raised an eyebrow. “I mean, you just get in there and do it, and that’s all. To be honest, that’s not all that important to me.”

“I see.”

The woman ticked a few more marks on her sheet and then stood up. The door behind Rebecca opened.

“That’s all?” asked Rebecca. 

She had much more to say. She was a mine of valuable information about every sort of topic. Didn’t they want to know about her cats or her knitting? Wouldn’t they like to hear what she thought of that idiot senator in her home state? What if she had valuable ways of framing her pet peeves?

“Oh yes,” said the woman. “You’ve been very helpful. I think you’re going to be a perfect fit, Miss Heberson.”

Rebecca smiled at that. A little bounce joined her steps as she headed back to her holding area.

* * * * *
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“THESE TWO? REALLY?” Pruitt shook his head.

“They’re perfect for each other.”

“What? Didn’t you hear the interviews? They’d hate one another.”

“Oh, they’ll definitely hate one another. That’s why they’re perfect for one another.”

“What do you mean? I thought—”

“How do you suppose, Pruitt, that we test this fuck drug without making sure it really, truly works? That’s what the personality test is for. We put opposites in the same room together. If they truly hate another, and they fuck, then the drug is working. It’s that simple.”

“Is that why the boys bet? Because if that’s why they bet, I want to put money down saying they’ll never fuck.”

Martinez snorted. “Man, you got it all wrong. Nobody makes that bet. Well, one guy did, but he lost all his damn money. They bet on how long it takes for them to start screwing. Smart money is around the three hour mark, like I told you. My bet is on minute one-sixty.”

* * * * * 
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HOUR 1

––––––––
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A FEW HOURS AFTER THE interview a nurse arrived at his door and escorted Frank down through the hallways of the complex. They follow a bright teal line, the same color as his jumpsuit. 

“What’s this about, now? Can you tell me?”

“Of course,” said the nurse. “You’ve been selected. You’re going to earn your money, Mister Tasset.”

“Oh.” He straightened slightly. “Well, that’s great.”

The nurse was pretty good looking, he thought. Nice red hair. Did they give him a red-haired nurse because he had said how he liked red hair? 

“You know a good place to spend five thousand dollars on?”

She smiled. “I can think of a few.”

“How about I take you there?”

Her laugh was mild—the sort that meant she didn’t really mean it. They stopped in the middle of the hallway. The line had run out. She pressed a panel on the wall, and the wall opened. 
“What’s this?” he asked.
It looked like a cell. As he looked in, the nurse poked him, hard, with some kind of syringe.

“Ah, jeezus, what’s the—” 

Unceremoniously, she shoved him into the cell. He stumbled forward, off-balance. Moments later, the door shut behind him. 

“Hey!”

He banged against the wall panel to no avail. 

What had she stuck him with? He felt...he felt fine. Was that the experiment? They said it wouldn’t be anything dangerous, but how would they know? That’s why they were experimenting, right, to find out everything it did? God, what if he had a condition? What if it wasn’t okay? 

He took a moment, breathing. Calming. Probably the nurse would have told him more if he hadn’t hit on her. Ah, well. Can’t say nothing to a broad these days. 

It took him a few moments more, but he calmed down. They had guaranteed his safety. Everybody here was a professional. He wouldn’t be any good to them if nothing happened. And so, fear assuaged for the moment, he took a look around. 

In every corner of the room was a camera. Two of them slowly whirred, following his movements. Overhead was a distant skylight, except it wasn’t natural light coming in. There was a difference in the frequency of the light waves, somehow. Frank had worked with enough lights to know the difference between almost sunlight and real sunlight. 

At one side of the room, there was a small bed, featureless. It was just a plain white mattress on a plain white slab. It didn’t even have any sheets or pillows. He sat uneasily, waiting.

“Is this it?”

There was a small washbasin in the corner, two bottles, and an extra tap to fill up the bottles of water. At least he wouldn’t be thirsty. He was a little hungry, but not really. There had been a big steak lunch they brought to him. He had finished just before the nurse showed up.

The wall opened up again. A woman stepped inside to the room—the cell, really. She was on the tall side, a little gangly, with breasts that Frank measured at around a handful or so. Maybe a little less. Her body in shape. Not great, but nothing to ignore, neither. She had blond hair—the prettiest thing about her—and blue eyes that quickly scanned the room.

“Thank you,” she said, turning to the door panel—but it was already closed.

She wore the same outfit as him, only hers had shorts instead of the pants he had. Why was that? Did they want him to look at her legs? They were nice enough. Shaved. A nice natural color. 

“Hey there,” said Frank. “Who are you?”

“I’m Rebecca,” she said, holding her arms against herself.

“Frank.”

It seemed like she felt overexposed in the small cell. 

She approached him with a hand out. “I suppose we should tell each other it’s nice to meet one another?”

“Sure.”

Her handshake was firm—really firm. Trying-to-prove-something firm.

“I don’t know what we’re doing in here,” she said, stepping away and wiping her hand on her shorts. “It all seems so mysterious. Do you know?”

Frank was still considering her looks. She was pretty enough, though she looked like a total bitch. Her hair all bunned up like that. Her nose was large—not gross or anything, but prominent. Her skin all freckled and pale. He wanted a tanned woman. A woman who spent real time on herself. Why didn’t this broad get a nose job or something. Didn’t she know what men liked? 

Ah, whatever. No reason to be unpleasant.

“Couldn’t tell you, lady.” He shrugged. “I think it’s sex stuff, though.”

“Sex stuff?”

“They asked me all these questions. Didn’t they ask you questions about sex?”

“They did, yes. But I made it very clear that I only enter into that sort of entanglement with someone I feel very strongly about.”

He shrugged again. “I don’t know what to tell you. They injected you with something, right?”

She rubbed her arm. “Yes. A little roughly, too.”

Tinges of pity pushed onto his heart. “Me too.”

“That doesn’t make us alike, or anything.” She held her nose up. “That doesn’t mean we’re going to sleep together.”

“The hell are you talking about?”

“You may think everything is about sex. Being a man. But I’m a serious woman, all right? Just because we both are here, and there’s a bed, and we’re just stuck together doesn’t mean anything outside of those facts, got it?”

She was in his face now, waving her finger up toward his nose.

“Sure, lady. Whatever. You asked what I thought this about. I told you.”

“Well.” She crossed her arms and walked to the other side of the room, huffing. “I didn’t know you would be so crude, that’s all. ”

Frank rolled his eyes and sat down, leaning slightly on the sink.

A few minutes passed.

“I'm sorry,” she said after a moment. “I was terse there. I can see that. I'm not used to this. Any of this. And it's...I don't talk about sex, often.”

Frank shrugged. “'S'okay.”

Another few moments passed, both of them idly kicking the floor. 

“I’m cold,” she complained.

“You women,” he laughed. “Always cold. You should dress warmer.”

“How can you—that doesn’t even—you’re an idiot!”

“Already? Already, I’m an idiot?”

“I’m dressed in what you’re dressed in!”

“And I’m fine with it. I guess that means I’m winning, huh?”

She glared at him. She looked kinda hot when she was angry, Frank thought. Too bad she didn’t know how to act like a real woman. 

“Listen,” she said finally, straightening up. “I don’t like you very much. I could tell straightaway I didn’t, and that comment just seals it. I tried to be civil to you, and now you've just continued being a dunce. So, for however long this goes on, you just stand over there and I’ll stand over here, and that’s that! We each get our half.”

She had given Frank the side with the bed. Fine by him. He walked over to it and kicked it slightly, as if it were the tire of a car. 

“Do we have to stand? Is sitting allowed, your highness?”

“You know what I mean!” She let out a strangled cry. “You’re impossible.”

Frank didn’t know how much longer he would last in this tiny room with this lady. But it seemed they didn’t have any choice. 

* * * * *
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“NOW THEY’RE NOT EVEN talking,” said Pruitt.

“They don’t need to talk out loud. Their bodies are doing all the talking now.”

“Did you see how they acted? They hate each other. Just like I said.”

“Just wait.”

“They hated each other right away, too. I don’t think I’ve seen people react like that.”

“It’s chemical.” Martinez tapped the monitor. “Those two? They’ll be fucking in no time. It’s just chemicals acting up right now. Out there in the real world, their own chemical dislike for one another would have kept them from ever being around each other. The injection accelerated that process. It has to burn them out, you see? So it gets them all out there and then starts its own stuff.”

“That’s the scientific term? ‘Starts its own stuff?’”

Martinez ruffled slightly.“Shut up.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 2

––––––––
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THEY CONTINUED TO PASS the time on opposite sides of the room. Rebecca had a hard time not pacing. What were they supposed to do here? Was this some kind of psychological experiment? To figure out how long two people could last in a room without killing each other? She wasn't sure it would go on much longer in that case. 

The cold of the room had left her, which surprised her. She felt like they had turned the temperature up quite a bit—maybe she shouldn't have complained. Maybe she should stop pacing? She was sweating. Her entire body felt hot. It was getting hard to think with all the heat sweltering up in the room.

Taking a break, she slid against the wall. The wall was cold, somehow, even with the heat of the room.

Wait, though—if the room felt hot but the walls felt cold, didn't that mean that she was...oh god.

“What. The fuck. Is that?” she pointed to Frank's pants.

He snorted. “What are you, a dyke?”

“A dyke?”

“You don’t know what a boner is, you must be a dyke.”

“How is that...” she shuddered and stamped her foot. “That is not how the world works!”

“Whatever. It’s a boner, all right? Grade A. I’ve had it for like, I don’t know. An hour now.”

He gripped it for a second and shuddered. Then, as if slightly afraid, he let it go.

“From what?”

“What?”

“What did you get a boner from?”

“I don’t know. Where did you get tits from?”

“You were born with a boner, is that what you’re telling me?”

He started laughing, as if he thought it was funny that she kept saying “boner” over and over again. She herself didn't know why the semi-swear came so easily. Normally, she never would have used such a filthy term.

“Yeah,” he said, chuckling. “Sure. Born with it.”

“You weren’t born with a boner, Frank. Come on. Why are you laughing? Stop laughing.”

What an ignoramus. When he had himself back under control, he still had the boner sticking hard out from his pants. What was that all about? Where had it come from? 

She couldn’t remember the last time she had seen a boner up close. Maybe back in school, when men still had a lot of trouble controlling their hormones. The businessmen she saw all week long never really seemed to be all that aroused. 

Which was sort of insulting, wasn’t it? Why weren’t they aroused? Wasn’t she a perfectly attractive young woman? Wasn’t she perfectly sexual? She kept herself in good shape. She was no model, but she was lovely enough. And fertile. Why wouldn’t she inspire a big hard cock now and again?

She shook her head. Her thoughts felt...strange. Fuzzy.

“Come on,” she said, trying to stay on task. “Do you have porn or something?”

“Porn?”

“Your cock. Dick.” She shook her head. “Your penis. Hard penis. Why is it hard?”

“I don’t know. It feels good though. And it’s not going away.”

His hand wrapped again around the shaft, thumbing it slowly through his jumpsuit. A stain started to form at the front end of the paper trousers.

“Can’t you make it go away?”

“Make a boner go away?” he laughed. “Sure. But I’m guessing you would want to turn around if I did.”

“Why would I want to turn—oh.” Her nose wrinkled. “That’s gross.”

“That’s not gross. That’s the most natural thing in the world.”

“Masturbating is the most natural thing in the world for you?” she scoffed. “That explains a lot about...” she waved a hand up and down.

“About what?”

“Well, you’re clearly single.” She gestured. “Look at you.”

“I’m clearly single? Why is that?”

“You obviously don’t take care of yourself.”

“Let me ask you this. Do you take care of yourself, princess?”

She scoffed. “Obviously.”

“And are you single?”

“Well, currently, I am, but—”

“And when’s the last time you were laid?”

“Not that long ago.”

“What does that mean? A week? A couple days? I got laid three days ago. I’m itching for another. Can’t wait to be out of here and rid of you.”

“It was...”

“What? Was it a month? That long? Jesus. You’re not that bitchy. You could get laid more than once a month if you smiled every so often.”

She wanted to protest—that it wasn’t just about sex. That she knew she could get laid whenever she wanted. That she shouldn’t have to smile and look pretty just to fulfill some idiotic standard that this primitive neanderthal laid down. 

But instead what she said was, “...three years.”

“Three years what?”

The admission startled her. Her voice was soft, even deferential as she said it.

“That’s...that’s how long it’s been since I’ve been laid.”

“Three years?”

She gulped and nodded, feeling weirdly ashamed. A hot flush spread across her body, fueling the heat already attending her sweating body. There was real compassion in his eyes. 

“I’m sorry. I had no idea.”

“It’s okay.”

“You’re not like, diseased or nothing, are you?”

“No!” she shook her head. She felt it important to reassure him, for some reason, that her body was clean. “Nothing like that. I’m just—I’ve—you know how it is.”

“I really don’t.”

“I’ve prioritized other things.”

God, it was hot in here. She tugged at the tiny paper shirt. Her sweat had started to make the outfit stick to her breasts. They felt heavy. Itchy. She rubbed them, not aware of how erotic the action was for Frank.

“What could be a priority over sex?” asked Frank.

“Living well? Having a career?”

“God, all that’s going away, lady. You’re gonna die. Don’t you know that?”

“Sure I do.”

“You’re gonna die. We all are. You gotta get all the fucking you can jammed in there.” He laughed. “Poor choice of words. Sorry.”

That he apologized for the double entendre surprised her. He was, even in his own stupid, idiot-man way, trying to be sensitive.

After a moment of watching her rub her tits together in her tight, sweaty top, he licked his lips. “You want to see it?”

She knew right away what he meant.

“Do I want to see your cock?” She shuddered. “Your penis, I mean?”

“You can mean whatever you like if it means you want to see it.”

Saliva wet her mouth. She didn’t know it right away, but her nipples began to tent in her jumpsuit. She touched one with her forearm, and the sensation was...electrifying. 

“I...I mean...”

“Have you seen a cock, a real cock, out in the light ever? I don’t think you have. I think all your sex has been in the dark. I bet it’s only lasted five minutes at a time.”

Her tongue darted out across her lips. The top row of her teeth raked across her bottom lip and she suppressed a low, galvanizing shudder.

“Show me.”

Within a moment, he dropped his pants. His cock was completely hard, standing horizontally in front of him. It was so lovely. There was a slight bend to it. His hair around it was thick and bushy and dark. 

A bead of precum sat on the tip. Waiting, it looked like. Patient like a pearl. Crafted by eons of evolution. Designed entirely for the tongue of a young, pretty woman to lick it up and ask for more, please, Sir? More?

Suddenly she wished there was some kind of partition in the room. She wasn’t skilled with playing with herself but she very much thought she could learn. Maybe once she was out of here...yes. That would be wonderful. Once she was out of here, then she would spend the entire day or week or month, maybe, in her apartment and just sliding her thumb against her clit the entire time. 

The entire time...thinking about that cock.

“Thank you.” She gulped. “You can put it away now.”

And he did, a knowing smile on his face.

* * * * *
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“YOU SAID THEY’D BE fucking by now.”

“I know what I said.”

“They’re not fucking.”

Martinez sighed. “I know what they’re doing.”

“This is like foreplay, sort of. But it’s not fucking.”

“I know. Okay? Do you hear me? I’m watching with you. Jesus Christ. Shut up already.”

“Is that guy still going around with the hat? I want to change my bet.”

“Every hour passes, he takes new bets. Just wait a while. He’ll come around.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 4

––––––––
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HE DIDN’T really put his cock away, the scoundrel. 

While Rebecca, sweating and heated, had pushed herself into the corner for the last couple of hours, desperate to ignore the barrage of arousal on her senses, Frank had been in the opposite corner, jerking off.

She caught him just in time to see it happen. The big it. The cumming, the orgasm, the huge load. She giggled slightly at all the filth filling her mind. 

The spray pasted against the lower edge of the wall where it met the floor. It looked like an entire cup of masculine product spilled out like a jet from a hose. 

“Shit, Frank!” she shook her head. “What the fuck?”

He stood over the new puddle for several moments, breathing and stroking out any last squirts of cum. Rebecca licked her lips as she watched. Her pussy burned with need, though she didn't know what that meant.

“I was...I had to.” He shrugged. “I had to.”

“You were jerking off? This whole time?”

“Yeah.”

“Were you...were you doing it to me?”

There was a strange tint of hope to her voice. Even she was surprised she said it so openly.

“I didn’t think—” he coughed. “I thought you’d be mad if I looked at you while I did it.”

“Oh.”

He seemed to sense her disappointment. “I was thinking about you, though. Yeah, I was. Thinking about your legs. I didn’t know I liked legs so much. But you got ‘em. Damn.”

“I see.” She struggled, trying to find her resolve. Her legs were sweaty and long. Wet. Shiny. Why was her sweat so shiny? It was like it was trying to show off her body. “Well. You’re...um, a pig. Then. Yes. A pig.”

Even she thought her words were hollow. She left them behind her in the corner, standing up and rapidly approaching the mess he’d made against the wall and floor. There was nothing to clean it with that she could see. The smell was intoxicating.

“It’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“I know.”

“No, but I mean, look at it.” She shook her head, kneeling down. “There’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“You said that.”

“But it’s like a centimeter thick. And it’s just...it’s like thick. Like dense. It’s just sitting there. Standing up. God.”

Her mouth hung open as she breathed between words. Her eyes were wide, her lips wet. Almost glossy. 

She seemed pained—and strangely, Frank took pity on her. 

“Here,” he said, stripping off his shirt. 

In a moment he had cleaned up the entire puddle. It stuck easily to his shirt, completely clingy. It was hard not to think of how his cum could stick so easily to her insides. It would slide up right into her canal, easily going all the way. Filling her fertile womb with a perfect concoction of potency and warmth. Look at how it stuck, how it weighed his shirt down! She would be pregnant in minutes. On the first try, without a doubt. 

Pregnant on the first time inside me. 

A wave of heat attacked her brain. That would be so perfect. That would be so perfect. That would mean they were meant together, and weren’t they already? Locked here in this room and feeling this tangible fucking fuck-heat between them. It would be so right, so right, so so right...

Then, for the first time, she looked at his shirtless body. He was...

Well. He was in rather good shape, wasn’t he? Not just a smoking big pole to boast about. He had a body to match. Sure, he wasn’t like, carved from marble, or anything, but he had plenty of muscles. His shoulders nice and broad, his stomach flat. Bulky. Burly, even. The kind of build you might imagine a caveman had. Lots of dense musculature and hair around his chest. A dark happy trail leading to his cock, which still bulged in his pants.

He was strong. He could protect her.

He tossed the shirt off to one side, and wordlessly, Rebecca followed it and crouched over it.

“What are you doing?” Frank asked.

“Nothing. I’m just...it...smells.”

“So you’re getting closer to it?”

She couldn’t explain it. But yes, it smelled, and yes, she was getting closer to it. It was an intoxicating smell. Her head felt dizzy, but she didn’t care. It was as if all her life, she had been living behind a window, and now all of sudden she was in front it. Sounds were more real. Sights more vivid. Every smell like someone had dumped a load of pheromones into her brain. All sensations were magnified, complexified, sexified. They all led directly to her pussy, dripping hopelessly down her legs, needing a firm cock to show her which way was right. She held the shirt up to her nose, taking in the deep, woodsy, campfire-musk of her man. Of...of the man, rather. Of Frank.

“You’ve got...” he gulped, gaping a bit. “You’ve got a little, there. On your nose.”

“Oh,” she said, distant. Without thinking to do it, she slid her tongue upward, gently licking it off the tip. The taste was still warm, even though it had been a few minutes since he had cum.

Suddenly, she was on the floor. Her legs not working quite right. Everything spun. Her body felt wet from head to toe, and warmth spilled over her entire being. Was this an orgasm? Was this how they were supposed to feel?

“Are you all right?” 

His hands were on her. Big, strong, man hands. God, she loved his man hands. His man arms. His man shoulders. Everything about him was so brilliantly manly. How had she ignored that before? That thick cut of his jaw. The thickness of his hair. Those big, sexy muscles that could just hold her down and fuck her until she was brimming over with his cum. 

Until she was pregnant.

She moaned at the thought. As the little droplet of cum slid further down her esophagus, leaving a hot wet trail all the way down, her skin absorbing more and more of the precious manly material, her thoughts became a train track along which every stop was that: he would get her pregnant.

She couldn’t get rid of it. It was all she could think of. 

They would escape, distract the guard, run away from this place, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or they would be stuck there forever, rutting like maniacs, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or the authorities would let them out, and she’d follow him home and beg to be filled with his cum, and he’d get her pregnant.

Or there would be some emergency, a fire maybe, and everyone would have to be evacuated, and he’d pin her against a table and shove his cock into her sloppy wet slit and then he’d get her pregnant.

Yes, he’d get her pregnant. He’d fuck her against the wall, hold her down, not let her get away (not that she would want to), claim his territory and mark her as hers. 

And what would that leave her with?

“Babies,” she said softly. “Lots of babies.”

“What was that?”

Slowly, the haze lifted. Frank was holding her, sitting her against the wall under the sink. She ignored, violently, how much that turned her on, pushing away from him and scrambling to the other side of the cell.

“You stay over there, you fucking maniac,” she warned him. “You’re not going to get me pregnant. No fucking way!”

For his part, Frank looked rather confused, especially as she had her fingers buried in her dripping snatch the entire time she made her speech.

* * * * *
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HOUR 6

––––––––
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SLEEP GAVE HIM RESPITE for a time. It was not good rest, nor consistent, but at least it was there. He had vivid dreams of fucking—fucking everyone he’d ever fucked in the past and everyone he’d ever wanted to fuck. 

Frank fucked his two ex-wives—including the girl he’d married only for a few weeks in Vegas. He fucked her until drool spilled out of her mouth, until she was unable to say anything but “cock” and “more.” He fucked every celebrity he’d ever jerked off to, every woman in the streets that he’d ever lusted after. Other images faded away—how to fix a pipe, or how to close a live wire’s circuit, or how to jimmy a stubborn lugnut off of its base. 

These thoughts and memories were replaced instead with magnified visions of every hot, lusty thought his mind could manage, until he saw all those women—an army of them, an army of sluts that existed in every horny man’s mind—as vividly in his troubled sleep as if they were standing in front of him. 

Waking approached slow. The first thing he felt was his hard-on, undeterred by his sleep and more active than any other part of his body. The thick meat of his cock pressed hard against the thin material of his outfit. It pushed against the floor. The floor itself was warm—it should have been cold. So much tile. But it was warm instead, and growing warmer still. 

In fact, it was wet and warm. Something wet and warm surrounded him. Groggily, he pushed upward, and found his hand covered newly in the same warm wet substance.

It was his cum. He lay next to a puddle of his own cum. It was everywhere in front of him, spurted outward from the constant wet dreams from the night. 

Across from him, Rebecca was on the floor, fingering her pussy madly. 

“It’s s-so much,” she moaned. “So much. S-so m-much. And you wouldn’t stop. You wouldn’t. You wouldn’t stop. Oh god.”

Her fingers rubbed intently over her pussy. She seemed to be cumming every few seconds, but he couldn't tell for sure—her pleasure looked constant. Her top was plastered against her tits—the material totally see-through now. See-through and wet. All of her body so very wet. Her tiny shorts were captured under her knees, and her feet splayed wildly across the floor. As such, he could see all of her pussy.

Her pussy was hot. He could tell it was hot just from looking at it. Not just “hot,” like attractive, but actually warm, actually having an oven-like temperature that wouldn’t cool anytime soon. 
“God, you know. Rebecca. I could...uh...I could really help you out.”
Despite all his cumming, his cock was hard as a rock. He let his pants fall down into the puddle of cum. They were sticky and wet anyway.

“N-no. No.” She shook her head. “Stay back. We have to...we have to resist. We can’t fuck.”

She might as well have been reciting a calculus equation. “We can’t?”

“No. If we fuck, then...then they win. We have to resist,” she huffed again. “We have to resist.”

Resist? She didn’t understand. That was idiot talk. Stupid dumb slut words. She really needed to figure out what the world was about. Frank would teach her. 

“But your pussy.” He had a hand on his cock now, stroking slow. Her eyes lit up at the sight, and he watched as another orgasm rollicked through her body. “Your pussy needs me.”

“No!” She put up a hand, the other still firmly in her cunt. “No. Stay back, okay? I don’t want that. I don’t want you. I just need to—nnngh.” She bit her lip, cumming once more. Her voice became quiet, but she kept fingering herself. “I just need to keep cumming. Cumming and resisting.”

She had said no. There was a part of him that wanted to ignore that, to take her anyway, no matter what she said—but he pushed it away. That was foolish. This here was a mate. You didn’t just ignore what a mate said. You respected her, and you showed her what she needed to have until her silly little female mind finally came around and recognized that she needed to be brimming with his young.

And she would. He was certain of that. His head lolled backward and he stroked harder. God, his arms weren’t even getting tired. His muscles felt hard as rocks. He’d been jerking off for what felt like hours now—even in his sleep, his hand had been attached to his cock.

“You can...” she gulped. “You can stroke it closer to me, if you want.”

He did want to. And so, standing over her, feeling something like a lord in a manor, he stroked his huge cock over her prone, self-fingering body. 

* * * * *
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“HERE WE GO.”

“Here we go?” Pruitt snorted. “Come on.”

“They’re about to get into it, man. I don’t know who won the bet, but it wasn’t me.”

“She’s still pushing him away.”

“Yeah, and that’s weird. Their chemical readings are off the chart. They should be on the seventh or eighth session, according to their chemistry. I don’t know why the grip is so slow on their brain. It’s like it’s...I don’t know. The effect is more symbiotic than parasitic.”

“The fuck does that mean?”

“It means,” said Martinez, “that maybe this little virus is smarter than we gave it credit for. But they're going to start soon, now. You watch. They're going to start and they won't be able to stop.

* * * * * 
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HOUR 8

––––––––
[image: image]


IT WAS HARD EXACTLY to tell where the foreplay stopped and the actual sex began. After ten minutes of stroking his cock directly next to Rebecca, she had told him rather imperiously that he was doing it wrong. Directly, she began to stroke for him. 

Immediately, at their touching, all their sensations magnified once again. He came instantly, spraying all over her naked thighs. Her shorts, soiled completely, had to be totally removed. It didn’t matter. They were just in the way. All their clothes were gone now.

Wherever it started, however it would be measured as beginning, they rutted now like mad meth-laden rabbits. His cock felt like an extension of Rebecca's body, an extension of her very soul. 

Somewhere in her distant past, Rebecca had lost her virginity in a college dorm room. It had been a sad little affair like so many losses of virginity tend to be. There were posters of bad bands on the walls, and one of them played on the computer sitting only a few feet away through paltry laptop speakers that had about as much business blaring music as Rebecca did playing in the NHL. Pot smoke filled the air. The boy’s face—not a boy, really, an eighteen year-old, but next to what an ungodly perfect specimen of stud Frank was, all men had started to be referred to as boys in her recollection—was pimply and awkward. Too much hair in all the wrong places. He came almost right away, and the feeling had been disappointing, covered over by a thin rubber sheet that didn’t give her any of the primal warmth that she and every heterosexual woman had been born needing to have inside of her. 

He fell asleep afterward, right on top of her, and she had to suffer the indignity of feeling his cock shrink inside her barely-penetrated pussy. When he woke, he removed the sloppy condom from her, and some spilled out. 

She spent the next three weeks terrified that she might have gotten accidentally pregnant. When she was sure she wasn’t, she broke up with the young disappointment, and swore off the distraction of boys until she had finished school. Then, after a similarly disappointing experience soon after her graduation, she had sworn off men until she finished her law degree. Then, after that graduation and another disappointment, she had sworn off men until she  got her career on track. 

Her love life could wait. Everything could wait. Sex wasn’t important. Life was important. Money was important. Owning her house—that was important. 

She hadn’t ever had an orgasm until eight months ago. It was an unpleasant experience for her. Losing all that control. Not knowing where her limbs would go, how her legs would shake, how her mind would drift afterward and make it impossible to do anything else for the rest of the day. Afterward, she had written in her diary a simple note:

“Orgasmed today after playing with myself for one hundred and fifty-five minutes. One hundred fifty-five minutes! For ten seconds of pleasure that I barely even felt. Not worth it. 0/5 stars. Would not do again.”

Now, underneath Frank, her upper torso pinned in the corner of two walls and her ass jammed in between his thighs, that enormous fuckrod of his plowing into her cunt so forcefully, she came again and again. And again. And again. The pleasure was ceaseless. It replaced her thoughts, replaced her memories, replaced her morals and her ethics and everything else that wasn’t the primordial biological knowledge of how best to please a man’s cock, of how to get pregnant, of how to do anything in her power to feel cum inside of her again.

Tears dripped down her cheeks—tears of purest joy. She stared up at Frank with love in her eyes as he unleashed his strength on her comparatively tiny body. 

Her tits bounced and jiggled as he drove into her body again and again. A distant part of her brain wished they were bigger for him. And then she remembered—soon, she would be pregnant. All those new curves for her man. A thick hot belly to please his view. Bigger tits filled with lifegiving milk, all just for him. She would have her entire body dedicated to his sperm. Her every cell, her every atom devoted to cultivating what his amazing manly seed had given to her. It was so perfect. 

It only made sense that she served him, that she did as he said. That she submitted totally to his will. Her body was made to submit to his will—to change on a chemical basis to become the perfect vessel for the physical incarnation of his amazing masculinity. Why would her brain be any different? Why would her will?

Women were born to serve. It made total sense.

“Women are born to serve,” she moaned, testing it out.

She didn’t even know if she meant to say it to him—if she meant for him to hear. She just wanted to hear the words. But, it excited him. She could tell by how he increased the rapidity of his thrusts inside her. 

“Is that right, slut? You’re born to serve?”

Rebecca nodded eagerly, a hot happy breath parting her lips. He wanted her to speak. He wanted to know what was on her mind! God, he was so magnanimous. 

“Oh yes, Sir. Born for it. Born for your cock. I was made to be—oh fuck—”

She had to stop speaking because she started cumming. Her mind turned off.

When it turned back on, her mouth was moving, and words spilled from her lips, though strangely she didn’t feel like she was in control of any of them.

“Born to serve you. To suck your cock. Just your whore. Your dumb slut. Your three holes. Have to fuck you. Need to be fucked. By you. By you. By you. B-b-by y-you-oh god!”

And she came again, consciousness blinking out once more. 

Her mind became a sort of strobe light of consciousness, flashing this way and that. She saw Frank on top of her, grunting loud in orgasm. She saw her thighs dripping with his cum and her pussy juices all mixed together.

Cum.

She heard herself shout, “Give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please, Sir! I need them so bad!”

Cum.

And the next thought was that she was bent over onto her knees, Frank’s enormous cock fucking hard into her pussy from behind. 

Cum.

Tugging at her short hair. She should have longer hair, she realized, so Frank would have more to play with. So she would have more to show off for him. Yes. That was a perfectly natural, perfectly good thing. A woman should have hot long hair so she can show off what a good little fucktoy decoration she is for her man. Why hadn’t she realized before?

Cum.

“Never done this before,” she giggled. And then she lazily slid her mouth over the top of his cock, slurping him down. 

“Oh, that’s perfect, love.” 

Cum.

Her head was automatically moving up and down Frank’s cock, slurping slow, but not quite fast enough. He wrapped his hair in her hand and began pumping her up and down.

He’s using me to masturbate his cock, she thought. My head, my mouth and tongue, are his lube. I’m just a fucktoy. I’m just—

Cum.

There was cum everywhere. All over her milk-filled tits. All over her neck and her mouth. It tasted so good. It tasted like—

Cum.

His seed was everywhere again. All over her tits. More of it this time. Double the amount. It made her breasts stick together on her chest, like she wore some tight hot dress. He climbed on top of her and pushed his cockhead through the cleavage. Slowly, the sticky cum pushed apart like buttery spread, and his cock spurted out layers of precum onto her skin and—

Cum.

Rebecca snoozed happily, snuggling tight up against her man. God, he was such a good man. He was going to fill her with so many perfect babies. Her cunt was still on overload. Just the slightest touch would set her off. God, her thighs were covered in his cum. They just soaked in a puddle of it. What if she shifted so that—

Cum.

* * * * *
[image: image]


“WHAT’D I TELL YOU?”

“Shut up.”

“No, what did I tell you? I forget.”

“You didn’t forget. You’re just being an ass.”

“Yeah.” Martinez laughed. “Your report done yet?”

“Well, we gotta watch until they expire, right?”

“If they expire. I mean, we might have to terminate them eventually. I’m not sure when they’re going to let up.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the virus is changing, isn’t it? It wants to keep its host body alive. And so it’s...I don’t know. This strain is mutated somehow. Beyond just what we did to it. And so it’s lasting longer. I don’t know how soon it will kill them.”

“Will it kill them?”

“I don’t know.”

“So what do we do?”

“We wait.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 16

––––––––
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THE NURSE ENTERED THE room, gingerly stepping through the piles of fluids that had gathered on the floor. Frank saw her the way that man was intended to see women—noticing only the thick width of her hips, the steadiness of her stance, the heat emanating from her pussy. It was the same hot redheaded nurse from before, though Frank didn't remember that all that well. She wore a suit of some kind, her head in a bubble. Protected.

He could fuck her full and pregnant on the first try, he knew. He could do it in less than five minutes if she would let him.

He stood up—or tried. But his hands were bound to the railing on the side of the bed. She must have tied him up before he woke.
The nurse leaned over Rebecca, speaking into a microphone on her shoulder.
“Subject appears unconscious. Possibly comatose. I suggest—”

Beneath her, Rebecca suddenly began to shake violently.

“She’s having a seizure!” Frank said. His voice was low and gravelly, little more than guttural cavemen-like grunting. “Help her! You’re a nurse! You have to help her!”

The nurse knelt down. Thick fluids surrounded her knees. Cum, precum, pussy juice. The combination created a potent chemical mix. Frank continued to panic, tearing at his bindings. He'd gnaw through his wrists if it meant protecting his mate. 

Rebecca's eyes suddenly snapped open. She wrapped her legs around the nurse, and tore into the suit with her fingernails, detaching the bubble around her head. The nurse let out a frightened moan as her skin, her nostrils, her mouth was exposed to the heavy lust-layered air. Rebecca pulled her down and kissed her madly, pushing herself on top of the nurse's busty body. Soon, the nurse was sliding in the collected juices on the floor, apparently forgetting how to resist—forgetting perhaps that Rebecca carried a monumentally dangerous virus transferred by any physical contact. 

Finally, though, she pushed Rebecca off with a terrified cry, and stumbled out of the room, wailing. Alarms began to sound. 

Rebecca, smiling, rushed to Frank and untied him, using a scalpel taken from the nurse's belt. He took her by the hand and they rushed out of the room, blindly searching for a way to survive. The place was a maze. They rounded one corner, and there were men with guns and bio-suits on. He rushed at them, punching and elbowing, until they had scattered or were left on the floor, unconscious. Rebecca clapped her hands with glee, watching her man fight for her. His cum was everywhere. 

They continued to run, paying no attention to the intercom blaring overhead, entreating them to stop. Doors began to shut all around, locking and slamming. 

With no other recourse, they simply followed the lines in the hallway—a green one. Frank's stamina felt endless. His body completely reformatted for physical activity for hours at a time. He slammed through one half-open door, and inside was a garage.

Lucky.

There was a car waiting there, a man trying to start it. 

“Oh, shit. Martinez!” the man ran to the other side of the garage, banging on the door. “Martinez, you gotta let me back in there, man!”

Frank shoved him to the ground, his fingers clasping deep on his neck. Somehow, he knew the man was infected right away—even though he barely had a concept of being infected himself. He simply knew he felt correct. 

“Get in, baby.”

He slapped Rebecca on the ass and pushed her inside the military car. The keys were inside—and there was enough of his brain left behind to know how to operate it. With a roar, the engine came alive, and he powered out of the garage and up into the waiting world. Bullets sang against the car, trying to stop it, but somehow they missed, or deflected off the car's surface, or both. 

Rebecca kissed him madly as he steered them to safety—protecting her—and then sank her mouth down to his waiting, spurting cock.

He came just as they powered through the closing gates. And they were out, out in the world, free.

And the virus was free with them.

# # #
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Hour 1

––––––––
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MATTHEW’S LATEST TARGET was pimply, gangly, barely out of high school. A clerk at the gas station where they both stood. All the same, he had a kid and a wife, and so he was ripe for the picking.

“Look,” said the clerk, frowning slightly. “I don’t even make barely enough money to cover rent. We gotta put in Shannon’s income for it and even then we just only kinda make enough for groceries. Insurance just don’t make no sense.”

“Don’t you think,” said Matthew, leaning over the counter, “that that’s exactly why you should buy some?”

“I don’t know that I follow.”

Matthew was a tall man. It helped him make sales. People bought stuff—any sort of stuff: cars, boats, insurance—from people they put into positions of authority. Height was an easy way to get there. He had short red hair and a gut kept squarely in place by exercising late at night on the treadmill in his basement three times a week.

“This is a dangerous job, right?” Matthew held up a hand. “I know. You’re young. You think you’re gonna live forever. But say some crazy man walks in here with a gun? Or say some idiot drunk—and I know you’ve seen them, I can see your face—some idiot drunk swerves through one of those pumps out there and sets this whole place ablaze? Man, it happened in Bolta just two towns away not three months ago. Poor sucker held on as best he could, the one caught in the explosion, but they had to let him go in the hospital. His brain couldn’t cope with the burns.”

“You’re trying to scare me.” The kid shook his head. His hair was greasy and dark. “But I shut the pump off if something like that happens.”

“Suppose you’re in the bathroom, though? Or stocking something? Busy with a customer? I mean, life...” Matthew shrugged, smiling. “...it’s just madness. Nonstop madness. There’s no telling what could happen. Do you think you’re above getting caught in a tornado out here? Or suppose you drive home late at night—you work late, don’t you?”

The clerk nodded. “On Tuesdays and Wednesdays, yeah.”

“You drive home late, you fall asleep at the wheel. Or again, some idiot drunk hits you. Or the bridge back to town is out, or falls apart. That thing needs repair, don’t it? I bet it wobbles for you every time you go over.”

“It does.” He put his hands on his hips now. 

“You see? It’s dangerous, living. The more you do, the more you got to lose. But you, see, you’re lucky. ‘Cause you’re young, and you got me talking to you.”

“I’m lucky, huh?”

“Sure you are. You know how many policies I sell to young people like you?”

“No.”

Matthew smiled. “Not very many. You know why not?”

“We don’t need it?”

“Because you think you don’t need it. And then you’re dead—and you won’t need it then, you’re right. But your family will. Your wife, she’d have debts up to her nose trying to bury you. You know how much it costs to bury a person proper?”

The kid leaned back now—and even so, he was being reeled in. “I don’t.”

“It costs too. Goddamn. Much. I tell you what. It’s a favor, what we do. You want to protect your family from life, you get life insurance. It’s the only thing that makes any sense, kid. And we can start you in at twenty bucks a month.”

“Twenty bucks?” he laughed. “Is that it?”

“That’s our lowest premium, and you qualify, on account of your age. And moving forward—” Matthew stopped to pull out the literature from his suitcase and spread it out on the table. “Moving forward, okay? That price stays where it’s at for five years. Now, it’ll go up eventually—eventually—but you’re a young man, moving up in the world. You’re not gonna have this job forever, are you? I mean, probably you’re thinking—”

Outside, tires squealed. They both turned to look—a battered white sedan with military plates careened toward the station. It all happened in less than five seconds. The car’s tires tumbled over the curb, spinning in a fierce three-sixty maneuver, and knocked over the trash cans next to the pump. But it stopped, just short, of the pump itself. There wasn’t even enough room for the passenger side door to open. 

The kid was on it, though. Knocking the big switch right outside the door down in what would have been just in time—if it was needed. But it wasn’t. The car stopped safely, if too close, and it was all right.

“What I tell you?” said Matthew, voice soft. “People are crazy. What if...”

But the kid was gone, going after the people in the car.

“Hey!” shouted the kid. “Are you fucking insane? Are you out of your minds? You could have hurt somebody! You could have...”

The kid trailed off, and Matthew could see why. A tall, lovely woman stepped out from the car on the driver’s side. A man followed her. They were both dripping wet and totally naked.

It wasn’t so much that she was beautiful. Sure, she was attractive enough, physically. But not jaw-dropping, not sensational, not so beautiful that a man might stop anything that he’s doing just to look at her. 

So, it was hard to describe exactly why she had the effect that she did. 

To begin, sweat was plastered to her body. Every bit of her was wet from perspiration, and the shine from her sweat showed the heavy, full shape of her tits like nobody’s business. The kid kept trying to stammer out some protest, some accusation. Instead, the woman drew him in her arms and kissed him deeply. He fell to the ground, her saliva sliding from his lips, and she strutted past him, looking instead now at Matthew.

There was a crazy look in her eyes. In her eyes, and in the eyes of the man watching from the car. 

She pushed Matthew back through the door and against the counter inside.

“Now, listen here, miss, you can’t just...”

It wasn’t anger in her eyes, or even mischief. It was lust. Pure, unbridled lust—with no notion of morality, propriety, or maybe even humanity. It looked animalistic, basic, primal. 

She pulled his pants down and her mouth slipped over his cock. He was hard right away—barely an instant of softness as her lips scorched across his skin, setting his entire being on fire. He felt hot—not just the heat of arousal, but like he had been baking on a beach sun for hours. 

Outside, he watched the man slowly jerk and milk his cock as he filled up the car with gas. When had he turned the pump back on? It didn't matter. 

God, that man was jerking himself hard. It was like he couldn’t stop himself. His arm and chest muscles were incredibly developed, custom-built, it seemed, for that very purpose. He kept cumming, was the thing. Like cups of it, all thick and dense and hot, steaming, all over the ground at his feet.

Whoever the babe on the ground was, she was damn good at giving head. Matthew didn't last very long. When finally the warmth took him over, bucking his hips into her needy, waiting mouth and emptying out into her throat, she swallowed every last dropped. She even took a few extra seconds and licked him clean before smiling, standing up, and leaving Matthew half-standing against the counter with his cock out.

The babe took several packages of food into her arms, then dropped those onto a crate of water bottles, picking that up. A few bags dropped to the ground as she walked back to the car, but she didn’t seem to care. She stuffed them into the backseat and mechanically started eating bags of chips and downing water. When the man got back into the car, right away she slurped downward onto his cock and they drove away.

The entire encounter had taken maybe five minutes. Matthew walked after them, zipping up his pants, his mind full of questions. What the fuck had just happened?

“That was...intense,” said Matthew. “What do you think?”

The teenager was still out on the ground, trembling and looking like he was cumming.

Matthew walked back to his car, a bit in a daze. There was something...in the air. Some scent, some haze. 

A woman pulled up to where the car had been. Sniffing the air, she bent over and saw the puddle of cum on the concrete. Matthew saw her salivate—actual drool dripping from her mouth—and then slide the thick, sticky substance on one finger and lick it dry. 

Gulping, he drove away. 

* * * * *
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HOUR 2

––––––––
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THE FEEL OF THE MADWOMAN’S lips were still on his mind—and on his cock, as he could feel the residual saliva and heat from the imprint of her mouth—as he drove into a diner closer in-town about thirty minutes later.

Matthew’s job took him all over Dancer County. It was a large area containing a smattering of towns—seven in all, each with a population of less than ten thousand. He lived just outside of a town called Bolta, which was on the other side of the county to Kitowa, where he was now. He knew every town well, driving through each of them at least twice a month and often more. As an insurance salesman, he was expected to make a lot of cold calls, and a lot of warm calls, and had to do a lot of legwork when clients got cold feet or if—god forbid—someone actually had to cash in on a policy. 

It was a tough racket, these days, insurance. It was like people didn’t care anymore if they lived or died. Matthew blamed the culture—all those zombie shows. Dystopia movies. Everyone waiting for the end of the world like it was already writ out. Like history had just played all the cards it ever could. It was madness. 

The diner was Dave’s Diner, run by the eponymous Dave, who supervised the night shift. The day shift was run by Corine, Dave's daughter. She was a knock-out, true enough, in a town that had maybe just the one.

She was a blonde, with legs as long as the day was long and breasts that made Matthew rather jealous of her tight uniform, able to hug their ample size so easily. The uniform was the classical sort of waitressing uniform—Dave insisted on it—and was colored pink with the little mini-white apron in front of it. 

Matthew sat down at his usual spot, watching the door. Always on the lookout for customers.

“Good morning, Mister Coffey.” Corine greeted him with a lovely smile. She was twenty-three years-old. “You all right today?”

Always, when he came by—three to four times a week—she was the one who waited on him. “Doing fine, Corine. I had a bit of a weird morning, but I’m fine.”

There was something lingering in his thoughts. Something he couldn’t get rid of. Usually, when he saw Corine, it sparked some fantasies—taking her out, seeing her smile underneath him, kissing her madly in the corner of a room. But now as he watched her stand over him, he couldn’t help but think of ripping her clothes off, bending her over the counter, and filling her up.

Fill her with a baby. Knock her pretty body up. Make her beg for more. Never let her know anything but your cum.

What he said to her was probably the last thing he should have said—given his recent circumstances—but he couldn’t help himself. 

“You wanna go out with me, Corine?”

He saw her struggling not to roll her eyes. Ultimately, she failed. He asked her that every time he saw her.

“You know, you ask me every time you see me, Mister Coffey.”

“Yes, I do. And I’m serious every time. I’d love to take you out on a date.”

Fill you up. Fill you full of my fucking cum. Bend you over that counter and fuck you until you're begging for more.

His thoughts were getting rather carried away from him, but for some reason, he couldn't stop. He could feel his cock getting excited.

“I don’t believe you, Mister Coffey.”

“Call me Matthew.”

“I’m going to call you Mister Coffey, because that’s how I talk to people who are just customers, all right?”

“I tell you what.” He took her hand in his. He watched as she began to roll her eyes once more, but then something shifted in her face. There was a slight heat there. A little shudder. “You go grab me my breakfast. And when you come back, I’ll ask you out. For real. How’s that?”

She moved her hand up to her nose, inhaling deep. “Is that...lotion?” Her voice was distant.

“Lotion?”

Oh god. Oh, fuck. After the blowjob, he had wiped his cock with his hand. Everything there—the saliva, the precum, the cum—all that residue had dried by now. But clearly it was still there. 

He gulped. “Yes. Lotion. A house call, earlier this morning. A woman offered me some.”

His cock pulsed suddenly, bulging against his pants. A woman smelling his cum. A beautiful woman like Corine. That was right—that was perfect. That was how it was supposed to be.
“It smells really good.” Her smile was broad and easy. Relaxed. “I’m going to make your breakfast. Don’t forget to ask me out.”
Ten minutes later, his breakfast was ready, and they made a date for eight o’clock that night. 

That was when Matthew noticed that his cock was hard, and that it was not going down at all. Corine’s position above him would have made it easy to see his bulge—impossible to miss, really. Her eyes had been darting at it the entire time she’d agreed to the date. 

* * * * * 
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“SO WHAT'S THE SITUATION?” The General asked.

They stood in a small command room deep underground.

Ryan shifted, looking at his clipboard. “Chemical attack, Sir. Top secret. Need-to-know stuff. That's all they would say over the phone. They're sending someone in who knows more. Martinez.”

“Okay, well. Get some troops on the ground in that case. Tell them to come equipped. All right?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Anything needs doing, it's going to need troops there first. That's Army 101, Ryan. And you can take that to the bank.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The General straightened. He liked a little excitement in his day.

* * * * * 
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HOUR 3

––––––––
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FOR LODGING IN KITOWA, Matthew had an arrangement with a friend in town, an older man named Fitzgerald. All of Dancer County was full of hunters, Fitzgerald foremost among them, and often pulling extra cash in the thick of hunting season by taking tourists out on the game trails for a good thrill and kill. 

What this meant, though, was that Fitzgerald was often not home, and did not mind if Matthew used his small house off the highway for lodging. It was a good two hour drive from one end of Dancer County to the other, and so Matthew appreciated the opportunity to stay in a safe, clean place for free.

Today, he decided he needed a cold shower. Since exiting the diner, his cock had remained hard. There did not seem to be anything that would make it softer. He’d been cut off in traffic, and listened to some sad news about the Middle East on the radio, and thought very hard about baseball, and it was nothing doing. His cock was hard, hard, hard. 

Thoughts of thick, furious rutting filled his mind. Rutting with Corine. Rutting with all the young teenage, barely legal beauties he smiled and waved to as they crossed the street in their tiny short-shorts. Rutting with older, mature women who had been married for years—his cock somehow the secret ingredient to powering through their menopause and making them fertile again. 

Fuck, but his cock was hard.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

That was all he could imagine. It wasn’t even a swear word anymore. It was just a command, some internal notion of need. He had to fuck.

Trying to get rid of the problem—Matthew had sales to make, after all, and he couldn’t spend all day fucking or even with a hard-on—he decided a cold shower would do the trick.

In Fitzgerald’s house, he stripped down and turned the shower to cold. After five minutes of this, his body still felt warm, and his cock was still raging with a long, thick boner. He had to admire himself, in a way. He couldn’t remember when he’d seen his cock so hard. Honestly, it might even have been...bigger? Was that possible?

No. No, probably not. Probably just his imagination, combined with the resultant lack of blood flow to his brain. His thoughts had been fuzzy all day. Ever since that weird encounter with that lady. Had she given him something? Would it act this quick?

The shower wasn’t even all that cold. How was that possible? Was he just that warm? In fact...was he sweating? 

The top of his head had only been lightly sprayed by the shower so far. And yet it was covered in wetness—his perspiration, he decided. 

How very odd. 

He decided with a small laugh that the shower seemed like a wash and stepped out. As soon as he did, however, there came a knocking at the door. Swearing a bit, he struggled to put himself back into his pants and collared shirt, taking the time to button it all the way back up and shift his cock around so that the bulge was not quite as noticeable. It wasn’t completely possible—his cock was big, and anyone looking for more than two seconds would easily see it wasn’t just a strange fold in his pants. But, Matthew was never one to turn down a caller, not even in his current state, and not even at Fitzgerald’s house. 

“Hi!” It was a bright-looking young woman with short, dark hair drawn up in a bun. “I’m Josephine Rotundo. Would you mind spending a few moments talking about the environment?”

Ah. A salesperson, then. Even if she was just selling good-personship, she was a salesperson all the same. Matthew always had time for salespeople. He considered it a professional courtesy. 

Especially when you want to slam her against the brick of the porch, rip her clothes off, and slather her body in your cum.

Fuck, yes he did. She wasn’t even his type, but somehow he knew how fertile she was just by smelling her. 

“I...” Matthew struggled. “I’d love to, but...”

There was something terrible wrong with him. The heat of his body. The lust that wouldn’t go away. The thick, hard cock that demanded release. Deep, blue eyes looked at him with some measure of concern—why wasn't he saying anything? She had a wedding ring sparkling on her finger. Her fingers twisted over it. She sniffed the air, waiting for the rest of his response. Then she sniffed again, raising an eyebrow. Then she stepped forward into him and inhaled deeply. 

A small blush suddenly attended her cheeks. Her gaze dropped down

“You have...” her eyes looked like they had been glazed over with sugar. “You have quite the situation there, sir.”

That was good. That was nice. Calling him “sir” like that. He liked that. That was correct.

“Yes,” Matthew nodded after a moment, remembering how society worked. “Sorry.”
He didn’t mean the apology, of course. Women should notice a cock like his. It was hard. Ready to fuck. What else did they need to know?
No—no! Fuck. 

What was happening? 

“I’m sorry—Josephine, was it?” He shook his head. “Normally, I’d love to talk to. But I’m feeling strange at the moment. Perhaps if you came back later, we could chat. But as things stand now...”

“No, but,” her hands spread out wildly, keep the door open. “I-I just...look at it. Let me look at it. I...can you take it out?”

She was licking her lips wildly. Her fingers crawled over his on the door, and the blush on her cheeks increased.

“Josephine. Come now.” He cleared his throat. “You’re clearly married, and I don’t know if this is appropriate behavior. I think that...that...”

She dropped to her knees in the open space in the doorway. There was a clear line of view from the porch to the road outside. Cars were passing by. One or two slowed down. 

“You’ll have to let me suck it now,” she said.

Matthew gulped. This had escalated fast.

“I do?”

She nodded intently, pawing at his pants. Precum spurted forth, and a low, hot pleasure spread through Matthew's body. He was already ready to erupt with more. The stain spread, and Josephine giggled. Her bright, blue eyes sparkled with glee.

“I won’t leave until you let me suck it. You have to let me.” A low, furtive moan exited her mouth. “You need it. Can’t you see that it needs me? My lips?” she licked them, as if proving her point. “I can make it all better. You’ve got a problem. And I’m not leaving this doorway until you let me...let me...just suck it...”

Matthew’s cock strained against his pants. The pleasure of that tight, constricting feeling was almost too much for him. He felt like it was going to burst through them. There was no telling how much or for how long he would fuck Josephine, if given half the chance. Whatever was happening to him certainly seemed to be affecting her too, and deeply. And god, she was tempting...

He took her by the hand, barely noticing her delighted glee as he tugged her inside. Quickly, he stuffed her into the bedroom, tossing her on the bed. And then just as quickly, he ran out from the room and shut the door behind him, locking it up with a chair.

Fitzgerald would be home later. He could figure out what to do with the poor woman. Matthew had to get out of there.

He was many things, but a ruiner of homes, he was not. He wasn’t going to wreck someone’s marriage just because his cock was...was...going insane, somehow. 

“Sir!” she banged against the door. “Please, Sir! I want to suck you, please! Fuck you! Either! Just...j-just put it in me, please!”

His car was parked out back. As she still slammed against the door, calling out his name in a lusty baritone, he fled once more. 

* * * * *
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HOUR 4

––––––––
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“JUST GOTTA DO SOME business. That’s all. Just have to...take care of some business.”

This was the mantra that Matthew had adopted. He drove, calmly stroking his cock through his pants, paying no mind to the heavy excess of precum that had stained his pants completely. They were dripping wet with his substance now, but somehow this was invisible to him. He rationalized it by saying that they were dark pants, and that if everything was wet, then it was impossible to tell if any of it was wet. 

They might not even be wet at all, he thought, slowly stroking harder.

His brain was starting to shut down portions of his analytic ability. He was distantly aware of this. He was fully aware that he didn’t care. His cock was hard. He needed to...

“Need to do some business. That’s all.”

He knocked on the door of his first actual client for the day, Miriam Williams. She and her family had a nice, small two-story white-boarded home with blue shingles in the middle of Kitowa. Their neighborhood was heavily wooded, like all of Kitowa, and designed for people who were happy to speak regularly with their neighbors. 

“Hello, Mr. Coffey.” Miriam opened the door with a smile. “Nice to see you. I’m glad you could take time of your day to discuss our policy.”

Miriam was an awfully nice lady. Motherhood had treated her well, giving her naturally slender frame a little extra meat that only made her appear more fertile and more absolutely fuckable. She probably thought she was overweight, but she wasn’t. What she was, really, was fucking fertile and hot, and he wanted to trap her in a corner and ravish her body until it was brimming with their young.

God, why was he thinking like that? This was a customer. A ravishingly sexy, redheaded customer who probably needed his cock like a dog needed water after a long run. She wore a pair of tight khakis and a blue polo shirt with her teenage son's sports team logo on it. The logo was distorted against the rather large shape of her substantial chest.

“Of course,” he nodded slow. His eyes focused heavily on her shirt-filling tits, even despite all his blinking and trying to focus. They looked full of milk—or like they could be soon. All they needed was a little inspiration from his cock...

She walked him into the dining room, gesturing for him to sit at the table there. “Now, like I was saying on the phone, we’ve just got a few questions about...is something wrong? You look...well, heated. You’re sweating.” She placed a palm to his forehead. “My goodness, Mr. Coffey. You’re burning up.”

Her fingers drifted away slowly. She brushed deep into his hair, and then, as if realizing it, withdrew and let her hands mingle with one another on her lap. Then, the second hand drifted up to her neck, sliding around the newly blushed skin. There was no mistaking it—something had happened. He had an effect. A control, even. 

And his cock demanded to have its opinion on this matter heard. It strained mightily against his pants, aching to fill this beautiful mature woman. 

He gulped, shifting in his moistened pants. “Do you have a bathroom? I need to use it. Suddenly. I’m sorry.”

Her gaze had became distant, empty. She pointed to a door between a pair of matching vases. Matthew hurried there, pushing over a chair in his way.

Once inside, he immediately took out his cock and began stroking it. It was already well-lubricated. The thick, hard surface felt perfect and good in his hands. The cockhead was as thick around as his two meaty middle fingers. The sound was heavy and loud. Schlick schlick schlick. Like someone rubbing a mop over a tile floor at a fevered pace. God, he was so close, so close...

Miriam knocked at the door after a moment. 

“Are you all right, Mr. Williams?”

It had only been moments since he’d entered. She couldn’t actually be worried about him. 

“Y-yes,” he managed, breathing hard. 

He’d be fine once he came. Then all this crazy lust would leave him. 

“You’re...you’re jerking off in there, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t stop at this point. And being this aroused, there was no way for him to do anything but tell the truth.

“Y-yes. I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

She opened the door. Had he forgotten to lock it? He must have. A low, needy moan filled the house suddenly—the two of them matching sounds. His virile cock, needing release. Her fuckably fertile body, so desperate for his cock. All of these feelings all of a sudden. Moments ago they hadn’t been there. Now the chemicals of their instant attraction filled the house, unstoppable and undeniable.

Precum continued to gush forward on the bathroom floor. It covered his shoes and ankles. It was edging closer to her. The musky scent filled the small space. 

“I can’t fuck you. I’m sorry.” Her eyes went wide as his cock spurted out onto her feet. “I’m so sorry. But I have...my husband...children...” She licked her lips, staring at his cock. A long trail of saliva dripped down to her heavy breasts. “...I’m so sorry.”

“Do it. Stroke it.”

Groaning, rushing, her hands wrapped around his thick shaft. She needed both of them to get the work done. But she moved fast, expertly. Her years of marriage had perfected her ability to give a nice, steady, hot handjob. His head lolled backwards and he simply allowed the experience to happen.

God, this is what he had been missing. A woman doing her duty for him. A woman fucking his cock. How the fuck had he not given this to Josephine when he had the chance? 

It didn't matter. Her strokes were expertly timed, inspiring streams and streams of heavy precum. 
“I wish I could fuck you,” she moaned, stroking his cock harder. “I wish I could. Oh god, I wish I could fuck you...fuck your cock...”
Matthew's body started to buck wildly. He was going to spill everywhere. Her lovely face was positioned right over his cock fountain, and the soft ball of heat that had been building in his balls suddenly spread everywhere at once. With a groan, he unleashed, and his cum spurted all over her chest and face. There was so much of it—more than he had ever cum before. More than he had cum in the past week, just in one load. Strand after pearly strand of cum landed on her face, her neck, her chest, everywhere. 

“Oh,” she said dumbly, cum streaming off of her skin. “Oh dear. I have to clean it now.”

Her hand scooped it up. It glistened like melted butter in the bathroom light. Thick and gooey. Slowly, she rose her hand to her face and licked it. At first, the licks were tentative. Curious, even. But after that, her eyes closed, and she shoved as much of her hand as she could into her mouth. A rapturous, slow sound emanated from her mouth. 

“Oh...god,” she moaned. Her eyes were absolutely empty of anything but lust. “Fuck me. You can do it. I don’t care. About anything. I just need you to fuck me. Please, do it?”

Some calm, some measure of sanity had returned to Matthew’s mind as his cock softened once again. This was wrong. All of this was wrong. How had this gotten so wrong? What could he do?

“Fuck me, Mister Coffey, please!”

He would not. 

Backing up, he ran out from the house and away from the screaming, mad woman, begging for his cock inside her body. 

* * * * *
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“THEY’RE MOBILIZED NOW, right?” asked O'Reilly. 

O'Reilly was Martinez's new assistant. Today was his third day on the job. They were on a helicopter, on their way to Rogers Army Base to handle the situation in Dancer County.

“Yeah.” Martinez sighed. “The idiots. They should have gone straight to the last resort.”

“You don't think they can contain it?”

“I don’t know. I have no idea.”

“How long did the Zero Subjects make it?”

“That’s the thing,” said Martinez. “They were alive when we found them. Comatose. Dehydrated. But alive.”

“Dehydrated?”

“They had water with them, but they forgot to drink it.”

“But they were alive.”

He nodded. “And contagious.”

“Jesus Christ. Were they the only ones to leave the town?”

“It’s a Midwestern town adjacent to a major highway. They get at least a thousand people driving through it every day. Sometimes those people stop, sometimes they don’t.”

“And the virus is airborne. So...” O'Reilly gulped.

“Sure. Maybe they have their windows down. Maybe they stop for gas at place that’s near someone infected.” Martinez shrugged. “Maybe they’re totally fine.”

“What’s the radius we’re looking at?”

“I’ve put in orders to close down the quad-state area. They think I’m joking.”

“But you’re not.”

“No.”

* * * * * 
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HOUR 7

––––––––
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MATTHEW COULDN’T EVEN explain why he picked up the hitchhiker. Probably, thinking back, it was because he knew exactly this would happen. Her mouth was wrapped furiously around his cock, working up and down. He was pacing himself, trying not to cum. Last time he had cum—with Miriam, in the house—she had gone sort of insane. He didn’t want that to happen again. At least, not until he could drop the hitchhiker off.

Her moans filled the small cab of the car. In the thirty seconds that they spoke before she insisted on going down on him to thank him, she told him that her name was Natalie. 

She told him she had never sucked off anyone before. That she was a virgin. He believed it; she was a thick girl, and people were so stupidly petty and superficial. Her heavy tits hung down loose and smashed around his thighs as she worked his huge shaft. Milk dripped down from them, making her wet all over. 

He loved her girth. She would be able to keep up with his rutting, if they got to that. She’d be able to carry all kinds of his babies. 

So many. 

Filled into her thick body. 

Fuck yeah.

Hot precum shot up into her throat as he imagined making her pregnant. He could feel the orgasm tremble through her body.

Since Miriam’s house, all he had been doing was driving and trying to calm down. It wasn’t working. Several times, he almost ran into a few houses, knowing pretty women lived there. He knew so many pretty women as an insurance salesman. A lot of his knowledge had disappeared. Where the women were had stayed. He knew that if he busted in and showed them his cock, his giant hot cock dripping with precum, they would go crazy about him just like Miriam did. 

As he drove through one street, he saw Josephine on the lawn—the same Josephine that had knocked the door at Fitzgerald’s place. She was on her back, getting drilled by an eighteen year-old with a varsity jacket on his back. Next to him, another girl—presumably the young man's girlfriend—was finger-fucking her cunt. 

Driving past the grocery store, he saw a pair of woman openly slurping down a man’s cock, taking turns to worship his shaft. They seemed like they were in competition, but they were willing to play with one another. 

At a few locations, he saw military vehicles parked. But there were no soldiers around that he could see. Perhaps they were hiding. Waiting. The thought made him nervous. Whatever was happening was the kind of thing that the military didn't like. 

A hot, swimming sensation broke him from his thoughts. He was going to cum soon. Cum right down this lovely Natalie's tight, hot throat.

“Get ready,” he said to her. “I think it’s going to be...be a lot.”

There was no reason it wouldn’t be. Everything about his cock was more and more lately. It felt like it had grown another inch since meeting Miriam.

“A lot” turned out to be an incredible understatement. He came for thirty seconds straight. Thirty seconds of hot, unbridled, white goo shoving its way up into and then down the throat of Natalie. After the first five seconds, he pulled over into the nearest drive, his vision blinding with the heated pleasure her young mouth gave him as she swallowed everything she could.

Gasping for air, Natalie popped off of his thick rod. More spray hit her in the face. She slurped and gobbled it, her chest heaving, like she was some starving woman. 

Then she took the remainder and wiped it into her skin, like it was tanning oil or moisturizer. It absorbed neatly, leaving her skin healthy and flushed. 

And sweating. Both of them were sweating so much. His entire car was drenched. 

After a moment of perhaps partial sanity, she noticed the big, waving erection still in her face. Tentatively, she stuck out a tongue and licked it. 

“You’re...” she gulped. “You’re still hard.”

“I know.” 

For some reason, he knew that if he wanted to, he could just tell her to suck it again. In fact, he knew he could go further. It was a woman’s place to suck the cock of a man like him, after all. But her place was more than that. She was fertile; he could smell it. Her womb was ready for him, ovulating even. It would be ovulating for the rest of her life; he understood that intimately. She would be such an easy picking, so easy to fill with his babies...

Really, he was being nice by just settling for another blow job.

“Suck it again,” he said.

“W-what? But I...” she gulped, eyeing the dripping cock. More jets of streamy, white goo flooded down the shaft. Her hands frantically cupped around the shaft, licked even as she shook her head. “I can’t suck it again. I just did. I—” lick, lick, “I really can’t. I’m sorry. It’s delicious, but,” lick, lick, lick, “we really, I mean, I have a boyfriend, sort of. But he’s,” lick, moan, glaze, “I...is sucking it all you want me to do?”

“Get on my cock,” he said, “now.”

She gulped. “Yes, Sir.”

There, thought Matthew, that was better. All that whining. Nothing like a properly good cock to shut up a woman’s prattling mouth. Why was she talking, anyway, when clearly her lips were so well-suited for sucking.

Very dimly, Matthew was aware that he was changing. He never used to be able to get so hard so quickly. An erection was a thing that took time and cultivation, barring a few pieces of morning wood maybe twice a week. 

It took slow, careful effort and continual, regular stimulation to get a properly hard cock. Oh sure, he could cum without being this hard; any man could. You could even fuck a woman with a cock that was seven-eighths of the way there. 

But there was another type of boner, the kind that felt like it was bursting, the kind that made you want to have two cocks just so could use all over your possible power to stroke yourself at once. That was the sort of hard-on he had now, all the time. 

And as soon as he came, his cock had softened to half-mast for only fifteen or twenty seconds before immediately returning itself to that full, unstoppable hardness again, the kind of engorged cock that made him feel like he could fuck through concrete. 

With this hitchhiker Natalie adoring his rod, he felt like was fucking at her mouth, past her throat, rather than truly fucking anything that was her. She was an object, a means to an end. And that end was the most important possible end of all—for him to cum.

There had been other things he had been concerned about at one point. Making sales. Collecting premiums. Paying down his credit card debts and putting money into a retirement account. All of that seemed distant and unimportant now, the way that he remembered also getting worried about what tie he would wear at his high school graduation. Such things never mattered except in the moment, and he had somehow managed to make those unimportant aspects his entire life. 

There was only one thing that mattered. Cumming inside of women. That was it. And minute by minute, second by second, he felt his brain narrowing down on that singular, perfect purpose.

Looking outside, he realized slowly he had pulled over in the parking lot of a motel. The lights above flickered on as the evening's incumbent dark descended upon them. Matthew came, again, and Natalie obediently licked it all up, again. 

After she did, she seemed to notice where they were. The motel light overhead flickered, like a beacon. Like maybe one of those lamps you used to burn out flies. 

“You can...you can let me off here,” Natalie said suddenly.

“You sure? You don’t want a ride home or anything?”

She shook her head. “No. That's...that's a motel.” Her voice was as glazed and heavy as her eyes. “And probably some men with cocks. I think I’ll fuck all of them until I pass out.”

From her expression and her posture, she didn’t seem to understand what she was saying. She stepped outside, steps wavering this way and that.

“You’re welcome for the ride,” he offered.

“Cocks belong in my body!” she said, with the same cadence someone else might say “Thank you very much!”

Matthew shrugged. She was certainly right about that. She was a woman, after all, and all a woman really ever needed was a good thorough fuck.

––––––––
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AT EIGHT IN THE EVENING, he arrived at Mansetti’s, the one decent Italian restaurant in Kitowa. 

Corine had dressed hot for the date—though it was Corine, so really it was more her than the clothes that looked hot. She wore a tight blue dress and tall, tall heels that made her almost as tall as Matthew himself. Though he was, of course, still just slightly taller. That was right. That was good. A man ought to be bigger than a woman. That was just how things worked. 

Her dress was tight on her slender form, pressing the ample size of her bosom forward. He couldn’t see her cleavage, but the tight pull of the fabric on her body made every last one of her curves easily evident. He took her hand and together they walked inside the restaurant, not saying anything to one another. Her body wrapped into his, one arm draping across his waist and pushing into his bulge. Her hand gripped him there and did not let go. She did this in full view of everyone. 

Whatever was affecting everyone else clearly had already affected her. They were both dripping from head to toe in shiny, slick sweat.

The host, a pretty young redhead, greeted them with a confused look on her face. “Welcome to Mansetti’s,” she stammered. “Do you have...um...”

“Reservation,” said Matthew. “No. Give us that table.”

She gulped, inhaled deeply, and nodded, a happy glazed smile on her face. Good girl. Doing what a man said. That was right. She didn’t have a choice in the matter anymore. A man had spoken, and so the female obeyed. That was how it was supposed to work.

He and Corine sat down across from one another. Languidly, perhaps not even consciously, Corine’s calf slid onto Matthew’s. Ever so slowly, it slid upwards, until her foot pressed firmly into his bulge. 

“Corine,” he said, smiling a bit. “What are you doing?”

He was going to fuck her rotten. Why were they even here at this place? Why hadn’t he just put her in his car and fucked the mind from her? Perhaps it was the agreement they made—to have a date. It was important for a man to keep his word. That was very important. A man was known by his word.

Matthew was a man. He was a man. His cock was probably never going to be soft again. He had never felt so masculine in his life, looking across at this gorgeous young beauty and knowing without a doubt that she would end the night under his body and filled with his cum.

Her voice was distant. Her entire manner was distant. Glazed. “I don’t...know.” She shook her head. “My mind has been...I’m...I had to leave work earlier today because I couldn’t stop cumming. I had to shut the diner down. Dad was really mad. The first time in twenty years it’s been closed. I didn’t even know where the keys were to do such a thing. I just parked my car in front of the front door and walked home. I almost fucked my neighbor when he asked me how I was doing. He’s just eighteen. I...”

Her gaze locked onto Matthew now. “I know we’re supposed to eat or something before we fuck, but I really don’t care. I want it.” Her heel pressed harder on his cock. His cock bulged beneath the heat of her weight. “Now. Please? Give it to me?”

Matthew suspected this would happen. She was just a woman, after all, and his cock was really made for fucking women. 

In just a few moments, he had her outside the restaurant, in the back. He pushed her behind a dumpster and bent her over. 

Her slit was ready. Wet. Sopping, really. Waiting for him. Of course, he was already perfectly hard, and bigger than he had ever been before. Her cunt turned out to be a perfect fit for his gigantic cock. With relish, he thrust in and out of her young, beautiful body, holding nothing back. Treating her rough, squeezing her ass and pulling her hips tight against his pelvis. Jackhammering with abandon into her perfectly tight canal. His body sang, feeling her light form tremble underneath him. Every thrust inside of her pushed her pretty, smooth face against the side of the building. 

“Yes!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Thank you! Oh fuck! It feels so good, oh my fuck! Yes!”

The door of the restaurant slammed open.

“Corine!” It was a man’s voice. “Corine! Darla told me you were looking drunk or drugged or something. Sweating. A man took you outside...”

It was Samuel, the owner of the restaurant. A paunchy fellow wearing an apron with a bad slick-backed haircut. He crossed past the dumpster and saw the two fucking furiously. Some instinct kicked on in Matthew—protective of his new fuck. He had to mark her. Fill her. Right away, he started to cum inside her. No one else could have her. 

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, Matthew! Matthew, yes!”

Her orgasming body shook around the thick, giant shaft of his cock. He looked on at the intruder with a wicked half-grin. 

Try and take her now. Belongs to me. Marked. Mine.

“C-Corine...?” Samuel asked. 

She slid off from Matthew. Hot seed dropped down from her entrance. She scooped some of it up and licked it down.

“You have a cock,” Corine said to Samuel. “You have a cock I could suck right now.” She turned to Matthew. “Would you fuck me again while I suck him off, Sir?”

Without any hesitation, Matthew nodded. He definitely would. The poor girl needed lots of cock. It was only right to help her out. 

Samuel, for his part, looked scared as well as turned on. He backed away. 

“Corine...I’m...we can’t do this. I’m your neighbor. I’ve known you my whole life...”

“I don’t care. You have a big dick.” Corine closed the distance between them and squeezed his crotch. “Oh god, you really, really do.”

There was a car parked just beyond the dumpster. Quickly, Corine pressed Samuel against one side of it, and bent over at the waist. Slowly, her mouth enveloped Samuel's rod. He seemed powerless to stop her—or even to want to. His hands came down on her head, guiding her further in. A long flush crept up his neck.

Matthew pushed Corine's dress back up, readying his cock to slide back inside. His trembling, lubricated cockhead pulsed against her folds when the back door of the restaurant opened again. 

“Samuel?” 

Matthew recognized the woman. It was Samuel’s wife, Darla. She was a gorgeous young thing with long dark hair. Pencil skirt, white blouse with the top few buttons undone, showing deep lovely cleavage. Her skin was the color of olives, her eyes bright and green. Matthew wanted his seed inside her. He stepped away from Corine. Her mouth was full of Samuel—she didn't seem to mind.

“Samuel, what are you doing?”

Matthew, grinning, took Darla by one arm. “Come here for a moment.”

“Come with you? But my husband,” she pointed madly. “He’s...what’s that smell?”

“That’s me. Come here.” He gripped his cock for a moment, and then slathered Darla’s face with cum from his cockhead. Right away, all her protests stopped. Her thoughts did too, though Matthew didn’t know that. She became a lust-infected, feverish fuckdoll the second she tasted his seed. From now until the moment she expired, the only thing that would change about her willingness to fuck would be the intensity of the feeling.

Dazed, Darla followed him over to the car. He pushed her body up against the hood. This way, she’d be able to watch her husband while Matthew fucked her. A nice gesture on his part, he thought. The car shook slightly as Corine fucked her own mouth against Samuel’s cock. 

Matthew's cock rested on top of Darla's ass for a moment, spurting out more precum. Her hands slid over the thick substance, scooping it and shoving more in her mouth. She was like a bear in front of a honey pot.

Suddenly, afflicted by some mistaken case of morality, Samuel pushed Corine off his body. 

“Darla!” he struggled to shove his hard cock back inside his pants. “Fuck me,” he exclaimed, wiping his sweaty brow. Perhaps he didn’t realize his phrasing. “Come on, Darla, we’ve got to get out of here.”

But she only looked dimly at him, scooping up more precum from the fountain of Matthew’s cock, and filling her mouth with it. Her swallows were loud and full of moans.

“I’m going to get the car,” said Samuel. He  looked shaken. “I’ll come back for you in just a moment.”

Matthew sighed, watching him run away. They would have to move if he wanted any privacy.

“Come on,” he said to Darla and Corine, taking their hands. “Let’s get out of here.”

* * * * *
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RYAN LISTENED TO HIS earpiece for a moment. “They’re all in position, sir.”

“Thank you,” said the General. “What’s their status?”

Footsteps, harried and frequent, approached from behind them.

Martinez grabbed the General's arm, voice urgent. “You’ve got to call them off, sir.”

“Call them off?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Whatever for? They’re going to do a fine job.”

“With respect, General, they’re not prepped properly.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re just wearing gas masks. Aren’t they?”

“I was informed it was some manner of chemical attack. They’re wearing—”

“The attack, if you want to call it that, is viral. The virus is airborne.”

“Then the gas masks should be able to—”

“No, sir.” Martinez shook his head. “It transmits through skin. Through clothing. By scent and by body heat. By any which way. We don’t even know any more. It’s beyond us. We think it might be alien.”

“Alien? That’s...that’s not possible.”

“The bottom line is that we underestimated it, all right? Any men in there, you have to call out immediately and send to quarantine before it’s too late.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 16

––––––––
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DARLA, CORINE, AND a new girl—a curvy redhead named Trina—all knelt before Matthew, sucking on his enormous cock at Fitzgerald's house. Thick, heavy, creamy milk dripped down their luscious forms, its fertile flow inspired by his cock. 

His cock was definitely growing. There was no doubt about it anymore. He didn’t care very much one way or the other. His balls were bigger too—the better to create factories of life-seeding cum for as many women as he wanted. About five minutes before, he’d just finished fucking Trina. He was pretty sure he’d knocked her up. It was too bad she had a husband, but if he was such a husband, why hadn’t he knocked her clearly fertile body up already? Not Matthew’s fault, that’s for sure. Having a fertile girl like that in your house, wearing your ring, and not getting her as fertile as possible? That was a goddamn crime. He was like a crime solver; his cock was like a badge, or a gun maybe. 

Trina had arrived when they ordered a pizza. Matthew was hungry. When she arrived, he stuffed her mouth full of a handful of his cum and then had Darla and Corine tear off her clothes and lick her pussy while he satiated himself with the pizza and refueled his energy stores.

His girls weren’t hungry. They seemed satisfied to feed on his cum. That was how it was supposed to be. 

When he came, there were brief moments of clarity. 

He would realize he didn’t quite know what was happening. He would understand he wasn’t really in control of his body anymore, or his life. Something greater was at work; something that wouldn’t let him leave. He would consider it for a half-a-moment, but as soon as he did, he would take notice of the swell of Darla’s tits, or the curve of Corine’s ass, or the thick beautiful red hair of Trina, and he would forget all about it. Then, he would be lost again in the thick smells of lust and desire.

As the three girls warmed him up for yet another round of fucking, there came a tremendous, thundering knocking at the door. 

“Open up!” came the command. It was a harsh, masculine voice. “Open up right now! You’ve been quarantined! Everyone in town has to be escorted back to Rogers Army Base!”

“It’s more cocks...” said Darla, voice hungry. Her lips were wet with Matthew’s cum.

Giggling, Trina crawled to the door and opened it. Darla was right behind her. Corine, steadfast loyal Corine, stayed with Matthew. 

Behind the door were three figures. They wore military uniforms and gas masks. The soldier who burst madly into the house clearly was not ready for what he saw—and nor were the two other soldiers with him. They were Specialist Henkin, Specialist Cullen, and Lieutenant Powers. A man, a man...and a woman.

“Ladies, you have to come with us,” said Henkin. “There’s a quarantine in effect, and...” He gulped audibly. “Oh, wow, you are all very naked.”

Trina crawled up his leg. It was thick and muscular. Her body dripped with every hot sexual juice imaginable. Her hand snuck up into shirt, reaching to his belly. 

“Hey, that’s...” the soldier gulped again. “Hey. Don’t...”

He seemed to lose the power to protest as Trina’s arm moved up his chest inside his shirt. Skin on skin. Dooming him to a life of lust. He dropped to one knee, and Trina, giggling, pushed his gas mask off. 

Powers grabbed Henkin and pushed him to one side. 

“Get your shit under control, Henkin! This is serious! This is...” she looked at Matthew, who walked closer and closer, his erect cock bouncing in front of him. “This is really...hard.”

She gulped, looking around the room. Trina had pounced on the fallen Henkin, pushing his uniform off with ease. Next to her, Darla had wrapped her body around the skinny young Cullen, rubbing his gas mask into her tits. After only a few moments of this, Cullen stripped the obstacle off and let himself fall into the heated, sweaty, wet mass of her body. Her legs wrapped around his waist entirely as she littered his head with kisses.

Powers looked back at Matthew, who was right in front of her now. His cock dripped heavily onto her heavy boots. 

“What’s your name, sweetie?” his voice was deep and commanding. 

She giggled and almost curtsied in front of him. Then she stopped, shaking her head. Clearly confused. Clearly having no idea that she was ground zero in the lustiest place in town. 

“Ro...Rosalyn,” she said, her voice shy and deferential. 

He took the gas mask off her face. It wasn’t doing anything anyway. She giggled again, biting one lip as she looked at his powerfully built body and the enormity of the cock he now possessed. 

Just that quickly, the powerful lieutenant was gone. Remaining, for Matthew, was a handsome beauty of medium height and powerful build, her dark hair cut short around her forehead, and with nice big tits for him to grab. Which he did—which Rosalyn very urgently asked him to do more and more as he pushed his cock inside of her as they began to fuck on the floor.

Nothing could stand in the way of the virus. 

Very quickly, events started to break down. Any remaining clothes were stripped off quickly, and every available entrance was filled as needed.

In one corner, Darla gleefully rode on top of the younger specialist, Cullen. Her long hair shook vibrantly as she cheered and moaned, begging for his cum to fill her. In the other corner, Josephine grasped Henkin’s ass, shoving it into her face and taking his entire length down her throat. 

Henkin kept moaning out, “I’m sorry. Oh fuck, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry...”

Matthew got the idea the specialist was married. It was such a strange thing, marriage. His ability to understand it at all was going away. There were so many fertile pussies to fuck. Why would a man ever choose just one? Why would a hot, fuckable woman ever restrict herself to just one cock? Fucking was for everyone. 

He couldn’t think on it much. Rosalyn felt too good underneath him to really think at all. He fucked her into the corner of the living room, Corine right on top of him. The beautiful blonde was chanting.

“Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her in the cunt. Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her ‘til she cums!”

Over and over, her smile wide and happy. Of course it was a silly little chant—Rosalyn had cum several times already as Matthew thrust into her beautiful, military-hardened body. It felt beautifully firm underneath his thick fingertips as he ran them from one end of her torso to the other. Her abs pulsed with every new push of his huge cock. 

“I’m going to get you pregnant,” he said, slow enough for Rosalyn to really understand. “You hear me?”

Her body squirmed underneath him, cunt tightening on his shaft. “I...oh fuck. You are?”

Matthew could have laughed. Wasn’t she listening to Corine? Maybe not. Girls seemed to cum really hard when he fucked them—hard enough for their minds to go right out of their bodies. 

“You have kids?”

She shook her head no. “I’ve never even...I don’t know...oh god, you’re in so deep...”

His strokes remained casual, his heartbeat level. Fucking was as natural to him now as telling the time of day. “You want kids?”

There were tears streaming down her face now—tears of joy. It made her look pretty. She was smiling like she couldn’t stop, like she had just been asked if she would marry him. “I do. I really do. I didn’t before, but I do now, and I-I...don’t...understaaand...”

Her face contorted with another orgasm. Her mind happily gone away. Matthew, encouraged by this eager consent, unleashed with another gooey-hot load. His cum filled her tight cavern, overflowing it quickly. Corine got down on her belly and licked up every last bit of remainder that spilled out. 

For the moment, Rosalyn was sated. Matthew was still hard, though. His cock’s hardness was like a constant variable now, like anything multiplied by zero was also zero. Anything fucked by his cock was also impregnated by his cock. Corine was no exception. She slid her legs open before him, beckoning him with her fingers. 

“Gimme another?” she entreated, eyes empty and needy. “Please, Sir?”

Of course, Matthew slid right back into her again. He had about as much choice as she did in the matter. Their lust ruled all. 

* * * * *
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“YOU'RE TELLING ME THAT all of our available troops have been incapacitated?” asked the General.

“No sir.” Ryan shook his head. “I'm telling you they've all been infected.”

Martinez crossed his arms.“I told you so. I told you.”

“You shut up!” The General paced from one end of the room to the other. “This is all your fault! Your fault! You tell me how to fix it! You tell me!”

“We can wait for a cure,” said Martinez. “They might have one in, oh, three or four weeks. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, that's about how long it would take to infect probably half the nation.”

“God in heaven. Are you serious?”

“If we're lucky. Some projections, my own included, have it taking only half that time.”

“Then...what do we do? What do we do?”

“It's time to examine our last resort options, General.”

“You mean...bombing the place?”

“If you have any better ideas, General, you let me know.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 20

––––––––
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IN A MOMENT OF CLARITY after maybe his hundredth orgasm of the day, Matthew had decided to flee, taking Corine and Lieutenant Rosalyn with him. They took off in his car, Rosalyn’s mouth wrapped around his cock and Corine fingering herself in the backseat. 

It was close to dawn when he rolled up on the gas station to fill up his tank. He didn’t know where he was going, but he knew enough to know that he’d need a full tank of gas to get there. After a moment, he noticed that it was the same gas station he’d come to yesterday. God, had it only been yesterday? His mind was clouded so heavily with lust. With so few actual, analysis-requiring thoughts floating into his consciousness, time seemed to slow down considerably. 

Rosalyn and Corine were now in the backseat, and had been for more than an hour. They licked one another’s pussies with gusto. Just like he never seemed to run out of cum and precum, they didn’t run out of saliva or pussy juice. 

He exited the car. At the adjacent pump, a short man with a blond goatee waited for his girlfriend, who stood transfixed by something in the store. 

“Hey guy,” said the man. “Where are your clothes?”

Matthew ignored him. The sun felt good on his naked skin. Corine and Rosalyn exited his vehicle; Corine, automatically obedient, began to fill the car with gas. Matthew smiled as Rosalyn, clothes torn beyond recognition, descended upon the fellow. He barely had time to yelp before she was sticking her tongue down his throat. Matthew approached the girlfriend in the store, head tilted.

Behind the counter, the pimply faced clerk from the day before and a girl were rutting wildly. They looked like animals, almost. No expression of humanity or intelligence remained. The clerk came, and then came again, and the girl underneath him seemed to cum in time with him. Their orgasms were synchronized, like watches on a secret mission.

“Hey there,” Matthew said to the girl. 

She was watching the mating session with something akin to horror on her face. 

“They won’t stop. I’ve been here for five minutes, and they won’t...they won’t...” she had turned to look at Matthew. His naked muscles taut and completely exposed. His cock swelled to full hardness as he saw how pretty her face was. She had dark blonde hair that went down past her shoulders. “Oh, fuck.”

“Come with me,” he said, holding out a hand. He smiled.

“I think...” she gulped. “I think I should leave. My...my boyfriend...”

He could smell how fertile she was. There was no way she was leaving here without his load in him.

“You mean that guy?”

He pointed outside. The young man with the goatee was fucking Rosalyn on top of his car—like actually on top of it, fucking on the hood. There would be a dent, no doubt.

“Oh.” A flash of anger passed over her face, immediately followed by longer flashes of arousal. “Yes. Wow. He’s really...really getting her...”

Matthew slid a hand through her long hair. His cockhead pressed against her leg. “Where were you going?”

“My sorority and I. We’re having a camping trip. We’re not supposed to bring boys, but...I was going to...he wanted...god. He’s so deep in her...”

He took her hand, not waiting for her assent. “Come on.”

Obediently, she followed him into the car. To keep her calm, he placed her hand on his cock and let her stroke.

“You take a hit off of that whenever you need, all right, girl?”

She nodded. Her eyes were bright with need. His precum spurted out and she gasped. It rolled thick over her hands. Her mouth watered. It wouldn’t be long before she gave in entirely. She already clearly wanted to suck him deep. Corine got in the backseat, leaning forward and kissing the girl on the ear. She moaned, and then moaned again as she watched Corine’s naked body immediately start to pleasure itself in the backseat. The new girl stroked as she watched, matching her movements with Corine’s gentle self-administrations. 

“W-where are we going?” she asked.

“You tell me,” Matthew smiled. “Where’s this camping trip?”

Before long, the young man with the goatee finished inside of Rosalyn, no doubt infected as thoroughly as her. They smiled at one another, and, of course still inflamed with lust, began to fuck again. 

Those two didn't know it, but overhead, a plane at a very high, very safe distance dropped a bomb directly toward their location.

But by that time, Matthew, Corine, and the new girl were already well on their way. 

# # #
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* * * * *
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you're enjoying this sexy bundle, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *
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❍  Hour 1

––––––––
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ANNIE KEPT QUIET ABOUT her reservations about this spring break trip with her friends. They were all excited about visiting South Jefe Island, and Annie was too accommodating to ruin their good time. 

She, Josephine, Sara, and Rose had all piled into Sara’s gas-guzzling Rough Ranger at about seven in the morning and took off from Western University with Sara in the driver’s seat. It was a ten hour drive, and they were all in for the long haul. Annie, a natural morning person, wished she felt as sleepy as Rose looked—it would have been an easy way to pass the time. 

In the far back seat was Josephine, sitting by herself with her head drawn up between her knees. She seemed upset about something, but there was nothing for it until Josephine wanted to talk about it—Annie had learned that much in the seven months or so she had known her roommate. 

Rose was in the next seat up, alone in the middle row, and Annie sat in the navigator spot next to Sara. The brunette Rose snoozed lightly, her tight, child-sized university tee riding up far too high on Rose’s torso to be doing anything but showing off. Her shorts, spandex, clung fast to an ass that looked carved from beautifully polished cherry wood. 
Rose had a picture perfect body—something she worked for constantly in her bodybuilding efforts. She was tanned and immensely toned, her hair a vibrant shock of short red. Even so, she was always down on herself, unable to get rid of that last few layers of babyfat, and still retained plenty of feminine softness around her hips and face. 
It didn’t stop her abs from being a killer hot eight-pack, though—or her arms from being layered with sexy lean muscle.

The four friends all shared a suite at Western University. Annie didn’t know if she would call any of them her dear friends for the rest of her life, but they were all friendly and none of them had—miraculously—had a problem with one another in their tenure thus far. It seemed every other group of suite mates in their building was at each other’s throats by this time in the school year. 

But the four of them got along so well that they all thought taking the ten hour drive to South Jefe Island was a terrific way to spend time with one another. 

And of course, they each had some ulterior motives for the trip as well.

Sara was thrilled with the opportunity to connect with boyfriend after not seeing him in person for almost two-and-a-half months. Positively gorgeous, a cheerleader for the college football team, Sara was dark-haired and possessed beautifully youthful olive skin that made her seem immortal, somehow. Her weakness had always been boys, she would say, and Corey—the current boyfriend—was just her latest weakness.

Rose, their resident jock, a marvel at cross-country and weight-lifting, was thrilled for the opportunity to show off the beach body she had been sculpting for more than six months when the four friends originally planned the trip. 

Josephine and Annie—the “best friends” of the group—were just thrilled for the chance to get out from class and to have something like the traditional “college experience” that had been advertised to them so often as they grew up.

Unlike everything that the media advertised on television and movies, college was crazy heavy on work and studying. Beer fests that lasted for weeks and slip-n-slides down hallways—if they happened at all—were always more exhausting and annoying than they were some fountainhead to the primeval joys of new adulthood. 

Still, as Annie sat in the front seat, playing with the dashboard buttons, she felt nervous about what would happen. The brushy landscape outside passed by quickly—Sara drove fast.

The problem was that Annie knew she was going to be expected to drink during this spring break excursion. She knew that she would be expected to act sort of crazy, and maybe even get with a guy or two.

But that wasn’t her. That was craziness. She didn’t want to be with a guy; and especially not some random guy she didn’t care about. Annie was a virgin and proud of it. Sure, she no longer thought of herself as “married to God” as she had maybe a year ago—some time in her liberal arts college had cured her of that particular delusion—but her relationship with God was important to her, and part of that was retaining her virginity until she was good and married.

Most girls—even a crazy girl like Rose—could appreciate that.

But, what they had a harder time with was how Annie didn’t want to “party.” Oh sure, Annie enjoyed going to parties. And she enjoyed talking with people, and chatting, and playing games and socializing.

Where she started to feel left out—and wanted to be left out—was when all the drinking and wild times and smoking pot got involved. Even Josephine drank beer, and Josephine was like, the quietest, nerdiest girl Annie had ever met. It was partly what endeared her to Annie so much. 

Annie was a pretty young blonde at the stage in her life where being a pretty young blonde opened every social door a person could want. Her face was effortlessly cute; her hair long and shiny, hanging down past her shoulders; her body tight and toned from a lifetime of running cross country. Today, she dressed explicitly to be seen as cute—a tight denim skirt and a loose jacket attached tightly to her modest curves, displaying both attractiveness and, she hoped, the kind of naivete that turned men off.  

But having that many expectations that she should always be a pretty young blonde—that she should let that little inexact description be the exact measure of her life—was enough to drive a young woman up the wall. 

And so, with that cloud of expectations hanging over her head, Annie could already feel all the negations and declining that she would have to do for the next five days, and her stomach was slowly tying itself into a series of intricate knots as she turned over every possible situation again and again. There were myriad manners in which to disappoint her friends, for them to never invite her anywhere again, and all she could imagine, despite all her efforts, were the worst possible situations happening one right after another. 

Her stomach twisted slightly. The machinations of her mind often had very real physical effects on her body. An hour passed, and then two, and her mood only became more anxious.

She had to do something—anything—to take her mind off the gathering stress. Looking in the back, she saw Josephine with an odd, vacant look on her face. Josephine was probably the least pretty of the four, though that was a horrible way to think of anyone. 

Still, she was attractive—just mousy. She had foregone her typical extra-thick horn-rim glasses for the day for contacts, and the result was that her lovely face had more opportunity to shine. Her eyes were a bright green, her hair loose and brown. 

“Are you okay, Josephine?”

It took her some time to answer. Her eyes looked distant, as if she had been staring into a light for too long.

“Yeah. No. I don’t know.”

It seemed as though consciousness was slowly streaming back into her face now. But with it, so was a strange look on the petite, dirty blonde’s face—some kind of nervous apprehension that Annie had never seen. She turned the radio down, ignoring Sara's sudden glare, so she could hear her better.

“What’s up?” 

Annie was genuinely concerned. Josephine was the one who had convinced her to go on this trip. Her mood was always peppy and upbeat. It was distinctly unlike her to look so forlorn. 

“I had an incident with my study partner,” said Josephine. “It’s bugging me.”

“What sort of incident?”

Rose yawned and stretched, sliding up on her seat. “Something happened? Are we there?”

Sara rolled her eyes. “We’re only like two hours in, you weirdo. Josephine’s explaining how she went through some shit. What was it, Josephine?”

“Yeah, it was the weirdest thing,” said Josephine. “I was in my room, putting my stuff together. I was trying to hurry. And then I just like, sitting there, getting dressed, and my study partner, Karen—fucking note-copying partner is all, who’s barely said three words to me in a row all semester, fucking waltzes straight into my room and jams her tongue down my mouth. And puts her fingers in my cunt. And...”

“And?” Rose was shocked. “She did more?”

“Well...not really. It just lasted a few...I don’t know. Maybe a minute.”

“A minute?” Annie was baffled. “With her fingers...there?”

Josephine nodded. “I...I came.”

She shuddered. Thick beads of sweat dripped down her forehead. A ring of moisture had started around her sweatshirt. The other girls were all stunned. They had never heard of anything like this before. 

“It felt...really good.” Josephine licked her lips. “I didn’t think so at the time, but I really loved it. And it’s messing with my head now.”

“God, Josephine,” Annie shook her head. “That sounds so awful. How did you guys ever make up?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...make up?” Annie said again. “Like did she apologize?”

“This happened like, twenty minutes before we got on the road.”

All three girls exclaimed collectively. Sara swerved slightly on the highway.

“You can’t be serious.” Sara chuckled. “That’s so...weird.”

“And you still came?” Rose asked, in disbelief.

“Rose!” Sara barked. “Come on. That’s not really pertinent.”

Rose shrugged. It definitely seemed pertinent to her.

“Yeah.” Annie shook her head. “We need to like, get you home or something...right?”

“No,” said Josephine. “No, I want to go on this trip. I want to have fun, okay? I don’t want this to be a big deal.” 

One by one, all the girls said okay—and Sara in particular seemed relieved by Josephine's decision. Annie had a hard time with it—certainly Josephine needed some time off, some relaxation! North Jefe Island was party central, where no doubt there would be lots of dancing, grinding, groping, and god knew what else happening. 

Definitely not the place for a girl in Josephine’s situation!

“What’s weird is...” Josephine shook her head. “Like, what’s really weird is how I wanted her to do it.”

“What?” Rose asked, incredulous. She turned and faced Josephine entirely. 

“I mean I’m thinking back now, and remembering, and it’s like...the second she entered the room, I knew something was up. It was something in the air. And I could have left, or shut the door. But instead I stuck my ass up. Hoping she would...I don’t know. Do what she did, I guess. And she did. Slipped her fingers right in there. Kissed me. I wanted her to.” She wiped her head. She was sweating profusely. “I never wanted a girl to do anything like that until five seconds before she did. Until the second I smelled her.”

* * * * *
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MARTINEZ ENTERED THE fourth sub-level of the large military complex. It had been seventy-two hours since the outbreak began. Somehow, they had managed to keep the truth off the media.

More and more, he was hoping this the right decision. Maybe a full-blown panic would save some lives. It certainly didn't seem like any of their efforts were helping.

He entered the small laboratory and waved to the woman who greeted him.

“So, they put you in charge of studying the virus.”

“That’s right,” she said. He knew her as Wendy; they'd been colleagues in the past. Technically, she was Lieutenant Pound. “Do you have a problem with a woman being in charge of this problem?”

“Only if you have a problem with giving orders to a man.”

She smiled. “We’ll get along fine today, then. Is the virus contained?”

“There’s no way to know right now. We’ve shut down highways halfway across the country, but it’s Spring Break. People want to drive on vacations.”

“College kids.”

“Sure. But parents with school-age children as well. It’s a convenient time to take a leave of absence. Everyone is on the move. They don’t want to pay attention when the highways are shut down, and it’s been nearly impossible gathering the manpower to close all of them.”

Her face shifted.“We’d do better if we told the public the truth.”

“The truth? That a virus we created is causing people to fuck their brains away and god knows what else? I’ve heard women in Idaho were growing bigger breasts. We can’t tell them that. Better to tell them it’s just a flu.”

“People underestimate flus.”

“Yes, but they understand them too. They don’t panic because of the flu. And the word from on high is to avoid a panic at all costs.”

* * * * * 
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❍  Hour 5

––––––––
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JOSEPHINE HAD STARTED to finger herself. 

Because she was in the backseat, it was not evident at first. Soft moans. Gentle movements of her arm. A soft, heady smell slowly entered the air. 

Annie noticed the movements and the sounds almost immediately, but pushed them aside as after-effects of her friend’s trial before the trip began. Josephine’s eyes were closed, and so it was perfectly possible that she was dreaming. 

Not wanting to find out the truth, Annie did her honest best to stay quiet and ignore her.

But then the illusion broke. Rose, roused from her dozing by smells and sounds, peaked over the seat and let out a gasp. She shifted hard forward to the front of the car, as if repulsed by a force shield, and put her hands on Annie’s shoulders.

“She’s masturbating!” she hissed. “Holy shit!”

Annie put her hands in her face. “Oh, god. What the hell is the matter with her?”

“I don’t know,” said Sara, “but she better not drip on my seats. Those are leather!”

If Josephine heard them, she made no real indication of it. Soft moans escaped her mouth.

“Hey, Josephine?” Sara asked. “Doll? Are you feeling okay?”

“Y-yesss. Yes. Yes!” Josephine moaned, squeezing her eyes tight. “I’m doing so good.”

Her moans became frequent. So frequent, in fact, that they began to roll on top of one another, culminating in what was clearly an orgasm. The heady, lusty smell in the car intensified immediately. All the girls began to feel lightheaded as they breathed. 

Annie, who had never seen a woman’s orgasm before—who had barely even felt her own—found the site of her lovely friend’s explosion intensely erotic. Her legs kicked the seat in front of her, her lovely jaw shuddering with moan after moan. 

Finally there was silence. Josephine's head lolled backward. All three friends were stunned for a moment. 

Then, with a moan, she began again.

“God, I wish I could treat myself like that,” said Rose. “I don’t even get off half the time. I have to be in real dedicated airspace. Like, ‘all electronic devices off. Here are your safety exits...’”

Annie suppressed a giggle. This wasn’t funny. This wasn’t normal.

And yet there was some heat in the air, some strange hot feeling that she couldn’t ignore...she licked her lips. Sweat had begun to form on her chest.

“This doesn’t make any sense,” said Annie.

Sara nodded. “Tell me about it. It’s like she doesn’t even know we’re here.”

“Like, yesterday she and I were talking about how we were just curious about masturbation. We didn’t even have any idea how to do it properly!”

Rose snorted. “Really?”

“Shut up! It’s not funny.”

“No, it’s not. Masturbating is great. Why wouldn’t you—”

“Focus, Rose!” Annie snapped her fingers. “The point is that if we didn’t even know how to do it yesterday, it’s sort of a big leap to just...to just suddenly do it right in front of your friends with no thought for propriety at all!” 

Sara shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. When I first figured out how to do it, I was pretty well obsessed. I think I took a weekend. Maybe a week. Something like that. Orgasms on demand? Holy shit. It sort of fries the wires.”

“This bad, though?” Annie pointed at Josephine, who giggled wildly, legs waving this way and that as she stuffed her fingers deeper in her tight pussy. 

She had shed her pants entirely now. Clearly, they only got in the way. Her panties, purple and decorated with cartoon characters, remained on. They were soaked through. 

“Point taken.”

Rose slapped Sara on the arm. “You’re going to stop, right? We need to stop and get help.”

“No way.”

“Are you serious?” Rose was incredulous.

“Are you serious? I haven’t seen Corey in over two months. I am horny as hell and he is too stupid and way too hot to not bang someone else if our schedule goes wrong. This car does not stop for anything.” She looked at the dashboard. “Except gas. We’ll stop for that.”

They were all quieted for a moment as Josephine let out another series of rolling moans, this time followed by an intense, ear-splitting shriek of pleasure. She began laughing, the hot schlicking sounds of her efforts filling the small space. 

And then, eerily, Josephine began again. Her breaths were fast and frequent. The lusty smell in the car redoubled. Rose had probably the second-biggest set of breasts among the four, behind Sara, and her nipples were definitely hard inside her bra-less tiny tee. 

“Sara,” said Annie. “You have to stop the car.”

She snorted. “No. As if.”

“Sara, seriously. I think Josephine is sick. You have to stop the car. Something...something is wrong with her.”

Sara set her jaw. “Nothing’s wrong with her outside of her being crazy. And we can’t stop anywhere for crazy. There’s no mental hospitals on the side of the road, Annie.”

Annie huffed. “Seriously, Sara...why won’t you stop?”

“My man is waiting on me.”

“Your...your what?”

“He is waiting on me. He...” She shook her head. Beads of sweat trickled down her face. The A/C was on full blast. “You don’t have sex. You wouldn’t understand.”

“I have sex,” said Rose. “Try me out.”

Sara worked her jaw around and pressed down on the gas pedal. Annie noticed for the first time that they were going well over eighty miles an hour. They just passed a speed-limit sign posted for fifty-five.

“He’s going to break up with me,” said Sara. “I know he is. I can tell from his voice. The way he’s been writing texts. He’s going to leave me, and I have to stop him. I have to show him he’s wrong.”

Rose raised an eyebrow. “With your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“I mean, if he’s going to break up with you, Sara, then he’s going to break up with you.” Rose crossed her arms. “Fuck him anyway if he’s going to do that. You deserve better than some schmuck who would leave you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...look at you. You’re hot as hell. Do we really have to get into it?”

Sara straightened. “I mean, I wouldn’t mind...”

“Oh god. Fishing for compliments. Have we already started that section of the road trip?”

“What if we have?”

There was something purely slumber-party about Sara and Rose’s banter. Something that girls sometimes just did—reaffirming each other’s hotness in a world where so much seemed contingent on a young beauty’s ability to dazzle men. 

And yet, there was a heavy, sweaty sheen on Sara’s skin. And the way she kept licking those full, perfectly pursed lips. One of Rose's hands had drifted over her tits. It may have been incidental, but then the hand lingered there, rubbing ever-so-slightly against a nipple. Rose's hands flickered up the chair to Sara's shoulders. 

The interchange between them began to carry a decisively erotic edge.

“You’re totally hot, Sara. You don’t have to worry about a thing. I mean, god, that hair of yours? Ugh. I’d kill for hair like yours.”

Rose’s hand slipped up into Sara’s thick, voluminous locks. Her hair was dark, shiny, soft, and long. It always looked effortless. Her eyes looked a little glassy as she touched her friend.

“Shut up,” said Sara. “Your hair is fantastic. And you’ve got that bod to match.”

Sara moved a hand backward. It landed on Rose’s midsection, floating across the flat slab of abs there. Sara and Rose let out identical little muffled moans, which probably would have been inaudible except for how 

This was thoroughly strange to Annie. Something was happening. Why were they just...touching each other? 

And why did they seem so turned on by it?

Josephine let out a long, howling cry in the back seat. It sounded almost painful. All the girls shared a quick flash of alarm. Josephine had disappeared, falling down between the seat edge and the seat in front of her. 

Rose rushed to the back.

“Hold on, babe. I'm coming!”

Josephine met Rose as she climbed over the seat. “Me too.”

Wet with sweat, aching with forbidden lust, Josephine wrapped her arms around Rose, drawing her in with eager, happy lust. Her arms were slender but toned, her dirty brown hair strangely shinier and more golden than it had been before. 

Rose let out a little yelp before being drawn down to Josephine’s lips. The brunette moaned heavily, licking Rose’s neck with luster before slipping her lips over the other girl’s. The embrace should have only lasted a few seconds—Rose was no lesbian—but instead it kept going. 

Josephine acted for all the world like she was in love with Rose—like she had never seen anyone so beautiful or so gorgeous as the toned bodybuilding babe. 

But that wasn’t the strangest part. 

The strangest part was Rose’s reaction.

Annie was stunned to see Rose, slowly but surely, begin to kiss Josephine right back. 

The toned beauty let out a deep, throaty moan of excitement as her mouth melded with Josephine. Little movements of her jaw became insistent and needy. Their hands ran through one another’s hair, tugging and massaging, wanting ever more.

And Annie could tell, very quickly, that the two found out where their fingers could go inside each other.

“S-Sara,” said Annie. “Are you seeing this?”

“Yes.”

“It’s scaring me, Sara.”

“Don’t...” Sara inhaled deeply. “Don’t worry about it. It’ll be fine. We just...I have to see Corey. That’s all.”

But Annie was worried. Sara’s nipples tented her shirt, advertising young, ready sex. Her thighs squirmed on top of one another as she drove, and Annie—try as she might—could not stop looking at her friend’s hot cheerleader body.

Sweat ran down her own forehead. It tasted sweet on her lips. 

* * * * *
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“THE MOST PROMINENT form of the virus now is what we’re calling the Reproductive,” said Wendy. “Carriers are Rebeccas and Randys.”

“Reproductive Randy? That’s a little crass.”

She shrugged. “Well, you won’t forget it. The virus centers on male-to-female relations. So, the reproductive organs of men became larger and more able for sustained periods of reproductive activity. Their emissions are more volatile and have a remarkable amount of volume. Auto-lubrication in women is increased by a factor of fifty.”

“So, men become studs with giant cocks and women become walking puddle machines.”

“Now who’s being crass?”

“The situation calls for it.” Martinez paced across the room. “What if there are no men around for women? Or vice versa?”

“ It works on homosexual encounters, but it’s much slower to act. Without actual sexual contact, it can lay dormant for hours. But...”

“But?”

“Well, it won’t stay dormant forever. It seems to...understand is the wrong word, but it’s the one I’ll use. It understands that women kissing bring men closer. That men banging away in public will draw interested women. Maybe because they want in on the action, or maybe to break it up. But the actions draw a crowd. Keep them isolated with the same sex long enough, and sex starts to happen.”

“What then?”

She ticked off fingers. “Airborne pheromones increase. Sex rate increases. Transformation heightens and regresses both parties to a more primal, lust-heavy mindset. And...”

“And?”

“And it’s stable.”

“Stable? You mean they’re not burning out? The early cases had everyone dying after a day or two. These new ones aren’t dying?”

“Right. They’re remembering to eat. They’re drinking water. They’ve retained some loose form of consciousness.

“And this is the most prominent form of the virus?”

“Yes.”

“This is bad.”

“Yes.”

* * * * *
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❍  Hour 7

––––––––
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EVENTUALLY, THEY HAD to stop for gas. 

Rose, giggling wildly as Josephine’s fingers slid up into her cunt through her spandex tights, insisted that she go into the convenience store selling the gas and pick up some liquor. 

“We won’t be—ha—able to get any—haha—from the island. They'll card us for sure. And—ohh, god—without liqour, that means no boys.”

Somewhere in Annie’s mind, there was the recollection that was not exactly a bad thing. And yet, the thought of not having men around felt irrevocably wrong.

Outside, Sara filled up the car—her fingers gently urging the nozzle into the gas hole again and again, cooing at the thickness of the metal rod. Her thighs were wet. Annie tried to pretend it was condensation from a bottle of water, even though there weren't any in the car. 

As Sara did that, the others went into the store. Josephine, after making out wildly with Rose for hours, eventually seemed to return to some semblance of conscious thought. Her lovely green eyes were wild, almost drugged, and she seemed to have a pleasant, aroused grin permanently affixed to her face—but she was coherent. 

Annie only came into the store because she was afraid that Rose and Josephine would run away or something if she wasn’t watching them. The constant mother hen—which was a bit ironic, she knew, as usually it was the plainest, least-sought-after girl in a group who mother-henned the rest. 

With this group of deliciously built college sophomores, it was difficult to tell who was the plainest, but Annie felt sure it definitely wasn't her. For some reason, it felt nice—good, even—to compliment herself like that. 

She was hot. She was a hot teen. She deserved to be admired for that. 

The store clerk’s name, judging from his large name tag, was Aaron. He wore a tall trucker cap and a thick flannel vest, a stained white a-frame shirt over his broad, barrel-thick chest. He had a heavy beer belly and large swaths of black hair up and down his torso and arms. 

From the second Annie saw him, she felt weak. There was something unmistakably masculine about him, something she couldn’t run away from or ignore. Her tight, teenage body exploded with eager emotions, aching somehow to please him. She didn’t understand any of this—and she didn’t want to. Her mind was torn between embracing the feelings and running from them. 

Aaron, to his credit, did his best not to openly ogle the sweaty trio. All their clothes stuck to their bodies. Annie didn't know it, but she had sweated off close to a pound in the past few hours. She had never felt better. She bought several bottles of water—enough for everyone—and carefully didn't say anything to Aaron. 

She did not trust herself in front of such a manly man. She might end up sucking his cock for hours, for some reason. 

From the fridge at the far end of the store, Josephine and Rose gathered up several baskets full of liquor, all of it hard and clear. They brought it up to the counter, hand in hand.

Aaron raised an eyebrow at their bundle.

“You girls are joking, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“Ain’t none of you are a day close to twenty-one. I’ll lose my liquor license if’n I sell this to you.”

“Come on, mister...” Rose tugged her shirt down, revealing those hot, thick sweaty breasts. Annie felt drool form in her mouth at the sight. “Please?”

“Yeah...” Josephine giggled, sliding up next to him. “Can’t we come to some sort of deal?"

Whatever the man had been expecting, this was not it. Two beautiful, willing co-eds offering themselves up for his enjoyment was simply not part of his repertoire of experiences.

Annie could hardly believe it herself. And what she found flat-out impossible to believe was how terribly turned on she was from witnessing it.

“Deal?” Aaron said, his voice weak. 

Josephine advanced first. Her hands swept down his body, like she was luxuriating in every hairy, thick part of his arms and torso. As she nibbled on his shoulder, Rose pulled his pants down and immediately wrapped her pert lips over the quickly-hardening shaft he possessed. 

In moments, the situation had regressed to some strange pornographic scene. 

The two of them went to town on his cock, sucking it in tandem like it was some kind of holy instrument and the only way they would be able to earn their salvation was by coaxing as much cum out of it as possible. They moaned with orgasmic delight as they pleased him. 

Pleasing a man. It seemed so right. Annie felt flickers of jealousy attack her.

“Fuck!” Aaron shouted. “Oh, jesus, fuck, you girls are...god, you girls!”

A hot, vibrantly red flush had lit up his entire torso, from his chest up to his neck and crawling in parts just past his cheeks. He was going to cum soon. 

Cum all over her friends. 

Some part of Annie was horribly excited at the thought. But another part—a superhumanly logical part—knew that all of this was wrong.

Terrified, Annie tugged at Josephine and Rose. Incurably drunk on Aaron’s gushing precum, they went with no fight. Rose’s arm looped around a bag of liquor bottles on the way.  Aaron stumbled after the three, his cock throbbing with orgasm and pulsing out wave after wave of thick, ropey cum. Annie had grabbed her friends just in time. 

In seconds, they were back at the car. 

“Get us out of here!” Annie yelled to Sara.

Sara, licking her lips at the scent of cum on her friends’ lips, complied readily.

* * * * * 
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MARTINEZ HUNG UP THE phone and sighed. “That was the General.”

“What did he say?”

“It was hard to tell. I think he was getting a blowjob.”

“Oh.”

“From three different women.”

“Oh, god.”

“He was in the most secure station in North America. If it's gotten to him...”

He sat down. He stood up, sat down, and stood up again. 

“I think we're done, Wendy. I think this is it.”

For a moment, she looked at the pile of research files gathered on her table. All the beakers and test tubes surrounding them in the lab. 

“So now what?”

“I don't know.” Martinez put his face in his hands. “I don't know. 

* * * * *
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❍  Hour 9 

––––––––
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AFTER ALL THE MADNESS at the liquor store, Annie was rather terrified to go to the hotel at all.

She wasn’t stupid. She wasn’t completely without any sort of cultural or contextual awareness in her life. She was aware that some manner of event was happening. 

People didn’t just go magically sex crazy all of the sudden for no reason. And if they did, they didn’t make other people sex crazy just by kissing and touching them. That wasn’t how the world worked. 

It just...it just wasn’t.

By the time they rolled into the parking garage of Tropic Retreat Hotel, Sara had been touching herself as she drove for well over an hour.

“Just a little bit,” she explained. “It’s so hot in here, that’s all. I just really need to touch myself a little so that I can concentrate on the road.”

Her voice was soft and moany, full of lust and bad intentions. She sounded like she did on the phone with her boyfriend when she called him earlier in the day—weak, pliant, and submissive. That said, she did do an excellent job of letting them arrive safe, so Annie didn’t really know whether to complain.

In the back, Josephine and Rose continually traded their mouths between heavy gulps of liquor and long lick sessions on each other's cunts. They were orgasm factories. Annie had become somewhat inured to their sounds and smells. In a way, they were sort of nice. 

At the moment, her options felt limited. 

Clearly, she should go to a hospital. Let them know that there was an outbreak of some kind...some kind of sex virus happening. 

God, she felt silly even thinking it. But what then? Would they quarantine her? What if she was infected? 

She didn’t think she was yet, outside of being in the same car as the three clearly infected individuals, she hadn’t touched or kissed them or anything, even though she had wanted to really, really bad. She had been such a good girl. Such a good, good girl...

Such a good girl for a strong Man. 

As Sara brought the car through the hotel parking garage, Annie’s hands started wandering toward her crotch. With a huff, she pushed them away. She was not infected. 

She was just affected, that was all.

Though Sara clearly was infected. Annie didn’t know what to think about that. The gorgeous dark-haired cheerleader hadn’t touched or kissed Josephine or Rose either. So why was she acting so weird?

There must have been some...some spittle tossed through the air, or something. It landed on Sara’s skin. Annie had been very careful to keep her hoodie drawn up, face tucked inside of her hood and hands stuffed in her pockets for the entire ride. 

Yes. That was it. She was simply being more careful than Sara.

That’s why her nipples tented all the way through her brief jacket, and why she rubbed her warm, tanned thighs so hotly against one another. 

She had tried, during the trip, to press her face against the window and dream, but all her thoughts were sexy ones: 

Cops pulled them over and she was bent over the hood of the car, fucked furiously with her arms handcuffed. Or they picked up some big-dicked hitchhiker who sequestered them away to some mountain retreat where they all fucked and bred forever and ever. 

Right after parking the car, Sara leapt out and rushed into the hotel. 

“I’ve got to find him, Annie! Sorry! Check us in!”

That left Annie alone in the garage with the two cray-cray lovers. Great.

They were well aware of the situation. In the backseat their eyes glowed like those of a predator in the jungle.

“Join us, Annie,” Rose moaned. Her fingers were buried deep in her lover's cunt. 

“Yeah,” giggled Josephine. “If there’s three of us, we’ll land a guy in no time.”

The thought was sooo tempting. Annie gulped and did her best not to touch any part of her body. If she touched her tits or her pussy while the two spoke, she was certain she would fall into their arms and abandon herself completely to their wicked-hot lesbian love.

She left Rose and Josephine inside the car to lick one another’s pussies.

“Just...j-just lock the door when you’re done, okay?” 

They didn’t answer, giggling and licking with even more enthusiasm than before.

Annie rushed inside.

Once there, she found it relatively quiet. Shockingly so. Hallways were mostly empty. There was no thick smell of sex—except for the scent of her own heavy arousal, largely undetectable by her. 

The more she saw, the more was simply a plain—if full—hotel. Occasionally she heard riotous laughter or a television turned up too loud, or stereos blaring music. But no moans, no thumping furniture, no hot sweet sexy puddles of lust juice that she could fall into and lap up forever and fuck there was something happening to her thoughts, wasn't there?

Finally she made it to the entry, which was relatively unpopulated except for a clerk at the front.

“Hey,” she said to the front office clerk. He had curly brown hair, and clearly surfed on his off-time. He had that sort of tapered, hot build. Annie gulped. 

Oh, fine. If she was going to be infected by someone with a super sex virus, it might as well be him.

She shook her head. 

What was she thinking? No way!

“Can I help you?” he asked.

Annie had been staring off into space, imagining his cock as it fucked her against the wall. He could pin her easily, she thought.

“Oh, right.” She shook her head. “Sorry. I’d like to check in. It’s under Calhoun.”

After a few minutes, the clerk handed her keys to the room. She took special care only to grab the plastic card and not to touch his flesh—no matter how good she knew it would feel. 

“There’s nothing like, happening here, is there?”

“Happening?” asked the clerk. “How do you mean?”

“Just...the trip down, we had a lot of...nevermind.” Annie shook her head, smiling. “I’m just glad I’m back someplace normal.”

“There’s always a lot happening here,” said the clerk. “You know. It’s a party beach. So, there’s something happening, I’m sure. But I can’t tell you about anything unless you’re, you know, a little more specific.” He smiled. “Maybe I can show you myself? I get off before too long?”

Annie shook her head again. “No, I’m sorry. I’m just being weird. Blaaah.” She waved her fingers at her head. “I’d like to check in.”

Annie drifted happily upstairs, texting the room number to Sara, Rose, and Josephine. Maybe it was just a weird mood. Something to do with the air, or the end of finals, or something like that. Some way to relieve all the stress.

It was impossible to believe. She had seen too much that defied any sort of explanation except some kind of crazy sex-miasma filling the air. But it was what she wanted to believe. 

Once she entered her room, her fingers strolled down to her needy, moist cunt. She paid no mind, unable to process both what she desperately needed to think and what she desperately needed to do. Right away, her orgasm felt imminent. Her logical mind denied this inevitability firmly.

So she strolled over to the room air conditioner, turned it down to the lowest possible temperature setting and turned the air up to full blast, and made-believe that the heat in her body was just how she was getting rid of the stress for the day. 

She continued to believe this even as she daydreamed about the clerk skullfucking her into brainless oblivion. She kept right on believing as she fingered her hot, young teenage pussy with abandon, her fingers somehow knowing exactly what to do even though she hardly ever masturbated. 

Annie believed it would all be all right, this would all be some dream, as she screamed with agonizing pleasure with the cum of a lifetime—images of her own body pregnant and helpless, kneeling before the mammoth cum-leaking cock of some hunk who owned her cunt—before passing out with a contented smile on her face. 

* * * * * 
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“EVERY FEW HUNDRED THOUSAND or so will be anomalies,” said Wendy. “It’s only natural.”
“What do you mean?”
“Oh, someone who doesn’t get turned on. Or who gets turned on but doesn’t lose their minds. Or, who is turned on, but able to turn down sexual advances. That sort of thing.”

“One in every few hundred thousand.” Martinez shook his head. “Does that mean there still might be a chance at civilization?”

“If we’re very, very lucky.” 

He walked over to a small cabinet in the corner and pulled out a bottle of scotch. 

“What are you doing?”

Martinez shrugged. “Well. The military is mostly infected now. That means the government isn’t far behind. Maybe some towns will shut themselves off in a quarantine. But I imagine it won’t work too well. It’s just sex, Wendy. How many lonely folks out there wouldn’t love a virus that guarantees them to get laid? What guy—seeing the effects—would resist for long? Bigger cock and plenty of women to hump it. You wouldn’t be able to pay your mortgage anymore, but...”

“Why would you care? Society’s gone.”

She grabbed a glass and had him pour. They both blanched at the taste.

“This is stiff,” he said. 

“Yes.” She nodded, urging him on. “Pour me another.”

* * * * *
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❍  Hour 15

––––––––
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AROUND TEN AT NIGHT, Josephine and Rose made it into the room. Annie fell over her bed as they arrived, hiding between the bed and the wall. 

She didn’t know what was wrong with them, but she knew she wanted none for herself. Her dreams had brought no relief—just more thoughts of furious, terribly hot breeding.

Not just fucking—breeding. Getting fucked so hard and so furiously that she wouldn't have any choice but to be a hot preggo mom for the rest of her life. Becoming her Man's personal baby factory, his babybump sporting fuckslut made to suck him off whenever he breathed. 

Barely awake and definitely not conscious enough to resist, Annie had been fingering herself nonstop since she first came after entering the room. Every fantasy grew on the last. Her lips felt thick with saliva and want as she imagined, again and again, a hot white load shooting up inside her virgin cunt. 

She could not see Josephine and Rose clearly, though she did catch a few reflections on the window. The sounds she heard filled in the sights. The two giggled madly, putting on new clothes, making out while they made one another as hot as possible. 

“I'm going to get fucking preggo,” Rose bragged. “God, look at me.”

Rose, in her tight, hard bodybuilding body, looked fabulous in a hot pink minidress. It clung to her ass like a second skin. Her tits were far too heavy and big to be safely worn in the dress. Her cleavage was a valley between two soft mountains. There were wet stains in front of her nipples, like she was milking. She probably was.

“Yeah.” Josephine nodded. “Both of us, probably. Maybe by the same fucking stud.”

“Mmph.” Rose grabbed her lover. “That would be sooo hot.”

Josephine, such an innocent looking beauty, wore hot cut-off denims and a loose, sweat-sticky tanktop. 

Neither of them wore bras or panties. 

Within a few minutes, they left, leaving Annie alone once again. 

But, there was one big difference now.

Somewhere in all the madness, Josephine had tossed her pair of panties—the ones she wore on the roadtrip, the ones now thoroughly soaked with her juices and probably Rose’s saliva—across the room. They landed right on Annie. The smell was intoxicating. Her body felt like it was on fire, imagining where those panties had been. 

On Josephine’s pussy. So very close to that sweet, hot, young innocent cunt, so juicy and ripe and ready to be broken in by a real Man. 

Annie gulped. She wasn’t going to touch herself. 

She wasn't going to attach those panties to her mouth like a gas mask and finger her thoughts away until the only thing she knew anymore was that she was a hot fucking bitch and she was ready to get pregnant yesterday. 

No. 

Annie was going to stay in. She was going to look forward to hanging out at the beach tomorrow. She was going to have a great time there in her modest, sensible swimsuit. And she was not, not tonight or the next night or any night after that, going to touch herself. It simply wasn’t going to happen.

That’s why she wasn’t holding Josephine’s pussy-juice soaked panties. She wasn’t. They were just...underneath her bed, on the side, between her and the wall. So that she could touch them every so often. 

Her door came open suddenly. A huge shape filled it. Annie, half way on top of her bed again, screamed.

“Hey, calm down. Calm down, it’s all right.”

It was a man's voice. A Man's voice. He flipped on the light. 

“Listen, it’s cool. You don’t have anything to worry about.”

He had thick blond hair and a hot beard. His body was naked—totally naked—and his cock leaked out heavy precum down to the floor. Everything he said, everything he was, announced his pure authority in every single matter in the world. He was a Man, and Men were in charge of everything that women did or felt. 

That's just how the world was.

“Oh.” Annie nodded. “Okay.”

“I just really want to fuck you, that’s all. I could smell you. Smell how you needed a good fuck. And the door was open. So...”

Somehow, Annie had enough rational thought to be enraged at this over-simplified explanation of the invasion of her privacy. 

“So what? Get out of here!”

“You really don’t want to fuck this?”

He started stroking his cock. Thick pre-cum poured out from its immense length even faster and with more thickness than before.

Oh god, thought Annie. Oh fuck, that's so...that's so fucking sexy.

She could do it, she knew. 

Fuck that cock. Get herself pregnant. Nice and big and preggo. God, huge, too, not just a little bit but enormous. 

“I....I...yes.” She nodded finally. “I’m sure. I don’t want to...want to fuck it.”

He shook his head. “That’s too bad. You could go to town on my cock. All night, if you wanted. You could fuck me until you weren’t thinking about anything at all. You could fuck my cock...and I could fuck that pussy.”

It was such a shamelessly straightforward request. Annie’s heart pumped as she saw the cock, licking her lips. Her hand sank down to her cunt. Slowly, searching blind, she found the hot little nub of her clit. 

Right away she felt a response. Pleasure attacked her brain.

“Fuck, I can smell you.”

His cock was streaming hard now, raging upward. It would break her in half. She wasn’t sure why that was bad.

Gobs of drool slid over her lips, making talking hard. The purpose of the drool was hard to ignore, so thick and slippery as it ran down her chin and into her tits. She would use it to lubricate his cock even more than it already was. She hoped she started milking soon, like she had thought the others girl were. Then she'd have even more lubrication...

“I’d get you pregnant for sure,” said the hunk, stepping closer. “This other girl I fucked, I forget her name, but she was pregnant right away. I think she’ll deliver in about a month. I don’t...” he stroked his cock. Thick spurts covered the cheap carpeting. “I don’t know how I know that. But I do. She’ll have triplets.”

Triplets. Even that little word, all that promise, was enough to make Annie moan. 

“Please...” she said, backing up against the bed, “Please. Go away. I don’t want it.”

The man shrugged. “Your loss, babe.”

A few minutes later, Annie heard some startled voices next door as the door banged open—and then, after a few cries of protest, some resoundingly pleasured screams for more.

* * * * *
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“SO THEY’RE REPRODUCING, right?”

Wendy nodded. “Yup.”

“So...”

“So what?”

“Well, what happens?” Martinez waved his glass around. “I mean, they’re creating infected children, right? What will they be like?”

“I don’t know. Something...something irresistible, I expect.”

“How do you mean?”

“The entire point of this virus is to reproduce itself. So, we can imagine it will learn, as it progresses, what features best suit it to advertise sexuality. Thick muscles. Bigger dicks. Bigger breasts. Wider hips. Enhanced fat-burning capabilities. Endless sexual juices. We’ll be living in a very strange, very different world. Probably ten women to every man.”

“Because that one man can get them all pregnant, right?”

“Y-yes.”

“Are you all right?”

She shifted. “Of course.”

“You look flushed.”

“It’s nothing. I just...it’s a startling thought. A very alluring thought, given the right mindset.”

“Maybe so.”

* * * * *
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❍  Hour 18

––––––––
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ANNIE HAD TO LEAVE this place. Her plan was to find Corey’s room and steal Sara’s keys. She would apologize later, maybe. But something told her that she wouldn't see anyone here ever again. They were all going to fuck on this island for the rest of their lives. 

She walked down the hall, her clothes absolutely soaked in sweat. Her skin had taken a warm, healthy sheen. Her white shirt was plastered to her tits, and she had to keep tugging her skirt up so it didn't reveal the hot wet globes of her ass. 

Outside, everyone was having sex. Thousands of young, hot teenagers had swarmed upon the island in recent hours, caught by the same Spring Break fever as the four friends in the Range Rover. 

Now, it had turned into what might have been the largest orgy in the history of the world. Women were on all fours, begging to be bred by any passing stud. Men with cocks as long and thick as beer bottles strutted around, slapping the asses of the women they wanted.

From a window, she could see the beach. It was like a throb of humanity, all of them on their backs and bellies. Cum covered the sand with such thickness that it glinted in the spotlights. In the distance, a helicopter wavered drunkenly, flying entirely too low next to the powerlines. No doubt the pilot was getting sky-head from some lucky tart. 

In front of the hotel, women were bent over the low-rising walls in a row, asses naked to the air. There were at least fifteen of them. Three men had claimed all fifteen. Bruises covered the men’s faces and bodies where they fought off intruders—claimants to their throne. The twitching bodies of the fallen tried to crawl away to safety. 

Soon, Annie realized, those three would turn on each other, and then one supreme stud would have all fifteen hyper-fertile beauties to himself. 

Her throat gurgled as she tried to keep herself from moaning the idea in the stud she found the hottest. He'd no doubt be grateful. 

In the lobby, now populated by three rutting couples, she approached the hotel clerk. Something about him was off.

“I need to know where someone is staying.”

He nodded dimly, not seeming to pay attention. 

“His name is Corey Perkins. Can you look him up, please?”

The clerk, instead, twisted the computer around and gave Annie full usage of the monitor and keyboard. Now that it was shifted, she could see what was distracting him. He was driving his cock hard into the mouth of an eager young woman in a bright orange swimsuit. Next to her, another beautifully tanned blonde sucked his balls, hoping to earn his load either down or in her belly. 

“They can make room,” said the clerk. “They do whatever I tell them.”

The girls underneath him moaned their assent. 

“N-no, thank you.”

Quickly, she looked through the computer, trying to make sense of the registry. Words and numbers were so hard. She was just a fuckpuppet babe who needed a hard cock inside her. Why was she reading?

But she fought through these sensations, and soon found her target—Corey Perkins, Room 415. 

The clerk, clearly turned on by Annie's presence, tried to grab her—and she just barely slipped away in time. 

Inside the elevator, she tried to breath. 

It helped if she slid her fingers across her clit and thought about big, healthy cocks filling her full of more babies than she could even imagine. That made everything better. 

* * * * *
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WENDY SHOOK HER HEAD. “There’s no hope of stopping it anymore, is there?”

“I don’t think so. I think whatever’s going to happen now is going to happen everywhere. It’s simply evolving too fast. We can’t keep up. By the time we have a vaccine for one strain, it will have developed fourteen more.”

“Are we the only ones left here? In this place?”

“I think so. Most people left to go keep their families safe. Some wanted to...well, you know.”

“See if their families were infected?”

Martinez smiled grimly. “Or if their crushes were. Or local celebrities. Or sororities.”

“God. We’re all just animals, aren’t we?”

“Yep.”

She stood up, wavering drunkenly. “I’m going to have a walk around.”

“Want a refill before you go?” He shook the bottle, nearly empty. 

Under the cabinet was another bottle. She poured him a glass and took the bottle for herself. 

* * * * *
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❍  Hour 19

––––––––
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IT TOOK HER AN HOUR of careful walking and sneaking to get to room 415. The elevator powered down when she was on the third floor. There had been an explosion outside—perhaps that helicopter pilot hit something essential on his way down.

Luckily, the door was jammed open from a puddle of furiously sticky cum. In a pile right next to the elevator lobby were three women and an enormous man, his unconscious body still boasting a precum-spurting, totally hard cock. One of the woman, clearly asleep, suckled on the side like it was a pacifier. 

Light fixtures were broken everywhere. There had been a lot of wall-fucking. She snuck from one part of the hall to another, trying desperately not to get caught in line of sight from any of the many open doors. 

The infected had figured out, apparently, that if a door was kept open, it increased the chances of random sex beginning. And that was clearly all that mattered now. 

She knocked on 415, hoping desperately that she could overpower Sara and steal her keys before much thinking happened. 

Annie heard a soft, throaty voice from inside cry out, “I’ve got it, darling!”

It was Sara who opened the door...except it wasn't.

Her hair had somehow grown. It draped down her back like a rich, gorgeous blanket. Her body was covered in cum-plastered lingerie. A smile, permanent and empty, was affixed to her face. 

“Annie!”

Sara reached in for a hug, and Annie deftly moved aside. 

“I just want the keys to the car, Sara.”

“Keys?” Sara shook her head. “I hardly know how to drive. That's man stuff. I just want to snuggle up and suck his cock while Corey drives.”

“But you had the keys. Please, give them to me.”

Sara smiled wildly. She didn't seem to be listening. From deep inside the room, Annie heard cries of orgasmic pleasure.  

“I figured how to make sure he doesn’t leave me for another woman, Annie.”

Sara's body was so devastatingly beautiful and distracting. Annie wasn’t sure how she could deal with it. Every last inch of her beautiful, olive skin was shining and gorgeous. She had on tall heels for some impossible reason. They looked like they belonged to a stripper. 

“I-I’m so happy for you, Sara. But could you put...p-put some clothes...”

Beyond Sara's glimmering, wet, luscious form, Annie saw the unmistakable glint of keys in a pile of clothes on the floor. Miraculously, seemingly unlike most of the room (and probably the hotel at this point), they were not covered in piles of cum.

But as she leaned forward to look, Sara slipped her lips over Annie’s, lustful and needy. A hot, desperate moan escape Annie's mouth.

Sara.

Tasted.

So.

Good.

After what seemed like an eternity, the hot tongue-locking ended. Sara stroked Annie's hair, staring at her with an open plea.

“I just have to give Corey as many hot women as he wants. Josephine and Rose were so happy to comply. Won’t you help too?”

That was why the voices inside seemed familiar. The words were incoherent—barely understandable babbling about being more pregnant than an angel—but now Annie could hear who they belonged to easily. 

She couldn't end up like that. There was no way she could end up pregnant, even if she would be perfect with a big fucking hot babybump on her front. 

With a scared series of yells, Annie pushed Sara back into the room. She fell with a giggle. Annie grabbed the keys from the pile of clothes and scurried down the hallway, struggling with every step not to run back.

Her cunt was so hot. How was her cunt so hot? She had never even been aroused before yesterday morning! Why was it that all of a sudden all she could think to do was sucking and slurping on big, long, furiously hard cocks—to ride huge dicks until her orgasms melted her brain into butter? 

At the elevator, she saw the man who had been unconscious was awake again—and covering yet another woman in his cum. She bathed in it like it came from a fountain. 

Squeaking in fear, Annie rushed onward to the stairs. She could get out there. 

Not looking where she was going, she ran hard into someone in the stairwell. They both tumbled for a few steps—but the other person caught Annie and pulled her close.

It was a man. Annie gulped.

It was a man with a devastatingly perfect body.

“H-hi...” Annie managed.

“Hey.”

He let her go, suddenly aware of his hands.

“You're not...you don't want to fuck me?” he asked.

God, she really did. He was fucking hot. His hair was curly and brown, and his eyes a deep, somber blue. There was a clear, unmistakably huge bulge in his jeans. 

The fight left her like air from a balloon. She was so tired of running. There was a sort of biological chunking sound, somewhere in her body, as she submitted in totality. 

“No,” Annie lied quietly. Drool splattered to the ground from her lips. 

“It's been weird. I don't know if you've noticed.”

She gulped, trying to clear her mouth. “I have.”

“Yeah...this lady, she just...she tried to blow me. I couldn’t stop her. I came right down her throat. She called me Daddy. She wanted me to get her pregnant.” 

“Pregnant,” Annie said, her voice distant. “Blow you.”

Somehow, she was on her knees. He was such a fucking man. How was she supposed to stand when there was this Man right in front of her?

“Oh god,” he shook his head. “You've got it too.”

“Got it...”

Her hands drifted weakly up to his zipper. Pants were so difficult. She wished he was naked.

“You're way cuter than her.” He stroked her hair. She felt an orgasm incumbent just from that gentle touch. “Maybe if...maybe just for a bit...to calm down.”

Sensing her trouble, he undid his pants and brought out his cock.

It was twice as big as Annie had thought. Thick. Slippery. Pre-cum oozed down.

Her mouth was on it in an instant. She wrapped her lips all the way up to his crotch, like a sheath to a sword. Another instant, and he was shooting his load directly down her belly. The force of it was monumental. It pushed her off of him for an instant and then covered her face and chest in deep, thick layers of the perfect goo. 

“F-fuck,” he moaned. “That was fast. Fuck. Fuck...your legs. Why are you spreading...oh.”

She reached up and guided him down inside of her. 

“Need cock,” she said quietly. “Gotta get preggo. Gotta do it.”

The fact that she was a virgin was totally forgotten. Her body seemed to know exactly what to do. Her legs pushed him inside of her slippery wet entrance with ease. His cock was enormous, and yet even so, she felt very well-equipped to take him inside. 

The cock was hard already. It shoved up into her with ease. She was made for this. That's what she thought, again and again, as he powered into her body. 

Made for this. MADE for this. Made for this.

“Y-yes!” she moaned, cumming right away. “Yes, baby! Yes, Sir! Get me fucking pregnant!”

“Y-yeah,” he said, voice slowly becoming more sure. “Yeah. You slut. You hot fucking bitch. I'm gonna make you pregnant forever.”

His body was like one throbbing slab of muscle. Every part of him was ripped and delicious. She needed so badly to belong to him. It was all she had ever wanted, she realized. This is what God wanted for her. 

At his words, she came. And at the next thrust of his cock, she came. And as he shot his incredible load inside of her cunt, she came. 

It was going to be hard indeed to imagine a time when she did not cum. 

He did not take long to empty himself, but she did not care. Something told her he had reserves and reserves of cum waiting for her.

First, he had to get her pregnant. Then they could have the hours-long fuck session they needed. And he had gotten her preggo. So much cum, so warm inside her belly. She was sure that she belonged to him totally now. 

For some moments afterward, he paused, breathing hard on top of her. His thick, perfect load had filled her completely. A great mess of cum splattered down to the floor beneath them, exiting from her pussy.

“Why'd you stop?” she asked, eyes completely innocent. “Want more.”

She urged him forward with her legs, pulling at his buttocks.

He smiled, taking a hand to her throat and guiding her up even further down his cock than before. Her orgasm blinked away words she wouldn't have to use anymore, like “No” and “stop” and “don't.” Other, more important words were reinforced; words like “please” and “yes” and “sir” and “always.”

Now, they would take their time. 

* * * * * 
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AFTER A LONG ABSENCE, so long that he began to think she had left, she re-entered. A vial was in her hand.

“What’s that?”

“You know what it is.”

He gulped.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am. I found the one I liked the most.”

“That you liked the most? This isn’t shopping, Lieutenant!”

“Wendy. My name is Wendy. Say it. Your name is Antonio.”

“Yes.” He sighed. “Goddammit. We can’t just give up.”

“Sure we can. I’ll take some of this,” she shook the vial, “enough of it so that I’ll forget all about wanting other things in about thirty seconds. I’ll be cockhungry and obedient. My hair will get longer. My skin shinier. I’ll be a sexy little fuckpet for you to play with.”

“You’re already lovely, Wendy.”

“Thank you. Now I’ll be lovelier. I’ll be a Reproductive Rebecca”

“Should I take some too?”

“You know it doesn’t matter.”

There was a gentle scuffling sound as she opened the vial. 

“Mmm. It smells like raspberries.”

“Are you just going to—fuck. You just drank it. All of it.”

A soft tinkling as the glass shattered on the floor.

“God,” she said. Her voice immediately breathy. “I think...I wonder if...I...” she giggled after a moment. “You have a cock.”

“Fuck. That worked fast.”

“Gimme cock. Want it.”

“Let’s just slow down a second. Fuck, you smell good. I just have to—”

Her body fell on his. He did not resist. 

“W-wann it, though.”

“Oh fuck. Oh goddamn, I’m hard as a rock down there. Christ, this works fast. Christ. Christ...you feel so good.”

* * * * *
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❍  Hour 27

––––––––
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THEY WERE IN THE STAIRWELL, using their discarded clothes for padding on the platform between sets of stairs. His cock was inside her still. Annie didn’t remember when he had started.

In fact, she couldn’t remember anymore when he had not been inside of her. Her whole life, it felt like, her whole existence revolved around having this amazing cock inside of her young, fertile body. It was so big, so strong. It had held up her entire weight as he pinned her against the wall. He fucked her just by moving his hands back and forth on her body. He fucked her by choking her and bouncing her up and down on his steel rod. Never before had she felt like such a woman. 

Used. Abused. Taken. And fertile.

Oh, fertile, yes. The thought made her tighten her already tight grip on his massive cock as it pushed deeper into her folds. She was so fertile for this wonderful man. She would be as fertile as he needed. Annie loved the thought of her belly swelling up for him. His cock’s incredible product emptying itself into her body, again and again, so much so that she wouldn’t have any choice but to be the most pregnant woman alive. God, maybe she’d have triplets. Quintuplets. Octoplets. More. So many more—she wanted them. She wanted to spread this amazing sensation of love and lust everywhere in the world. 

She wanted him to fuck as many women as he wanted. She’d trap them for him. She would do anything so long as she got to keep feeling this cock—so long as others got to feel what she felt.

His cock throbbed inside her now. Her consciousness floated on top of a tidal wave of constant bliss.

“Hey,” said her love. “I wanna know something.”

They both huffed slightly. Annie was between mind-melting orgasms. He wasn’t cumming and thrusting furiously into her cunt. There was a slight pause in the action, the first since they had begun their insane ritual rutting.

“Yes Sir,” she said. “Anything.”

She loved him. She loved him so much. It was God’s will that they were together. It was so perfect. There had never been a match more completely made in all of heaven, she knew. There was not a doubt in her mind. There was so little doubt in her mind that she could barely articulate that there wasn’t doubt; even the knowledge of the lack of it would have been too much. 

“What’s your name?”

She giggled and stroked his chest. “I’ll tell you as soon as you tell me yours.”

He laughed then, and as he did, his body shifted. The shifting of his body encouraged his cock inside of her to move, and any words that he said were drowned out suddenly in new waves of blissful ecstasy. 

The Man on top of her let the question slide away under this new torrent of lust. 

Ah, well. They had more important things to do than know one another’s names. 

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative – New Model
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I love my wife. 

Honestly, I do. That’s part of what makes today so fucking difficult. 

We’re standing at the door, together, hand in hand. Our house is small, but in the years since we’ve bought it, we’ve done our best to make it our own. We added a garden with a lovely stone walkway, and installed a new kitchen with  marble tiles, and in this entryway that we stand in now we’ve put in beautiful wide-panel wood flooring that we spent months picking out. The sunlight that comes in from the window over the door shines brighter now, reflecting off the glossy varnish of the floor, and even with the lights off, in early morning, our house is sunny and welcoming. 

Paying for the upgrades was difficult at first, after the Protection Act made it illegal for women to hold jobs outside of low-salary, gendered positions like secretaries, nurses, and teachers; but then there was the Equality Act that raised male pay across the board by fifty percent, so things evened out a bit. That a lot of that extra money is built off the backs of women forced into indentured servitude positions at government buildings is something I try not to think too much about. 

Joan, my wife, wanted to close all the windows. Lock the doors. Take off; maybe leave the country. 

I said, Honey, they’ll lock us up.

They’re going to turn me into a slave!

You know I won’t let that happen. Let’s just take this...thing for a day or two and then try to start sending her back. Tell them it’s not working out. 

Everyone we know has one and it’s “working out.” The new wives are pregnant inside a week! You’re not even supposed to know you’re pregnant for like a month, and somehow—

Then she was too upset and had to sit and gather her thoughts. She doesn’t do well with being upset; her heart beats too fast and her vocal chords close up. Her adrenaline shuts down her brain; a lot of panic reactions to very basic things. It’s something we’ve had to account for, especially now when so much of society panics her. 

Joan is a lovely woman. Brunette, blue-eyed, and with an easy wonderful smile when she bothers to show it. She’s put on a few pounds over the years, but who hasn’t? We’re nearing middle-age together and we eat plenty healthy and do some vigorous erotic cardio a couple of times a month. 

She’s also never been able to give us a child, despite us trying. That means we’re at the forefront of the Party’s efforts to boost the population. 

I tried to dress up a little for this event, a button-up shirt and tie and suit trousers; Joan dressed down: sweats and sneakers. She refuses to see how important it is to just play along, to not be noticed by these sexist maniacs in charge of things. 

We hear the car drive up, and then the engine stopping. There’s a shuffling of car doors and equipment being unpacked. Joan’s hand on mine is a death grip, otherwise I’d peek out the window. Maybe greet the new girl outside. 

Why be a snob, why be an asshole? She’s probably just as unhappy about this as we are. Why would anyone want to dissolve our marriage? 

Finally, the knock. It’s delicate, yet firm. A patient ringing of the doorbell one time. So far, it’s playing out just like the video they sent us to prepare us—Joan says “to indoctrinate us”—for the arrival; I can imagine the perfectly manicured nail pressing just so on our ringer. 

I move to answer the door, and Joan tugs me back.

“Don’t,” says Joan. “Please.”

She’s been crying a lot and it shows. Her hair is a mess. Puffy face. No make-up.

“We have to,” I say. “You know we have to.”

She’s holding back tears, again, but she nods. 

Outside, Ingrid waits patiently and attentively. She’s wearing the standard Trophy Wife Initiative outfit; the one they show you in all the billboards and political ads. A bright white dress with tall, tall red heels. The dress is strapless, held together with frilly sheer shoulder-sleeves, and hugs tightly to her substantial breasts. 

Her cleavage on full display; her clavicles shining and prominent, like arrows pointing down to the mind-boggling, gravity-defying globes of her tits nearly popping out of her tiny dress. Legs that go on until the next election, polished and shiny and inviting like the rest of her. Her hair is golden and blonde, framing her face just so and draping down to the halfway point of her back. Every minute movement she makes encourages her hair to shimmer, like visual wind chimes. 

Bright, happy, obedient, vibrant blue eyes stare possessively at me. She holds a small custom-made purse at her waist, drawing her shoulders together and of course making her posture all the more invitational. 

She is clearly young—the profile they sent ahead of time let me know she was eighteen. And her youth—her gorgeous, mature, knowing youth fucks me up straightaway. So much of her life ahead of her and all of it devoted to me. One cannot help but compare her youthful vibrant beauty and the dour, sour, pissy, doughy appearance of Joan.

Fuck.

She’s like every crush of every celebrity or supermodel I’ve ever wanted, all rolled into one amazing, bright-eyed package, staring at me with all the adoration of a long-lost love. Like she’s written me one hundred and forty-four sonnets a day for eighteen years and now she’s finally face-to-face with me. Confidence oozes from her, but also wanton lust. Arrogance, but also whimpering submissiveness.

Fuck.

I nearly say it out loud. I want to. Right away, Ingrid makes me want to do things. But Joan is right there, and I love my wife—even if she’s not technically my wife anymore and the only way I could get them to let her stay in my home was by filling out a fifty-page application for her to become my domestic servant—and I can’t embarrass her like that.

“Oh, darling,” says Ingrid. “I’m so happy to see you. May I please come in?”

Her voice is so svelte and smooth and sweet, it’s hard to describe exactly. It’s like the form of the perfect female voice given shape. 

“Yes,” I smile, holding out a hand. “Please. I’m Frederick.”

She slides my hand around the small of her back and hugs herself tight to my body. One long leg pushes up my thigh and hip and I can feel how automatically wet and warm she is from my presence. 

“I’m so completely lost for you, my love.” Her plush, powdery lips brush against mine.  “I’m so glad to meet you.”

Her voice is low enough that it seems like she might be trying to keep Joan from hearing, but it’s obvious Joan does. My wife—my real wife, Joan—groans in frustration at this display. I can feel Ingrid smiling against my cheek, sliding her lips down against my chin and jaw before drawing away. Her tits remain firmly pressed against my chest and she turns to Joan. 

“You’re the servant girl, right?” She doesn’t wait for a response, pointing outside to the veritable mountain of luggage she brought along. “There’s my bags. Won’t you be a dear and help?”

She says it specifically, as if Joan herself is the help—which I suppose, technically, she is. 

Joan stares daggers at me, and I try to withdraw from Ingrid. It’s like attempting to pull myself out of quicksand, though. Maybe quicksand that’s in love with me from being grown in a lab somewhere in North Dakota; or at least, that’s where the rumors say they grow these girls. 

I’m about to say I’ll help too—but then Joan, shocking me, withdraws from my grip and nods. 

“I...I’ll help.”

Even she seems surprised at having said it. 

“Dear?” says Ingrid, snaking around me further and giving my ass a light, delighted squeeze. “What is it the help should say when given a request?”

She asks this to me—I’m the one who matters to her, but it’s directed at Joan and we all know it. Joan gulps. She watched the learning video, same as me, but there’s no way she actually says it, right?

“Remember, love?” Ingrid smiles gorgeously. She does everything gorgeously. “This is a Party Family now, and I’ll be making weekly reports.”

Joan looks down at the ground and lets out a long, pained sigh. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

Ingrid smiles brightly. “That’s so much better.” 

Then I witness a small transformation. Ingrid is so close to me—and so impossible to look away from—that I can see her every expression. The bright, expectant smile she has on for Joan shifts into a superior, smug sneer watching Joan go and fetch the bags. Then she turns to me, and the sneer fades, smiling again—but this time genuinely, nothing fake like the one she delivered to Joan.

“Now,” she says brightly, tits heaving into my arm, her hands massaging one of mine. “I know I’m a bit late for brekky, but would it be all right with you if I made you brunch, Husband?”

* * * * *
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BY LAW, WE HAVE TO sleep in the same bed. If we don’t, she’ll report us. 

I try to play it cool. I usually sleep in the nude, an old habit from my single living that Joan encouraged. She said she liked the warmth of my skin on hers, even though she usually slept in t-shirts and pajama pants. 

But instead, tonight, I’ve got on a full set of silk pajamas I bought specifically in advance of this. I’m waiting in the bed, on top of the covers, content to treat this like the imposition that it is. 

All I have to do is resist Ingrid for a few days. After that, per the law, I have every right to dissolve the arranged marriage on grounds of irreconcilable differences. 

How hard could it be? my past-self thought. Joan and I spend several nights a week without having sex; I don’t even have to make it a full week. 

Well, let me tell you, past-self, you fucking moron. You’ve been served and waited on hand-and-foot all fucking day long by a supernaturally, hyper-gorgeous woman genetically designed to turn you on. She insisted on spoon-feeding you the ice cream she made—by hand—and that was only after insisting on snuggling up against you for the entire evening while you watched the game. 

Yes, Ingrid insists a lot. She doesn’t say she’s insisting, and she doesn’t sound like she’s insisting, but golly, she sure gets her way: 

Please, Husband, won’t you let me slide the spoon in your mouth? I want to see how your tongue works. I’m sure it’s so talented. I’m just so in love with everything about your face. You won’t deny me this simple pleasure, will you? I’m sure I’ll be less clingy in a few days, though gosh, it’s so hard to imagine how when you’re so perfectly handsome. Won’t you please, please let me just try out sliding this delicious ice cream I made just for you into your mouth one time? If you don’t like it, we can stop, I promise. 

Her voice, her insistence, feels like she’s confidently and knowingly stroking the cock of my brain. And all the time, no matter what she says, her cleavage is on full display, the incredible impact of her L-shaped jawline utterly shaming the best of any attempts Joan has ever had in looking sexy for me. And that’s just her jawline—let alone her tremendous thigh gap, her perfectly fit and thin and defined arms, her total lack of hair anywhere that isn’t her scalp, the shiny soft supple nature of her skin...

Fuck.

All day, Joan was kept in the adjoining room, most of the time. On call. Once or twice an hour, Ingrid would call her in to do something menial—refill our drinks, dust a piece of furniture, fetch a blanket. Joan would obey, crying and puffy-faced and furious, but meekly issuing out a Yes, Ma’am nonetheless. 

And all the while, Ingrid crawled all over me, all day long, stroking my legs and whispering in my ears. Putting herself on display for me, and showcasing herself against Joan. To be honest, some of it is rather fuzzy. I think something have been in the food—

“H-husband? Is it all right if I join you?”

She appears in the doorway connecting the bedroom to the bathroom. Her form—cartoonishly perfect with its long legs, narrow waist, fertile hips, and expansive bust—is clad in scorching hot white bridal lingerie. Her hair, somehow utterly perfect, soft, and smooth despite the long day of sliding her fit young body all over mine, drips down to one side.

I realize now it was quite a mistake to not order her to turn all the lights off. We should have been in the dark. 

But then I wouldn’t have been able to see this. This gorgeous lingerie-clad teenager brimming with lustful love just for me.

“Fuck. Yes. Fuck.”

The words escape my mouth before I can bring them back. 

She struts to the bed and slides in and before I can say anything, she’s snuggling against me. My cock is hard, straining, eager for her touch. It’s clearly tenting my pajamas. 

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of a man like you,” she whispers, clinging tight to me. “I can’t believe it. You’re so obviously virile. We’re going to make such good babies for the party. We’ll be the absolute image of the Perfect Party Family. You’re so strong and handsome, how could we not?” 

She strokes my cheek and then my chest, massaging my pecs. She’s whispering in my ear, but each time she speaks, her lips are wet. Like she’s kissing the words as they enter my brain. 

“Now, Ingrid. Listen. See here...”

“Is it all right with you that I’m a virgin?”

I can’t help it. I groan. I had heard rumors, but for a girl like this, so fucking sexy, to be a virgin...

“Is it okay that I’m just barely eighteen?”

Fuck!

“I just want to make sure it’s okay.” Her hands slide across my crotch, fingers dancing against the thick shaft of my cock. “I need to know you think it’s perfectly acceptable that I’m as gorgeous as I am, and a virgin, and only just eighteen, and absolutely obsessed with being your loving, servile, obedient wifepet. Is that okay, my love?" She locks eyes with me. "I'm going to be beautiful for such a long time, you know."

My hips clench and thrust involuntarily, and she definitely notices. 

“I know you must have fucked so many girls, Husband.” The thought makes her bite a lip and close her eyes, like she’s just eaten a rich piece of delicious chocolate. “I know I’m just your latest conquest. How could you not have fucked so many? It’s obvious how virile you are. Did the serving girl bring them to you nightly, like she should have?”

She means Joan, of course. I try to bring myself back to this conversation. She’s steamrolling again, like she did all day. 

“No. Nothing like that. You have to listen, see, we’re not—”

“That’s ridiculous.” There’s fire in her voice and eyes now. Anger. “Why did she think she deserved you? I’m clearly much more beautiful than her. Aren’t I, Husband?”

I groan. I don’t know how to answer that. 

“It’s true, isn’t it?” She insists. “It’s hardly insulting to her if it’s just a statement of fact, isn’t that so? Would she really be insulted if you acknowledged a simple, biological fact—that I’m built better than her?”

Ugh. Joan is a realist. I suppose it wouldn’t be so bad...

“No. That...that’s not so bad.”

“Then would you say it? I’m more beautiful than the help, aren’t I?”

Fuck. The poison in her voice when she mentions Joan, it makes me so lusty. Like any married couple, Joan and I have had troubles. There are old wounds. To be promised that those wounds don’t matter—that a gorgeous eighteen year-old virgin is desperate to suck them away from my life... 

My head swims. 

“Yes. Yes, obviously you are. But that’s not the point. You see...”

I trail off, looking deep into her eyes. Somehow, even in the dim light, they’re bright and shining blue. Something...something in them makes me lose all my train of thought.

“When it’s just us, just the two of us, Husband? May I please ask you a favor?”

“Yes.” Her thigh is thin and slender and pressing on my cock. 

I don’t say the Anything, but I mean it.

“May I call you Master?”

I groan. This is too much, too fast, too far. She’s so serious, so committed, so needing and perfect and beautiful. 

“Did I say something wrong, Husband?”

I shove my head under my pillow. “No. Nothing wrong.”

“Would you like to consummate tonight?”

“No.” I try to think of what Joan says sometimes. “I have a headache. I’m sorry. Tomorrow, maybe.”

“Yes, Husband.”

She slips away from me just so—though I can still feel her obvious nearness—and begins to moan softly. After a moment, I hear the gentle, unmistakable sounds of her long fingers pleasuring her pussy. 

“Wh-what are you doing?” 

“I have to cum, Husband.” The schlicking sounds continue apace. “Didn’t you watch the video? If I don’t cum at least nightly, I’ll expire. And I can’t have that. I’m so understanding that you’re not ready yet to fuck me stupid and breed my young, fertile, teenage body full of your babies. But I do need to stay alive, don’t I?”

She continues to finger herself through the entire explanation, her voice becoming softer and breathier all the while. I groan and turn away again. Of course I remember the videos instructing me on this part—on her needing to orgasm. They put it in a more sterile way, of course. Something about “enjoying the wifely pleasure of knowing her total patriarchal submission at least once nightly.” 

I don’t know if Joan has known the “wifely pleasure” even semi-annually; she gets really in her head about cumming. It’s hard not to take it personally. 

“Oh, Husband...” Ingrid begins to moan. One of her hands reaches out wildly for me, taking a hold of my arm. “Oh Husband! Husband! You’re so strong!”

Her voice gets louder and louder. I think of Joan in the room next door; she’s sure to hear her. 

“Husband! My Husband! My strong, strong Husband! Oh my King! My King! My Husband King! Oh my god, yes!” Her body bucks now, thrashing wildly in the bed. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you, yes! Yes! Yes! Oh Husband, yes!”

She throws herself into me and I can’t help but hold her. Her cumming, thrashing body slides up and down on my cock. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Yes, my King!”

This perfect example of feminine beauty is rubbing herself all up and down my stiff cock. All that’s between her sparkling hot, bare wet cunt and my huge throbbing member are her lingerie and my pajamas. My cock pushes hard against the fabric against her cunt—she’s guided it there. 

I can’t help it. She’s so fucking hot. Her tits are right in my face. She’s whispering everything I've ever wanted to hear. I've got to blow.

“You don’t have to fuck me,” she whispers. “But you need to cum. Please cum. Cum with me. Oh my god, please cum with me, Master. My Husband. Please?”

I can’t help myself. I had no idea it would be like this. Her submission. Her need. Her beauty. Moaning, gasping, in marvel at Ingrid's beauty, I unload, spilling my seed all over the front of my pajamas. She cums at the same time, and I can feel her pussy pulsating on top of my exposed cock. 

“Thank you, Master,” she whispers in my ear. “Thank you so much. Thank you, Daddy.”

Purring, sighing, and raking her teeth across my shoulder, Ingrid curls in close to me and the two of us drift in what is lawfully described as marital bliss. 

* * * * *
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I WAIT UNTIL SHE’S firmly asleep and then sneak downstairs, away from her gloriously sexy, warm body to do something, anything, to alleviate my erection. 

Yes, I’m still hard. I don’t understand it. I came as hard as I can remember ever cumming. Usually it fucks me up for at least half a day or even more. Now I’m sporting the thick, hot wood of a porn star. It’s stubborn and sensitive.

Joan is waiting for me downstairs in the breakfast nook, already glaring daggers at the tent sticking out from my pajama pants and the dried mess around it from my cum and Ingrid’s juices. 

“We didn’t fuck,” I say quickly. “I promise. I held off.”

“Didn’t stop her from enjoying herself, did it?” She looks contemptuously at my cock. “Or you, I suppose.”

“Hey, this is not me enjoying myself. This isn’t great for me either, you know.”

“Oh, yes, I’m sure it’s truly painful to be attended to like the grand sultan all day. When are you going to submit that recension form?”

I sigh, sitting down across from Joan. “You know I can’t yet. I have to wait a few days. Let them think we gave it an honest shot. Then I’ll send it in—”

“—And who know when they’ll even answer it? The next day? I doubt it. If we’re lucky, it’s a week.”

“Then it’s a week, then.”

“And what if it’s a month? Longer? You’re already barely keeping your hands off her.”

“I can’t help it, babe. You’ve seen her. You’ve...you’re doing what she wants, too.”

“That’s...” she straightens. Tears suddenly in her eyes. God help me, it makes me even harder to see her difficulty. “That’s different. You don’t understand. I can hear her voice in my head, reverberating, it’s so loud, and it doesn’t go away unless—”

“An employee meeting, I suppose?”

Ingrid appears in the kitchen, turning on the surface light over the stove. She’s wearing heels, still, and the lingerie, but with a soft pink robe to cover up. Although “cover up” means her cleavage is still peeking through and her legs are on full display. Really, it’s just one more ornament on the ornament. 

She has a cup of coffee in her hand, and smiles as she struts over and hands it to me. She gives me a kiss on the cheek, and I know it’s for Joan’s “benefit.”

“I really don’t want the help sitting at my breakfast nook.” She sneers at Joan. “It’s improper. Got that, dearie?” 

Joan, like a robot, stands up and backs away. Her face flinching, like she’s been struck. 

“Y-yes. Yes ma’am. Sorry, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”\

I can see how much she hates obeying Ingrid, and how much she hates not having a choice. The threat of Ingrid’s reports would land Joan in a re-education camp or worse. And even beyond that, I think it’s something biological, something in Ingrid’s voice or smell that makes Joan—

Ingrid sits on my lap, grinding her petite, well-formed ass on my throbbing cock. Her tits directly in my face.

“I think that will be all,” says Ingrid, “don’t you, dearie?”

Joan waits just a moment and then retreats. I can see the tears forming in her eyes; my heart goes out for her, but my cock stays right on target with Ingrid. I’m still so fucking hard from earlier; how do you sit in a bed next to a gorgeous woman cumming herself stupid, calling out your name, and not be hard? I don’t know what to do.

Ingrid is so much fucking prettier than Joan. It’s so hard to ignore when they’re side by side in my sight line, and Ingrid knows it, and shows it off constantly. And god help me, that makes turns me on too. 

Joan is right. I don’t know if I can make this celibacy last a month. I don’t know if I can make it last a week. 

I look down at my coffee; there’s swirls of cream inside. 

“I don’t take it with milk, actually.”

“Really?” she smiles, guiding the cup up to my nose. “Won’t you give it a try? I prepared it especially for you.”

It goes down smooth, warm, and calming. It’s the best coffee I’ve ever had.

* * * * *
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LESS THAN AN HOUR LATER, I’m in the bathroom, just finally having extricated myself from Ingrid and cumming into a few pieces of bathroom tissue. 

I tried, I really did. I tried even to say her name. But I couldn’t think of Joan when I came. I could only think of my wife—only Ingrid. 

It’s like she has a spell on me. 

And my cock...my cock is just as hard as ever. My orgasm was intense; I felt the streams of my cum barely restrained by the tissues in my hand. But even after washing my hands, drying off, and taking a few deep breaths, I’m still incredibly hard. I don’t know entirely what to do about it; my first thought is to go talk to Joan to see if she’ll help. She’s mad at me, but maybe she’ll see reason. If I’m this hard around Ingrid, there’s no telling what will happen. 

But when I open the door, Ingrid is there. I’m not even all the way surprised. 

“I don’t want you to think you have to do that by yourself,” she says, tsking just slightly. 

She lets her robe drop down and somehow, she’s even more stunning than she was before. In the pale light of the early morning, her beauty is utterly captivating. Warm, inviting, sympathetic. She knows I’m in need. A good wife. 

“I don’t want to fuck,” I say lamely, barely meaning it.

“Shhh,” she says, pushing me against the door frame. “I know. Let me take care of you.”

Her hand wraps around my cock. Her grip is warm, soft, and sure. She’s stroking before I can say anything, and by the time I can, I don’t want to anymore. I’m exhausted and horny and she’s gorgeous and holy fuck her tits are so huge and inviting...

“That’s it,” she whispers. “Look at my pretty titties. They’re just for you to look at, you know. Well, for you to look at and others to see and be jealous of. Jealous like that old hag is jealous of me. Have you seen the way she looks at me? The venom in her eyes? She hates me so thoroughly and it’s all because I’m taking what’s hers. Only she was never brave enough to take it for herself, was she? She should have been calling you Master. You like it, don’t you?”

Her lips are pushed against my chin and cheek and lips; she’s kissing me with every word.

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, Master. I’ll call you all that the time, Master. She was too cowardly to give you what you want. But I’m not. I’ll give it to you all day. Every day. All the time. I love it. I’m not placating you. It makes me wet. Feel.”

Her free hand takes mine and wraps it around her firm, tight ass, pushing my fingers against her cunt. God, she’s tiny. She’s sopping wet. Gasping now, she keep stroking and starts kissing me full on the lips. Her tongue sliding through to mine. God help me, I start kissing her back. 

After a while, I force myself to pull away. She tastes so good. Nothing should taste as good or as sweet as her. 

Her eyes shine with sympathetic triumph; she knows she's getting her way, but she isn't not going to hold it over my head. God, she's a good partner.

“You resisted, darling. You resisted for so long. They tell us in training that most men won’t even last an hour. You did your best. You were so strong. No one could have lasted as long as you. You’re so strong...I have such a strong husband. Did she ever tell you how strong you are?”

I groan. “No. Never.”

“I love you, Master. I love you like she can’t or won’t. I’m so eager, so needy for you, can’t you see that? Doesn’t it make you hard?”

We kiss for a long time. My fingers slide easily into her warm, wet folds, and I try to ignore how it’s just inches between my hard cock and her willing, needful cunt. 

I try. God help me, I try. 

“We can’t...fuck...”

“I know, darling. I’m an obedient wife. I obey my Master.”

I groan. 

“So we’ll take it at whatever pace you want. But you want to cum for me, don’t you? Don’t you want to cum right now?”

My hips are spasming. I really do. 

“Cum for me, Master. Please? Please cum for me? I’ll lick it up, and—”

It doesn't take much. I only went to the bathroom because I was already so painfully close. I lose it, and cum once more. She pools her hands in front of the spray, gathering it all up even as she kisses me deeply.

Then, as I breathe and recover, I watch her lick it up off her hands, hungrily. 

“Master is so kind to give me breakfast,” she says cheerily. “Give me a few minutes to clean up, and I’ll make yours, yes, Master?”

I nod, head spinning. I would have agreed to anything; I’m lucky all that's all she asked to do. 

* * * * *
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A WEEK OR SO LATER, I’m sitting in the living room with sports on. I’m only dimly aware that I used to not even watch sports. But something about seeing men hit each other draws me in, gets the juices flowing. 

It’s the arena stuff, the one without pads and with all the weapons. Hellball. The national sport ever since the Party took over, you know what it is. Deaths are common, injuries even more so. At work, I wear a red pocket square in my suit to signify my team. We’ve divvied up the cubicles so that all our teams sit next to each other; there’s more Reds than anyone else and it’s easy to growl and snarl at the Blues and Greens. 

They’re such fucking pussies, the other colors. It’s hard not to take advantage. Yesterday morning, I shoved a Blue into the copier and emptied his wallet before high-fiving another Red. 

I was so fucking hard I had to call Ingrid to tell her what I did—she thanked me, told me how proud she was of me, and talked me off while I jacked off in my cubicle. I have to call her at least three times a day, otherwise I’m too fucking horny to get any work done. 

Ingrid sits on top of me as I watch the Reds clean house. She’s already finished making dinner for the day—she makes such beautifully elegant, lovely dinners, and I eat every last morsel—and she snuggles me and strokes me. 

Usually in the evening, she’s in the living room waiting with the sports already on; by the time I sit down, feel her gorgeous teenage body up, and adjust her so she can stroke me comfortably, I forget that I originally wanted to watch someone else. 

She seems to like the Hellball as well. Strong men hitting each other for the enjoyment of a crowd. 

You’re stronger than any of them, she moans in my ear. You could take them on. You could take each one. You’re so strong, Husband. I’m so lucky to have such a strong Husband. Have I told you how lucky I feel, all the time? It makes me want to cry sometimes, I’m so happy and grateful. Only I don’t have to, because I’m allowed to stroke you off whenever you need.

This is the compromise position we’ve come to. I won’t fuck her, but she can give me soulful, loving handjobs a few times a day. There’s one to wake up to, one before I leave for work, one when I come home in the midday for lunch (I can’t seem to stomach anything that’s not her cooking these last few days), one when I come home from work for the day, the one now—after dinner—that is so thoroughly excellent and probably my favorite, and one before bed. 

That’s not so much; it’s certainly better than fucking her outright. Just what, two or three a day? 

Numbers are getting difficult to keep track of lately; probably a problem with my job as an accountant, but Ingrid figures if it becomes a real problem I can just bully one of the stupid fucking Greens to do it. They’re all such little nerds and made to do the menial work of Reds like me.

After two or three days of the stroke routine, I did start to let Ingrid suck me dry at the end. I’m not a monster. She seemed to need it so much. But just at the end; I’ve got principles. 

It’s not really a blowjob, even if she stays latched on long enough at the end for me to get ready to cum again and sucks me all the way through. And Ingrid pointed out—rightly, she’s pretty sharp—that my cock has been growing like the rest of me, and if she strokes me with her hand while she sucks the other half of my shaft, that’s still basically just a handjob. It’s all above board. 

Joan agrees, though it’s kind of simple to get her to agree to anything these days.

She’s a shell of her former self. She’s been losing weight—I don’t think Ingrid is remembering to feed her like I’ve asked her to, despite a few stern talks about it—and there are heavy bags under her eyes. Her hair is going gray around the temples, and her cheeks are gaunt. She looks like a war prisoner. 

Two or three days ago, she pulled me aside and talked to me in a very urgent whisper.

We’ve got to get rid of her. Do something while the paperwork is filed!

Right. The paperwork. 

I wasn’t thinking straight; it was just about time for Ingrid to come stroke me. When I get hard, my thinking gets real loaded and lust-drunk, and all I could really think of were Ingrid’s tits. She had been wearing this tiny little pink sweater...

You filed it, right?

Well. It’s a lot of pages.

You’re an accountant! You said you did paperwork for fun! 

It’s a lot. I’ll get to it. It’s been busy.

Do you love her?

What? 

It’s a simple question. She’s jacking you off ten times a day. Do you love your new “wife?”

You’re being really mouthy. Ingrid told me you’d be upset if I took time to myself and did the paperwork when I was ready to.

Of course I’d be upset! What do you—

Then Ingrid showed, wearing that tiny sweater and heels and nothing else. Joan is so cowed by her; it’s a wonder to see. Her shoulders sink in and down; her gaze falls. Ingrid doesn’t beat her; there’s no physical abuse at all; but that’s how Joan looks. Like a slave who has been beaten so often that she knows her next word might be her last. It makes me so hard. This dumb bitch thinks she has some kind of hold on me when I’m jacked off by the hottest woman alive whenever I want.

The living room is dark now, and Joan stands at the doorway in shadow. Ingrid likes her there “in case there’s a mess.” There’s never a mess; I’ve never met anyone as careful and meticulous as Ingrid. The house is constantly as polished, shiny, and precise as she is. She keeps the cleanest kitchen I’ve ever seen, showroom clean, and all the same she has Joan on her hands and knees mega-scrubbing it every single night. I don’t think she gets to sleep much.

On top of me now, Ingrid wears soft, delicate lingerie. It’s smoky red, a push-up bra (which she hardly needs) and tiny lace panties and bright white heels. She’s taken to wearing lingerie every night at dinner while she forks and spoons the food into my mouth. She parades all day in the skimpiest, sexiest outfits she can put on—skirts and tiny dresses and sheer tops—and then caps off the last six to eight hours of the day in delicate, “wifely” lingerie because “that’s how a good wife should treat her hard-working man.” 

She feeds me because she says she loves to watch me eat. I resisted at first, but it made her so profoundly and obviously sad that I didn’t see the harm; it doesn’t hurt that she ritually and rhythmically grinds her tiny, perfectly-formed ass on my hard cock as she slides the food into my mouth. 

Her tits leak milk all throughout dinner—the only hint of a mess there ever is in the house—and she says it’s because she’s regularly donating the milk. 

I haven’t seen a pump, and I don’t see any bags or anything in the freezer. I’m suspecting her titty milk is one of the main ingredients in all the ice cream she serves me as dessert; maybe part of the pasta; maybe it’s just the milk she gives me with dinner. I should care more, but I don’t. It’s delicious. 

So. We’re in the living room, the only light coming from the Hellball game. The Reds are winning, of course. My guys always win. They regularly fuck the cheerleaders between plays; but don’t worry, the camera only catches that on the overhead shots. It’s not pornographic, except sometimes during half-time or during commercials or if the camera man just forgets he’s not supposed to film it or if they score a goal (which they do all the time) or if it’s a really hot bit of fucking. 

Ingrid sort of kneels, sort of sits on my lap. Facing me. Stroking me, of course. Her tits pushed against my arm, leaking milk down my chest. I’m naked. I figured a few days ago that my pants only got in the way of Ingrid’s work, and that having a shirt on only gives Joan more laundry to do. I don’t want to be rude; I’m not a monster. 

Ingrid is oohing and ahhing over my hard, muscular body, lavishing praise on how handsome and perfect and strong I am. I know it’s true, but it sometimes makes me a bit self-conscious to hear her say it. But then I get hornier—especially with her stroking me—and I crave it all the more. 

Ingrid leans over to the glass of wine she brought in to the living room with her. It surprised me when she made it; usually I just drink straight from her tits if I’m really thirsty (don’t get excited, it’s only seven or eight times a night, nothing excessive), and she usually drinks...well...me. 

Casually, she holds the wine out in front of the couch and then deliberately pours it all out. 

“Oopsie.” She simpers. “Dearie, won’t you be a help and clean that up?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

That’s the first time I’ve heard Joan call her Mistress. It makes my cock jump in Ingrid’s hand, but only for a moment—because the second Joan comes directly before us, Ingrid slips her mouth over my cock entirely. 

I’m stunned; this is a level of intimate allowance that Ingrid has heretofore not allowed herself. Her mouth only slips over my cock when she’s cleaning up my cum as I mentioned. 

Joan looks at me. She’s come to begrudgingly accept the way I explained the permissiveness of Ingrid’s stroking allowance. She knows this is way beyond the pale. The betrayal in her eyes is utterly palpable. She’s going to cry. She drops to her knees, half out of desperation for me—mouthing please—and half out of her compelled obedience to Ingrid. 

Ingrid, meanwhile, does something utterly brilliant with her tongue, giggling and moaning in orgasmic ecstasy. She’s prostrated over me, ass high, and I can feel the bulge of my cock through her throat sliding over my thigh. 

I groan.

I suppose...

I suppose I never explicitly said she couldn’t blow me. Just that I wouldn’t fuck her. Right? Yeah.

“Ingrid...” I groan. “Ingrid...”

I do the barest of pushes against her scalp. She withdraws, obediently, and I can feel her heated, wet breath against my straining cock. Dripping precum. 

Joan looks up at me, scrubbing the floor now. Crying and trying to hide it. She looks so completely pathetic. She looks harsh, ugly, and filthy. I’m not sure the last time she’s showered. 

Ingrid looks up at me with worshipful, happy eyes. She's so fucking gorgeous. How did I ever land such a completely gorgeous babe as my wife? I'm so lucky. Every part of her is perfection. 

“Yes, Master?”

I groan. “Don’t...don’t stop.”

Ingrid glances back at Joan just for a moment before returning to her wifely duty. I’m sure she’s sneering. 

I don’t take long to cum down my new wife's throat.

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, INGRID is excitedly trying to show me something on a piece of paper. 

“You see, my love? I told you how strong and virile you are, and this proves it.”

Looking at the writing for too long gives me a headache. Looking at any writing for too long does that. Numbers too. They seem so dumb and pointless when my cock is so fucking hard and ready to breed. I think about that all the time now, how fucking fertile my wife is. 

I know I’m not supposed to fuck her, for some dumb fucking reason, but it’s real hard to keep track of it. It has something to do with the servant girl, I forget her name. Ingrid calls her Dearie so I think that’s it, though it sounds like a nickname. Maybe her name is Dear? Dearianah? Some shit like that? 

Fuck it.

I stop thinking and just look at my wife’s tits. I push her against the island counter and she automatically starts stroking my cock up underneath her cleavage. She’s wearing a tight, form-fitting tank top and a tiny skirt.

“God, you’re so fucking big and strong, I told you, I told you...”

“Tell me again.”

Dearie is on the floor near us, cleaning up the fruits that Ingrid just casually knocked to the floor. She does that a lot, especially with sugary stuff. She likes watching the servant clean up after her. I put my foot on Dearie’s back to help me lean into Ingrid; I’m so heavy that Dearie quickly has trouble breathing on the floor. 

“Th-the lab...oh fuck, you’re just standing on her, ungh...god. The lab. I sent some of your sperm off and they said it’s the best in the city, maybe the whole region, and it was wasted on that barren hag.”

“Hag?” I grunt. She’s so fucking good with her hands. “What hag?”

Dearie, for some reason, whimpers and cries beneath me. I let off from stepping on her just a bit; I don’t want her in that much pain.

“It doesn’t really matter.”

Ingrid pushes my leg back down on Dearie and I’m frightfully close to cumming all over her tits. I did it this morning when I woke up, fucking her tits and spraying all over her gorgeous blonde face. Maybe I want Dearie in pain and maybe I don’t, but god it gets me going when Ingrid wants her to squeal.

But, just as we’re really about to get going, the doorbell rings. 

“Oh my god, she’s here!”

Ingrid rushes away—and I’m left momentarily in the kitchen with Dearie. I’m a bit dumbfounded. Ingrid never leaves me like this. Who is here? What could be more important than feeling and pleasuring my cock?

“Please, Frederick...”

Dearie grabs my pant leg. I’m wearing sweat pants. I wear those a lot lately; easy to discard for Ingrid’s blowjobs, which are constant. Like I deserve.

“The fuck?”

I push Dearie away with my leg. It’s not a kick, not really, just kind of shoving away, but she sprawls out all over the floor anyway. It’s really hard to judge my strength lately. 

“Hey, what makes you think you can touch me?” I laugh, kind of pissed and kind of amused. “You know Ingrid hates that.”

“P-please...my mind...” she sounds like she’s expiring from thirst. Her voice is so rough compared to Ingrid’s. “...please...I used to...we used to...”

“You used to do some fucking work around here,” I gesture at the picture-perfect kitchen. “Place is a mess. Clean something before Ingrid notices or she’ll put you back on the treadmill.”

Ingrid does her morning runs on the treadmill in five-inch heels and doesn’t understand why every woman can’t do the same. Of course Dearie is terrible at it; she’s terrible at everything. Ingrid dwarfs her in every aspect of being a woman. 

I walk to the front of the house to meet whoever came to the door, and have to stop for a moment from the instantaneous boner I sprout at the sight of her. 

She and Ingrid are wrapped in a loving embrace, kissing madly, their wedding rings sparkling on their fingers, their legs sliding up each other’s hips. Just by looking at bone structure and fitness, she’s a mirror image of Ingrid—just brunette instead of blond. But not the gross, greasy brunette that Dearie has devolved into. 

No, this is shining, bright, gloriously thick and sexy hair that I immediately want to shove my cock into and fuck. She’s wearing a tight, sheer white sundress. There’s no hiding in the white; every single inch of her perfect body is on display. 

“Oh my god,” the girl giggles, breaking off from Ingrid to stare at me. “Are you fucking kidding? I’m going to be bred by a fucking Hellball player? I get to be a cheerleader wife? Oh my god!”

She’s literally bouncing with excitement. Her tits are mesmerizing. I forgot I was wearing a Red team shirt. I smile and shake my head. 

“He doesn’t play,” says Ingrid. “But I keep telling him he’d be amazing at it. He’s so strong.”

“For serious?” says the brunette. “But...?”

She gestures at me. 

“I know,” says Ingrid. “Trust me. I’m working on it. He would fuck up so many Blues. He’s already maimed five at work.”

Five? No way it’s that few. It’s been at least three. Or...no...four? How does it...which number...

I’m having trouble concentrating. All I can really think about is the brunette’s tits in her sundress. I want to bury my face in them.  

“You’re hot and everything,” I say, “like really hot...” I smile as she obviously cums from the compliment. “...but who are you?”

Heidi looks at Ingrid like I’m joking and Ingrid shrugs and nods for her to say. 

“I’m Heidi. Your new wife?”

“New wife?”

“I had you sign those papers, my love.” Ingrid returns to my side. “Don’t you remember?”

Remembering is a tricky game these days. I do remember a pen in my hand a day or two ago, but I also remember Ingrid in a cheerleader’s outfit sucking me off around the same time. She was so sexy in that...

“God, he’s enormous. What’s he like inside you?” Heidi asks. My bulge is evident. She very quickly closes the distance between us and puts her hand on my barely-concealed cock. “How do you even take him in your pussy?”

Ingrid gulps slightly. She’s teary-eyed. 

“Is it that bad?”

“No.” Ingrid forces out a smile. “I’m sure it’s terrific. It’s just...”

Heidi puts her hands to her mouth. She’s shocked. 

“No.”

Ingrid nods. She’s clearly embarrassed. This is the first time I’ve ever seen her this way, and I’ve known her for years. I think?

“Tell me you’re joking,” says Heidi. “No way!”

Ingrid’s eyes roll upward; she’s holding back tears. I grip her harder. I don’t understand but I know I have to make it right; it’s my duty.

“We haven’t fucked, actually.”

Just as Ingrid’s admission passes her lips, two burly men in white coats pass through the front door and walk by us. They’re nearly as big as me. Ingrid doesn’t seem to mind, so I don’t either. They’re holding chains and a straitjacket. 

“You haven’t fucked him.” Heidi can’t believe it. “This guy. Right here.” She starts by pointing at my chest, jabbing her finger into my pec, and then quickly she’s massaging it. Girls can’t help themselves around me. “Your husband. You haven’t fucked him?”

Ingrid shakes her head no. She can’t even speak.

“What did you do? Oh my god, Ingrid. This is criminal. Look at him! He’s such a fucking hunk. How long has it been for you since a good lay, honey?” She looks at me with so much compassion and need. “Seriously. Answer me. I’m your wife and I deserve to know when you fucked last.”

I shrug. “I can’t say.”

“But...you’re so strong. So virile.” She pulls down my sweatpants neatly and easily. My cock is hard; it’s always hard. Always streaming hot precum. It immediately drips all over her expensive, tall leather heels. “Please, won’t you fuck one of us?” She shrugs herself out of her sundress, revealing her heavy, glorious tits. The nipples are dark and perfectly sized. “Unless you don’t want to fuck?”

The burly men pass again, this time on the way out, dragging Dearie. She struggles this way and that, gagged and bound, screaming through the ball in her mouth. For some reason, she’s looking at me; I barely pay attention. Heidi’s tits are heavenly and her hair is really something else. I push my hand through its silky, thick surface and give her a long kiss.

There’s a little cage on the back of the truck that takes Dearie away. She can see all of this happening through the open front door. 

The two girls guide me around. A lot happens in no time at all. The door shuts on Dearie and all the noise she was trying to make, and it’s just the three of us, a proper married group. My shirt disappears and I step out of my sweatpants entirely. 

The room closest to the entryway is the living room with the big couch. Heidi pushes me down on it and shoves her leaking tits into my mouth. I take them in, swallowing deeply, loving the taste of my beautiful new wife. Her taste is sweeter than Ingrid’s, a little more audacious and less refined. 

I suck and suck, and Heidi slips her cunt over my cock shaft. No penetration; just sliding her labia up and down and letting me feel the warm, slick surface of her perfect teenage pussy. 

“You should fuck Ingrid,” says Heidi. “You deserve it. Why deny yourself? Fuck your wife. Then fuck us both.”

She’s so right. Why deny myself? There’s no pleasure in that. There’s no duty in that. I need to breed Ingrid anyway. I’ve been really lax on my responsibilities. 

I’ve barely nodded my assent before Ingrid—no more skirt, no more top, just heels and her gorgeous bare body—slips on top of me and pushes Heidi to one side. 

Seconds later, she’s sliding down onto my cock, and I’m shoved deep inside her scintillating, moaning-hot body.

“Oh my god oh my fuck oh my fuck DaddyDaddyDaddyMasterDaddy...!”

Holy fuck. 

Fuck, that’s so good. I’m strong enough, and Ingrid is light enough, that bouncing her up and down is simplicity itself. She’s soon feeling the entirety of my shaft exiting and entering her brilliantly tight teenage virgin cunt nonstop. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Heidi coos in my ear, as Ingrid wraps herself even tighter around me. “You’re so strong. You’re such a virile stud. I can’t believe you resisted her for so long. But she’s fucking you now like you deserve. You’ll fill her up and give her babies, give her twins, give her triplets. You’ll be the perfect Party male. We’re so lucky to have you to vote for us, Daddy!”

Ingrid, who has been wanting this for so long, is not nearly as lucid. Her hips gyrate up and down, perfectly milking my cock as I push up into her tight body. Her hair flows everywhere and she begs for more. 

“DaddypleaseMasterpleaseHusbandpleasemyKingmyKINGMasterDaddyHusbandplease!”

She’s babbling and crying and cumming and doing it more and more with every passing second. It’s so fucking hot. And somehow making it even hotter is Heidi, who clearly loves how much Ingrid loves me, who wants so badly to be fucked by me, and yet also so badly wants to watch my first wife receive my cum. 

“Fuck,” I grunt. “You’re so hot. You’re both so fucking hot. I can’t believe you’re so...so t-tight!”

These perfect beautiful Trophy Wives are giving me everything I want. I have to give them what they want too—it’s my duty as their Husband. 

Groaning, gripping, I empty inside of Ingrid. My seed jets up inside of her and her eyes glow with orgasmic satisfaction. I cum so hard, every last shot is like another new penetration inside of her hammering into her g-spot. 

“I love you.” I really do. “I love you so much, babe.”

“I love you, Husband,” she whimpers back, kissing me deeply. “I love you so bad...”

Ingrid finally slows her gyrations on my cock but can’t stop herself entirely. I’m still hard, after all, and it’s her duty to be fucked by my hard cock.

“Master,” Heidi whimpers, pawing at my abs. “Would you please breed me next?”

* * * * *
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THREE MONTHS LATER, I’m fucking Heidi on top of the couch as I do pretty much every morning after Ingrid makes breakfast.

Heidi's heels have these strappy straps with diamonds on them and they keep clinking as I fuck her harder. I fucked her head all the way into the couch cushions and I think she might be having trouble breathing, which is pretty funny. Her tits are still out, red and hot from how I keep slapping them. 

Heidi, earlier, had been telling me about the big plans she had for the day, which included going to town for groceries and showing off how hot she was and how she could afford such beautiful, nice clothes and jewelry on account of being a wife of the best Hellball player in the world.

Of course, I had to fuck her to set her straight. 

This dumb bitch—I mean, she’s my wife, so excuse me—but this dumb broad thinks she can tell me what she’s going to do with her hot body all day long? That’s independent thought, and that’s dangerous in women. It hurts their ovaries; I know from the commercials they play every night. 

I pull Heidi out of the couch cushions and slap her a little just to let her know I love her. She smiles even though she's gasping for air.

“Thank you, Master.” She's still bright red. It's so hot to control her breathing like that. “Thank you so much for setting me straight.”

I nod and decide that's a good enough reminder. I use to build up my cums so much, but they're so easy and plentiful now and it's so much fucking fun to see what happens with a girl when she gets them. 

I empty inside of Heidi and leave her to the aftermath, watching—pleased—as she cums again and again to the sensation of my seed inside her hyper-fertile body. Her luxury dress is ruined, but it's okay—she's got dozens. 

Fuck, I’m such a stud. She should fucking know better than to get fucked by me and expect to do anything else today. She’ll be in diamond-studded lingerie in an hour, begging for my cock.

I don’t really go to work anymore. I think I used to be something called a cow tant? But I don’t know anything about cows or why you’d want to tant them.  

Once a week, the Hellball Reds fly me to the arena and I fuck up Greens or Blues or sometimes Greens AND Blues. Ingrid got me on the team. Or, I guess she called someone to pick me up and take me to the arena, and then I threatened to rip the coach's head off if he didn't let me play. He's a little guy, barely six foot six, so he did what I say. 

I don't train or practice with the team; I kept hurting other Reds. I didn't mean to; I'm just strong. I tried to be a good team player, but it gets me so fucking ANGRY when I see other people on MY field. 

During our games, they tend to just point me in a direction and back away. Ingrid and Heidi are on the cheerleading team, so mostly when I fuck a girl between plays it's one of them. Mostly. They're really good about holding down the cheerleading wives of other players, though. 

Most people can't seem to stop me from whatever I feel like doing in the middle of it, except maybe for Ingrid who manages to sweet talk me into whatever she wants. She's been floating the idea of running for office.  You know, like politics? She said I'd like it because then I could fuck up other countries the same way I fuck up pussies on the Hellball field. 

Sounds great!

Anyway, mostly I just breed for now. Hellball is good fun and hurting Greens and Blues makes me hard as a rock, but breeding is my important responsibility as a man. I've got to make more Reds for the Party. Knocking up Ingrid and Heidi, and keeping them fucked enough that they cum regularly, is my duty as man of the house. 

But, 'cause I'm so strong, every day or so, the city sends by another gorgeous babe from out of town and has me fuck her until she’s good and knocked up too. It usually only takes me once, but Ingrid and Heidi are good wives and really like to watch me fuck other girls while they hold them down so I fuck them for a solid twelve hours or so.

They don’t have to hold them down...but everyone’s happier when they do. 

Walking away from Heidi's cumming, spasming body, I can see straight out through the front window when a truck pulls up. Ingrid—she had been watching me fuck Heidi stupid, had even reminded me about how uppity Heidi was being with that whole “go into town” nonsense—chirps excitedly.

“Another breeder delivery?” I ask. “We just did one yesterday.”

“No, dear.” Ingrid's voice is calm and maternal. “This is different. Don’t you remember what I told you about this one?”

Kind of. Remembering stuff is what wives are for. Men are for action. 

“Servant girl. Good for fucking.”

“That’s right, my love. But remember, she’s barren, the poor dear, so be nice. She’s going to be able to fuck you when Heidi and I are too heavy with child, which you’ll make us all the time, because you’re so strong and virile. The Party wanted you to have a proper fucktoy.”

The doorbell rings. I open it with Ingrid at my side, softly and insistently grinding. Her baby bump so evident in her lacy white romper, tits lactating openly. 

The girl at the door is brunette and quite pretty. She looks maybe a little older than Ingrid. Her eyes flash with recognition at me for some reason.

“Hello, Sir,” the new servant says. “I’m so honored to please the most virile man alive. Thank you so much for allowing me to obey you.”

She has the right attitude, at least. Bitches who aren’t at wife level need to be super respectful toward a real alpha like me, or else they’re entering a whole world of pain. 

“Hel-lo, sweetheart. You're going to be a super good girl for your Master and me and Heidi, aren't you?”

She does not hesitate. “Absolutely. I'm so grateful to be in your service. I just want to make you happy. It's all I want. I want to spend the rest of my life making it up for you, how much mercy you have shown me.”

Ingrid kisses her on the lips long and hot. She's genuinely enjoying herself. “Such a good girl,” she whispers at last. “I want us to be the best of friends, yes?”

The girl nods enthusiastically. 

“Yes, Ma'am. And I won't forget my place. Not ever.”

I take her by the jaw, turning her this way and that. Ingrid's saliva slides off her lips and down onto my fingers. She’s thin, busty, and beautiful—in other words, a real woman. Too bad about her not being able to be knocked up, but fuck it—I’m the most virile man in the city, I can probably fix that. My seed is powerful.

“What’s your name, gorgeous?”

“I-it’s Joan, Master,” she whispers. “My name is Joan.”

Ingrid pushes her down onto her knees. “I want to break her in, darling. See if she’s up to snuff. What do you think?”

I smile as Ingrid pulls out my cock and starts sliding it across Joan’s high cheekbones. 

I love my wife.

# # #
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I haven’t been home in over a year, but I’m already unhappy when my cab turns up into the long, wooded drive of my father’s estate. I’m unhappy just to be in this backwards, patriarchal country. 

Stepping out of the stink-infested, grime-heavy cab, I want to be able to breath a little easier. The air is sweeter outside, of course, and feels good on my smooth, young skin, but nonetheless I feel thoroughly stifled. In this country, just because I’m a girl—and a beautiful girl no less—I’m a second-class citizen. 

It’s bad enough that I had to suffer through the cab driver ogling me the whole ride from the airport and even offering to touch and move my bags for me like it’s the nineteenth century. I’m an independent woman and I’m obviously more fit than his geriatric, obese self. 

But no, on top of that, he felt fit to undress me with his eyes during the ride, like as if the daughter of a fucking millionaire would ever stoop to ever once do more than just courteously say hello to him. He ate nacho fries as he drove; what a fucking slob. 

With the car finally stopped in front of the house on the circular drive, I grab everything myself before he even has a chance to offer. In truth, I run away from him, and I don’t care if his eyes are certainly memorizing my curves in my revealing outfit—the too-tight pale blue sweater that bares my utterly toned midriff, the ultra-tight dark leggings, and the heels that were the only kind of footwear I was allowed to bring with me on the plane. His ugliness scares me; ugly people in this country think they deserve things now and it disgusts me. 

I’m beautiful enough to look deeply friendly—people are always fooled by pretty faces—but this is no sympathy-for-the-poor tale. I fucking love being rich. 

My family’s wealth is probably the only reason I haven’t been snatched up the by the Party’s red vans and “bimbofied” like half the girls with whom I went to my first two years of college. The only other way you avoid the red vans is by being married already, like the other half of my friends, and I’m hardly going to do that when I’m a fully-fledged lesbian. God knows enough guys have propositioned me, some even knowing I’m only into girls, just asking me to “try it out.” 

Come on, more than one has said. It’s not like you can marry a girl back home anyway. 

The wild growth spurt in the last two months or so hasn’t helped me stay under the radar. My tits have grown three cup sizes up to a gravity-defying 36E, my previously unmanageable hair has become a brilliantly sexy mess of feathered waves from doing nothing to it (I can actually, literally say “I woke up this way” when I look picture-perfect and mean it truthfully, for real), and I’ve even grown about four inches. I was always beautiful—but now I’m a fucking bombshell. If I didn’t carefully manage my make-up, I’d probably look like one of the porn star wives that now populate this country.

My tall, long body sports lean limbs that won’t add mass no matter how much weightlifting I do—I was on the competitive lifting team in high school before girls’ sports were shut down—and my ass is a fucking shelf that you could stack cinder blocks on. 

Did I mention I’m rich, too? I’m a fucking catch. I’m just not interested in you; I’m reserved for myself. 

Who am I supposed to trust when all the girls I knew from home were brainwashed into being menial servants or cock-hungry fuckslaves?

It’s been painfully hard since my growth spurt to find clothes that fit, and most of them I could only buy from back home—but the tariffs were insane and I refuse to buy anything that supports the fucking fascists in this country. Most of them own the companies—all the companies, including the clothing companies—so I’ve been wearing foreign-made ultra-tiny tops, skirts, and dresses that make my garishly sexy body look even more outlandishly hot. 

I’m a little old for such growth spurts, twenty years old last Tuesday, but the doctor I went to see—between more ogling and fondling, christ what a jackass he was—noted that such spurts weren’t uncommon and in fact were somehow more common over the past year or so. He said he had seen other such cases, and gave me a prescription for some special vitamins to make sure my body and gut biome were healthy during the changes. 

I wish the pills hadn’t run out—just this morning in fact—as I’m not sure I’ll be able to find the same prescription here. 

The cab driver doesn’t come after me or ask me for a tip, seeming to sense how unwelcome he is. This is a wealthy area and I’m the wealthiest girl in it. I could have him arrested for vagrancy if I wanted. 

Of course I wouldn’t, that would make me no better than my fascist father, but it does feel good knowing that I could. It’s not like power is widely available for females here anymore. 

Our house is the largest in miles, and that’s saying something. On the way in, I saw how they’ve been bulldozing smaller houses—even suburban houses—to make room for larger and larger mega-mansions featuring several swimming pools and hot tubs and sports fields and all of that sort of thing. Anything to put a woman in a hot situation so they could be ogled by the growing minority of rich landowners. The less-than-super-rich have been relegated further and further into the city, many of them moving into hastily-built high-rises that already look like they’re on their last legs. 

I won’t lie—knowing that I’m protected from that kind of sudden twist of fate due to my family’s wealth, almost certainly gained via ill-gotten means—makes me feel warm and secure inside. 

The main house stands grand and imposing, a three-story white stone building with a wide veranda stretching out along the length of the front. Thick columns are decorated with ornate engravings, and the windows glow with the soft light of the interior.

Behind the house, a formal garden is laid out in neat rows, with a fountain at its center. The fountain splashes in a gentle rhythm, and the trees sway in the gentle breeze. Roses of every hue line the beds, and the scent of lilies fills the air.

To the side of the garden, a large pool glimmers in the fading light. The water is crystal clear, and the pool's edge is decorated with a border of marble tiles. From the pool, a wide stone path leads to a magnificent old gazebo, its white latticework and intricate woodwork standing in stately beauty.

Tall brick walls frame the estate, and beyond them, a beautiful countryside stretches into view—countryside that, only a few years ago, was full of middle-class homes. I’m not sure if it was Father who had them destroyed, but they are gone now in the name of “conservation.” Rolling hills and green fields are dotted with the occasional tree in the distance. The sky is a deep, rich blue, and the air is fresh and inviting.

All around, there's magnificent beauty. But within lies an even greater beauty — grand old buildings and magnificent halls, richly appointed rooms and well-tended gardens. It's as if a piece of old England has been transported to the modern world — a timeless dream of luxury and privilege. 

I crack open the front door and barely peek my head in.

“Hello!” 

I say it another two or three times, louder with each successive attempt. The door isn’t locked; crime is almost non-existent in this region thanks to the red vans picking up nearly every vagrant for “repurposing” for any kind of minor transgressions. And of course, vagrancy is a vague term with wider and wider applications.

I read in the papers overseas that a woman had been sent to a Repurposing Facility for stealing a mitten—just the one—from a convenience store. The store owner was sent away as well, for negligently allowing a criminal to steal and for their “lack of charity” making stealing necessary in the first place. 

“I’m home! Hello?”

I am as loud as possible, rather hoping to avoid seeing what I’m sure is happening.

I’m not stupid, all right? I was educated in the best schools in this country before it was illegal for me to go there, and then my adopted Father sent me away overseas to continue my education so I wouldn’t be interfered with and so, in his words, I could be a quality “representative of the family legacy.” 

I wouldn’t even be back here if it wasn’t that he threatened my monthly allowance if I didn’t come for the wedding celebration between him and his new Trophy Wife, Helena.

Not the wedding; not the reception; the wedding celebration. Marriages are all done by paperwork—wives assigned through supercomputers that know which man is the most virile and which Trophy Wife needs the most seed and so on. So a man and wife will be married for weeks or even months before the celebration, I assume to train the Trophy Wife well enough that she isn’t sucking him off in public or anything else similarly crass.

I know what Trophy Wives are, okay? Not stupid. I know what the Trophy Wife Initiative is all about. I know they train perfectly innocent women into becoming murderously possessive, harem-craving, refined, elegant fuckdolls who eagerly, earnest obey every sexual need of their husbands. 

I know that Trophy Wives have plenty of “independent thought” that make them corrupt their husbands into wanting sex all the time through some combination of chemicals and pheromones; and I also know that my father was consulted about their creation and categorically refused to be involved because of his love for my adopted mother, Lucilla. 

And so, of course, I know now that somehow he was gotten to, and that everything has changed. 

My mother wrote me letters detailing almost all of this, of course, and also explained that she was leaving him and the country before he had the chance to send her off via the red vans. I’m sad that I won’t see her for a long time, if ever, but I understand her position completely. She advised me to come back here, take Father for all the money he had, and then flee the country just like her.

All I have to do is survive through this party they’re throwing to celebrate the union, sweet talk my horrible pig of a father, and that will be that—I’ll be safe, free from this foul country, and with plenty of money to support me in whatever I need to do. 

So I shout another time that I’m home because I absolutely do not want to walk in on whatever suckjob blowfest my father is enjoying in his new morally-bankrupt life with his red hot Trophy Wife. 

Finally, as I wait in the marble-floored entryway, I hear a door open and close upstairs and footsteps approaching down the considerable stairwell. Soon after, I see my father with my new mother-in-law hanging lovingly on his arm.

“Emilia!” Father exclaims when he sees me. “It’s so lovely to see you.”

Gregory Vandermont modeled himself after late nineteenth captains of industry and that’s how he appears and dresses. Suits over a big, burly frame capped off with out-of-time hair and a heavy mustache. He is buttoning up his shirt and straightening his jacket; I roll my eyes. So obvious.

He’s a hard, stern man who has always had a soft spot for me, as I was his only child. He could have adopted more, but he always said I was more than enough. 

I only found out in recent years that my mother basically hated raising a child, even if she was okay with me personally, and that she was the main reason he never had more kids. 

On his arm, of course, is Helena, his Trophy Wife. I have to take several moments to let my jaw somehow pick itself up off the floor. 

I’ve seen all the Trophy Wives before, naturally. They’re on the news. One is the First Lady. They’re regularly on talk shows discussing the glory of the party and the natural order of the world with men in charge. They’re bright, smiling, usually blonde, and so polished they remind me of sports cars coming off the production line. 

Honestly? It’s not my thing. 

I’m more attracted to butch girls, with almost no exception save the occasional celebrity. There was a giant expose’ from a news outlet overseas (they later redacted the story; you can guess why) that showed off and interviewed like ten different wives. They’re all different flavors, but they are as a rule busty, puffy-lipped, thin, long-haired, and effortlessly sexy. Kind of like me, except without a brain and with a giant empty-brain-sized necessity for cumming and cock. 

Each girl in the piece was beautiful and classy, someone you could “take home to mom” (except your mom is also being shuffled off to be Repurposed, surprise!), and would easily take up space on the silver screen without anyone batting an eye. They are, without exception, like magazine covers come to life. Their genes are photo-shopped.

Helena is all of these things, of course. But she’s also something much, much more. She’s taller than the other girls I’ve seen, that’s for sure. She looks like another species from them, like another species from human. Her skin is alabaster pale and flawlessly shiny and vibrant. Thick black hair cradles her angelic face in heavy, perfectly-shaped waves of midnight. She is wearing the fuck out of an expensive designer minidress, an erotic take on the floral 1950s housewife dresses that cuts off mid-thigh and offers a bountiful view of her glorious cleavage. It hangs off one delicate shoulder, not quite recovering yet from whatever she was doing with my father moments ago.

Both of them absolutely reek of sex, a miasma of heavy virility and fertility flowing off of them like fumes from a chemical vat. A wave of instant, heavy, heady love and lust hit me. 

Looking at Helena. Her perfectly arranged hair. The length of her neck and the gorgeous swell of her tits.

I want her. I want my father’s new wife; I want her for myself. I want to take a hundred photos of her and rush off to the nearest bathroom and finger myself stupid until I can’t even think of something that isn’t her glorious tits in that dress. 

She’s so hot it’s hard to think. The abruptness of the difficulty, all by itself, stuns me. I think fast, often, and spectacularly—but instead that’s how I want to lick Helena’s pussy. My father, his face flushing as he looks at me in my tight, tiny outfit and his bulge obviously growing as he eyes my over-developed form, must be feeling the effects of Helena’s closeness as well. It’s not like he could be attracted to me. That would be perverted.

She escapes from my father’s grasp and greets me with a long, happy hug. 

“I’m so happy to meet you,” she says. Her voice is wrapped in a soft, exotic accent. “I know this must be such a strange new time for you, but I want you to know I’ve been perfectly trained to acclimate to your needs and do whatever I can to ensure that we’re one big, happy family.”

In addition to all the infatuation and arousal, her touch stirs up something buried in me long ago. A filial need, longing to be cradled in her maternal warmth. My own mother, who I never knew, and then replaced by a mother who didn’t want me. 

Helena wants me there. I shudder in her arms and eagerly, warmly, return her affection. I can’t help it. The resistance, the coldness I had been building up for days in anticipation of this meeting melts before her beauty and earnest care—and obvious sex appeal.

When she steps away, I’m still speechless, just looking her up and down. Aching to be held again by those beautiful arms into that gorgeous bust. My father has a hard-on and it’s difficult not to notice. I would have a fucking hard-on if I had a dick; Helena is a living smokeshow. 

I want to disagree, argue, gather my thoughts. I had so many arguments ready. 

One big happy family? You mean indoctrinate me to your cause? I’m not going to hang with you freaks at all; I’m here for money and that’s it, and if you won’t pay me, then I’m not going to that party that means so much to you.

Instead I nod dumbly, staring at Helena’s exposed, glimmering collarbones and licking my lips. 

“Sure,” I say softly. “One big happy family.”

“Oh Daddy,” Helena squeals, clapping her hands. “I told you she would be receptive!”

Helena kisses Father happily. His hand rides up her brief dress and squeezes her ass. They have no shame, no indications at all that any of this is inappropriate. They’ve gone fully native in the two months or so of their marriage. 

After a moment of intense, teenage-passion-level kissing, Helena withdraws, delivering soft kisses as she does along his chin to tide Father over until she inevitably returns to his side and looks at me with unrestrained lust. 

“I’m so sorry. Is it all right that I call him Daddy?” her hand goes to his crotch. “He rather loves it. You can still call him Daddy as well. I won’t mind.” His cock bulges and throbs as she squeezes and strokes it. “He won’t mind either. Your father is so strong and powerful...he knows just how to handle good girls like us.”

I watch his obviously-incredibly-large cock continue to throb beneath her grip. There’s a precum stain growing before my eyes. Words arrive in my head:

That’s insane, you fucking bitch. You miserable homewrecking demon! Succubus! Get the fuck out of my sight!

Instead, though, I just stare at her grip, his big fat Daddy cock, and feel my body flush with erotic heat. 

My only verbal response is a knee-buckling giggle and a slow, simple curtsey.

* * * * *
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MY ROOM IS HOW I LEFT it. It is furnished tastefully with antiques and art pieces from a bygone era, Persian rugs laying atop deep-brown wooden floors and heavy velvet curtains hanging from floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the estate. A massive fireplace occupies one corner of the room, its dancing flames providing warmth against the chill outside air.

The furniture is luxurious, like I deserve, decorated with elaborate carvings, brass fittings and fine fabrics in deep jewel tones. My amazing bed stands in one corner with high posts topped by thick velvet curtains hung from them like a canopy. Beside it is an antique dressing table made out of dark mahogany wood with delicate filigree details all along its edge. A tall mirror framed by etched gold sits atop it, reflecting the soft light from around the room. 

To one side is a tall bookcase filled with books both old and new; I have read some of them on long summer days spent lounging on the veranda or basking in the sun by the pool, though I don’t think I could tell you anything about them now. They’re mostly about poor people’s problems, and who fucking cares, right?

It takes an hour or so, but my thoughts return to basically normal—though obviously I still think Helena is a complete hottie—after I completely sequestered myself to my room. Of course, I left my bags downstairs to make Helena bring them up—that’s her duty, isn’t it?—and actively tried to drown out the deluge of sexual energy I felt with very loud music in my headphones. 

And Helena did, in fact, bring my bags up. Took her a few minutes longer than I would have liked. I thanked her like I would thank the help, without looking at her. Already I am getting wise to her Trophy Wife ways. There is something about looking at these genetically-altered beings, these franken-sexy sirens, that fucks up your brain.

The music thumping hard into my ears also helps to keep my head clear. That way I don’t hear her voice, and it distracts me from her sweet, hot, erotic, amazing, ohfuckIjustwanttofingermyselfstupid scent.

Ugh. It’s only just hitting me how hard this is going to be, but I am hopeful. 

I like this music deluge plan. This also allows me to skip dinner—which I often do anyway—and try to focus on some homework from school while I’m away. I only got clearance to skip about a week of classes, and I’m due back by next Friday. I’m hoping my time without my extra prescription of vitamins doesn’t hit me too hard. 

When night comes, the moaning starts, of course. Sex between my father and my new stepmother is very loud and passionate. She is insistent on loudly calling him Daddy, as well as King and God and Lord and all that kind of thing. I hear them every time I slip off my headphones, and sometimes when I have them on.

It’s so completely grossly hetero, I can’t stand it. I know they’re not in the room next door—that’s just a guest room, and the master bedroom is way down the hall—but it really sounds like they’re next door. Especially when the walls shake and I can hear my father’s heavy, guttural breathing as he fucks his Trophy Wife.

My headphones, dying, beep sadly as the moans, groans, and orgasm-laced screams of my Father and his Trophy Wife fill my brain. 

Of course, I had prepared myself for the loud sounds of their fucking. The headphones, of course, plus some ear plugs in case I couldn’t sleep with the music going.  

But I can’t find my ear plugs in my bag, and I don’t know where my charging cord went for my battery-dead headphones. I am sure I had put them right there in the front pocket of my bag, but I’ve been known to mispack before, so who knows. 

I sit on top of my bed—Helena’s awful, amazing, terrible, heavenly scent suddenly feeling more present—and calmly touch my sopping-wet cunt as I try to think. It’s hard for me to think. It’s been hard all day while I tried to work on homework. I thought it was just the music—but now my headphones are totally dead and all I can hear are my parents fucking and I’m so wet and I wish I knew what to do with how hard it is to think when I’m just a girl.

Their fucking continues. 

God, they can really go at it. Helena doesn’t surprise me, but my Daddy—my Father, I mean—must be so strong to fuck her for so long. So strong and hard. Powerful. My powerful, strong, hard Daddy. 

Father, I mean. 

I try to distract myself with a little exercise—it’s so easy for me to do really intense bodyweight sessions ever since my growth spurt, and the effortless toning of my body means that I can do it for hours—but there’s a problem with this I only remember after I already change into my too-small sports bra and spandex shorts and do about fifteen hard minutes of circuit training between squats and burpees and pull ups.

Working out gets my blood up, and lately, that means I get aroused. My nipples become erect, my lips get wet, my pussy moistens, and all I can think about is jamming my fingers into my silly soaking good girl little cunt. 

And so now I’m really, aggressively horny and all I can hear is my father fucking his gorgeous, gorgeous, motherfucking gorgeous new wife and now she’s all I can think about too. 

There’s a long mirror near my door. My hair is done up in a high pony and I can see my sweating, flustered, flushed face. My midriff exposed, baring the flat tummy and delicious washboard I’ve done practically nothing to cultivate. Heavy cleavage bouncing from every slight movement, bursting from the spandex with each breath. I’m so tall and thin now. 

Honestly, I look a little like Helena these days.

It’s an absurd thought. Helena is a Trophy Wife. We’re nothing alike. 

But the thought makes me whimper and my fingers reach at a nipple, and an explosion of lust crowds my head. 

We could be sisters.

I moan. My fingers push up the spandex of my shorts, reaching toward my cunt from underneath.

Or mother and daughter.

I have to get out of here. My fucking reflection is making me hot now. 

I leave the room, and the fucking gets louder. Maybe they are next door. But that doesn’t make sense. Why would my Daddy fuck my Mommy right next door to me where I can hear it so well?

I try to think. It’s so hard for girls. Wet, simpering, whimpering girls with hot cunts and a hotter Helena-Mommy. 

The wine cellar? Surely there’s enough insulation there to keep me safe from their passions. Yes.

I rush down the long stairwell, not even caring about the sound I make as my steps echo through the tall entry. Then I make a mad rush to the kitchen—scampering through the long hallways of the house like I’m trying to outrun something, though I couldn’t tell you what—and find the door to the cellar.

Once there, the door safely shut, the airtight space of the cellar with its special homeostatic temperature-controlled air circulation ceases all the lovemaking noises entirely. 

I take a breath. I try to relax. 

But...

But there’s a new noise I hear. It’s kind of like a buzzing, kind of like a rhythmic club beat. I’m drawn to it almost uncontrollably; it makes my pussy quiver with each new beat and bop and blip. 

I investigate. I can’t not investigate. 

Down the stairs, across the many rows of ancient wines, and there in the corner is some kind of...device.

Tall, metal, filled with tubes and bristling with bright lights. It looks almost like some kind of cybernetic throne. 

I’m so intrigued by it; I can’t look away. And I’m so horny. And something tells me...something...something tells me that...that...

Being horny will be so much easier if I investigate this fully.

That sounds nice. I’d like it to be easier to be this horny. It’s been so hard, so hard, hard like Daddy’s cock, and—

No. Wait. What?

I shake my head. My thoughts are so full of lusty, musky cobwebs. It’s so hard to just focus.

There’s a helmet in my hands, connected to the throne machine with several cords. I’m not sure how I picked it up or when, but it doesn’t feel like I should think too hard about it. I turn the helmet this way and that, investigating like I’m supposed to. 

What’s that inside the helmet? 

It’s just lights. Spirals. Spiraling lights. I look closer. I know I’m supposed to figure this out.

They’re so pretty. Pretty lights. Pretty spirals. I’m so pretty. I’m so fucking pretty, just like the lights. We have so much in common. I should just see how it fits. Just a little, just the once. Just see if—

* * * * *
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“AGAIN, THANK YOU so much for agreeing to come with me,” says Helena. “You can see I badly need to get some vitamin D. Daddy says he loves how snow white I am, but all the other girls in town are so...vivacious, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, Mommy, of course.” 

I answer automatically, but I’m heavily disoriented. Helena takes my hand and pulls me through the door to the back yard, which is more like a back park because Daddy is fucking rich as hell. I’m a spoiled rich girl who gets whatever she wants, and Daddy loves me that way. He got his girls a giant estate so we can flounce about in tight, hot bikinis and such and never feel the eyes of other men on us—only Daddy’s. Just like I wanted.

Right?

The sunlight disorients me more. Mommy—no, no, Helena—Helena shoves a pair of sunglasses over my eyes. Protecting me like a good Mommy. Mom. Mother. Stepmother, fucking christ, I mean, Trophy Wife impostor of a person!

An impostor who is super hot and who I look at and feel my heart completely tug out of my chest. She’s wearing a tiny black string bikini trimmed with gold. It hugs her ass just so, making my mouth water. 

How did I get here? I was just downstairs and it was the late evening. Now it’s the middle of the day, judging by the sun, and I’m...I’m—

I’m wearing a bikini too? 

I see my reflection in the window of our massive home, Helena and I standing together. We’re wearing the same bikini. I wear it almost as well as she does, only she’s longer, bustier, and tighter than I am—but only by fractions. I stand up taller, instinctively feeling myself compared to her by invisible forces. 

“Oh, yes,” she says, noticing too. “Don’t we look smashing together? Mother and daughter, together at last. Just how Daddy likes it. Isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Fuck you!

That’s mostly directed at me. Why can’t I disagree with her? Why do I keep calling her Mommy?

And why—fucking why—does it make my cunt pulse with so much endlessly hot arousal to do exactly all of that?

Helena tugs on my hand and I follow obediently, all the while wishing I could move my body in any direction that wasn’t one that she chose. 

After a minute or two of walking the trail in the rear of the estate, we crest the edge of the tall azalea trees planted just four years ago and come to the swimming pool. It’s a large pool with a heavy granite walkway around it. Four other beautiful women are all already there, sitting on pool chairs and chatting happily. There are two blondes, a redhead, and a shorter Asian girl who are all obviously Trophy Wives. 

“Oh, it’s Helena!” says the redhead. “Hello, my love! Who is that with you? Is that your daughter?”

We come closer and sit down across from them, everyone on their own chair. She introduces me to Trisha the redhead, blondes Darla and Edna, and the dark-haired Myra. 

Helena nods and smiles merrily as she talks. “It is! We just met yesterday but we’re already getting along famously. She let me dress her this morning after a lovely, agreeable breakfast. Didn’t you, darling?”

This is preposterous. Helena didn’t dress me. Who did dress me, though? Was it me, and she’s taking credit? Or maybe—

“Yes, Mommy.”

The answer comes more quickly than my thoughts can keep up. I’m so slow lately. I’m a molasses train on wet sugar wheels, and my voice is kind of empty, kind of passionate, kind of breathy. I sound like the Trophy Wives from the interviews I saw. Of course I know that’s ridiculous, you have to go to a Repurposing Center to become a Trophy Wife, and I certainly haven’t. 

“That’s so lovely,” says the Asian girl, Myra, in a voice just like mine. “Isn’t it wonderful being part of a family? I can’t wait to have daughters of my own some day.”

“That’s if Harry will allow it!” giggles one of the blondes. “I know he wants sons from me.”

It takes me a moment to realize that she means the two of them are the wives of the same man. Was that allowed? I could have sworn there was some kind of statute against polyamory, but then, I haven’t kept up with all of that lately. 

School is so hard. 

Learning is hard. Thinking is hard. The sun is so bright and shiny and I just have to lay down while they chat. I should quit school. It’s hard, and my body and brain were made to be soft—except for where my muscles are hard and firm to stand up to a man’s attention, of course.

All I want to do is have my brain shut off. The sun isn’t helping. The sunglasses are actually hurting my eyes more than the sun is. I keep trying to take them off, but every time my fingers come up to do it, I remember something terribly important—like how big Daddy’s Cock is, or how pretty Helena is, or that I’m just a stupid girl and don’t get to decide if I wear sunglasses or not...

Occasionally the other women—girls, excuse me—giggle about how I’m not paying attention, but I am paying attention. It’s just not to them. 

It’s to my cunt. My shining, beautiful, sexy little pussy and how needy it is, how desperately it needs to be filled. It’s really loud and it makes anything else so hard. Idly, my fingers slide over the top of my swimsuit bottom. 

At first, I try to be secretive. 

Then I notice how Trisha, Darla, Edna, Myra, and Helena are all fingering themselves too.

They’re not overt about it like porn stars or camgirls. But as they sit and chat about their husbands, they casually finger their happy cunts, moans and throaty groans stitched between their words. 

“Oh yes,” says Helena, fingers sliding in and out of her wet pussy. “Gregory is so strong and able. He can do anything. I’m so happy to have him as my husband. I can’t believe how lucky I am, constantly.”

“Yes,” says Trisha, thumbing her clit. “We know just what you mean. We talk about it every day, don’t we girls? We’re just so lucky to belong to Harry. We can’t believe how well he can fuck all four of us, and he’s talking about adding a fifth.”

“That’s so unbelievably wonderful for you.” Helena repositions herself so she can grind her hips into her fingers at the same time she shoves her index and middle finger up her tight cunt. “I want to fuck Gregory with other girls. I want to watch him fuck them, help him hold them down. He says he wants someone younger for his next conquest, and I think I have just the right girl in mind.”

They all look at me and giggle, their beautiful array of tits bouncing happily. I don’t know what the joke is but it seems above the paygrade of a pretty, young girl like me. I’m just supposed to sit and watch these wives be happy, eager wives so that one day I can know my place and—

No.

No, that’s wrong. This is—this is all wrong. I’m so horny I can barely think.

I stand up quickly. All the fingering has gone straight to my head, and I sway on my tall heels, dizzy from the blood rush. 

“Is everything all right, sweetheart?” Helena’s concern sounds genuine; she’s such a good Mommy.

“Yes. No.” I shake my head. “I don’t know. I just need...I need...”

The urge to cum overwhelms almost everything else in my body. I sway as fast I can to the house, needing privacy, only half-aware that my bodacious body in this tiny bikini bounces my big boobies with every step. Anyone watching would get quite an eyeful. Is Daddy watching? I hope he is.

No, that’s wrong.

That’s wrong because...because...

Because I don’t want him to watch.

Right! Yes. I want him to feel me in this bikini, not just watch me. Yes, of course that’s it. 

God, I have to cum so fucking bad.

Inside, I immediately rush to the nearest bathroom—but right across from it, the door to the cellar is open. 

That’s odd. 

The lights of the throne-helmet machine are visible; I can see them dancing in the shadows. I remember some of what happened last night, the thrumming, the need, the kneeling, the chanting...

By the time the molasses of my thoughts forms the phrase it can’t hurt to investigate, I’m already all the way down the stairs and looking at the machine. It’s so bright and tall. Strong and capable, just like Daddy. I wonder what would happen if I pick up the helmet again? I just need to remember—

* * * * *
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“FUCK ME, DADDY!” HELENA moans. “Fuck me, yes! Just like that! Fuck me harder! You’re so good! You’re so good. How are you so good at fucking me?”

My fingers are jammed hard up my cunt, fucking myself furiously as I watch Daddy fuck my Helena-Mommy over the kitchen table. She's bent over forward, elbows on the table. 

She’s so right. He’s so good at it. His pants are down around his ankles and Mommy’s spectacular, shiny-elegant gala dress is pulled all the way up, so I can see everything about his penetration. His cock is enormous, mouth-wateringly huge, and it swells Mommy’s tiny cunt every time he thrusts into her.

I’m hiding, I realize. It’s so hard to remember how I got here, so hard to remember that—

I don’t need to remember. 

Right, of course, I don’t need to remember. I just need to know that I’m hiding in this doorway, audibly gasping and moaning about five feet away from my father as he fucks my new Mommy as hard as he ever has. 

I’m being so stealthy; there’s no way they know I’m here. 

Even when Helena winks at me and tells him, “Fuck me while our daughter watches, darling!” I’m sure it’s just dirty talk. 

I’m too smart to like, hide poorly or something. I would have thought about all the angles. Thinking good is totally my strong suit.

Daddy looks so strong in his suit while he fucks my Mommy. I want to wear a suit made out of his cum. 

I can tell when he’s getting ultra close to cumming because he takes Mommy by the throat and hugs her close into his body. Helena is tall, but preciously thin and tiny otherwise, and Daddy is bulky. Built thick like a 1930s weight lifter. He’s making her feel how much bigger he is than her, how he could toss her around to every room of the house if he wanted. 

This whole time, Helena is cumming. Every passionate, just-about-to-cum thrust from her Husband sets off another in a chain of mind-blowing orgasms, leaving her formerly regal elegance a blubbering, passionate, drooling mess of lust and worship.

"I love you!" Her accented voice tinged with madness. "I love you, Husband! My King! My Glorious King!"

I’m cumming too, hugging the doorframe and not caring that I’m moaning so loud they can surely hear me. 

And finally, grasping and grunting, Daddy cums inside of Helena. 

"Yes!" she moans for him. "Make me pregnant! Give me twins! Give me triplets! Make me whole! Breed me, Master!"

It's beautiful. Panting, his face flushed with intensity, he must be filling her with an incredible load. As he pulls out, squeezing Helena's tits along the way, he sprays more hot seed all along her tightly muscled back.

Helena rolls on the table, collapsing in on herself under wave after wave of pleasure. Her hands slide over his neck and she thanks him for the blessing and honor of his masculine seed. 

"You honor me, Husband," she whimpers tearfully. "You honor me again. I am so lucky..."

I feel like I’m witnessing something more than just a sexual act—like I’ve walked into a sacred ritual, an ancient ceremony between two people who love each other deeply. It overwhelms me so much that I have to hold myself steady against the door frame as tears stream down my face.

Daddy looks so proud and satisfied. He kisses Mommy deeply, as if congratulating himself on a job well done, and gropes her constantly while she re-arranges her dress. 

As he fucked her, the dress was just something to grab onto and twist. Another way to contort and control her body. But now I can see it’s deeply sexy and elegant; like they’re going to some kind of gala.

Maybe their celebration?

But it couldn’t be. That’s at the end of the week, and I just got here yesterday. 

Nonetheless, I am dressed in the frumpy, ill-fitting dress I had all picked out to wear to the event. I’m wearing it in protest, for some reason? It was something about like, not supporting the pairing.

But that’s so stupid. So silly and stupid just like I always am. Helena makes Daddy so happy, how could I not support them? And even if I didn’t support it, what would that have to do with anything? I know my proper place is just to sit and look pretty so Daddy can let others admire his prize of a daughter. 

Finally, he slides away of Helena and turns to me, my fingers still caught inside my twitching snatch, giving me a knowing smile that makes my heart swell with admiration for this man who I know is my father in every way except for blood.

Open, eager lust is etched on his face for me, his proud Daddy Cock still hard somehow despite fucking dreamy dreamgirl Helena so hard. He's hard because of me, looking at me, his daughter. Hard like a real man ought to be when looking at his hot, eye-candy prize of a daughter. 

He nods to Helena, muttering something about "fixing it."

Nodding sagely, Helena approaches me with a hot Mommy smile.

“Now,” she says. “We have to change that dress of yours.”

“We...we do?” I look down at myself. “But...” I shake my head. Trying to resist. “No, Mommy. I picked it out myself, a-an-and Daddy said that—”

She grabs a small device from the kitchen counter. It looks like the metal bones of a helmet. She puts it on top of my head, patiently adjusting it until my head starts sloshing with lustful obedience.

“Shush now.”

Deep, happy thrums cycle in my brain. I'm so lucky to be here. So lucky to belong to my Daddy. My Daddy is so handsome and perfect. I love his Cock most of all. I'm so lucky I'm a virgin just for him.

“Shushhhh...”

My voice is pink-tinged lust-coated sludge, just like my thoughts.

Daddy walks over, looking in my blank eyes for a moment. “Does this mean we can finally get that thing out of the cellar?”

“She needs a few more solid cooks for total Repurposing,” says Helena. “But this maintenance model is the same kind I use. She’ll be perfect for You tonight, Master, and this should be all she needs within a week. Is that all right, my love?”

Her voice is much different than how it is when she knows I’m listening. She’s cool and officious, but also seductive. She slides into Daddy’s body, wrapping her arms around his neck and head while both of them face me. His hands grope her heavy tits and I can tell his thick, hard cock is sliding into the delicate musculature of her back where his seed is still fresh and liquid on her skin. 

“That will do,” he says. “Get her out of that hideous dress. I want to show my girls off tonight.”

Oh, that sounds so exciting. I’m a good girl, and I know I’m built for showing off, and Daddy—

* * * * *
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—DADDY FEELS ME UP THROUGH the flimsy material of my bright white skirt, his hand crawling over my taut, heart-shaped ass as he talks to some important-looking man in a suit.

I can just make out a glimpse of the grand ballroom we’re in. The walls are paneled with expensive mahogany, the floor is decorated with an intricate mosaic of deep burgundy tiles, and the crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling like a diamond tear drop. Everywhere there are ornately carved furniture pieces trimmed in gold leaf, vases full of fresh flowers, and paintings depicting scenes from classical mythology. 

Even the air itself is lit up by the bright sparkle of tiny little diamonds that hang on strands all around us. Waiters dressed in fancy Party uniforms walk by carrying trays full of drinks for guests to enjoy. Everywhere I look there is warmth, light, and beauty all around me—a shining oasis amidst a sea of darkness outside. I feel like such a princess.

It's truly breathtaking—and I know my Mommy planned out every last detail to celebrate her submission and service to my Father's obvious greatness. 

Every man is wearing a suit and all the girls—they’re women, but that sounds so wrong to call such pretty prizes anything but girls—all the girls are wearing beautiful, ornate dresses. 

They're actually all wearing hot gala dresses and gowns like Mommy. I'm one of the only ones wearing a hot skirt and top combo, like I'm going to a club. It's hot and well-made enough that I fit in—plus my body is totally banging enough to get away with anything. But in my tall, tall white heels, my a-frame pleated skirt, and my simple white halter top, it would be easy to grind on my Daddy all night long in a club like a good hot Trophy Daughter Girlfriend. My cunt drips eagerly at the thought.

It’s easy to notate which girl belongs to which man, because the color of the pocket squares in the suit pockets of the men match the color of the dresses the women wear. 

Mommy wears white like me, of course. She’s a bride, and this is her big day. It’s not her marriage—even I know that and I’m supremely stupid. Just a celebration of their union with some special party fun. I think I heard Mommy say there was an auction?

“Well it’s like I told you, Dave," says Daddy in his big Man voice full of important thoughts and troubles, "they’ve got it all set up for me.”

Dave, bearded and barrel-chested, strokes his chin. “They wanted payment for their trouble, I expect.”

“We’re in a capitalist country, what do you expect? Of course they wanted me to pay them to sneak the drugs into her system. But look at her.”

Daddy takes me by the arm and twirls me around. My skirt flies in a hot upward motion around my tiny thighs and fertile hips. 

I feel so pretty and happy; I’m smiling brightly. Being shown off. Daddy’s Trophy Girl, his Trophy Daughter. There’s nothing like being put on display.

“So they just snuck into her apartment, and that was that?”

“Well. It’s biological changes. They paid off the doctor, too, made sure that she took some stuff to suppress her urge to breed until she was face-to-face with me. There’s that imprinting phase they do when they first feel the need to have children, you know. It’s very important. Kind of impressive how they worked it all out, but I’m telling you, they thought of every little detail.”

On the other side of Daddy, Mommy is cooing in his ear and has her leg casually draped over his thigh. Her hips gyrate softly, barely visible, but it’s obvious to me from being so close. She whispers sub-audibly in his ear, ready to crank up the volume at any moment for his pleasure. It's obvious Daddy is Mommy's entire world. 

All over the hall, all eyes are on my Mommy Helena. The women are jealous of her; the men want to fuck her and are terribly jealous of Daddy. I can see it in their eyes. They want to be in his position; they would do anything to have a woman like her. 

A lot of the men look quite stupid, like they could barely hold a conversation. They're also enormous. Thick, long arms. Like ogres or shaved gorillas. These men are mostly led by their wives, who encourage their men to grope their wifely bodies early and often to keep them under control. 

It’s like there are two worlds, somehow. One in which the men are hulking, heavy-hitting brutes with scheming succubi for wives. And the other, the one Daddy lives in and is in charge of, where the men are big and strong but smart still, and the wives are scheming succubi still but under their man’s firm control.

It's so hot and wonderful. This is the perfect way society should run. Wealthy men are real men, and my Daddy's the wealthiest here.

I’m supposed to act like Mommy; she tells me what to do. She shows me what to do. I look just like her, so Daddy gets to have his hot urgently urging succubus wife pet who is so smart and studious and scheming, and his empty brainless fuckdoll daughter—but looking like twins all the time. He likes our model so much, he ordered us twice. I’m so deeply flattered by this. I dock his arm between my tits just like Mommy and hold him tight, staring up at him with big worshipful eyes. 

I keep my voice to the tiniest whisper possible, wanting to ensure that I don’t interrupt his big, strong, important conversation with the other man. It’s obvious the conversation is important, because it’s between men, and what men talk about is always both deeply important and far above the good little girl intelligence a pretty prize like me can manage. 

But my voice doesn't stop no matter what, unless he tells me:

“I love you so much, Daddy. I’ll do anything for you. I’m so lucky you’re my Daddy. I can’t believe how in love I am with you I am. Did you know I’m a virgin? I am, Daddy. I’m a virgin for you. I didn’t know I was waiting for you, but I really was. I need your cum, Master. I need it inside me. I’ll die without it, I just know I will. Please, Daddy, how do I please You? Please, Daddy. Please Daddy...”

Time passes quickly, hotly, and strangely for me. Without me really noticing, the three of us are sitting at a table in front of a stage. Mommy drapes over one leg, and I the other. I don't have to notice too much, really. Noticing is for men. All I have to do is adore my Daddy. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the men paying attention to the stage. A bunch of bikini-clad women are brought out in chains, led by a man with a whip. The chains and whip are for show, of course—the women are smiling prettily and happily. They're thrilled to be property, to be on display.  

“For our first slave on auction tonight," says the emcee, "we have the illustrious Lucilla Vandermont. She’s the disgraced former wife of our very own Gregory Vandermont, Repurposed after being criminally barren two decades of marriage. 

A terrible gasp fills the ballroom. Barren women are so horrible. I'm not surprised to notice belatedly that my own voice is one of the loudest gasps.  

“Lucilla?” I giggle. “Daddy, that’s...”

I’m about to say Mommy’s name, but of course that’s silly. What a silly, stupid thought for a silly, stupid girl like me. Mommy’s name is Helena if it’s not just Mommy.

Or Mistress.

Oh, fuck. My cunt pulses at that thought. 

“...Mistress...” I try it out, looking at Helena. 

Helena strokes Daddy's Cock through his pants under the table, more out of positioning than any attempt to hide. It's obvious what she's doing—and she winks at me.

“What a good girl you’re becoming, Emilia. Would you like me to show you how you can make Master and Mistress happy?”

“Yes Mommy.” I nod. “Please, Mistress.”

She unbuckles Daddy’s pants and unleashes his monster cock. He grunts, eyes on the stage, very focused and intent. He keeps raising a small baton with a little number written on it—at least I think it’s a number, it’s not one through ten, so it’s hard for me to know for sure—and he seems a bit stressed out. 

“These fucking savages,” he grumbles. “They think they can take my property, my due diligence...”

I have no idea what he’s talking about and I don’t care. He’s so upset. I need to calm him down. Mommy shows me—taking my hand and wrapping it around his cock. Casually, I start stroking him. When a little precum slips out, I rub it into the head and then all along the shaft, giggling delightedly at how slick it makes my strokes. 

“He’s so big,” I moan to Mommy. “Daddy’s so big...”

“He’s the best,” she agrees.

"The best," I nod. "The best and the biggest..."

It feels like this is the first time I've stroked my Daddy's Cock, but that can't be true. He deserves to have me stroking him whenever he wants, so surely it must have happened before now. I'd even be delighted if he fucked me while I was sleeping; I'm nothing but property to him, and that's how the world should be. 

There’s a big round of applause and Daddy slams his hand down on the table in triumph. He won something? He must have won. The auctioneer is saying he has. But it’s hard to figure it out—Mommy grabs me by the back of the head and shoves my face down on his cock. Almost right away he cums down my throat in his moment of triumph. He won someone—something? Someone? Lucilla?—and he's cumming in his daughter's throat to celebrate. It's so lovely. This is what my Daddy deserves.

But I’ve never tasted cum before. Have I? I can't remember. It's so hard to remember, to think. My body freezes, limbs going everywhere. Something hard and metal is placed on my head. This is weird, this is— 

Isn’t it delicious? Isn’t it wonderful?

Mommy’s voice is in my head. Hard, happy pulses thrum-thrum-thrum away my other thoughts. I feel her more than I hear her. But I have to agree. Daddy's cum is delicious and wonderful. Just like—

* * * * * 
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—MOMMY SAYS, “YOU’LL suck him off with me in the car, all right, sweetheart?”

I agree, of course. Good girls are always agreeable. We're walking outside the gala in Daddy's arms. Mommy and I snuggle him on both sides, constantly keeping him warm. Our hands pawing over each other, over his body, over his bulge.

As we re-enter the town car, something slows me down. A nagging thought around the fringes of my silly, stupid brain. There’s something off about this whole night; I can’t put my finger on it. 

I should ask Mommy. She knows everything and I can trust her completely.

“Mommy,” I say, as we kneel down in front of Daddy’s cock back inside the car. “I feel like I knew one of the girls at the auction. There was one named Lucilla..”

I speak between licks and soft, slow sucks. Daddy is so big and hard inside my mouth. Mommy helps me take him down my throat; I’m so lucky she’s so kind to me. 

She slides the crown over my head again; it fits easily and I’m so happy it’s there. It means I’m being taught, and silly girls like me have so much to learn. 

“Obey Daddy,” says Helena.

I try to answer her, try to repeat Obey Daddy—but his cock is so big and thick in my mouth. It swells my tiny good girl throat. I’m so lucky my Daddy has such a big fat cock. I try to say all of this, but it’s just whimpers and moans and drool-splattered groans as Helena shoves my head up and down his massive meat. Instead, I just say it with my eyes—looking up at him with all the love in the world, letting him know that he and he alone own my tight, toned virgin body. 

“Good girl,” he says, petting my head. “That’s my good—”

* * * * *
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“—GIRL,” SAYS HELENA, holding me in place on Daddy’s enormous meat. “You’re being Mommy and Daddy’s good girl!”

He’s practically splitting me in half. His cock shoves up harder inside my virgin entrance even as Helena pushes me down. 

Helena and...someone else. A girl. Who is that? I try to turn and look but it’s so hard to look away from how handsome and perfect my Daddy Master is drilling me stupid. Drilling his daughter who exists just for him, who looks just like his ultra-hot wife. 

We're in the master bedroom, on the bed—Mommy, Daddy, and me. The other girl is on the edge of the bed fingering herself and chanting praise for Daddy. 

“Tell him, sweetheart," Mommy says. "Tell Daddy how good he is.”

“He’s so good, so big!” I moan. His cock pumping into me faster and faster. “You’re going to break me apart, Daddy. You’re ruining me.”

“Did you hear that, Master?” Helena coos. “You’ve ruined her for anyone else. No one else will ever satisfy her hot young body but you.”

“You’re so hot, Master,” says the other woman. 

She leans down just enough for me to make out her face—it’s Lucilla, from the slave auction.

Some silly, stupid part of my brain tries to tell me this is insane, that I’ve been captured here, held against my will. It tries to tell me I don’t want this as much as I so clearly do. That Helena isn’t my Mommy, that the mother I know is Lucilla and that she’s been brainfucked against her will just like I have. 

That somehow, my father orchestrated all of this with Helena—using her seductive, feminine wiles to blindside me while some kind of specialized machine’s hypnotic waves and a targeted gene-enhancing diet were pumped into my body against my will.

But that’s so stupid. I feel the thought pop away like a pink bubble in a big, friendly bath. Pop! There it goes. Pop! There goes the thought of the thought. 

Pop pop pop!

All that’s left is serving Daddy and making him happy. I’m such a stupid bimbo now. I doubt I’ll ever be able to wrangle bitches for him like Helena does, but that’s okay. I’m just a good, obedient fucktoy for Daddy like I was always supposed to be. 

"Am I prettier than Lucilla?" Mommy asks. 

It's a question to the whole room. 

Daddy nods as he continues to hammer my sopping-wet fuckslave cunt. "You're so much fucking hotter than her, baby. You're my real fucking wife. The wife I always wanted."

"Yes, Mistress!" It's so hard to talk when I'm cumming constantly from Daddy's perfect fucking, but I try anyway. "You're the prettiest! She's nothing compared to you!"

"I'm nothing," Lucilla’s voice is coated with worship. "You're the real wife. You're the one Master deserves. We're so lucky to be in your presence, Mistress. Thank you for being such a perfect wife for Your Husband. You're the one he always needed."

Something about Lucilla saying this excites Daddy terribly and he explodes inside me. His cum fills me up; it’s everything I ever wanted. I squeeze my pussy muscles as hard as I can to take it all in, to not let a drop escape. I need to be pregnant; I need to make my Daddy babies just like a good bimbo girl does.

My body is hot and trembling, my skin moist with sweat. All I can think about is how I please Daddy, how he fills me with his cum, and how it makes me feel so alive and special. Everything else in the world fades away like a dream now that I have this pleasure inside me.

Daddy steps back and looks at me proudly, his eyes twinkling with delight. He strokes my hair gently, caressing each lock like it were made of gold before planting a passionate kiss upon my lips. His tongue teases mine before withdrawing ever so slowly and then pressing down once again, claiming every bit of me as his own.

Helena slides in to our hot coupling and hugs me tight. “We’ll be pregnant together soon. And we’ll have the perfect maid to dote on our children and us when they arrive, won’t we Lucilla?”

Lucilla nods happily. “Yes, Mistress. Anything for your family.”

All three of us fall on Daddy, brilliantly in love and happy. 

We’re everything females should be.

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative - Homewrecker
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No one has ever taken care of me nearly as well as me, so I’ve always had to see the writing on the wall. 

It’s election night three years ago, so you know who won. They’re on the television in the hotel room while I wait for Lee, my latest and richest-ever john, celebrating inside of a cascading mountain of balloons and confetti.

The Party leader stands at a podium with his bimbo trophy wife, promising to enact the Trophy Wife Initiative he campaigned on. He promises the most eligible men will start receiving their wives in less than week. He promises his rule—he says that word, rule—will be kind and compassionate to everyone sharing his values and merciless to those who do not. He promises that women who don’t know their place, the kind of women who have been ruining society for law-abiding men, will soon no longer be a problem. His wife—blond and gorgeous and big-titted and long-legged—slides her body on his as he speaks, doting on every word. Tits pushing into his bicep, nearly popping out of her bright red dress. Her red-painted nails sliding across his chest and empty, big blue eyes full of bimbo brain admiration for the fact of his maleness.

So this isn’t so much writing on the wall as it is, I don’t know, a sledgehammer being used to type out the words on the concrete?

It’s raining outside when Lee finally arrives. I help take off his wet coat, and he shakes his head when he sees what I’ve got playing on the television.

“Hey, Crystal, baby...” he waves at the screen. “Turn that shit off. I just want to fuck. I had a hell of a day.”

Right away, my body responds. I love fucking him; he’s amazing in bed. He’s strong, and capable, and smart, and handsome, and sometimes I wish more than anything I’d found him single instead of stealing him away from his lump of a wife. 

But that wish only goes so far. I didn’t start working as a stripper because turning on men who didn’t belong to me turns me off, you know?

I do turn the celebration off, but it stays on my mind. I’ve been preparing for this, thinking of what needs to be done. 

When he’s all settled and sits down on the bed, I greet him with a happy squeal and kiss. He likes me when I play girlish. I’m actually much older than he thinks I am, but I’m pretty enough to pull it off. Beauty is just the imitation of youth in the first place.

Stroking, necking, pawing, groaning for minutes and minutes. I’m in phenomenal shape from  dancing for hours at a time four nights a week, and I hit the gym regularly besides. My tits are so big that half the other girls at the club refuse to believe they’re natural on my tiny, thin frame, and the other half refuse to believe my long golden hair isn’t a weave. But I’m all-natural all the way through. 

After I’ve got him good and horny—it never takes long, he has the libido of someone half his age—I pull him down to the bed and unzip his pants. I’m jacking his beautifully thick cock before he knows it, curling up next to him and sliding my heavy tits over his face. 

I bite my lip. I know it looks sexy and pouty. 

“I can’t just fuck you anymore, baby.”

“Wh-what?”

He’s half-surprised, and half-dazed, leaning back from the handjob. I’m really good at them.

“It’s too dangerous. They’ll round me up. Make me one of those wives. It’s all over the internet. The new President, the state where he was governor? They started it over a year ago.”

“That’s nothing. That’s rumors.”

“Kathy’s sister was taken!”

“Kathy?”

“You know...Starlight.” Her stripper name. “Her sister was taken two months ago, swear to god. They’re going to start targeting all the pretty girls. The pretty, unattached girls. You know they will.”

He grunts. My hand on his cock is doing its magic. I’ve gotten him to drain his wife’s investment account for me; I’m so much fucking hotter than her. We both know it. We both know I deserve her money more than she does. More than half of it has gone to my wardrobe. Lee bought me several furs; I look phenomenal in them.

“It’s...complicated, babe. You know it is. We’ve talked about this.”

“She won’t have any rights when you divorce her. In the new world? A divorced woman? Someone who let down her man, a man like you?” My voice becomes husky, even villainous. “She won’t even get pregnant for you...”

That brings on the groans from him. Of course he knows I’m talking about Priscilla, his wife for now. For the moment. It’s a well-oiled piece of conversational machinery; I’ve been warming up to this finale for some time. I kiss his ear, stroking more urgently still—but not so fast that he’ll cum. I’ve trained; my pace is expert. 

“She’ll be ostracized. She’ll be villainized. That’s what she deserves, isn’t it? She drove you right into my arms, the greedy arms of a gold-digging bitch who loves you but loves your money even more.” He groans, shifting, hips pulsing upward. “Does she even tell you how handsome and strong you are? Does she tell you how grateful she is for your money? Is she completely dependent on your good will like I am?”

My voice becomes a dark, shadowy whisper. I slide my cunt across his shin, my tits on his chest. 

“She will be,” I moan. “She’ll be totally dependent on what you say in the divorce proceedings...and you can tell everyone what a disappointment she’s been. How she won’t breed for you. I’ll breed for you. I’ll have as many babies as you want. I need to breed for you. Need to get pregnant with my man’s seed. And you know I’ll lose the weight, don’t you?” I giggle. “She’ll stay fat and ugly forever. But I’m obsessed with fitness. Look at how tiny my waist is.” He does. His cock surges. Precum spilling everywhere, making my thighs slick. “I’m so tiny, so slim, so slender, and you know that even if I only get back to 90% of where I am now, I’ll still be leagues better than she is. Don’t you? That turns you on so much, doesn’t it Daddy?” He loves it when I call him Daddy. I’m not a fan, but whatever; I want his fucking money and security. “It makes you so hard and needy knowing I’ll be beautiful and thin and perky and happy, so happy to be the wife of a brilliantly handsome rich stud like you for a long, long time.”

I’m stroking faster now but slowing down every fourth or fifth stroke just to drive him wild. Waiting. Not taking him all the way; not until he tells me what I want to hear.

“Crystal...babe...fuck. I need to cum so bad...” 

“I know the word of a strong, capable man like you is his bond. I know you’ll do what you say. Please, Daddy, won’t you protect me? Won’t you please, please keep me safe? Divorce her. Today.” I have the papers printed out for him. I bought the printer with his wife’s money. “They’ll fast-track it if they know you’ve got a Trophy Wife in the wings. I’ll sign up for their Initiative so I can be as gorgeous and obedient and trained as possible. Please, Daddy?”

As he nods, I slide my cunt up and over his thrilling, hard, beautiful cock. 

I don’t cum when he empties inside me, but I fake it really well. 

Faking it is what I do best.

* * * * *
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IT’S BEEN THREE YEARS of faking it, as a matter of fact. I’ve surprised even myself. 

“Daddy, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

I blindfolded Lee while he was asleep and woke up two hours early to prepare everything. I’m dressed in sparkling black lingerie that criss-crosses over my yoga-tight body with several flashy straps, displaying my still-slender frame. Straps like these are for showing off delicately perfect musculature and a lack of fat, which is me all over. 

It’s a lot of work, working out, and eating right, being a “Trophy Wife”, but anything is better than giving up control of my whole mind like those Repurposed girls. 

It’s Lee’s birthday. Surprises are expected. Husbands are doted on constantly in our society—they do make the money after all, and men are at the top of the food chain—and so birthdays are on another level. I’ve had this planned for a few months now, and even arranged for the children to be with a special babysitting camp so he could have the week all to himself, enjoying me and his brand new Trophy Wife.

I snap my fingers and she—his new Trophy Wife—obediently comes hither. I’m smiling, giggling, doting and caressing him just like a good wife should. 

“What did I get you, my darling?” I whisper in his ear. “What could it possibly be that would satisfy a strong, handsome man like you?”

He groans. His cock, erect, is excited already. He’s always hard around me; it’s a point of pride. At my guidance, the new girl casually pushes the blankets and sheets aside. She’s your standard Trophy Wife—gorgeous, long-haired, puffy-lipped, big-titted, long-legged, and utterly servile. I had her dress in sparkling red lingerie that glitters as she moves. 

At my direction, she starts to suck his cock soulfully, eagerly. 

Normal wives who accepted the “need” to be obedient, pleasant Trophies for their man—like I pretended I did—were never sent to Repurposing Facilities. Instead, we were given a three week “Service Workshop” and a daily retinue of pink and purple pills. The Purples made you hotter, more fertile, and more aroused. Like libido-charging diet pills.

The Pinks dumb you down, more or less. Technically, they don’t limit your intelligence, they just make you hyper-focused on the household and your husband, so all you want to do 24/7 is think about and worship your man. 

I’m not stupid; I’ve been taking care of myself my whole life. How the hell do you expect me to take a pill that limits my ability to do just that? No way was I taking those Pinks. 

So I faked it. I disposed of the Pinks—it turns out they’re excellent fertilizer for the garden—and emoted and smiled and laughed whenever I needed to make sure Lee was never suspicious. 

I held off for as long as possible when it came to making babies, but I knew that I needed to get going on it before the questions started. I’ve seen enough real crime shows to know that the guilty walk free only so long as they aren’t under suspicion. So, we’ve got a pair of two year-olds, a boy and a girl. It didn’t hurt that the Purples make being pregnant a fucking blast. I followed all the doctor’s nutritional advice to the letter, but even so I felt high as a kite the whole nine months. 

Part of this whole game is keeping up with the neighbors. When they got pregnant, I had to get pregnant. These fucking bimbos seem to know magically the day they’re pregnant, so I had to make sure I was acting likewise and making it happen soon. If I had the only man on the block without any heirs, there would be way too many questions to answer. 

Even with the twins, the fat melted off thanks to the Purples. I think I’m actually underneath my weight from before, although I haven’t checked a scale in forever. Why bother when I’m so fit and tight so constantly? I’ll probably be pregnant again soon—Lee and I fuck constantly—and honestly the thought makes me excited. What used to be a painful, uncomfortable experience for many women has, because of the Purples, turned into something transcendent all the way through. The Pinks probably make it even better...but I won’t risk my brain. 

Slowly, I take off Lee’s blindfold. When he sees what I have waiting for him, his breath catches. He squirms, suddenly fucking her face harder than he was before. 

“I-is that...?”

“I wanted to get a gift for your birthday, my love.” 

My voice is calculated to be as soft and sweet as possible. The Purples I take help with that, of course, but I think that with my mind free of the Pinks, I’m able to make it more seductive than ever. 

“A...a...gift...” he stumbles. “That’s my ex-wife...!”

“I know,” I say, pushing my hand down on her head even more. “They gave me a video of her transformation. Do you want to see?”

Without waiting for him to answer, I use our tablet to throw the file up on the bedroom screen and show off what’s happened to his bitch of an ex-wife over the past three years. The slurping, schlucking, licking sounds of her improved, puffy lips happily and lovingly sucking off her new Master fill our bedroom as the video of her indoctrination begin. 

We watch her coming in—angry, despondent, defiant. She’s fat, she’s plain, she’s drab. Wearing a pale, sleeveless shift, all of her flaws as a woman are on display. It’s no wonder at all that Lee left her for a bombshell like me. She’s in what looks like a kind of interrogation room—a single table and chair in the middle of an otherwise empty, white-paneled space. 

At first, she screams and bangs on the door. There are bruises along her shoulders and arms. They’ve been rough with her. It excites me. I hold her in complete contempt. I know I’m a gold-digging homewrecker; I know I’m more infatuated with Lee’s money and influence than the man himself. But even so, I do make him happy, and I am proud of that.

That Priscilla didn’t make him happy, when he asks for so little, makes me furious.

Lights start dancing on the wall and Priscilla stops struggling abruptly, watching the dancing lights. Drooling almost right away. Arms held limp. Her eyes glaze over, and her face is blank.

The video fizzles, and it’s her next session. She’s drooling already. The transformation has already started. From whenever the last session was to now, Priscilla’s body has been slowly sculpted closer to perfection—her stomach is becoming taut, her curves more pronounced, her skin soft and silky. Her hair is growing longer, turning from a dull, mousy brown to a blond as beautiful and shining as honey. 

They work fast, these Repurposing centers. On the screen, Priscilla's fingers find her cunt as she whispers something inaudible to the flickering, dancing lights. It doesn't surprise me that she touches herself; the lights are pretty sexy.

“Fuck.” 

His moan fills me with a hot, satisfied thrill. A happy Husband is a Husband who doesn’t ask his faking Trophy Wife too many questions. 

The camera shifts again, and Priscilla is now kneeling in the corner of the room, wearing only a thin slip that barely covers her tightened, sculpted ass. Her voice has changed from the shrewish nagging sounds it used to be—it’s soft, doll-like and robotic. She repeats hypnotic mantras about being a good girl and obeying men.

"Suck and obey," she says on the screen. "Suck...and obey...and suck...and obey...and suck...and obey..."

Her voice is getting to me, I have to admit. Even I'm getting turned on, though that also might have something to do with how sexy I think it is that I'm controlling her now as she licks and sucks my Husband's cock. 

The screen changes. Priscilla is in a different room now. She wears nothing more than a simple bra and panties, her hands cuffed behind her back. Her head is bowed beneath a swirl of heavy, twisting, spiral patterns.

“I will always be a good girl,” Priscilla recites in a low drone, eyes never wavering from the ground beneath her feet. “I will obey my Master without hesitation or complaint. I am his devoted slave, willingly giving myself up to whatever he chooses for me...” 

Her words make so, so much sense. 

For her, I mean. For a slave. 

The pretty sparkle patterns in the video captivate my attention, and Priscilla's droning words make it easy to look at them. They shift and sparkle and slide and twist; it's so pretty.

Lee lays back, eyes closed. I can tell he's trying not to cum, trying to prolong the moment. In his lap, Priscilla's eyes are closed tight and her body shudders with pleasure as if hearing her hypnotic mantras from the screen have created a trance-like state.

They haven't, of course. Then I would have to worry about watching the screen and the pretty, pretty patterns on it. I'm not, naturally. I'm far too smart for that. I'm too smart to be hypnotized or taken advantage of. If I want to look at the pretty patterns and feel my mind melt, that's up to me, isn't it?

“Join me,” Priscilla whispers at me. “Let’s service his cock together. Wouldn’t you lick that, Master?”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I don’t like Priscilla’s tone; I don’t like that she basically told me what to do. But now Lee has told me he wants it, and I can hardly refuse without giving myself away. 

Whatever. I love licking my Husband's cock.

I lean down and start licking the shaft of his cock. He tastes better than normal. Before I know it, I’m kissing his cock passionately, openly, moaning and urging for more. There’s something delicious about his cock, his precum. I normally find it just a shade short of intoxicating, more than pleasant enough that it’s never a chore to suck his beautiful, huge cock. 

But today...maybe with Priscilla’s saliva...? It tastes almost...pink...

There’s something about that, I think. Something I should know or think or be cautious of. I have to be cautious all the time. Guard up, smile on, nod happily, be an obedient Trophy Wife or look out. 

But I can feel my guard evaporating the more I suck and kiss and lick. Lee takes my head and pushes it against Priscilla’s; our tongues slide over each other’s, our lips lock. We're so fucking sexy; hot bimbo babes making out on Daddy's cock. 

“Oh Master,” Priscilla’s voice drips with empathy and compassion. “Mistress was so worried you wouldn’t like this. You should have heard her when I first arrived. She was so concerned. She’s got so many thinky-thoughts now.”

She’s stroking him somewhat aggressively—my mouth worshiping his cockhead with Priscilla casually kind of back-handing me against my puffy, sensitive lips. 

“Good girls don’t think,” Priscilla whispers like the three of us are in on some secret. “Good girls suck and obey.”

Suck and obey. 

The words cling to my thoughts like burrs in a field. There’s something wrong here, something I need to get away from, but—

“Suck and obey,” says Priscilla.

Suck and obey. 

I feel her hand on the back of my head. For a moment, I struggle. But I have to—

Suck and obey. 

No...yes? No! No, she's pushing me down and I have to—

Suck and obey. 

Suck and obey.

Suck and obey.


* * * * *
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I WAKE UP LATE THE next morning, which I never do. It takes honest work to be a successful liar, and I usually get up well before Lee to make sure everything is prepared. I have to make myself ready, get breakfast prepared, and mentally scour the day for any lies or otherwise deceptions from the day before to make sure I won’t be caught unawares from anything he might say or do.

I have a long, weird blank spot in my head about the night before. I remember things escalating with Priscilla and Lee, and then...nothing, really, except a pink haze of orgasm and pleasure that I still feel in my body. 

Getting ready is painfully simple, of course. The Purples take care of that. For whatever else the Party may have caused, they certainly did seem to solve the issue of aging. Wrinkles, lines, stretch marks, sags are all things of the past. My thick, blond hair comes together perfectly, slicked back and parted to one side with ease, and my face just needs a touch of glamour to work. I put on a tight, white leg-baring sundress, the backless kind that Lee likes.

Women and men can still die of old age, of course. It’s just that so long as you’re on a Party regimen of drugs, you won’t feel a day under thirty before your time is up. The President is nearly eighty, but you’d never know it to look at him or his eleven wives.

When I walk downstairs, I see Priscilla soulfully, eagerly sucking Master’s—Lee’s—cock in the breakfast nook. The thick, vibrant mess of her powerfully sexy platinum blond hair hits me hard. She’s dressed in the same dress as I am, almost like she’s trying to compete with me...even though she dressed without knowing what I’d pick. How could she have?

A heady pang of jealousy, possessiveness, and fear hits me, as well as sensational arousal. My knees tremble and my stomach does flips. I take the Purples as much as any girl, and seeing my Man being pleasured sets me right off. The wave of lust overwhelms everything else, and I swoon audibly and nearly trip down the stairs. 

Lee barely notices. I suppose that’s his right, being sucked off by a gorgeous creature like Priscilla. I don’t like her—she’s a fucking sniveling bitch who broke my Man’s heart bit-by-bit for years—but she’s beautiful now, that’s for sure. Her legs are longer than mine and I’m pretty certain her tits are bigger too. One might even say her face is a tad cuter, if you like that whole empty-headed bimbo thing. 

Once I finally make it down the stairs, I kiss Lee on the cheek and neck while I slide my hand up and down Priscilla’s hair. 

“You’re so powerful, darling. Look at her go. Look at what we’ve done to her...”

“I know,” he nods. “God. She’s more gorgeous than almost anyone on the block. Except for you, of course.”

I smile at the compliment and slide my tits into his face. I’ll have him inside of me and outside of Priscilla in no time.

“Oh,” he shakes his head. “Priscilla just uh...just spent a lot of time doing that. I actually really have to run.”

I realize, feeling absurd and rejected, that what I witnessed was Lee being cleaned off by Priscilla after just cumming inside of her. 

He kisses me goodbye with no ceremony and Priscilla stands, licking her lips clean of the seed and precum that glisten there. Her big, bright eyes take in the whole of the house. I know she’s scanning for things to clean, ways to serve. It’s how they fill Trophy Wives’ brains up with new information during Repurposing so they don’t all go insane after processing. Each one is obsessed with a happy, healthy home.

“I made you coffee,” she says, pointing at the cup on the kitchen counter. It’s been left on the cup warmer to keep it a pleasant temperature. “Won’t you try it? I just wanted to get the taste right so much for you.”

So, she’s already anticipating my needs? How perfect. It’s rather nice to have another girl around the house doing what I say. 

I drink it slowly at first, and then quickly. I don’t think I’ve ever had a cup of coffee so fast. 

“Another?” asks Priscilla.

She has a thermos ready. I have a little trouble saying what I mean—yes, of course. You’re such a special slave girl, thinking of me. Thank you, dearest.—before giving up and nodding. It’s easier just to say yes.

I’m still waking up. Words are sometimes like, totally hard in the morning. It’s perfectly normal.

The second cup goes down smoother than the first, and after the third in as much time as the first two, Priscilla smiles and shakes her head when I ask for another.

“That’s probably too much, dearie. You should pace yourself, don’t you think?”

My thoughts are sluggish and hot. I keep thinking of milky. Milky milk milk and Priscilla’s heavy milk-filled titties. Did she put her milk in the coffee? That would lace it with so many hormones. Way more than I got from kissing her last night. 

But no, that’s silly. She’s my wifey slave and she has to do what I say now. That’s what I wanted and I’m Daddy’s Trophy Wife so I get what I want.

“I...think...” I gulp, trying to collect myself. The room is spinning a bit. “I have to sit down.”

“Yes, of course.”

I sit and idly finger my tight, hot pussy, watching Priscilla as she washes the dishes, humming brightly as she works. Her voice is beautiful. Everything about her is so beautiful. She’s like a cover model for Perfect Blonde Housewife. 

I’m a little jelly, not gonna lie. I think she looks even better than me in that dress, and I’m wearing the fuck out of it right now.

“Priscilla...” I giggle. “It’s so weird having you in the house now, don’t you think?”

“Why is that, dearie?”

She keeps calling me that, dearie. Like a diminu...a demono...diminit...a word that means you think less of somebody. I have to fix that. I have to put her in her place.

“I replaced you,” I say loudly. I feel drunk. “You were Master’s wife. And now you’re just some dumb Trophy Wife.”

“You’re a Trophy Wife too.” She puts a dish in the cupboard. “Aren’t you, dearie?”

“Don’t call me that.”

“What shall I call you?”

“Mistress! I’m in charge of you! I replaced you! You were old, and haggard, and awful, and I got rid of you and made sure they knew where to find you.”

“Is that so? That’s so wonderful of you.” She smiles brightly. “I do so love who I am now. I don’t really quite remember any kind of life before, but I’m quite certain it was truly awful. Sometimes they showed me videos. I had all kinds of dumb opinions about men and property and rights. I know now men are in charge. I know women are just decorations. I know that it’s right to serve the cock of your man, and that I have to do anything to make him hard. I know that ugly women are the worst, and only beautiful people will populate our new, more perfect world. I know my womb is fertile and ready to receive Master’s blessing and to populate this glorious nation with true citizens.” She pauses, stopping and giggling. “You see? That’s all I think about now. I’m so much better now.”

“Mistress.”

“Hmm?” She’s rubbing a dish dry.

“’I’m so much better now, Mistress.’ That’s how you should say it.”

“Oh, that seems improper, my love. We’re both His Trophy Wives now. I’d say that puts us on equal footing, don’t you think?”

Irate rage fills me. How dare she!

“No.”

I have a whole rant prepared, but thinking is so hard. Something...something I ate. Or drank. Something in the...coffee? My thoughts spin and pop and burst. Hot pink bubbles that I can’t keep track of. 

“You know, if what you’re saying is true about replacing me as the younger woman, it’s a bit ironic now, isn’t it?”

Priscilla has put all the dishes away; she’s in front of me now, smiling brainlessly but staring daggers.

“I don’t follow.”

“I think you do.” Priscilla’s smile becomes greedy. “Repurposing isn’t brainwashing. Or...it’s not just brainwashing. I did need my brain washed. I’m so grateful. It was very dirty with stupid thoughts about how someone or something other than my dear, darling Husband mattered to me. It let me know all about the glory of the patriarchy, how inferior females were born to be scorned and scolded and sneered at, and how blessed I am as a beautiful woman to be the receptacle of my Husband’s Holy Sperm.”

This is all exactly why I will never let myself be Repurposed. 

“...kay. You’re getting a little excited, Priscilla doll. Why don’t you lie down?”

“But it’s not just that, don’t you see?” She brings her wet, soapy hands up to her chest, squeezing her tits up and out. “It washed my dirty genes, too. Cleansed them of all the bad stuff. My blood is so fresh now, and my flesh is so young. Genetically, I’m barely eighteen years old. I’ll stay that way for a long, long time. And my brain...” she giggled. “It’s hard to say. But it’s safe to say that I’ve had thousands of years of worship hyper-loaded into my neurons in less than the time it took you to carry His child to term.”

“My child,” I insist. “Our child.”

She giggles. “Of course. For now.”

“What does that mean, you twisted fucking—”

The doorbell rings, interrupting me completely. I’m a bit stunned; doorbells don’t ring in our house except at very scheduled events. All deliveries arrive on Mondays, for example. But it’s Saturday, and I didn’t schedule any kind of a get-together with the local ladies. 

Priscilla calls to the door to announce that she’s on her way. I rush after her, but slowly. My legs feel like I’ve been on an ocean cruise for seven days. Priscilla must have drugged my coffee; I’d be furious but it feels great.

Seeing Priscilla at the door, in the sunlight, she seems almost unreal, like some kind of angelic vision - almost too perfect to be true. She stands with effortless poise. Her face and collarbones jutting just so, her hip bones visible through her dress. And so fertile...she looks like she’s dying for breeding, her heavy tits so full of milk and life...

She greets the girl at the door—clearly another Trophy Wife. She looks like Priscilla’s little sister—a tad younger in her eyes, but just as brilliantly stacked and phenomenally platinum blonde. Gorgeous. She’s wearing the party red dress—another backless sundress for Master. Husband. Lee, I mean, my HusbandMaster. 

Ungh.

Am I—did Priscilla Pink me?

“What’s this?” I shake my fluffy, stuffy head. “What’s going on?”

Priscilla smiles brightly. 

“This is Master’s newest Trophy Wife, Ember. Ember, this is Crystal.”

“Oh hi!” 

Ember greets me with a long, sensual hug and kiss. More pink from her pink lips. I’m putty in her hands.

“G-guh?” I whimper in protest. “Guh. Unh.”

Ember’s fingers immediately slide up toward my pussy. I’m used to this kind of greeting from other Trophy Wives, but I’m already so turned on that her slightest touch sends orgasmic shivers up and down my spine. I drop to my knees, cumming, gripping my body to Ember’s. Moaning. 

“Priscilla made sure I understand the arrangement before I got here.” Ember talks like this is all the most normal thing in the world. For her, it is. “So, we know all about how important this week is for Master. That’s why he’s getting new Trophy Wives, right?”

“Yes,” I say, my voice soft and whimpering. “But...b-but, there was just one, just Priscilla, a-and...”

“I know!” Ember claps her hands. She talks to me like I’m a baby. “There was just Priscilla, and now there’s you and there’s me for Master. Isn’t that grand?”

“N-no!” I try to pound my fists to the earth and end up just licking Ember’s leg. “No, there’s j-just...”

“Crystal, dearie?” Priscilla points to the kitchen. “The counters still need cleaning and the trash needs to be taken out. Won’t you be a dearie and finish the kitchen up? Like a good girl?”

My jaw works up and down. I’m so furious I can’t speak. Ember’s sudden presence—all those brilliantly hot pheromones—also make me so completely turned on I can’t move. My cunt is pulsing, pounding, needing to cum again.  

“You really should clean up,” says Ember. “I mean, if You want to make Master happy. Like a good Trophy Wife. Aren’t you a good Trophy Wife, dearie?”

I whimper at her words. I can’t let them know. I can only trust myself. 

“Y-yes.” I nod, and crawl back to the kitchen.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I wake to the sound of red vans showing up at the drive.

I mean, I say that I wake, but it’s more accurate to say that I came-to. I was watching happy, pretty, fun spiral lights on the wall. How long was I watching? It’s hard to say...

I know that Ember put the projector in the spare guest room and had me look at the patterns some time in the mid-afternoon. Since then?

That’s...worrying. 

In fact, this is all worrying. A red van means more wives have arrived; from the small window of the guest room, I see them exiting the van. Them. As in multiple! 

Moreover, the guest room is now completely empty—there’s no more extra bed, or dresser, or chair, or decorations on the wall...was it all moved out while I was watching the patterns?

The pretty...pretty...pretty patterns...

They’re still going. Dancing. Spiraling. So happy and free and fun.

Drool falls from my lips. My cunt leaks hot, molten honey. I’m dying to be fucked. I’m dying to obey my Husband. He’s such a Man. I’m so lucky I have him. I need to talk with him soon or else Priscilla might get away with fucking up my head like she has. But if I can just talk to him, if I can just...

The spiraling, twisting lights sparkle and flourish on the wall. I whimper, watching them go.

Some time later, I can’t say how long, I’m out of the guest room. I’m dressed in a sheer, tight white micro dress and matching heels, the only thing that was in the room to wear. It’s the kind of thing I’ve seen servant girls wear at the state dinners for big-time politicians. 

My brain feels so funny and silly and hot. I want to melt into the floor and crawl all the way down the stairs. If I do, maybe Misst...maybe Priscilla will see. I want that. I don’t know why, but I want her to see me crawl. 

But I don’t. Somehow. Clutching the banister, I somehow make it all the way down to the entry, my cunt pulsing with orgasmic fury at each step, urging me to kneel, kneel, kneel.

I see—in the living room—that two more wives have arrived. 

“No!” I shout furiously. 

Except I don’t. My “shout” is a breathy, moany, happy whisper. I don’t seem to have very good control of my voice anymore.

Well, that’s just as well, isn’t it? I’m just a girl. Girls don’t really need to—

No!

Why am I thinking like this? Why am my brain so patterns, so pretty and spiral and full of light sounds pink pleasure town and—

Ung.

I fall to the ground at last, right in front of the living room, crawling like I was made to do. Suddenly it’s so much easier to operate. 

Two tall brunettes are on one couch, legs crossed, happily chatting with Ember and Priscilla. The brunettes wear halter-top red dresses, their massive tits on display. Their flesh is so tan. They look almost like sisters. The only way I can tell them apart with my melty-hot bimbo brain is that Autumn has a ribbon in her hair. So now Master has a pair of platinum girls, and a pair of brunettes. 

And then me. 

Right? 

Doesn’t he want me, still?

“Hi dearie,” says Priscilla. She’s enjoying the way I crawl toward her. “This is Summer, and this is Autumn.”

I try to look up but I just cum and shake and whimper instead. It’s easier to just melt and put my head down, like I’m in child’s pose in yoga. My bare cunt is up in the air, dripping wet. Melting. My whole body feels like a candle that’s been sent to the sun.

“Who the fuck is this bitch?” says Summer.  

“Oh, that’s Crystal,” says Ember. “She’s still learning things around here.”

What? I’m apoplectic. You can’t be serious. I’ve been here longer than any of you.

But what I say is, “N-no. I’m f-first wife. S-so...so hot. Daddy cock. Fuck me...fuck me?”

They all giggle at my struggle for words. I didn’t know how hot, how sublime it felt to have a whole room of beautiful Trophy Wives laugh at you, but my pussy spasms and I whimper out another string of meaningless cum-babble. 

“Technically,” says Priscilla, “my previous divorce was thrown out, so I’ve been his wife much, much longer than you, dearie. That does make me your senior. Pay attention.”

Somehow, the heat goes away. Like my body’s orgasm thermostat is Priscilla’s to play with. 

“Wh-what?”

“Why do you think all these new wives are showing up and being so nice to me? Do you think it’s just because I’m so much fucking prettier than you?”

“She really is,” says Autumn. “I’m so completely in love with her. I can’t believe we get to have such a hot Mistress to boss us around.”

“Mmhmm,” says Summer. “How amazing is it that she’s so hot and she’s already got a super hot sisterwife in Ember? I can’t believe we have such a beautiful house to live in, thanks to her.”

They’re gushing. I’m so jealous of their gushing over Priscilla. They should be gushing over me! I did all the work! I did everything! I put the house together!

Priscilla’s pay attention command returned my thoughts and more of my body to me—and I take the moment to leap to my feet, and run to the kitchen and the phone there. Wives aren’t allowed cellular phones anymore, and the phone in the house only goes to State Central, but that’s who I want to talk to anyway. 

The only explanation for this mutiny is that Priscilla isn’t completely brainwashed like she should have been. I’m supposed to be in charge. Priscilla is a Trophy Wife! A bimbo! She’s supposed to be stupid! Instead, she’s acting out this revenge plot on me like I’ve done something wrong!

It takes me several minutes to figure out how to pick up and operate the phone. It’s thick and there’s only one button, but for some reason, I find it super complicated. I keep thinking about how phones use lines, and there are lines in spirals, and spirals are so pretty...

Once I get it going, I start talking immediately and make the best argument ever for why I should stay in charge and why Priscilla is a big stinky awful poo-person.

“Hi. Look. You have to come right now. There’s a fake, an impostor wife here. She’s pretending to be mindfucked, and she’s soooo pretty, and she makes it super hard for me to do all the thinky-things I need to do, so like, you need to grab her and umm...ummm...she’s really...really pretty...?”

I realize I’m babbling like a dumb bimbo. I come close to tears. Why is this so hard? Didn’t I make phone calls before? But then, what would I do that for? The only person I’ve ever wanted to talk to is my Man, and he doesn’t need me to talk at all. I’m just a girl, and our mouths are for holding cocks, not words.

“Put the phone away, Crystal.”

It’s Lee. He looks angry. He’s home from work. But I just woke up? 

No...it’s evening outside. I must have...was I trying to make this call all day? And then there was all that time I was mindfucked upstairs, with the patterns...the pretty, pretty patterns...

After seeing me motionless, dazed, entranced by the memory of my trance, Lee picks up the phone and hangs it up. 

“Master!” Two hot voices sparkle with simultaneous love-at-first-sight.

Summer and Autumn, seeing their Husband for the first time in person, immediately rush to his side. He takes several minutes, feeling them up, kissing them, apparently forgetting all about his anger with me. 

Ember and Priscilla look on, both of them practically drooling at the sight. Ember can't resist the temptation to join in and she moves closer, pressing her body right up against Summer's and caressing her back. Summer moans softly as Ember begins massaging her body with hungry fingers even as she waits her turn to be kissed by her Husband. They’re all constantly whispering and moaning and pleading.

Such a man...

Please, I think it will fit...

You could have me at any time.

I’ve needed you my whole life...

Won’t you let me stroke You?

Can I watch while You fuck her?

Priscilla, just behind Ember, watches in feminine awe as Lee explores every inch of Autumn's mouth with a passionate intensity. He then moves down to her neck, nibbling along the side until he reaches her shoulder. His hands move further down to find their way inside Autumn's tight dress, gripping her tits rough and hard. Then, still gripping them, he turns to Summer and kisses her. The girls all have a leg wrapped around one of his, grinding and urging and stroking. 

Priscilla moves closer too, like a lioness ready to pounce on her prey. She looks at me with smoldering intensity before reaching out gently and running her fingers through Autumn's hair. 

The five of them are completely lost in their passionate moment; no one notices that I'm still standing there just feet away from them, watching transfixed at the carnal scene unfolding before me.

I see him whisper something that makes all the women moan with delight before he kisses each one passionately on the lips again. 

By the time he actually pays attention to me again, I feel small enough to be squashed under Priscilla’s heel. 

Priscilla slips between him and the brunettes, assuming her rightful place in charge. All the girls work at stripping him down and sliding their dresses up to make themselves easily available. Ember, Summer, and Autumn get on all fours beneath him on the kitchen rug, looking back expectantly at his perfectly hard, precum-streaming cock.

“I explained it all to him,” says Priscilla. “You told me about everything. You said we were sisters,” she sneers. “As if I could be sisters with such a dishonest person.” 

I don't remember any of this.

“B-but...when...how...?”

Lee slaps one ass and then another. Testing them. Each one is so tight, and belongs to him so completely. 

“The first night I was here, you stupid girl. You bragged about your whole plan openly to me. I mean, I have to give you some credit. You are supremely stupid, just like a good Trophy Wife ought to be. You were so fucking dumb that you thought that inviting me into your home was a good idea.”

Lee chooses Autumn—entering her violently, roughly, breaking her virginity with urgent abandon. He's so turned on. Ember and Summer lean in and kiss Autumn's body, encouraging her, comforting her. 

He's so big, isn't he?

You can make it. Don't worry. He knows just how to fuck you.

He's such a man. I can't believe we're all so lucky...

Autumn is saying words but they're all babble, like my babble, except she's being fucked. I’m so jealous. Lee is thorough, rough, and hard—fucking her deliberately with every thrust. This is not a lovemaking session—this is a breeding rut. He’s using her purely to cum, and cumming purely to fill up her fertile body.

Priscilla pushes herself against Lee, moaning, imperious and hot. She is every bit the queen to his king; I feel like nothing before her. 

“Don’t worry," she laughs. "I’ll be such a lovely Mommy to your children. I’ll raise them up for you, and undo any of the damage your falsehoods accomplished.”

This thorough tongue-scathing seems to have had its intended effect. Lee slaps Autumn’s ass again—eliciting a scream of pleasure—and grips her tight, losing all control and cumming inside of her hot, brunette bod. 

Ember, Summer, and Priscilla let out a chorus of cheers as he cums inside of Autumn, who looks ecstatic despite her trembling body; she knows deep inside that something wonderful has happened here as her young body throbs. She is full of her Husband’s love... and life.

“You are so strong, my love,” says Ember.

“The strongest ever,” says Summer. “So much stronger than I could have ever imagined...”

When he exits Autumn’s tight, formerly-virgin cunt, he’s still incredibly hard. The milk and hormones of all these Trophy Wives is making him the man he was always meant to be. I feel sick inside, having denied him so much for so long. 

He's still throbbing, breathing heavily with his face tight in concentration. His eyes briefly meet mine and I turn away, certain my own shame is visible in the air around us.

Priscilla approaches him, kneeling for service. 

“Please fuck me next, Master?" She starts to stroke his spurting, throbbing hard cock. “I mean, I know you can fuck any one of us. Autumn is pregnant already. We can all smell it. You’re so strong and powerful. I know you haven’t even fucked Summer yet when she’s so young and hot and virginal. But you haven’t fucked me in hours. And that’s too long, isn’t it Daddy?”

He grunts. Hot seed drips from his Cock. I drool, looking on. Somehow I ended up on my knees. That makes sense. That's where I belong in front of Priscilla. She’s so fucking pretty.

She leans in and kisses him, guiding Summer’s suckling lips across his shaft when Summer crawls closer.

“Won’t you fuck me, darling, and show that stupid bitch what you’re going to take away from her for trying to deceive you?”

Priscilla’s words have the desired effect as Lee is devours her with his gaze and then with a quick, intense kiss. He spins her around, gripping her tight and pushing both her and himself down to the ground. Autumn, Ember, and Summer all pile in on him, whispering adoration. 

I don’t even try. I know I’m not allowed.

His thrusts are slow, passionate, yet intense. I know he could last for days, but I don’t think he’ll want to at the rate he’s going.

“You love me, don’t you Daddy?” 

Priscilla’s voice is clear amongst all the moans. It’s intended to be; it’s intended for me.

“Fuck—fuck yes!”

“You love your real wife?”

Lee slams his hips against hers, claiming what’s rightfully his as he makes love to Priscilla like a man possessed. His thrusts become harder and faster, pushing through her tight walls relentlessly. 

“Yes. Yes!”

“Tell me, please Daddy? Tell me I’m your real wife? Tell me you love me more than the impostor!”

“I love you, babe,” he growls. “I love you so much more than I ever loved her. I know your love is truer than hers. You matter more to me than her. I never should have let her in my home. You’ll be my number one from now on.”

Finally, he releases himself inside of her with one final mind-blowing roar of ecstasy. We all cum with him, even me. Priscilla shakes wildly as the orgasmic waves spread through it like wildfire. After several moments, all the intense pleasure is gone, leaving just blissful exhaustion in its wake. They lay there for ages afterwards, completely spent but fully satisfied by their brutal yet beautiful union.

And I know my fate is sealed, to be the Trophy Slave property of his Trophy Wives. 


* * * * *
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ONE THING I’VE LEARNED from being a good Trophy Wife slave is that I have an exceptionally strong back.

My dishonesty will never be forgiven, but I have been given clemency. I’m so grateful to Mistress Priscilla. If she hadn’t intervened on my behalf, then Master would have sent me off to the breeding farms for sure. Instead, I get a chance to stay in His house so long as I’m obedient, happy, willing, and sexy. 

We’re in the study. It’s Thursday morning. Autumn and Summer are holding a mock blowjob competition on his cock. It’s a “mock” competition because of course, it doesn’t matter who among them sucks Daddy better; Mistress Priscilla always decides who gets Daddy’s cum first. She and Ember are on his arms, cooing and urging, occasionally sliding a hand down to Autumn or Summer’s head to guide them. 

No matter who gets the first load or two from Daddy, they’ll all be satisfied eventually. Either they’ll share his cum in long, lingering sisterslave-kisses, or they’ll turn him on so much that he’ll need to cum even more. The latter happens a lot. 

I receive no cum, of course. I get what’s left over on the seat cushions and carpet. I’m so grateful to get that much. Mistress is so kind to me.

And I’m so grateful to be used as their footrest. Autumn and Summer wear tall, spiky heels. They grind the points of them deep into my spine and shoulder blades. I have to hold my pose, motionless, or else they’ll know I don’t truly love Master. It’s a bit like Simon Says. They’ll say, “Crystal, you can relax, you know.”

But I don’t. I never do, not when they call me my Wife name. I’m not a Trophy Wife anymore. I’m a Trophy Slave. I have to wait for them to call me slave. Only then, can I act. 

Master is cumming. He holds Autumn tight to His Cock; she’s so talented. I have to watch it all—Priscilla makes me, because she knows that it makes me confused and horny and brainless to watch my Master cum and receive so much pleasure. All the girls cum with Him—all of them except for me. They grind and groan and moan his name and beg for more, and I whimper and tremble and drip like a good girl. 

“Slave,” says Priscilla, “go ahead and cum, and then clean up the mess. We’ll want you to clean the toilets while Master breeds us.”

“Y-Yes Mistress.”

I barely blurt out the words before I’m cumming uncontrollably. It’s been so long since my last allowance of orgasms, nearly three hours. Usually she lets me enjoy them for five minutes or so before I have to obey any other commands.

I’m so lucky Mistress is here to take care of me.

# # #
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Shameless Stephanie
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The incomparably gorgeous nineteen year-old Stephanie walked into the bank, clearly knowing that she was going to get whatever she wanted.

One look at her at any time—one teensy, tiny little glance—let the common passer-by know that everything that Stephanie wanted, she got. 

Everything about her, from her perfectly made-up face to the hot mini-dress outfit she had on—barely covering essentials—let onlookers know that she was in control of her destiny.

It wasn’t just that she was gorgeous—although, of course, Stephanie was gorgeous. She was wet-dream inspiringly, pants-tentingly, drool-puddlingly beautiful, and she loved it. Her hair was thick and dark, her tits were perfect and big, and her legs were long. Her body was tight, fit, and looked spectacular in the parade of tiny dresses, skirts, and tops that she decorated it with. She was her own personal barbie doll. She was the All-American beauty queen. 

But her beauty wasn’t the only way that a passer-by knew that Stephanie was going to get what she wanted. It was the confidence on her face. 

In this country, where so much privilege was given to a hot young white girl who adored her body, she was a goddess—and she knew it. And she loved it. And she knew that her loving it made herself that much hotter. 

So, it was more than confidence. It was outright arrogance. It was haughtiness, vanity, self-love to the nth degree. And there was nothing Stephanie was more certain of than the fact that she deserved such self-love completely. 

At a certain point, it was just immature and false of her to pretend like she wasn’t as gorgeous as she knew she was. It wasn’t like she was forcing men to give her what she wanted when she smiled at them with the lusty inspiration that only she could deliver. They wanted to give her everything she wanted. She just let them do it, that was all.

Who could blame such a beauty for simply being alive and enjoying what privileges arrived at her door because of the way she looked?

This is how she rationalized her behavior, anyway. Even, and especially, when it turned sort of evil. 

She had little doubt that, today, in the bank, would be another evil sort of day.

For her part, she had dressed for the role. Her terrifically hot, nineteen year old body was overtly watchable, with her wearing a teensy yellow dress. Every movement she took, every tiny little slip of her torso made her amazing breasts jiggle and bounce out in the open. Her sexy dark hair was arranged perfectly, like a hot lover caressing her youthful beauty. Tall, sexy brown boots with hot, clicking six-inch heels adorned her legs, so incredibly hot—formed her legs into a perfect vertical line up to the amazing tilt of her impeccable ass. 

Everyone in the bank stopped what they were doing when she walked in, explicitly looking at her. She was used to such reactions. 

“Excuse me,” she said to the stunned female clerk at the front, who fumbled uselessly over her collection of pens, spilled to the counter when she saw her approaching. “I’d like to see the bank manager, please.”

Stuttering, she pointed behind herself to the open door in the back. 

“I can just walk right back?”

She nodded dumbly, staring directly into her hot cleavage. 

“Thanks, baby,” she said with a giggle.

She knew that later, the clerk would finger her hot young pussy to Stephanie. She would think about Stephanie walking into the back, and begging her to lick her pussy right in front of all her fellow-employees. 

Too bad Stephanie would never, ever subject herself to anything like that. She was still a virgin, after all. She wanted to go as long as she could—take as much money from helpless men and women as she could—without ever having a cock inside of her or a woman's tongue on her cunt. Fucking in public, then, was never, ever going to happen. Unless maybe she married a billionaire.

Stephanie hadn’t always been this way, of course. 

Or rather, she had always been pretty, but she hadn’t always been such a snob about it.

A few years ago, her ne’er-do-well brother had needed money to pay off a debt to a drug dealer. Desperate, he had asked Stephanie to turn a trick or two to help him out. 

Not wanting to see her brother dead, she had agreed—but then found out that men would pay just to see her gorgeous body in front of them. She didn’t have to have sex with them—she didn’t even have to kiss them! All she had to do was dress really sexy and ask for money. Most men would give her at least a little—sometimes even a hundred dollars or more—just to see her smile.

That was power. She loved that power.

And after her brother’s debt was paid, she wasn’t done with her taste of power. She wanted as much of it as she could possibly get—and of course, the more money she had, the more powerful she was as well. There was nothing, she knew, like being rich and beautiful, and she was dead-set on enjoying every bit of it that she could.

Ready to seduce yet another man, she slid into the doorway of the bank manager. 

“Knock knoooock,” she called out, not actually bothering to knock.

“Now is not a good tiiiiimmeeee...” the bank manager’s voice faded out, seeing the angelic form pushing inside of his office.

The manager sat behind his desk, the glow of the computer screen bathing over his face in the dark office. Papers littered the surface of the desk in front of him. Stephanie had crushed her tits up against the door frame, pushing one leg up the wall like it was a long-absent lover. 

“Oh, really?” Stephanie slid one sexy leg up the other, her perfect thighs touching. “That’s too bad. I guess I can go.”

“No!” The manager called out. “No, no. No need for that.” He smiled, taking his glasses off and then putting them back on, eyes wide. “Please, have a seat.”

Stephanie smiled and shut the door behind her, sitting down and crossing her legs elaborately. She was positive he noted that her sheer panties were bright yellow—matching her dress—and made mostly of imagination. 

“W-what can I help you with today, miss?”

Stephanie uncrossed and crossed her legs again, giggling happily. The bank manager laughed too, not seeming to know why.

“Well, I've just heard so many good things about you,” she said. “And I wanted to do business with you! Isn't that great?”

The bank manager smiled. “Yes, that's very great! That's what I like to hear.”

Stephanie nodded. “And like, I’ve heard that you guys here have just like, the best rates possible.”

“Yes,” said the bank manager, looking quite pleased with himself. “We’ve got loans with rates as low as five percent, as a matter of fact.”

She nodded slowly, as if only slightly understanding. In truth, she had a more than passing understanding of finances—the many men she was embezzling could attest to that. At a very young age, Stephanie had learned that married men would do almost anything, or pay any sum, to keep their wives from finding out how madly in love they were with a gorgeous teenage gold-digger. 

She had seven guys on her payroll now...and hoped to have another on the way in the form of this bank manager. 

“Well like, I’d love a really special sort of loan, you know?”

“Certainly, ma’am. I’d just have to know what kind, and then we can get started.”

Looking satisfied, he took a sip from his cup of coffee. His eyes stayed affixed to her prominent, jiggly young bust.

“It’s just, like,” she began, toying with her fingers, looking hopeful, “I was wondering what it would be like to have a loan at zero percent interest?”

He coughed up his coffee, laughing.

“Zero percent? There’s...there’s no such thing, my dear. I’m very sorry, but—”

His voice cut off as she stood up abruptly, strutted around his desk and sat down on top of it, right in front of him. Her legs crossed once more, and her tall heel slid up his pant leg. He definitely saw her panties again. Closer now. Maybe he even saw that her young pussy was shaved. 

“B-boots.” He muttered, staring intently at her gorgeous boot-clad legs. “Y-your boots are...they’re...um...right there.”

“Gosh, aren’t they?” she giggled. “Do you like that?”

The heels pushed harder against his thigh, and then his side. Not painfully...just with intense, constant erotic pressure. She didn’t meet his gaze, focusing instead entirely on the movement of her boot. As if that was the most interesting thing in the world happening. 

She knew that, to him, it certainly was. There was a ring on his finger...pictures of his wife on the desk. He didn't care about any of those things right then. Not with her around. No man could.

“Yes. Like that,” he said, voice catching as her boot heel traveled up his ribs. “I mean, I don’t know that this is appropriate, ma’am. Perhaps you should ohhh...”

Her heel had dropped down to his inner thigh, pushing intently forward toward his crotch. The pressure still constant and almost needy.

Stephanie giggled. “Now, what if you just, like, gave me a grant. Can’t you give student grants?”

“I mean—god you're gorgeous! I just c-can't—god! I can't just give you...”

Leaning forward, she took his hand and then unzipped his pants. Her face touched her own boot-clad knee—she was very flexible. 

Giggling still, she took his thick hand and placed it on his cock, the tip of her boot sliding into his balls. 

“Look at that,” she said, leaning back and pushing her hands up the side of her own body, like she was really turned on. “Gosh, you can stroke it really well by just looking at my big ol’ boobies, can’t you baby?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” he breathed, glasses bent.

For several seconds, he just stroked his cock as she had suggested, openly drooling at the sight of her.

“Now, about that student grant...”

His face became pained. “No. I mean...some...sometimes. There’s a very special, selective process, a-and...” Even as he answered, he could not stop stroking himself.

“Gosh, really? Aren’t I super selective?”

Her hands worked up her body again, adoring her amazing curves. She pushed the tip of her boot just that much harder into his crotch—gentle but insistent. His hand worked up and down his pole harder, harder. 

“Y-yeah...selective...” he blubbered.

Stephanie smiled. She had him now. “Give me five thousand dollars, and I’ll ask you to cum for me.”

“W-what?”

“Give me all that money, and I’ll ask you to cum for me...and you’ll get to watch those hot, dirty words moaning out of my hot little mouth. You’ll get to imagine me saying it again and again, every time you fuck that haggard old wife of yours. You’ll get to think about my perfect hot body every time you enter inside of her.”

His eyes had gotten wide with each new word she said. She knew he could imagine perfectly what she was already saying. 

“Oh my god, please!” he groaned.

“And you'll give me what I want?”

“Yes, oh god, yes, please!”

Stephanie smiled. She would keep her end of the bargain—a deal was a deal, after all.

Squeezing her hot young tits, she licked her lips and purred, “Cum for me, baby. Go on and give it all to me.”

He came, of course, spurting hot white goo all over his hand and pants. He didn’t seem to care that he had made a mess of himself—that everyone in the office would know what had happened.

Stephanie—while not orgasmic—was certainly satisfied. She felt like this certainly was what sex must be like. Totally exerting her control, exactly how she wanted, and completely winning out over the will of another. There was no other high worth her while.

Within two minutes, she had coaxed him up to another hard-on...and up to another five-thousand dollars on top of the sum she had originally planned.

And so, fifteen minutes after walking into the bank, she walked out of the bank ten grand richer with absolutely everyone gaping at her. She was certain each and every last person was completely in love with her—she viewed them as potential clients. It wasn't bad for day’s work.

High on the thrill of the conquest, she walked two miles down—stopping traffic in her mind-meltingly hot outfit at every intersection—to the mall. She planned to have every last red cent of the money spent within a half-hour or so. 

Stephanie always knew how to spend money.

The Hanger was having a sale, after all, and like, what better way was there for a super-babe like her to spend her afternoon than to blow ten grand on hot fur coats and sexy jewel-studded heels at a way-cool luxury store?

Entering the store—with its endless rows of designer dresses and tops and skirts, and long lines of gorgeous footwear—she enjoyed the little gasping inhalations of breath as she walked by the old, ugly snobs who just couldn’t hang with her. 

She knew she was so much fucking hotter than them—and she loved every second of it. There was nothing like being better than others, nothing like looking at yourself in the mirror and just knowing that every other girl who walked your way was consumed with the thought of how incredible she looked, and how their own bodies were inferior in comparison. 

Stephanie just loved making other girls feel inferior. It was a fun pastime. 

Seeing an opportunity for a fun time, she spotted a slightly curvy redhead admiring a cute pink halter top that said it was on sale for just three hundred dollars. Stephanie pulled up next to her, grabbing the tiniest size of the very same top. 

On Stephanie, such a size would fit perfectly, highlighting her incredible frame and showing off her obscenely gorgeous cleavage, both. 

As if that wasn’t enough, the direct comparison, Stephanie caught the girl watching her in the mirror.

“You’ll look fantastic in that,” the girl said.

Stephanie laughed and nodded—of course she would. She looked fantastic in everything. 

“Oh yes, I know,” she said, so enthusiastic. “I just didn't know if it really did me justice, you know? Do you ever have that problem?”

“Problem?” said the girl, confused.

“You know, worried that something won't make you look as hot as you already know you are? Of course I'd look good in it, but I'm made to look spectacular, right?”

The girl looked wistfully at Stephanie's amazingly busty form, shrugged, her eyes wide.

“I'm sorry,” Stephanie said. “I suppose that you just have trouble finding something that...'works' for you, huh? And here I am, going on and on about how easy it is to find something that looks good. That must be so hard, dear.”

With so much malevolence layered into Stephanie's words, it was a wonder that the girl was still standing in front of the gorgeous brunette and not burnt to a crisp. And yet, there she stood, frowning slightly, gears working over the words Stephanie had lobbed at her.

Smiling wickedly, and wanting to humiliate the girl a little bit more, Stephanie slid the top against her hot body.

“Do you see how, here, it would just taper around my neck and my arms, and for you...” Stephanie held it up against the girl. “Well, it kind of gets pressed out? Like it doesn’t quite fit?”

The girl’s face became pained. “There are...maybe if I picked a larger size...”

“Oh,” Stephanie tsked. “Honey. I don’t know if they make them large enough for you here.”

“Um...oh.” She pointed at the top lamely. “It’s just...I like that color, and... I thought I would look cute, so...”

“You know,” Stephanie said, “I’m just not sure this would compliment your figure well.” She put her hands together, as if a great idea had exploded in her mind. “Did you know that there’s a plus-size store just up the way, next to the frozen yogurt place?”

“Oh. Right.” Her hair fell over her eyes, which had begun to water.

Stephanie put a beautiful hand on the redhead’s shoulder. “It’s just...not everybody is built for designer clothes, you know? Maybe you should aim lower?”

The girl scampered off. Stephanie took satisfaction in knowing that she was probably going to cry somewhere. How fun!

She had to keep other inferior girls in their place. After all, if she didn’t do that, then there would be no end of chattel running around, filling up her flawless vision.

Satisfied with having destroyed the girl's ego, Stephanie tossed the pink top to the ground. Some clerk would pick it up, probably thankful for the opportunity to touch something she had touched already.

All the clerks in The Hanger knew Stephanie by name—especially the male ones. They were all too young for her to extort really effectively—most of them were quite handsome, actually—and so she enjoyed flirting with them and occasionally asking for lower prices. With the high volume of cash she spent there, most of the time they did drop the prices for her. Last week she had gotten a three-grand pair of shoes for just two thousand nine hundred and fifty dollars!

She was, she knew, a totally expert negotiator.

Just as she was about to go check out the fur coats upstairs, someone dared to put a hand on her shoulder. She turned around, furious, and saw a middle-aged, dark-haired man smiling at her. 

“Randall?” she asked, sort of amazed. “What are you doing in this store?”

Randall was the owner of the music shop on the other side of town where she worked, or “worked” to be more accurate. He was kind of a dork, in her lofty opinion. Stephanie had gotten a job at his shop because she had a sort of fantasy about dating some kind of musician—too bad nearly everyone that came in the shop were just aspiring musicians. 

She was determined to hold out for another month or so, but after that, she was going to move on to bigger and better things.

The Hanger was, to be blunt, just too high class for someone like Randall. Hell, really just talking with Stephanie at all was a little too high class for someone like Randall, she thought. 

The only reason Stephanie paid him any attention at all to begin with was because she worked for him. Well, sort of. Only loose definitions of the term “worked for” would work for anyone that Stephanie had been placed under the employ of. She was too manipulative to truly work for someone.

“I'm glad I found you,” he said. 

“Duh?” said Stephanie, not surprised.

“Yes, well,” he shrugged, tugging with the buttons on his shirt. “I’d like for you to come have lunch with me.”

“Uh, duh?” She giggled, looking around herself to find others who were laughing with her. Ah, too bad—there was no one around. 

“So you’ll come?”

“As if, Randall! I’ve got way better things to do with my time today.”

He put his hands together. “Just come and...come have lunch with me. Please? It will be my treat.”

“Um, again, that would be a duh? But no. I’m not doing it.”

“Please come with me,” he said again. “Please. Your job is at stake.”

“Fine,” she huffed. “But I am not walking next to you.”

* * * * *
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STEPHANIE SAT DOWN across from Randall at the small food court table, obviously annoyed with him. 

She was annoyed with all sorts of things. The gall of him to ask to sit down with her, first of all. Didn’t he realize she was practically royalty?

She was annoyed with his haircut—so drab and low-rent. She was annoyed with his clothes—his stupid button-up blue plaid and his plain ill-fitting jeans. She was annoyed with his face, and the way that his eyes devoured her form, and the fact that she was around him at all and not being paid for it.

Most of all, though, she was annoyed that he wasn’t properly appreciating her time.

The one time, after a thousand suggestions and hints and asks and outright beggings that she finally lowered herself to go out to lunch with him, and where does he take her? The food court at the mall. 

God, even the third-rate steakhouse at the edge of the mall parking lot would have been better than this!

There were people all around them, talking and commiserating. Reflecting on good times, maybe. Most of them had shopping bags, chugging down gross sodas and eating overly expensive foods. She had no idea how anyone lived like those idiots did. It seemed a kind of animal existence, to her. She felt, as she sat at the tiny bench for their tiny table right in the middle of the herd, completely justified in her haughty opinion of herself. Everyone else she saw was just killing themselves, hamburger by hamburger, soda by soda.

Her own meal was a small non-fat yogurt—the only thing, really, at the mall that she would allow her perfect figure to take in. Randall bought nothing at all for himself, content apparently to drink in the vision of Stephanie. She didn't blame him.

She picked at the yogurt, not really able to bring herself to actually eat it.

Whenever she looked up from the tiny meal, she saw Randall—who shifted constantly from ogling her practically divine beauty to frowning at her. 

Finally, she had had enough.

“I just don’t get it,” she snapped. 

He looked a bit surprised. “Don’t get what?” 

“You look all...agitated. Like, upset. With me. What would you be upset with me for?”

His surprise only grew. “Why am I upset with you? Do you not remember what happened yesterday?”

Stephanie did remember, of course. It was hard to forget a day when she had been so incredibly “on” as a seductress queen.

She had walked into his office in the music store wearing a teensy tiny pink lycra skirt and a cut-off vintage white tee-shirt that only just covered her nipples. If she reached up too high, the lower-half of her breasts were automatically exposed. She had on five-inch heeled black ankle boots to top off the look. 

Randall was in the back of the shop, running through accounts and tallying receipts.

“Hi there, handsome...I had a favor to ask for you.”

She was already tugging at the bottom of her shirt, pulling it down. 

“Oh, Jesus...” he said, eyes wide. “Stephanie, please. Don’t do this.”

Perhaps he was scared because, just days prior, she had convinced him to give her a considerable raise by just licking a popsicle in front of him.

She pouted. “You haven’t even heard what I was going to say.”

“Y-you’re right. I’m sorry. Go ahead.”

She slipped onto his desk and put a heel on his leg—her tactics, while rote perhaps, worked incredibly well.

“Won’t you give me a higher raise, baby?”

His eyes were wide, practically rolling into the back of his head.

“I already gave you...oh god, your legs,” he gasped. “Oh god. Oh fuck.”

Her dainty hands twisted at the thin fabric of her shirt. “I know you gave me a hundred percent raise already...but baby, there’s a new fur coat out at the Hanger that I would just love to have.”

“Can’t I just b-buy you the coat?” He was sweating now.

She grinned, then. “Oh god, buy me the coat and give me another hundred percent raise? You’re such a dear.”

He had gotten the footjob treatment—her high-heeled bootsies slipping up and down over his hot, hard cock until he finally came in his pants. Not a drop of it got on her or her clothing, of course. 

As she reminisced, Randall had pulled out a small device and placed it on the table.

Stephanie recognized it—or its ilk—from the store. It was a whatsathingy. 

A ummm....oh, right. 

It was a metronome. It stood like a small pyramid, its little wand pointing straight up. 

“What’s that for?” she asked.

“This?” he clicked a switch on the back of the metronome. The wand shook back and forth. Its clicks could be heard just over the buzz of the crowd around them.“This is something to pay you back for all the grief you’ve given me.”

“Grief?” She giggled. “Come on, baby. You didn’t sound so ‘griefed’ when you were thanking me after you finished.”

“That’s not—” he stopped himself, almost as soon as his voice raised. “Nevermind that. This,” he pointed at the device, “this is for hypnotizing you.”

Stephanie, despite herself, gave out a laugh. 

“Um, okay,” she giggled. She let the giggle go on a little long—giving him a show with her jiggly tits. “I’ll have to admit, I wasn’t expecting that. So like, points for originality. But seriously, why is that out?”

A group of young teenage girls walked by, smiling and laughing, holding an array of pink bags. Stephanie thought arrogantly how she could make all of them cry within just a minute or two with the right display of herself and the right words. She let the thought warm her, like a nice glass of cider. 

Randall shook his head. “It’s for hypnotizing you, Stephanie. You don’t listen to me. You never listen to anybody. That’s going to change, now. You’re going to become a very nice, very sweet girl.”

Stephanie very much doubted that.

“You’re going to hypnotize me,” she deadpanned. “In public.”

“Yes.” He looked intently at the device, the wand still swinging. “I’m not really positive how it’s all supposed to work yet. This man came in last night, after you...after you left. He traded me the metronome for some guitar picks. He had three gorgeous bikini girls on his arms.”

“Bikini girls?”

“Well, they were wearing bikinis. You decide what to call them.”

She shrugged. “Okay.”

“And he said that the metronome would change my life. I tried it on Greg, you know, at work?”

“I know Greg.”

She did. Greg, tattooed and fat, hit on her endlessly. He was sort of a pain.

“Well it didn’t work, really, until some customers came in. Now he barks like a dog whenever I say potatoes.”

“Why potatoes?”

“Why not?” He shrugged. 

“It’s just sort of a dumb word, you know?”

“You pick a word, then. Listen, the point is, it’s working on you now, okay?”

“Okay.” She shook her head, rolling her eyes elaborately. “I think you’ve kept me here long enough. It’s time for me to go, okay? I’ll see you tomorrow, and I want to get paid when I do.”

“Oh.” He laughed suddenly. “You’re not leaving, babe. You’re going to stick around here for as long as I want.”

She rolled her eyes. “Whatever.”

Then she stood up.

Except...her legs didn’t move. Her body didn’t move at all, actually, except for a few trembles in her toes.

“What’s the matter?” He grinned wide. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Randall! I think I may be paralyzed! I can’t move!”

“Sure you can. Wiggle your left foot.”

As if on command—his command—she did.

“Oh my god!”

Panic struck her. Then, a slow coolness settled over her mind. She shut her eyes, focusing.

“No, that’s not real.” She tried to keep her voice calm. “That’s just...I don’t know. The power of suggestion or something. I’ve watched crime shows. I know that’s real.”

“It is real.” Randall smiled. “This is all very real. And the suggestions I give to you are indomitably powerful—and becoming more powerful by the moment.”

Stephanie was desperately still trying to come up with rational explanations, and desperately trying to move. None of it was working very well.

“What did you do?” She asked, squirming futilely. “Did you drug my yogurt? Is that why I can’t move?” She could talk, though. And she could open and shut her eyes. None of this made sense! “But it’s like...selective paralysis, or something?” she ventured.

“Stephanie,” he chided. “Come now. You know what this is. You should say it.”

Unbidden, she felt the words rising up out of her mouth—“This is hypnosis.”

But she refused to open her mouth and say it properly. Instead, the sounds sort of pushed through her closed lips, creating a string of gibberish. Randall laughed at her. 

The metronome ticked on, pushing the sounds of its endless tocks into her brain.

“Really? You’re resisting? Don’t be so childish. Accepting your situation would be the most adult thing to do here.”

“I don’t care about the most adult thing to do!” Her voice rose. 

“Don’t raise your voice. In fact,” he considered, “I don’t want you speaking anything unless it’s coated in your admiration.”

“You can’t control what I say, creep,” she gushed happily. 

Horrified by her own tone of voice, she put a hand to her mouth. She said it like he was the absolute, sexiest man she had ever met.

With luxurious fervor, she breathed, “Wh-why am I talking like I’m so...so turned on?” 

His response was just to smile and lean back. “You know. Don’t pretend you don’t.”

Abruptly, she stopped pretending that she didn’t know what was happening. There was no getting around it. 

He was hypnotizing her.

The metronome tocked along happily.

“Why don’t you go ahead and rub my cock with your expensive heel there, like you were doing yesterday?”

Valiantly, she continued to try to resist. She set her beautiful jaw.

“As if, nerd,” she rolled her eyes. “I’m only ever going to do that if I want to do that.”

But again, completely without her volition, her high-heeled foot slid up Randall’s leg, just like it had the other day. 

“Enjoy it,” he said. 

“Ew,” she cooed and shook her head. “No way.”

“I said, 'enjoy it.'”

She felt a tug of insistence in her brain...but she was able to ignore it. For now. It was very compelling, though.

“And I said, 'ew, no way!,'” she cooed again.

He frowned. “I suppose I can’t control your emotions...not yet, anyway. Why don’t you act like you enjoy it?”

“Oh, yes sir,” she purred happily. “I can absolutely do that.”

All of a sudden her heel's strokes on his cock became slower, longer, more loving and sensuous. The tip of her toes slid down all the way into his crotch and then caressed the full length of his pants-covered cock, applying such loving pressure, before sliding back up again.

Inwardly, she absolutely hated herself for everything she was doing. But she couldn’t stop herself from showing him how much “fun” she was having. She smiled with purest delight.

Nearby, people were starting to notice what she was doing. This was a crowded place, after all. Young men two tables over were pointing and whispering hurriedly, their mouths open in amazement. 

Her cunt, much to her surprise, started to moisten with arousal. Embarrassment filled her, but she couldn't show it. She wasn't allowed. If she did something against what he said, m-maybe...maybe the metronome would stop running, and that seemed like an impossibility for her.

The metronome had to keep going. It had to. Stephanie was the only one good enough to make it run like it was. 

“Can we move to a place with a tablecloth or something?” she asked, coating each word with sugar.

“Oh, you’re worried about what people can see?” Randall shrugged. “Very well. Come over here and sit next to me. Give me a handjob.”

“What?” she blurted out hotly, already sliding around the bench. “H-here?”

Her voice, at his command, made it sound like she was going to receive a million dollars in a suitcase.

“Yes. Get to it.”

Moving over next to him, she slid her perfect young body against his. And then, breathing slow, she unzipped his pants and pulled out his already very stiff cock. He arranged a jacket around her hand to hide her activity—which didn't really work at all, as anyone could still see she was openly adoring his rod—and then she set to stroking. 

She matched her strokes with the rhythm of the metronome, nice and slow and steady. So long as she did that, the metronome would keep running. That was what was important. Right?

“There,” she said with admiration as slick as the precum forming on her hand. “I’m stroking you off. I’m stroking you off in public. Can I stop now?”

“Say, ‘Sir.’ After everything you ask me or tell me.”

She would not! No way! Not that!

The metronome tocked away, ignoring her protests.

“Of course, Sir,” she purred. “May I please stop, sir?”

“No. You can stop when I say.”

He leaned back, letting her work. She watched as he caught the attention of onlookers and told them to look even closer. That he was just having a great time. 

“Look at her,” he called. “Isn't she a fantastic gal?”

Stephanie, under the swaying, permanent power of the metronome, could only smile and nod. Eventually, Randall turned back to her and gripped her chin. 

“I’ve wanted to kiss you for a long time now, Stephanie.”

“Oh.”

“Ask me to kiss you.”

Tock. Tock. Tock. That was all the sound in her head, now. Just that magic metronome. Any competing thoughts were drowned out completely.

“Please, Sir” she purred. “Kiss me, Sir.”

“Want me to kiss you.”

“I want you to kiss me.”

And Stephanie, shocked, realized that she actually did.

Her mind had changed. Her mind had been changed. And as she leaned her plush, soft, luxurious lips into his, she felt herself falling more and more into lust. Her tight, hot, virgin teen pussy moistened as he kissed her deeper and deeper, his tongue slipping over hers.

“You have to do what I say,” he said, breathing against her mouth.

“You're right, Sir. I have to do what you say.”

Grinning, he openly groped her hot young tits. 

“I’m going to fuck you now, Stephanie.”

Her pussy tightened involuntarily and moistened even further. “Yes, Sir.”

Around them, people were laughing in disbelief, pointing and staring.

Tock. Tock. Tock. 

It was very easy to want him to fuck her. So of course, she decided to want it. 

“I’m going to fuck you right here in front of everyone, all these people, and you want that. You want it because you’re my hypnotized slut. Forever.”

She answered without even thinking, “Yes Sir!”

She was his hypnotized slut. Oh god. There was no getting around it now. She was his hypnotized slut forever.

He got up, his cock flailing around in the food court, and bent her over on the table. There was a chorus of gasps. A couple of guys shouted out their stark approval. 

“Announce it,” he growled. “Tell everyone how you need my cock.”

“Please!” she moaned. “Please, baby!”

“Sir.” he corrected. 

Right, of course. That was so right.

“Please, Sir! Fuck me! Fuck me right now!”

Her voice carried up over the entire food court. Everyone was watching now, silent—no one turned away. 

“Fuck me in front of all of them! I need your fucking cock! Oh my god, Sir, I need it so much!”

With a happy grunt, he shoved his hot, hard cock inside of her slick entrance. Right away, he had stolen her virginity—right in front of everyone watching.

At first, his thrusts inside of her matched the metronome. She loved that. His hot, thick bare rod pushing inside her tight wet folds in perfect time with the tock, tock, tocking of her mind melting away. 

Then, he fucked her harder, harder. Not letting up in the least. He was out of time with the metronome, but Stephanie stopped caring. All she wanted, really, was more cock inside of her. 

Randall pulled her tiny dress up, exposing her sexy teenage tits to the whole crowd. Moaning, he rammed into her cunt, her tits jiggling on top of the hard, dirty food court table surface.

“Beg me to cum,” he commanded her.

“Cum in me, Sir!”

Hips pumping wildly, he exploded inside of her unprotected cunt. His warmth filled her, and she came as well, overcome with the pleasure of obedience. Her legs felt weak, her body completely devoid of strength, but full of bliss. In the gasping silence after their orgasms, only the tocking of the metronome remained.

Pulling away, he let her fall forward onto the table, her body totally violated. He leaned forward and clicked off the metronome. Stephanie felt like he had turned off some deep, primal part of her mind.

Randall's thick load of cum spilled out of her fertile pussy, covering her legs and her ridiculously expensive boots. The thought crossed her mind, briefly, that he might have gotten her pregnant. She struggled to find a problem with that.

With a grunt, he slapped her ass and pulled up his pants. Then, he started walking away.

But, n-no! She had to do what he said!

“S-sir!” she cried, waddling after him, trying to hold in as much of his hot, perfect cum in her pussy as she could. “Won’t you let me come with you?”

He stopped and turned, eyeing her up and down. Around him, people's mouths were agape. They still couldn't believe what they were seeing. Even the mall security seemed flabbergasted, just watching from the other end of the food court. 

“Oh,” he said. “I don’t know. Do you really think you’ve earned that right?”

She stepped forward hopefully. “Yes?”

“I tell you what. I want you to go around and personally apologize to all the men you’ve been extorting. And to everyone else you've made feel bad over the years.”

“Apologize?” 

It was almost a foreign word to her. It sounded sort of Russian.

“That’s right. With that hot little slut mouth of yours. And when you’re done with that, we’ll talk about how you can apologize to me.”

She had no choice. She was happy to comply.

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, so eager to prove herself and her worthiness to him. “Anything you say. Thank you for this opportunity, Master.”

And she bounced off happily, her dress in tatters, cum still pooling in her hot pussy. Everyone was looking, but she didn’t care. She had no shame at all. All that mattered was that she was a good girl from now on.

# # #
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Knocking Up The Bride
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The sun was shining, birds were singing, the sky was clear and blue, and Marissa couldn’t have asked for a better day to get married. Marissa had stationed herself in her dressing room at the top floor of a refashioned barn, admiring her reflection. She had asked to be alone, mostly to not have anyone interfere while she luxuriated in her own reflection from the tall, double-wide mirror positioned in corner of the room. 

She had the mirror brought in on special order. She wouldn’t ever spend more then two hours in some place without a mirror such as this. No one used to Marissa's gorgeous appearance could be very comfortable without seeing it in all its splendor for very long—and Marissa was no exception to this rule.

Hers was to be an outside wedding, taking place at an old plantation in the country dedicated to providing beautiful vistas for beautiful brides like her.

And Marissa was a beautiful bride. She didn’t know much—her grades had never been that great in high school or for what little she had bothered to do in college—but she knew that much. Some women got by on their work ethic, or their intelligence, or their talents. Marissa had none of those things, really. What she did have, though, was an incredible amount of beauty, and she knew that put her on a higher level than other women—she knew that meant she was to be rewarded and celebrated just for existing and naturally being better than the people around her.

Everywhere she went, men gazed at her long legs and forgot to charge her for clothes or for drinks and food. Store clerks got caught up staring down her cleavage and didn’t seem to mind so much when they offered up hundreds of dollars from the register just so that she might come back one day. Police officers let themselves look into her amazing emerald eyes or her jawdroppingly gorgeous face, and forgot all about why they were going to give her a ticket for driving over a hundred miles an hour in opposite lanes of traffic. For what little time she spent in college, she didn't attend any of her classes or pay a single cent of tuition—men fell all over themselves to give her good grades and set up special grant programs just for her to use. Her beauty was entrancing, bewitching, and total.

Marissa may have been lacking in any practical skills, but her beauty more than made up for it. Why learn to do anything practical when she could just giggle, smile, and ask sweetly for what she wanted—and have dozens of applicants begging to do as she asked within a matter of minutes?

Her beauty was why she was marrying Warren. He was a very respectable man working in the energy business, from a very old, rich family—the Vanderhalls. As far as looks, he was average, nothing special. A tall man with a frequently furrowed brow who was nearly twice Marissa’s twenty-one years. 

But what he did have, in multitudes and multitudes, was wealth. Even his bank accounts had bank accounts. Marissa’s personal wealth—even with all the money she had embezzled and flirted for and so forth after the years—would be little more than drops in an ocean after a little less than an hour from now, when the ceremony was complete.

Adjusting the flowers in her gorgeous mane of chestnut hair, she took one last look in the mirror. 

Perfect. Just perfect. Her ivory gown—not white, ivory—clung to her dynamite curves with almost palpable pleasure, as if it was holding on for dear life, unable to imagine a life without touching her perfect hourglass figure. A long strand of diamonds slid down into her sensational cleavage, which was displayed ably by the dress. 

The necklace matched the earrings decorating her ears. A single ivory, ruffled strap draped around her pristine neck, holding it all up. Her thick chestnut hair waterfalled down her back, nearly touching her tight, perfect ass. The dress’s tightness stopped at just around her knees, where it suddenly widened out and became thoroughly ruffly, leading into a dozen-foot long train. Every inch of the dress was inlaid with diamonds and other bright jewels, the fabric itself formed from the most expensive silks on the planet. The dress had cost something around seven million dollars, a cost which Marissa was rather pleased about.

The rich men in the wedding audience would want to give money to her just from the privilege of seeing her dressed so fabulously. And she would keep the dress on tonight as she gave Warren his wedding handjob, trying to up her monthly allowance.

A hundred thousand dollars a month just wasn’t enough for a needy, greedy, perfect luxury babe like her, after all! Who was he trying to fool, giving her that kind of money?

They hadn’t had sex, of course. Probably that would wait until Marissa wanted something really big, like her own personal yacht, or a dance club in Europe, something like that. Sex didn’t hold very much interest for Marissa. She could get everything she wanted without it—why bother?

Even so, she loved her husband-to-be so very much. Warren was everything to her. Really, Marissa had no idea how she had ever lived without him. How else would she have been able to wear diamonds whenever she wanted? How else was she supposed to only grace designer clothes with her divine body? How else would she be able to live in a fifty thousand square foot house—sometimes, on the weekends when she wasn’t in their real house perhaps—and order around the cavalcade of servants that she had been born to direct?

It was all due to Warren. Warren made it possible.

The only problem with Warren was his family. 

Most of his family was fine, actually. His mother was quite pleasant and had gone out of her way to help with the preparations and hired several planners, knowing that Marissa otherwise would have had to do it all herself, being without parents now for several years. Her mother and father had died in a car crash—that was partly how she had met Warren. He was someone who Helen—one of Marissa’s very best friends—pointed Marissa in the direction of for support and for someone who could listen.

And, also, someone who was loaded to the gills.

No, the problem with Warren’s family wasn’t with his parents. It was with his brother, Vincent. He was just...well.

Vincent was a major creep.

As if listening in on her thoughts, the man himself came in through the door to her dressing room at that exact moment. He was tall and skinny, dark shaggy hair hanging over his face. 

“Oh, hi Vincent.”

“Hello, gorgeous. You look totally beautiful today, babe.”

She sighed. In addition to being a total creep, Vincent was a total nerd. He wasn’t even dressed properly for the wedding. He had on some lame slogan t-shirt with a collection of planets on it, gym shorts, and blue sneakers. Marissa couldn’t believe it, or him. 

Wasn’t he supposed to be part of the wedding party? The marriage was in less than half-an-hour!

She began somewhat cautiously. “Shouldn’t you be dressed, Vincent? The wedding starts very soon.”

Her voice was soft, measured—every word was as luxurious as a ruby or an emerald, and as soft as a mountain of silk.

He walked forward, halfway between Marissa and the door. 

“I love the way you look in that dress, Marissa. Your breasts in particular look exquisite.”

“My breasts?”

“Yes. They’re very globular. You have them pressed up and together, and it just looks splendid.”

She rolled her eyes. He was such a creep!

Of course, she did look rather spectacular. Warren deserved to see her looking as perfect as possible on their special day. It would keep him going to give her more and more of his money just like she deserved.

So Marissa’s breasts did look great. Marissa’s favorite part of her body, though, was her hair. It was naturally long, stretching in a thick, blanket-like mass all the way down past her ass. She had been growing it out just for the wedding, knowing that Warren loved her hair long. Men, actually, just all men, loved her hair long. It was dark and shiny, reflecting like the infinite expanse of the universe with every movement that she made. 

Once, Warren had asked her to jerk him off with her hair. She hadn’t complied, even after a lot of insistence on his part. Now that she knew what he wanted, it would be easier to get what she wanted later on.

Marissa didn’t really “get” sex. She didn’t know what all the fuss was about, given her own lackluster orgasms from masturbating when she was bored. She also didn’t get why everyone seemed to base so many decisions off of it. So as far as it went, she didn’t really care. 

She supposed sex was eventually going to be necessary for the life she wanted—having a child or two and all of that. But at the same time, she wondered if she could just skip the sex part of that these days with technology. Artificial insemination, and avoid that whole awkward, icky process of sex altogether. Wouldn’t that be nice?

Warren would agree to it, of course. He would do anything she said. He was a man, and men hardly had any choice at all when it came to what she wanted. 

Meanwhile, Vincent was still staring at her. He had closed the door, keeping his eyes on her tits.

“Vincent, did you just come in here to talk about me?”

“Yes, your breasts in particular. I’d say they’re at least a thirty-six ‘dee’ cup,’” he actually used the air quotes, “is that right?”

“Not that it’s any of your business, but yes. They are.”

“Splendid. That’s an excellent breast size for a woman, I feel. A good size of breasts for a woman who will have my children and develop milk-filled breasts for me to enjoy at my leisure.”

Marissa didn’t really know how to respond to that. Was he drunk?

“Okay, well...that’s super weird. Why don’t you get out of here, okay? I have to finish getting ready.”

“Believe me, beautiful. You’re ready. I can smell how fertile you are. You’re ovulating, as a matter of fact. Not that you would need to be, my seed hardly cares anymore. One shot and it’s a done deal.”

Okay, that was really off-putting.

She pointed, now. “You sort of have to, Vincent, I’m telling you to.”

“I’m afraid not, no, no. Not today. No, not at all.”

This was starting to get worrisome. It was best just to extricate herself from the situation altogether. Marissa couldn’t even recall a time that a man wouldn’t do as she said.

She sighed. “Fine, then. I’m leaving.”

He walked over to the door, turning the lock and putting the key in his pocket. 

“No,” he said. “No, no. I don’t think that you are.”

Marissa was getting scared now. What was going on? What was on Vincent’s mind? Was this some kind of joke?

His face had become very withdrawn, his eyes completely predatory. He was looking at her like she was a piece of meat. She was used to that from men—but this was different. He wasn’t looking at her with lustful longing. He was looking at her like he was going to hold her down. Blood shot hard through her veins as her heart rate went up higher and higher. 

“Vincent, let me out. I have to go.”

He moved closer to her. “I’m not going to let you out. I’m not going to let you do anything. From now on, you’ll do what I say.”

And then, apropos of nothing, he dropped his shorts. Just like that. One second they were up around his waist, and the next second he had kicked them away. He wasn’t even wearing his flip-flops anymore.

“Vincent!” She gasped. “This is...this is completely inappropriate, and I don’t think—”

Rushing forward, he closed the small distance between them and gripped her by the throat.

“Shut up, now. You be quiet. All the time, at dinners. At outings. You are talking. Stop talking. That is the first thing I will institute with you. No more talking. You’re too pretty to talk, beautiful. You just look pretty, like that.”

“I’ll scream,” Marissa’s voice was ragged. “I will! You let me go—”

He tightened his grip.

“No,” he said. “You will not. You will be a good girl.”

He pushed her down, grip staying tight, until she was on her knees right in front of his cock. She couldn’t believe it. She was in her wedding dress! This was her special day! How could he do this? How could he...could he...

How could have such an enormous, rock hard cock? Wasn’t it soft just a second ago?

Oh god. It was a fucking giant! Its veins bulged on the thick shaft.

“My cock is special now.” He ran a hand through her luxurious hair, taking his time. “I’m going to show you just how special. I already showed the doctor at the doctor’s office, and the three girls living across the street. They were like you. They didn’t believe me. But then they got to look at my cock for a while. They started to understand. I wonder how long it takes. Are you understanding, Marissa? Are you getting it yet?”

Marissa squirmed on her knees. Even though she hated what was going on, she had to admit there was something...something special about Vincent’s cock. Light bent around it, somehow, and every time she tried to focus on it, her consciousness shifted sideways to some empty, vacant little place. 

It was so nice to think about nothing at all. The wedding put so many stresses on her body, her mind. Wasn’t it good just to relax a little bit and have nothing happening in her head?

Well, yes, but...n-no! No! His fucking hand was around her neck! Her life was in mortal danger!

And...and...well, wasn’t that sort of hot? That he was just controlling her like that And isn’t that cock so fucking big and sexy and deserving of praise?

“Do you see it, Marissa? Do you see it, you little slut?”

She was salivating with his cock right there in front of her. Why was she salivating? Was it because the cock looked incredibly fucking tasty?

She had never even sucked a cock before. It was demeaning. It was unclean. She would never do it for Warren—they had agreed. It was only on very special occasions, when he really deserved it, like his birthday or maybe if he got a promotion or gave her some one-of-a-kind piece of jewelry.

“No,” she moaned.

He removed his hand from her throat. She moaned, entirely stunned to find herself disappointed. Moving upward, his hands gripped her thick mass of hair, holding her tight. The tip of his thick, meaty rod ran across her lips and then up and down her cheek. Soon, the wet trail of her saliva coated her own face. Hot, horribly needy breaths were shaking out of her. Why couldn’t she control herself? What was happening?

“Nooo...”

He pushed the cockmeat across her face once more, spreading her lips with the shaft, and then withdrew it. 

Fuck, it tasted so good. She needed more of it in her mouth. 

Marissa didn’t really have a choice, did she? She had to kiss it. It was such a good cock. She couldn’t just have it in front of her and not kiss it. It was like being in front of an enormous red button that said “Do Not Press.”

He pushed into against her moaning mouth again, and all she could will herself to do was kiss it lovingly.

“Noooo....” She moaned between kisses.

Her pussy was sopping wet now. She was ruining her pretty dress. She didn’t care.

He pulled away. “You’re right. I can see you don’t want it.”

“No!” she cried, grabbing at his ass cheeks. “Please, no! Put it in me! Put it in my mouth!”

With a shrug, he did just that. Delivering his cock with forceful exuberance, Vincent rolled his head back. His meat pressed right past her mouth and entered her throat. She had no gag reflex whatsoever—it was like her contact with the cock was changing her instantly to be an even better fuckpet just for it!

Oh god! It was so good! It was so fucking good! It was better than the paltry little orgasms she gave herself when she spaced out the time to masturbate! It was bliss—pure bliss! Her pussy quivered and erupted with pleasure, hot wetness spreading down her thighs. Her nipples became fully erect, and every inch of her skin felt like it was lit on fire.

He pushed himself down her throat harder, and she came. Her orgasm rocketed up and then back down her body, every tiny neuron floating with pleasure. Then he pulled out—his cockhead just barely leaving her lips, and shoved back in again. She came, again. And again. Each time, her orgasms toppling on top of each other, stacked like building blocks. Constructing a brand new understanding of life in her mind. 

This was the pleasure she deserved, she realized. Vincent was helping her. He was giving her what she needed. She was so fucking gorgeous. She deserved to feel like this, all the time.

“I’m gonna cum, slave,” he moaned. I’m gonna cum right in your slave throat.”

“Mmmhmm!”

Her turnaround was complete. She loved his cum. She lived for it. He called her his slave—and that's what she was. Totally. She was his hot fucking brideslave!

When he shot down her mouth in thick, drippingly hot, gooey spurts, she swallowed every last drop. Taking her time, she licked up and down the shaft of his cock, luxuriating over the head, wrapping her thick sexy lips there and swallowing all she could. 

He stroked her hair again. “Tell me. Tell me what you feel about me.”

Vincent was smiling, as if he already knew what she would say.

“I love you now. I like loving you. I remember loving Warren, and I like loving you better. I don’t really care about him at all now. I’ll hurt him to show you how much I love you, Sir. I’ll suck you off at the altar. Right there in front of my whole family and your family too. I'm so glad I never fucked him. He didn't deserve me. But you deserve me. I barely deserve you. I'm so happy you chose me! What if you and he both came to the honeymoon? We could make Warren watch us fuck. He’ll do anything I say. He’ll just be sitting in the corner, crying and jerking his sad little cock while I worship your greatness. Oh please? Please let me do something like that for you?”

He groaned, holding her head tight. “Is that right? You’ll hurt my brother for me? You’ll hurt your true love?”

“He’s not my true love. You’re my true love. You’re my only love. I want to steal all his money so you have it instead. All of it! Every last penny! I want to do every last little thing you ever wanted me to. I want to...”

She gasped, suddenly realizing something. He was getting harder and harder—he could probably control how hard he was. He could probably control when he came. If she turned him on enough, he’d probably cum just to reward her. What was it he had said earlier, about her being fertile?

She could use that to make him cum again. She loved that idea, anyway.

“I want you to fucking make me pregnant, Master. I want you to do it! I want your cock spilling inside me and filling me up with a baby, so you can show off how much you fucking own me. There’ll be no getting around it. I’ll suck your cock while I’m preggo and put videos of my whore actions up on the internet so Warren can cry even more.”

Her plan of getting his cum worked completely. He smiled, telling her she was a good girl, and shot another hot load down her mouth.

Just then, her maid of honor, Helen, unlocked the door from the outside and stepped in.

Helen was completely beautiful—redheaded, long-legged, and totally stacked. Where Marissa had the kind of exotic, supermodel-esque sort of beauty, Helen had a corn-fed All-American beauty pageant sort of loveliness that made most guys just go completely ga-ga for her. She had never had a job in her life and still managed to make over sixty thousand a year just from donations from men who thought she was gorgeous. She and Marissa had often worked in tandem, taking down businesses as a team. It worked very well until Marissa met Warren.

“Marissa? I heard some noise, and—”

Helen gasped, dropping her handful of flowers. 

“Marissa, what the fuck? What the hell is happening? Vincent? Vincent, what are you doing?”

Vincent withdrew his cock from Marissa’s mouth with a sigh, turning over toward Helen. Waiting. Marissa understood. Eventually, Helen would look. 

Marissa could help. She wanted her Master to have lots of fuckslaves waiting and attending on him. If he had a fuckslave for every one of his needs, that only increased the chances that all he would use her for was to breed her hot body.

“It’s Vincent’s cock,” breathed Marissa happily. “Can’t you see it?”

She pointed, licking her lips and fingering her cunt through the long rips in her dress. Her dress was completely torn now. It had cost so many millions of dollars and she didn’t care at all. All that mattered was her Master's pleasure.

“See what? I see you acting like a slut on your own wedding day!”

During this exchange, Vincent simply calmly stroked his cock. 

“No, look closer.” Marissa kept pointing. “I didn’t see it at first either. But you have to look really hard.”

“Oh my god.” Helen rolled her eyes. “Fine. If I got down there like an idiot and looked, would you shut up about it already?”

Marissa nodded. 

Helen bunched up her dress and got to her knees, crawling awkwardly toward Vincent. 

“You see? Nothing. Nothing but a big, fat, delicious, yummy yummy yummy cock that’s soooo...soooo...soooo...”

Helen drifted off. Her hand came up to Vincent’s cock, and then went down. Then it came up again, gently stroking the shaft with two fingers. He twitched, smiling.

“...soooo wonderful...” Helen moaned.

“That’s a good girl,” Vincent said softly. “Why don’t you give it a lick?”

Helen nodded, as if that was the best idea her good girl mind had ever encountered. She gave him a long, enthusiastic lick, like she was luxuriating over an ice cream cone. 

Marissa joined her, each of them trading licks on their new Master’s long, wonderful cock. Each new lick triggered some deep, primitive part of Marissa’s brain and made it completely obsessed with pleasing Vincent. From the ground up, her brain was being rewired to love everything that Vincent was and ever would be. 

“I love Master's cock,” moaned Helen.

“Oh yes,” purred Marissa. “I adore it. I adore him.”

Helen moaned weakly in response, too turned on after another lick to even form words. 

Both of these gorgeous debutantes, who had never been refused anything in their lives due to their extraordinary beauty, were now unable and unwilling to refuse their new Master anything. 

Grunting with pleasure, Vincent put his hands around Helen’s throat and fucked her face, ramming his hips into her head. Just as quickly, he pushed her away and slipped his cock right into Marissa’s open and waiting mouth. When his hands wrapped around her throat, she came. There was just no stopping it. She loved being choked by him so fucking much! She stared up at him with her big green eyes, loving all that he was. 

She couldn’t speak with his cock so firmly jammed into her mouth and throat, but if she could, she would be begging for more.

Luckily, Helen started speaking for her. “Choke her like the hot slut she is, Master! Hot fucking brideslut, just for you. She doesn’t care about Warren anymore. Nobody does. We don’t care about any wedding. We only want to be wedded to you. To your big fat fucking cock. We want to be baptized in your cum, Master. Choke her, please! Choke your fucking broodslut!

As a reward perhaps for such hot words, Vincent pulled out of Marissa and started chokefucking Helen once more. 

“Yes, Master!” moaned Marissa. “Fuck her so fucking hard! Fuck that gorgeous face of hers! Fuck her throat. Take her how you deserve. Own her. Own her!”

Vincent passed between them for several minutes like this, fucking Helen’s face, then Marissa’s. Each time, the girl not being favored would up her dirty talk, begging her Master to fuck the other even harder, just like he deserved. 

Finally though, he slowed down.

“Now, who wants my cum more? Who wants it in their cunt? My cock is very special now, as I’ve said. I know you’ll get pregnant from the very first load. You won’t be able to help it. The first girl had twins, we already know. They’re developing very fast. My sperm is special like that. The second two had triplets. I think whoever’s next will have quintuplets. Who wants to get knocked up?”

They both obediently raised their hands. He seemed somewhat disappointed in Marissa.

“I said, who wants to get knocked up first?”

Helen raised her hand again, but this time, Marissa shoved Helen down. She looked down snidely at her best friend. 

“You came here for me, Master. She was just an afterthought. A dessert, maybe. But I’m the main course.”

She cast a haughty look over at Helen, tossing her hair back. “I’m fucking better than her, Master. I deserve to have your babies before she does.” She considered for a moment. “More than all those other bitches, too. I deserve to have even more than them. More than anyone. Nobody deserves your cum like I do.”

A wicked smile danced across his face.

“You’re right, Marissa.” He bent down and picked up Helen by the throat. “Tell her she’s better than you, Helenslut. Tell her she deserves it more.”

Helen nodded, her mind immediately changed just because her Master told her to change it.

“You deserve it more, Marissa. You’re a better slut for him. You’re his slaveslutwife. You’re his brideprize. He’s gonna fucking fill you up. He’s gonna give you even more fucking babies inside of you than he does for me!”

Marissa laid back on the carpet, spreading her legs wide and pushing her dress up. She had to rip it to make it work—she didn’t care. Seven million dollars to make it? Didn’t matter, in comparison to her Master’s cock.

“Oh yes, please! Do it like she says! Leave a prize in me, Sir! Leave a fucking baby in me! Make him raise it! Leave seven fucking babies in me! Eight! Give me fucking octuplets, please! I wanna be the most pregnant bitch in the world for you! Put a fucking litter in me!”

Growling roughly, he tossed Helen down and drove his cock inside of Marissa’s cunt. She came immediately. Her tight, virginal walls easily spread apart before his massive girth. 

“I’m gonna fill you up slut,” he groaned, shoving harder inside her. “You’re mine now. You’re mine. Mine!”

“Yours!” Marissa moaned with him, cumming nonstop. “Yours! All yours!”

“Fuck her, Sir!” Helen begged, so desperate to see her Master's pleasure. “Fuck your bride! Get her full of your cum!”

“Yeah,” Vincent moaned. “Yeah, you fucking sluts. I'll show you. I'll give you what you really need.”

His orgasm was on its way, Marissa could tell. She needed it so bad!

“Yes, please!” She moaned. “Do it! Fuck me harder! Fill me with your cum, please my Master!”

With a long groan, his enormous load shot inside of her, ten times the amount he had delivered when filling up her stomach. Helen gasped, her own orgasms now inextricably tied to her Master's, cumming when he came. Probably all those other sluts who he had impregnated were cumming too, miles away.

Marissa's own pleasure was beyond comprehension. Her orgasms only intensified, breaking apart the fabric of her consciousness. Her mind melted, like an ice cube dropped into a supernova. 

The pleasure was just too much. She passed out with Vincent still pouring himself inside of her.

When Marissa woke up out of her cum-happy daze, she saw Vincent spilling himself inside of Helen. Helen was screaming out filthy obscenities, swearing to murder and steal and burn almost everyone she had ever met just for the privilege of taking this alpha male’s seed.

Marissa smiled. Good. That was what her Master deserved, loyal cunts who would do anything for him at all.

She felt her stomach. It was already...already starting to bulge! She was swelling with life. Vincent was sooo right. His sperm WAS special. He had left a baby in there for her...and probably much more than one. What a perfect present for the day she was wedded to his cock. 

# # #
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The Billionaire's Love Potion
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The solution was ready. 

Hannah had studied it for over two weeks now in her laboratory, running it through every possible test she could think of. There were no traces of poisons or toxins, no cancerous materials, and nothing, in fact, that seemed out of the ordinary at all. It was, chemically speaking, just water.

But water didn’t stick to glass the way this solution did, slinking around like it was loathe to leave any small place. Water did not hum when you let off the stopper to the flask it was inside of. Water did not produce hot flashes of lusty warmth the second you touched the glass surrounding it. 

The effects it produced were inexplicable; or rather, they could be explained only by something that Hannah refused adamantly to believe in:

Magic. 

There, she said it. Or, she thought it. 

“Magic,” she said, her shrill voice reverberating through her lab. 

Okay. There. She had said it.

It was late afternoon on a Tuesday, and outside her expensive corporate laboratory, fall was fading away and winter coming down. Hannah was glad for the cold—she found it easier, always, to bundle up rather than to cool off. Her body, skinny as it was, made it a rather large task to bundle up. In the lab that day, she wore a succession of cozy sweaters—three in total—the combination of which made her seem like a somewhat normally proportion, if rather lumpy, individual. 

She had never been entirely happy with her body, which felt to her much more like a collection of strange sticks and oddly placed stones. She wondered idly if this solution would have any effects on her appearance. Maybe? Who knew? The trial runs with the rodents had pointed to that possibility, certainly—that her body would change entirely as a result of taking.

And for the love Hannah had on her mind, she was certainly willing to risk it.

The solution—she refused to call it a “love potion”—had been given to her a little more than two weeks ago. 

She had been walking downtown, trying to grab some Chinese food before finally going to bed and dreaming away the night, thinking about the love of her life, Remington Card. 

Card was her boss, technically. More technically, he was the boss of her boss’s boss’s boss’s boss, each new boss having more and more successions of millions and millions of dollars, all the way up to Remington—who had billions. But, Remington Card was incredibly invested in the goings-on of the research & development section of Card Corporation, which is how Hannah happened across him so often. She was head of a very specific section of R&D—the Domestic Chemical Department. 

Hannah’s job, essentially, was to manufacture lust, or love, or attraction, or whatever it was you wanted to call it. Card was convinced there was enormous money in such a thing—and probably he was right. 

She imagined that an actual love potion would be highly illegal, but also highly sought after—and certainly Card, billionaire that he was, probably knew no shortage of millionaires who would pay top dollar for such a creation. 

So it was a bit ironic—or was it just amusingly convenient? Irony was difficult—that she was the one to actual stumble across a love potion, if that’s indeed what this little vial of solution was.

Ugh, drat. She cursed herself, staring at the small vial on the counter-top. There she went again, calling it a love potion. 

She couldn’t help herself, though. She wanted it to be true. She wanted to be Card’s dream come true. He was certainly hers—and he barely knew she even existed.

Card was tall, strong, and handsome—no, dreamy. He had that magical male ability to always have the sexiest amount of two-three day stubble, combined with perfectly messy hair—that made a woman like Hannah want to snuggle and fuck him at the same time, each as hard as humanly possible. 

Hannah felt his opposite in every way. Her hair was either too sticky-straight or too non-responsive to any attention. Her skin was frequently plagued with what, indeed, seemed like the plague, a succession of horrible pockmarks trailing up her neck and around her face and down to her arms at the most uncomfortable and unattractive positions.

As best she could, Hannah tried to ignore her attraction of Card during the daytime. This was incredibly hard. It was even harder, strangely enough, when he showed up at the lab with his smoky-eyed, dark-haired supermodel girlfriend, showing off the “cool science that all these geeks get up to,” in his words. Karen, the supermodel’s name was. 

Hannah hated her instantly, her perfect hair, her effortless walk in ridiculously high heels, the way she wore her incredibly slutty and tight dress with such elegance and prestige, making it look exactly like the ten thousand dollars it no doubt cost her (or would have, perhaps, if it wasn’t given to her for free. Those models had such an easy time of it.).

At any rate, a few weeks ago, Hannah bought Chinese food for dinner. She craved General Tso chicken—and when such a craving occurred, the only thing for it was General Tso. 

Walking outside into the cool air with her order in her hands, she saw an old woman crossing the street, a myriad of bags in her hands—but the traffic light was green, and a bus roared down on her. Without thinking, Hannah dropped her prized chicken dinner and grabbed the woman—strangely light, despite all the bags she carried—and they tumbled to the sidewalk on the other side of the street. The bus roared past, just barely missing them. 

“Thank you, sweetie,” said the old woman, her voice...strangely young, despite all the wrinkles on her face. “I don’t know that anyone else would have saved me.”

“No, no,” said Hannah, shaking her head and standing up. She took a moment to dust herself off, staring wistfully at the General Tso across the street. A stray dog trotted by and started slurping and drooling all over the open bag. 

Oh, good. That's just what she needed.

Hannah sighed again. “No,” she said again, barely even knowing she was talking. “I just did what anyone would do.”

The bag lady continued. “You have a heavy heart, my dear. Yes?”

It was even heavier, watching the dog snarf down the dinner she had dreamt of all day. She had caught the Chinese place just before closing, having stayed at work all day—and there was no way she would make it back now.

“Yes,” said Hannah distantly. “Heavy, indeed.”

“Such a shame, for such a nice heart. I like to reward nice hearts. Here,” Hannah heard the bag lady shift. “A potion for you, to help your way.”

Something heavy landed in her pocket.

“Potion, what?” Hannah looked down at the woman—who wasn’t there any longer.

In her head, she heard someone say—very distinctly, “A love potion. Liquid lust, to take the heart of your desire. Add his hair to a mouthful, and drink.”

But the woman was gone. Her bags were gone. All evidence of her, gone in the darkness somewhere. 

And in Hannah’s pocket, heavy and thick, was the vial. 

It was a ridiculous thing to have happen to a person. She could hardly believe it at all. Who was the old woman? 

Let's say, for the sake of argument, she was some kind of genie or faerie or whatever. Was she just wandering around, street by street, waiting for someone to save her so she could give away a love potion and vanish into thin air?

Ridiculous. 

But even so, the strange vial full of strange substance sat in front of Hannah right there in the lab, waiting to be used. Next to it, on a glass slide, was a pluck of Remington Card's hair.

Getting Remington’s hair had been easy. She had told him there were some puzzling DNA results she had to ferret out the meaning of, and would he please send her some hair so that she could exclude his genetic material from her findings? He came down to the lab so very often, after all, and she needed to be thorough.

Of course he complied.

Hannah took the vial of liquid lust, if that’s what it was, into her hands, examining it closely. It was clear—oddly enough—like mountain spring water, or perhaps a fine vodka. 

She wanted to believe it so very badly. Certainly, on the rodents she had tested it on, there had been noticeable effects. Females became doted on by their male counterparts, fucked endlessly but also looked after. They got first pick of food and were protected as they rested, that sort of thing. 

The implications filled Hannah with longing.

To have Remington look after her....secure her, take care of her—to have him fuck her with easy, happy, endless love in his eyes! Hannah needed that so very badly. Ever since she had witnessed the results of the experiments with the rodents, she could hardly imagine, anymore, life without such care and devotion to her. 

Dropping the hair into a small beaker, she mixed it with a small portion of the liquid from the vial. Smoke drifted upward, the mixture turning a dark violet color. Hannah eyed it with surprise—certainly, that was not how water reacted with hair.

Maybe...maybe it was all really true? Maybe he could be hers?

She loved Remington Card with all her heart. And so, taking a small little breath, she downed the liquid.

Bliss—strong and hot—overwhelmed her almost instantly. A chain of orgasms struck through her body—starting from her delightfully hot pussy and spreading ever outward, electrifying every atom in her cells—and she cried out in purest pleasure. Falling to the floor, her flailing feet knocked over an entire tray of test formulas, somehow avoiding the shattering of all that glass and the spray of the dangerously combined chemicals. 

Beyond her spot in the lab, she heard windows burst open and doors shattering outward, an entire shock wave of lust traveling through the nearby area.

As she writhed on the floor, her limbs lengthened—her torso elongating and ass tightening and reforming with hot musculature. The succession of hot, immediate growths ripped away at her pants, leaving them in shreds underneath her.. Her breasts swelled—from a paltry flat chest that barely existed to a suddenly full, bouncy, delicious pair of 38DDs. She had strength now, and ripped off her multiple sweaters as if they were paper.

Sliding over, she saw the reflection of her face in a shattered beaker, clear as day. Her newly-wet pussy quivered as she saw herself.

She was...

She was...

She was...sex incarnate.

Her lips, so plush and puffy, expertly advertising their ability to hold a hot conversation and suck a cock for days. Her hair, so dark and long and vibrant and voluminous, wrapping down past her waist. Her eyes, tilted just slightly and brilliant azure. Her nose, elegant and refined, a drink of vintage wine. Her cheekbones—her cheekbones! Sculpted and hot enough to melt through glass. 

At the other end of the lab, someone crunched down through the toppled glass and the wreckage that the shock wave of the potion had created.

“Hello? Doctor Russell? Are you....youuuuu....”

His voice trailed off as she stood up, showing the newly-arrived security guard the full extent of her glorious, fae-like beauty.

The security guard’s gun fell to his side. “Youuuu...youuuuuu.....” He said dumbly, over and over again. His gun dropped to the floor.

“Hello, handsome.” Her voice was sultry and hot. Her voice was sex incarnate. It was the sound clouds made when they slid across the dark midnight sky, sheathing over the moon. It was not her voice at all...and yet, of course, it really was, now. “Do you...have...something, for me?”

With a helpless look on his face, the guard unzipped his pants, pulled out his straining cock and started to stroke it. It was immensely hard, already. 

“Oh my fucking god look at you,” he moaned, eyes wild. “You’re so fucking hot. You’re so fucking hot. You’re not even doing anything and you’re so fucking hot.”

Hannah’s entire mind felt like it was being immolated in lust. “You’ll do anything for me, won’t you baby?”

Somehow, she knew he would. She knew all kinds of things now. 

She knew the potion had worked, completely.

“Oh my god!” the guard cried, jacking harder and harder. “Oh my god, yes! Oh shit! God! You’re so fucking hot!”

And then he came. His spurts of goo landed on the wrecked floor between them. Unimpressive—as she knew anyone who wasn't Remington would be unimpressive to her.

“Holy fuck,” he moaned, in incredible surprise. “I’m still hard. How am I...oh goddd...” he moaned looking at her again. His strokes continued, almost as if suspended by a marionette. “I can’t stop. Why can’t I fucking stop?”

“You don’t need to stop, though, do you baby? All you need to do is worship me.”

Like a soft blanket around a newborn babe, arrogance had swaddled around Hannah’s mind. There was not a doubt in her mind that she deserved such self-praise. She was a goddess.

“Please...please, I have a family...” he groaned.

Hannah laughed richly. “And?”

“Tell them I don’t need them anymore, okay?” He kept stroking and stroking, clearly unable to help himself. “I can’t...c-can’t stop doing this. I’ll never stop. I’ll fucking die tomorrow maybe and I don’t care, oh my god. You’re so fucking gorgeous! Please...p-please just keep looking at me.”

Hannah did, watching him exhaust himself after only a paltry four more orgasms. Her smile grew all the while. When she leaned over and kissed his unconscious form, she saw him twitching even more, trying to cum—but completely drained. 

Her smile only grew and grew. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, WALKING down a busy street in the early evening with men falling down and calling after her as she passed, Hannah was totally confident in what would happen for the rest of her life. 

She was going to own Remington just how she wanted. Her beauty was so incomprehensibly perfect now. Everywhere she walked and strutted and existed, men fell to their knees, jerking off helplessly and promising her all sorts of things. Bank accounts. Houses. Cars. Firstborn children. All for just a smile. 

Certainly, her outfit represented her love of herself. She had walked into the sexiest, most upscale clothing shop in town—The Outfit—and walked out with their premiere dress. Platinum and tight, with one sleeve, it hugged her ass perfectly. The leather thigh-high boots wrapped up her luscious legs, showing off a beautiful foot of perfect skin between the tops of the boots and the hem of her tiny dress. Along with it, she took a gorgeous mink jacket. 

The manager asked her to take more—more, please! He cried when she turned him down.

Up ahead of Hannah now was the enormous downtown condominium where Remington lived. Hannah was planning on just walking right up to his door and demanding to be let in. It wasn't as if anyone could stop her. Hell, it wasn't as if anyone wanted to, anymore.

And then...

Then, Remington stepped outside, waving to the doorman. He saw her, and stopped for a moment, shock and instant lust on his face.

Hannah, on pure instinct, dropped to her knees in front of him, smoky dark boots hitting the concrete. The men around him—bodyguards—had dropped to their knees as well, putting their heads to the concrete in abject worship of her.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. “Fucking take me, please? Fucking own my body right now. God, please, baby?”

Remington looked at her slowly, his eyes crawling over every exquisite inch of her tight, big-breasted form. 

Men had been jerking off to her as she walked by all day, promising to love her, steal for her, murder for her if she wanted. 

And still, Hannah could only hope and pray that she was pretty enough for him. Would he still want to give her his babies? God, but she wanted to give him an heir. As many as he wanted.

That such a complete one-eighty of her attitude had occurred was entirely lost on her. The second she saw him, she no longer had any recognition of the thought that she had wanted to lustfully enslave Remington the same way that she had enslaved every man who had come across her already. No, she wanted only to serve him, to love him, to obey him, to do every last little thing he asked. 

That was the love potion at work. She hadn't known exactly what it was she was supposed to be until he laid eyes on her—but now she knew. She was supposed to be unattainable. She was supposed to be a goddess. Because that's what the dream girl of a billionaire like Remington Card was—a girl completely and utterly unattainable by anyone but him.

He took her by the hand and shoved her into the limo. There were no words—just hot, severe, certain actions that he took. 

Hannah adored his certainty, his decisions—she adored everything about him. The small mole on the side of his neck. The tiny strand of hair falling down his forehead. The way he roughly grabbed her tits and briefly put his hand around her throat, growling in lust as he kissed her furiously.

Their lips melding at last, Hannah's world felt more than complete. She came, her body bucking against his. The bliss was hot and electric—but even with as suddenly as it happened, she wanted more. There would never be enough Remington in her life.

His pants somehow were gone. His cock appeared to her as a holy totem—hard even to look at. It felt blasphemous to want him, to be good enough to take him.

“Suck me,” he commanded. “Be a good girl.”

Somehow, he knew the score. 

Hannah didn't consider it that much. When a man was confronted with his dream girl, how else was he supposed to act but as if he were in a dream? And Hannah loved that thought—that she was making his dreams come true with every action she took, with every hot beat of her heart as she closed the distance between her mouth and his cock.

Her lips crawled over the hard edges of his divine rod, instantly feeling her love double and re-double with everything that she had. She came with every slide upward, every slurp downward—every taste a new reason for her pussy to back flip in pleasure.

“You really like this, don’t you?” His voice had the tinge of disbelief. 

“Mmmhmm!”

For what felt like hours, they continued like this. She patiently and happily worshiped his cock, her tongue lavishing all over it. She licked it ravenously, like it was a popsicle. She sucked him greedily, like she would learn the meaning of life from his perfect fountain. Maybe she would—maybe she had. 

His cockhead pushed deep down her throat, and she did her best to suckle him—going so far as to swallow she felt him inside her throat. The better to tighten her body all around his perfection. 

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Fuck, that's so good. You're gonna taste me, baby. You're gonna...gonna...”

Bucking up and down on his cock, she felt his balls tighten, his shaft tense. He was going to gift her! Oh god!

Huge volumes of his load unleashed on her. Perfect white spray overwhelmed her, shooting down her throat in gooey streaks, filling her mouth with his sticky matter. When she pulled away, he continued to spray her face down with his cum—sprayed all over the face of this perfect goddess, who was too perfect for anyone but him.

And then he took her out to his estate in the country, far away from the city and everyone who could see her.

* * * * *
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HOLDING HIS NEW LOVER close in his enormous, luxurious bed, Remington was more than a little surprised at the behavior of Hannah. He had no idea she had such a crush on him.

Of course, if she had told him just a day before, he would have laughed in her face. Probably she knew that. 

It had been, in fact, quite a shock when she had told him that she was Hannah at all. Though, of course he believed her, if only because it would be ludicrous for anyone who wasn’t Hannah, or Dr. Russell as he had known her, to pretend that she was such a nobody. 

She truly had been nothing, before. An insignificant cog in the works, as much of a lab rat as her own lab rats. 

But now...now she was a goddess. His goddess. The dream woman that he had always wanted to have—an impossibly gorgeous woman, inspiring all around her to instant love and worship...who only ever wanted and desired him.

This was why he had dated supermodels and starlets, of course. Some deep, primal part of him got off on being worshiped and loved by those who were obsessed over. 

Of course, that was also why he had ordered all that research into pheromones and attraction. He didn't trust the love of any of those women. Remington's time with starlets and supermodels and the like had created a very deep mistrust for that sort of woman—they only ever seemed to be with him for his money, or more usually, to bump their status in the eyes of others. They wouldn't ever commit all the way—and give him the heir he deserved.

He wanted someone to love him for him...just as he wanted to love a woman for who she was. The only niche in that plan is that who he wanted a woman to be was something that didn't exist, really.

Until...Hannah.

He had told himself endlessly that if he ever found such a woman, he would love her immediately. And Remington did love Hannah, he found. 

He held her now, snuggling her close, but at the same time, fucking her furiously with his unprotected cock. Or, perhaps she fucked him? With how lithe and smooth her hips sank down again and again on his member, it was hard to tell. But they held each other so tight, staring endlessly in the other’s eyes, searching perhaps for new angles of devotion and adoration. 

He knew, without a doubt, with all the bare loads he was loading into her cunt, that she would be pregnant soon. The thought warmed his cold, rich soul.

“I need you,” the goddess purred at him over and over. “I love you. I want you. I need you. I love you. I want you.”

The chanting felt like it kept him hard...as did her incredible attentions. She had this perfect way of  wrapping his neck with her hair and burying his face in her big, delicious breasts...

He felt like he could die happy.

Seven times, he had come in the three hours since she had knelt down to him in the street. Her own number of orgasms were impossible to measure—they seemed constant.

Just thinking of that—causing constant pleasure to this goddess just from existing in front of her—was endlessly exciting to Remington.

“Remington?” he heard a voice call out. “Remington, darling?”

It was Karen.

Fuck.

Fuck! How had she known he was here? That was the entire reason he had come to the country estate. It was isolated and away from prying eyes. 

If he wanted to be with Hannah, at some point, he was going to have to do some explaining...or else cover her body up somehow. 

But until he figured out what to do about it, he had resolved to hide in his luxurious country mansion estate. It was built down into the ground, with multiple floors going underground. 

Karen's beautiful walk—high heels tapping in staccato rhythm through the echo-filled chambers of the mostly empty abode—was easily audible over the soft, breathy need of Hannah's worshipful moans.

He couldn’t stop fucking Hannah. Her pussy was too tight, too perfect, her legs wrapped his waist in too loving a way. Her body too fertile and plush. She must have noticed his mental discomfort, though, because she tossed the silk bedsheets over his body, blocking view of the outside world, and cupped his face in her hands.

“Don’t worry about her,” Hannah cooed. “She’s nothing to you, baby. I’m your real girlfriend now, aren’t I? I’m your favorite little fuckpet.”

“Unh,” he groaned, drilling harder under the sheets. It was so hot that Hannah wanted to top Karen—wanted to top the supermodel. “Yeah. Yeah.”

“Please, baby? Please tell me you love me more than Karen?”

“Fuck...fuck, Hannah...”

“You know you want to say it. I wouldn’t even know to say it unless you told me so...”

God, she was so right. She was so right. It turned him on so much—Karen being replaced. Her quintessential hotness, even with as perfect and sublimely beautiful as she was, still being totally done away with and cast all the way down his hierarchy of potential lovers, just for the love of Hannah’s divine body and soft, lovely gaze.

And, hips grinding harder into Hannah, his orgasm approached.

“Yeah, baby!” Hannah moaned in ecstasy, cumming herself already. “Please cum in me? Please cum in me right now? I need it! I need it.” Her voice so husky and raw. “Your babygirl goddess needs her man's cum, please? Please cum in me, please make me fucking pregnant, and tell me how you love me more than her, baby, please? Please?”

His mouth pushed forward over hers as he came, his balls unleashing a torrent of cum. He kissed her harder, losing himself in this mashing of tongues and lips to this woman who was everything he had ever wanted. Pulling away from the kiss, still cumming hard, he remembered what she wanted to hear. What they both wanted to hear.

“I love you more than Karen!” He grunted loudly, writhing with Hannah in the expensive silk sheets, his body bucking forcefully into hers. “I fucking need you, Hannah!”

A shattered voice filled the bedroom.“What?”

Remington shoved his head out of the sheets, still obscuring Hannah. There was Karen, at the door, tears forming in her beautiful dark eyes. Her tight white dress clung to her spectacularly, her perfect model breasts on splendid display. Remington, still cumming inside of Hannah’s eager, hot, dripping pussy was unable to stop himself. And so somehow, even if it was just a bit, the sight of Karen’s despair helped him along to orgasm.

Knowing this, guilt and shame joined his pleasure, even as he turned back under the sheets to Hannah’s loving, jealously hot gaze. Hannah actually licked her lips—the whole notion of being “caught” turning her on.

Something foul and mean-spirited spilled out of Karen's mouth—Remington didn't catch all of it, still staring somewhat helplessly at Hannah's beauty, but he was pretty sure he was pretty well covered in the “curse” department forever after.

But eventually the bliss of orgasm faded, and some semblance of reason returned to his mind.

His cock covered completely in Hannah’s juices, he extricated himself from Hannah's grasp and the soft sheets of the bed, floundered over a series of fluffy pillows and stumbled onto the floor, walking naked after Karen.

“Karen!” he called. “Karen! Come on. Wait!”

“Fuck you, Remington! You’re an asshole!”

“Wait!” he called again, admiringly watching her luscious ass push against the tight material of her minidress. She was certainly a beauty.

She turned around. “I’m not going to wait. You told me you loved me, that you would take care of me forever, and now you’ve gone off and fucked some other woman, Remington! You told me I was your whole world!”

The look on her face stunned Remington into silence. He could provide no rejoinder, no protest. She really did love him. Or, she had. The guilt that had been washed away somewhat by Hannah’s hot orgasmic whispers in his ear came back full-force now. His body was weak with the guilt, warm and cold shivers running up and down him. 

Taking a few hesitant steps toward Karen, he held up one shaky hand. 

“Please...” he said weakly. “I’m...I’m sorry...”

But she turned then, and walked out the door. 

At the tall window near the door, Remington watched her leave. She got into her convertible and then turned—and he knew she could see him looking. 

Behind him, he heard high heels clicking on the wood floor. Hannah—having slipped on heels already, just the way he would have asked her to—slid up against him, tugging suddenly at his quickly-hardening cock. 

“Watch her go, baby,” Hannah moaned. “Watch that bitch take off. You don’t need her. You’ve got me.”

“Fuck,” he moaned, knees somewhat weak at Hannah’s hands on his member. “You...you know she can see us?”

Karen could see them in the tall, wide window, and easily. A wide, shocked glance covered her face. She angrily turned her convertible on and sped out from the driveway.

“Oh yeah, lover,” Hannah said with a giggle. “I knew that.”

Regaining some composure and shaking his head, Remington slid out from Hannah's grasp walked over to a nearby couch, shaking his head. 

“You are one twisted, evil bitch, you know that?”

Her gorgeous face took on a twisted, evil grin, just to satisfy his urge for confirmation, and she nodded happily, strutting after him. Her naked, buoyant breasts were perky and firm, even without a bra.

“That’s just how you want me, lover. You want a girl so fucked up and twisted and evil that she’ll do anything at all in the world, so long as she gets to be the very first in line to pleasing your cock. You don’t care that I don’t care about anyone else in this entire world, do you?” She slid down onto his lap, straddling him. His hardening cock slid up underneath the velvety folds of her pussy and her tits pressed hard against his chest. “The emotions of everyone else? They’re just tangential to you. Just ways to get others to please you, somehow. Because that’s all that matters to me...and I know that’s how you want it.”

God, it really was. His cock lengthened even more underneath her naked body—and the wet folds of her entrance rubbed harder on top of his shaft.

“Now,” she purred. “Won’t you please, please fuck me again with your holy cock?”

He could. He did.

* * * * *
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THE DINER WAS BUSY for the time of day—after the rush hour—and Karen of course blamed this on her own presence. Men seemed to follow her around—one of the unfortunate luxuries of being a supermodel. She had a cup of coffee, and Hannah had nothing at all.

“So,” said Hannah, her voice so velvety and smooth. “Thank you for coming. I do appreciate you meeting me here.”

Karen rolled her eyes. She hardly believed she had agreed to this, just a couple of days after this incredibly evil bitch had torn her heart in half. But something in Hannah’s voice made it so...so hard to say no. She didn’t know what it was. Maybe that’s why she was there, today. 

Yes, sure. Karen had to find out why she had come; that’s why she had come. Didn’t that make sense?

She hoped so.

It was strangely warm in the diner. Yes, hot. That was strange for this time of year, when usually cool gusts of wind were pushing through the open door of the diner anytime someone slipped inside from out of the encroaching cold. Karen adjusted the collar of her white silk blouse, hidden underneath a dark cashmere sweater. Smoky fleece tights adorned her legs, matching the tight pair of shorts she had on.

Hannah certainly wasn’t dressed like it was hot—no, she seemed ready for the coldest winter on record. The only part of Hannah's face that Karen could see were her nose, her cheekbones, and her lips. Everything else was covered by thick, dark sunglasses or the fur hood over her head. She wore a thick fur overcoat—a chinchilla, the same outrageously expensive one that Remington had promised to buy her—worth over two hundred thousand dollars. 

Chump change to him.

Karen, with reluctant ease, had to admit that it looked better on Hannah than it did on her. 

And god, that was a thought Karen didn't have often. Hardly anyone looked better than her—that was her whole pride and joy, her reason for moving along in the world. At twenty-six, she was one of the highest paid supermodels in the entire market, known for her chameleon-like ability to make any piece of clothing look disastrously sexy. 

And there was Hannah, looking better than Karen in something. 

That...aroused something strange in Karen.

For the strangest reason, as Karen saw that curve of Hannah’s cheekbone, she wanted to put it on her wall. Or save the image of the cheekbone, perhaps, to her computer...give it a folder all its own, just one she could look up any old time she had been having a tough day. She could load it up, this lovely curved bit of Hannah, grab a glass of wine, spread her legs out and just slide her fingers all the way down, and just...adore it endlessly...

Wait, what?

She realized with a start that Hannah had been talking.

“Were you listening to me, sweetie?” said Hannah.

“Oh, um, no.” Karen squirmed, embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.”

God, huh? Why was she being so...so...so submissive and apologetic? This bitch stole her man! Her billionaire, for god’s sake! If anyone had a proper case to be furious with Hannah, it was most definitely Karen!

The horrible cunt had gone so far as to give Remington a handjob as he watched Karen drive off, after all! The nerve!

And yet...something about that. Something about...Hannah’s face...it had stayed in Karen’s mind. Like a virus, incubating and testing, waiting for its turn to strike.

The last four times Karen had cum in the past week—which was all the times Karen had cum in the past week, adoring her perfect supermodel body in her comfortably huge bed—she had been imagining Hannah’s face as she stroked off Remington. 

She would have cum many, many more times—certainly she had felt like it—but she had been trying too hard to exercise self-control. It was hard, it was all so hard. It was hard, especially, to imagine Hannah’s face—she never really got a clear look at her. But Karen knew there was something...important there. Something furiously hot and all-encompassing to know about, in Hannah's look.

Hannah was...saying something. Something incredibly important that Karen had to listen to and understand as the perfect truth for the rest of her life. But Karen couldn’t focus. It was too easy to imagine how perfectly beautiful Hannah looked in her amazing fur. It was so right that Hannah wore a fur like that. She was such a luxuriously beautiful woman. A goddess. And a goddess like her belonged in fur. 

Maybe that was the real reason Karen was here. To have a good, long look at the woman, the goddess, who was taking up the entirety of her thoughts. 

After all, Karen thought as Hannah continued to speak in her perfect voice, it was sort of hot that Remington had broken up with her. 

Now that Hannah made Karen think about it, the whole thing was...well, it was kind of great that he was so incredible and so perfect, that he had found someone better than a supermodel. It didn’t mean Karen was any less hot, it just meant Remington was that wonderful.

“Wonderful...” said Karen dumbly. 

Hannah nodded happily. “That’s so lovely, dear. I think so too.”

Rubbing her eyes and looking down for a moment, Karen tried to let her thoughts clear. They were so fuzzy, so pink and happy. Each thought bobbed by like a float on a parade—pretty and sort of fun, but not of much use. The scent in the air was soooo thick, so heavy and sexy. It had been growing and growing, she realized, ever since they sat down. 

“I’m sorry I can’t pay attention very well, madam,” she said to Hannah, not quite realizing that she was being so subservient. “It’s just, you’re really hard to be around.”

Hannah giggled. “Yeah, babes. I know. You are too, you know.”

“No, I know I’m aloof. You kind of like, have to be, when you get to my level? Otherwise you have conversations three hours long with every jackass you come across. But, I mean, you’re...you’re so fucking pretty. It’s distracting.”

Hannah giggled. Karen wanted to record the sound and put it on a ten-hour loop that she could listen to every time she fell asleep for the rest of her life. 

“I know it is,” said Hannah. “That’s how I was able to drug your coffee.”

“What?”

“I drugged your drink. Just now. While I was talking.”

“But...but why did you do that, madam?”

This time, Karen noticed the affectation. Why had she called her “madam?” Why had she done that? What was...what was going on with her?

She felt high, she realized. High on lust and beauty, her mind becoming increasingly one-track. Her pussy was completely soaked, her dress underneath even more soaked. She sat in a puddle of her own juices, her thighs squirming against each other as she focused more and more on those gorgeous, ineffably perfect cheekbones of Hannah. She couldn’t turn away from them, no more than she could stop herself from doing what Hannah said, and thinking what Hannah told her to think.

“I drugged your coffee,” giggled Hannah, “because I want you to drink it.”

“Oh,” said Karen. That certainly made sense.

“Go on. Drink it.”

Still, Karen resisted. “Y-you drugged it, though.”

“I know!” Hannah reached forward and squeezed Karen's hand. It was the single greatest moment of bliss that Karen had ever experienced. “I drugged it with a special love potion, and you’re still going to drink it for me. Isn’t that great? You just think I’m so pretty that you’ll do anything at all that I suggest. Isn’t that so hot and fun? So go on.”

At the booth adjacent to theirs, a girl started going down on her boyfriend. She sucked his cock loudly, proclaiming how perfect and sexy he was, how turned on she was. Their waitress walked up and summarily stripped down her shirt, joining the girlfriend in worship of the boyfriend’s cock. 

At the other end of the restaurant, a wife gave her husband a slow, lazy, loving handjob, adoring him with soft little kisses. 

Two businesswomen made out passionately, their blouses undone and forgotten about on a pile on the floor.

There was such a strong, sexual vibe in the room—created entirely by Hannah, Karen realized. No one was immune to the lust that this goddess put out. All anyone could think about, in her presence, was fucking. 

Karen was caught up in the wave of lust herself. It guided her all the way to grabbing her coffee and putting it against her lips. 

She hesitated for just a moment more. Hannah, smiling, shrugged off her fur hood, revealing the full glory of her shoulders, her intoxicatingly beautiful mass of chestnut locks, her elegant neck. Karen, feeling a hot pulsing ball of lust unleash in her pussy, moaned and drank the drugged drink down. Would it kill her? Would it wipe out her mind? It didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered was Hannah.

Hannah let her fur down all the way, displaying the perfect valley of her tits in her tiny red dress. The full extent of her absolutely phenomenal beauty unleashed on the patrons of the cafe. There was a shock wave of orgasm all around—all eyes focused intently on Hannah. 

In the booth adjacent, the girlfriend and redheaded waitress continued suckling at the man’s cock as it streamed out hot cum, though they fingered themselves rapturously now, unable to tear their eyes away—and the man’s eyes were firmly locked on Hannah, paying no attention at all to the two beauties attending his spasming meat. The suddenly-lesbian businesswomen each fingered the other’s cunts, loving Hannah, moaning out praises to their new goddesses.

“You see, Master was so very nice to me. To reward me for getting pregnant with his perfect seed, he wanted me to have a lover of my own, just like I’m his special magical lover! Except, what he forgot was that, like, what turns me on is now exactly what turns him on.”

If Hannah was pregnant, she was only just so. There was no bulge showing. But then, in such a short time, for her to be pregnant already...god, she must have so, so fertile...

Karen, already so very beautiful, noticed very little change in her own body as the potion did its work. Her breasts became slightly more full—her lips just a shade thicker, her hair stretching on down to the tip of her ass. She was the same, just tighter, sexier, and permanently young. 

“So, you, babes, are gonna be like, just almost as good as I am for him. That way, he can fuck two babes who deserve him at once! Isn't that hot?”

Karen nodded happily, her pussy vibrating with orgasm as she stared happily into Hannah's bright blue eyes.

All around them, in the cafe, men were jerking off, watching them helplessly as Hannah slid over to Karen and delivered a series of scintillatingly hot kisses. Women fingered their cunts. Everyone knelt, drooling out phrases of prayer and happiness.

Then, suddenly, Remington arrived. 

And just like that, Karen's worship of Hannah subsided, just slightly, and rededicated entirely back on to Remington. 

He was absolutely everything in the world to Karen. If there was a God, she was certain it was him. He looked around, noticing with some amusement the enormity of lust that had exploded in the small diner. 

“You certainly seemed to have had an effect,” he said casually to Hannah, stroking her hair and pulling her up into his arms.

Hannah rose like a helplessly happy kitten, melting into the strong arms of the billionaire. All that power she held over the diner, all the lust she inspired and created—it was all for him. Karen watched, literally, all of Hannah’s control and power melt down to nothing with her overwhelming love for Remington arriving suddenly on her face.

“Oh, darling,” Hannah cooed between wet, needy kisses along Remington’s face and neck. “I do hope I fucked her mind correctly for you.”

“Did she give you any trouble?”

“Trouble?” Hannah scoffed, sliding a jeweled hand down her sensational body. “Please. Could anyone ever possibly give me any trouble with anything?”

Karen could see Remington liked that response, liked that haughtiness. She recalled how she held her own arrogance and vanity back in the past—but she would do nothing of the sort now. She had to be Remington’s perfect girlfriend for Hannah. 

He approached Karen, Hannah still hanging on to his side. “You hurt me, running away like that.”

“I know I did, sir,” said Karen, almost tearing up. “I’m so, so sorry, it was so wrong of me! You deserve to have anyone you want! You should have all the hot babes in the world vying for your cock, sir! Please, please let me make it up to you somehow?”

Smiling, Remington pushed Hannah to her knees, and then unzipped his pants. His cock, veiny and bulging, was thick and sausage-like. Hannah immediately attended it, licking the head and sliding her tongue around the long shaft.

“Go on, girls. Do your man right. Show me how good you can be.”

Moaning, Karen fell forward with Hannah on her man’s cock, sliding her wet, puffy lips up and down the immense shaft. Her hot supermodel mouth mixed and criss-crossed with Hannah’s, the two superhumanly beautiful women making out on the cock of the man totally in charge of their lives. 

They each loved him totally. 

“Need him,” Hannah moaned. “Serve him,” Karen gushed.

Remington pushed his cock forward, fucking his cock between their hot faces for several strokes. They pushed hard on his shaft, wanting it to be as padded as possible by their pillowy wet lips. 

He took Karen’s hair and shoved his thick rod down her throat—easily lubricated just for him by the streams of heavy, hot precum shooting out from his cock—and then pulled out and shoved his cock down Hannah’s throat. When he did, he took several wraps of Karen’s long, silky hair, and tugged her hard against his crotch—where she lovingly and dotingly licked his balls with orgasmic relish. 

Back and forth he went like this—fucking Hannah's throat, then Karen's, then Hannah's again. Each time, the other girl licked and dragged her tongue up and down what spare inches of shaft and balls they could slide into their sexy, needy mouths. 

At every second, Karen could not stop cumming. Hannah's fingers had crawled up into her pussy, and Karen's into Hannah's. Both of their lusciously hot cunts hummed with constant bliss, pulsing and pulsing with need.

“You are both such good girls,” Remington moaned.

Spurting and spasming, his cock erupted all over their faces. Hot, wonderful jizz showered all over Karen and Hannah. Thick and gooey seed dripped down their faces as they kissed and licked his big dick. Giggling and cooing, they licked each other's faces clean, and then Remington's massive meat. He stroked their hair as they worked...getting a little worked up again in the process. He was so virile. Soon, he would get them as pregnant as they needed. Their fertile bodies were made to deliver anything to him.

Karen loved it all so much, her pussy constantly pumping out new happy orgasms to drill away at her memories of any other way to live.. She loved being Hannah’s dream girl...and so, being just slightly being Remington’s dream girl as well. 

She couldn’t wait to have her own dream girl to pay tribute to Remington, and do to someone else what Hannah had done to her. And then she would guide that dream girl to get another...and another...and another...

It was no less than her billionaire deserved.

# # #
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Billionaire's New Plaything
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(This story, like all stories whether you know it or not, has gone through many a draft. I was under the belief that I had completed this tale in totality. However, He decided that I would revise it, one last time, as He entered me again and again. You will find these last notes of revision, inspired by his massive manhood, in this very format. Italics to indicate the severity of my pleasure as he takes me. Parenthesis to show you how well He has closed me in. Everything for Him.)

* * * * *
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MY STORY IS NOT ONE for the faint of heart, and through necessity, I have been as thorough as possible. If you are with me, dear reader, stay strong—for I spared no detail in this recollection of the breaking of hitherto-thought-to-be-indomitable wills.

Oh yes, that’s right. I thought I was indomitable. I thought nothing could break me. I was so disillusioned and somehow conversely naive that I believed that anyone who would submit to being owned had suffered through some terrible life experience, or was simply born wrong. 

I had no idea it could simply be placed upon me, whether I liked it or not, so long as the man doing the placing was strong enough to enforce his will. And I had no idea that submission was so very, very sweet.

There are many places to begin this tale, and through the introductions of many people—but I would like to start with myself meeting with my new editor, learning of the assignment that would change my destiny forever.

“Come on, Francesca,” I insisted. “You can’t be serious.”

“I would advise you not to tell me the limits of my seriousness, Hannah. In fact,” said Francesca, leaning back in her expensive leather chair, “when it comes to advising, you’re not in a place to do anything at all for me.”

We were alone in the office of Francesca Hilton, lead editor of The City Times, one of the last few real print newspapers in the city of St. Claire. The office was well-furnished, with an expensive leather couch in one corner. The shades over the impressively large windows were the wooden kind that clacked lightly as the air-conditioning kicked on. 

At twenty-seven years of age, I had once been a star reporter...but now I was reduced to my current state, squabbling about scraps of stories about shady billionaires. 

“Clarke?” I asked, in disbelief.

“Yes.”

“Mason Clarke?”

“That’s right. He’s earned somewhat of a...shall we say, infamous reputation as of late. As of his entire career, really. Given that he funds almost the entirety of our efforts here, I would like for you to correct that.”

I tried to put aside the incredibly unethical portions of that. One look at Francesca and you would know—from the intricate detailing of her jewelry down to the ornate arrangement of her hair—that ethics mattered very little to her so long as she was paid enough to look good. So, I tried a different tactic—wasting resources.

“You know I’ve covered wars, right?” I poked at her desk. “You know I’ve been knee-deep in the mud of Africa writing about famine, right? You know that those stories—those award-winning stories—were why you hired me, right?”

“I do.” Francesca let out a leisurely-but-annoyed breath. “I also know that after your scandal with that governor down south, you’d be lucky to find work at any newspaper at all, even this one—which you clearly feel is so far beneath your thoroughly-seasoned reach.”

I said nothing to that. It was hard to deny that I felt I was above the paper. The City Times was a rag, pure and simple. That it was a rag run by a woman had given me some hope of finding some common ground—a little bit of sisterhood and a sympathetic ear to my tale of that repulsive pig called a governor.

But, no. Francesca didn’t want to hear my side of the story. No one did. After the governor's wife had made that ludicrously melodramatic statement on television, no one wanted to hear what I had to say.

I was disgraced, utterly.

This was my irony now—a journalist with a story that no one wanted to hear. In my more suspicious moments over the past few months, I had gotten the idea that someone had called each and every news outlet that I had ever sent a story to over the past five years of my career and paid them off (or threatened them with a shutdown).

(He gloats to me now. That was the case. He arranged every second of my indoctrination.)

Then, one day as I was busy drowning my sorrows in a bottle of brandy—a fine vintage that I received as part of a bonus just six months prior, for prize-winning work on the conflict in the Middle-East—I got the call from The City Times. Desperate, I had taken the job, and for almost half my usual rate. 

“Nothing to say?” Francesca asked, blowing at her red-painted nails. “No clever rejoinder? Very well. You’ll do the piece on Clarke. You will be pleasant and admiring of him. He likes his women better that way.”

The older beauty had begun to pull at her collar in a way that indicated heat in the room, but in fact, I was rather cool.

“So he’s a sexist, is what you’re saying.”

Francesca smiled. It was a pleasant smile—everything about Francesca was pleasant to look at, in fact. If, at that time, I had been given to my more bisexual tendencies from college not so very long ago, I would have perhaps even devoted some fantasizing time to the exquisite curve of Francesca’s breasts in her tight silk blouse. She reminded me a great deal of some professors I had been given the fortunate opportunity to experiment with. For a more mature woman—not much past forty, I should think—she had an incredibly tight body, shiny dark blond hair, and a devilishly seductive face. 

“Sexist?” She shook her head. “I should think not. He has very...established opinions, about people and their places. He is much more powerful than you. You would do well to abide by his thoughts so long as you are in his domain.” 

So he was incredibly sexist, is what I heard.

“Are you worried he might find you unsatisfactory to look at?” She shook her head admonishingly—as if to encourage me, in an oxymoronic reproachful way. “I assure you, you’re well-equipped in that area. Probably the best girl in this office when it comes to such aesthetics, in fact.”

“Excuse me?”

I was rather taken aback, of course. You would be too, if your same-sex boss just flat-out said you were the prettiest of your kind in an office. Was that why she was sending me to him at all?

But, she seemed to not notice my protestation.

“You don’t have to do the job, of course, but...” Francesca gave a little half-hearted shrug. “I think someone with such a precarious job position might wish to tread lightly for a while. You’ll be sent back to Africa soon enough, my dear. Or, you know,” she waved a hand, “whatever other stinky little mudhole you’d like. But for now? You’ll interview Mason Clarke, and you’ll be a perfect lady as you do it. You will dress well and act well, and I will hear about it if you don’t. Do you understand?”

I stood up, boiling inside, ready to leave the office without another word.

“I asked you a question.” Francesca rapped her desk sharply. “Do you consent, Hannah?”

Through gritted teeth, I pushed out a reply. “Yes. That will be fine.”

“Wonderful.” A shade of rapture passed over her face. I thought, at the time, it was because she had gotten her way—but this was a misjudgment of where her intentions originated. “I’ll call him immediately and make the appointment. Don’t be late. In fact, be early. He despises tardiness, and being on time will only force him to delay something more important than you.”

My skin crawled with shame—and even more shame compounding on that, knowing that this was exactly how Francesca wanted me to feel. 

* * * * *
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AT SOME POINT—THIS point, as a matter of fact—we should shift our perspectives over to another lovely young woman whose fate is inextricably tied with my own: Lily Kyle. At the time of my report on Clarke, she had just begun her (eventually rather brief) term as his personal assistant at the age of nineteen. In the end, she did not have the correct temperament or constitution to serve him in that capacity.

However, make no mistake—Lily is a lovely young woman. I am sure, over the course of this recollection, you will come to the same conclusion. 

I don’t mean just physically—her heart is very warm and giving, and always she is thinking of the best ways to please others. Her sense of humor, though rather wry at times, is also very forgiving, and I’ve hardly ever met another woman so quick to accept the flaws of others. 

Given all that, of course, when I say that she is a lovely young woman, I also very much do refer to her physical manner. She would have hardly ended up in Mr. Clarke’s employ if she wasn’t completely beautiful.

She has a particular kind of beauty that makes her a treasure to men such as Clarke. Her features are exquisite, finely carved and deliciously proportioned. Her lips are delicate, her eyes wide and dark, her hair flowing loosely down past her slender shoulders—and that is the key word, slender. Everything about her was slight. Indeed, despite how long her legs are or how incredibly busty her chest is, she is, in a word, fae. Fragile. Breakable. 

I can only imagine now how Mr. Clarke saw her...a beauty to be destroyed and rebuilt in the image of his own decision. 

In the past, I read a report that most men fantasized about killing their spouses in the heat of the moment during intercourse. These men would insist that it was nothing to do with an actual desire to see their loved ones dead, but rather that their passion was so intense, their desire to escalate the heat of the situation so great, that if they could annihilate their wives with their fucking and then somehow bring them back right after, they would. 

Seeing Lily, in all her delicate beauty, I think I understand that feeling. I can hardly contain myself around her now...though perhaps I am revealing too much, already.

That first day of work, she tells me that she wore a schoolgirl-like green plaid skirt and a wide-buttoned peasant blouse. She hadn’t considered it at the time, she says, but now she realizes she was really asking for it with such a clearly “fuck-me” outfit. She wishes, now, that she had worn a good pair of pumps—that would have sped the process up considerably.

(I feel it is my duty to reveal that Lily fingered herself as she recounted all this to me—such is His influence when we recall the changes He has forced upon us. His will is miraculous. We are better for it, and Him.)

She arrived briskly at five in the morning at the Clarke Complex. The complex was located at the edge of the city, inside of several rounds of gates, each razor-wired and electrified, and beyond a small forest garden. Clarke enjoys nature; he enjoys making shapes of nature. He wants it under his control.

The complex itself had five different buildings. Lily worked in the largest of these, in the office directly outside of Clarke's.

Evette, her trainer, waited for Lily outside the main complex office. The lovely young blonde—no more than twenty-eight or twenty-nine, was always dressed impeccably, that day being no different; she had on a tight, mini skirted golden suit, highlighting her already golden skin and fine cheekbones. Her dark blue eyes were bursting with resentment and bitterness for no other reason than that Lily was existing in front of her.

“You’re late,” said Evette, as Lily approached with a quickly-dissipating smile. “How the fuck are you already late?”

“I’m sorry,” said Lily. “I thought it was...I thought five-thirty was the time I was supposed to be here?”

“Only to see if you were dumb enough to come on time. Twenty minutes early is still wasting time you could have spent being here. Come on.” She gestured for Lily to follow.

Evette’s every movement was graceful, elegant. She wore towering high-heels, and strutted in them like she had been born in them. Lily, in her more modest flats, still appeared to stumble along, her large bags—an oversized purse and a large tote-bag with her lunch and a few books to read in any spare time (such naivete)—clumsily chugging behind her. 

As soon as they entered the brisk sixty-five degree office, Evette noticed Lily’s struggle with her bags through the narrow glass doors. 

“Here,” she said, smiling and taking Lily’s bags.

Lily was relieved. Finally—a little help!

But no. Evette rifled through Lily’s purse, taking out only her credit card. “You’ll be issued your true debit card in a week. It’s the only one you’ll need. I suppose this one will do in the meantime.”

“M-my ID...”

“You’ll be issued a true ID within the hour. You would have already had it, if you hadn’t decided to be late.”

“But—” Lily quieted, watching Evette summarily inspect and them dump out all the contents of her bags into the trash.

“All of this is useless.”

Clunk, clunk, clunk, all of it down into the trash—including her phone. Perhaps it was the cooler temperature, but Evette's nipples had clearly become erect as she worked.

“I-I had a lunch...”

“I saw. You want to look like a pig?” Evette scoffed. “We serve our own lunch. Something healthy and...” she eyed Lily critically. “...proportionate.”

Lily could only gulp in response. This had been one hell of a first five minutes. What was the first day going to be like?

In truth, her first day of work was not actually her first day—she was trained in a satellite office for two weeks under the tutelage of a series of progressively more beautiful women, each more severe than the last. By the time she ended up at Clarke’s office downtown, she was a something of a nervous wreck, absolutely certain she would never be good enough to please his seemingly endless list of demands and codes (he had a very literal list, kept in a password-protected sharable document that she was expected to check-in on every morning at four AM)—as well as being certain that she wasn’t nearly attractive enough to maintain the standard of high beauty Clarke seemed adamant about surrounding himself with. 

Perhaps we should back up a bit. Perhaps you are wondering how this man, of any possible men, could possibly arrange Lily in such a tizzy without even having met her—with her only seeing pictures of him and reading the company pamphlets about his achievements?

Clarke is a billionaire—a self-made man. He started his fortune by inheriting the lucrative mining business of his father (after edging his mother, brothers, and sisters out of the will), and then a series of wise investments had made him one of the richest men in the world by the age of thirty-two. His billion-dollar business traded in most everything—all manner of finance, raw materials, development, research, and manufacturing running through the funnel of his control. Even his shadow corporations had shadow corporations. The GDP of his organization was the seventh biggest in the world, and Clarke held complete control over all of it.

As such was his right, he felt, he surrounded himself with beautiful women in his office. Occasionally there was the rare male presence—often kept underpaid and given yearly “bonuses” in the form of organized trysts with girls from the office. Otherwise, all the girls—more than four dozen—were exclusively devoted to Clarke.

From an aesthetic perspective, it would not be difficult to imagine why. Clarke thought of himself—justifiably, I should say—as the picture of male masculinity. He expected worship and deference from everyone around him at all times. He was well past six foot five, and weighed almost three hundred pounds—all of which was solid muscle. His dark hair was thick and well-managed, the bottom half of his face decorated with a rugged dark beard. He dressed impeccably—always in the finest suits, having completely bought out the finest tailor in town.

There is a cult of personality in his office developed exclusively to worship him, to not mince words. Clarke expects this. He expects the girls in his office to call each other frequently, comparing outfits, deriding anyone who came into work under-dressed or who is beginning to show signs of aging (no one in his main office is under the age of forty), or complementing anyone who he might have gotten pregnant. 

The girls know he expects all this—they know, indeed, that other girls had been hired to monitor the phone calls and website visits of their computers, laptops, and company-owned smartphones (all bills are paid by Clarke, but at the price of privacy. Most girls get over it quickly). They even set up a company message board with password-locked secret forums detailing the best way to convince Clarke to take them by the hair and fuck them against the wall, or to choke them while they do his laundry, and other such highly-specific scenarios. Each act is a sort of badge, with more badges earning more respect in the office...and thus more opportunity for even more badges.

Anyone even hinted to have a boyfriend (or, in truth, even seen in public with another man) is summarily fired, after holding a private tribunal designed purely for humiliation. 

It is a brutal, uncaring place for any who do not fit in. And Lily, on her very first day, had just been through the grinder of two weeks of indoctrination of how horribly important Clarke was to everyone in the office, and also should be to her.

Lily was well-compensated, I should say. They all were. This is how Clarke pulls them in. He can afford to reward the beauties he surrounds himself with quite handsomely. 

Of course, after first being hired, she did not know all of the above. None of his women do. There were hints of it, here and there, but certainly no real rulebook of power structures and hierarchies that spelled out that she was hired mostly as a potential member of an extended harem. 

There is allure to the newcomer, Lily explains—and certainly I could see that. The pay is insanely high. All the people you work with are beautiful and incredibly good at their jobs—and insanely dedicated. They are lost in their work, totally focused on serving a single, pure purpose—pleasing Mr. Clarke.

Most new hirees do not figure out the hidden purpose of the office until it’s too late, and they are already buying into its philosophy. Some, even after they know its dark purposes, find themselves too integrated to ever extricate themselves—this was the case with Evette, I found out much later.

She learned of what Clarke had in store for her, and tried to run. He found her in an elevator in her apartment building. 

It took him just thirty floors to convince her to stay. The outfit she had on—now tattered and cum-stained—is in a glass display case in her home. 

As I mentioned, the pay is quite high for the industry average. However, the pay scale is a bit misleading. 

Sure, it’s well into the ten figures per month. But these girls have to look good, constantly. More than eighty percent of that goes back into buying clothes, buying jewelry, buying make-up (and how many of those businesses do you think eventually trace back to Clarke?). 

Clarke, demanding that his girls be on time, also owns fifty percent of the housing the girls pay rent to. He also owns the gym on the Compound that they are required to be members of, and their monthly dues are based on quarterly appearance appraisals (decided, of course, by Clarke’s own decision). Therefore, an informal ranking system is formally developed, with those paying the least every quarter being the most highly favored—and highly envied.

Their work day begins at four in the morning, and often ends at midnight. Even working only three and a half days out of the week, they are expected only to rest for the other three and a half-days—Clarke requires them to look fresh.

But how does he keep such an iron grip on them? How does one man build such a level of devotion amongst a group of otherwise incredibly intelligent and beautiful women? They were all on tracks to be famous or highly successful—starlets, models (in the case of Lily), lawyers, doctors—and now, eager, willing servants.

All of them in the same position as Lily. And they viewed her now with disdain, firmly believing that it was only with much conflict and struggle would any new girl actually find her true worth. 

Time passed in the office quickly, Lily found on that first day. There was always something to do. Evette kept her busy learning the office codes, learning the phone numbers to all the other offices and desks and all the extensions to voice mails. Of course, Lily had learned all of this at her training in the satellite offices—but the numbers were different, there. This was a training tactic, to see how much information she would be willing to take in.

Later in the day, Lily had found enough courage to actually finally visit with Mr. Clarke, and perhaps ask if he knew why so many of the women were acting with such unrestrained ice toward Lily.

“What are you doing?” Evette asked her.

Lily was in the middle of approaching the enormous metal doors at the top of a series of red-carpeted steps into Clarke's office.

“I was going in...to introduce myself?”

“Introduce yourself?” Evette laughed, shaking her head. “He’s already quite familiar with you. You don’t need to introduce yourself in the slightest.”

Disheartened, Lily let the matter drop, and continued about her duties—filing and answering phone calls at Evette’s direction. With each file and every call answered, Evette had notes and criticisms: Lily would have saved time if she started looking from the back of the pile—soon she would memorize where everything was—or she should put the inflection on the “Th” of “thank” in the “thank you” of her welcoming spiel in every call. Things like that. 

Evette was very specific—she had done this sort of training dozens of times, most likely. 

Halfway through the day, an attractive young brunette—very similar in appearance to Lily—appeared and, after some clandestine discussion with Evette, slipped into Clarke’s office. 

“That was Sandy,” Evette revealed after watching the immense doors close. “She’s on rather thin ice.”

“Oh. Why?” Lily asked, and then, “Is it okay to ask why?”

“Of course. You have to know what to avoid.” Evette smiled. “She missed work last week. Her brother was in the hospital, something like that. A weak excuse. I missed my own mother’s funeral, do you know that? Clarke needed me. He’s so important.”

Her eyes had gained a sort of demonically fervent glaze. Lily found herself, at the same time, both repulsed and inextricably drawn toward such fervor.

“Besides,” Evette shrugged. “I’m sure you noticed she’s getting a bit on in years. Past thirty-six.” She tsked, as if this was something Sandy could have prevented. “And not pregnant, either. Waste of potential, I feel.”

“Potential? I’m not sure...I don’t understand.”

Evette smiled. It was a beautiful, wicked thing. “You will, dear. Don’t worry. You have a bright future here, I can tell.”

Five minutes later, a pair of Clarke’s gorgeous, Valkyrie-like secretaries stepped out from the office, towing Sandy between them. She was sobbing and moaning, her make-up streaming down her face. 

“Nooo!” she cried. “Please, no! One more day! Please! One more! N-nooo! Let me...l-let me woork for him! Pleeaase...”

Her voice was lost as the secretaries turned the corner. Evette continued working as if nothing had happened, though Lily of course noticed a particularly satisfied, almost blissful smile on Evette’s face as she set about her duties. Like she was happy that there was one less girl in the office to compete with, or even stranger, like she was delighted that there was one less person around not worthy of her titanic boss.

Over the next several hours, Lily tried to ignore how tumultuous the event made her feel. There was rather a lot to focus on, after all. As one of Clarke’s assistants, Lily had responsibilities for several tasks—making his food, cleaning the office, filing his papers, answering his calls (there were always more calls). 

Any man that came in while she and the other girls were filing papers would have seen easily a half-dozen girls bent over at the waist in tiny short skirts and nylons. High heels and long, ornately arranged hair were the fashion of the office. Those unlucky enough to not be properly busty showed off even more leg, or forewent the expensive blouses of their compatriots and simply only wore their sexy tight jackets with the bottoms unbuttoned, displaying their lovingly toned torsos.

As she worked, toting carts and boxes from one end of the office to the other, Lily once came across a camp of three girls lounging in the hallway, daydreaming, apparently, while staring at something on their phone. Upon closer inspection, Lily found out that it was a picture of Clarke from a blog—one praising his business intelligence and financial acumen.

“You’re so right, Cassandra,” said one tight young babe. “We’re so lucky to have you write down all these thoughts for us.”

On a bathroom trip later on to freshen up her makeup, Lily found out that Cassandra was the writer of the blog that they had all been swooning at. It was as if...it was as if the attraction to Clarke had become a sort of self-sustaining economy, with the creativity of the girls bolstering one another up as they dreamed up even more ways to admire him. 

Why did that make Lily’s pussy pulse so pleasurably? 

There was no one else in the bathroom. It would be such a simple, easy thing for her to slide her fingers down and...and start to touch herself, just a little.

But, no. What was she thinking?

Was she actually, truly, thinking of getting off at the thought of so many women helplessly throwing themselves into the service of one man?

Was that why she had stuck with this job for so long? Evette had said she had seen something in Lily...was it a willingness to serve, as they all served?

Stepping out of the bathroom, just barely avoiding slipping her fingers down into her panties to relieve her tension, she told herself she was being too suspicious. Too inquisitive. She was there to do a job. So were all the rest. If they admired Clarke, so much the better! That meant he was a good boss, right? 

Finally, at half-past seven in the evening, the day was just starting to wind down. Evette had let her hair down from a tight, intricate bun and let it slide down her slender shoulders. Her blouse was opened by several buttons, revealing the expensive lace bra underneath that apparently needed very little help in holding up her ample, buoyant breasts. With a smile, the blonde approached Lily.

“Here,” said Evette. 

In her hands was a small manila folder. Its contents were slight, almost unnoticeable from the outside. Lily never did find out what the folder contained. My own guess? Nothing at all. But she, and I, will never truly know. 

“What is it?” Lily asked.

“That’s not for you to ask. You should learn that. Give it to Clarke for me, okay? He’s expecting it.”

“Y-yes,” said Lily. “Okay. Sure. You got it.”

“One affirmative is all that’s necessary. Stop wasting your breath.”

“R-right!” Lily gulped. “Okay. I mean...shoot.”

“Just. Go.”

Without another word, Lily gathered herself up and cracked open the immense metal doors of the office. It was like entering a throne room, vast and expansive, with tall windows letting in the light from the lampposts outside. Or, maybe not a throne room, maybe more of a cathedral—a long nave of gold-and-red carpet ending at the choir of three different busty, long-haired secretaries typing away, with the high altar at the very back in the form of Clarke’s immense desk. 

It was a room designed to intimidate people—as indeed all of the complex was. As you are no doubt quite certain of, that purpose was working very well on Lily.

She approached with great caution guiding her movements, under the impression that she would certainly break something or commit some unforgivable faux pas—this is simply the way she viewed herself. She was not a beautiful young woman with her entire life ahead of her, as she had been when she first entered Clarke’s employ; no, she had been beaten down and remolded into a nervous, unsure nymph, purely frightened of the conquering might of the terrible knight who now ruled over her land.

He could crush her. He had crushed others. Thoughts of that poor girl, Sandy, echoed in her mind. 

In front of his desk were three gorgeous secretaries. As well, all around them and Clarke was a tangible feeling of lust, like an aura of hard, passionate fucking that would never fade out. Lily didn't know if it was from them or from Clarke...or from both. Any explanation was possible.

For the first time, she was in his presence. It was an overwhelming feeling. He was an extraordinarily handsome man—almost disarmingly so, except for the obviousness of all his muscles bulging beneath his finely tailored suit. 

“Here is, um,” Lily gulped. “Here’s a-a-um, a file. H-here it is.” 

She dropped it down onto his desk, as if it might catch fire should her unworthy hands hold it any longer.

He barely noticed, attending to business on his computer.

“Thank you.”

There was a long, pregnant pause between them. He turned to look at her then, letting his eyes dance over her form. She felt measured...and found wanting, in so many more ways than one.

“I-I-I um, Mister Clarke?”

The secretaries stopped typing, each watching intently now. They had not been expecting this.

He smiled briefly. “Yes?”

“It’s just...I...well, I’m L-Lily.”

“I know that.”

“Right! Of course you do. Of course you do. It’s j-just I w-wanted to t-tell you how, um, h-how grateful I am—”

“Yes, yes. Quite all right. Get back to work.”

She stood still. It was now or never.

“No?” He was bemused. “No work for you?”

“No! I mean, yes! I’ll happily work! I love this job. It’s so good. You’re so good.” She somehow stumbled, just standing still. “I mean, please. I had a, um, a thought? A request? I didn’t know if...if I could ask you to listen, for just a moment?”

The more words that exited her mouth, the stranger she felt. It was like she was vomiting into an old tomb—something sacred and ancient was being violated by her every action.

“Very well,” said Clarke. He looked at his watch. “You have forty-five seconds.”

“Thank you!” Lily enthused. “This means so much to me, and—”

“Thirty-eight seconds.”

“Oh god, okay.” Lily tried to stammer out her pitch. “I have a friend...Joan. She works for Books-For-All, a charity. They have this idea about delivering e-readers to villages in third-world countries and teaching them how to use them...so that they can all have access to books...”

As she continued, she saw Clarke’s face become more and more clouded and angered.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I c-can stop. It’s okay. Nevermind.”

She gathered up the files from his desk and began to walk out.

“Wait,” he said.

“Yes?” Hope dared to enter her mind, once more.

“This friend of yours...” He waved his hand. “Joan, you said?”

“Yes, Sir. That’s correct, Sir.”

“She’s been her friend for a while? You’ve...shared similar interests, that sort of thing? Been on double dates together, all of that?”

“Oh yes! Since high school.”

A long smile crept over his handsome face. If Lily knew him better, she would know to be somewhat alarmed.

(If she knew him even better than that, she would know to be aroused. Any woman who knows him long enough is aroused, no matter what.)

“All right. Set up the appointment. Two days from now, I have fifteen minutes free at two o’clock.”

Lily left his office incredibly pleased. Inspired by Evette’s example, she added an extra wiggle to her ass, exaggerating her normal walk into a strut. She turned just slightly as she exited...and noticed Clarke still watching her firm behind. 

It was entirely possible, she knew, that he had only obliged to her request because of finding her physically attractive. And that made her feel...

Pride. She felt pride at being objectified like that.

From the rush of the sexual heat in his office that he had thrust upon her, she barely had enough sense left in her head to be ashamed of that.

* * * * *
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I SUSPECT MY IMPRESSION upon first entering the Clarke Compound was much the same as Lily’s.

Indeed, we were similar people in many respects. Both of us were young, beautiful professionals. Though, again, we would hardly know each other if we weren’t—especially the part about us both being beautiful. Clarke did not allow the “unworthy” into his line of vision. He still does not. This is part of his allure, I am sure you understand.

Tall guard towers—sporting very large men with very large guns—flanked the immense marble gates at the edge of the compound.

In the forested garden around the compound buildings, a group of women—some highly favored girls, I found out later—socialized heatedly with books in hand.

These were Clarke’s memoirs and musings, a favorite paperback amongst his girls. There were seven of them—he wrote the first, and the others he commissioned to girls under his employ, ordering them to write how they believed women and men should act in deference to Clarke. They were, somewhat surprisingly, much harsher than he ever was. I have read all of them by this point.

(It is important to me to know how harsh all the books are. I must outdo them. I must show how endless the devotion to him can be, and I must show the cruelty that is on such rich display in his honor. It is a paramount importance to do this.)

I was quickly finding, as Lily had already found, that the compound was all designed to be very intimidating. And indeed, I was intimidated.

I was also put off, once I stepped out of my car and entered the bustling compound, by how flawless all the girls seemed. All of them were dressed in tiny business outfits with hot short skirts and sexy designer blouses, every pair of heels sparkling or leather or attached to long, tight pairs of boots. Each girl was more beautiful than the last—long hair, short hair; busty, slender; voluptuous, athletic; tall, short; dark, light; White, Latino, Asian, Black; Nordic, Native American, Indian, Mediterranean. 

It seemed Clarke’s tastes were quite boundless, so long as the woman in question was the most pristine example of her kind. This was a place known amongst its employees for creating immensely bitter rivalries, and none were more bitter than the ones created between girls of a similar type. God help you should you ever step into a room with two gorgeous redheads with the same task in mind. 

It shook me a bit, how intimidated I was. I was never someone to take much care about my looks. I run every day for exercise, and it keeps me in shape—but genetics had given me a lot of “favors” in the regard of appearances. 

However, it is better, as I have been instructed frequently, if I am not so humble.

I have high cheekbones, bright blue eyes, pouty full lips, and a long elegant body that is much more busty than it has any right to be, with heaving, buoyant 36D breasts. My hair, bright and blond, has since grown out (He does so enjoy long hair, tugging it now as He has His way with me), but at the time I had it arranged in a short ponytail that accentuated the naturally elegant shape of my jawline and neck. If you imagine a sort of Olympian Swedish swimmer who could easily pose on the cover for some men’s magazine, probably you have the right idea when it comes to me.

(It used to be that I was ashamed of this fact. My beauty was a sign of privilege, and was therefore to be made a source of my self-loathing. Now it is a source of my pride, for elevating my status in the only realm of this world that matters. Privileges are to be celebrated, not shamed.)

Keeping very much in mind Francesca’s warning to dress well, I took care—or so I thought—to not give anyone any reason to complain back to her that I took this opportunity lightly. 

As well, as you may have expected, I had a plan or two of my own in mind to subvert Francesca's wishes, and I did not want to be tossed into the realm of not-important-enough by this sexist pig when I pitched my ideas.

So, seeking the advice of a friend or two in the fashion reporting business, I made sure to dress smart and sexy. I had on a modest blue dress that clung tightly to my body. Over that, I had a gray loose-knit sweater, which served mostly to further accentuate how top-heavy I am. Sexy, lady-like pump heels decorated my feet.

I hadn’t dressed up like this in...well, a very long time. I was practically a virgin, even at the age of twenty-seven. Any sexual experiences I had were not very exciting, and frankly I wasn’t sold on the idea of being in relationships like everyone else in my age group seemed to rush toward. 

I was fairly certain that, despite my “genetic predisposition” toward sex, if that’s what you want to call my outward appearance, my mental predisposition toward the act was too big a hurdle to overcome. Sex was simply never something I wanted very much, even after having it.

(Sex with someone who is not Clarke compared to with Him is like comparing a model rocket to an intercontinental ballistic missile. They are both going in the same direction, more or less, but one is rather more explosive than the other.)

At the front, I met a startling beautiful young blonde, about my age. Immediately, the first thing I noticed about her was how incredibly well put together she was. Her whole body was displayed prominently in her tiny white mini skirted suit. Her legs were tanned and polished. The tops of her breasts shiny and hot. Her golden hair layered over to one side.

“I’m Evette,” she said, holding out a hand. It was like touching a cloud from heaven. “Welcome to Mr. Clarke’s compound. You must be Hannah?”

“Yes.” It was all I could manage, even after regaining my composure. This woman was an experience, that was certain.

Evette led me in to the office. It was at this point that I noticed Lily for the first time, though she hardly registered in my mind with so many other beauties filling the office. I did, however, note that she was a rather tiny woman, especially for how tall she was, and I noticed that whereas most of the other women had a strong undercurrent of self-assured confidence running through their bones, she looked decidedly worried about something omnipresent and unsolvable. Little did I know at the time, of course, that she was truly worried about whether she was good enough. 

(This is the only thing worth worrying about. Lily even at this early stage showed herself to be a proper employee.)

There were three women in his office already, all clearly secretaries—two beautiful young white freckled brunettes, and a chocolate-skinned girl with amazingly thick black hair. They had three computer stations in front of his desk, each one adjustable for standing or sitting. Currently, each was arranged in a sitting position. Their posture was perfect. At that time, though, only two were at the stations.

As I walked forward, the oldest brunette was walking away from Clarke’s desk with a flushed face, wiping her mouth. She shot me a murderous glance, as did the other two secretaries. Their faces were flushed also, as if whatever the first had been involved with had interested them a great deal. I can only assume now, and probably rightly so, that she had been enjoying a very long fellatio session with her boss. 

Simultaneously, the two seated secretaries uncrossed and then crossed their legs, moaning softly. The head secretary sat down and began tip-tapping at her computer, joining the typing chorus of the other two. 

“Mister Clarke?” I asked, on my best behavior. Smiling prettily.

He smiled. “That’s correct. Welcome.”

Of course, the first thing I noticed about him was his immense size. You could hardly not notice it. His muscles filled his suit to its entirety. I felt like he could run a marathon with me the palm of one hand. But, he wasn't just jacked—there was a panther-like grace to his movements. Everything measured, nothing clumsy. He knew exactly how strong he was, and exactly how to move his strength. He struck me immediately as the type of man who was good at every kind of athletics—the sort who would be able to do a triple back flip off a diving board with no problem at all.

I noticed he didn’t ask for my name. If he didn’t seem so very put together, if not every single aspect of his appearance and this entire office were clearly constructed with such clear awareness of intent, I may have let it slip. But clearly he didn’t think my name was important. I was a piece of meat that arrived, and in a package that was not as nice as what he was used to.

“My name is Hannah Wilson. May I sit?”

I gestured toward the chair in front of his desk. He considered for a moment. 

“Normally, that’s strictly for business discussions. A man’s chair. You wouldn’t be very comfortable in it, I’m afraid. It’s not suited to your...” His eyes ran up and down my body. I could feel their presence undressing me, forcefully so. “...qualifications.”

I tried to contain myself. “Then where do you suppose I ought to sit?”

“Oh, you may stand. That is no issue for me.”

Clearly, I thought, this was a man who had no thoughts for the desires or wants of others.

(Of course this was wrong. He has every thought for those things. He shapes them to his own wishes—that is his endless talent.)

“Very well. Francesca, you may know her—”

“I know Francesca quite well, yes. A charming woman. You could learn a thing or two from her.”

“Er...yes. Perhaps. Anyway. She gave me this list of questions for you.”

I had a piece of paper in my hands, taken from my bag.

“Very well.” He leaned back in his chair. “Let’s hear them.”

“Really, it’s not worth your time.” Abruptly, I handed the list to one of his secretaries. “I’m sure that any one of these girls could answer it as well as you could.”

He laughed—it was a rich, booming noise. “Better than me, I expect. But if you knew that, why did you come all the way here?”

Now we were getting down to it.

“Francesca respects your opinion. I would even go so far as to say she is driven by it.”

“You would only go that far?”

I didn’t know what to make of that. How would that not be as far as it went? 

“Yes,” I said, a bit flustered. “I could be an asset to you in ways better than this silly fluff. I’m a hell of a writer.”

“I know,” he said, breaking my flow once again. 

“Really?”

“I read your work on the famine. Compelling stuff. That’s why I requested you here.”

“It has nothing to do with my looks?”

“Is that how you would care to be categorized, then?” He raised an eyebrow. “By your looks? Because, without offense, I can easily name a number of blondes doing better than you, and that’s only limiting myself to the first quarter of the alphabet.”

(This was a lie. He meant total offense. I deserved it. I deserved to be offended. What a stupid slut I was, to believe I had real worth outside of his grasp.)

I took a moment to compose myself, trying to restrain my rage. I knew, of course, that he was trying to get me to classify myself like that—to think of myself only in terms of looks.

Frowning now, I leaned over on his desk to accentuate my point. “I’ll not mince words—I know your business is corrupt. It’s a huge business. Corruption is in the territory of what you do. I can recognize my own limits, also. I won’t be able to stop every corrupt businessman that has ever lived. So, I have no particular reason to stop you if I can focus on some others.”

“I’m failing to see what all this has to do with me, and you being an asset.”

Of course, he could easily see what I wanted to propose. He just wanted me to spell it out. I realized, suddenly, that he could easily see down the front of my dress—and that his eyes were glued on my cleavage. 

I tried and failed to ignore the hot thrill it gave me, knowing this strong beast of a billionaire was enjoying the sight of my cleavage. At any rate, I carried on.

“Very well. I want to go to work for you. Make competitors look bad. You’ll profit.” I shrugged. “Just like anybody would, like any competitor of any company I expose. But, you’d be directing me where to go. I earn back my reputation, and you earn more profits.”

“The Times is a rag. Everyone knows that. Hell, I know it, and I own the damn thing, practically. Why would anyone be directed by your opinion?”

“Because, Mr. Clarke” I smiled, sitting down elaborately in the chair across from him. “You’re going to get me a job somewhere better.”

* * * * *
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AS YOU’VE ALREADY NOTICED, no doubt, at certain times here during this travelogue of this journey through the darkest edges of erotic delights, I am narrating for Lily. This is a necessity. I have to speak for Lily, now. She’s not much good at writing on her own. I am fairly certain Mr. Clarke took care of that. His uses for her, while many and indeed pleasurable for her, had little to do with her ability to create words. As such, Lily herself has little use for those abilities now.

With this being the case, I may take some liberties in the story—describing how she is feeling and thinking, what she sees and hears, that sort of thing. No doubt you, as an educated reader, are familiar with such liberties, and perhaps even expect them, or enjoy them, notating silently how they add further to your conception of the narrator’s plight and personality. 

Despite these freedoms with which to interpret Lily’s mindset and the multitude of opinions that could be devised about my own intentions, the paths of Lily and myself are so similar, and my contact with her after this entire ordeal has been so frequent, that I feel I can communicate her plight with some accuracy and honesty. 

That is my goal, at any rate.

The day after my interview with Clarke, Lily walked into his office much as she had several times already during the previous two days of her tenure. In the attempts since her first visit, she had gained some composure, and had managed to not crumble completely before the apparent strength of his presence. Her walk had become even more pronouncedly sexy, taking care to enact the lessons learned under the harsh tutelage of Evette. One foot in front of the other, hips swaying, hair bouncing, breasts bouncing even more, and adding a sexy, pliant pose whenever she was required to stop. She had taken to letting her hands sit out at a ninety-degree angle to her body, and biting her lower lip, as if in anticipation of something brutal and hot. 

This is how she approached him now. Clarke, straining the tight bounds of another finely tailored suit, seemed to enjoy it, his eyes locked on her body as she closed the distance.

An hour earlier, Joan—Lily’s close friend for whom she had set up an appointment with Clarke—had entered the expansive office. And so, Lily walked in feeling rather chipper, as Joan hadn’t walked out yet. She assumed the meeting was going swimmingly, as she had hoped it would. In truth, it didn’t surprise her that Joan was doing so well. 

Her high school and college friend had always had an enormous, caring heart and also always had been something of a genius when it came to planning and organizing. That Joan worked for charities, trying to create as many opportunities as she could for underprivileged youths and members of urban communities, then, was no surprise to Lily. Whenever they had late-night dinners downtown, inevitably after a couple of drinks and tapas, their conversations would turn to the problems in the cities.

“It’s just totally unfair, you know?” Joan would be making aggressive gestures with a drink in her hands. “These people, they rise from nothing. They rise up with nothing. Nobody tries to help them.”

“You’re trying to help them.” Lily wanted to be supportive.

“Oh, totally! And we do everything we can. But how much is that? They get some new books, or a new shirt, some help understanding how to fill out a form. It’s help they need. It’s always help they need. But it’s never all the help they can use. And then you know, all those people look at them like they’re not trying hard enough. Everybody on the bottom,” Joan shook her head. “They’re being asked to build combustion engines with sticks and stones. The tools just aren’t there in their lives.”

Joan could go on for hours like that. Say anything you like about her views or her profession, but she was passionate about people. She only wanted the best for everyone she came into contact with.

This was why Lily had that flicker of hope and confidence as she entered Clarke’s office. She felt certain that Joan had broken through Clarke’s steely exterior, and showed him how much he did indeed care about his fellow man. 

It only made a certain amount of sense, Lily reflected. Businessmen were often philanthropists. They knew they couldn’t be successful while everyone underneath them did poorly. And, after all, Clarke was willing to pay someone like Lily as highly as he did—certainly he would be willing to hand out his money to someone in need! Yes, that must have been true.

You can see, I am sure, knowing what we already know, the flaws in all of this logic. 

Clarke didn’t care about people other than himself. The people around himself that he built up were only built up to enable greater pleasure, aesthetic and sexual, for himself.

But, Lily certainly didn’t know this. It’s easy to judge her, all her misconceptions. Almost like yelling at a character in a horror movie to run out of the house—the monster’s in there! 

But they don’t know they’re surrounded by monsters. She’s never met a monster before in her life. She believes that, up to this point, everyone is basically of a type; some people are just harder nuts to crack, that was all. 

She had no experience with someone like Clarke, quite frankly, because there is no one else like him. There is no preparation for what he can do to the mind, the soul. There is no primer for domination other than being totally and utterly dominated.

So, as Lily approached his desk and did not see Joan around, she felt confused. 

At first, she merely assumed Joan had used some back exit, or perhaps had even slipped out while Lily was away from the desk. But, it wasn’t like Joan to leave without saying anything, and it certainly didn’t ring any bells in Lily’s head that Clarke had a back exit somewhere (or at least, not one that he would tell others about).

Clarke was sitting down. His secretaries were sitting in front of him, like normal. Three young platinum blondes, today, all looking quite a bit like myself, in truth. Apparently I had left some impression on Clarke. Each one was touching her breasts, breathing softly, waiting eagerly for a command from her boss. Beads of sweat had formed on their delectable chests, dripping down into the open gaps of their tanned cleavage. Clarke was at his desk, one hand under the surface, with a sort of consternation on his face. 

From somewhere—Lily couldn’t tell where—she heard a muffled, hot moaning sound.

“Mister...” Lily faltered for a moment. “Mister C-Clarke. I have that file you asked for.”

“Wonderful. Place it on the desk, there.”

He didn't bother to point.

“Can I ask...how did the meeting with Joan go?”

A twisted smile appeared on his face. “I’m sure she would say it was...fulfilling.”

The blondes around Lily giggled, touching their breasts harder. Lily knew what was happening—she knew—but still her mind denied it. Her body denied it. Her everything denied it. Joan wasn’t into guys. There was no way it was happening.

“Did she...I mean...did she see herself out?”

Clarke shook his head, smiling coldly at Lily. He would answer no more than what was asked.

Clarke leaned forward, staring intently at the swell of Lily's supple breasts in her suit. Again, Lily heard muffled, almost dismayed, suckling sounds, this time clearly emanating from under his desk.

“M-Mister Clarke, a-am I...” Lily gulped. “Am I interrupting something? Ought I to leave?”

“What, because of her?” He pointed downward. “No. She is less good at this than I would have hoped. It has been sometimes since I’ve experienced such a purely virgin mouth. I thought the uniqueness of the experience would lend it some zest, but frankly?” He tsked. “I think I prefer expertise.”

Roughly, then, he stood up and ripped the poor girl off from his cock. She collapsed to the floor behind him. It was only now that Lily got a good look at her—it was Joan.

“Oh my god.” Lily put a hand to her mouth, backing up.

“No,” said Clarke. “God has no my place in my office, my dear.”

“Sh-she’s a lesbian!”

Clarke laughed. “Oh yes, I forgot, you still believe in such things. Don’t worry.” He petted Joan, who had crawled up to grab his leg. “She’s certainly corrected now. Though she’ll still lick your pussy, if I ask her. Would you like that?”

“I-I-I-lick? Lick my...?” Lily’s face burned furiously. “N-no! No, not at all!”

(Of course, she fantasized about such things. One can hardly be in Clarke’s presence without thinking of the best way to please Him. It is clear He loves the female form, loves to adore and decorate and celebrate it. What better way to show Him your appreciation of His appreciation than through some carefully placed attentions on a woman’s body?)

Lily's mind raced. She should call the cops, the authorities.

But what would she say? Come to this secret compound off the highway and arrest the most influential businessman in the region?

And the look on Joan’s face...there was no way anyone would believe it wasn’t consensual. Even Lily thought it was consensual, and she could name all three of Joan’s most recent girlfriends. Besides, it wasn’t as if Joan carried a card around saying she was a lesbian...and even if she did, that didn’t somehow preclude her from enjoying hot, massive cock from the sexiest, richest man in the city. A man who, by the by, wouldn’t stop staring at Lily and her body, his huge, visible cock only getting harder as he did. 

Oh god, Lily realized. 

He was doing all that just to fuck with her head.

“Lily?” he said finally.

“Y-yes? Sir?”

“Don’t you have work to do?”

“Oh. Um. I mean...”

“Don’t you?”

“Yes.”

He dragged Joan’s moaning, wet face along his giant cock. “Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir.” She gulped audibly. “Of course, Sir.”

“Then I suggest you leave me to it...and go about your business.”

Obediently, meekly, and even a bit happily, Lily did as he said.

All she could think of how it was such a relief to be told exactly what to do.

* * * * *
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CLARKE STILL HAD NOT given me a straight answer after my offer. That was fine, I thought at the time. It was a big offer. He needed to think about it, weigh the pros and the cons.

Little did I know at the time, however, that Clarke’s decision-making ability—and the speed thereof—was a major reason why he was as successful as he was. He had never spent more than thirty seconds on most of his decisions, because his purpose was always crystal-clear to him. 

This is what separated him from other men—outside of the effortlessly huge musculature, incredible work ethic, and massive cock. He had no qualms about what he wanted, and because there was no iffiness there, the only thing left on his mind was to go after the objects of his limitless desire. He was quite remarkable in that respect. 

(He is great remarkable in every respect. To say otherwise is a falsehood. To suggest otherwise is a sin. This well I know, now. Thank you, Sir.)

So, because I had walked out of his office without a firm answer, I tried on the Tuesday that I saw him originally to take matters into my own hands a bit, and show some initiative. If he wasn’t going to accept my offer, I was still going to find out as much as I could about his business. 

As a result of my natural story-telling instincts—Francesca’s desire for a puff-piece be damned, I thought—before I left, I arranged for a short meeting with some of the workers around the main office for interviews after my initial meeting with Clarke. The office manager, Evette, seemed rather receptive to the idea.

In short, I was glad that she had. I was willing to work for Clarke, but I did not trust him in the slightest. Obviously, even in my short time there, I could tell how sensationally severe he was, and as a result, I could tell also that something was drastically and decidedly “off” about his staff. If I was going to be, technically, on his staff—even in a remote location—I wanted to know all I could about him and how to handle him.

(Foolishness. There is no handling Him.)

So, Wednesday, I dressed up—much better than last time, determined not to let those damned secretaries show me up. I wore a tiny, swishy red dress with a scooping neck and a tight black jacket. Professional? Not really. Sexy as hell? You bet. I turned heads all the way to the parking lot to pick up my car. Lots of cars honked at me. I flashed them a little smile—I couldn’t help it, even knowing I was only encouraging those idiot men to be sexist pigs. I just felt...good, showing off.

I felt like I was supposed to show off. 

I suppose I couldn’t help but think, in the back of my mind somewhere, that Clarke would know I had arrived, and would see me on his security cameras. He would know I had dressed up, in some way or another, for him.

This is his influence. Do you understand? He is impossible to live up to, and yet you cannot help but try. To gain the favor of such an implacable man is a monumental task—the kind that mountain climbers boast of when they climb Everest, or politicians brag about when winning elections in landslides in evenly-split districts. An impossibility...but one that always seems just out of reach, if only the strategy was to change.

So, head on fire with lusty pride, wearing a stylish pair of tight black boots with tall heels, this is how I returned the same day that Lily “caught”—or rather, was arranged to catch—Clarke fucking Joan’s mouth.

This is also how I came across Joan in the lobby on her knees, fingering herself madly.

Around her, the gorgeous short-skirted staffers clicked away on their high heels, studiously avoiding the display Joan made of herself and tapping on their tablets.

Of course, I was alarmed—thinking perhaps this poor attractive young woman was even having some kind of seizure. I knew that such things were possible, had been documented—women unable to stop themselves from orgasming during epileptic episodes, that sort of thing. But when I tried to pick the poor dear up, she quickly pushed me away.

“He ordered me to,” she moaned, settling back down into her kneeling pose before his portrait on the wall. “He ordered me...his picture...”

I could put it all together myself, of course. He ordered her to finger herself to orgasm whenever she came across his image, no matter where she was. And somehow, he had the ability to make sure she followed that order.

He knew there was a picture of himself in the lobby. 

What a sick, cruel bastard, I thought. 

I had no idea.

(My ideas of His cruelty are constantly evolving. Now I know the cruelest thing He did to me was make me wait so long before receiving the blessing of His cock.)

Someone tapped me on the shoulder. “You’re here for the interviews, aren’t you, dear?”

It was Evette. 

I knew that there was no way she could have known what I was going to wear. I knew that, intellectually. But at the same time, when I saw her in a crisp red mockery of a business suit, with a tiny black jacket and an even tinier micro-skirt that barely stretched past the carved structure of her incredibly built ass, showing off those long tanned legs of hers, I could not help but feel a stab of insane paranoia. 

She had found out what I was wearing and wanted to one-up me!

Do you see? Do you see what Clarke does? The week before, I never would have stooped my thinking to such baseless and odd accusations. I never would have even allowed the questions that created it. And yet, there I was, looking at Evette’s perfectly arranged form with more than just a little jealousy.

“Why don’t you come with me, dear? This area is a bit...” she shrugged, eyeing not-subtly at Joan, “...a bit crowded, shall we say?”

“Don’t you think we ought to help her, first?”

“Oh, her?” Evette shook her head. “No. She’ll sort herself out.”

“Sort herself out?” I shook my head in disbelief. “What does that mean?”

“Whatever you would like it to mean. It’s an office matter. Nothing of your concern.”

“A woman fingering herself in the lobby of a business office is certainly my concern!” I whispered harshly.

Joan moaned and laughed, vibrating and writhing with pleasure. I believe she was cumming.

“Is that so?” said Evette. “Perhaps you should put out an ad.”

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it.”

She held out her arm. “Why don’t you come with me, and tell me what you mean?”

“No,” I said, stamping my foot. I felt girlish and stupid, but I didn’t care. “I’m not going one more step until you explain to me what’s happening.”

Evette smiled, the picture of elegance. 

“Very well. But please, first, come with me.”

She was adamant, and so was I...but she had all the information. I relented and took her arm. Her touch was warm, soft, reassuring. After a few minutes of walking the busy halls, not saying anything, not really doing anything except for touching Evette and breathing in her heady, spicy scent, I found myself starting to forget about Joan.

Evette’s diamonds sparkled in the bright light of the hallway. Down the way, near a turn, another beautiful Asian girl leaned helplessly against a wall, massaging one breast and biting her lip after walking past one of the motivational posters. 

It read: “DO YOUR DUTY. REAP THE REWARD.”

Of course, this was more than a bit ominous. I had to wonder...

Were there some kind of hypnotic messages in the posters? 

Was I being affected, if there were?

Or, if not hypnotic messages in the posters, then something else. A chemical in the air? Some subspace sound that only the female gender could hear? Maybe the plants...all those potted plants everywhere, maybe they were secreting some kind of special pollen made to encourage women to procreate and obey?

Of course, there was an even more horrifying answer—that there was no secret technique to his domination. That before him, the wills of those less than him simply crumbled to dust, given enough time and pressure. That all women were destined to either be fucked or rejected by him—but there was no in-between so long as you entered his presence. 

“That’s it,” I said suddenly, stopping in the hallway. “That’s it, really. Tell me what’s going on here, or I’m just going to leave.”

“I’m not sure what you mean, dear. Perhaps you can explain yourself, like an adult?”

“Like an—” I tried to head off my steam. “Fine. Why is no one paying attention to the girl who is clearly having a breakdown and fingering herself in the lobby?”

“Are you a medical expert, Ms. Wilson?”

“No.”

“Neither am I. Neither is anyone here in this particular complex. How do you think it would look if one of us, even with the best of intentions, intervened in the middle of a psychotic breakdown—your words, remember—and only reinforced the damage being done?”

“Well...I...I mean...”

“That girl’s fragile mental state is her own doing. You aren’t seriously suggesting that this office wants a girl masturbating and interrupting the work flow, can you?”

“But...she said that he ordered...” I stopped, realizing how ridiculous it all seemed.

“Oh yes.” Evette rolled her eyes. “Let’s believe what she’s saying. Are you ready to start falling on your knees as well, just because she said she had to?”

Her words certainly had the tinge of logic to them. And there was such certainty in what she said. And yet...there was the way those other girls in the office looked at the poor dear as she touched herself, looking at the large portrait. Like they were jealous of her ability to drop everything and finger her pussy at his image.

“Well, what about her?”

I pointed at the Asian girl down the hallway—but she was gone.

“Her, who?”

“There was...there was a girl. A beautiful girl who was...she was grabbing herself...”

“Very well. Let’s go find her, shall we?”

I have to admit to stifling several cravings that cropped up as I watched the sensational sculpted ass of Evette swaying in front of me. My body, ever since entering Clarke’s office, had awakened to dozens of new arousing sensations that I had long since thought were closed off to me. But in the presence of so much beauty, so much dominance, so much obedience...it was terribly hard to keep my mind straight.

(No longer do I have to stifle such cravings. Another of His gifts to me. I admit to them freely, and Evette obliges me just as freely. Her ass feels as delightful and firm as it looks.)

We found the young, lovely Asian at her desk down the hall. From the flowery plaque on her cubicle, I discovered her name was Mindy.

I realized only now, up close, that she was pregnant. Her form was impeccably toned, still. She would no doubt not have a single sign of the pregnancy a month after delivering.

All around her cubicle were posters of smiling, happy pregnant women. They were scantily clad, but on the arms of large, physically imposing men—none of whom had faces that could be seen.

“A Mother’s Duty is Her Own Reward.”

“Fertility creates Prosperity.”

“Following the Plan Eliminates Confusion.”

They were all a little troubling, of course. But I saw Mindy looking at them, and could see only contentment. Reassurance. I...I supposed I could begin to see how she would be reassured by them. How a certain mindset could enjoy knowing exactly what to do, how to do it, and when to do it. There was some good to be made of that.

(How easy it is, you see, for those uninitiated to find the appeal in submission. It is a domination by inches...as all true domination is.)

Evette cleared her throat, and Mindy turned and greeted us. Her breasts hung heavy in her skimpy blouse—clearly designed to show off the wealth of cleavage she now possessed as a pregnant woman. Her tits were positively brimming with milk, I had no doubt. In fact, I half-suspected that the shadows on her shirt that I noticed were in fact stains from a bit too much lactation...but that’s neither here nor there. 

The woman was pregnant, and like many fortunate pregnant women you may have seen in your time, she had an aura of beauty about her made her positively glow.

“Hi Evette!” she chirped brightly. “And hello...”

“Hannah,” I said, offering a hand. “Hannah Wilson. I’m a reporter for The City Times.”

“Oh, I love that paper,” she gushed. Her handshake was soft and pliant. “Mr. Clarke speaks so highly of it.”

Her opinion, his opinion. Inextricably linked. A good little worker bee.

“Thank you,” I said, uneasy. I didn’t exactly enjoy being known as a representative of The City Times, but what was I to do? That was my place at the moment. 

Sensing my unease, Evette took over.

“Ms. Wilson here says she saw you in the hallway, doing something...untoward. Perhaps looking at a picture of Mr. Clarke. Is this true?”

“Oh!” Mindy sat up straight. “I’m so embarrassed. I’m sorry. You’re right. It’s this little gal here,” she patted her tummy—bulging with life. 

I felt something that, at the time, I did not know how to define. In fact, I think I refused to define it. But it was jealousy, I can tell you that much. I was jealous of this happy, beautiful, fertile woman.

“I’m so pregnant,” Mindy giggled. “Sometimes I have to...you know. Arrange myself. Hormones make me a bit hot. I have to undo buttons, redo buttons...I’m sure you understand, don’t you?”

“Yes,” said Evette. “Do you understand?”

All I could manage was some meek, barely-worded reply. Embarrassment flooded me. I didn’t know how to carry on. The office was getting to me something fierce.

I only realized later, much later, that the one question I should have asked was who got her pregnant.

* * * * *
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AS YOU MUST EXPECT, Lily and I got together and began to share our suspicions. Why else would I be narrating for her? Why else, indeed, would our stories be interlacing? I suspect that you have wondered when we would meet up this entire time, thus far.

Perhaps your questions swept even further than just the possibility of our meeting. 

Would sparks fly? Would my hidden lesbian lusts be unlocked by her tender form? Would I take her home with me and protect her tiny, lithe frame, convincing her to accompany me on a cross-country road trip as we fled from Clarke and solved mysteries along the way? 

Perhaps your imagination is not as overactive as mine.

In any case, here is how we met:

As I exited the building after a series of increasingly brief interviews with non-cooperative employees, still feeling rather embarrassed by my interaction with Evette and Mindy, Lily was trying to drag Joan—who had now orgasmed a number of times in the hallway—out to Lily's car. The outside was warm and empty of other souls, and the only sounds that could be heard in the small, exclusive parking lot were Joan’s moans as she struggled against Lily’s grip.

“Please go in, Joan.” Lily was trying to place her friend in the backseat. “It’s for your own good.”

“His good is my good...is my good...”

I watched this for some time, trying to tell myself that I just didn’t know how to help—and that I wasn’t, in fact, admiring the long lines of Lily’s legs in her nylon stockings, or just completely amazed by the heat sweltering up through my body as I witnessed Joan’s increasingly orgasmic overtures of obedience.

Finally, Lily slipped her friend into the car. Like a switch had been flipped, Joan stopped struggling, slipping down onto the back of the seat and shoving her fingers in her pussy. Quietly, she hummed and let out a happy little orgasm every so often, almost like she had come down with a case of blissful hiccups.

Now was my chance. I approached, waving my hand.

“Hello,” I said. “Can I help?”

Lily’s face was red. “I’m sorry. My friend, she’s sick, I think, and...”

“It’s all right.” I tried to look reassuring. “My name is Hannah Wilson. I’m a reporter.”

“Lily,” she said, holding out her hand.

Soft and pliant, just like Mindy’s had been. I made nothing of it at the time.

(A woman’s hands are made purely for service. They are not to be hardened in any fashion, under any circumstances. This is His will. Only lesser servants are allowed to scrub dishes and attend to stubborn stains in the carpet or upholstery.)

“You’re a reporter, you say?”

She looked slightly suspicious.

“I was doing a piece on Mr. Clarke for The City Times,” I explained. “I saw your friend as I entered, earlier.”

“I didn’t see you. That must have been when I was on the phone with the hospital. They, the hospital I mean, they said they won’t come out here. They said Clarke has his own medical facilities.”

“But the facilities here won’t take her?”

She shook her head. “She has to be an employee for them to work on her. It’s a big...a big fuck-up, if you’ll excuse my language.”

I laughed. “Of course. So now you have to drive her to a hospital?”

“That’s right.”

“Listen,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulders. “I don’t want to alarm you, but I think something incredibly sinister is happening in this place. I’d like to speak with you later, after you get your friend sorted. Would that be all right? I could come by your apartment?”

“Y-yes,” she said, after a moment of consideration. “I’ve got the rest of the day off, and all I have to do for that is to work seventy-two hours over the next three weekends. It was a very fair deal. Evette is so wonderful to make that kind of deal with me. She said Mr. Clarke would just barely approve, but she could convince him.” At that point, she must have seen the look on my face. “I’ll be happy to meet you, is what I’m saying.” 

In short order, she wrote down her address for me, and a number, and then drove off with her friend.

Hours later, I met her. Her apartment was small. Most of her things were in boxes—she was moving soon, she explained, to be closer to Clarke’s compound. This is what all the good girls did.

I hadn’t changed out of my outfit from earlier—walking through the streets of the city, I found myself once again earning compliment after compliment. Men seemed to enjoy the way the boots shaped my legs, especially. Each new flirtatious advance brought with it a welcome rush of lust.

When Lily answered the door, I had another rush of lust hit me. Lily had decided that it was completely appropriate, apparently, to answer the door wearing a brief white silk robe and smoky lingerie, complete with stockings and garters. My mouth hung open a bit as I saw her. Her breasts, so supple and perky, threatened to slide out from the soft sheets of her robe at any time.

“I’m sorry I’m so underdressed,” she said. “I just got out of the bath...and after a long day, what a good girl really loves is just to dress up as pretty as can be.” She put a dainty, gloved hand on mine. “Clarke can call at any time. I’m sure you understand.”

“I’m sure I do,” I said, not truly understanding at all.

At this point, she hadn’t yet slept with Clarke. Yet his influence on her thinking was quite clear. It was evident that I had a hard time ahead  of me of convincing her of the trouble she was in.

She guided me over to the small living room, where she had prepared a small glass of wine for each of us, set on top of an overturned box. 

I got to know a little about her particulars—born on the coast, swept away by the allure of the big city, turned down a lucrative offer to model department store lingerie in order to take up the even more lucrative offer that Clarke’s representatives had given her. 

But before too long—and after the glass of wine had thoroughly encouraged my mind to float and bounce—I got down to brass tacks.

“I’d like to talk to you about Joan.”

Lily had taken in just as much wine as me by this point, but with her slender frame, it did twice the damage. This must have been why, when she crossed her legs, it seemed that she very deliberately flashed her crotch at me. 

Her panties were completely transparent—and I knew straightaway that she was completely waxed in the lower half of her body.

“Very well. She’s doing well at the hospital, they said. They put her under a mild sedative.”

“How long did she spend with him for her to get in that sort of state?”

“I don’t know.” Lily put a hand to her head, trying to think. “No more than...an hour? Two hours?”

“And now, she’s like that. Like I saw her.”

“Yes.”

“It doesn’t seem...possible.” I put my glass down. “It doesn’t seem real.”

“I know!”

Suddenly, tears unleashed from her eyes. Concerned, I moved over to the couch to sit next to her and console her, and without very much doing at all, Lily fell completely into my arms and lap, sobbing all the while. My responsibility, now, was to accommodate her grief. She was a woman overwhelmed, that much was certain.

For a long time, I let her sob. 

Bizarrely, her make-up had stayed perfect the whole time. Investments in the most expensive kind, perhaps, or maybe Clarke demanded that they wear it. No matter what, his girls must be prepared.

“He must be behind all this somehow,” I said. “He must be influencing you, too. Everyone at the office. You’re all obsessed with him!”

“I-I don’t know about that.” Her voice cracked. “Everyone is just...just very dedicated.”

“Lily, did you see what happened to Joan?”

“Y-yes.” She was trembling so hard, now. I wrapped her closer, trying to settle her. Her body was warm...so very warm. “Of course I did. Mentally, she’s never been...I mean she’s quite explosive. You know. Prone to outbursts. And she’s been under quite a lot of strain from this most recent venture of hers, and—”

“Lily.” I gripped her shoulders. They were so slight, so slender, even in my hands. “Listen to me. There’s no amount of stress in the world that can force a woman down on her knees and change her from a respectable lady into a...a...an insane person touching herself to the photo of a man.” I laughed bitterly. “Not in public, anyway.”

She straightened, her trembling ceasing. “Clearly there is.”

“What?”

“You said no force can make that happen.” With a nearby tissue, she wiped her eyes and face clean. “Clearly there’s something.”

“I think it’s someone, Lily. I think it’s Clarke. There’s no other rational explanation. He...he drugged her or hypnotized her or something.”

Very quickly, she realized the even more frightening realization that I had held earlier. Her shoulders slumped down.

“What if he didn’t?” she asked quietly. 

“What?”

“What if...what if it was just how strong he was? How dominant?” She sat back in the couch, closing her eyes. “You haven’t seen him like I have, Hannah. You don’t know...you don’t know the way he is.”

“You’re right. I don’t understand. I don’t know what’s happening to those poor girls at your office...or to you.”

I noticed for the first time that her hands had started to glide up and down her body, touching herself openly in front of me. Right next to me, in fact.

“It seems...sort of hopeless, doesn’t it? It seems like we might as well just give in now.”

I wanted to touch her again, to reassure her, but the way she was touching herself didn’t invite such concern. Her display in her tiny outfit was incredibly arousing. My breath had started to get very heated, seeping into every word I said.

“He just...” Lily paused, tweaking her nipples. Her robe fell down past her tiny shoulders. “...he just took her...and you’re not turned on by that? He didn’t care what she wanted, what she thought. He just took everything about her and made it belong to him. That’s so...so...”

“Evil?”

“...erotic.” Her voice was breathy, now, layered with arousal. “I think every girl in the office has been fucked by him. Every girl but me.”

I allowed that to sink in for a moment, watching intently as she slipped her hands over her young tits. 

“Lily, that probably means...that means...”

“Yes. That he’ll want to fuck me, soon. And you, too.”

“Me?”

“You were in his office, weren’t you?” Her hands slid forward onto mine. They were soft, warm. I didn’t pull away. “He’s going to want you too, Hannah. You won’t be able to stop him. You should...you should give in. We should both give in.”

Finally, she opened her eyes. So bright and blue, full of lust. Drunk with it, in fact, much more than she was with the wine. 

She pulled me in, then, seeing the aroused look on my face. “Help me? Make me think of something else?”

Her lips were on me, quick and fierce. Her mouth, so soft and small, so wet...

I had been so lonely, for so very long, and she was so pretty and available...my hands slip up her stockinged thighs, stroking and feeling. She was so sweet, so giving, her thighs widening out just for me...I could feel the heat from her pussy calling out to me.

But no. I couldn’t do it.

“I’m so sorry, Lily.”

Even as I pulled away, guilt overwhelmed me for letting it go on as far as it had. And yes, also, for denying her. I could see on her face how badly she needed someone—anyone—who wasn’t Clarke. But it just wasn’t in me to be that person for her.

I pulled away further still. She tried to slide after me, but I pushed her back.

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “Really, I am. But you’re too...you’re too vulnerable right now. It wouldn’t be right.”

Often I wonder now how things might have changed if I had complied with her request. Would she have been so horny, so unfulfilled as to transform into the sexpot she is now?

(I wonder also...perhaps He set up the entire affair. Testing my will. Perhaps he had already arranged for me to be tempted by Lily long ago. Or, perhaps he had arranged for Lily to be rebuffed by me. His game is long and expanded, with the pieces ever-evolving and revolving. There are no surprises for him, only delights.)

I left the apartment then, leaving Lily by herself to sort out all her issues, like the coward I once was.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY AT NOON, while I was still wracking myself with guilt over the previous night’s episode, Lily called me.

I was in my apartment downtown. It was a small place with one bedroom, one bath, a kitchen combined with a small living room. The wallpaper was tacky yellow and there was no television or couch. I liked having uncomfortable places to live. It was a way to encourage myself to continue to get out of there and track down stories. 

Before I answered, I tried to prepare myself. Would Lily apologize? Should I? Would she ignore the issue altogether?

If she did that last one, of course I would bring it up. That was simply the type of personality I had. I hate to let any sort of discomfort stand between two people, especially two people with a budding sort of friendly relationship. 

I flipped open my phone—just as I did, I remembered that she may not be calling about our personal issues at all. What if she had news about my offer to Clarke? Had he accepted, finally?

“Hello?” I ventured.

Always a venture when answering a phone. I dislike saying the person’s name, even though I know who’s called. For whatever reason, it strikes me as presumptuous. Impolite.

“Hello, Hannah.” Her voice was soft, quiet. Defeated, dare I say. “I have some...I have some news.”

“Okay.”

My hypothesis about Clarke’s decision immediately gained traction in my head. Yes! Profit! Success!

“We’ve been invited to dinner. By Clarke. To his estate.”

She said each snippet like she was hammering away at a coffin.

“His estate? He has an estate outside of the complex?”

“He’s a billionaire, Hannah. He has lots of estates.”

“What’s this about? Has he accepted my offer?”

“I don’t know. He said...he told me he wanted me there because he brings all the new girls there. And he wanted you there, too.”

This certainly meant I would be under his employ from now on. This was very good news!

(Better than I ever would have thought.)

“Wonderful. How do I get there?”

“You don’t have to worry about that. You’ll be picked up. Be at the top of your roof in two hours. Someone will be coming by with a dress. I have to go.”

“A dress? The top of my roof? What do you mean—”

But she had hung up.

Of course, it didn’t take too much doing for me to imagine that it would be a helicopter picking me up. In my research of the man so far, I knew that Clarke had some houses in other parts of the world, but as of yet I hadn’t picked up addressed on any of them. Like with the rest of my research, it was only a matter of time—but time, it seemed, was one luxury that Clarke had no intention of supplying me with. 

My mind raced. Certainly this dinner could be a formality of his; a way for him to show his non-business self and relax a bit around new business partners. 

On the other hand, maybe this was a way for Clarke to unveil his...whatever it was. His method. The way he controlled women. If he took all his new employees there, and they were all gorgeously willing sex servants for him...that was an unsettling thought.

I wanted to believe that there was no strange, secret method, nor anything truly nefarious at all. I wanted to believe that all the women he had under his employ were simply taken with him. He was rich, after all, and incredibly handsome, and a massive sort of man. They all seemed to be, the women who I met, the sort who would be swept away by someone like that.

(Yes. They were indicative of “most women.”)

But, if it required a helicopter to get there...

There was the possibility that the helicopter was simply for expediency’s sake. It was so many miles away, something like that, and a helicopter could get there quicker. However, it was very possible that the helicopter was necessary because of the remoteness of the location.

That possibility scared me. Because if there was some method he employed, and if the estate was remote, then he was trying to trap me.

Use reason, my mind said. Come now! If he were going to transform you into his sex pot, why not do it already? Hadn’t he done it to that Joan girl in just a few hours? Hadn’t he had plenty of opportunity to enact his will on Lily already, and you?

(An easy rationalization. What the fragile female mind fails to comprehend is the thrill of the hunt, and the willingness of the alpha predator to draw the process out to enjoy the breaking all the more.)

At the end of the day, what I believed—what I had an undying faith in—was my own exclusivity. I honestly felt that whatever worked on those other girls couldn't possibly work on me. I was too smart, too fast, and too good. Sure, I found Clarke attractive as hell—but that didn't mean I was going to become his little fucktoy just because he wanted me to. I didn't care what his methods were—those other girls were weak. I was strong.

But, just to feel safe, I called my own pilot friend, Carl. 

I had met Carl in the Middle-East when he was still in the Air Force, and had actually been one of the reasons he was working as a freelance pilot today, after having introduced him to all manner of high-power executives and politicians. Normally, as I’m sure you’re aware by now, I hate to rub shoulders with those sorts, but I thought that having a favor from a pilot in my back pocket would come in handy some day.

Needless to say, that day had arrived. And there I was, thinking once upon a time I would have needed his number only to arrange a helicopter ride for a niece’s birthday or something like that. 

Carl was an older man—near sixty—and had a gruff, no-nonsense attitude. He didn’t even bother to ask me what the situation was.

“You have a GPS?”

“I have my phone...”

“Fine. I’ll sync it up with mine as soon as we’re done talking. Keep it on you, and I’ll be able to find you. Let’s call it ten-thirty for the rendezvous. If you don't want me to pick you up, you better call before then.”

And that was that.

As Lily promised, in about half-an-hour, a girl did swing by with something for me to wear. Her name was Marie—a pretty young brunette with a thick French accent. She did not bother to hold in her disdain for my living space, which I immediately found as inadequate as she did. Thoughts of trying to explain the utility of living in such an inferior space evaporated in my head beneath the cold, callous sneer of that beautiful, arrogant face. Instead, I sighed and swallowed my protest, wanting to just get on with this whole affair.

In a small box, she handed me a lovely, sparkling blue gown, complete with a pair of long silk evening gloves and an expensive pair of designer high heels.

It was the most over-sexualized outfit someone with a body like mine could wear.

“I’m not wearing this.”

She shrugged. “Very well.” Her sexy accent coated every syllable. “You will not be going, in that case.”

“Just because I won’t wear a gown?”

“Mr. Clarke has orders. These orders are to be carried out to their fullest.”

I sighed. It seemed that, unless I wanted to be destitute and disgraced forever, I would have to arrange myself for at least one night for Clarke’s odd pleasures.

Twenty minutes later, I was dressed in the gorgeous and extremely well-fitting gown. My cleavage was on better display than it had been in years—the two perfectly shaped globes of my breasts crushed together and pushed upward for the enjoyment of any boob-lover. On the sides were long, long slits that went up past my hips and showed off the sides of the cheeks of my ass, enough to make Clarke’s mouth water, I bet. 

We would have been ready to go then, but the French girl opened up her small briefcase, sat me down, and did my hair and make-up. Within the hour, I was completely arranged with smoky eyeshadow and girlish pink lipstick, my golden locks dangling down past my shoulders in a golden wave.

“There,” Marie said finally. “I suppose that will have to do.”

I had looked as good as I ever had, and there was clear disappointment on her face. Disappointment, I sensed, that perhaps I would not be acceptable for Mr. Clarke.

I too had to admit a little pre-emptive disappointment that I wouldn’t make him want me. With all this trouble...it would have been a waste if he didn’t. 

I didn’t want to do anything about that feeling, of course. I wouldn’t dare debase myself to the point where I would allow him to have sex with me. He was going to be my employer, after all.

A helicopter arrived to pick me up promptly at eight. Marie left me alone with the pilot—the woman pilot. I was surprised; in all my time traveling and reporting, I had come across very few women helicopter pilots. She refused to speak with me other than to give orders: sit down, put this on, strap this strap, all of that. 

(Such a good servant, to know exactly what her place was. An ideal to be reproduced whenever possible.)

Finally, we took off...and I had a feeling already that I would never come back the same.

* * * * *
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CLARKE’S ESTATE IN the mountainous forest beyond the city was large, but not so large as you might imagine. He is a man, I have found in the time afterward, of exceeding practicality. For him to have some sweeping enormous estate in the wilderness for him to go when he wished to relax would make no sense. When he wanted to relax, he would largely only bring himself. 

At work, it was his role to impress others, to intimidate them. He needed lots of space for all his employees and their jobs. 

The cabin estate, on the other hand, was spacious—it had a fully-equipped kitchen with servants, quarters for the servants (quite small, though of course they professed to love the living arrangement), three bathrooms, a living room, a guest room, and a master bedroom and three guest bedrooms—spacious, yes, but excessively so? Not at all. 

There was enough of it, also, to have a small helicopter pad open up in the land outside via a series of retractable panels—one of the benefits of being a billionaire is that you get to have panels open up for almost everything. In the showers in the bathroom, for example, there were tiles that opened up to reveal flat screen televisions. 

Lily was there already, another helicopter having dropped her off. I imagined he had some aircraft carrier floating in the Pacific, waiting to do his bidding at a moment’s notice. This was a joke I made to myself, of course...but I couldn’t disprove it.

(Today, such a thought only makes more sense. He deserves a military at his disposal. The thought of so many uniforms enforcing His will...it is bliss.)

Lily was dressed similarly to myself, in a dark red evening gown, gloves, and incredibly expensive heels. I looked my own heels up on the way over on my phone—they cost over ten thousand dollars per shoe. My pussy, as you might imagine, became slightly moist at the thought of him so carelessly spending such incredible amounts of money on me.

I did notice, with a certain satisfaction, that Lily’s neckline was scooping down low, almost to her navel, whereas my own was a horizontal line across my breasts. Clearly, he wanted to accentuate my cleavage and trim figure; Lily did not have nearly as much bust as I did to show off, even though she was just a bit more slender. 

Immediately upon reflecting on this, I devoted twice as much mental effort on shaming myself for noticing the comparison. This wasn’t a competition, Hannah!

(Of course it was. I am still unsure who won.)

Shortly after arriving at the helipad, the gorgeous young servants herded us through the front door and into a dining room, whereupon we were immediately left alone together.

I, of course, wanted to discuss the night before.

“Listen, Lily...”

She shook her head. “I think I know what you’re going to say. I don’t really want to hear it, right now. I’m very...very disturbed by our present condition.”

I frowned. “It’s not so bad. We show him a little skin, eat his food, and then we go home. That’s all. Just...follow my lead. You’ll be fine.”

“And what if he does...whatever he does? What then?”

“I think I’m too strong for that, to be frank. So I’ll help you along. And besides...”

I was just about to detail my escape plan, but then I heard something hot and pleasured emanate through the ornately-carved closed door of the dining room.

“Do you...do you hear that?” I put my head to the door. 

There was another long chorus of giggling moans.

“No.” She crossed her arms stubbornly. “I’m sorry. I don’t know that I have it in me to hear anything. What were you going to say? What besides? Besides what?”

“Stop being petulant. This is serious. I think he’s fucking someone.”

“Good. Maybe he won’t have any energy for us, then.”

(Of course, he still did. It was foolish of her to think otherwise. She knows better, now.)

She seemed to already accept her fate. I would not.

(The greater fools always take longer to surrender. Lily was a good girl for knowing her fate and was treated as such.)

It was clearly the sound of fucking, I found after a moment. I heard a woman chanting for Clarke to cum over and over. Loud grunting and satisfied moans indicated that he had. 

Not knowing what else to do, Lily and I sat down at the table in silence, staring at anything but each other. It was a beautiful little dining room, complete with golden lamps in the corners and a deer's head on one wall. 

Finally, Clarke entered the room. He looked magnificent, dressed casually in a pair of slacks and a button-up shirt that wasn't all the way buttoned. His chest hair accentuated the salivatingly sexy shape of his pectoral muscles.

“Let’s eat, shall we?” He clapped his hands. 

In short order, the cook brought out the meal, describing the entire course in French. I don’t really know what to call it all, still. It was duck, I think, roasted, sprinkled with chopped vegetables and served with bread on the side. 

It was the single-most delicious meal I had ever smelled in my life.

A cold fear came over me. What if he had drugged the food? 

“Not hungry, Hannah?”

“I...no.”

I pushed the food away, my stomach growling.

“Really? You seem very hungry. Look at Lily. She’s eating. What a good girl.”

He leaned over and stroked her chin. Any hunger she had for the meal was far outpaced by the hunger on her eyes, then, for him. I knew that pleasing him was the only true nourishment she required...and my suspicion about the food was only confirmed.

“That’s how you’ve done it, then.”

“Done what?”

“Drugs in the food. That’s how you get them.”

“Drugs in the...you think I drugged the food?”

He laughed. Of all the ego-shattering actions for him to take, that was by far the worst. I wish he would have slapped me instead, for exposing his dirty plan.

(I still wish He would slap me. I beg Him to every night. I was so wrong to have denied Him. I deserve my punishment. When I am lucky and good, He obliges me.)

“What is it, then? Subliminal messages?”

“Subliminals? No.” He laughed heartily. “My, you have some imagination.”

“Then...then the drinking water! Computer screens, flickering out mind messages!”

“You think I’ve somehow drugged them all? Everything you’ve posited would have some effect on me. I eat the food here. I drink the water. I don’t have in any earplugs, and I use the computers all the time.”

I had no adequate response for that.

“Well...” I crossed my arms, only half-aware of the way it was making my breasts prop upward even more. “You certainly have a distinct grip on them all.”

He leaned back. “That’s because I deserve to. That’s all. I know it. My cock, it's...special. It emits a certain pheremone making women suggestible. Making men weak around me. And when I fuck a woman with it, she becomes...very agreeable indeed. How many men do you know who know what they deserve? How many women? Under my employ, these women have no doubt as to their place in life, just as I have no doubt in mine. They are...suited for my employ.”

“You...what you did to Joan...”

He scoffed. “She’s been leaving messages with Evette every day for the past week, begging for my cock just 'one more time.' She had a wonderful time. I won’t hear otherwise.”

Fuck. Why was my pussy squirming with so much need, hearing this awful diatribe?

“There is an order to this world. I am at the top of it. Beautiful women...women such as yourself,” he grinned, “you are directly below me. As you should be. All others are not worthy of attention or merit. But, they are plentiful, and so they have created laws and morals and ethics and statutes and blah blah blah...” he shook his large head. “Uselessness, is what they have created. A falseness to what proper order there is. Me on top. You at my feet. My cock ruling you.”

Again, my cunt pulsed, bemoaning its emptiness—desperate for something huge and hard to fill it, knowing the whole time that what I really wanted was to ride his massive shaft.

“You should look at yourself,” he said, smiling broadly. “I can see your lust for me. For that idea. You talk big about being your own woman...but deep down you know you’re just a tool to give me pleasure. That’s why you wanted to enter my employ. You long for the chance to serve me, as any woman does. Your cunt sings to me, Hannah. You cannot lie.”

He snapped his fingers. To my complete surprise—though at the same time, weirdly fulfilling an expectation I had possessed this entire time—Francesca walked in. 

She was wearing the exact same outfit as I was, though it was ripped in places where he had torn it during the course of their loud lovemaking session earlier. Obediently, she slid onto his lap, one knee draped over his impressive bulge. Her other heel slid on the floor, all powerlessness. Her face was full of obedience. 

Obedience, yes...and pleasure.

“This is your future, Hannah,” he said, sliding his hand up between the crack of her ass. She moaned—clearly his fingers were large and broad enough that he was pressing against her clit. 

“Oh yesss,” Francesca moaned. “It’s her future, Sir. Her future. She can’t run from it. She’ll replace me like the good girl she is...”

“Come here,” he said, gesturing to me. “Push her down. Take her place. She is old now. No longer worthy of my time. You despise her, yes? You hate her? Show me.”

I stood up. I didn’t know if it was to run or to do just as he said. For the life of me, both decisions seemed equally likely.

But, whichever way my inclinations would have landed, it didn’t end up mattering. Lily stood up, a soft horrible moan exiting out through her mouth. 

“I-I can’t...” Lily shook her head. “I won’t listen to this anymore! I won’t! You’re a m-monster! A monster!”

And she stood up and ran out the door.

* * * * *
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DESPITE HER FRAIL APPEARANCE, Lily was actually a fine runner. Once upon a time she would run marathons every year. Now, of course, she runs marathons every time Mr. Clarke decides to have his way with her. As a lover, he is highly conditioned. It is not unusual for a woman to spend hours with him, gathering up dozens of orgasms to his three or four. 

Lily powered through the front doors of the cabin and then took off in a dead heat with the wind, pushing through branches and bushes with no regard to how they scratched her skin and tugged at her hair.

Panic ran through her. She was convinced that Clarke was directly behind her, all the while as she ran.

Of course, this was contrary to the case, at least for a time. In reality, Clarke was in no rush at all. I knew because, horror-struck, I was still in the dining room with him as he facefucked Francesca’s eager, slobbering body. She made moans of desire and need, but his overwhelming strength and speed had drained her completely.

The whole time he fucked Francesca’s mouth, he stared at me. He knew what was on my mind, I was sure. He knew that, given the chance, I more than likely would happily trade places with Francesca. To have my mouth wrap around his enormous cock like hers did, to have my throat filled with so much meat, to taste all that greatness...I don’t know how I stopped myself from grabbing Francesca and pushing her aside right then and there. 

Perhaps I was able to stop myself only because he had not ordered me to do it, yet. 

What had I been thinking, coming here? Wearing what he told me to do, eating what he told me—in other words, following his every order? Did I think I would outwit him on his own turf? Did I think somehow I was exempt from his grasp simply because I was dimly aware of his intentions?

I doubt, now, that I ever had any illusions about his desire for me. If I did, I was fooling myself. I could see it clearly then, in his eyes as he fucked Francesca’s mouth.

He wanted me.

There was so much lust in the air, so much pure sexual heat pouring off the pair, the master and his willing servant. I was touching my breasts, squeezing my easily-accessible nipples. It was obvious he wanted me to do that, too.

His pace picked up, and I could see that he was going to cum. Francesca already had, multiple times, her body shaking every time she had an orgasm. No doubt her blissful overtures just made her body tighten all the harder on her Man’s cock. 

With a series of grunts, his entire body trembled, and he came down her throat. I watched as the volume of it was too much for Francesca, leaking down out from her grateful mouth. She slid down to the ground, trembling in ecstasy just like Joan had back at the compound..

Clarke got up, cleaned off his cock with Francesca’s hair and then zipped himself up. He left a tornado’s wreckage of lust in the room. I was left there with Francesca, trying to come up with my next move.

Meanwhile, Lily was still running. She had been blocked three times already—twice by a long, irregular cliff face and then by a series of impassable boulders.

After crashing through a series of bushes, her gown torn almost to bits, the slender, supple tone of her body easily visible, she came to the top of a tall hill. Beneath her, she saw the unmistakable snaking pattern of a highway. Headlights skirted through its surface. 

For a moment, she thought she might get away. She would scream until she made it to the road, and hope for someone decent to pick her up. No doubt they would believe her tale—the half-naked woman covered in scratches certainly had been through some sort of ordeal. And with her so frail, so fae, so easily protected, any red-blooded man would hop at the chance to defend her.

But, of course, Clarke caught up with her.

“Stupid little girl.” He slapped her just once, lightly, and still knocked her all the way to the ground. “Did you really believe I would let you go? Did you think that was ever a possibility?” He shook his head. “You were mine from the second you showed up to work.”

Lily could only whimper. It was impossible to know how he may have caught up with her so quickly. Maybe a tracking device in her dress, maybe his scent of smell was as magnified as the rest of his manliness.

(Even to this day, He will not tell me. I must earn his trust. I eagerly await such an opportunity). 

With one hand holding her by the hair, Clarke let out his cock—and Lily's eyes struggled not to roll back into her head from the sudden shock of fervor that swept over her.

The manner of her thinking was equal parts horror and lust. She knew his cock was enormous—she had seen his bulge through his pants; hell, she had even seen it from afar. But up close was a different story.

Up close...his cock was monstrous. Unreal. It was one thing to conceive that the head of it was the size of a tangerine. It was quite another to have that big fleshy fruit pressed against her supple, paltry wall of lips and teeth, demanding entrance.

“Take it,” he growled, tugging up at her hair. Lily squealed and batted at his thighs. He slapped her again. “Take it,” he said again. “I can smell your cunt. I know you want it.”

She truly, truly did want it. All she had left to do was submit to the desire.

“Y-yes...” she moaned at last, her voice barely audible. “Yes, please...”

Her plan, she told me, was to test the waters a bit. Lick the cock, kiss it maybe, take it slow.

Of course, Clarke had no intention of allowing her to take it slow. The second she began to give in, he was on her, pushing his meat deep down into her mouth and then her throat, filling up her esophagus with his enormous meat almost instantly. Her body convulsed, choking and swallowing, and of course that only drove Clarke on all the more. 

She was mad with lust for him. So tired of resisting, so tired of fighting. It was such a brilliant relief for him to finally enact his will on her. She was so thrilled to have him push his meat into her body again and again, to taste every part of him that she could.

“I’m going to cum,” he announced harshly, driving into her mouth even harder. “I’m going to cum right in your hot little mouth.”

She could only moan in encouragement, staring up at him with worshipful longing in her eyes. She needed it. She needed his cum so bad. She had needed it all week long, and now, finally, she was going to get it. 

Finally, he unleashed, his glorious seed pumping down directly into her throat and belly. There was nothing for her to do but to be filled with his spray—and then, when he pulled out, covered by it as he let himself explode onto her face. Streams of delectable hot goo layered down her pretty face, covering her totally.

With that done, he picked her tired, limp body up over his shoulder, and began the trek back to his estate where he would bathe and comfort her.

* * * * *
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I KNEW LILY WAS BEING taken. Forced, maybe. Owned, definitely. I could almost hear her screams from my room, the terror, the horror...and then the bliss. The worshipful praise. It would be like a switch had turned on inside of her...one reached only by the majesty of Mr. Clarke’s cock. 

(I am going to have a harder and harder time of keeping my composure. The recollection of this experience is so vivid in my mind. I can hardly contain my excitement. And He is entering me as I write, watching me write out this praise. Fuck me, my Lord! My Sir! Oh God! It’s so good!

He slows, knowing how difficult He is making it to concentrate with every thrust.

Lily wanted Him every step of the way. He assures me of this.

Speaking of Him in a way that may be expected, in terms of disdain or fright as my former self would have done, will be harder and harder. Do you know how perfect His cock is? Do you know how glorious serving Him is? I didn’t know. Such a fool. A wasted life. I must try harder to write in terms of not knowing. He wills it. His will is my life.)

In my room, I ripped my cumbersome gown down to size, leaving everything from the mid-thigh down on the ground, and cutting a slit in the middle so I could sprint at full speed. I still had heels on—but I could run in heels. I didn’t want to risk injuring my feet in the wild landscape of the forest. 

In my purse was my phone. If the helicopter ride there was any indication, Carl would be able to track me down in less than thirty minutes. It was ten o'clock now, so he would be on his way soon—I just had to get to a point where my cell signal was good enough to reach him.

(Such a foolish little idiot cunt I was, thinking I could stay free. Watch me as I run through His perfect estate, through the forest which is His by right, the trees which grow purely for His glory. I am a fool, thinking I could last longer than thirty seconds without Him willing it; let alone thirty minutes)

Outside it was dark, cold. I wished I had been allowed to bring a jacket. 

I knew that Carl would try to land close to the phone's signal, but he needed a place to do it, a clearing.

I had no idea, of course, that my own decision to run so closely mimicked Lily’s.

Stumbling through the darkness of the forest, I searched and searched for a place for him to come down. All I had to do was get to a decent spot for a landing, and Carl would swing by and pick me up soon.

My life depended on it, I was almost certain...and if not my life, my will. My mind. I wasn’t sure what was worse—to die at Clarke’s hand, or to have my will erased by him.

(Such foolishness. Do you not see? Both would be honors, for they would involve me as the recipient of Master’s will). 

I ran and ran through the darkness of the forest—light in the distance! Certainly, it was moonlight.

No. It was the cabin, again.

I had come in a full circle, right back around to where I started. Perhaps that was what I wanted all along. He made my cunt so fucking wet. And the first thing I thought, seeing that cabin, was how maybe now I would finally be fucked like I had been wanting this whole time.

(Do you see? My life revolved around Him, even then. I was unable to stop myself from returning. I am convinced now my feet moved of their own accord, my body wanting what my mind would not allow. That is why He had to break my will. It was in the way of my true desires. You are not your thoughts or your emotions. You are merely a passenger, an observer to the brain’s machinations. He replaced my thinking self with something better—obedience.)

He stood there, at the door, a tower of muscled flesh. Completely nude. Lily was on her knees before his naked majesty, lightly milking his cock into her mouth. Like an obedient sow. Like some trained fuckpet.

I whimpered and shivered horribly. My destiny had been written out in front of me this whole time, and I was just trying to deny it, but I could not anymore. 

“You are mine, girl. Come here.”

I stayed frozen.

“I know your helicopter is coming. Come here, or I will have him shot down. You know I can do it. You know I will. His blood will be on your hands.”

Carl had a wife, a family. I couldn’t do that to him or to them. 

And I couldn’t deny the melody from the song of lust spilling out from my body any longer. I wanted to dive into his rhythms, embrace the madness of his employ. My mind raced with all the dirty things I imagined him doing to me; all the immoral things he would make me do.

Break my will into pieces. Reshape it how he likes. Just like all the others. Every newspaper praising him. Altering statistics and facts. Playing with journalists’ minds to distort their stories. 

He’ll make me write dirty stories just for Him, to show Him that I will make others want just what I was made to want.

(All this and more. All this and more!)

As I approached, he slid his hand over my face and pushed me down, using my body to make Lily stumbled backwards and over into the shrubs. His new toy forgotten as soon as he received his next. She giggled drunkenly, intoxicated with lust. No doubt I would be the same, soon enough. 

He took my phone and broke it to pieces with one immense, strong hand—no more signal. No more escape.

With his other hand, he pulled me in by my hair. I thought he wanted me to lick at the rod of his manhood, but he stopped me. 

“No, that was Lily’s duty. You...” He pushed me onto my back, down onto the ground. “You will have a different indoctrination.”

He got on his knees over me, then, Lily approaching and licking his biceps. His cockhead hovered before my needy, wet entrance.

“Beg for it,” he said, easily ripping away the remainders of my clothes. “Tell me how you want it.”

“I...I want...”

Just barely, he pushed the cockhead into my moist folds—just enough to show me how big he was, how incredible it would be when he took me. Then, he pulled out again.

“I want it!” I screamed. “Oh, please, Sir! I want it! Let me have it! I need your cock, please!”

Then, and only then, did he enter me.

His fucking was brutal, animalistic. His mouth clamped down on my shoulder, his huge hands roughly toying with my tits. My expensive gown torn to shreds. Each thrust was coupled with a lightning bolt of pleasure striking through my entire body—so much so that I couldn’t tell anymore whether I was awake or dreaming some bliss-filled nightmare. Every struck owned me more and more.

“I’m going to fill you up, slut,” he growled. He slapped my face and jerked me back to reality. He wanted me in the moment. He wanted me to know when he was going to have me cum just for him—at the same time he did.

“Fuck her, Sir!” Lily moaned. “Oh god, fuck her, please!”

He had her well-trained already. No doubt I would be cheering him on as he fucked other women in the future.

“You're sooo good,” I moaned. “So good! Oh fuck, it's sooo big!”

I tried to keep moaning out praise, but it was impossible to put words together with so much bliss entering me at the same time.

He grunted, his orgasm so near. “I’m gonna...gonna cum right in your hot cunt!”

His thrusts became more frequent, more sporadic. I knew he was so close. My orgasm was just on the cusp, ready to go.

Finally he unleashed inside me. His flood of white, perfect cum sprayed hot inside of my tight body, gifting me with all that potent goo. My own orgasm—or orgasms, really—arrived in time with his. He thrust right on my g-spot, and his cum hit me there as well; I couldn’t help but cum, again and again.

It was as he willed it.

* * * * *
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AFTERWARD—SEVERAL HOURS afterward, the next day, in fact—he began to indoctrinate me as to the totality of his will upon me.

Of course, eager for the pleasure only he could provide, desperate for the control only he could enact, and made for the obedience only he could inspire, I gave in easily. I was receptive to everything he said. As he entered and re-entered his cock into me slowly, I cooed in his ear about how much sense it all made and how he was truly a god among men, and I tried—in the midst of my slow-burning midst—to think of suggestions for how he might expand his rule. 

Of course, I offered up the names of any beautiful women I knew in the business, as well as several friends. He deserves them all. One good friend of fifteen years is licking at my feet now, as I write this, a gift from Him for offering her up. Clarke takes care of his good girls.

(This same friend coos in His ear, now, as he prepares to cum inside me once more. So close!)

I am his pet now. Completely. Totally. 

I...I do love it. He makes me love it. And I’m grateful to him for that. 

(Oh my God. He says He’s going to make me cum when I finish reading. Just a few lines, now. He tells me that when I finish, He’s going to order me to clean Him off with my mouth.)

He allows me some of my will, still. I know he could just take it away if he wished. That’s his right. But he liked the way I challenge him, he says. I’m rather proud of that.

You’ll all see. He’ll take you too...or you won’t be good enough. That’s where the world is going.

Prepare.

# # #
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Helping Out Holly
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Head positively brimming with confidence, Holly arrived at work ready to take on the world. 

She had taken the morning off to get her hair done, and now her blond locks bounced jovially around her head in what she hoped was a rather sexy take on a Veronica-Lake-esque style, with a golden layer sliding fashionably right over her one eye.

She wore her purple top—the one with the ruffles that flattered her substantial chest, and didn't cling too close to her sides. More than most any other outfit, with this one, she felt actually attractive. She wished other tops could give her as much freedom to move in whatever direction she wanted without worrying what was popping out or what expanse of flesh was pressing too much into the cloth.

Her curvy nature made her constantly self-conscious, making her hate to wear tight jeans or t-shirts without jackets or sweaters on top of them. In an effort to feel better about herself, for the last few days, she had been dieting on nothing but salad and green tea. This was more for her own confidence than anything else—to be able to assure herself when the plan all went sour (if it all went sour, her simple threads of positivity desperately tried to remind her) that she had done everything she could have. 

She always had been blessed with a lovely face—full lips and bright blue eyes that she hoped were her strongest attribute, at least physically. But her body always left her with something to be desired—more from herself, she hoped, than anyone else. Even so, it had been more than a year since she had gotten any action. That was a figure that grew more gloomy with every passing day—as if every time she slept alone was another check on a logbook of why she deserved to be lonely. 

But no more! The resolution held strong as she stepped into the elevator of the building where she worked at, at least for the next few days. No more—she was attractive, she was hot, and she was going to land a man, by god.

Holly in fact felt a bit at-odds with herself when she judged herself so physically—she was a smart, versatile woman with an M.B.A. and ten years of experience in the finance sector. She knew how to make crème brûlée  and understood the importance of voting regularly. Her hobbies fulfilled her (especially knitting, she loved to make scarves for her friends), and ran a halfway home for dogs out of her small home on the edge of the suburbs.

And still, today, she was obsessed with her looks and so often felt rather like a huge betrayal to her hard-fought values of independence and equality.

But she was lonely. Her dogs at home were fantastic little chaps, but they passed through her life quickly. Because she was good at training them, they only lasted with her for about ninety days before making their way to a happy new home. 

And so today she was focused on her appearance; today was the day she was going to ask Rick out. 

Holly’s job with her accounting firm had her taking up temporary residences in offices all across the big city as she performed audits both informal and formal. The latest company was Card Industries, owned by some eccentric billionaire who Holly had never seen nor met. Her time with them was coming to an end, however—only a few days left—and so the moment of truth was now. She had to ask Rick out. 

For over a month now, she had been considering it. Their flirtations around the water cooler and coffee machine had been light, almost formal, but she was convinced he really wanted to go out with her. Over and over again, she had tried dropping hints to him about how she wanted him to ask her out, but to no avail.

He was shy, that was all.

Certainly, his shyness took a strange course, with the flashy red sports car that he drove, or those tiny-waisted big-breasted women that she saw him about town on when she grabbed drinks on Friday nights at the local pub or brewery. 

Not that she was following him of course! But she couldn’t help it if there were only a handful of good, classy places in town to grab a decent beer, and she wasn't to blame if she and he both knew it. 

So, she strolled up into the tenth floor of Card Tower, head held high. Her tight skirt swished as she walked, her modest heels clicking on the tile floor.

Her plan, initially, was to ask him right when she arrived at work. She saw him already at his desk, his handsome face scrunched in concentration at his cubicle. Pictures of his extended family were pinned to the gray wall of his area, and a dapper blazer hung in the corner.

She took a breath, stepping up toward him—and then promptly walked right past. 

Upon further examination, her initial plan to ask him out right away had all sorts of problems with it. 

What if he said no? Then she would be a mess all day and wouldn’t get any of her work done. Plus, he’d probably tell someone, or someone would hear, and then she would have to be in her office all day long thinking about who was talking about her. 

She stepped into her office, setting down her bag and clearing her scarf over her head.

At the end of the day, then? No, no, couldn’t do that. Sometimes—she had noted, in her crush-survellience—Rick left early. There didn’t seem to be any rhyme nor reason to that schedule, but she knew that if she bet on him being there past three, it was a hard bet to cash in on. 

Sliding down into her chair at her desk, she started to fiddle with a group of pens.

Well, the shyest and most awkward part of her considered, perhaps that was an excellent way to get out of this whole ordeal? Only ask him out if he’s leaving when you do. You can catch him in the hallway and just pull him aside for a moment, like you almost did three weeks ago when he was wearing that cute brown jacket and his jaw had looked so square and his face so handsome...

The pens in her hand squeezed under the stressing strain of her grip. 

No, no! She had planned for too long to cop out like that. The morning was bad, that much was clear—and the end of the day was as well. That left the middle. 

After lunch, perhaps? Or before it? The general concept of around lunch? 

Yes, okay. Yes. That was a good excuse to sit and talk with him anyway. “Can I grab you a coffee? A scone? Some sugar packets?” And so on et cetera ad nauseum and other Latin terms she hoped were correct. 

Good! A plan. A doable plan.

She spent the morning filing and crunching numbers. At this late stage of the operation, her job had mostly turned into tidying, and transforming the large mashing of numbers that she had accomplished over the previous thirty days into something easy to digest for her higher-ups. There were no real revelations left to find—unless she had made some enormous error in her pen-ultimate accounting more than a week ago. 

Thus occupied, noon swung around quicker than she could have hoped. 

Lunch time! It was signaled without announcement, everyone getting up from their desks almost in unison—some to the break room, others to the cafeteria down on the seventh floor. 

Feeling rather crafty, she picked up a folder of materials for Rick—reports of his accounts on the audit. So, at the very least, if she chickened out at the very last possible second, she would have a reason to still be there and not look like a complete fool. 

Downstairs, at the edge of the cafeteria, she saw Rick talking with a small group of his friends. For the life of her, she couldn't stop feeling like she was in high school.

“Hey,” she said to him, smiling brightly. “Could I talk with you for a second?”

“Sure.” 

He walked with her to a corner of the hallway outside the cafeteria. Holly’s heart pounded hard and fast. The high school analogy continued in her head, and she felt like some unpopular band girl trying to ask out some jock. 

With his easy, charming smile, gelled hair, broad shoulders, and long legs, he looked like a jock. A jock that she wanted to sink down to her knees in front of and suck the cock of like there was no tomorrow (or yesterday, or today).

“Is this about that Manchester report? “ he asked. “Because I really was never sure about those numbers...”

“No, no. Nothing like that.” She took a breath. “No, I was wondering if like, you had any plans tonight? There’s this great sushi place I know and I wanted to know if you’d like to grab dinner?”

Several beats passed. Holly's optimism slowly but surely fled out of her system with each one. The whole endeavor was dead from the start—she could tell from the look on his face. All she wanted for it to be now, inexplicably, was for it to be certain so she could go run home and never look at anyone ever again.

“Oh, wow,” his tone said, saying everything. “Listen, that's flattering, and everything, but . . . I mean. I was . . . I have a date already. A um, girlfriend. Right.” He shrugged. “Okay?”

“Oh.” Holly nodded, turning away. “It's just I sort of heard that you didn't. I'm sorry. I wouldn't have asked if I thought you did.”

“Ah.” He shrugged. “That's um . . . yup.”

He shrugged sort of helplessly, smiling, and then turned away.

She watched him walk back to his friends, turning the corner away from her. 

Drat. Drat, drat, double drat.

Holly walked away—but then she stopped. She still had his paperwork—may as well give it to him now, avoid any future awkwardness. 

At the corner, she heard laughter. Fearing the worst, she stopped and listened in.

“Wow, what a cow.”

It was like a knife twisting in her stomach. A slow, painful death, just for her.

“Right? I wouldn't let her suck you off, let alone me.”

“Gosh. Were you leading her on at all?”

“I guess a little. I wanted her to go easy on my audit, yeah? I mean, I was pretty sure of the numbers, but ever since that fiasco last year...”

Holly stepped out of hiding, her face full of pain. “Fuck you!”

She threw the folder of paperwork at Rick's head and stormed off to her office. Paper flew everywhere, harmless. All the guys around Rick looked at her in shock. And Rick—Rick especially, looked...sad?

Holly didn’t care. She hated him.

The one thing that she knew for sure was that she was never going to live this down.

* * * * * 
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AN HOUR AFTER THE OFFICE closed, there was a tentative knock at her door. 

“Go away, please.”

Her voice was congested. She had stopped crying a long time ago, but her sorrow had been replaced with rage as she worked through the long chain of paperwork from her work at the office over the last month. She sat on the small couch in her office, all her paperwork scattered around her.

Like anyone that was suddenly angry after being upset, though, she felt like a fool—her lovely face red, her golden hair mussed, her nose stopped up. Even if she wanted to go on a rant, she would sound ridiculous as she did so, voice coagulated with distant, dense parts of her nose and lungs.

The knock came again. “Ma’am? I hate to bother you.” 

She recognized the voice, and also the build from the shadow in her door. It was the security guard, Andre. He was a large, friendly man. “I really do. But I’m afraid I have to come and talk with you for just a moment.”

For a few seconds, he turned the knob this way and that.

“The door is locked for a reason,” she said.

“I believe you, ma’am. The problem is, they gave me all the keys to this place, irresponsible suckers that they are. So, it’s whichever way you would like. You can open it or I can use the keys.”

“You can use the keys, then.”

It was a childish thing to insist on, and she knew it. But maybe he was bluffing, or maybe he forgot which key was which and would get tired of guessing before long. Any number of fortuitous things could happen. She was due, after all. 

Instead, the key opened on his first try. Just her luck, the security guard knew how to do his job.

He was a large, bulky man, his dark brown hair kept in a severe crew cut. He was older—maybe ten years older than her, his face peppered with distinguished age. He was handsome, she noticed suddenly. The way his long nose straightened out, the friendly line of his lips. He was very handsome.

“I apologize for this,” he spread his hands, standing over where she sat on the couch. “But anytime there’s any kind of an incident and I hear about it, I have to come and talk to the parties involved. Especially if one is staying late at the office. Otherwise there’s liability, you understand.”

Holly shrugged and nodded. “Yes, I understand.”

“Now,” said Andre. “You’re all upset. How come you’re all upset?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Sitting down next to her on the couch, he put a hand around her shoulder. And for a moment, Holly felt safe. Enclosed. He was strong, she realized. All that bulk on him was muscle, not fat. His scent was musky, masculine. Protective. He was a strong, strong man. 

Stronger than even Rick, maybe.

The thought, oddly, did some very strange things to her body. Her head felt a little light, her stomach fluttery. Just slightly, her legs slid open. Maybe that was a little forward...but it was forward of him just to sit down next to her like that. The two had barely exchanged three sentences before.

Feeling honest, she dished. “Rick turned me down for a date,” she said, feeling again like a high schooler.

Andre made a face. “Well, he’s a fool.”

“It’s not just that,” Holly said, feeling her sobs come up again, buried deep for so many hours now. “He was...he was mean about it.”

He was so strong, so assured, and so there. His hand pressed into her shoulder, pulling her into his warmth. That was the most important part, of course. He was a man and he was there, touching her. It was too much. 

She melted into his arms, holding him and sobbing loudly. 

“Mean?” Andre asked, looking incredulous. “What do you mean, mean?”

Holly looked at him, tears streaming down even as she tried to blink and push them away. “H-he said he wouldn't even let me suck him off!”

“Ah, sweetie,” said Andre. “That's a load of bull. Any guy would be happy to have you . . . do that. You know. With your mouth.”

She shook her head, pushing herself away.

“Like you would know.”

Raising an eyebrow, he said, “I would.” 

She shook her head, pushing against his broad chest, but then he put his hand on one knee, and then on her chin. 

“Hey, sweetie . . . I would. I really would.”

Moving in closer, he leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

Holly had been kissed on the cheek before in a friendly way, of course, but this was different. Longer. Luxuriating in her skin, feeling her heat. His hand went to waist, slowly, guiding her into his muscled bulk.

“W-what are you doing?” she whispered.

Her heart was beating fast.

“Don't you know, sweetie?” 

His hand slid up her waist to the thick curve of her breasts. Open longing shone in his eyes.

“I've wanted you for the longest time.”

“Sh-shut up, Andre.” This day had been too much of a roller coaster for another mean trick or let down. “This is . . . this is...I mean...just stop it.”

Moving away just slightly, hands still on her hips, he looked her straight in the eye. 

“I want you, Holly. I want your lips, I want your tits, I want your whole body. I see you in this office every day, just being gorgeous, and I want you to know how I feel. If some asshole has made you feel like shit out there, I want you to know you can come to me and know that I'll take care of you.”

She looked away, shaking her head. “Andre, that's . . . ”

It was hard to say exactly what was on her mind. That was exactly what she wanted. But she couldn't just say that, she couldn't just let him know. What if . . . what if he was joking, too, just like those other guys were joking?

The shame would be too much.

She stood up, escaping his gentle-but-firm grasp, and pointed at the door.

“I think-I think I need to think about this. And I think you should go.”

He stood up and grabbed her shoulders, hard. His thick thumbs pressed into her soft skin, massaging. 

“No,” he shook his head. “I'm not going anywhere.”

He kissed her then, deeply, thoroughly. His tongue was so thick and warm in her mouth. Her every movement was controlled by him—his neck pushing forward, making her push back at him. His breaths escaped in soft huffs along her lips, her teeth, her chin, and he squeezed her shoulders inward, making her feel so small and easy to move around. She had never been kissed before, not like that. 

One of his big hands slid from her shoulder and instead wrapped around her expansive tits, squeezing them roughly. She moaned. Taking that as clear consent, his other hand sank to her panties underneath her skirt and pressed hard against the folds of her pussy.

It was too much, all at once. She drew away once more.

“Oh wow,” she breathed, her head feeling light. “Andre . . .don't . . .” Holly shuddered, thinking for a moment. “It's just . . . I haven't...it's been a while. And in the past, guys have been...they haven't like my figure. They've been...mean.”

“Come on, sweetheart. I'm not mean. I just want you,” he said. “I want to make you feel as beautiful as you are to me.” He cupped her chin and stared directly in her eyes. But you should know I am going to fuck you, hard. You're no fragile princess like all those other girls in the office. Your body deserves a good, hard fuck from a real man, and I want to give it to you.”

She gulped and nodded, and then he smiled and pushed her down on her knees.

“Now,” he said. “Let's see if you deserve it. Do you think you can get me nice and hard, sweetie? You do it almost every night anyway. I stroke my big cock thinking about your big titties.”

Her heart fluttered with that revelation. Suddenly, she didn't mind at all being on her knees in front of him. 

She pressed her fingers on his zipper and pulled it down. Right away, his cock sprang out—it was so big already! 

His was the first cock that had been in her face in the longest time. There was something basic and primal stirring in her, needing to feel that meat closer to every part of her body. It twitched, like it knew that she was watching, like it was getting bigger just from her looking at it. Longer and thicker it became, right before her eyes.

That was so amazing. Her heart swelled as she gently wrapped her hand around it.

“Like this, baby?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” he nodded. “Stroke it slow.”

Little droplets of fluid flowed out from the tip. She gasped in appreciation. 

“Oh, wow . . .” she breathed. 

“Yeah,” he said. “You're doing that. That's all you, babe. Slide your thumb around on all of that and move it up and down the head—ohhh yeah, just like that.”

He ran a hair through her thick hair appreciatively.

“Man, Holly, you're really good at this.”

She squirmed happily. Her pussy was getting so moist and warm, just from watching his cock get so hot and hard.

“Can I . . .” she gulped. “Is it all right if I lick it? I'd really like to lick your cock.”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I want you to lick it, sweetie. I want you to suck it. I want your hot mouth on my cock.”

Moaning, she licked the tip, running her tongue around the long cut of the head. It was so . . . warm. So fulfilling and real. She could hardly believe it was happening. Maybe that was why she threw herself so willfully into wrapping her lips around his cock.

“Oh yeah, sweetheart,” he groaned. “Do it for me.”

She hummed out an affirmative, happily sliding her lips up his shaft and then back down. She took him easily, expertly, as if all that time spent dreaming in her bed had prepared her for this exact sort of maneuver. It was so hot, the slurping sounds she could make as she tried to swallow as much of his thickness as possible. She loved the little trembles he would have when she ran her tongue around his shaft as she sucked downward.

Hot currents ran up and down her body. She wanted to adore his cock—wanted to make him feel as good and welcome and safe as he made her feel. 

In many ways, his thick, ramming-hard cock in her mouth was like a hot, thick measuring rod of her ability to be attractive. If she could do it for Andre, who clearly could have any type of woman he wanted as far as she was concerned, with how masculine and muscle-bound he was, she could make any man want her.

Her lips sank deeper and deeper down his cock, sucking hard and swallowing eagerly when he pumped precum down all the way into her throat. 

All his muscles seemed to tense up suddenly. His orgasm! Oh god, it was going to happen. It was going to happen! Her panties flooded with moisture from her excitement.

“I’m gonna cum, baby,” he moaned.

Perhaps he thought that meant she could slide her mouth off if she wanted. As if! Instead, she sucked him more forcefully, gripping his ass tight.

“Mmmhmm!” she groaned needfully.

Gripping her hair tight, he came, shooting hot loads down her throat. Again and again, he spasmed and bucked, sending white, thick pulses of delicious goo directly into her belly. It filled her mouth, and she let it swirl around her tongue for several seconds before sliding her lips off his hot, big cock with a smile. 

He smiled back. After a few seconds of massaging her hair and scalp, he collapsed down on the office floor with her and wrapped an arm around her body.

“Wow, that was so nice,” she cooed after a minute, sliding up around his leg. “Maybe...” she gulped, swallowing more of him...feeling brave and horny. “Maybe tomorrow we can try some other things, when you're all recovered?”

He smiled and shook his head.

“No, sweetie, look.”

Gripping her hair, he led her face down to his crotch where he had been stroking his cock. His hand was so wet with her saliva and his own juices, moving rapidly up and down the long shaft.

“You see that? I'm getting hard again already. Hard because you’re so fun to fuck. Isn't that nice?”

“Oh god, Andre...that’s so nice.” She looked up at him with eager, grateful blue eyes. “I want you to fuck me, Andre. I want you to fuck me however you want!”

The buttons on her blouse gave way to his grip, sliding off slightly with little pops. “You have such beautiful big tits, Holly.”

She blushed, her voice becoming quite small. “Thank you.”

“I want to fuck your tits,” he said, his words slow and heavy. “I want to fuck your big, sexy tits until I cum again all over your body. I want you to sleep in my cum, sweetheart”

“Ohhh,” she moaned. “Ohhh, Andre . . . ”

He picked her up and placed her on the couch. His cock slid between the heaving valley of her breasts, fitting in between them easily. Already his cock was well lubricated from the blowjob, and so it was a simple thing for Holly to just push her hot breasts forward onto his cock. 

“Fuck my tits, darling! Oh god! You're fucking them so good!”

He guided her hands down to form a bridge across her tit flesh, holding his cock in place. 

Grunting, he pumped his big cock inside of the warm valley of her tits again and again. It was so hot in there, so slick. It felt so good knowing that his big, hard meat was already lubricated and ready to fuck this special part of her body only because he had already asked her to suck his cock. Everything about his arousal, about him feeling good, was because of her body.

Her body! A dream come true.

Being titfucked didn't require much of her—just ensuring that as he drove his cock forward, she was ready to lick his thick, sexy cockhead when it passed by her face. She did that happily, and also made hot, pleading faces and noises as his fucking picked up in intensity. 

“You fucking take it, you fucking beautiful slut,” he grunted. “You take my cock like a good fuckdoll.”

“Yeah,” she moaned hotly. “I'm your fuckdoll, Andre! Fuck me like I'm your little sextoy!”

His ass continued to thrust forward, totally abusing her body. Just like the last time, she could feel his big, sexy muscles tightening up. He was going to cum.

“Give it to me, darling! Cum right in my face! I need it, oh god I need it so bad!”

With a grunt and a smile, he did exactly that. She had heard talk how usually a guy's second orgasm was weaker than his first—it didn't have as much volume. If that was the case, Andre was the exception that proved the rule. 

His hot spunk layered over her neck, her chin, and then her cheeks and lips and forehead, coating her completely. It was so deliciously warm and gooey. With her fingers, she scooped it up and slurped it down. Andre smiled as he watched her, biting one lower lip. 

“That's good,” he said. “You're a natural.”

“I'm just happy to please.”

When she was all cleaned off, he slid down next to her and wrapped an arm around her curves. She snuggled against Andre’s strong body, holding him tight. Next to him, she felt safe; and it was so nice knowing that at any given time, there would always be someone who thought she was perfect just the way she was.

* * * * *
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MONDAY AFTERNOON, HOLLY was humming along, finishing off her work in the office. Today was her last day.

All weekend long, Andre had drilled her beautifully. They planned to go out to nice dinners, but whenever they saw each other, all either of them could think to do was hot, beautiful, perfect sex right away. Afterward they just raided the fridge for leftovers. 

She had left her office for about ten minutes, transporting boxes of documents to her car. There was only one box left—all her office supplies. By this time, she had gotten rather good at transporting them.

In front of her office was Andre, a smile on his face. 

“I’ve got a surprise for you, gorgeous.”

“Oh yeah?” she smiled, putting a hand on her hip in a mock-sultry manner. “Whatever could it be?”

Obviously, she imagined the surprise had something to do with the wonderful meat in his pants. “Close your eyes, and take my hand, and you’ll find out.”

Obediently, she closed her eyes—she even put her free hand over her eyelids—and took Andre’s hand. The latching sound of the door to her office reverberated through the small, emptied building as he led her inside. This late in the day, there was no one left but them.

“You can open your eyes, now.”

She did, and gasped. The facts of the situation rolled over her slowly.

It was Rick. 

It was Rick, naked.

It was Rick, naked, stroking his hard-on while he looked at Holly. His taut, muscled body was tensed up with need.

Andre explained, “He and I had a talk over the weekend. You see, he felt just awful about what he said about you.”

“I did,” said Rick. “I do.”

“And he wanted to apologize.”

Rick nodded, still stroking himself. “I do apologize, Holly. I’m really sorry. I was just trying to keep up appearances. It wasn't fair to you at all.”

“Oh,” said Holly. “I sort of...sort of suspected something like that.” She recalled that sad, sad look on his face. “It's all right. It all turned out.”

Clearly relieved, Rick smiled. Holly could smell him—his hot manly musk, the sweat rolling off his muscles. 

“But,” Andre explained, gripping Holly's shoulders and kissing her on the neck, “we both wanted him to make it up to you a little more. And we decided the best way to do that was to show you how much we like a girl with some meat on her bones.”

Rick smiled, stroking his cock slow. “What do you say, Holly? Give me another chance?”

Eyes wide, pussy clenching with need, Holly nodded slowly. “Oh yeah,” she moaned. “I’ll give you another chance right now.”

Andre turned her around and kissed her then, pulling roughly at her blouse. Everything ripped off easily, her expensive blouse, her designer skirt. Soon all her clothes were in tatters on the floor, even her bra and panties. She didn’t care at all.

Then, Rick grabbed her from the other side and kissed her hard, his tongue hard into her mouth. His hands groped and tugged at her big tits, kneading them with strong, dense fingers. Both of them felt so warm and snug against her voluptuous offerings.

“You see,” Andre said into her ear. “Thicker girls...they can be used as rough as we like. And we do like to use ‘em rough. What do you think, sweetheart?”

Rick's hand reached up onto her pussy, squeezing, his fingers dipping into her folds. Andre's hand met Rick's from the other way around, both of them holding on to her middle like a handle.

Holly’s mind was positively melting. “Yes, please!” she gasped, her breasts heaving. “Please.”

“You want us to use you together?” Rick breathed into her other ear. “Fuck you at the same time, like the hot fucktoy you are?”

She nodded rapidly, hot greedy tongue sliding around her lips, dripping down flecks of eager saliva. “Uh huh!” 

Together, they pushed her down onto all fours. Her sexy body faced toward Rick; her rear positioned at Andre. Andre's cock was totally bare. He wasn't wearing protection at all. He let that fact slide over Holly's body as he circled her pussy entrance with his naked meat. 

Oh fuck, thought Holly. He could get me pregnant! 

She knew she was definitely well within her window...and she hadn't bothered taking birth control for a long time now. 

Rick slapped her face with his cock. “You like that, Holly? You like being used like my little fucktoy?”

Oh god, she did, she did! She loved it so fucking much! There was nothing like being used and owned by a man...nothing, except of course, being used by two men!

Holding her hair tight, Rick jammed her face full of his cock. From behind, Andre pistoned into her hot pussy, holding her thick behind hard. His fingers kneaded into the ample flesh of her butt, clearly loving how much there was to squeeze and hold with his rough man hands. 

Their hands came together at her waist, sliding over each other. They were so glad for the other’s strength—so happy to have another man to share all this woman with.

When Rick pushed, Holly did her best to push back—even as Andre pushed as well. And when Andre thrust forward, she squeezed her cunt walls tight, hoping to provide him with a hot, tight escape into her pussy.

She could feel both of them tightening, tensing, their muscles working together like a machine made to fuck and fill her. Andre spurted suddenly, letting out a hot gushing release of hot cum right into her unprotected cunt. At the same time, Rick moaned, his grip tightening on Holly's face, and shot his sweet, manly load right down her throat. 

Holly just couldn't hold back anymore. She came too—sudden and furious, her bliss matching every molecule of cum with ten megatons of pleasure.

Her orgasm shook through her body like she was a palm tree and it a hurricane. Swept away into the winds of this pleasure and absolutely soaked from the men filling her up, nothing was on her mind but rapture. Rick pulled out of her mouth and sprayed her face, marking her as his. Or at least, partly his.

Covered in Rick’s hot jizz, filled with Andre’s amazing spunk, she wrapped her arms around both men and guided them down on the ground, placing their faces into her big breasts. Their foreheads nuzzled together. There they all dozed, each so happy with the other. 

And just before dozing off for a few hours, before she took Andre and Rick home with her for even more three way fucking, she thought: what a nice day at the office.

# # #
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Lucy Learns Her Lesson
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A little over six months ago, I was doing a little shopping at the Big Peaks mall, shamelessly taking advantage of Galen—the store clerk at the designer clothing store who was, completely justifiably, one hundred percent in love with everything about my gorgeous, endlessly sexy eighteen year-old body.

“How does this look on me, do you think?”

Galen gaped at me, trying to form some semblance of a coherent response. 

It was a silly question, of course, asking how those skintight knee-high brown leather boots looked on my hot, young teenage legs. It was a silly question, just like asking how my sexy, tiny, tight pleated blue denim skirt looked with the way it molded over my hot ass, or how my pink tank top looked on top of my perky, full eighteen year-old 36DD titties. 

They’re silly questions, of course, because I knew the answers—fabulous. Perfect. Wonderful. Stupendous. Amazing. All of the above.

They’re all silly questions, but I asked them anyway. It was fun to make the store clerk stare, straining with his clear erection pressing against his khakis, stuttering out an answer. 

“J-j-just wonderful, Lucy. Stupendous. Amazing. Perfect.” He was practically drooling.

You see? I told you.

I posed in front of the mirror, lifting up the thick mass of my dark, effortlessly sexy hair. I blew a kiss, and then wink, my blue eyes sparkling. Tall, busty, and brunette, I could have been a model if I wanted—if it wasn’t so easy for a babe like me not to have a job at all, that is. When guys just give you stuff for being hot, why even try to work? My Uncle Michael especially gave me more stuff and money than anybody—and he practically owned the town.

“Oh, lovely,” I said, stepping away from the mirror. “You’ll put my old pair of shoes in the bag with the rest of my goodies?”

“Of course, Lucy.” He rushed off to do as I said.

Whenever Galen was on duty in the store by himself, I made sure to swing by and give him a visit. He closed down the shop for me, turning away anyone else who wanted to buy something. His love for me, he said often, was perfect and eternal. He’d wait for me for as long as I needed.

As far as I was concerned, that would be forever and ever. He didn’t seem to mind that much when I laughed in his face—several times, over and over—whenever he asked me out or wondered when we would be together. It was sort of tough to build up any respect for such a pushover.

At the front of the store, he handed me my bag, eyes wide and staring down my cleavage. I could tell, already, that he was planning on how to jack off to my image later on—probably right after I left. I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy the thought of a man being so helpless before my beauty.

“Thanks so much, sweetie,” I purred. “You’ve really been a big help.”

“Yeah, um, Lucy? So, I know like, it goes on the tab? But my manager, he’s been a-asking these questions, and like—”

“Oh, sweetie.” I waved a hand, taking the bag and stepping away. “I’m a little short on cash right now. You can take care of all that for me, can’t you?”

“I-I can?”

“Of course you can. You’re so smart. You could get rid of those records...or even pay the bill yourself!”

“There’s...there’s over a thousand dollars of merchandise, Lucy, in that bag...and all the other bags totals up to like...s-so much.”

“Gosh, does it? You’re so nice to pay it for me.”

I slipped my hand onto his shoulder, putting my big breasts extraordinarily close to his face. I knew he was inhaling my sweet, sultry scent. He could probably draw my lips, so sexy and plump, from memory at that point.

“I’d owe you big time if you took care of that, sweetie.”

“Yeah,” he said, staring down my cleavage. I giggle, just to give him a little more to look at. My titflesh bounces rhythmically in front of his face. “Yeah, okay. Okay. Sure, Lucy. I can...I can handle it.”

“I knew you could, sweetie. Bye now!”

And just like that, I strutted out of the store with a bag full of free merchandise in my hands. 

What. A. Loser.

I was, and probably am still, without a doubt, the hottest babe in town. Being eighteen only makes me the hotter. There's something magical about an incredibly hot young babe who knows just how hot he is. 

Men really do fall all over themselves to see me smile—and I’ve got a killer smile. I practiced for ages in front of the mirror, making it just the right combination of sultry, sweet, and promising. If they would just do this one little thing for me, I’d make all their dreams come true.

I really couldn’t help but feel like I was the Queen of the world, totally untouchable. And I knew, unequivocally, that there wasn’t anything in my town or my life that wasn’t going to go my way.

Not ever. 

As it turns out, that thought was maybe a little over-indulgent.

* * * * *
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THAT DAY, I CAME HOME to my fabulously large house, exiting out of my fun red sports car and crossing over the enormous emerald green lawn, to find my Uncle Michael home already, waiting for me in the den. 

This was a bit unusual—he was often never home in the middle of the day, not even on a Saturday, like it was that day. He was, and is, incredibly wealthy, and had to (as he reminded me so often) work every single day to create and maintain that wealth.

It didn’t just come from thin air, after all. This is what he said to me, all the time, due to my flippancy with his money.

As far as I was concerned, though, flippancy and wealth went together. I was a superhot eighteen year-old goddess. Why wouldn’t I be flippant with wealth? It was totally fucking hot and fun to buy an amazing four-figure outfit and then only wear it once before tossing it in the trash, and he could completely afford it, so why not?

He had started working very young, buying an aging factory that put together shoes or boots or jeans or something. Over time, he had entirely refitted to produce computer parts—complicated technology that could be used in smartphones and GPS units and so on. The wealth flowing out from this allowed him to start buying up the whole town, just because he could. All the money a person spent in the area went back to him eventually, one way or the other—whether through rent, commerce, or the bank.

So yeah, obviously, the whole house was my Uncle Michael’s. I had started to live with him a few years before, after my mother and stepfather both got locked up for participating in an elaborate insurance fraud scam. I still see them once a month or so, on separate visits—the male prisoners all call my name, some of them jerking off openly as they watch me arrive. I’d be lying if I said that didn’t turn me on—knowing I inspire such a reaction in men who are helpless to do anything about it. That's how I felt about most men.

Anyway, living with Uncle Michael had been a breeze. He let me get away with whatever I want. He’s my stepfather’s brother—the smarter brother, apparently—and was just as completely in lust with me as the rest of the world. He was, I was sure, totally wrapped around my pinky finger.

Sitting in the chair—his back straight, his legs crossed—it was easy to get a good look at him. He was a large man in his late forties, tall and naturally bulky, with a thick head of dark hair. That day, he had a five o’clock shadow creeping around the edges of his jaw and chin. He had on a navy suit, tailored just-so to fit snug on his form, and a white shirt that had been unbuttoned near the top. His tie was on the floor next to him.

“Have a seat, Lucy,” he said, waving his hand at the ottoman in front of him.

I raised an eyebrow, not really believing him. “Is there not a chair for me?”

“Chairs are for adults. You want to act like a child. You get a child’s seat. Sit down.”

I wasn't really sure where this attitude was coming from. Usually, he was completely sweet with me.

“I’ll stand, thanks.”

“Sit down, or you will never see another cent from me for as long as you live.”

His voice had a steely edge to it. I knew, right away, that for whatever reason, he wasn’t kidding. I had never seen this side of him before.

“Geez, fine.”

Sullenly, I sat down in front of him, keeping my knees together. My brand new boots were only inches away from his legs—I could see him examining the sweet flesh of my young thighs, the supple curves of my breasts and hips. Trying to curry his favor, I started playing with the long, soft strands of my hair, drifting my dainty hand over the line of my cleavage. Just as I wanted, his gaze followed my hand.

I got a warm thrill from making him watch me how I wanted him to.

“Is there like, something wrong?” I asked, trying to use my best, big-eyed innocent voice.

“Don’t play the fool with me, girl. You know exactly what the problem is.”

“I do?”

“Of course you do. For months now, you’ve been stealing merchandise from stores all over this town. All over my town. You've been gathering up speeding tickets like Halloween candy, and you seduced your way to straight As at high school. You wouldn't have even graduated if you hadn't allowed the principal to jerk off on your heels.”

That was all true. But even so, “seducing” my way to the top implied I slept with people. There's a big difference between sex and letting a hopelessly turned on man jerk off right in front of me. I was still a virgin. I loved my virginity. I was only going to give it up to someone who could really take care of me.

Uncle Michael's accusations, true or not, weren't something I hadn’t really expected, to be honest. How had he found out?

I shrugged, still playing with my hair, still trying to maintain innocence. “I don’t know what you mean, Uncle Michael.”

“I pay you an allowance. A generous allowance. What do you waste it on that you have to go around slutting it up with store clerks and getting them to lie for you?”

Truth be told, his allowance was more than generous. Usually I just spent it on buying stuff for my friends, or tucked it away in my savings account. Why not? I had a surplus of currency just in my body alone.

“I don’t know what you mean, Uncle Michael.”

He leaned forward and slapped me then, casually, like he was closing a door. Then he pointed his finger at me, closing the rest of his fist.

“Do not lie to me again, you silly little strumpet. Do you think no one’s noticed you doing these things? Do you think you’re somehow immune to the laws of the world? When you fuck up, people come to me to complain, because you're too much of a terror to deal with.”

Truth be told, the slap did not hurt much. It had been light, barely enough to redden my cheek. I think he did it to capture my attention, to let me know he wasn’t screwing around. It worked.

“I...I don’t know...”

I could sense that if I tread wrongly, my world would easily begin to collapse around me. I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself.

“I’m just...I don’t know. I’m super hot. I get what I want. That’s the way the world should be.”

Saying it out loud like that—my secret view of the world—in front of him, made me feel incredibly silly.

He frowned leaning forward. “That’s what you think, is it? That’s how the world works, according to you?”

I toss my hair back, pushing up my chest. “You haven’t stopped looking at me since I moved in here. You haven't stopped looking at my legs, my tits, for this entire conversation. And you’ve let me do whatever I want, a-and given me whatever I want too! So maybe it is!”

He smiled, leaning forward. He put his hand on my knee. I brushed it off, disgusted...and he put it back, higher this time. On my thigh. Gripping there. He wasn’t going to move his grip, not anymore. It was a knowing grip—a grip filled with all his pent-up lust over the last long while.

“I’ve put up with all of this so far, Lucy, because you are, as you’ve noted, incredibly attractive. But it’s time for you to pay the piper.”

My breaths had become very short, very fast. My body was heating up. What did he mean?

“Outside, I’ve arranged for two policemen to be waiting for you. Should you try to leave this house, in any direction, you will be picked up, and you will pay your debt to society.”

“Y-you...you can’t do th-that...”

“Of course I can. I own this town, Lucy. You know that. You took advantage of that, throwing my name around like you have. I own the cops. I own the judges. I own half the stores and I control everybody’s money. This is my town. And you...you’re mine too.”

The cold, hard reality that his words presented contrasted sharply with the heat I was feeling pouring off his body. And maybe...maybe mine too. Maybe I was already thinking that he was in control of me. And maybe...maybe I thought that was sort of sexy, somehow.

“So here’s what’s going to happen. Dress up for me, Lucy. You’ve spent all this money of mine on all these different outfits—”

I started to protest. “I didn’t know you were paying—”

Casually, he slapped me again. Again, it hurt my pride more than my face...but it did hurt. Just a little. Even to make me focus on him.

“You should have figured it out, then. I will not have a fool in this house. Now, you’ve spent all this money of mine. I think I deserve to see what all the fuss is about. So go upstairs, and get dressed.”

I was confused, still. “In anything?”

“No, of course not. I want you to dress in the sexiest, hottest outfit you have. You want to act like a slut? I’m going to treat you like a slut, my little niece. I want you to dress,” his grip on my leg hardened, his knuckles white, “like you’ve got a hot date. With me. And don't bother wearing any underwear.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


THIRTY MINUTES LATER, I came down the stairs, balancing perfectly on my five-inch stiletto heels. The boots I had on earlier were plenty sexy, but I was afraid that if I wore the same pair, he would accuse me of not trying hard enough.

So these boots were midnight black and wrapped all the way up to the midpoint of my amazing thighs, with shiny, sexy metal buckles on the sides.

A tight, low-cut cleavage-baring red minidress was practically painted on to my hot teen form. My long brunette hair fell in perfect, hot waves, framing my gorgeous face. From behind, it was easy to see how the dress was backless, even with my mass of perfect hair, revealing my sexy ass-cleavage and the amazingly toned muscles of my back. The dress only came down six inches past my hips, allowing maybe another four inches before my tall, tall boots took over on my thighs.  

Just as he ordered, I had on no underwear whatsoever—no bra, and no panties.

For a little extra touch, I put on a pair of silk, black, elbow-length gloves. I knew that gloves turned men on—seeing a hot babe decorating every part of herself for no good reason except to get a reaction. 

A short gray fox fur jacket finalized the look, soft and alluring, making me look just like some luxury escort. That jacket had set me back nearly five figures. Or it would have, I guess, if I had been made to pay for it at the time. 

I was going to pay for it now, though.

There was no way, I hoped, that Uncle Michael would think I was trying to phone it in. And, I hoped also, that there was no way he’d think to make me do anything I didn’t want to.

After all, a man who saw me dressed in my absolute sexiest outfit was basically doomed to do my bidding, right?

Right?

That was my plan, after all. I had less sexy outfits I could have worn, and he wouldn’t have known the difference. Certainly any outfit I put on for him would have been the sexiest outfit possible, in his mind. 

I didn’t care that he was my uncle. To a super babe like me, he was just another man to conquer. And the way my tits were displayed, the manner in which my entire body was advertised as being a vehicle made purely for sex, assured me that I was going to win this night. I won every night. I was a gorgeous teenager queen, and I got everything I wanted.

Except, when I walked into the expansive dining room and presented myself, his gaze wasn’t jaw-dropped, his eyes weren’t wide, his forehead wasn’t sweating. Leaning back against the table with his arms crossed, he simply raised an eyebrow—slightly—and shrugged.

“That’ll do,” he said.

Of course, that drove me wild with anger. That’ll do? That’ll do? 

That’s what you say to a bowl of cereal for breakfast when you were expecting french toast. That is not what I was to be referred to at any time or place.

He clearly sensed my anger, and was amused by it.

The dining room table was large and oak, carved several hundred years ago by some medieval artisan. He paid a small fortune for it all by itself. Above the table hung an impressive crystal chandelier with over five hundred individual lights. He pulled out his chair and sat down.

“All right, girl,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Give me a walk.”

“A what?”

“A walk. Walk toward me. Like you’re on a date.”

Fine, then. I’d walk to him like he said, and he wouldn’t even know what to do with his boner. Tossing my long hair back, I strutted toward him, smiling sultrily. Then I struck a pose, sending out my long leg for him to admire. For my Uncle to admire.

“Hmm,” he said, tapping his chin. “I’d have hoped you’d learn a little better form by now.”

This was...this was infuriating! There was no pleasing him! My perfect face, aghast, must have transmitted my rage, but he didn't seem to care.

“I want you to apologize.”

“W-what?”

“Apologize. For not being better at what you’re supposed to do.”

“I-I-I...”

“Or, if you’d prefer, I can call in the police officers waiting outside.” He pulled out the phone from his jacket. “Would you like that, niece?”

I looked down, not meeting his gaze. “No.”

“Well then,” his voice was almost gleeful now. “I’m waiting.”

“I’m sorry.” I said it briefly, almost under my breath.

“What was that? Speak up.”

I held in a roar, wanting to tell him where to stick his apology.

“I’m sorry,” I said loudly.

“For what? I’m not sure I believe you. You'll have to be specific, little girl.”

Taking in a deep breath, I tried to keep my delicate composure. My tits, so big and round, seemed as though they might pop out of my tiny dress.

“I’m sorry I wasn’t better at doing...what I was supposed to do. I’m sorry I didn’t have a better walk.” I tossed back my hair, forcing a smile. “I’ll practice it, just for you.”

“Yes,” he said, nodding sagely. “You definitely will. I’ll make sure of that. In some higher heels, too. A slut like you belongs in some actual heels, not those little things.”

Gritting my teeth, I managed somehow to not yell at him and insist that my heels were completely tall and totally showed off my legs and ass perfectly. 

“Now,” he leaned back and crossed his hands behind his head. “Serve me dinner.”

“What?”

“Go on. You’re lucky I didn’t make you make it.” He laughed for a moment. “Or perhaps I’m lucky. I don’t think you know how to even open a bottle of water by yourself, much less cook a meal. But from now on, you’ll learn. For right now, however, you need only serve it. It’s in the kitchen.”

Obediently, if begrudgingly, I walked into the kitchen. 

Our cook, Maria, looked at me with a bright smile on her face. Clearly, she knew what was going on, and did not seem to have any problem with my Uncle corralling me for his personal sex fantasy. I noticed for the first time—and who knew if it had been there before or not—the studded collar around her neck. She was a tiny, busty woman with short red hair. Her apron did little to hide the expansive lines of her impressive tits. Her platform heels were taller than my own—much taller.

I didn’t know it at the time, but Uncle Michael had been fucking and dominating Maria regularly. She was a sub he had found on the internet and then ordered her to learn how to cook. She agreed happily, and he paid her way from then on. Someday, maybe even someday soon, he'll get tired of her and drop her—and she'll just thank him for the pleasure of his cock while he gave it to her. She's that kind of woman.

“You look so pretty for the Sir,” she cooed. “You will do as he says like a good niece, yes?” 

“I suppose I'll have to.”

“Oh dear,” she tsked. “It's so much more fun when you want to, though!”

She picked up the silver tray of food—a plate with a steak, salad, and a delicious-smelling vegetable soup—and handed it to me. I struggled to hold on to it, my heels so precarious.

Somehow, I made it back into the room with Uncle Michael without spilling anything. I laid out the tray in front of him, smiling prettily.

“Here you are, Sir,” I cooed.

“Good,” he said, looking over the meal. “Good girl.”

He slapped my ass then, hard. And then his hand slid up inside of my dress, gripping my ass cheek hard.

“Un-Uncle Michael!” I cried out.

“What?”

He acted like nothing at all was peculiar in what he was doing.

“I...I-um...”

“Do you not like this? Being treated like the whore you are? Do you not like that I know what a slut my niece is?”

“I...I...I like it very much,” I said, struggling.

Oh god, his fingers dug into my tight, eighteen year-old flesh so firmly. He was owning my ass, just like I could tell that he wanted to own all of me.

“Good girl. Good little niece.” Mercifully, he loosened his grip—but not before leaving little bruises where his grip had dug in. “Now, get on your knees.”

My mouth hung open. “Get on my what?”

“Your knees. Those sexy little things joining your sweet thighs and your boot-clad calves, there. Get on them.”

“Why?”

“Because I say so, you little brat.” 

He grabbed my glove-clad wrist, pulling my gorgeous face down to his. Before I could say or do anything, he had pulled me in for a rough, hard kiss, practically bruising my lips with his. His tongue thrust inside of my mouth, violating me, his niece! 

When finally he let me pull away, his teeth dragged against my tongue, my lips. I was left breathless. Breathing hard, he pushed his face up the sexy line of my chin, dragging his teeth as he went until he had put his mouth against my ear. 

His hand moved off my gloved hand and up to the collar of my expensive fur...and then around my throat. He gripped me there, hard. My knees buckled in terror and—surprisingly—arousal. It was like I already knew that a cunt's place, even a niece cunt's, was on her knees in front of a strong man.

“Now listen, whore. I’ve had just about enough of your backtalk. If you question me, or disobey me, or do anything close to those things again, I will throw you to the police. You’ll be theirs. And I assure you, dressed how you are, they may just forget their manners for a while before charging you with grand larceny.”

That thought filled my mind for a minute. All those policemen, using me like their cumrag. Their personal fucktoy, before tossing me into prison where I’d get used by whatever foul elements filled those places. 

I couldn't stand such a thought. I only wanted one man to have me. A romantic notion, I know...but true for me. I supposed, at the time, that I could just pretend that one man I wanted was Uncle Michael, at least.

“Okay,” I said. “I mean, yes, Sir. I’ll do like you say.”

And so I dropped to my knees, looking at him with open, willing eyes. Broken. Tamed.

“You’ll obey,” he said.

I nodded. “I’ll obey, Sir.”

“Get down between my knees.” 

Shuffling over, I placed my gloved hands on his knees. The fur of my coat pressed against his thighs. I already sensed what was coming—or I thought I did. But he had so much more in store for me than I thought. 

I was completely underneath the table now.

“Take it out.”

Shuddering and taking a deep breath, I pulled his zipper down. I had to gasp at the monster he kept behind it.

“What do you think?”

His cock was enormous. Hard, already. It was, despite all my seductions around town, the very first cock I had ever seen up this close.

“It’s very...big. So big.”

That seemed to please him. The big meaty head pulsed forward, pushing against my cheek. I could hear him moving his fork and knife around, digging into the meal he had in front of him.

“Have a taste. Lick it.”

Holding the massive shaft with one hand, I slid my tongue over the head. It was...salty. Hardening, still, but so hard already.

“Suck it now.”

Tentatively, I pursed my lips and began to push them over the head of my Uncle's cock. More and more and more of it went down my throat. I made sure to use my lips, crafting a perfect “O” with them. My tongue slid up and down the shaft. I had to do it right, I had to make sure he enjoyed it, or else who knew what awful things he would do to me?

“That's good,” he moaned, obviously with food in his mouth. “Good girl. Good niece. What a good slut you'll make for me.”

I heard the silverware clatter, and one of his hands drifted underneath the table with me. Forcefully, he put his hand on top of my head, shoving my young mouth against his throbbing meat. Harder and harder, he pushed me out and shoved me back down. Using me. Abusing me.

“I’m gonna shoot my load,” he breathed loudly. “Right down your pretty little niece throat.”

I moaned in response. I think he liked that, because his thrusts increased. Harder and harder. In response, I just moaned more and more. He was using me like I was some common whore. I had thought I was a queen, a goddess, but when it came to my Uncle Michael, I was just a toy. Just a hole to be filled.

And just like that, he came down my throat, holding my head against his cock so I couldn’t pull away. I think it turned him on that I was fighting—so just to spite him, I did my best to enjoy it. My pussy was hot and wet, juices running down my legs. 

He pushed me off his cock—and I thought that was it—but he sprayed one more long load into my face, covering me with his white, hot jizz. Coughing, I wiped it off—and swallowed much of it voluntarily. I figured I had already taken quite a lot of it in me already. Still, long strands could be seen drying on my expensive coat and gloves.

“Come on out from there,” he ordered me.

“Yes, Sir.”

I climbed out from underneath the table, still kneeling.

“Stand up,” he said, holding me by the chin. 

He wiped off some of the cum still on my face and pushed it down my throat. Obediently, I swallowed. I didn’t really have a choice anymore. We both knew that.

Wiping his own face with a napkin, clearing some of the juices from the steak, he stood up.

“Turn around,” he ordered me.

I did as he commanded, facing away from him. Almost instantly, I felt his fingers sliding between my legs, pushing into the hot folds of my pussy. My dress was nowhere near long enough to stand in his way.

“Wet already, I see.” I couldn’t see him, but I knew he was smiling. “A whore after all, eh?”

“Yes, Uncle Michael.”

I didn’t agree with that—I didn’t!—but what choice did I have but to agree at that point?

“Bend over.”

Shuddering with burgeoning lust as he continued to finger my pussy, I craned my neck around to see his monster cock fully erect.

“Are you...are you hard again already?”

His cock stood at full attention behind me. I could hardly believe it. I didn't know that much about sex, but I knew that older guys like him couldn't get it up so quickly! Except...except he had.

“I am. You’ll get used to that, my dear. When it comes to your sweet little ass, I’ve got a lot of staying power. Now, bend over like a good little slut.”

I must not have complied as immediately as he would have liked, so he pushed my face down onto the table, banging my forehead slightly. 

“A good niece obeys her Uncle right away,” he growled fiercely.

“Yes, Uncle Michael!”

Now doing as he commanded, whether I liked it or not, I was bent over at the waist, my palms down on the table.

But he was having none of that. He gripped one gloved wrist, and then the other. He brought them up behind my back, twisting both my arms until he clamped down on both wrists with one hand. 

I was totally in his control. 

Without any further ceremony, he entered me. His enormous, fat, veiny cock pushed inside of my hot young teen twat, filling me up like nothing I had ever felt before.

“Virgin, huh?”

“Yes, Uncle Michael!”

“So you’re my whore, then.”

That much was true. I couldn’t deny it. I’d do whatever he told me so long as I got to keep my station with him—which included a lot of easy cash.

“Yes, Uncle Michael,” I said, trying to add a sultry tone to my voice. “I’m your whore. Your whore niece.”

That made him fuck me the harder.

“You fucking slut. You love being my slut, don’t you?”

“I’m your slut,” I moaned. “I'm your niece slut!”

He spanked my ass hard. My big tits bounced up and down on the table beneath me.

“Say it! Say you love being my good little slut!”

“I’m your good little slut!”

My dress had slipped down at this point, barely covering my body at all. He picked my arms up higher, twisting them further, and pain shot through my body even as the pleasure of his fucking rocked inside of me.

“You’ll obey me!”

“I’ll obey you, Uncle Michael!”

Oh god, anything he said! His big meat filled me so well! I didn't know anything could fill me like that, ever. He continued to spank me with his free hand as he plowed into my hot teen cunt.

“You’ll do as I say!”

“I’ll do whatever you say, Uncle Michael!”

Yes, yes! Fuck yes! I loved his cock inside of me, pumping so fucking hard. His breaths became harder, faster, as he pumped into my cunt more and more.

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned.

Doubt and fear rushed through me. I wasn't on birth control! He had to cum on me, not in me.

“Pull out!” I cried. “Oh my god, please! I'm not on the pill!”

“No,” he growled in my ear. “I’m not going to pull out. Not anymore. Not for you. I own you, and your cunt.”

Fear, total and encapsulating, filled my heart. He was going to cum in my belly! No! No way! Please no!

But he did. 

And immediately, it felt so, soooo good. His hot, gooey white warm seed filling up inside of me. The second that the warmth entered my body, I knew that this is what I was for. I knew that taking my Uncle’s seed was the right thing for me to do.

Surprising him, and surprising even myself, I shuddered with orgasm, mewling out how sounds of thanks.

“Thank you,” I cried, biting one thick, perfect lower lip as the bliss rushed through my body. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you, Uncle Michael.”

Finally he had let go of my hands. I almost wished he wouldn't have—that he would leave me bound and under his firm grip forever. 

He smiled and stroked my hair. “You’re welcome, good girl.”

I came to him just a teenage babe, a girl with big thoughts about herself. But he turned me into a real woman.

* * * * *
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NOW, I’M SIX MONTHS pregnant. Uncle Michael was so right to fill me up the way he did. 

He takes care of me now, and I do right by him, like a good girl should. I’m his special personal whore. He’s fucked me so many times now, I think his big Uncle cock has ruined me for anyone else.

He’s calling me now. I’ve got this big baby bump, and it’s so hard to get around with it. He gave me twins, his fucking cum is so potent and hot. Still though, I try to wear sexy dresses and high heels, showing off my hot, womanly figure. Whenever he lets me out around town to be his trophy, I make sure to laugh in the face of any guy that thinks to ask me out or talk to me.

So I'm a hot bitch still, sure, but I'm his hot bitch. I've learned my lesson.

# # #
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Putting Paige In Her Place
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Warmth and bliss washed over the eighteen year-old Paige. She had never been happier, staring up at the studly Michael. He was so big, so chiseled and strong. And all of him—all of his amazing, hot, white gift had just been sprayed all over her. And then...

Then. The door to the bedroom banged open.

“Just what do you think you’re doing?” cried Diana, seeing the explicit display Paige had been transformed into.

Paige, trying to gulp, stared in terror at the woman who had burst into the master bedroom. Diana was the hot young wife of Michael, the stud who had just finished fucking Paige’s face and throat. There was absolutely no disguising the fact that Michael had, in fact, just finished all over Paige’s face. The goo dripped down her cheeks, her lips, and even in her fear from suddenly seeing Diana enter the room, the hot young teenage beauty could not help but lick her lips and slide the hot seed into her mouth. 

It just tasted so good. So much better than she ever could have dreamt of—and she had dreamed of tasting it often.

Michael, resplendent and studly, was the father of Paige’s best friend, Becky. The busty, slender, brunette Diana was Becky’s stepmother—though really they were more like sisters, since Becky was only about twenty-six, while Michael was in his forties. 

Paige felt like she had been living the dream—finally being the one to fuck Becky’s hot dad! All the girls at school talked about what a stud he was. 

And now that dream had turned into a nightmare with Diana arriving, a scornful look on her face as she approached. 

Paige couldn’t help but wonder how all this had gotten so out of hand.

* * * * *
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ONLY AN AN HOUR AND a half earlier, the night was cool, and Paige was filled with imminent terror about her situation at home. 

She stood in front of Becky's house, frantically knocking on the door.

It was late on a Wednesday night—a school night. It was past ten, as a matter of fact. She should be home, studying for her history test tomorrow. 

But she hadn't been able to study at all that night after her mother dropped the bomb on her earlier in the day—no, she had to talk to Becky. There was too much going on to concentrate without a good heart-to-heart first

Paige just simply couldn’t believe her mother’s actions. To ask that jerk Dan back in their lives, just like that! To get involved with that utter creep again! God! The nerve!

Fuming as she was, she couldn’t possibly keep her thoughts inside herself, and she needed Becky as a sounding board.

Becky was Paige's best friend. The two of them had been intertwined together like wires behind a television since they were each in kindergarten. They were both eighteen now, and had lots of the same classes and were on the tennis team together at their high school.

Neither of them were much good at tennis, of course. Paige only played because Becky did, and Becky played to keep herself in shape and stay tanned. Paige stayed in shape and tanned also, of course.

All in all, Paige was a fine looking young woman. She had long straight dark hair, perfect 36C breasts, an astonishingly well-developed hourglass figure, and a heart-shaped face that was the product of fine Scandinavian and German genetics, complete with plush lips, high cheekbones, and sexy blue eyes. Without a doubt, she was a looker—but she was saving herself for someone really special.

Her figure had only really kicked in within the last year, after a sudden growth spurt, and so she had never even been asked out that much. Of course, she caught guys at school looking at her, wanting her. She would have been lying if she said she didn't enjoy it just a bit. But, boys at school always seemed so immature, so obsessed with themselves, so unable to do anything but view Paige as some hottie to put on a pedestal and parade around.

In her dreams, if she had to be honest, she wanted an older man. Someone to guide her through the process—to teach her how to be a hot, perfect lover in the way that her body promised. Paige knew she was sexy—but she just didn't know yet how to really put it all together. 

Impatiently, almost desperately, she knocked on the door again. It was rather cool outside, after all, and all she was wearing was a thin white t-shirt and short-short denim shorts. Her platform sandals clomped on the wood of the porch as she shuffled and tried to keep warm.

To Paige's surprise, Becky’s father, Michael, answered the door. He was sweating—wearing gym shorts and a tight white t-shirt. Clearly, he had been working out. His tight, remarkable muscles were bulging, hot veins popping in a rather eye-pleasing manner. His gym shorts were rather short, and she could see the defined nature of his tanned thighs, and how alluringly hairy they were. And there, between his legs...was a definite bulge. A really, really big bulge.

Paige was surprised to see him. She almost never talked with Michael one-on-one.

It was difficult to say with exactitude why she found Michael so attractive—though only because there were only so many possible areas of interest. 

Was it the hard, chiseled nature of his runner’s body? Was it the rugged, bearded jawline that was peppered with a sexy amount of gray? Was it the ice blue eyes, or the deep voice, or the thick strong hands, or his manly swath of chest hair...the list went on. 

He was a hunk. Paige wanted him. End of discussion.

Lots of times Paige had spoken privately with Diana—Michael’s beautifully busty young wife—to the point where the two of them were great friends. Paige felt almost as close to the vivacious Diana as she did to Becky, as a matter of fact. 

Becky’s mother—Michael’s first wife—had died some time ago, and Michael remarried the voluptuous brunette Diana only a few years back. Diana always had a smile on her face, and Paige was always hearing stories from Becky about the fun little gifts she brought home every other week for the family—things like stuffed animals and little thank-you cards for everyday occurrences like taking care of chores. Her zest for life had seemed to reinvigorate Michael, who had been falling into something of a depression from grief.

Paige had read in the past that when a man married a younger woman and had a daughter who was in her late teens, that some conflict was inevitable. Diana and Becky had been no exception. For the first several months of the new marriage, Becky had constantly called Paige, confiding in her about how much she hated her wicked new stepmother.

But then, with time and a few well-placed vacations, their relationship turned around. The girls both realized that they both loved Michael, and that the best way to make him happy, truly, was just to get along. 

It worked out well for Paige—after Becky and Diana made up, Diana had become Paige's fast friend and mentor, and had gotten her a job as an intern at the local hospital where Diana worked as a night administrator. Paige was always happy for the new bits to add to her resume. College was just around the corner.

Lately, Diana had been propositioning her for dinner to “discuss her future,” whatever that meant. Paige assumed Diana just cared about her, which was really sweet. 

Paige knew Diana had a lot on her mind—she and Michael had been unsuccessful so far in trying for a child, and it was really important to them to make it happen. Diana had been so sweet and open, confiding that to Paige—it made Paige feel important that Diana trusted her like that.

But—Michael was in front of her now. He seemed interested in her—waiting patiently to hear her speak.

She tried to keep herself together—her every inclination was to break down and start crying from all the torment built up inside of her, even if it meant being held in those big, hard, sweaty arms of his. 

Or perhaps, especially that. Being held. Being protected. Being made safe by this strong, clearly alpha-esque male who had so much control already over the other two women in his life. 

Paige had, for example, never seen Diana in anything but high heels and leg-baring shorts and dresses. It was a good look for the older woman—she was beautifully leggy—but wasn't wearing them all the time, even when she did yard work and washed the car, a bit much?

Even if it was sort of hot, imagining Michael ordering Diana to do all that.

Shaking her head slightly to break off those licentious thoughts, she asked, “Is Becky here?”

“No.”

As he shook his head, long drops of sweat slid off from his brow and rolled down the front of his tight white t-shirt. It was easy to make out the bulging definition of his pecs and shoulders from beneath the damp surface of the cloth.

“Oh, it’s just...I just really needed to talk with her, is all.”

He nodded. “Did you call?”

“Yes. Her phone was off, though.”

He nodded again, making a sympathetic face. “Her boss makes her turn it off now.”

“Oh. I didn't know she was at work.” Becky worked at a movie theater. “I’m sorry.” 

She didn’t know why she was apologizing. It felt like someone should apologize for interfering with Michael’s business. 

He was so dark and serious all the time. It was a big turn-on.

“Um, is Diana here, then?” Paige asked hopefully.

He shook his head once more. “Nope. She’s at work too. She’ll be home in an hour or two, I think.”

“Oh,” Paige nodded. “All right, then. I guess I better go.”

She turned away from the door, but, sudden and strong, he gripped her arm. Paige’s breath caught, her pulse quickened.

Michael, touching her. Oh god.

Paige wasn’t a slut by any means, but she did play with herself early and often. Her own pleasure center—her pussy’s hot, tight folds and her sexy, sweet mound of a clit—were no mystery to her. She had developed quite an imagination when it came to fantasizing, and constantly took stock from her day, trying to tally up items to include as she dreamed up hotter and hotter scenarios.

And so she already knew that feeling—his iron-hard fingers on her athletic arm—that would be a feeling to follow her straight into the next several weeks’ worth of fantasies.

“Hold on a minute. You seem upset.” His handsome face carried legitimate concern. “You want to come inside?”

“No...no.”

She shook her head. Of course she did want to come inside. All any girl she knew—besides Becky of course—wanted to do was come inside and spend some alone time with Michael. But she couldn’t just go in like that. What if word got out? The neighborhood had dozens of eyes, all the time.

“Come on in,” he said. “I’m putting a smoothie together. I’ll make you one too.”

Gulping, she followed him in. Her pussy felt hot already—and exposed. Alone, with a man like him, it was difficult not to think of how easy it would be for him to hold her down, to put her in her place, to jam her mouth full of his cock...

Focus, Paige. He’ll think you’re weird, spacing out like that. Focus!

The kitchen was right inside the door, to the right. He chopped fruit at the counter—bananas and strawberries.

“So what’s the problem?”

“Oh it’s just...nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

She leaned up against the door frame of the kitchen, staring lustfully at his well-developed back, gazing longingly at his triceps flexing as he worked the knife.

“Come on,” he dropped some chopped banana in a small bowl next to the cutting board. “Tell me.”

She shifted, tugging at her denim shorts. They were so fucking short. She knew he could see a lot of her legs. Like, way more than what was decent. Her pussy was already sort of hot, just thinking about that.

“It’s sort of embarrassing now. I think I was just making a big deal out of nothing. I don't know. I don't want to bother you.”

He turned to look at her. “I'm not bothered. I promise.”

Finally acquiescing, Paige sighed. “It’s just...my mom’s ex, Dan, is going to be moving back in.”

“And you don’t like him?”

“Not really. He...” she took a breath. Why not tell him? Just let it out, girl. “He would hit on me, sometimes.”

Michael made a troubled sound, putting the rest of the smoothie ingredients in the bowl and walking over toward Paige. He put a hand on the counter, leaning close.

“Is that so?”

“Yeah. He’s kind of a creep.”

Nervously—Michael was so close, and his manly musk so strong!—she pushed a hand through her long dark hair.

“For sure. Nobody should be giving a girl attention she doesn’t want.”

With a smile, he put a hand on her shoulder. 

Unable to help herself, she sobbed a bit.

“Oh god,” she said. “I'm sorry. I didn't mean to...”

“It's all right,” he assured her. “I'd give you a hug, but I'm sort of messy.”

Paige nodded, but bit her lip, wiping away the tears as best she could. “Could...c-could I have a hug anyway? These clothes need washing anyway, and I t-think I could really use one.”

Without answering, he smiled and drew her in. God, his body was so hard, so coated with sexy masculinity. This mixture of fear of Dan moving in and lust for Michael swept her mind away, until she  could barely think straight. Her fingers slid up and down his strong, strong arms, and she let out soft little whimpering moans.

“I just don’t want someone like that living with me.”

“It’s okay,” he said, patting her on the back. “It’s all right. It’s going to be all right.”

His hand rested right above her ass. God, she wanted it to slide down so bad. 

After a while, she calmed down, and they parted. 

“Have you talked with your mother about it?”

“No.”

He made a sort of quizzical face. “Do you think that would help?”

“I don’t know. She really likes him.” 

Michael nodded. “I’m sure she does. But I’m sure she loves you more than she likes him.”

“You’re right.”

She nodded, feeling hopeful. That was definitely true. And it wasn't like her mother hadn't listened—Paige just hadn't bothered to let her know how she felt, that was all.

He walked back over to the blender.

“How about that smoothie?”

“That sounds great,” Paige said, feeling relieved for the first time all day. 

Wow. She didn’t know Michael would be so easy to talk to! He turned the blender on and the ingredients quickly cut into a liquified pink form. In short order, he handed her a tall glass full of delicious fruit smoothie and also held his own. 

She could not help but feel hot and bothered, so much of his musk and scent on her now. Probably she should go home and shower, but she wasn't sure she could ignore the temptation to finger her hot pussy first, being able to smell him so strongly!

“I have to ask...” he began. 

“Yes?” 

Paige sipped at her smoothie. It was delicious.

“Was he overt about it? This Dan character?”

“Overt?”

“Like did he, what? Ask you out on dates? Want to take you away to the beach?”

She laughed. “No. He would say I looked great in skirts, or comment on how my breasts were...I mean, you see them. They’re huge.”

Smiling broadly, he nodded. Guys her own age would blush or try to shrug off such a comment. But with Michael, he just stared down at her tits, openly ogling her. Mmph. She liked his gaze on her.

“I guess you are a very...well-developed girl.”

Paige laughed. “If that’s what you want to call it. I just say I have big tits.”

It was very difficult not to feel so very adult, talking to Michael like this. She felt she could say anything—like he was the male version of Diana, almost. 

“Yes,” he said, nodding and staring. “Big tits. You’ve got big, fat tits, Paige.”

Her pulse quickened. He was smiling, so that she thought he may have been joking, but there was something to the way he was standing so near her. The movements of his breath in and out. She tried to laugh as if he was trying to be funny.

“Are you against older men hitting on you generally, Paige? Or is it just some of them?”

“Um...it's um...” she started to giggle nervously. “I guess I'm not against older guys.”

His grin widened. It was almost predatory now...and Paige knew she was the prey.

“I'm glad to hear it. It’s pretty easy to see why he would want to hit on you.”

“Oh yeah?”

She tossed her silky dark hair back and preened. 

He leaned forward. His voice became very low. “Yes, Paige. It’s very easy to see why someone would find you attractive.”

Something about his voice made her pussy tighten and pulse rhythmically. His scent—again, so sweaty and musky—was overwhelmingly masculine. She felt like such a helpless, easily-fucked babe in front of him. And she could tell, instantly, that being fucked by him would not ever be anything like being fucked from one of the guys at school. She knew that he would be hard, merciless, overwhelming—that he would push her over the edge of what she thought she could ever dare dream to feel. He would teach her to be a good girl, no matter what.

She whimpered, turning over to look at him. Her mouth trembled, so close to his.

“O-o-oh. Okay. I mean...” 

She stood up, so nervous suddenly. She brushed her hair back, coughing and straightening out her shirt. 

“I mean, okay! Thank you! You’re so nice. And I—” she hit the nearby counter, stumbling around the room. “I’m just going to um...I need to—”

She giggled, lungs grasping for air. He kept coming toward her, though, his eyes low. She knew, instinctively, that he could sense her rampant desire and how badly she needed to rush home to give herself a nice hot cum just from being in front of him like this.

His hand squeezed her hip and he pulled her forward. Her hips ground against his. A moan pushed out from her mouth—she could feel how hard he was. More than that, she could feel how big he was. Oh god he was a monster!

With his free hand, he pulled a business card of his off the counter and pushed it into her tiny denim shorts. And not into the pocket—no, he reached down behind the zipper of her shorts, so his fingers brushed up against her silky soft pussy hair tangle.

“This is my contact information, Paige. If that man bothers you—if anyone bothers you—or if you just feel yourself needing to...talk...” he said the word slowly, “...then give me a call. Whenever you’d like.”

“B-B-B-b-becky m-might...um...”

He shook his head. “Becky doesn’t have to know anything about anything. Does she?”

She gulped again. His fingers were pressed right above her pussy, right above her clit, oh god! She could not stop rubbing her thigh against the obviously huge boner protruding from his gym shorts. 

“I um—” she stuttered, trying to come up with something. “Oh gosh you know I think I left the sink on? So like um, I’ve probably flooded the house and need to call the fire department. The water department, I mean.”

A sly smile moved up Michael’s mouth. “Maybe both.”

“Both! So um bye okay! Bye now!”

He let her go, releasing her hip, and she rushed outside, blindly rushing around to the side of the house. So aroused was she, and her mind so completely blank with need, that she didn’t even care that she had knelt down right out in the open, in Michael's backyard, to touch herself. 

Unzipping her pants, she let out a growl of need. Her greedy fingers pushed up hard into her slick, hot wet pussy. 

“Michael...” she moaned. “Oh god, Michael, sir! Sir! Oh god, Michael!”

So excited, so turned on, so aroused was she that it did not take long for her entire universe of lust to explode. Fingers pushing hard against her young teenage clit, she came brilliantly within just a minute of build-up, needing to feel that sweet bliss of cum sooo bad.

Afterward, her head was foggy, and she sat gasping in the backyard. A sick sense of shame swept over her, but also relief that she didn't get caught.

“Hello, Paige.”

Oh, no.

Oh, no! Michael was right there, leaning on the corner of the house adjacent to her kneeling form! Oh god.

He had been watching her, she realized. Maybe this whole time.

He turned to the side. She could see his massive hard-on waiting for her. 

“Come inside, Paige.”

“M-michael, I...”

“Come. Inside. Now.”

She hopped to her feet. The sternness of his voice made refusing almost sacrosanct. She had to do what he said. 

He was in charge now. Her cum-addled mind wouldn't accept any other logic other than obedience.

Within incredibly short order, he had pulled her all the way inside, into his bedroom. She could see Diana’s bits of underwear and lingerie laying about on the floor and small brown barrel chair in the corner.

“You’ve never been with a boy before, have you? Diana told me you talk to her about them sometimes...but that your talk always felt a little fake.”

Paige nodded, blushing. Her shorts were still unbuttoned. He could easily see the hot pink of her panties.

“I make up stories so she doesn’t think I’m a total loser.”

“Now, you won’t have to make up any more stories anymore. How about that?”

He kicked his pants down and took off his shirt. His sweaty muscles gleamed in the bedroom light.

“Do you like what you see?”

Mmmph. Oh god.

Oh god.

His cock was just absolutely massive. He was a total beast. Oh god! She had to have him inside of her.

Trying to maintain some aura of maturity, she nodded slowly. That, however, just made her seem all the more impressed. 

“Yes,” she said softly. “It's so...so big, Michael.”

“Sir. You'll call me Sir. Be a good girl.”

“Yes, Sir. I like it, Sir.”

Grabbing her shoulder, he pulled her close to him once more, grinning low. His thumb on her cheek was rough and hard, pushing in. Treating her like a toy. She liked it.

He ripped her bra off, breaking the straps entirely. Her breath caught, tits totally revealed.

“Good girl,” he said. “You've got good girl titties for me, don't you?”

She nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Roughly, he grabbed her nipples, squeezing them tight. Little shocks of pleasure ran through her body. 

“I'm going to fuck you until you can't think, girl.” His voice so full of admiration.

“So...I mean...you won't be...you won't be gentle?” Her voice halted and brief.

He smiled and gripped her throat, pulling her close. “Do you want me to be gentle?”

She shook her head. “No, sir.”

Grip still hard on her throat, he pulled her in closer, whispering in her ear. “Good girl.”

Her knees knocked together. 

“Get on your knees, girl.”

Immediately, she obeyed. 

Without any warning, he slapped her face with his cock, hard. Then he did it again on the other side. His precum smeared her cheeks.

“You’re going to have your face fucked now.”

She looked up at him with enormous dark eyes.  “I thought...I thought you wanted to fuck me?”

“First...” he slapped her face again with his thick shaft. “...first, you have to prove that you’re a good enough girl to take a face fucking. All right?”

She nodded, her eyes big, scared. How would she fit it all in her? She didn't even know if she could fit all that meat inside her pussy, let alone her mouth. And a face fucking, god! That sounded so...brutal.

Her pussy was gushing with the thought.

Gripping her long dark hair tight, he pushed his length down into her throat, hard. Each wet, fleshy inch of his cock slid hard down the soft, tight flesh of her throat. Her body was on fire with need once more.

Paige had never felt so violated...she had never felt so alive. She was so glad to find this side of herself.

He used her, fucking her mouth hard. There was no waiting by him for her to find her rhythm on his cock. Her role was simply to be a wet hole for him to fuck—something hot and pleasant to distract him from the tribulations of his day. 

Paige moaned and his pace picked up. He was going to cum! He was going to cum, right then and there! She was going to make a man cum!

Pride, as well as Michael's enormous cock, filled her. She had been closing her eyes, but now opened them, staring up into his forceful, dominant face. He looked at her like he owned her. 

As far as Paige was concerned, he did.

Pulling out of her mouth, he came, erupting all over her face and chest. His heavy load stuck hard to her chest, her lips and cheeks. Moaning happily, she lapped all of it up that she could.

Warmth and bliss washed over her. She had never been happier, staring up at the stud Michael. And then...

Then. The door to the bedroom banged open.

“Just what do you think you’re doing?” cried Diana, seeing the explicit display Paige had been transformed into.

Paige, trying to gulp, stared in terror at the woman who had come into the master bedroom. Diana was, for some odd reason, already ripping off her light green business skirt and white blouse, and shimmying down into her sexy blue panties and bra. Her hot, voluptuous curves were on full display. It was a lot for Paige to take in. 

Fully undressed, Diana strutted over to her husband, pouting.

“Michael, baby,” Diana cooed, wrapping her arm around his naked waist. “I thought you said you were going to wait until we could do it together?”

Her voice had the affectionate whine of a woman well-fucked into complete submission. 

“Don’t worry about that,” said Michael. “You’re here now, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” she purred. 

“You want to fuck this one, don’t you?” 

He tugged Paige’s hair back, still staring at his wife. Diana moaned, her body sliding up and down Michael’s chiseled features.

“Oh, yes sir. Very much.”

“How about it, girl?” Michael tapped Paige's cheek with his semi-hard cock. “Do you want to fuck Diana? You want to fuck your best friend’s mom, too?”

Paige’s eyes went wide. “I...I don’t know. I mean. I’ve never...I haven’t ever...I don’t know...”

Leaning down, Diana slid her hot, wet tongue up Paige’s face. Thick, heavy dollops of cum gathered on Diana’s tongue, and then she pushed that cum-soaked tongue into Paige’s mouth. Their kiss was electric, Michael’s hot cum making it all the more slippery and sticky. Paige's pussy, already so overworked, felt even more aflame from the gesture.

“God, doesn’t he taste soooo good?” Diana giggled, pulling away.

“Yes,” Paige said quietly.

“Oh baby,” Diana purred, holding Michael. “She’s shy.”

Grinning, Diana knelt down and proceeded to run her hands up and down Paige’s body. Soft little mews and moans escaped her mouth—the older woman was clearly enjoying herself. Diana's hands were so soft, so nice! Paige was enjoying it too. Diana let out a series of delighted laughs as she squeezed Paige's sumptuous tits.

“Oh darling, you’re soooo tense. We’ve wanted to fuck you now for ages and ages. Why do you think I talked so much about how big Michael’s cock was?”

Oh god, she really had. She had, a lot. Come to think of it, Diana was the reason Paige knew so many girls wanted to fuck Michael.

Wow. They had really manipulated Paige.

That was hot, though Paige. Really hot. Taking the time to corrupt her teen mind.

Michael tugged his wife's hair. “Diana, stop teasing the poor girl. Get her on the bed and lick her pussy.”

Diana nodded obediently. “Yes, Sir.” She turned to Paige. “This is going to be wonderful, dear. Don’t worry.”

Diana led Paige up onto the bed gently.

“This will be fine,” she reassured her again. “You’ll love this.”

For a few moments, Paige was just plain scared. Diana delivered a trail of hot little kisses down her naked torso and then slipped her panties all the way off. 

And then, Diana’s tongue...Diana’s tongue!

Oh god, Diana’s tongue! Diana’s hot tongue, sliding up and around and on her clit, sending hot jolts of electric joy to every part of her body. This hot young eighteen year old was getting the pussy-licking of a lifetime from her best friend's mom, with her best friend's dad watching! She couldn't get over how naughty and taboo the situation was. 

And just when she thought it couldn't get any hotter,  Michael, an enterprising soul, pushed his cock deep into Paige’s mouth.

With her on the bed, he could straddle her face and fuck her face at his leisure. She loved it—the thick shaft of his enormous cock making her mouth his home. It was so fucking hot. He fucked her face hard, harder, harder, his cock becoming thicker and more swollen all the time.

Ohhh my god, thought Paige. I’mmm gonna cumm. I’m gonna cum. I’m gonnna oh my god Diana! Michael! So hot! Soooo hottt!

Her body trembled wildly with her second orgasm of the night, kept in place only by the overwhelming might of Michael’s cock in her throat. Diana calmly and patiently continued to lick Paige's pussy, gently applying less and less pleasure as Paige bucked with bliss.

“Oh, good girl,” Diana moaned, breathing hard and sliding up away from Paige's crotch. “That was sooo hot. You're so good at cumming for us.”

Michael slipped his cock out of Paige's mouth. It was rock hard, again.

“She sure is,” he agreed.

“There’s just one last thing,” said Diana, sliding up near Paige's face. 

Looking up at Michael, Diana started stroking his huge cock with one dainty hand.

“Our Sir still deserves to have one more good cum. And you...” she licked the side of Paige’s face. “You need to have your cherry broken.”

Paige, her mind feeling as fucked as her face had been, whimpered hotly. She nodded.

“Yes, please.”

Sliding out of Diana's grip, Michael slapped Paige's face with his cock again.

“Please what, slut?”

“Please...fuck me, Sir. Please take my virginity. Make it yours. Make me yours. Please? Please, Sir?”

He nodded. “Good girl.”

With Diana watching and fingering her hot cunt, Michael’s entered Paige's pussy at last. His enormous length slipped inside of her, inch by glorious inch. Shoving in, not caring, not slowing—taking no prisoners—just breaking through every part of Paige and filling her up with more meat than she had ever thought possible.

“Oh god,” moaned Diana. “It's sooo hot to watch you fuck someone else, baby.”

“Good girl,” said Michael. “Good girls. Both of you.”

“Mmmph,” Diana moaned again. “Fuck her, please? Fuck her harder. I want to watch you fuck this teen slut.”

“Yes!” Paige nodded, entranced with Michael's hot body. “Fuck me, please! Fuck me harder!”

Complying ably, Michael grabbed Paige's ass cheeks with firm hands and plowed into her cunt, quickly thrusting in and out with no mercy. Paige felt her entire world being destroyed and created every time he pushed inside of her.

Diana was getting so excited—clearly, she could see that Michael was close to the edge. Her face had taken on an image of almost religious zeal.

“Cum in her, darling! Cum in this hot teen bitch!”

“Oh my god!” Paige cried. “Pull out! I'm not on birth control!”

She wanted him to fuck her, but to cum inside of her? That was how babies got made!

Michael gripped her throat. “I'm not gonna pull out, girl. I own your pussy now. And I'm going to mark you.” His thrusts increased in intensity even more. “And if you want me to fuck you again, you're going to let me fill you up.”

“Do it, Paige,” Diana cooed, her voice hoarse. “Ask for his seed!”

Paige's lust-ridden mind could form no substitute words. He was fucking her so very hard...she knew that she should protest more, but it all felt so good and hot and naughty. She just wanted them to want her. She knew she needed him to fuck her again. This would never be enough—she could never have enough of Michael's cock!

“Your seed, oh my god! Give it to me!”

Diana moaned in Paige's ear, tweaking her nipples hard. “He's gonna get you pregnant, baby!”

Paige's body convulsed, an orgasm spiraling through her body just from the very thought.

“That's right, you good girl slut. I'm going to make you my pregnant fuckslut whore. How do you like that?”

“Yes, please!” Paige cried.

Grunting and biting her shoulder, Michael came once more, filling up Paige's hot teen pussy with an enormous, pussy-filling creampie. Its hot, oozy warmth filled every part of her pussy, leaking out onto the shaft of his big cock and onto the sheets as well.

With Diana kissing her neck and Michael still playfully gnawing at her shoulder, Paige felt she had died and gone to heaven. There was just no way she wasn't pregnant. She was sure of it.

Everyone got up out of the bed.

“Now,” said Diana, swatting Paige playfully on the ass. “You need to grab a shower before Becky gets home.”

“Yes ma’am.”

Diana giggled and kissed Michael. “Did you hear that? She called me ‘ma’am.’ I feel so mature.”

In the shower, the two babes made out gently, coming down from the intense high of their night of pleasure. Their legs intertwined, their long manes of wet, sexy hair sliding into one another. 

Diana moaned over and over in her ear how happy she was that Paige was going to carry their child. 

“You'll do it, won't you baby? You'll get so fucking pregnant from him? We'll never stop fucking you if you let him.”

Her body still floating, Paige could only say yes. She didn't know how to say no anymore. She didn't even know how to want to say no anymore.

Outside of the shower, they dried each other off. Paige got dressed quickly—Becky would surely be coming home soon. 

Michael was waiting near the front door for Paige. He pulled her in tight for a hot, sensual kiss, grabbing her young, sexy ass hard.

“Be a good girl, and don’t mention this to anyone,” said Michael, “and there’ll be no limit to how much pleasure I can give you. Your reward for having my child will be unlimited access to my cock, just like a good girl like you deserves.”

Paige whimpered hotly and nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

Walking home, just narrowly avoiding the headlights of Becky's car, all she could think was how lucky she was to be able to say that—to say “Yes, Sir” to someone—and mean it absolutely.

# # #
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Call Girl
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❍  Rule #1: Look terrific.

Vanessa sat at the carved wooden table in her kitchen, tapping a pencil on the sheet of rules her new john had emailed her. He was arriving later that evening. A half-full glass of orange juice sat near her, starting to sweat down to the little flower-shaped coaster she had placed beneath it.

This rule was both easy and hard for Vanessa. It was easy because she did, as she well knew, already look terrific in anything she wore. It was hard, of course, for the same reason. 

Maybe some women had only a few outfits that they really knew would flat out impress a man. 

Vanessa, on the other hand, couldn't stop impressing men no matter what she wore.

Having earned her liberal arts degree a few years back, she certainly could maneuver her way into a job that paid a living wage somewhere in the business world. Businesses would always need someone who could communicate. 

But, that kind of work didn't appeal to her, or make sense to her, when she was as drop-dead gorgeous as she knew she was.

It wasn't just every kind of woman who had such effortlessly voluminous chestnut hair, for example. Or a slim, heavily-toned frame that easily fit into all the designer clothes she wanted, or  full round tits that filled out any hands that she allowed to come her way. She had fantastic legs, because she had fantastic skin, naturally bronze, and fantastic bone structure—a result of her mixture of Brazilian and Swedish heritage. Her cheekbones and lips shaped her every expression into a vision tinged with desire. 

Modeling as an undergrad had brought her all kinds of offers, but the one that stuck, just a few years before, was when a man offered her more than two grand for a night with her.

Vanessa was a pragmatist. That was more money than she made in a month. Of course she said yes.

She specialized now in girlfriend experiences. A kind of fantasy for a man, letting him believe that his dream of having his own special fuck-fantasy sex toy for a girlfriend was something that had come true. 

It was enough of a specialized service that, when combined with her beauty, allowed her to charge outrageous prices for short amounts of time actual working. 

This surplus of cash had allowed her to move into her spacious, mid-city condo, with its enormously high ceilings, wooden floors, long hallways, and tall church-type windows. It cost her an easy ten grand a month to keep the place, and that was barely chump change. Her kitchen alone was six hundred square feet.

Most of the time on jobs? She just listened to the men. She would nod appreciatively at their accomplishments, coo at their appearance, and pat them on the back as they complained. Easy money. Sex, if it entered the equation, lasted for short amounts of time and required very little effort on her part. She had the unique ability—as probably many successful girls in her profession did—of never showing her boredom.

This new john, though, seemed like something different. Usually when a man was as specific as he was, it meant he had designs. 

So, back to the problem at hand. What to wear?

Having designs meant he would want something to design himself on. He was paying ten times her normal rate, so certainly she couldn't present him with the old panties-and-tee shirt route. Some guys loved how “natural” that was, even though her make-up would be done up perfectly. 

She got up from the table and strolled across her large apartment, past the living room, past the sun room, past the hallway bathroom, into her massive bedroom to her cavernous walk-in closet. 

Outfits were ordered by type, and then color. Dress by dress, top by top, she flipped through her enormous collection of choices.

It didn't take all that long to settle on a good idea, though. She had a knack for this sort of thing.

Silk black panties and her lacy push-up bra underneath. Her tits were too lovely not to show off to someone with this much money.

A silk lavender blouse, unbuttoned a bit on top, to move his eyes down to the little gold star necklace she would have dangling in her cleavage. Then a skirt of a paler lavender, the hemline hovering just around the decency mark, which would lead delightfully into the patterned black thigh-high socks she would have on. The socks were transparent in long lines down her legs, showing off plenty of skin. 

Her legs were like highways to her privileged pussy, and attention on her legs would draw his attention to where she would want him. 

Oh—he may have been ugly as a mule, but with the money he was paying, Vanessa definitely wanted him inside her. Those customers were the most regular. Most men were happy simply with blow jobs from her—usually, they thought asking more than that was an imposition! Another privilege of her beauty.

Glossy lavender leather calf skin pumps completed the outfit. 

Vanessa smiled wickedly. He wouldn't be able to help himself.

* * * * *
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❍  Rule #12: Be Preparing Dinner As I Arrive.

VANESSA HAD A FLASH of inspiration with this one. 

She was an excellent cook—so often, that was what constituted a man's definition of “good girlfriend”—and so had prepared a lovely small little meal of braised chicken with tomato sauce and a small garden salad with walnuts and apple slices.

He was set to arrive at 7 o'clock, and so Vanessa started at 6:45. That was long enough to just finish preparations, and still set time enough aside to let him watch.

She knew he would want to watch her. She had left her blouse and her bra on a hanger in her bedroom. Covering her bare tits now was a green silk apron with lacy straps. Her heavy, hot breasts pressed against the fabric, creating a lovely line of cleavage. She had her hot mass of hair pushed up in a thick pony tail, coiffed and styled perfectly. 

She was just finishing off the sauce, wooden spoon in hand, when the doorbell rang. Her heels clicked down the wood as she approached the door.

It was hard to say why, but she felt herself getting excited for once.

Rule #5 stated to greet him with a smile and a kiss, so she was ready to do this anyway.

When he opened the door and happened to be a painfully handsome hunk, kissing him became much easier. 

He was tall, well-built, his tailored suit clinging perfectly to the wealth of muscles he possessed. His hair was cut short, a thick dark beard framing the delightful cut of his strong jaw. Everything about him—his frame, his arrogant stare at her displayed body, the wealth his suit exuded—just screamed a tantalizingly hot aura of strength.

Before, she had been prepared to kiss him—but she felt herself wanting to kiss him.

“Clint!” she squealed, leaning into his much larger body and sliding her lips against his. “I'm so glad you're here. Thank you for deciding to come straight home tonight.”

He seemed a bit stiff at first, but her lips pressed insistent. Her tongue flicked into his mouth, running quickly over his teeth, pulling on them just slightly. His hands came around her waist, the naked skin there. In her high heels, even with as tall as she was, she was just under his height.

“How are you, love?” she asked him, locking eyes with him. His were dark, with little flecks of green. “I hope work was okay?”

“Yes,” he said. “Long.”

His voice was deep and resonant, sitting in her belly like the roar of some wild animal.

“My poor dear.” She moved back for a moment. “Oh, drat. I've messed your face with the sauce. I'm sorry.”

This had been entirely on purpose, the reason for the spoon in her hand in the first place. She licked the sauce up off his cheek with a soft little giggle.

“There,” she purred. “All clean.”

His breathing had become heavy and somewhat ragged.

She knelt down and attended to his shoes. Rule number 9. They came off easily. She didn't have to kiss each foot before sliding it back down to the ground, staring up at him with her big brown eyes, but she felt it couldn't hurt, and it wasn't against any rules. 

She stood back up and took his suitcase and his coat.

“Here, darling,” she said. “You've had such a day. Let me take all of this for you, yes?”

He made an affirmative sound. 

“Thank you,” she cooed.

She strutted down the hall, bending over at the waist when she reached the little desk where she placed his suitcase. It had taken some time, finding a desk that low to the ground—but Vanessa knew months ago when she got it that it would be a lovely way to show off her amazing ass. 

“You don't have a top on,” he said. Almost critical. “Why not?”

She turned back and smiled. “Oh, that.” She fluttered her fingers. “It just gets so hot in the kitchen when the oven is preheating, you know? I was more comfortable like this. My top is in the bedroom. I was going to grab it after I finished up.”

She stepped forward, running one hand down her tight, busty torso. “You know. I mean. If you really want me to.”

He smiled at her, lips not showing any teeth. As if he knew exactly what she was doing. “I do, as a matter of fact.”

Vanessa was somewhat surprised, but she had planned for this. “I understand. Randy man that you are, you want something to rip off my chest later. An apron isn't good enough?”

“It's a nice apron,” he said. “I'd hate to see it get ruined.”

“The top isn't nice?”

“My feeling is, the less tops you have, the more likely you are to just walk around in an apron all day, and that's something that needs more active encouragement.”

Vanessa laughed and walked back into the kitchen. It was good he had a sense of humor. That always made a night pass more quickly. 

“This should be ready in just a little while,” she called out. “Maybe twenty minutes?”

She thought he was still in the hall, maybe checking out the place. Johns often did.

Clint did not. He was right behind her—sneaky man—and slid his hand up her skirt to the crack of her ass. His grip was enormous, hard, clasping down on the entirety of one cheek, treating her rear like a handle.

“Twenty minutes is fine.” he said. 

His fingers pressed forward, finding her slit. Vanessa gasped and held on to the marble counter, trying to find a grip. She pushed back into his grip to allow him ease of access.

“Finish,” he said, pointing at the chicken.

“Y-yes,” she said. “Of course, darling.”

She picked up the chicken, and his fingers pushed in more. She gasped, nearly dropping it. Her cunt was moistening quickly. Her decorated thighs rubbed together softly.

“Problems?” he asked, digging his fingers deeper.

“N-no,” she choked out. 

She pushed the oven down with the bottom of the dish, and stuck the chicken inside. His fingers pushed in and out of her now-totally slick pussy as she set the temperature and the timer. His other hand came up and pressed her head against the pleasantly warm door of the oven. She tried to jerk upward, and he held her firm.

His finger-fucking increased, pumping in and out for nearly a minute. She could feel his legs pushing up against her own, his bulge growing in his pants. The size of it, from what she could feel, was huge.

He was good at this. Most men had no idea how to properly finger a pussy, how to apply pressure in just the right places. But Clint was clearly, to be blunt, an old hand. Vanessa couldn't stop herself from moaning out.

“D-daarlliinnnggg,” she whined.

Abruptly he slowed. 

“I think it would be good if you got dressed for dinner. What do you think?”

“Yes, please,” she said. She tried to stand straight up again, and he let her. 

His fingers popped out of her pussy. He slid them in her mouth and she sucked obediently. 

“Thank you,” she breathed after he withdrew them.

Vanessa walked back to her bedroom, flushed and confused. She leaned on the wall, drifting her hand back down to her still throbbing, dripping wet pussy. Her knees were weak.

This whole job, her whole realm of safety, was about control. She always had it. Men did what she wanted.

There was some...some power he had. Some influence over her. She couldn't explain it. It wasn't natural, but it was acting on her. But she couldn't do anything about it, either.

Her control was rapidly going away. And, fingers dancing on her clit, letting herself ride that wave of euphoria she had just experienced for a little while longer, she couldn't say for sure that she minded.

* * * * *
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❍  Rule # 4: Say Please and Thank You. For Everything.

THERE WERE A FEW THINGS she was learning about Clint. 

He liked her cooking, as seen by how quickly he was wolfing down his meal at the table. 

He liked the way she looked, as seen by how he kept wolfing down the sight of her tits and ass. 

And he liked it when she knelt down in front of him.

“Please, baby?”

“I'm still eating.”

“I know. But . . .” she bit her lip. “But, fuck, it's right there and I just can't stop thinking about it.”

She wasn't sure how much of this was an act anymore. She could feel his thoughts in her head, almost, pressing on her. Shaping her. Making her his.

She was sure that he was still definitely interested in fucking her, in having his cock inside of her. Even with her blouse on, covering up her beautiful tits, he was openly staring at the delicious curve they presented.  And he was definitely enjoying her hair falling down, no longer in its ponytail, halfway down her back. It was so thick—thousands of tresses and curls, all done up exclusively for him. Hot long hair that showed she was little more than a sex ornament to adore and desire.

“Please, can I suck you while you eat the meal I made you? I've been dreaming about it all week.”

He set his fork down on the plate for a moment, considering. He stared down at her. Vanessa straightened her back, ensuring her chest was out and up. She knew she had terrific cleavage. Her little pendant sparkled in the light.

“Go grab my suitcase,” he said. “I have something for you.”

She stood up, a bit confused, but of course obedient. She wasn't being paid to argue. She added a deliberate sway to her walk, her ass sashaying in her short skirt. 

What was in the case? Some weird sex toy that he thought would shock her? He would be sorely disappointed in that regard. Vanessa's collection of dildos wasn't exactly exhaustive, but it was remarkable. Many of them she had even used on clients.

She grabbed the suitcase and brought it back, setting it on the table before kneeling before him once again.

He wiped his mouth and hands with the napkin and moved the plate aside, popping open the latches to the suitcase. From inside, he pulled out a small box and handed it to Vanessa.

Inside was an ornate gold-and-emerald choker necklace. Brilliant green stones the sizes of marbles trailed down and outward like a waterfall of opulence. Vanessa's heart caught in her throat.

“I wasn't sure if I was going to give it to you,” he said. “I wasn't sure if it would mesh well with . . . hmm. Certain factors.”

Rule # 15 was giving him problems. Never break character. She needed to cover for him.

“It's been so soon since our anniversary,” she gushed. “I wasn't expecting you to get me anything!”

She crawled onto his lap, still holding the ornate necklace, and kissed him passionately. All of herself pouring into it. She couldn't help the outpouring of emotion. This monumental gift, just because he liked her so much already. He didn't have to give it to her; she never would have found out. No, he wanted her to be recognized for doing so well.

Her kiss was needy, greedy, sucking his wet tongue into her mouth and guiding it around, wanting him to feel the inside of her somewhere. God, he was such a hunk. Vanessa wished all of her clients were half as handsome as he was.

“Please,” she pressed again. “I want to thank you.” She squeezed the thick bulge of his cock. “Properly. Please?”

He nodded, pushing her down on the shoulder. 

“Do it how I like,” he said.

“Thank you, baby.”

She got down on to her knees, tossing her hair back. The choker slid on easy, the lock-clasp no problem to operate. The emeralds decorated her chest and neck wonderfully, turning her into a set piece of his liking. Of his design. The thought turned her on immensely.

With relish, she unzipped his pants and revealed his cock. Already half-hard, it was thick and long, an enormous masterpiece of sucking material. Her mouth watered.

When was the last time she had wanted so badly to suck a cock? Had she ever?

It was hard to focus on foreplay, so great was her need to feel his length in her mouth. But she was trained, practiced. Her soft tongue ran up and down the length of his immense shaft. Always, she kept her eyes focused upward, knowing that he would like it when she focused on him entirely. 

Closing her eyes was always accompanied by a eager moan, and she couldn't help but moan with each drag of her wet, perfectly shaped tongue down the long length of his meat. She kissed all around the head, and then slid away to his balls, kissing there, suckling needfully for a moment. 

She knew she was doing it exactly how he liked, somehow. She knew that...somehow, some way, he was running the show. His powerful mind expanding onto hers, making her what he wanted; molding her entirely. 

He moaned. It was so fun to hear him moan, someone so powerful like that. She could swing this back her way, she knew it. All she had to do was suck him off like she knew he could. Then, this rich stud would be wrapped around her finger, and he wouldn't be able to stop himself from giving her gifts like that necklace again and again. 

Her lips slid over his cock tip slowly, aching and exalting. She let out a deep throaty purr as the head penetrated deep into her mouth, rolling her tongue around its massive hardened girth. He had gotten very hard, very fast. 

It was all going her way, and she knew why. She was putting on her best effort. It was, with him, so effortless to try. It felt good to try—it wasn't a chore.

Was it the necklace? Was it because he had given her such an amazing decoration? She knew, of course, that's all she was to him. Something to decorate his busy life. He didn't have time to go out and capture a beauty like her legitimately. So he bought her, and then bought her something gorgeous to make this beautiful part of his life even more beautiful. 

Vanessa felt her heart swelling even as she sucked lovingly on his cock. She was beauty in his life. Of course he would be helpless against her. Everything up to now had been a front, an act to try and show that he was tough and strong. But in front of her beauty, he would fall like anyone else.

But, almost as soon as she thought this, he unceremoniously pushed her head off his cock. 

“No,” he said, “Not like that.”

It was like he was reading her mind. She thought, at first, that what he meant was that it was time for the main event. She stood up, ready to lead him to the bedroom. But instead, he held on to her hair and pushed her face down to the corner of the table. Not hard, but definitely insistent. He adjusted her posture, making sure her breasts were pressing down on the table and that the necklace was right in front of them. Her lips and chin hung off the table, in ready position.

He took a moment to slap her face with his cock, letting its broad girth thump on her cheek. She gasped. She couldn't look up easily, though her eyes were wide open, but she definitely heard him laugh.

The table was at waist level for him—he was so tall!—and it was nothing for him to push his thick rod straight into her mouth. He plunged deep into her, without warning, the tip of his cockhead pushing into her throat, and then deeper. 

And harder. Again without warning, he picked up his pace. 

Vanessa stared up at him with pleading eyes—slow down, slow down! She moaned with a distinct kind of terror. She didn't know what would happen to her from this; she had never been throatfucked with this sort of intensity before. He just held her  down, rubbing his hands through her immense blanket of hair.

Desperately, she stamped her feet, trying to gain traction or rearrange herself to something more comfortable. But her heels clicked helplessly, scuttling on the marble floor. All she really accomplished was to wave her tantalizing ass in the air at him. Everything she was doing, she knew, would only turn him on more. 

He reached one hand down and pulled up her skirt, revealing her smooth bare skin, the tops of her stockings already covered in her wanton pussy juices. He slapped her ass, hard. It stung horribly, and then he did it again. No compassion, no playfulness—just hard thwacking on her perfectly sculpted flesh.

She had never known she could be dominated so completely.

She had never known she would like it so much. Her volcanic pussy juices ran downward uncontrollably. His thoughts, somehow, were in her head—calm down, you're doing great, keep taking it in, you love it.

And she believed all of it.

All her life, she thought because she was gorgeous, men would automatically trip all over themselves making sure her needs were attended to. And now, here she was, being utterly abused to serve one man's very specific need. Her cunt was on fire. Each new pump into her precum-soaked lips was making her hotter and hotter.

Her hair was sucked against her nostrils, and it was getting hard to breath. His big shaft shining and wet as it plowed in and out of her lovely lips. She didn't know how much longer she could last. Her hands went up to his arm, tapping frantically. I give, I give! 

Clint didn't care. Her fingers wrapped around his forearm—so dense, so strong. He was in total control of her. Her position, her life, even her thoughts. What else was she supposed to be thinking about other than how absolutely thoroughly he was fucking her throat?

“Do you want it?” he grunted out, slapping her ass again. “Does my girlfriendcunt need my cum?”

Raggedly, she moaned out as affirmatively as she could.

He let himself go, his pelvis rocking hard against her mouth, her nose. When his load came, it never even touched her tongue at first, the hot gooey strands rocketing straight down her throat into her tummy. It was so warm, so filling. And so much of it. It felt like pints. He must not have cum in weeks.

He kept shooting as he pulled out of her, and she finally tasted it. Salty, but a little sweet, and still just so deliciously warm. He sprayed a few strands on her face as he exited all the way. Vanessa collapsed to the floor at his feet, trying to find her breath. It felt like the wind had been knocked out of her. 

Clint pulled his pants back up and sat back down. She heard  him picking up his fork off his plate and going back to eating dinner.

“Well?” he asked.

Oh. Of course. The rules. Yes. Follow the rules. Very important.

“Thank you,” she said, curling around his feet. She started kissing them. Slowly, affectionately. Making sure he knew it wasn't just some current in the air, that it was her taking the time to lavish adoration onto him. “Thank you, darling.”

* * * * *
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❍  Rule #14: Enjoy yourself.

THEY SAT ON ONE END of her enormous bed. It took up the size of two normal king-sized beds. She had it specially ordered—though of course, she paid less than ten percent of the asking price. 

Vanessa usually slept on one side, and served clients on another. If they wanted to fuck on her sleeping side, she would guide them back over. 

Of course, with Clint, this rule had gone to the wind. He was on her sleeping side, and she hoped he stayed there. His rules seemed so much better than hers, anyway. She clung to his body, possessive, not wanting him to get up for any reason. 

He had his pants off, his shirt unbuttoned. His muscles were so firm and defined, all of him svelte, like some powerful jungle cat. He must have worked out constantly. 

Her sensational body was covered only by her panties and bra, her new necklace, and of course her heels. Rule #6 was to never take off her heels. She liked that one. She looked fantastic in heels, and looking fantastic for Clint was quickly becoming her new favorite activity.

For the past thirty minutes she had just been lazily stroking his mammoth cock. Every few seconds she would sigh, just staring at it. She wanted it back inside of her. He had his hands behind his head, eyes closed, humming leisurely. It was adorable.

“May I ask you something, please?” 

He opened his eyes, looking down at her. “Sure.”

“It's about money.”

He frowned a bit. “ . . . okay.”

“How much of a chunk out of your pay was it to buy me this splendid, wonderful, amazing gift?”

He made a sound, and then he said nothing for a time. Vanessa was afraid she had made him angry. He had fucked her so mercilessly when he was seeming to enjoy her—what would he be like if she angered him?

“Well,” he said finally. “Put it this way: Every stone is real. Someone far, far less than me could pay for months of house payments with it, let's say. Or tuition. Or a new car. And I could buy probably several dozen more before my army of accountants noticed that my monthly allotment for personal expenses was only just starting to dip.”

Vanessa felt herself gulp. But the admission of such wealth created a kind of out-of-body experience for her. She felt distant, disconnected. She was staring openly at him, her mouth hanging open a bit, and her slim hand was on his giant cock, stroking it intently as she looked into his eyes.

He was so handsome, and so rich, and so powerful, and he just knew it.

“You like how rich I am?”

She nodded dumbly, barely thinking, and then shook her head. 

“I like you, love,” she said. “And that you're rich and give me nice things is a nice bonus.”

He smirked. “That sounds nice.”

He wasn't buying it. What territory were they walking into, here? She may as well just tell him the truth. She gave his cock a nice, deliberately long strong. She smiled when he shuddered.

“I'm a gorgeous woman,” she said at last. “We both know that.” She felt his cock jerk in her hands at her own admission of vanity. That was interesting. She continued.

“I have plenty of income on my own, so someone with a good amount of income isn't really of interest to me. So not just anybody can have me. That list is rather small. The list of people who can own me toe to tip . . .” she ran her hand up and down his cock again, slowly again, “that list is even smaller. And the list of men who can control my every single action, who can give me access to all the power this world has ever had  . . . well, that's not a list at all, is it? That's just a name.”

She leaned in close and whispered in his ear. “That's your name, Clint. So come show me how you rule.”

There was something supernatural about him. That was how he had garnered all his power. Being in her mind like he had. She couldn't bring it up to him, couldn't say it—that was the ultimate rule. She couldn't explain how she knew he was fucking her mind. Every time she tried, she just got hornier. 

But truth be told, she found herself not caring. It was hot to be fucked with. And she didn't even care if he made her think that much.

His smile grew. He moved her hand off his cock and picked her up by her tiny waist. He was so big compared to her. With no effort at all, he tossed her further up the bed. Each of his muscles rippling and large. Her knees gathered up on her chest, framing her tits, and he plunged into her.

God, his cock was so fucking enormous. It felt so fucking right, having him inside of her. She was so glad she was so utterly wet. That she had been wet all night, just for him.

She felt like he was splitting her in two. It matched what was happening in her head. The splitting of her philosophy—the one that had told her that she would be in control of everything she ever encountered, and now this stark reality of a man drilling her silly little beliefs into dust with every new perfectly placed stroke of his massive cock.

What had she been thinking, believing she could control this billionaire stud? It was all she could do to keep up with him.

He wrapped his hand around her emerald-decorated throat, holding her tight exquisite muscles there firmly. Vanessa's heart started pounding wildly.

“No one else,” he said, pounding into her. “You belong to no one else.”

Her eyes went as wide as possible. 

Was he talking in the fantasy, still? 

Did he mean it? 

Oh god oh fuck what if he really meant it?

“No one else!” she gasped out. His grip tightened, and her cunt's grip on his cock tightened as well. “I belong to no one else!”

His thrusts got harder, faster. She could feel his big balls slapping against her ass. He was so big, so fucking big, and his cock was just riding on her g-spot.

How long had it been since she had felt sexual bliss like this? How long had it been since she had come anywhere close to orgasm?

And here was this man, this rich fucking arrogant stud, owning her cunt like he owned everything else in his life. She was becoming just one more part of an enormous economy of objects that he controlled utterly.

And Vanessa was fucking loving it. 

His grip on her throat kept tightening, bit by bit, stroke by stroke. How was he just getting bigger inside of her? He hammered into her like some sexual demon.

“Fucking mine,” he said again, his voice thick.

She was outright choking now, and yet still she tried to nod in agreement. Fucking his.

Vanessa, for a few seconds, wondered if he would just kill her. Just fuck her into the bliss that she so desperately wanted him to feel and then wrench her neck until she felt nothing else.

Certainly, he could get away with it. He was fucking her so well that she didn't even think that she would mind. 

Vanessa realized that she had long ago now surrendered totally, utterly, completely to his overwhelming power over her every thought and act. 

The orgasm that flooded through her body with his swift, powerful strokes as he shuddered out another hot round of seed inside her belly, then, was panicky and life-clinging. 

This could be her very last bit of pleasure! He could take it all from her. Her money, her place, her life. She felt her mind grasping at everything—at the bliss he was giving her, at the gasps of breath that he suddenly let flow into her body, at the death grip she had taken on his back, her legs wrapping around his strong form so needfully.

Fuck fuck fuck.

He could have killed her and paid off the cops and whoever else and gotten away it totally clean. And she couldn't stop thinking about how hot that was and how hunkish he was and how twisted her thoughts had become around the massive mind-bending rod he called a cock.

His enormous load of cum felt even bigger than the deposit before from his throat-fucking. Both ends of her layered in his seed now. It felt so good.

“Thank you,” she breathed finally. Obeying. Following rules. “Thank you so much, love.”

* * * * *
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❍  Rule #15: Never Break Character.

SHE SLEPT IN THE NECKLACE he gave her, its weight reassuring, even in her dreams. Usually her dreams were empty, squalid things. Walking in malls with men staring at her, or waiting in lines at amusement parks for rides that were just elevators shooting downward. But that night—though she could not recall the exact events or scenario—her dreams were pleasant.

She had hoped to wake up before he did, to give him a nice blowjob to guide his entrance to the day. That would be so hot, she thought. 

And after he came, after she thanked him for his cum in her belly, she would tell him how much she loved waking him up by sucking his cock like that. That would get him to come by often, wouldn't it? That would be a regular paycheck.

That would be a regular fuck from this brilliantly handsome, handsome, handsome man who she could not stop her tidal waves of feelings about. Who had fucked with her head somehow. Who owned her thoughts and her mind. She wanted that. She liked it.

But she hadn't woken up in time. Instead, she woke to him stepping out of the shower. She slid up on one arm and watched him dress, her long hair blanketing the bed beneath her. He had a terrific back, the muscles around his spine so thick and well curved. He had a terrific everything.

“Oh,” he said, seeing her finally. “I didn't mean to wake you, doll.”

She smiled. “It's all right. I wanted to wake you up.” Her smile turned into a pout. “In a very special way. You beat me to it.”

“Money doesn't sleep,” he said, wrapping his tie. “I never got used to the idea of doing it myself.”

She slid out of bed, taking the silk sheet with her, covering her body. She nuzzled her face up under his, staring up into his dark green-flecked eyes.

“I'll want to see my man again soon,” she said softly, kissing his chin. “You've really . . . really made me all gooey and puddly inside. Looking at you is just . . . it's almost hard. I'm jelly.”

He kissed her. Soft. Tender, but biting her lips just slightly. Was that a sign? Did he believe her? How could she make him believe her? 

She had been so obedient, so far. Wouldn't he just think she still was obeying?

The kiss ended slowly, each drawing away.

“I have so many things to say to you,” she said softly, her gaze drifting down. “I just . . . I don't want to break any rules. They're so important. You're so important.”

He put his hand under her chin, tilting her head. In control. “That's my girl.”

# # #
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Princess
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Camille, the young nineteen year-old handmaiden to the cruel Princess Mariana, once again found herself turning to Counselor Victor for comfort. She sat in his lap, as always. That was one of the rules he had. She could tell him whatever he wanted, but she had to sit on his lap, first. 

“It was awful!” Camille shuddered. She was so glad the Counselor was there, that he was so strong when she felt so weak. “She took Ana, that damned Tryptian whore, and just led her face down between her lap as I was right there! I was brushing the Princess's hair, and she just stops to get her cunny licked by someone else! Can you believe it?”

Victor tsked. “Tell me about that.”

“Well Ana, I mean, she's beautiful. That dark skin, you know. It's like chocolate. If I wasn't so in love with the Princess myself, I would be happy to watch someone like her lick someone like that. And Ana—she looked so scared at first! Like she wasn't really enjoying it, but she had to, because otherwise Princess Mariana would punish her somehow?”

Camille ran a hand down her half-open blouse. How had it gotten so open? Oh well. Victor was so nice. He wouldn't mind her cooling off. She tweaked a nipple. Her open blouse revealed a tautly muscled young torso.

“That's kind of hot, actually,” Camille admitted. “The look in her eyes, like that. Scared, but accepting. Right before she dove in, it looked like she was smiling. Like being that close to the Princess's pussy just turned her on too much. I'm just . . . I'm just jealous, is all.”

They were in his office in his tower, located in the back of Fairmount Palace. The room was spacious, filled with piles of books on every table and desk, with long groups of flasks and burners off to one corner in the back. 

His tower was sometimes known to the locals as the Cruel Spiral, due to allegations that he would kidnap portions of the populace and experiment on them—Camille didn't buy into such things, of course. Victor had never been anything but lovely to her. That's why she came straight to him with news like this.

His lap was expansive, as Victor was a large man. He had a shaved head, and a dark, trimmed beard, and was rather young to be a Counselor. 

She knew he was actually the youngest Counselor in the Kingdom for over five hundred years. Counselors were the right hands of the King, offering advice to the throne and enacting royal wills on the populace. Normally, there were two or three or even four Counselors at one time. But Victor was the only one the King had currently. 

His rise to power had come after a series of unfortunate deaths, sudden retirements, and one case of thorough madness from his long line of predecessors. They all had Victor as an apprentice, and much suspicion had at one time been cast upon him; but of course, he was innocent. If he wasn't innocent, how had he gotten the job? 

“How does that make you feel, dearie?”

Camille shook her head, her thick, long dark hair sweeping across her svelte form. She had to struggle to look into his piercing, ice-blue gaze for long. His eyes felt like they were breaking her mind apart, but in a good way. The way that cinnamon broke apart on top of a hot cup of tea. 

It felt sometimes like this was all so very wrong. That she shouldn't be sitting in his lap like this. That she should be fighting, perhaps. Or running away. Or telling someone she knew about what they discussed. But, then she would come up to him and complain, and he would calmly explain how much he cared for her and make her a special little drink that made all her cares go away.

Still, every little while, the thought crept back up. Why was she still a handmaiden? She remembered the herbalist, Dell, had offered her a job tending the garden, to be an apprentice underneath him. She even remembered being excited about it. Camille loved herbs, loved plants, loved watching the way they twisted and grew and vibrated with the force of the planet. 

But after she discussed the idea with Victor, it seemed like not a good idea at all. She made fun of Dell as she rejected him, called him a dirty old man. Victor suggested it all, and  Camille listened. The beautiful young brunette was lucky she had. The Counselor had made so many good decisions for her.

Victor's hand was on her thigh, fingers thumping along. He was so patient.

“It makes me feel . . . I don't know. It makes me wish that your love potion would hurry up and work.”

When Camille had revealed her love for the Princess—it was only a short time after she turned down the apprenticeship that she had realized her affection, making Victor's suggestion that she turn down Dell even better—Victor had crafted her a love potion to use. 

It looked awfully similar to the little drinks he made her, but Victor promised her that it wasn't the same. And it felt so good to trust Victor. He was so right and strong.

He nodded sagely. “Yes, I can see how you would want it to work. Though I would proposition that it already is.”

She looked puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“Have you noticed any—shall we say—other instances of amorous activity of the Princess before this?”

“Oh, no. Not at all.”

Princess Mariana was well-known throughout the kingdom for being rather icy. Glacial, as a matter of fact, when it came to romance. At eighteen, she was years beyond the proper age of betrothal. But her father, the King, was wrapped around her pretty finger, and let her do whatever she wanted.

It was easy to let Mariana do whatever she wanted. The young blond was beyond gorgeous—most of the populace was convinced she was a living divinity, some physical form of one of the Seven Divines. 

There was a saying—as Princess Mariana went, so went the Kingdom of Elysia. Certainly the King went along with anything she had to say, even more so since his wife's death some years past.

“Well,” Victor ran a hand through her hair. Camille trembled again, harder this time. She could feel it in her nipples, starting to stand up firmly against the loose cloth of her half-open blouse. “I would take that as a good sign, my dear. She was obviously overcome with emotion in your presence. Perhaps, being so long without a partner, or without any real affection, she simply didn't know how to proposition you correctly?”

Camille nodded eagerly. That made perfect sense. Victor was always making such good sense. 

When she had first come to him, weeks ago, he made sense right away. Well, she hadn't so much come to him as he had shown up in her quarters. But then he took out his wonderful crystal of truth. 

He explained, quite well, how no one could lie when the crystal was taken out. 

Look at how well it sparkled and shined. It was impossible to think that anything he said was something other than the truth, wasn't it? Wasn't that crystal nice?

That night, he revealed how much he cared for her. How he saw her as a daughter, or maybe a little sister. And how she needed to confide in him.

When Camille had first started talking to Victor, she believed silly things—like that she didn't want to be a handmaiden forever, even a royal one. That she had big, grand aspirations. Become an apprentice to someone. Maybe the herbalist? Maybe even be the royal herbalist someday?

Victor helped her realize that was just part of her latent repression of her sexuality. That what she really wanted was to fall in the arms of sweet, gorgeous Princess Mariana, and lick her pussy forever after. 

“I think you must be right, Counselor Victor,” she said sweetly. “It's just...it's so hard to see things how you do, sometimes. You're so wise and kind.”

“Perhaps my little crystal could make things a bit more clear?”

“Oh yes,” she said breathily, her chest heaving, one hand coming up to paw at his bicep. “Please, let me look into the crystal again?”

“Very well,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “Assume the truth position, my dear.”

Obediently, she slid off his lap, and knelt down in front of him. Staring up at him with her deep, dark brown eyes. He had explained to her that this was the only proper way to receive the truth he had to deliver.

“The oath, first.”

The young beauty nodded, her pouty lips forming a serious line. She knew the oath by heart. She held a hand to one breast, tweaking a nipple, as she raised her other hand in the air.

“I hereby promise to honor the crystal of truth, to recognize its power, to open my mind to its revelations, no matter how strange or foreign, and to enact its vision however I may.”

“Good girl.” 

Camille felt a slickness in her thighs at his words—in fact, at just saying the oath. That was new. When he took out the crystal from a pocket in his robes, the slickness intensified a hundredfold.

“Let's start with some affirmation, yes?”

“Affirmation,” Camille said, her voice sleepy. “Yes.”

Her mind was barely capable of describing the crystal, its effects. She felt like she was swimming in the universe, in the time before time began, bumping up against all the vibrations of the stars.

“You trust me.”

She nodded slowly. “I trust you.”

“I am your counselor.”

“You are my counselor.”

“My words are always right.”

“Your words are always right.”

He stroked her face. His touch so gentle, so caring. She moaned appreciatively. The wetness between her thighs increased.

“You love Princess Mariana.”

She nodded eagerly. “I love Princess Mariana.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

Camille's hand was still on one nipple, tweaking and fondling. Had it been there the whole time? Oh well. It was wonderful. Victor was wonderful. And so right.

“You'll do anything to make this happen.”

“I'll do anything to make this happen.”

“Touch your clit, dear. Finger your hot little pussy. You'll listen better.”

Camille complied with a moan. That made perfect sense. With as slick as she was, her fingers slid right in.

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the . . .” she fingered herself harder, struggling to make it make sense.

“The true king of this realm. Remember your oath, Camille. Open your mind.”

Yes. Open her mind. Be a good girl. Her fingers pumped in and out, the soft wet noises filling up the space between her and the crystal.

“True king,” moaned Camille. “Mind open.”

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the true King of this realm.”

She just trust Victor. So much. He had to be telling the truth. If she had been able to see herself, she would know that her eyes—deep dark brown—had been turned shining and blue as she stared into the crystal.

“The current King is an imposter.”

“The current King is an imposter.”

Yes, of course he was. Victor was the true King of the realm. The current King had to be an imposter.

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

They repeated this a few more times. It was drilled thoroughly into her head.

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

This only made sense. Camille's fingers plunged ever deeper into her cunt, her thumb working harder on her hot little clit. A puddle had started to form underneath her. Yes. A real King for Mariana. 

“The Princess deserves me.”

“The Princess deserves you.”

Yes, oh yes. Victor was the Real King. Mariana deserved a Real King. She deserved Victor. Of course she did.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should . . . should serve . . .”

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should serve a true . . . a true . . .”

Camille whined. This was starting to feel wrong again. Her hot little fingers in her snatch began to slow.

Victor stood up for a moment, taking the crystal with him. Some of Camille's fog started to clear. Victor was . . . was a King? Was that right? It had to be, because he said it, and yet . . . 

He returned with a goblet in his hand.

“You should drink this.”

Camille nodded blankly. “I should drink this.”

The liquid was warm, thick, full of happiness and warmth. It wasn't wine, not exactly, because it was too milky and smooth, but it was red and had the tinge of alcohol. Just like every time before that she had drained this sort of drink, Camille felt like she was flying. She let the goblet clank down to the ground from an empty, strengthless hand.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

Her cunt felt afire Her fingers slid in and out with renewed vigor. She felt her orgasm fast approaching.

“Princesses should seerve aaa truuue King's. Mmmmm. Oh. Every need.”

“I am the True King.”

“You are the Truuue King.”

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

Camille's fingers were deep in her pussy now, her thumb riding ceaselessly over her clit. It was sooo good. 

“Focus, girl. Give yourself a nice little cum, and focus.”

Camille came almost immediately, her hips bucking as her melting hot pussy vibrated with pleasure. It was the command. She just had to do what he said, and it was so easy to obey him. He was sooo strong. 

She had closed her eyes when she came, but when she opened them, the crystal was right there.

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

“Princess Mariana should serve you.”

Camille licked her lips. Mariana wasn't the only one who should serve Victor.

“You serve Princess Mariana.”

“I serve Princess Mariana.”

“You should serve me.”

Camille's hand had snaked up his robes, gleefully finding the lack of any impediment to his already completely hard cock. 

“I should serve you,” she purred.

“I am your King.” His voice getting ragged now.

She made her strokes long, using her thumb around his cockhead to spread the precum around. Before long, his entire shaft was slick.

“You are my King.”

He pushed forward, his cock right in front of her face now. 

“My cock is the only one you need.”

“Your cock is the only one I need.” Her voice breathy, hot, tinged with the need he prescribed.

“You want to be filled by my kingcock.”

“I want to be filled by your kingcock.”

Drool was sliding past her lips, running down her chin. She could not help but lick his perfect shaft as he spoke. It tasted an awful lot like the substance from the goblet. How wonderful.

“You want to be bred by my seed.”

“I want to be bred by your seed.”

Victor grabbed her by her incredible volume of hair and shoved her forward on her cock. She had no say in the matter anymore, no control. He slid her back and forth, up and down his shaft, and she simply complied like a good servant. One of his hands still held the crystal over her eyes, completely transfixing her. 

“I am your King,” he said. “I am your Master. I own you. I own your cunt. I own your womb.”

She moaned out affirmatives each time. Her hot lips stayed slick on his shaft, and she made sure her tongue was actively adoring every precious inch of Master's flesh that she felt. He was so good to her.

He was so delicious and perfect. She was his. He owned her. Her MasterKingOwner. He was so perfect.

Her big, lovely tits were mashing up against his knees as he fucked her pretty face. He wasn't slowing down. She didn't care. It was so hot how she didn't care how hard he fucked her face. She was his plaything. He could do whatever he wanted. 

“When I cum, you cum,” he ordered.

“Mmmhmmm!” 

She was so close anyway. Her cunt juices had already ruined her dress. She had no idea how she was going to walk back to her quarters without being called out for being a slut. She didn't care. She was Master's slut.

She felt his balls tense up, his every muscle tighten. Then heaven arrived in her mouth in liquid form, every Divinity singing out the praises in her mind of this Masterful Lord and King who owned her. Her orgasm frolicked across her body, burying her in pleasure, even as his seed buried itself deep in her tummy. Its taste was transcendent, the feeling euphoric. The thick hot wetness slid hot down her throat, each inch of it sliding so perfectly inside of her young, willing body. 

Every hot new spurt was just dirt on the grave of that silly thing she had called a will. It made her so happy to not have to worry about any thoughts but her Master's thoughts from now on.

All the bliss must have knocked her out, because when the waves of bliss finally subsided, she was on the floor, and he was walking around naked, preparing mixtures. She watched him cum—almost as if by his own will—into a flask, and then pour that into a goblet with a few other tinctures. Camille pouted—she wanted to be the one to make him cum.

He set down the tray on a stool in front of her.

“Make yourself presentable, dearie,” he said. He pointed at the tray. “The goblet goes to the Princess, that's your second trip. Your first trip is to take the bottle to the King.”

“The imposter King, Master?”

He smiled. “That's right, pet. You tell the guards it's from Dell, the herbalist. For the King's cough.”

“This will cure the King's cough?”

Master smiled. “It will seem to make the symptoms subside, for about six hours. And then all of a sudden, he will not be able to stop. He should die within the week. Do you have a problem with that?”

She shook her head. Of course not. The imposter had to be punished. Master had to assume his proper position. And Princess Mariana should serve him as the Queen. 

All of these things made such perfect sense. She was so lucky Victor explained them to her.

* * * * * 
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MARIANA, FINALLY, WAS back in her quarters. She loved her Royal Tower—its enormous chain of bedrooms, the voluminous bath that was the size of some common people's houses, the enormous outdoor garden that had its flowers changed out three times a day. The size of it, the opulence, the wealth dripping off the walls—these were all just reminders to her that she absolutely deserved her exalted position.

The numerous mirrors she had positioned on every wall were similar reminders. The multitude of her reflections were, of course, each fabulously stunning. Be it her thick mane of gorgeous golden blond hair, her vibrant emerald green eyes, her sensationally trim form with such perfectly shaped breasts, her exquisitely long legs, or even her face—so perfectly angelic and haughty,  ideal for her station—all of these were just reminders that she deserved her place at the top. 

Furthermore, they were reminders that, if she was not one of the Seven Divines in human form (as she was so justifiably starting to believe as she grew in beauty each day), she was at the very least chosen by them to be their prophet of beauty and power to the Kingdom of Elysia. 

As Mariana went, so went the Kingdom of Elysia. The Princess had heard the saying. It was quite a lot to live up to, but she felt more than up to the task. Tomorrow, she would be coronated as Queen with the ceremony on the Ten Thousand Steps, and the belief in her as the divine ruler of the country would be solidified ever more.

Her outfit certainly wasn't doing anything to disprove that belief. Today, she had on a rich crimson gown trimmed with golden chain. Her delightful breasts were on full display by the cut of the dress. Long, wide slits in the fabric started at her hips and ran the length of her scorching hot legs. Tall stiletto heels decorated her feet, with golden ribbon wrapping upward from the heels on each leg to her thighs. Her ornate crown rested perfectly in her perfectly arranged volume of golden hair, the diamonds there sparkling with every move. Elbow-length gloves, decorated again with golden chain, completed the regal look.

She was glad to be back in these quarters, alone once more. The morning had been tumultuous, to say the least. There had been an overwhelming amount of evidence to convict that damned herbalist, Dell, for killing the King. 

Mariana had never had much love for her father, and in fact was rather glad to see him go. Just as she knew she deserved her position as Princess, she knew she deserved an even higher one, as the one Queen of the Realm. But still, punishments had to be dealt out. Even if Mariana didn't automatically believe he was guilty—and with his ratty grease-sponging hair and his misshapen face and body, it was hard not to—there were over twenty eyewitnesses that collaborated the story that said he had wanted to kill the king for some time now.

Still, it was quite odd how all of the witnesses just so happened to be some of the most gorgeous young women in Fairmount Palace.  And more than that, over half of them were Mariana's servants. When asked why they hadn't stopped the herbalist on their own, or why they had not alerted the guards, they simply said they never thought he was really serious. 

Mariana—the final decider in these matters, after hearing the prosecution led by Counselor Victor—felt it was a simple decision to make. She could hardly say all those gorgeous maidens were lying, after all, even if she knew firsthand that a great deal of them weren't quite maidens.

The herbalist denied it all thoroughly, of course. He was quite vehement about his innocence, and seemed rather shocked when he had been assigned to the dungeons for the rest of his life. That wouldn't be much longer, Mariana knew. One could hardly let a killer of kings go on living.

She sighed. She could really use a lay. Only a month ago, that thought would have never entered her head. She would have never considered calling in one of her handmaidens to skillfully lick her pussy while she looked down and stroked the dear pet's hair, cooing softly in royal tones. But now, it was second nature. 

At times, Mariana found it curious that her sexuality—now that it had finally decided to bloom—was focused so directly on women. Women were gorgeous, of course, delicious little playthings for her to admire and enjoy. But it did not seem the norm.

In her dreams, sometimes, she was pinned against a wall and fucked mercilessly by a tall man. One wearing a crown. She called him King. His shaft riding into her virgin cunt, throbbing inside her with the pulse of the universe.

But, every man she came across hardly measured up to those dreams. One of many disappointments to stomach as Princess, and soon, Queen.

She called out to the servants waiting just outside. “A drink!” she called.

There was no response. 

Annoyed, she called out again. 

“A drink, I said! One from Camille!”

The drinks from that particular servant were the only kind that did the job, as of late. Mariana did not know what the delectable brunette put in the beverages. She did not care. She just wanted more of them. 

There was still no response.

Ready to fly into a rage, Princess Mariana strutted back across the marble floor in her magnificent heels—she had never quite learned to walk without strutting and showing off how gorgeous she was—and opened the door.

Camille was right behind the door already, holding a goblet full of the milky red liquid. Frilly little green gloves decorated her hands as they held the goblet. The dazzling brunette was smiling warmly, wearing a green silk dress, the fabric entirely sheer. It was impossible not to stare at Camille's bulging pregnant belly, her milk-engorged breasts. 

Camille held the goblet up in a green-gloved hand. “Your refreshment, my Princess.”

Mariana snatched it from her, taking a sip. The euphoria swept over her instantly. Everything started to feel better.

“Where are my guards?” asked Mariana. “The other servants?”

Camille looked around. The usual posting of ten armed guards and a servant for each was nowhere to be found.

“I believe they moved down the hall,” said Camille. “To give you your privacy on this tiresome day.”

Mariana had already stopped listening. Tiresome. It was all so tiresome, that was exactly the word. She had no mind to keep track of the movements of servants. 

The gorgeous royal teenager strode back inside her quarters, and found the nearest couch to slide her luxurious body on. She sipped away at her drink, enjoying its thick texture, the constant state of euphoria it spread through her hot body.

“When did you get so pregnant?” she asked.

Camille had followed Mariana, sitting at the edge of an adjacent couch. Mariana was resting deep in the pillows, almost flat, and Camille was looking down at her. The long tresses of the brunette's sparkling, soft hair tickled Mariana's face pleasantly. Everything was so pleasant.

“Oh, not too long ago, Princess. My Sir . . . his seed is so strong. I won't be pregnant for much longer.”

Mariana giggled. “That doesn't make sense, dearie. I'll have to educate you sometime about how it all works.”

“I'd love to have you educate me, Princess.”

Camille placed a hand on her shoulder. Soft, small. It was only inches away from her breast. So daring. So bold.

“Do you think I'm pretty, Princess?”

Of course she thought Camille was pretty. What a silly thing to ask. Even though she was enormously pregnant. Maybe even partly because of that. Camille was positively glowing. And her breasts, formerly delicious little morsels, had turned into amazing feasts for the eyes. Perhaps for more than just the eyes.

“Oh yes,” said Mariana.

“It's just that,” Camille opined. “You've never let me lick you like you have the other girls.”

“Really?”

Certainly that wasn't true. Mariana took a deep gulp from the goblet. Camille was so very gorgeous, and Mariana had never slept with her? That was akin to blasphemy.

“Really, Princess. And I understand if you don't think I'm attractive. It's just . . . I would very much like to.”

Mariana took another deep gulp, the warm euphoria washing over her. What a novel idea, having Camille lick her. What a fun little task for the day. She sat up a bit on the couch, spreading her legs.

“Why don't you start, then?”

Camille's face lit up. She had such a gorgeous young smile. “Wonderful! Thank you, Princess!”

She got into position between Mariana's legs, started to move downward, and then stopped suddenly.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “My necklace here is getting in the way. Let me move it.”

She pulled out from her expansive cleavage a shiny, bright crystal. Mariana could not stop staring at it. The crystal shone and shone, pouring out blue light into the expansive quarters.

“Do you like it?” asked Camille. “Master gave it to me. The same man who impregnated me. He's so very good.”

“ . . . very good . . .” said Mariana, her eyes caught on the stone. 

“When the crystal is out, you have to watch it. You have to follow it.”

“Have to watch it. Follow it.” Mariana's voice had gotten very quiet.

“You know that everything I say is so true. So right.”

“Everything you say . . . so true. So right.” Mariana giggled, her eyes becoming more and more blank, even as little sparks of blue began to grow larger and larger in her pupils.

“You trust me,” said Camille.

“I trust you.”

Camille, still holding the crystal steady, slid off the Princess's panties. An easy maneuver. Mariana didn't notice at all.

“Everything I say is sooo right,” Camille said again.

“Everything you say. Sooo right.”

Camille slid one pair of gloved fingers around Mariana's pussy, stroking the folds gently.

“My words are your thoughts.”

“Your words. My thoughts.”

The goblet in Mariana's hands lost its battle with balance and tipped clumsily to the floor. The potent concoction spilled everywhere. Its hot smell slid into the overwhelming heat pouring out from the pussies of the two teenage beauties on the couch.

“Being a Princess is so hard.”

“Being Princess.” Mariana sighed deeply as Camille's fingers pressed more insistently. “Is so hard.”

“Being a Queen will be even harder.”

“Being Queen. So much harder.”

Camille's fingers were rubbing intently on Mariana's clit, now. It was such a hot little button. Camille loved it—loved everything about Mariana. 

“You belong with a husband.”

“I belong with husband.”

“You belong with a King.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. “Belong. With King.”

Camille, even though she was the one holding the crystal, was still rather vulnerable to it. So even as she was helpless to do anything but follow her Master's orders and carry out the induction for him, her eyes could not help but lock on to the crystal and reinforce all these beliefs that Master laid out for the Princess. As Camille hypnotized Mariana, Camille hypnotized herself.

“Touch your tits, Princess. It's good for you to touch your hot tits.”

“Good to touch my tits.”

Mariana complied happily, sighing and then moaning as her dainty, gloved fingers adored her nipples.

“You need a man to tell you what to do.”

“I need a man . . . tell me to do.”

“Your mind is just a weak female's mind.”

“My mind issa weak. Female mind.”

“Only one man is fit to rule you.”

“Only one man fit to ruuule me.”

Camille's gloved fingers were sliding in and out of Mariana's pussy fast now, hard. It was so wet down there. Her thumb still riding over the Princess's royal teen clit. So slick and hot. Her hot little fuckglove getting so primed for a thick, hard cock inside of her.

“Only one man is fit to rule this realm.”

“One man. Only. Rule the realm.”

“You obey this man.”

“Obey this man.”

“Counselor Victor is this man.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. It all made so much sense now that Camille said it.

“Counselor Victor is man.”

“Counselor Victor is your Master.”

“Victor is Master.”

“You obey Master.”

“I obey Master.”

Mariana's voice was clouded with the need to cum. She was sooo close. She just had to keep obeying, keep repeating. That was all sooo good and so was everything else in the world, thanks to her obedience. Camille was so wonderful to teach her like this.

“You love Master.”

“Looove Master!”

“You worship Master.”

“Worshiipp Masterrr!”

“Keep saying it. You obey Master. You love Master. You worship Master.”

Camille slid her face down at last to Mariana's pussy. 

She started licking immediately, relishing the Princess's sweet, royal teen cunt's juices all over her beautiful face. Master had taken so much of her mind, and justifiably so—so much of it was useless and served no purpose to Master's plan—but Camille still had enough of it to recognize that she had wanted Mariana's hot young pussy for the longest time. 

Every single lick, every little nudge of her lips, every hot gasp she breathed into her darling Princess's flesh, was heaven come down to Camille.

Mariana kept chanting out, obeying happily as Camille licked her.

“Obey Master. Loove Master. Worshiip Master. Obeeyyyy Masterrr. Loooveee Master. Worrrship Masterrr. Obeeyyy Master. Looove Masterrrrr. Worshiiiiip Masterrrrr.”

Camille's tongue was so soft, so slick and insistent. Mariana came with a hot chanting scream, thrashing up and down in the couch. 

“WorshIIPP MastERRR. OBEY MASterrr. LOVE Masssterrrr.”

For a moment there was silence as Mariana's mind tried to grasp what it was, exactly, that was happening. Or, it felt like silence—Mariana kept chanting, though, and there were still tiny schlicking sounds as Camille studiously attended the young Princess's pulsating cunt. 

Camille slid away after a moment, though.

“Would you like to meet him, Princess? Would you like to meet your new King?”

The double-doors banged across the quarters. Counselor Victor entered the room, immediately disrobing. Mariana gasped at his sensationally cut musculature, his throbbing pecs and solid brick of abdomen muscles. And his manhood! It was monstrously huge, thick as a bottle and just as long. It would rearrange her entire life just to have him inside of her. She was desperate for such change. 

He was godly. He was certainly her God. She needed to obey him. Love him. Worship him.

He closed the distance between them shortly, and put a strong hand underneath her chin. 

“Hello there, Princess. I'm sorry I'm a little late. I had to convince my other special girls that fucking guards to distract them wasn't betraying my trust.”

Mariana giggled helplessly. He was saying so many things at once. It was hard to focus on them all. She just nodded, agreeing happily. “Yes, Master.”

His smile broadened. Mariana felt her cunt do backflips just from that small gesture. He pushed Camille to the floor, where she landed with a little happy giggle. Her face was smeared with Mariana's juices. That was so hot. This was all so hot. Mariana pulled at Master, guiding him downward.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, fuck me like I deserve. Fuck your Princess like no one else can.”

He said nothing, just smiling intensely. His cock was so monstrously hard. Her cunt was slick, perfectly lubricated thanks to Camille's efforts. He entered inside of her with complete ease. Every throbbing inch of him pushing aside her maidenhood like it was nothing at all. She barely felt the pain—pleasure was the name of the day as his cockmeat filled her gentle teen pussy more and more.

His massive size dominated her entire mind—there was no other thought that could possibly penetrate her skull when he was penetrating her so thoroughly. Completely, that was the word. She was complete, now, with him inside of her. It was so wonderful, so perfect, that her very first man was actually her God, was her husband-to-be, was her supreme King.

And then. Then he started to fuck her properly. The enormous size pumping in and out of her tiny cunt. The meat so completely dominant, so large and veiny and diamond-hard. He ruled her, totally. She squeezed her tight snatch as best she could, hoping her soft warm wetness was so nice for him. There was nothing she wanted more than to possess the hottest, wettest, tightest place in the world for his wonderful cock.

She was so happy, serving underneath him. This was her true place, her true role. Princesses were made to serve Kings like him. He slapped her lightly on one cheek, and then the other, his hands moving downward to paw artlessly at her enormous breasts. She smiled at him, licking her lips.

Camille was on the ground next to them, fingering her pussy, cumming again and again from the sight of these two individuals fucking each other so hard. Her hair had become a tangled, sweaty mass around her pregnant body, wrapping around her tits and ass in a loving coil. Her dress was all disheveled, hanging loosely off of her swelling breasts.

“My Royal Slave,” grunted Master, as he fucked Mariana even harder.

“Your Royal Slave!”

He pumped harder and harder at Mariana's affirmation. His thumbs running over her big nipples.

“You are my PrincessFuckToy.”

“Your PrincessFuckToy!”

She pushed back into him as he pushed into her, hoping to massage his perfect cock even more as it delivered his holy message inside of her.

“My little Teen Queen.”

“Your Teen Queen!” She cried back, instantly.

“Mine to own.”

“Yours to own!”

Her eyes were getting maniacal now in their ferventness—unblinking, ever widening.

“You're mine to breed,” he grunted.

“Yours to breed!”

His load shot inside her with all the intensity of a thunderstorm. She felt like she was going to explode from the pure electricity of it, from the overload of hot, sexual bliss that he delivered. 

It was like the feeling from the drink that Camille delivered multiplied by thousands. Millions. Her head hung loosely off the couch, staring and giggling softly at nothing at all. Her mind felt totally gone. She felt him exit her cunt, and whined helplessly, one gloved hand raising up to beg for more. He had made her feel so good.

She turned to look at her Master's perfect body.

Oh god, he was still hard! Even after filling her full of his fuckdaddy superstrong breeding cum, he was still sooo hard. His cock was slick and wet with her juices still, with his juices. She licked her lips.

He sat down on the couch, at the other end from her.

“Camille,” he called out. “Attend me.”

Mariana put a dainty hand to her mouth, taken aback. She sat up on the couch, her heart pounding fast. Some of the fog clearing away.

“My darling Master,” she gasped, “Am I not allowed to clean your cock? Have I been . . . demoted?”

He smiled, clearly enjoying her shock at possible rejection..

“Of course not, my dearest. Come,” he said, guiding Mariana's hand. “Join Camille. Join your sister-in-servitude.”

“Yesss,” Camille purred, staring happily into Mariana's green gaze. “Join me, love, please!”
Mariana could not resist her Master's command. She did not know if she had the fortitude to resist anything Camille said now, either. She was sooooo stunning. A slave. Just like her. 
They both began stroking and kissing Master's cock, happily obeying.

“I deserve lots of Slave Princesses, don't I, girls? And lots of Slave Queens, too. Lots and lots.”

“Lots and lots,” they echoed together, and then giggled at how they both said it at the same time, in the same adoring sing-songy voice.

“Good girls.”They both swooned. Stroking him even harder. Mariana's hand on top, Camille's below. Their gloves shining and sparkling, getting covered over with streams of precum.

“Now, because I do, so unquestionably, deserve a few Queens, it only makes sense that you two would be the first of so many, since you're both so unbelievably gorgeous. Mariana has just the slightest bit of superiority, since she was a real Princess in the old world, but Camille . . . Camille, you were the one first responded so positively to my concoctions. Before you, I had many failures. But you are the symbol of my triumph. The symbol of how I deserve so much. So much more than only Mariana as my Queen.”

They each nodded. Smiling at each other knowingly.

“And once I have enough Queens...well, that means it will be time to promote the two of you. The idea of the Seven Divinities ought to be somewhat updated, I think. ”

Their hearts both caught in their throats. Promotion! They were so excited. Of course they knew they deserved it.

“Now, I want you two to tell each other how much you care for each other.” He stroked Mariana's hair with one hand, and then Camille's with the other. “How much you adore each other, and want so desperately to make each other happy. For me.”

“Yes, Master!” they cooed.

Mariana went first. “Camille, I think you're incredible.” Her voice sugaring each word. “I love the way your cheekbones are so proud and amazing, how your jawline is so utterly smooth and perfect, your glorious face, your simply ravishing body, your sense of style, your hair...you are the complete package, and then some. You are just...” she moaned, watching Camille get turned on by the talk, watching her glorious brown eyes brim with need for more praise from her new sister-slave. “...just amazing. I love you, Camille. I adore you...and I hope you adore me.”

Camille nodded, bringing her face closer to Victor's cock. The two of their faces so close to the pulsing, throbbing meat, as they stared desperately into each other's eyes, looking for more angles of devotion.

“I...I chose this dress for you, Mariana.” She flattened out the green sheer fabric that was barely still on her body. “Because I know it's your favorite color, because it's just like your eyes. I wanted you to know that all the things that are your favorites are my favorite too. And I want you to know I think you're so fucking precious and gorgeous and amazing and I just so utterly, completely adore you so fucking much and—”

Mariana cut her off with a sizzingly perfect kiss, melding their wet, thick lips together with ferocious passion. Their mouths, so close to Master's cock, quickly latched onto it, making out with each other as they ran their lips up and down his magnificent meat. They each adored his massive length, their perfect lips overrunning.

Mariana loved her fellow slave Camille, loved how completely in love they both were with Victor, loved how they both worshiped him with everything they had. It was so utterly perfect.

Their tongues molded down on Victor's cock, adoring it, loving it, loving him, loving each other. There was enough of it for Mariana to suck and deepthroat the head while Camille went on to suckle on his shaft, and vice versa. 

Master's body tensed up. They each moaned in their kisses, knowing he would gift them with his cum so soon. 

And, just when it seemed like he wouldn't, when it seemed like they couldn't live any longer without one more second of his seed, he came. The hot, thick, brilliant white strands sprayed deep into Mariana's throat, Master shoving her down first on his orgasming member. Then he pulled her off and shoved the meat deep into Camille's perfect, waiting mouth. The slaves moaned and shook with orgasm, their tits all mashed together, their legs intertwined with their Master's, his cum soaking the mass of their perfect, silky soft strands. 

They swallowed it down eagerly, loving the warm, perfect feeling of it oozing into their bodies, of each perfectly crafted atom decorating their utterly beautiful beings. They giggled and laughed richly, almost crying in joy.

"Thank you, Master," they cooed together. "Thank you, King Victor."

Mariana loved the feel of his warm goo all over her, the blanket of wet hotness it provided.

Inside her belly, Mariana could already feel her Master's seed going to work, filling her up with life. Her belly swelling just slightly, her tits growing. His power grew within her, just as it grew in the realm. For as Mariana went, so went the kingdom of Elysia.

# # # 
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Renaissance Fair
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The two of them, Derek and Estelle, sat alone in her tent on Saturday morning. It was early in the day, about an hour before the second weekend of the Breaker County Fall Renaissance Fair began. Warmth spread out from a small space heater ran underneath a rock which attempted to hide the anachronism. The weather outside was cold and drizzly, and yet both of the young players seemed to have a glow to their complexion. After the vigorous, thoroughly hot night they had shared the night before, this was probably to be expected. 

In her tiny medieval witch outfit, Estelle looked even more preposterously busty than she normally did. The red lacy corset just barely wrapped around her oversized breasts—which had grown in the past year since she had bought it at the age of eighteen, though none of the rest of her body had, staying short and otherwise slender—and the skimpy black-and-red dress on top of the corset displayed more than it hid. Across from Derek, her long, tanned legs were no mystery—and neither was expanse of beautiful black hair, or her ruby red lips, or her smoldering dark eyes. All of this was entirely focused on Derek—arranged, she hoped he could see, just for him.

“Thank you for coming in here,” she leaned forward. It had the desired effect—he looked straight into her exposed cleavage. “I know you have a lot to prepare.”

Derek shrugged. His armor clinked. Most of it was plastic, but there was enough metal to make it appear and feel largely realistic. As a knight, Derek had one of the most physically demanding jobs in the fair, always preparing and recovering from the latest joust. The jousts were choreographed and arranged, of course, but that didn't mean people weren't really falling from moving horses. 

“No problem.” He had a nice smile. “What’s this about?”

Estelle smiled. He was being coy. That was fine. She could work with that.

“I just want you to know...” she took a breath. She had practiced this, dang it! It was supposed to be easy. “I just want you to know that all the feelings you have, I have too.”

“Oh, really?” He grinned suddenly, incredibly relieved. “That’s great.”

Her heart soared.

Before last night, Derek had always struck her as something of a dullard, if a cute one. After every rehearsal on Friday night, the renaissance fair players celebrated with a night out, partying and drinking at the house of their boss, Hazel. Usually, Derek hung out with his lovely girlfriend, Britney. But, Britney had been called away early in the night to take care of something family-related, and Derek and Estelle ended up having several drinks together. Enough for Estelle to really get to know Derek, and to discover the poetic heart he had underneath all that brash exterior. 

The things he said to her...the way he told her he felt about her, the way he had felt about her for ages! It was the stuff of beautiful, beautiful romances. For months and months now—since their senior year, he said—he had held a steadfast crush on Estelle. And last night, finally aware of all that passion (and rather influenced by the shots and beers she had taken in over the night), Estelle quickly allowed him to capitalize on his love.

“Yes,” she gushed to him, holding his hands tight. “I just...I feel now that I could sense how you’ve felt for a long time. It makes sense, now.”

Derek slipped his hands out of hers, leaning back and letting out a big sigh. 

“Oh god, that’s a relief. This tiny tent...us sitting this close. Man.” He shook his head. “For a minute there, I thought you were crushing on me or something. I’m glad you know this was all just casual.”

Like a turbine suddenly without steam floating through it, Estelle’s thoughts powered down. 

“What?”

“You said we had the same feelings. Those are my feelings.”

“What are your feelings?”

“That it was all casual?” He smiled, as if she was joking. “I just said that. I don’t want anything serious with you. I’ve got Britney.” He adjusted his sleeves, armor clinking. “She won’t have sex until we’re married, so I’m probably gonna marry her. You really helped me get some release from all this blue balls I've had lately. I’m glad you’re not gonna talk about this or anything.”

Estelle was speechless. He must have taken her silence as acquiescence, because he stood up to leave.

Voice strangled, Estelle said, “You t-told me...you said you loved me, Derek.”

“Oh, right.” He laughed. “You know, that’s just something people say, isn’t it? I mean, when you bang? Doesn’t it just sort of...” he waved his hands. “Make it all hotter? Adds to the magic of it, right? You’re a 'witch.' You should appreciate that.”

Clearly, he thought he was being funny.

“You can’t do this to me.” Her words had taken a manic edge now. She stood up, pointing at him. “I won’t let you just do this to me.”

He frowned, realizing only now how serious she had been. “Look, I don’t want anything more to do with you, okay?” In a clatter of plastic and metal, he stood up. “Don’t contact me anymore. If you try and tell somebody, I’ll just put out the word that you’re a slut and a liar. Do you want that?”

This...this bastard, though Estelle. This utter and complete bastard. He had let her feel—he had told her—he had promised—he had said—

“I curse you, Derek! I curse you!”

He laughed at her, a reaction probably more damaging than anything else could have been. 

“You are getting way too much into character, honey. I’m out.”

And he left, leaving Estelle alone, dejected, and miserable. She wanted to sob and breakdown, but the fair would be opening soon and she could not be seen like that. A witch had to have composure, or else she would ruin everyone’s experience.

Estelle would break down later. Yes—at home, over some chocolates and ice cream, maybe. But she wouldn’t let Derek ruin the day of those who had come to enjoy her little show. 

She sat down at her little “spell table,” completely overwhelmed. In front of her was a rather-realistic looking skull, some formaldehyde jars of fake body parts, and a few oddly-shaped flasks filled with menacingly-colored liquids. All of it would glow faintly when she turned the lantern light down.

As if of their own accord, her hands found the little fetish she had picked up in a market yesterday morning on her way to rehearsal. It sat next to the skull, and was the most recent addition to her table. 

Her boss, the athletic and far-too-sullen Hazel, was always encouraging them to get into character and to bring in bits that could “layer” the experience for any guests. Knights with cross necklaces under their armor where no one could see them, using shoddy, small period-accurate mirrors to adjust make-up, or tapestries hidden under their feet. With all the excitement from Derek, she had practically forgotten about the new fetish.

The strange old woman who had sold it to her had asked for almost nothing. Two dollars? Four, maybe? Estelle couldn't even remember. It was exactly however much cash she had on her at the time, she remembered that much. The fetish itself was a small dark cloud, various lightning bolts carved into the surface. Now that she looked at it, Estelle considered that it looked rather phallic, with its long heady protrusion and significantly thick, cylindrical shape. 

It was the only thing nearby that had enough substance to throw in a rage—and so Estelle picked it up, fully intending on doing so.

And yet...

Yet. As she held it in her hands, the thought of throwing it somewhere began to strike her as terribly wrong. Instead, she fell to her knees, staring at its exquisitely carved surface. She stroked it. Licked it, even. All her hatred of Derek, all her humiliation and embarrassment, all her desire for him to have those very emotions instead of her, poured out of her. 

All her desire, as well—all her need to be taken and rescued from this horrible situation, to have a strong, powerful male to fuck her brains out and make everything right. Someone to make Derek sorry. She wanted Derek to lose his girlfriend—for Britney to fall in love with someone else and reject Derek as completely as Derek had rejected Estelle. More so. She wanted her revenge in dividends. The next man she touched! The next man Britney touches who wasn’t Derek, she falls feverishly and slavishly in love with for the rest of her life—that was what Estelle wanted more than anything.

All of this vitriolic emotion poured into the little fetish—and Estelle knew, somehow, feeling it in the air itself, that all her desires and needs were being channeled into something tangible in the world. She knew without a doubt that her every last wish would soon be fulfilled.

And then the fetish crumbled in her hands, becoming nothing but dust.

* * * * *
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JAKE WAS A STRANGER to Renaissance Fairs. His friend, Nathan, had pulled him into this one, but Nathan was now off watching jousts all day long.

As a rule, Jake was not a fan of much in the medieval realm. He didn’t quite understand the whole appeal. In today’s world, he had television, computers, cars, refrigeration, medicine, and nobody was trying to kill him based on his profession or his background (or at least, not in any specified way). Going back five hundred years or so meant literally all of those things were undone. Craziness.

So, he walked through the crowded, muddy camp of the Renaissance Fair with a kind aghast amusement at the fervor with which all the players went about working their roles, and the glee so many of the patrons had in participating in the fiction with them. 

Strong men proudly brandished their muscles, paying no attention to the low wind chill permeating through the crowd. Fire-breathers very appropriately shot fire up into the air, casting a bit of warmth into the cold of the day. Middle-aged men and women made-up to look older or grosser than they actually were sat behind stalls and carts, calling out the availability and prices of their wares. 

Most of the players, it seemed, knew better than to approach Jake. Probably his aloofness was a tell-tale sign that he wasn’t worth their time and effort—and probably he was not the first such person to be dragged to a Renaissance Fair.

Even so, Jake didn’t actively try to dump all over everyone else’s fun. Even if he didn’t understand it in the slightest, he had no wish to ruin someone else’s good day just because he was being a stick in the mud. If he had his way, he'd be at home somewhere in front of a computer screen, maybe shifting between jerking off and playing a videogame, or both at the same time. That was the best way to relax, he had found. But—oh well. Nothing for it now but to make the best of what was in front of him. 

And that was how he found himself in front the old-style tavern. If he had spent one more minute with Nathan gushing about jousting statistics and techniques, how the green knight was actually better than the red knight even though the red knight had the longest lance, Jake probably would have gone off on some sort of rant. 

A drink or two—he double-checked that the tavern did, in fact, serve alcohol—would calm him down and make the whole affair more enjoyable, besides. Nathan was Jake's ride, and he, unfortunately, had every intention of staying at the affair until dark. It wasn’t even noon yet.

A little early for alcohol, but what the hell. People drank all day in Renaissance times, if Jake's memory served him.

Inside the tavern, the first sight to greet him was a beautifully busty blonde hostess. The absolute first thing he noticed about her, of course, was how low-cut her top was. The fabric skated right above the nipples, and was bound tight, exposing two beautiful semi-spheres of glorious bouncing young flesh. Every breath flirted with a wardrobe malfunction. 

Despite the open invitation to share and admire her, Jake tried to be a gentleman and did his best to look in her eyes—which were beautiful, beautiful blue. 

“I’m Britney,” the beautiful server gushed happily. “Around here, they know me as the ‘friendly tavern wench.’ Won’t you let me show you to your table?” 

She said this with an elaborate wink, holding her arm out. All part of the show. It embarrassed him a bit, being shown to his table in this fashion—there was an older couple sitting at a table just a few feet away, looking at him expectantly. Jake very nearly walked out right then. 

Ah, whatever. She was gorgeous from head to toe. Might as well enjoy holding her arm to a table. 

The inside of the tavern was layered with the mounted heads of animals—boars and deer, mostly—as well as a few shields and swords and spears and so on. It looked old-timey enough, and while he could see that the lights were electronic, they were kept behind blurred glass and remained dim and flickery enough to give the area some verisimilitude. 

The tavern was largely empty—a few couples here and there having some beers or chips and dip. They walked halfway across the range of tables before her hand brushed against his. Then, almost immediately after that, her fingers slipped between his, intertwining affectionately. 

Something...something had Happened. Something with a great deal of Significance, bearing quite a lot of Capitalization in Jake’s mind. 

Her touched had Changed something. He didn’t...he didn’t know what. He couldn't define it—he just Knew it to be True. All of sudden, her entire demeanor had changed, and the rest of the rather empty tavern faded from thought. 

That he and Britney had business to attend to was all he knew for certain.

There were plenty of open tables. Before their hands touched, she seemed set on guiding him toward a small table near the bar. But, her flesh now rubbing against hers, and—to Jake’s great surprise—her hips intently pushing onto his, chin sliding downward onto his shoulder like they were old lovers, she led him to a dimly lit booth in the back. If no one walked directly by, they wouldn’t be able to see in. 

“Is this acceptable, Sir?”

He could hear the capitalization in her voice. Things changing in her mind, maybe, just like in his. Sitting down at the booth, he could not help but admire her tight, gorgeously busty body. Her formerly gushy, friendly attitude now had a serious streak of seductive awareness to it. She knew that her body was on display...and more importantly, that it was displayed that way just for him to enjoy. She seemed to be a bit surprised at herself...but also didn’t seem to care all that much. 

“Yes,” he said. “Though...all I really wanted was a seat at the bar.”

She leaned over the table, happily pawing at his arm. Her cleavage was incredibly visible. Trying to be a gentleman, still, he did his best not to stare...and largely failed. 

“Don’t worry about that at all. I’ll make sure you get everything you want. I’ll go grab you our best beer and be right back to serve you. How does that sound, Sir?”

“Great.”

With a delighted giggle, she ran her fingers down his arm, squeezing it playfully. Just on reflex, he flexed—and noticed a surprising bulge in his shirt where there was a strong, dense bicep now. What the  hell? He forgot his almost-fearful surprise, though, when Britney let out a soft gasp of desire, squeezing his arm even more. Finally she left, carefully strutting and swaying her ass for him to enjoy.

Well, thought Jake. That certainly was...a bit out-of-place in his rather virginal life. At the age of twenty-one, he had never had sex before, but he was rather used to that whole situation by now. Sex was sort of like some far-off level in a video game, he just hadn't earned enough experience to get to that level yet. 

And now, to have this absolute sex-pot of a babe practically fawning all over him, and right away, with no real effort on his part...

It was nice. It was really nice. A strong, glowing, warm sensation filled his chest. 

In fact, this affection from her didn’t feel out of place at all. No, it felt deserved.

Wasn’t it about time that he got the affection he had so richly earned from his existence? Wasn’t he due for a little worship for being, well, just plain better than others? It was a kind of imbued right, wasn't it? A Divine Right, as a matter of fact. His cloth was the sort that Kings were cut from.

Huh?

He rubbed his eyes, leaning over at the table. Where had that thought come from? Better than others? A King?

It was a thought that required more sorting out, but when he opened his eyes again, there was Britney with his beer. She nimbly sat down next to him in the booth, sliding forward until her long, tanned leg swung over his. Her firm, young, hot breasts pushed into his arm, and she bared her cleavage again. 

This time, he did not try to be a gentleman in the least. A tiny bead of sweat ran from her neck down into the dark shadow between her perfectly positioned tits. He watched it openly...and she adjusted her top, allowing his view to improve. 

“See something you like, Sir?”

“Quite a bit, actually.”

“That’s so good.”

She was a virgin, he realized suddenly. He had no idea how he knew, but he did know it for certain, the same way that he knew her hair was blond and her eyes were bright, sparkling blue. The same way that he knew she would absolutely adore being stuffed full of his cock in every hole she had.

Confidence flooded him, allowing him not to view her as some imposing, intimidating avatar of busty beauty as he had when he entered the tavern, but rather as a simpering, giggly, sexy little pet, eager to please him in any way possible. Just a girl. Less than that. A toy to enjoy until he tired of it, and then something to discard easily—even though her love for him would be eternal if her body allowed it.

Adjusting his arm around her body, his hand slipped around her waist, and she cooed out her approval. His fingers dug into her soft, firm flesh of her back, fingertips sliding across her spine, and she purred with happiness, crushing her tits even harder against his chest.

She stared up at him with happy adoration, biting her lower lip with trepidation. “Can I tell you something, Sir?”

“Certainly.”

His voice boomed. He had never heard his voice boom before. That was cool. If he could take his eyes off her tits, he would probably notice that he was getting quite a bit taller, that his clothes were starting to shred off from all the muscle mass he was adding...but it was too much fun to stare at Britney with this feeling of perfect, complete ownership to notice all that.

Besides—hadn't he always been this muscular and defined?

“You’re...”  Britney bit her lip, looking a bit scared. “You’re important to me. Like, really, really important. I don’t...I don’t know if I even have words. I have a boyfriend? And like...I don’t even...” she took a breath, waving air into her face. She giggled. “I just am not caring about him at all. It’s like every feeling I ever had about him is redirected onto you, but tenfold. A hundredfold. I...I love you so much and it almost hurts...” Her voice became very serious, her eyes smoldering with heat. “I want to suck your cock so fucking bad. I just want you to feel how badly I need to be yours. God...”

She ripped at her blouse, baring her tiny lacy black bra beneath her outfit. 

“Please tell me you’ll take advantage of me? Please let me suck your monster fucking cock, oh god...Sir, please, please, ple—oh!”

Unable to contain himself, Jake’s free hand gripped her breast through the lacy fabric of her bra. So soft, so warm. He used his strong, iron grip to tug her forward, while his hand on her back pushed her forward. Soon, he was kissing her—and she was most definitely kissing him, moaning, her tongue immediately pressing into his. He soon found his way past the flimsy barrier of her bra, and tweaked her nipple, continuing to delve into the pleasures of her soft, beautiful flesh. 

Meanwhile, his other hand dove downward, beneath her silly period-accurate skirt, tugging at her very-period-inaccurate lacy pink panties. Her ass was tight and firm, just like the rest of her. His hand took up almost the whole of her ass-cheek. He was a hulk, now, enormous everywhere. 

His cock reflected this change. A cock fit for a king, nearly a foot long and getting thicker by the second as he enjoyed this wench's body.

She pulled off what remained of his muscle-shredded pants, moaning with hot, forceful need as she breathed on his stiffening rod. 

Jake realized for a moment that he hadn’t remembered it being so big...so thick. Was he getting bigger?

Of course not. He had always been huge. That’s why he deserved the total adoration of babes like this Britney. He shoved her head down against his crotch, guiding her to lick him, love him, as was her proper place.

He was her King. He was her fucking King, to be able to treat her like this. He was going to cover her in his cum. He was going to fill her up and breed her, make her pregnant. That’s what Kings did.

As she gorged on his cock, stroking him with her hands to make up for what she couldn't swallow, he tilted his head back and enjoyed life, as a King would.

* * * * *
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HAZEL WAS SO INCREDIBLY pissed with Derek. Sleeping with that stupid, slutty Estelle! How dare he!

She walked through the muddy grounds of the Renaissance Fair, trying to avoid any visitors for the day. 

Even so, opportunistic men catcalled her, thinking she was part of the show. Of course, she technically was, but her duties extended far beyond just being a player in the Fair, and today of all days, she had no intention of partaking in pleasantries with guests for very long. 

Even so, it was easy to understand the misunderstanding with what she was wearing. In her tight, silly princess gown, she certainly looked like a posh princess. But, with Derek enraging her the way he had, she just was not very amiable to playing the part of the helpless damsel right now. 

As a point of fact, she knew she was often not any good at that role in the first place with her often cold and standoffish moods, so with as agitated as she was, it would have been an exercise in complete futility to appear flirty, vulnerable, and attractive all at once right now, even if she was a fucking knock-out in this skimpy gown. Her red hair—her pride and joy—trailed all the way down to her trim, perfect ass, and she knew she provided a lot of ammunition for horny men. She would have been lying if she said she didn't enjoy their looks, at least a little bit.  

Estelle! Once again, Hazel shook her beautiful head. God. Derek really drove her nuts.

More than anything, Hazel was just looking for something to take her frustrations out on. So, she headed to the tavern—if she was going to work on something, it may as well be a quick shot and a beer, she thought. Just to relax a little bit.

Derek had come clean to her earlier in the afternoon. It was important for him to be honest to her, he said—because of how he couldn’t be honest all the way with Britney, really. Whatever that meant. He was an asshole, cheating on Hazel with Estelle when he was supposed to only be cheating on Britney with Hazel. 

Of course, Hazel found it hard to find any ground to stand on. She herself was something of a homewrecker—if Britney and Derek actually lived together, anyway, which they didn’t. She had thought that, being a good five years older than Derek, she would be able to handle him easily enough. But, she was wrong, suckered in by his cute demeanor.

God, if only they didn't all work together...

It was a tricky business, being the manager at the Renaissance Fair. Most everyone she employed was under the age of thirty, like herself, and so all of them were high-energy, with lots of ideas. If she didn’t point them in the right directions, they got all squirrely and started taking out their frustrations in the weirdest of ways. 

Inside the tavern, she found the place weirdly empty. There were a couple of guests, but many seemed ready to leave. She walked up to the bartender, Dave.

“Hey, what’s the deal?” she asked. “Where is everyone?”

“I don't know. Something's...something's going on in the back. I don't know what it is, but...but I know I'm not allowed back there.”

Hazel raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean, you're not allowed?”

“I just...I can't. It is his Law. We cannot disobey. Our lives are in his service and we must not interfere with the King's wishes, Princess Hazel.”

“Drop the act, okay? What's really happening?”

But Dave didn't say anything more—he merely looked toward the back, shaking his head and kneeling down in the corner. 

What in the hell was happening? Where was Britney? Even if Derek was playing her for a fool, she normally had a pretty good head on her shoulders. 

There was something to what Dave said—even if it looked like he was in the midst of some nervous breakdown. There was a kind of...a sort of presence in the back of the tavern. Something big and ominous. Hazel approached, hearing delighted moans and exaggerated sucking sounds. 

She was not prepared for what she saw. Britney, clothing in tatters, was in the middle of being showered with a thick layer of gooey white cum, jerking off the enormous cock of an even more enormous stud—the absolute most perfect, handsome man Hazel had ever seen. 

“W-wh-what’s going on here?” she asked, not nearly as confident as she would have liked. She tried again. “Britney! Get off the guest!”

Britney, confused, turned to Hazel, licking up thick strands of cum off her hands and arms as she did.

“B-but...Hazel...I...”

The man she was with—the King, Hazel supposed—smiled grimly at Hazel. His cock—it was hard. He had just cum so, so much, covering Britney...and his cock was hard.

Fuck. The smell was overwhelming. 

“Bring her here,” he said to Britney, nodding at Hazel. “Make her mine.”

Britney nodded. “Yes, Sire.”

Hazel immediately started backing away, and yet...it was all so sexy, so overwhelming...and there was so much beautiful cum.

“Princess Hazel, won't you come join me? I know I am just a lowly servant...but as the Princess, you really ought to do as the King asks. It sets an example for us all. Won't you speak to him and see what he wants while I suck his cock for you?”

Princess Hazel—no, no, just Hazel—felt her resolve weakening. Something felt so very right about joining Britney. 

“N-no!” She said, backing away again. “This is all...this is insanity!”

The King reached out and slapped Britney on the ass. “Try harder, wench.”

Britney squirmed with the helplessly eager need to please. She reached out toward Hazel with her free hand, still a bit slathered with cum. “Just...come sit down, please?”

“No!” Hazel looked disgusted, batting Britney’s hand away. “I’m not going to do anything like that. In fact, I’m going to call...I don’t know. The police or something. I think you’ve been drugged, Britney.”

Britney looked at her King, conflicted. 

“Grab her,” boomed the King. “Bring her to me. You want me to take your friend. You want her to be mine.”

“Yes, Sir,” Britney nodded solemnly, staring lustfully at the growing totem of cock rising up higher and higher. “Anything, Sir.”

The King leaned forward, obviously excited. He could take Hazel anytime he wanted, she realized. He just wanted to watch Britney bring her forward—because he thought it was fun. Because women were playthings to him. 

And rightfully so. Weren't all cunts just born to serve their King and beg to hold his precious cum in their wombs, to be fucked and bred just as he had designed them for? A princess ought to serve more than any other...

Oh god, what was happening? It was like her thoughts were turning into some eroticized, twisted version of feudal philosophy!

She hardly had time to consider it. Britney, breasts bouncing, grabbed her by the throat and arm and tugged her over past the overturned table and pushed her to her knees before the King's might cock. 

“What the fuck?” Hazel squealed. “What are you doing? You’re fired! You’re—”

Jake’s hand touched her cheek. Hazel calmed, instantly. 

“Please,” she said quietly. “Just let me get up and...um...”

She got to her knees on top of the table. His cock was right there. His royal cock. His Kingly cock. A princess ought to know her King's cock very well. That was her most precious, most sacred duty, after all. Licking her lips, Hazel got closer and closer to it.

“Just let me...let me um...let me look...”

Unable to resist anymore, her mouth sank over his cock. Her eyes closed in luxurious pleasure, as if she were sucking some chocolate-covered lollypop.

“You're just my little fuckprincess, aren't you? My princess pet. My princess fucktoy.”

Princess Hazel—and she knew without a doubt that was who she was now—moaned in agreement, working her mouth up and down his disastrously perfect cock. Her whole being belonged to her King now, just like it was supposed to be.  Next to her, moaning for position, Britney slid in and started to lick the long length of the King's cock where Princess Hazel could not quite reach down. He was so massive, so thick! The two beauties took turns on his cock, guided by his big, strong hands.

“I'm going to gift you, Princess,” he grunted. “For submitting so readily. For being such a good little pet. For knowing your place.”

Bliss ran through Princess Hazel's body at the praise—and then pulsed through her again when she could feel her King's body tensing up, preparing to unload inside of her mouth.  

He sprayed hard into Hazel’s mouth, unloading load after load of cum down her throat. But he only kept cumming, and so he pushed her off—spraying a bit on the floor all the way across the room—and pulled Britney’s mouth down. They continued like that—trading off and swallowing down all the cum he could—for two more whole trades. Their King had an unearthly expanse of the hot, white, delicious goo at his disposal, covering the faces of the two girls in it.

When it was all over, they panted for several seconds—before Britney moved to clean Hazel, while Hazel cleaned the King. 

A  lovely young brown-skinned woman—the royal court's fortune teller, Yolanda, approached the booth—presumably drawn by the sound or the stench. She slipped, though, right in one of the far-reaching shoots of the King's cum. 

“Ew,” Yolanda exclaimed, her backside now covered in his juices. “What’s all this?” 

She slid one her finger in his spent cum, and held to her face, sniffing it. 

“Is this...is this cum?”

It was only then that she turned, seeing the half-naked trio and the scene they made. 

“Oh.”

A shadow passed briefly over her face, changing her disposition instantly from surprise to lust. With careful consideration, she slipped the cum directly into her mouth, moaning as she slurped it all down. She crawled over onto her knees, happily sliding through the sticky cum toward her new owner. 

“My King. It is so good to kneel for you. How may I serve?”

* * * * *
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AT THREE IN THE AFTERNOON, Estelle’s lunch break finally arrived. She entered the tavern at the edge of the camp, a bit put-off by the odd “closed” sign. Why on earth would it be closed?

Luckily, she had a key—sometimes she had to close the fair down at night, when Hazel or one of the other supervisors was unavailable.

By now, seeing so many people and casting so many little “spells,” she had forgotten her episode with the fetish. All the strong sensations of something surely happening had fled from her, sort of in the way that adrenaline left the body after an almost-accident on the highway. 

It had crumbled because it was old, that was all. Old and weird.

The first thing that she noticed inside the tavern was the smell. It positively reeked of sex—and not just sex, but hard, furious fucking that involved lots of sweating and hot juices and plenty of cum. 

Then she heard the sounds. Soft, sweet, moans and giggles, filled with delight.

At the other end of the mostly-emptied tavern, Derek was standing in his armor, the color drained out of his face.

“No,” he moaned, shaking his head. Tears streaming down his face. “No...please, no...”

Estelle could not help but feel a warm, happy sense of contentment at his pain. It was twisted, maybe, but it had been a twisted sort of day.

“Estelle!” Derek’s face contorted. “You’ve got to stop...you’ve got to stop them!”

Curious now, Estelle approached.

She saw that the booth he looked at was not so much a booth as multiple booths broken down by someone very strong, all the partitions lifted up and replaced with the cushions from around the tavern. A sort of harem bed. 

And what a harem it was. 

All the most beautiful girls from the fair—Hazel, the acrobats Claudia and Kylie, the fortune teller Yolanda, the contortionist Anna, and even Derek’s girlfriend Britney—were naked and moaning, vying for position to please the enormous throbbing cock of the hulk of the man at the head of the pile. 

The King. They were all moaning and calling him the King. 

Oh god. 

Estelle was drooling, saliva dripping down from her plush lips. She didn’t care how it looked. She wanted that. She wanted to serve him, and right away. 

“Come,” said the stud, his voice booming and perfect. “Take my hand.”

Somehow—she had no idea how—she could sense the magic operating in the tavern. It was clear as day to her now—tendrils of power wrapped around each girl, weighing them down like beautiful chains. 

“If I do...” Estelle began, eyeing the chains greedily. “...I will be just like them, won’t I?”

He smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

“And you want that?”

He eyed her greedily. “Very much. I don’t have a proper dark-haired pet yet. And I deserve one.”

He did. God, he truly, totally did. He deserved a witch pet too, someone who could control all that power he swam in...

And she knew, now, that she was a witch. Wasn't that lovely, to know something so completely? She could feel the magic working on her, and allowed it to—let the tendrils slide over her mind, changing her memories and her desires. All those girls looked so perfectly blissful. Estelle wanted that too.

“I will,” she promised. “B-but...but first...”

“A request?” 

He grunted a bit, filling up Yolanda's mouth with a spurt of cum. His stock seemed endless. Right away, Anna took her place, sliding onto the meat fountain.

“Yes. May I?”

He waved a massive hand. “Very well.”

“The blonde, there. Britney. She...she was his girlfriend. I want to hear her tell him...” Estelle felt a wicked thrill just knowing how incredibly possible what she hoped for. “Will you have her break his heart?”

“Estelle!” Derek cried. “You foul witch! Y-you can't! I'm a knight! You can't do that to me!”

The King smiled. “Of course she can.” He led Britney up to his cock, pushing aside Yolanda and Anna. “Go on,” he commanded, as Britney began to obediently stroke her Master’s enormous cock. “Tell the inferior what you think of him.”

Britney obeyed happily, so thrilled to do what her new King asked. 

“Of course, Sire,” she gushed. “I would adore to, Sire.”

With every fiber of her being so intrinsically worshipful of this King, Britney seemed incapable of malice. And yet, when she turned toward Derek, all that happiness and serenity transformed instantly into spiteful hate and vicious disdain. She cocked an arrogant eyebrow, eyeing him as if he were some worm sliding up onto her dinner plate.

“You and I are done, Derek. We never should have happened in the first place. Our relationship? Nothing but a mistake. Just a waiting game, really, for me to see who my Master was.”

Estelle, hearing all this, could only helplessly begin to finger her cunt. She dropped to her knees, gasping with overwhelming heat. It wasn’t just Derek’s humiliation that turned her on...it was knowing that this new Master had such complete control over Britney, to not only make her say such things—but make her believe them.

And even more than that was the knowledge of the inevitability of the circumstances. The King would take her as well. Completely.

“He’s the one I really love,” Britney continued. “You’re nothing compared to him, Derek. He took my virginity right away. Like a real man. Something you wouldn’t know anything about.”

“Stop, please stop,” Derek moaned, clutching his chest. “I’m think I’m gonna...oh god, my heart...Britney...you’re breaking my heart!”

Insult to injury, she had already stopped listening, turning back to her Master and sliding her sopping wet cunt onto his enormous cock.  

Derek, thoroughly humiliated, left the tavern, sobbing and gasping, clutching his chest. 

Estelle watched him go, completely satisfied and purring with contentment. She crawled forward, approaching on top of the mass of adoring beauties. They didn’t seem to mind her hot, lithe legs sliding in among theirs, her breasts crushing into their faces as she employed them as stools and steps.

“Please,” she moaned to the King. “Please let me lick your hand. Please, take me? Let me serve with them?”

“By all means.”

He held out his hand. With a soft, happy moan, Estelle leaned into it, and licked it softly, languidly, like a cat. 

And then everything...everything Changed. Bliss filled her, magic overtook her, rapture became her. All was lost in a parade of white lights and happy feelings.

When her mind returned to itself, she was riding on top of her Master, her King, her Sire, her God, calling out worship for him. His cock filled her so completely. She could feel it deep inside of her torso—of all his slaves, he could fuck her most completely, her witch magic allowing her body to change to accommodate his massive dick. 

“Please, cum in me, Sire!” she moaned. “Please make me pregnant! Cum in my unprotected fucking pussy, oh my god! My King! My King!”

Gripping her small body tight, he came, flooding her pussy with his cum as he bounced her viciously up and down his gigantic shaft. Warmth and bliss flooded her again—orgasming over and over—though this time she happily retained all her conscious being, experiencing it in full.

When at last he stopped twitching inside of her, she lay on top of him, crushing her enormous tits against his huge, broad chest.

Estelle wondered distantly if she was pregnant now. She certainly hoped so. She was glad to still have her mind—glad to still be able to think critically and serve her Master even better with all her capacity.

“I wanted it,” she moaned. “I wanted to be as happy as they are. And I am. And now you have your very own witch at your command, Sir.”

From now on, spell or no spell, he was her King.

# # #
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Supermodel
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Juliana Santos had made up her mind—she wasn't going to call Nathan Southern. 

There was simply no way. She didn't care about him or what hot, delicious ideas he had about her.

Waves crashed up on her body, bursting the completely improper thought of his tall, handsome form pushing down on her again. She pushed her chest out, letting the saltwater gather in her eye-catching cleavage.

She was modeling on a beach in Peru. She had been there for two days already, putting on bikini after bikini, and there were two more days yet to go. 

A tiny red string bikini was wrapped around her impossibly hot curves as she stood in the water, the waves continually rushing into her slender, busty form. The thin material of the bikini enhanced the already substantial sight of her breasts and clung desperately to the twin globes of her amazing ass, as if it were as in love with her as anyone else that had ever been so close to her jaw-dropping beauty. 

Well, almost anyone else, she thought, once again imagining Nathan.

The photographer, Kevin, lobbed encouraging phrases at her as she stood in the slow, purposeful waves of the water. She turned this way and that, pushing out hot little smiles. One shy, another arrogant, another knowing. Another wave crept up on her ass and she jumped one foot up, dangling it behind her while pressing her gorgeous tits together inside the tiny confines of the bikini. Everything about her was wet, sexy, and sensational.

“You're beautiful,” he said. “Lovely! More of that, with your hair!”

Juliana knew all these things—that she was beautiful, that she was lovely, that more of anything to do with her delicious arrangement of purposefully dampened hair was good. 

And she knew, most of all, that she was not going to call Nathan Southern.

She didn't care how many billions he had, or if he owned fourteen island countries and two or three mountains, or if every politician in America was begging for just five minutes of his time so that he could fund yet another successful congress bid for them.

She didn't.

Taking a breath, posing again with her hair sliding out behind her toward the water, Juliana tried to concentrate. Be beautiful, now. Worry about Nathan later. 

Or even better, she told herself, don't worry about him at all.

The shoot was going well even if she was distracted. For Juliana, it was impossible for a shoot to go poorly. She was just too gorgeous. 

Beauty held no secrets from her. It did not excite her like it seemed to other people. Most men, in her presence, could not pick up the pieces of their crumbled, awestruck selves to spare more than two sentences with her. They seemed totally emasculated by her ability to simply exist in total perfection. Most women seemed to resent her for how effortless she made it seem.

If Juliana were to make it seem less effortless, though, paradoxically it would require more effort than she  usually put in.

The focus on her beauty made her angry at times. It wasn't her fault her Brazilian genes had gifted her with incredibly soft, smooth skin, or large, bright emerald green eyes, or lusciously full lips, or angelic cheekbones, or a body with the kind of tight musculature that would make a gymnast squeal with envy and the kind of large, gravity-defying breasts that most men didn't even think existed outside of magazines. 

She had been born with all of this, and yet she wasn't supposed to enjoy it. And if she dared to enjoy it, she certainly wasn't supposed to be proud of it. But, a woman born with sensational ability in running was supposed to run, was supposed to enjoy it, was supposed to be proud of her running accomplishments. These kinds of standards bothered Juliana—but she tried to keep it out of her mind. If she thought about how much she liked being beautiful, all kinds of thoughts popped up . . .

I know exactly what you are, slut.

The daylight started to fade. Kevin snapped a few final shots of Juliana as she hopped through the waves, letting it crash into her delectable breasts. Her hot, wet tits were the subject of dozens of magazine covers.

“Let's call it a day, hon,” said Kevin. “I got a few beers calling my name.”

Juliana nodded and stepped out of the water. Her assistant, Shana, was there with a thick, fluffy white towel. Shana was fairly new—only working for Juliana for the past six months or so—but she was good at her job. 

A short girl, slim and busty, she was always attentive and cheerful, her pretty face always crowded with a fun-loving smile. Juliana appreciated that—she liked having positive energy surround her.

“How about you?” Kevin asked her. “Will we finally see the reclusive Ms. Santos out at night once again?”

She smiled and shook her head, wrapping the towel around her waist. 

“No, I don't think so. A quiet night for me. Some television and yoga.”

He waved a hand at her, shaking his head. 

“You ought to go out, you young thing. You're missing out on the best years of your life!”

She smiled and shook her head again. 

She liked Kevin. He was honest with her at all times, and he didn't treat her like a goddess just because she existed. Being around beauty all the time, like she was, had given his mind a healthy dose of immunity to the hot curves she couldn't help but advertise.

With Shana behind her, Juliana walked back toward the small house her agency had arranged for her. Though it was not large, it was more luxurious than any other dwelling in a thirty mile radius. It had full air-conditioning, electricity, running hot water, gorgeous wooden floors and paneling, and a hot tub in the bathroom. Her success allowed her certain privileges such as these.

These privileges pressed the burning, sensitive guilt button that took up a large portion of her brain. If she had to be honest, though she was a respected, hot up-and-coming model, much of her success simply wasn't her doing. 

For the last six years, ever since she had turned eighteen, she had been in the world's top runway shows as the main event. Men paid extra to see her walk live in what small bits of clothing they had her wear. As the highest paid model in the world, she could name her desire and have it attended to in just moments. 

Always, she felt guilty about this, even as she felt she deserved it in many ways (and of course feeling guilty for that feeling as well). 

So, she gave an incredibly large portion of her money to charity—over seventy-five percent of her income last year (this still netted her deep in the top ten percent of income earners, though). Charities for disease prevention, clean water, poverty elimination, education in small urban schools from her hometown in Brazil and all the areas surrounding it—anything that needed money, she tried to give it out.

On top of all of that, she carried a degree from an ivy league university that she had earned during her years traveling. She had a lot of time to do schoolwork in hotels and airports. 

Just a month ago, she spoke at a summit about the objectification of women and the false images of beauty that had given her a career.

It was important to her to spread the truth about beauty—how it was just a collection of inherited ideals from centuries of privilege. She tried her best to put the focus on her words, and not on her splendid body. But even in the long skirt and conservative sweater she wore at the event, there was no hiding the sensuality of her face.

Sliding open the door of the small house where she stayed, Juliana reflected on the same words she had spoken at the summit. She had won a genetic lottery—there was no doubt about that. From her perfect 36C breasts, her slim eighteen inch waist, her gorgeous dark hair, or her extravagantly blemish-free skin, anyone could tell from hundreds of feet away what a natural beauty she was. It wasn't her fault that she could eat whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, and barely put on weight.

So, yes, she tried to explain at the summit, she had benefited enormously from this legacy of beauty. But oughtn't we try to change what that legacy was to be more inclusive?

It was on the summit where she met Nathan Southern. After she had spoken, he cornered her in the little office where they had her prepare.

That's where he called her all those names.

Whore.

Ornament.

Slavecunt.

Her thoughts drifted far too often to him, her pussy shuddering helplessly every time she did.

She thought she was so fiercely independent. How had he gotten this hold over her mind?

Right inside her door was a package.

“Did you leave this here, Shana?”

Juliana's thick, Brazilian accent layered over her words like icing. For a long time, when she had first been learning English, she tried to reduce her accent—but people seemed more pleased when it remained.

The slim, blonde girl picked up the package, shaking her head. Whatever was inside did not rattle or shift.

“No. Do you want me to check it? It might be  something . . . you know. Wrong or something.”

Juliana shook her head. “I appreciate the concern, but no. If someone was going to leave me something dangerous, they'd threaten me first. That's just how it goes.”

A few years ago, Juliana had a stalker. Police had taken care of him rather quickly. They ran her through the entire behavior pattern of those individuals—information that Juliana was careful to keep on file.

Shana inspected the package for a moment. “There's no markings on it.”

A cool breeze swept into the house, giving Juliana a distinct sense of fatigue.

“It's probably from the owner of the place, then. Or someone on the team. Don't worry. I'll look at it later. Why don't you go out and grab a drink?”

“For you?”

Juliana smiled. “For you, girl. You've been working all day. Go relax. I'll be doing the same.”

Shana looked at her with soft, open adoration in her eyes. “You'll call me if you need me, right?”

“Of course.”

As Shana exited the house, Juliana closed all the curtains and windows. She wanted her privacy.

Shana clearly had a crush on her, and had for a while, now. That was why she had fired her old assistant, and the one before her, and the one before her. All of them were women, except for one, who had identified themselves as lifetime heterosexuals. The one gay assistant Juliana employed had been a man, who was writing her love letters after seven months. 

It was something she got used to, after a while. Most people couldn't help but fall in love with her after doing errands for her for so long. The poor dears just became entranced by the endless wealth of sensuality she exuded.

She placed the package on the island in the kitchen. The wine glasses were in the counter above the sink, and a new bottle of wine was thoroughly chilled in the fridge. She poured herself half a glass, and stripped the package of its brown paper.

Inside was an envelope, and a carved ebony box.

The envelope read, “Juliana.”

She opened it up.

Inside was a card, a picture of a jeweled collar on the front. The inside had a message:

You can't hide from what you need, slave.

- Master

She had to set her wine glass down, pushing back against the refrigerator. Her hand immediately undid the towel around her waist, letting it drop to the floor as her fingers slid into the sweet, hot warmth of her pussy.

Slut.

Whore.

Slavecunt.

She whimpered helplessly, remembering the rendezvous with Nathan. His powerful chest. His enormous cock sliding down her throat. That feeling of mindless, obedient bliss when he touched her...

That's all that you are. Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off.

Her fingers slid up and down the smooth, wet surface of her mound, sending hot pulses of pleasure through her incredible body. Closing her eyes, concentrating, she moved her shaky fingers over to her wineglass and took a deep gulp.

For several minutes, she drank the glass of wine and simply stared at the package.

Perhaps it was . . . some kind of an apology?

What if it was a collar, like what was on the card?

Slave.

Whore.

Cunt.

A brilliantly engraved collar with her name on it, branding her as his property for now and forever.

Her cunt quivered, needy once more for the touch of her knowing fingers.

Instead, she slid open the box, pausing just for a moment to admire the smoothness of it, the craftsmanship.

She gasped. Inside was a large, solid gold dildo There was another card on top of it:

For good slaves only.

Disgust poured through Juliana's body. That . . . that pig.

What, she was just supposed to play with herself with something he had delivered because it was him who delivered it? She was supposed to become some masturbating slut, filling herself with a gold sex toy, because she was worth millions and millions of dollars and desperately needed to be on her knees at all times before him?

She was . . . she was supposed to kneel . . .

The disgust in her quickly translated into heat, her pussy throbbing. She slid her fingers over the dildo.

She was never going to use it, of course. She respected herself too much.

Her fingers danced along its long curve, the thickness of the head.

It was so smooth, though. 

And if she used it, he would never know anyway, unless she told him. And she, of course, had no intention of ever speaking to him again. 

Probably he had planned on her using it, somehow. He had licked it, maybe, or run his precum-dripping cock all over the gold.

Shivering, she held the toy up to her nose, sniffing. Was that just the faintest hint of his smell, there? That manly, dominating musk that had put her in her place right on her knees before his overwhelming masculinity?

It was her smell that she remembered most clearly. It stayed in her head. Affected her thoughts. Made her go deeper and deeper down, unquestioning and fervently obeying. Just the trace of it, now, was enough to drive her wild.

Juliana put the dildo down, struggling to keep her hands still. It clacked on the counter.

If she were to take the long, damp tresses of her hair, say, and tie them around that towel rack, and lean forward just a bit, that would feel . . .

That would feel almost like it was when he had tugged her hair back. When he had unveiled the incredible, hot force of his will on her.

Biting her lip, she tried it out, looping the thick hot mesh of her hair around and tying it through. She leaned forward.

Oh god. That hot yanking sensation. Her knees fluttered, almost giving out completely. The pure, sexy thrill of being tugged in a direction opposite of what she tried.

The gold toy was just within arm's reach. She leaned forward—feeling that hot tug again—and grabbed it. For just a few moments, she luxuriated in its feel, how smooth and cool it was, before untying her bikini bottom. The thin fabric falling revealed her tight, already moist pussy, completely bare of any hair.

The gold dildo slid inside her fabulous cunt easily. It was so wonderful to pump inside of herself, to massage her clit with one hand and fill her needy, wet snatch with the dildo in the other.

Slave.

Sextoy.

Decoration.

She whimpered, picking up her pace. There was no telling what most every man would give to see such a sight; her supermodel body writhing in pleasure from a gold sex toy that must have cost thousands and thousands of dollars.

She couldn't get the thought of her head—on her knees before him, sucking him on his command. Having her face fucked by his perfect rod, being used by her utterly.

Object.

She hated the idea of being objectified. And yet it couldn't be just coincidence that it turned her on so much . . .

Slavecunt.

Oh god, yes. Sometimes she really did feel like she had a hot little slavecunt, waiting to be filled by only the right man. 

My slave.

Her cunt dripping down on the dildo, a sweet hot wave of orgasm rushed through her body. She spasmed and pushed forward against her own hair as she did, being yanked backward hard as she bucked against the gold toy.

Breathing hard, Juliana let the gold toy clatter down to the floor.

Normally, after something like that, she felt like she would be squirming with shame, unable to do anything for the rest of the night.

But for some reason, the balance had shifted. Even though she felt that shame, that humiliation sliding through her bones, it only fueled her desire for more. For an interaction with another.

* * * * *
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BEING THE WORLD'S HIGHEST paid supermodel meant that even the throwaway clothes you took with you to a small Peruvian town were lovingly made and thoroughly expensive. 

Her high-heeled over-the-knee boots were dark and suede, her tight two-tone red and black minidress soft, sensual cotton. The cloth over her perfect ass was bright red, shifting into  a deep, lovely black around her back and chest, where it dipped into a happy, wide “V” shape, showing off how shiny, round, and sensationally sloping her tits could be. 

Just to make sure whoever saw her knew she was out for fun, she put on thick gold hoop earrings and matching gold bangles on her wrists. Her hair, still somewhat tangled from her cunt-drippingly perfect experiment with the towel bar, was put up in a thick, long low ponytail, tied off with a diamond-studded band.

Juliana paused in front of the mirror next to the door for a moment, examining herself. Anyone that saw her, man or woman, would immediately think she was on the prowl for a good, thorough fucking.

Good.

Dressed fully, she strutted out the door. It was about eleven o'clock at night. The bar where the shoot crew always hung out—where they had invited her to come out for the past two nights—was only a ten minute walk away.

At eleven, the night in Peru was just getting started. Couples were just meeting to have dinners, and children still played in the streets. Juliana noted with a grin every time a man stopped whatever he was doing—drinking a beer, talking to his wife, watching traffic—to see her sway by.

Tonight, she was an object. She was something to be admired by the gazes of others.

Slavecunt.

The name of the bar was “Amistoso,” written on a thick black board with white paint that had faded a long time ago. It was a small place—Juliana's penthouse bathroom in New York was probably bigger—with smoke and loud, thumping music pouring out of the windows. 

A crowd of men smoking cigarettes stood at the door, eyeing Juliana hungrily. But then, of course they were.

Object. 

Trophy.

Whore. Whore. Whore.

They moved aside for her when she smiled appreciatively, passing out winks like they were candy. As if they could possibly one day sample what she had. 

Inside, she felt time slow down as all the eyes locked on to her. She bent over at the bar—her heels making her so tall, pushing up the delectable heart-shape of her ass—and ordered a bottle of beer. Of course, it arrived right away, and of course, five men offered to pay for her. 

Feeling generous, she let one of them do it. She took a moment to let the bottle slide against her plush lips, twirling her tongue around the opening, before cocking her head back and downing a long, luxurious gulp.

The beer mixed with the wine in her system, heightening the giddy, head-swimming heat she was already swimming in.

Deep in the corner of the bar, she saw Shana, suddenly sitting by herself. Juliana got the impression that only moments before, Shana—so lovely in her lowcut black dress and pump heels—had been receiving the lion's share of the attention in the small, dingy arena.

A song with a thick beat came on, and a hot notion took Juliana. 

She started taking long, slow, deliberate steps toward Shana, a model's walk in tune with the beat of the song playing. Everyone cleared out of her way. That was only correct—to make way for Juliana, when she was so heart-achingly gorgeous.

Juliana strutted right up to the table of Shana and then thrust out her incredible rear, shaking it from side to side. Like she was posing on a runway. Then she walked back to the bar, with the same hot, long steps. Her heels clicking with every beat of the song. She could hear them clearly.

Click. Click. Click.

Slave. Slave. Slave.

Men started clapping as she danced, thrusting her hips from side to side, pushing her hands through the thick, silken mess of her hair. She would take a long step and stop to grind her hips back and forth. Another step, another long grinding session, like she was dancing with some invisible lover who was feeling up her hot body. Thick beads of sweat started to form on her neck, her chest, making her skin shiny and sparkling in the dim light. 

The song's beat died out, and Juliana was back in front of Shana's table. The poor girl was awestruck, her mouth open. Shana's dress had translucent mesh from her chest to her neck, and Juliana could easily see the long flush moving from her forehead all the way down to her cleavage. 

I'll make this easy, Juliana thought. 

Giggling, she slid on Shana's lap.

“I-Juliana,” the blonde stuttered. “You're so beautiful. I mean, you're great. I mean, you're really . . . wow. You're so beautiful.”

Juliana just giggled, tracing her finger along Shana's chin, and then the rosy tilt of her lips. Normally, it would have turned her off to hear such open praise about her appearance. 

But tonight, and maybe only for tonight, it didn't bother her. She may as well enjoy it.

So she nodded, her long hair sliding up and down Shana's bountiful cleavage. 

“You're right.” Juliana purred. “I am. Great. Beautiful. And 'wow.'”

Juliana leaned forward, pressing her tits into Shana's chin. Shana breathed in deep, closing her eyes, like she was going into a trance as Juliana's heady scent slid directly into her boozed braincells.

“You know, Shana,” Juliana purred, “I've wanted you for the longest time, now.”

“You have?”

Juliana nodded with false earnestness. The motion pressed the hot crease of her cleavage into Shana's chin even more.

“Oh yes. I've wanted you to come into my bedroom at a hotel, or at my place in the city, or in my little house back by the beach, and I've wanted you to be wearing nothing but . . .” 

She giggled softly, once, sliding a hand up Shana's dress.

“ . . . nothing but a tiny little dress and some sexy 'fuck-me' heels. And I've wanted you to tell me to lick your pussy or else you would quit.”

Shana still had her eyes closed, her head sliding backward. It was as if she was afraid that opening her eyes would end the dream.

“Oh, Juliana . . .”

“Is that naughty of me?” she licked her lips. “Was that bad? Should I have kept my mouth shut?”

“No.” Shana shook her head fervently. Her slim hands started running up Juliana's side. “No! It's just . . . I have so many feelings, and you're so, so beautiful, and, Juliana, I like you so much—”

Juliana cut her off with a charged, spark-forming kiss. Their lips locked together for several seconds, the entire bar erupting in applause. Shana tasted like beer and honey.

The smoking hot supermodel slid her lips off of Shana's, and pressed her mouth against the blonde's ear. 

“Take me home.”

Shana nodded eagerly.

They left, arm in arm, walking quickly through the streets that Juliana had navigated less than fifteen minutes before. Shana said nothing the whole time, exhaling happy little sighs and pressing her body against Juliana's.

Right outside the door, Shana slipped her hand around Juliana's chin and tugged her in for a moaning, needful kiss, their jaws working together in tandem.

When they broke off, Shana looked up at her with open, easy love.

That was going to be a problem. Juliana didn't want a snugglefest with some happy-go-lucky crush. She wanted to be fucked hard and ruthlessly by someone who knew her. Someone that knew what she was.

Slut.

Slavecunt.

Inside the house, Shana flipped on the lights. Juliana put her hand over Shana's on the switch.

“No,” she said. “Lights off.”

Shana smiled, doing her best to look naughty. “Mmmhmm. I can enjoy that.”

“Good.” 

The lights flickered back off, and Juliana strutted into the bedroom. 

She knew Shana was following. How could the poor girl not? She loosened her dress so that the front of it was down, exposing her braless tits. Dark shadows hugged every part of her amazing curves.

Shana slid close, moaning softly at the sight of Juliana's body. Of course, Shana had already seen Juliana naked—no assistant to a model could help it, there were too many wardrobe changes. But there was a monumental difference in accidental nudity as a product of a work environment and intentional nakedness before a lover.

“You have to do something else for me,” said Juliana. “A few things.”

Shana nodded, eyes focused almost entirely on Juliana's tits. Her hands came up, sliding over Juliana's thick, erect nipples.

“I'm going to answer everything you do with 'thank you.' Beg for everything I want with 'please.' If I don't, you're going to spank me, and no matter what I say, you're going to call me your slave. Your slavewhore. Your supermodelslut.”

Shana's eyes had widened. “I'm . . . I'm not sure, I mean. Wow. That sounds hot, but . . . ”

“No.” Juliana shook her beautiful head. “No buts. Those are the terms. Take it or leave it.”

She could see her smile in the darkness. Probing, Shana's hand slid further up Juliana's exposed chest, and then higher, wrapping lightly around her neck. She held on there and pulled her Juliana in tight. 

“You don't set the terms here, slut,” she growled. 

Juliana felt her pussy flood over with lust. This was unexpected. Shana's grip on her neck tightened again.

“Get on your knees for me, slave.”

“Yes, thank you,” Juliana mewed, obeying happily.

“Lick me, slut.” 

Shana shoved Juliana's face into her crotch. Eagerly, Juliana took Shana's panties down and plunged in.

Her high, carved cheekbones melted into Shana's hot thighs. It was so easy to obey, to lick, to obey, to nuzzle, to obey, to kiss, to obey, obey, obey.

“That's a good slave.” Shana's voice was high-pitched and breathy. “Such good licking.”

After a few minutes of Shana's moans, though, Juliana's licks slowed. Something was wrong. She didn't want to lick pussy, not really. That was a lie she told Shana to bring her here.

She moved away for a moment, and saw the box sitting on her nightstand. She crawled over to it.

“Jul . . . slave, what are you doing?”

Juliana grabbed the toy and slid it into Shana's hands. It was so heavy. The hot musk of Juliana's hot, orgasming cunt emanated from it like heat from a furnace.

“Fuck me with it, please,” whispered Juliana. “Please fuck me with that?”

A long little whimper slid out of Shana's mouth. 

“Oh,” she said simply. “Oh, yes, slut. I am going to do that.”

Shana reached down and grabbed Juliana by the neck one more time, leading her up off the ground. Then, fingers still wrapped around Juliana's hot, slender neck muscles, Shana shoved the supermodel's face into the bed.

“Bend over like a good slavewhore.”

Juliana moaned, pushing her pussy far up in the air. Her designer dress was all bunched up, her boots sliding up Shana's legs. With her heels still on, Juliana's ass came up almost to Shana's chest. 

Just like before, the dildo slid inside her cunt perfectly.

Not like before, Shana rammed it inside of her with no mercy. Each thrust was accompanied by a hot, hard spanking of Juliana's taut, amazing ass.

“Take it, slut!” Shana moaned. “Take your fucking like a good supermodelslave!”

“Oh yes!” Juliana shouted. “Yes, please! I'm a good supermodelslave!”

Straddling one of Juliana's statuesque legs, Shana began rubbing her hot clit against her impromptu supermodel fucktoy. The blonde slapped Juliana's ass harder and harder, and with each slap, her fucking of Juliana's hot, needy pussy with the golden dildo increased even more. 

The dildo was soon slick with Juliana's hot juices, the luxurious toy entirely covered with the luxurious slut's essence. 

Just as quickly, Juliana's leg was soaked through with Shana's warm pussy juices, the boot there absolutely ruined. Juliana didn't care. It felt so good to serve.

It didn't seem that Shana had it in her to process the hotness of the situation for very long. This supermodel she had loved for so long, opening herself up to her so freely—anyone would be prone to cumming fast and hard. Juliana knew that she was unattainable to Shana—that was why it had been so hot to take her home.

Shana shoved the dildo inside of Juliana with increasing frequency, her moans getting higher in pitch.

“O-oh, oh Ju-Jul-slaave!” Shana struggled. “I'm gonna cum, slave!”

Juliana felt Shana's hips thrashing against her own. Shana seemed to lose herself in the sweeping thrills of her body, slapping down on Juliana's ass harder and harder. 

The strong, unrestrained slaps on the perfect bare flesh triggered Juliana's own climax, her shame superseded by the hot sweet thrill of her daring, of getting what she needed, of being called what she was.

Slut. 

Whore. 

Superslave. 

Fertile cunt.

Supermodel fucktoy. 

Oh yes.

She bucked against Shana, against the dildo, biting the softness of the bed beneath her.

For several minutes, Shana just settled on top of Juliana on the thick mattress, the gold dildo falling down somewhere into the pristine silk sheets of the bed. It seemed like they would go to sleep that way, and Juliana was trying to come to terms with that—she would have really rather have been alone—and then Shana slid her arm around Juliana.

“That was really hot,” she whispered into Juliana's ear. “I'm so glad you told me how you felt. God, I've never done anything like that before. I never even thought about it. I think I could do it more. But, next time, I'd really like—”

Juliana got up then, covering herself with her sheet.

“O-out.”

Her voice somewhat querulous, rough.

“What?”

“I said, out.” 

Her voice stronger, now. She pointed toward the door.

Shana looked horrified. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No. Yes.” 

Juliana shook her head, her long silky locks sliding against her bare chest.

“It doesn't matter. Get out. I don't want you here anymore.”

“I . . .” Shana was lost. “Can we talk about this tomorrow? After the shoot?”

“There is no shoot tomorrow. Not for you. You're fired. Go home, Shana.”

Tears welled up in the petite blonde's eyes. Her bottom lip trembling. 

“F-fired? B-but Juliana, we j-just . . . I mean . . . how can you be s-so cruel?”

Juliana just stood there, pointing at the door. 

Shana didn't matter. Her feelings didn't matter. She wasn't what Juliana had wanted. It had been foolish to think that this sniveling little mess of a girl could fill the void Juliana felt in her soul.

Huffing, trying to keep her composure, Shana stood up and grabbed her shoes that had been tossed off her body in the moment. Disappointment and panic flooded her cute face, as well as open lust for Juliana's barely covered body. 

For a moment, Juliana hoped Shana would refuse her. That she would demand to stay. That she would say:

Shut up, whore. I'll do as I please. You're going to beg me to stay, and then maybe I'll let you feel my  hands around your neck again.

But instead Shana just left, shaking her head and muttering in confusion.

Juliana considered what to do in the darkness for nearly an hour after Shana was gone. 

The need in her had not been sated. If anything, it was just exacerbated. 

There were two more days of the shoot, but Juliana didn't care. They could finish without her. Or just use what she had given them already. 

Probably Shana would try to sue, or go to the press. It was entirely possible the paparazzi had already gotten a hold of the story of their rendezvous in the bar.

Ornament.

Slavecunt.

She wasn't going to call Nathan, not at all.

No. She was going to meet him at his house. 

* * * * *
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SIX WEEKS AGO

Juliana's time speaking at the summit had gone wonderfully. 

She had said all she wanted to, detailing her thoughts on the image of beauty that she had so unfairly benefited from, and how odd it was to celebrate her for winning some genetic jackpot. The crowd had responded to her jokes, no one seemed put off by her accent, and some even stood up as they applauded.

For once in her life, Juliana felt celebrated for the thoughts on her mind instead of her body.

So why did she feel so . . . empty?

If the clothes she was wearing weren't so light, it would have been muggy in the auditorium. Her sweater was light, though, her hair tied back elegantly, and her skirt was long enough to be matronly but fitting enough to not appear as though she was trying to downplay what the beauty that she so obviously had in spades. That would have been dishonest.

Right after she spoke, a gaggle of well-wishers met her behind the curtain. There was her manager, her publicist, her assistant Shana, and many faces she didn't recognize at all. Most all of them shook her hand as they spoke.

“Wonderful speech—”

“—just inspiring stuff—”

“You ought to consider taking it abroad—”

“—college kids would really—”

Juliana nodded and smiled at everyone's comments, trying to be nice enough to get away. Someone handed her a bottle of water. That bought her a few moments respite, as luckily no one expected her to speak while she drank. 

Over in the corner, she saw the door to her dressing room. A break. She just needed to cool down, be by herself for a moment. The speech just had her nerves up, that was all.

“Thank you, everyone,” she said, her hot accent soaking over her words, “but I really would like some alone time for now to cool off.”

They all nodded in understanding, if a bit disappointed.

She rushed into her room, leaning against the shut door behind her. For a few moments, she just breathed, letting her head fall down loosely.

Relax, she told herself. It's all done now.

But all she could think about was how if she had just spent fifteen minutes exposing the modeling industry, saying these words she believed, then why did she feel like such a fraud?

The room she was in was painted dark blue, with one mirror layered against the wall. In front of the mirror was the desk where she had done her make-up—at this point, she was an old hand at doing her face. It never required much work, except for the really high-concept fashion shoots. 

She looked in the mirror, and saw a man sitting down on the long leather couch against the opposite wall. She gasped, turning.

He smiled—a tall man, dark-haired and devilishly handsome, his firm, muscular frame covered in a brown twill suit—and started to clap slowly. He looked to be maybe in his early thirties.

“You should get out of here,” said Juliana, “before I call security.”

“Oh really?” he smirked.

“They'll kick you right out of here. I've seen them do it.”

For some reason, Juliana couldn't say why, she felt instantly attracted to the man. Maybe it was his casual nature—how easy it was for him to be in front of her. Maybe it was the predatory stare he was giving her body, or the smirk on his face that seemed so common and permanent.

He stood up, nodding. “I'm sure you have. Though, I am going to go ahead and guess that when you did that, it wasn't here.”

“No,” she admitted. “Not here exactly. But the idea is the same.”

“It is,” he nodded again. “Except that I own this building. And the security guards. And that door that you have locked there. And,” he spread his hands out, “well, the whole thing, really. It's all mine. I think I even own that little speech you just gave.”

The entire time he talked, he kept walking closer to her, so that when he stopped speaking, he was directly in front of her. Juliana was not wearing heels—they would have objectified her even more—but even if she had been wearing her very highest pair, he still would have been taller than her. 

Without hesitation, without even the slightest bit of nervousness, he put his hand on her chin and guided her eyes to his. 

“Hell,” he said. “I probably even own you.”

For some reason that she could not explain, her cunt quivered. Her breath caught, her mouth working without forming sounds, her mind short-circuiting suddenly from the realization of his wealth, of his attitude. She inhaled his heavy, masculine scent, and all her thoughts of objection took a long backseat lounge. She wanted him. She could feel her very existence beginning to wrap around his approval.

Even so, she pushed his hand away, and walked across the room. 

“You're the owner of this place,” she said. “Southern, is that your name?”

“You can call me Nathan,” he said. “For now.”

“For now?”

His smile widened. He looked her up and down. 

“I have what you might call . . . designs . . . on you.”

Purposefully, he walked toward her again. 

She should yell out. That's what she should do. Yell out, and stop looking at this handsome, handsome rich man as he advanced on her with bad intentions.

Instead, she just watched him, heart in her throat. Feeling his influence crowd her mind.

“You see, you spent all that time talking about women not being objects and prettiness just being some societal conception, and I understood it all. It even makes some sense. But it doesn't change two things.”

He picked up a glass and the carafe of water on the coffee table in front of the couch, pouring a drink, which he handed to her. She took it, hands shaking a bit. It was so hard to interrupt him. He was so sure, so deliberate in each word.

“Number one, you don't really care a whit about any of that stuff.”

He made himself a glass and took a long sip. His eyes—blue and narrow—never left her body.

“Number two, societal conceptions be damned, I still want to fuck you like the hot little trophy slut you are.”

She should slap him. That's what she should do. Juliana should slap him and run out of this door and just take off from this city forever. Instead, she just watched as Nathan finished his drink and set the glass down on the table. 

“I've studied you. I see something I want, and I find out about it. And make no mistake, you are something I want. So I know you have a master's degree, girl. You don't need to work in this manner if it disgusted you. No, you like it.”

“It's . . .no. You don't understand. T-there's money . . .”

“Money?” he laughed. “Yeah, I don't understand money. You cleared what, forty million last year? I made that washing my car last Saturday.”

He shook his head for a moment.

“You know, doing all that stuff for money, a lesser man would call you a whore. Is that what you are, girl? A whore?”

Juliana was breathing fast, now.

“D-don't call me that. I'm not—”

“Oh, I know that. I know you're no whore. I know exactly what you are, doll. I know you'd be doing this if they didn't pay you. I see you, Juliana girl.” He leaned in close to her, whispering in her ear. “You've always needed to be objectified. But it couldn't be by just anyone, no. You needed a strong, hard man to do it for you. A man that takes whatever he wants, whenever he wants. And because you couldn't find that, because you thought it didn't exist, you took the adoration of millions instead. You thought it would be enough.”

With a sharp yank, he tugged her hair back. She cried out weakly, staring up in his gorgeous eyes. Her glass trembled out of her hand and shattered on the floor.

“And it wasn't. You need a strong, sure hand to make you the object you need to be. To become the perfect little slavecunt that you have always needed to transform into.” 

His rough hand slid into her dress, touching the moistness of her cunt. He brought his damp fingers back up to her face, running her own juices over her lips. 

“You see? I know exactly what you are, slut.”

He was...he was doing something to her. What he said wasn't true. It wasn't. But all the same, she was believing it. Inhaling lung-full after lung-full of his heady scent, taking in his pheremones. God, they were like magic. She had wanted him all this time. Someone like him. Someone strong.

She had been lying when she said she thought she was good as a man. She wasn't.

In front of him, all she could feel was fertile. Happy. Needy. Feminine. Aching to feel his seed inside her.

He led her away from the broken glass on the floor toward the thick leather chair sitting adjacent to the couch. Tugging sharply again, he put her on her knees, and then slid his pants down. His cock was large, half-hard already. Thick. Commanding. The head of it pulsed thickly as it grew larger and larger.

“Suck me off while you think about it,” he said.

She felt like she had no choice. Were the things he was saying true? She didn't know. 

But she did have to suck his cock. 

She wanted to. 

She had to. 

He told her to. 

He commanded her. 

Mmph.

Thoughts in her head faded away. Her lips slid over his rod eagerly, enveloping his fast-hardening meat. In the modeling world, Juliana was known for world-class perfection in all of her features, and her lips were no exception to this. 

For a few moments, she just imagined the sight—the world's highest paid supermodel adoring the cock of the world's highest paid businessman. The pure luxury of their surroundings amplified a thousandfold simply by it being the two of them in action. 

She almost never sucked cock. The last had been several years ago, when she was nineteen and wanted to win the heart of a boy. She won it, of course, and then stopped caring. She had taken time with that blowjob, adoring every inch of the cock.

That wasn't the case here. Though she was adoring every second, Nathan's cock was abusing her mouth. Punishing her, almost, for taking so long before getting down and doing service to it. He pushed her head up and down, even as she worked on it herself.

His cock was so large and thick in her throat, fully hard almost right away, that she couldn't stop herself from making hot, sultry slurping noises as she ran her head up and down his massive pole. Each moan and purr of exultation was coated in her hot, steamy Brazilian accent.

“That's a good trophy.” His voice breathy, full of heat. “You fucking ornament. Suck my cock like a proper slave.”

His hands drifted into her wealth of hair, layering and re-layering it on top of her head as she sucked him.

“You're going to be a wonderful decoration. Something to be admired by the gazes of others as you sit pretty on my arm.”

His words only fired up her pussy the more. She slurped harder on his cock, needing to feel his spray against her throat. 

“That's all that you are,” he grunted. “Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off. My supermodel fucktoy.”

Juliana sucked vigorously, desperate for his cum now, needing it. Only his hot, perfect spray would validate her, would give reason to every action leading to this point. 

He seemed to sense her urgency, his hands sliding through the enormous silken tangle of her locks and curls. With a low moan, he came deep in her throat, his rod throbbing inside of the warm glove of her mouth.

“Fucktoy,” he grunted out, in time with each spurt of his hot load. “Fucktoy, fucktoy, fucktoy.”

She swallowed it all down, each drop. Loving it. Happy for it. 

After several spurts, it was just too much, all the cum he had to deliver. She slipped off and he kept cumming, spraying her gorgeous face with his hot white seed.

Marking her.

For several minutes afterward, she just sat in his lap as he called her those wonderful titles again and again, firmly stroking her hair. She cleaned his cock dutifully, lapping up the delicious droplets of cum left behind, and then went to work on her face, making sure to slide each delicious drop down her throat.

“Fucktoy. Ornament. Sexdoll. Supermodel slave.”

So many of those words made so much sense to her. She wanted to believe in them. So much of her did believe in them. But . . . she couldn't just buy into it. She couldn't just change everything about who she was like that.

After a time, she slid off his cock, reluctantly positioning herself away from him.

“How about it, slave?” He asked her, tugging on her hair a bit. “You can leave all this behind. This false life you're living. Come home with me, like you deserve, and live on your knees in luxury like you belong.”

She back up against the leather couch, not daring to look into his eyes. 

Somehow, his influence had lost its hold on her. Her mind found some pocket of hard-earned resistance, holding out.

“N-no,” she shook her head. “I'm not . . . I'm nobody's slave, Nathan.”

Disappointment showed on his face, and then a quiet, still anger. His tongue moved inside his mouth from one cheek to another. Sniffing, he reached into his jacket pocket and took out his billfold. Emptying it, he grabbed a thick wad of bills and wrapped it around his business card. Then, he shoved it all inside of her bra. 

Of course, he felt up her tits when he did. 

Of course, she was powerless to stop her.

“I guess that just makes you a regular old whore, then. What a shame.”

With that, he got up, zipped up his pants, and walked out of the door, like none of it affected him at all.

“That card has my number. Call me when you realize what's what.”

Dripping with lust and shame, her pussy on fire and her body shaking with humiliation, Juliana promised herself she would never see him again.

* * * * *
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THE SOUTHERN ESTATE took up over forty square miles, deep in the Pacific Northwest. The mansion itself was the biggest on the West Coast, easily taking up over one hundred fifty thousand square feet. The rumor went, in elite circles, that over a thousand of those were dedicated to an enormous bed that he had built for fucking whatever rich trophy cunt he had elected for that week.

At the thought of being fucked by Nathan for over a thousand feet, Juliana's cunt went slick.

It two days since Juliana had kicked Shana out of the small house in Peru. She had spent that entire time preparing to come be with Nathan.

The mansion was châteauesque, with tall spires and steep-sloped roofs crowding around gorgeous red masonry. She arrived in a car, but her driver was detained by the security guards, and Juliana had to walk up the mile-long driveway in her heels.

And what heels they were, covered in gemstones and five-inches high, pushing her tight butt to the sky and flexing her calves with each step. Juliana had pulled out all the stops for Nathan. She couldn't dare to imagine him refusing her—she would break down in tears. And with the way she looked now, if he did turn her down, she couldn't imagine him ever wanting her again.

She wore a shimmering blue gown, made from sheerest silk. On either side of her hips, there were long gaps, openly displaying the twin curves of her dynamite ass and the diamond-adorned silk thong that only just covered essentials.

Long silk ribbons, again covered in tiny diamonds, wrapped around her picture-perfect legs, leading down into her five-inch designer heels inlaid with little sapphires. 

A tight choker necklace clasped around her  tan, soft neck—essentially a collar made up of interlocking gold and precious gems. The tight collar matched her orchid-shaped earrings and the ornate bracelets around her wrists, which were covered by elbow-length white calf leather gloves.

But the star of the show was what was on her chest. The gown's tight constraints covered her amazing tits only barely, held up by a precarious little string around her neck. Beneath the tiny strip of cloth, her breathtaking chest was showcased by the ten million dollar bra she wore, made entirely out of gold latticework interlaced with brilliant diamonds, topazes, opals, and sapphires. 

The bra had been given to her as a gift for her sensational runway walk just last year. Normally, they didn't let the models take home such expensive jewelry, but the designer had an enormous crush on her.

Juliana was used to such things. She knew—being Nathan's property—that there was nothing wrong with abusing such privileges with weaker males. They would give her things, and she would use whatever she could gain however she could get it to obtain Nathan's favor. That was only proper.

The outfit, in all, cost over twenty million dollars. She would, probably, never wear it again. She didn't care. Nathan was worth it.

He opened the door. He had on a pair of loose tan slacks and an open shirt, his muscular six-pack easily visible. Thick pec muscles dominated the sight of his chest. She imagined sliding into them, cuddling there, leaning into his perfect strength and knowing its hot weight as he pressed in on her.

For a moment, Juliana enjoyed the growing lust on his face as he openly devoured her from head to toe with his eyes. 

She posed, as best she knew how—and Juliana knew how to pose incredibly well. All of her thick, soft hair landed on one side, and she put her finger to her open mouth.

“Oh Nathan,” she purred. “Oh, Nathan.”

It was so hard to control herself, to not kneel right there. He was so hot. So rich. His scent filled her nostrils, and she welcomed it openly.

And the money wasn't the object to Juliana. It was just the power it represented. That even as she could seduce and almost own any man alive, he could own her will so completely, so easily. Like he had been made to do it, and she had been made to let him. 

God, he could just buy and sell nations.

He could buy and sell her.

The overwhelming lust on his face seemed to get reigned back under control.

“Hello again, Juliana.” His voice calm and measured. “I've been expecting you. Though . . . I don't know that I was expecting all of this.”

He waved his hand up and down, indicating the outfit.

“I hoped . . . ” she pressed her lips together, opening her eyes wide at him, “ . . . I hoped you would like it.”

“It looks like a decent enough outfit for a hot slavecunt.”

She blushed, heat flooding up her bare neck and shoulders. His control over her thoughts, her actions, was palpable. 

“I wish you wouldn't . . . wouldn't just start like that.”

Not for the first time, she wondered why it was so hard just to make demands of him, to let him know what she wanted like a normal person.

And not for the first time, the answers spiraled down to her pussy: because she wanted him to make demands of her, because she wasn't a normal person, because she was supposed to be a slave.

His slave.

One hand on his hips, Nathan frowned.

“Start like what? That's what you are. I know it. You know it. I'm not going to play any games with you. You know exactly what I want. Are you here to give it to me?”

“I wanted . . .” she put a hand through her hair. “I wanted to try and start over with you.”

That smirk of his danced across his face, banishing the frown.

“You got my gift?”

She nodded, her eyes lighting up. 

“It was very lovely, Nathan.”

“If you got it, then there's nothing to start over. If you want to approach what we have a different way, I'll go ahead and tell you—there is no other way.”

“But there can be. It's just, the way you treated me—”

“The way I treated you is why you're back here now, my little slaveslut.”

Her pussy twinged from his words. She shook her head.

“That's what I'm talking about. You can't just—”

Still smirking, he reached forward and put his hand through her hair, where her hand had just been. His was so much rougher, so much larger and stronger. The gorgeous turn of her cheeks melted into his thick palm. She surrendered completely.

“I can do anything I like, slave. Why are you talking so much? Pretty objects like you shouldn't be so talky.”

She couldn't look up in his eyes. He was so strong, standing over her like that. So tall. 

Weakly, she raised up a hand to his chest, trying to push him away. Instead she just slid her gloved fingers over his open shirt, trailing down the magnificent musculature waiting there.

“You can't . . .” her voice had downgraded to a whisper. “You . . . you shouldn't . . .”

It ate her up inside, but she wanted this. She loved being objectified by him. 

It was something she had considered on the ride over. Other men, they tried to objectify her because the reality of her being a woman was too much for them. They couldn't handle the thought that she had problems, complaints, grief in her life. Times when she wouldn't look gorgeous or would seem flawed.

Nathan didn't care about any of that. She was an object to him because everyone in his life was object. He was only being honest about it with her, though. 

That made her special to him. She was his slave, someone who needed him utterly.

Others want to use him for the same reason they wanted to use her—for what he represented, what he owned. He wanted her for the hot grip he held on her mind and her mind alone, and she wanted him purely because of that. This was the most honest thing in her life.

And it terrified her that she might ruin it somehow.

She pushed her face forward into his chest as he stood in the doorway, kissing it softly. Trying as best she could to supplicate herself. His head nodded down onto hers, letting her feel his thick jaw on her mane of hair. 

There was no shame with him. Nothing terrified of what he was born with, of what he imposed on the world. 

Juliana wanted that lack of shame. His money could fix anything. It could even fix how terrible she felt about being so privileged. If, from then on, she lived in nothing but that glorious privilege, if she experienced nothing but opulence, she would never have to feel bad about what she had been gifted with ever again.

“I j-just . . . I wanted you . . .”

Her hand slid down lower, resting right above his crotch. It took all of her self-control not to dive her fingers right in there. She could see his enormous bulge thickening from her proximity. Her head was getting foggy with lust.

“I know you want me, slave. That's what females do. They want strong men like me to tell them how to live. Tell me what a toy does.”

His hand slid down to her ass, gripping it firmly. Juliana let out a short, sharp gasp of pleasure. 

Her ass was like a handle for him, leading her wherever she pleased.

“A t-toy . . . a toy wants you and serves you, however you want. To be filled by you. To give you the heirs you want. A progeny. A brood.”

She felt so fucking filthy saying all that—but in her heart, with his perfect thoughts pushing on her mind, she knew it was all correct.

He nodded. 

“Good.”

Stepping to one side of her, he adjusted his grip on her ass so that he could toy with her diamond thong as he finally led her into the house. 

The interior was enormous. There were little tables with vases and busts lined up down the cavernous entryway. Ornate wooden fixtures decorated the walls, every floor made from polished marble. Chandeliers dangled down in long rows in every room, each area flooded with an abundance of light.

It was a lovely place. Even so, Juliana could not help but imagine it with a woman's touch. With her own ability of creating warmth to make it even better for him, so that when he was fucking her again and again, it was in a place that she had made perfect for him. 

Nathan's fingers dipped past her thong entirely, slipping up inside her pussy. Juliana gasped and clung to him, needing his big, strong frame just to keep standing. 

All she could think was that she was so lucky he was there to catch her fall. 

He brought her into a study. Books completely lined the twenty-foot tall walls, arranged on gloriously carved cherrywood shelves. There were a number of thick, oaken tables with leather-backed chairs surrounding them. He pushed her against one of the chairs, his fingers sliding out from inside of her.

“If you're a good enough slave,” he told her, licking his pussy-juice covered digits, “then maybe I'll let you go to my bedroom next.”

She nodded meekly. Yes. She had to prove herself. That was only right.

“Y-yes,” she moaned at last. “T-take me, Nathan. Fill me.”

“Sir.” He shook his head, tsking a bit.

One hand slid up her dress, roughly grabbing her bra. He tugged it down, away. It was a fragile thing—dozens of the multi-thousand dollar gems clattered to the floor. They were nothing to him. Nothing to her, anymore, just decorations for the decoration that she had become. She stared at him with open need, her breasts heaving in his hands as her breaths got quicker and quicker. 

His other hand slid down her slender, perfect abs and pushed down her diamond thong, plunging fingers into her cunt. 

“You call me Sir,” he said.

“Y-yes Sir!” 

Pleasure flooded through her body, her knees feeling weak. Her hips pushed down into his fingers.

It wasn't enough to call him Sir. No, not by half. He needed a better title. He deserved a better title.

“Yes M-Master!”

His fingers twitched at that, and he pulled her in for a kiss, clearly happy with her initiative. His breath was hot inside her mouth, his tongue tugging at hers. All of him wanting more of her closer to him. He was so wonderful.

“Bend over for your Master, slut.”

There was no helping it—Juliana moaned happily, her pussy gushing into his fingers.

“Yes, Master!”

She did as he ordered, bending over with a happy, vapid smile on her face. Her thoughts were rapidly diminishing, focusing only on order to the next. 

She didn't need to think when Master was here. Master would do all of her thinking for her. Thinking was such a silly exercise for a hot slavecunt like her. Best not to do it at all.

She watched him drop his pants. With a grin, he slapped her on the ass.

“Oh!” she gasped. 

He slapped her again.

“Oh, yes!” she cried.

He slapped her again, and when he did, he slid his bare cock deep inside her pussy.

Deep inside her slavecunt.

Without warning, without any kind of an idea of how, Juliana came right away. Weeks and weeks of need were being sated and exploded so suddenly that her body's only conceivable reaction was to cum.

It was so perfect. Her slavecunt being filled with orgasmic bliss by her Master's thick, perfect rod. If he noticed that she came, he recognized it only by fucking her harder.

That was fine by Juliana. She existed for his cock now. Fucking an orgasm into her with the very first stroke. From now on, his word was law. 

The position was so similar to what Shana had done, except a million times better with her Master's actual cock inside of her. 

He picked up legs by the heels, pressing her shins under his arms. Her heels clacked on top of his shoulders. Every part of her was dominated so completely.

She bucked against each thrust, every inch of his cunt-owning meat filling her more and more with each passing second.

“Yes!” she moaned. “Fuck your little bitch! Fuck your supermodel whore, Master!”

“That's my fucktoy,” he grunted, ramming into her harder and harder. “That's a good sexdoll ornament, doing what Master says.”

He wrapped a thick length of her hair around his fist, holding her tight. 

Picking up his pace, he practically bent her over backwards, pulling her head toward his chest. Juliana was flexible from years of yoga, and was happy to finally know why. All that bending and stretching to be fucked as perfectly as this. She maneuvered her head backward, leaning against his. Her tits were easy to access. His thick, rough hands slid over them, ripping her ten million dollar bra apart. 

If he really wanted, he could replace it with thousands more in a heartbeat without even hurting his bottom line.

The feeling of his big hands on her big tits was so natural and perfect. She didn't know how she had been living her whole life without them there before. Grabbing onto her plump flesh so roughly, telling her how fast to fuck, how much he was enjoying himself. Big squeezes were for when he was having trouble holding back. Little squeezes were for when he was grinding his cock into her pussy just right, the cockhead pushing up against her g-spot.

“Please come,” she begged him. “Please cum in my pussy. Fill me up full of your hot jizz, Master! Your fuckslave needs her Master's hot white cum, please!”

The second most perfect moment in Juliana's life was when she felt him nodding against her face, indicating his orgasm was on its way.

The most perfect moment, of course, arrived just seconds later. A few more hard, finishing strokes and he came explosively, his seed piling inside of her pussy in liquid hot jet spurts. There was so much of it. She could feel it dripping out of her pussy onto her million-dollar heels, staining the ribbons and dress. 

Unable to do any different, she came with him, so incredibly turned on already by the soaking wet feeling of this billionaire stud penetrating her cunt, penetrating her mind, penetrating her very will. Every possible way to be fucked, he fucked her. When she came, she felt like her soul was twisting inside out.

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “Thank you so much.”

Shuddering, she squeezed onto his still-trembling cock, hoping to keep his bliss-inducing shaft inside of her for as long as possible.

Her entire outfit was ruined, all twenty million dollars of it. It would be impossible to wear it again. And it had been so worth it, just to be fucked once by this incredible stallion of a man. She slid up next to her stud, happily nuzzling against him. 

Almost casually, he picked her up and brought her down with him onto a long, soft cloth couch. Juliana naturally gravitated downward toward his cock, cleaning it with her tongue. His cum still oozed out of her sparkling hot pussy. Probably she was ruining the couch. She didn't care. It was all replaceable, just like her.

“That's a good fuckslave,” he said, stroking her hair appreciatively. His thick fingers taking up so much space on her head. “You'll sleep down there tonight, where you belong.”

Sleeping next to his cock? God, she almost came again.

“Yes, Master.”

“And if you want anything tonight, you start your request by servicing my cock.”

She nodded again, moaning affirmatively. It would be so hot to want to get up in the night for a glass of water, but only be able to leave by sucking off her amazing Master first.

He owned her so well.

And how could he not? He was Master, and she was just Juliana the slavecunt decoration fucktoy.

All night, she snuggled up to the cock that owned her, the man who completely enslaved her million-dollar supermodel pussy.

# # #
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        *They thought he was a loser, that he was nothing. Now, he's their everything.*Boris—ugly, awkward, and anti-social—is routinely humiliated at the modeling agency where he works. He's surrounded by gorgeous women all day long, women he could never be rich or handsome enough to attain, and they make sure to let him know it. But when he obtains a special jade camera, any hottie caught in its frame suddenly becomes his obedient erotic servant!Very quickly, he begins accumulating a harem of ultra-hot servants. Will the ultra-hot top models notice before they're captured, or will their arrogance be erased as Boris has his way with their bodies and minds? As his power and influence grows, the harem does as well--and so too does the intense beauty of each new woman he bends to his will. WARNING: This hot story features lots and lots of sex between an incredibly lucky, unattractive loser and mind-blowingly sexy supermodel babes! He uses his power of control to breed multiple girls at a time and indulges in their brainless, bimbofied worship of him.
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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.
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