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CHAPTER ONE – A NEW NEIGHBOUR

Brad and Melissa had been married for three years, engaged for two and together for a total of six. They were happy together, both successful in their work lives. Melissa ran a small nutrition business; she was very much the face of. Like her husband Brad, Melissa was dedicated to health and fitness and had the body to prove it. They always said that couples who trained together stayed together. Melissa was the embodiment of mainstream hotness. Her Instagram feed was full of pictures of her in gym gear, often shorts so diminutive they were barely there. Yes, in this town hot women like Melissa really did do squats wearing shorts that rode up between their firm buttocks. Why not? It gets you a lot of attention from strangers online.

Brad wasn’t shy of a selfie either. His body, although muscular, was lean and athletic, more like a Decathlete than a bodybuilder. His biceps weren’t huge but were large enough to fill out the sleeves of his shirts, and his six-pack had drawn many thirsty looks from the other housewives in their neighbourhood, as he mowed the lawn in just a pair of gym shorts. Brad worked for a tech company with relaxed attitudes to work hours, plus he worked from home most of the time, so it was always easy to get down the gym with his darling Melissa.

Their friends knew them as ‘the fitness couple’.

They were each other’s ideal ‘type’. Neither Brad nor Melissa would look twice at anyone who didn’t train like an athlete and have the body to reflect that lifestyle. Not that they ever would look at anyone else. They were very much in love, and still in lust with each other.

So, when a new neighbour moved in over the street neither of them batted an eyelid. Vanessa was an uber buxom redhead. The polar opposite of the so-called fitness couple. Her body wasn’t so much plus sized, as plus plus! Some might say she was obese, but if you were to ask her, she would say that she’s exactly what she needs to be and that it’s none of your damn business.

It had been just over a week since Vanessa had moved in and Brad hadn’t even made eye contact with her, when he first heard her voice. He was on the driveway at the front of their house, shirt off, soaking up the sun as always. He was sweeping the block paved surface.

“Beautiful morning don’t you think?”

The voice was soft, smooth, feminine, with a hint of song in it. It felt almost like Brad heard the voice inside his head. He looked up, wondering who the possessor of such a sexy voice was.

He cocked his head, trying not to show any emotional reaction to the sight that confronted him. Vanessa was standing there in a tiny summer dress with a skirt so short it barely covered her huge arse. It was low cut too, barely containing her enormous breasts.

“I said it’s a beautiful morning.” She smiled, holding out a hand in a dainty pose.

“Ohh…sorry, yeah. It’s gonna be a scorcher today.” He said taking her hand and shaking it gently.

She smiled and fixed his gaze. Brad was staring intently at her eyes trying his hardest not to look down at her bulging breasts, not that he would find her girth attractive. Her eyes were incredible, there was a fire behind them that screamed passion. In fact, everything about this big, beautiful woman screamed passion. Her every movement seemed deliberate, dainty, sexy, perhaps even seductive.

“I’m Vanessa.” She said softly her hand still in Brad’s, “I’m new in the neighbourhood. I moved in last week and when I saw you out here, I just thought I should come and introduce myself, seeing as we’re going to be seeing quite a lot of each other.”

There was a hint of suggestion in her voice as she finished that sentence, Brad didn’t miss it. Was she coming on to him? She glanced down making no effort to hide the fact that she was checking him out. Vanessa had a type, she liked men who took care of their bodies. Firm, lean, hard bodies, a stark contrast to her own aesthetic. She subtly nibbled her bottom lip as she watched a bead of sweat trickle down his six-pack. She pulled her hand away, looked back up at Brad and smiled.

“Well, it was nice meeting you Vanessa—” she cut him off before he could finish whatever he was about to say.

“Oh, don’t let me stop you. I’m just off to the Highstreet, need to familiarise myself with my surroundings. See you soon… I hope.”

She turned and walked away, there was an immense confidence about her body language. Brad couldn’t help but stare at her massive derriere as it swayed hypnotically and unapologetically with each step. There was no doubt this woman, despite not being the traditional embodiment of mainstream beauty, absolutely crackled with sexiness.

She stopped in the middle of the street and turned back. She caught Brad eying up her butt, the wide load that stretched out the fabric of her tight-fitting dress. She paused and smiled, once again flashing those eyes, but she said nothing and then made her way down the street and out of sight.

“Who was that babe?”

Brad turned around to see his wife standing there in a skimpy thong bikini, a book in one hand and a bottle of water in the other.

“Vanessa.” He replied in a tone that might have suggested he had just woken up form a nap. In many ways he had.

“Vanessa?” Melissa enquired.

“Yeah, she’s the lady who moved in across the street. She seems… nice.” He returned to sweeping the drive.

“Cool, maybe we can invite her over for drinks sometime. You never know, she might be more fun than some of our other neighbours. She waved her book, “I’m just gonna go to the beach for a bit, read my book and get some early morning sun. You wanna come?”

“No, it’s cool, you go chill out, you’ve been working so hard this week. I’m gonna wash the car.”

Melissa kissed her husband on the cheek and strolled off confidently, stopping to playfully shake her immaculate pert bum at her loving husband. He blew her a kiss and returned to his chores.

That’s more like it, he thought to himself. His wife had the hottest body in town, and she was super confident. The other housewives often talked trash behind her back, but they were just jealous. She didn’t walk around in a thong bikini to rub their noses in it, she did so because she had the confidence to do so and not care about the judgement of people who projected their own insecurities.

So why couldn’t he get the image of Vanessa out of his head? He headed inside and poured out a glass of iced tea.


CHAPTER TWO – NOT MY TYPE

Vanessa sat on the leather sofa in her front room wearing nothing but a lacey thong and bra. Her breasts were huge, and the bra barely contained them. Her thick, heavy thighs touched in the middle, no thigh gaps here. She sucked on an ice pop. It was hot, Brad wasn’t wrong. She was grateful for the built-in air con.

A knock at the door. I wonder who that is, she mused, rising to her feet.

Vanessa had total confidence in her body, she made no effort to cover up, her belly hung over the band of her skimpy white panties, which were sheer at the front and did little to hide the whisps of hair around her pussy.

She opened the door and was surprised to see a gorgeous, fit looking woman in a tiny bikini that left little to the imagination. Vanessa smiled, “Hi.” Her greeting sounded more like a question.

“Oh hi…” Melissa paused as she realised this very large woman was almost naked and making no attempt to apologise for her state of undress, “I’m Melissa.” She said composing herself and thrusting out a hand.

“Vanessa.” She took Melissa’s hand in hers, that velvety voice had the same effect on Melissa that it had on Brad. A tingle ran down Melissa’s spine, she shivered. Odd, she thought.

Vanessa cocked her head inquisitively, looking Melissa up and down, her body was tight, toned and shapely, not nearly as shapely as Vanessa’s, but you could see that she worked hard to build muscle in all the right areas and keep fat off her waistline. Vanessa took Melissa’s hand and smiled, she couldn’t help but notice Melissa’s hard nipples through the fabric of her bikini top, “I have my air con up on full.” She smirked.

Melissa blushed, she knew full well what Vanessa was referring to, she cleared her throat and composed herself, “I, um…. You met my husband this morning. Brad.”

“Mm hm.” Concurred Vanessa a warm but subtle smile on her lips smacked around the ice pop, she fixed Melissa’s eyes with hers, “The hunk with the broom?”

Melissa frowned, then smirked. “Yeah, that’s him. He’s always sweeping that damn driveway!” She snickered.

Melissa stepped aside and motioned for Melissa to come inside, “Would you like to come in? I could get you an ice pop if you like.”

“Oh no, it’s fine. I just came over to see if you are free this evening. Brad and I would love to have you over for some drinks. Brad’s gonna fire up the BBQ.”

Vanessa smiled, “I would love that, thank you.”

Melissa blushed again, she couldn’t work out why, but there was something about this woman, her voice, her eyes, even her oversized body. Her energy was like the most tantalising strip tease. Melissa almost physically shook her head, “seven, okay?”

“Perfect.” Replied Vanessa, the smooth husky voice washing over her new friend, “I’ll bring some wine.”

“Cool. See you then.” Melissa smiled and then walked away quicker than she intended. Goddamn! She thought to herself, what was that? Had she just gotten flustered talking to another woman? A rather overweight woman?

Brad stood in a pair of shorts and tank top, spatula in hand as smoke rose up from the BBQ, “burgers are almost ready. Chicken will take a little longer.”

“Oh Vanessa, you have to taste the chicken. It’s an old family recipe of mine. The coating is simply divine!” Melissa gushed as she placed a large bowl of salad down on the table next to her wine glass, she took a sip; “wow! This wine is really good!” She said making eye contact with Vanessa.

Vanessa was wearing a bikini with a sarong wrapped around her waist, she definitely liked to show of her ample layers of skin. “It’s an old family recipe.” She replied.

“Really?!” Melissa winced her eyes slightly, in a questioning manner.

Vanessa laughed “No, silly! It’s Sauvignon, from New Zealand, so much better than the California stuff!”

The new friends sat for the next couple of hours eating, drinking. Vanessa was surprised by the size of Melissa’s appetite, but Melissa went into great detail about how her training regime allows her to eat a lot more food than people think, given her size. She talked about her nutrition business, how weight management was all about what you put in your mouth, not what you burn in the gym; “that’s for getting strong”, she said. Vanessa pretended to be interested, but she was more interested in something else.

Brad returned from the kitchen and sat down next to Melissa, a cold beer in his hand. He placed a hand on Melissa’s knee and looked at the wine in her hand, “it’s not like you to drink so much, you sure you’re, okay?”

“Oh, let the girl be.” Declared Vanessa, again that playful, yet seductive husk in her voice making everything she said sound like an innuendo. She glimpsed at Brad and again, let her eyes wander down his body. Yes, she definitely liked what she saw.

After another glass Melissa, stood up, “Well, I think I’ve had enough.”

“Oh, I should go.” Responded Vanessa.

“No, no don’t… it’s fine. I’m just a lightweight.” Slurred Melissa, “look, you still have a whole glass of wine left!”

Brad looked up at his wife, “I told you!”

Vanessa leaned across and patted Brad’s knee, “Oh leave her alone. You do what you want girl.” She grinned at Melissa, her hand loitering on Brad’s knee, “us girlfriends gotta stick together, right?” She winked.

Melissa giggled and then kissed her husband on the cheek, “I’m gonna turn in, don’t be too late we’re hitting the gym in the morning, remember?”

Brad watched as she unsteadily walked back into the house and out of sight.

Vanessa sipped her wine and looked over the top of the glass straight at Brad, her eyes were like hypnotic spirals. Brad fixed her gaze, he wasn’t attracted to her, he convinced himself. She’s not his type, how could anyone be attracted to someone who didn’t take care of their body? But she definitely had… something!

“And then there was two.” Whispered Vanessa huskily. She peered over the rim of her glass, fixing Brad’s eyes with hers once more.

Brad cleared his throat and looked down as he took a refreshing swig of his cold beer. “So, erm… you heard all about Melissa’s work. What do you do, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“I’m a hedonist.” She replied softly, with a slight vocal fry in her throat.

Brad frowned, “A hedonist?!!”

“What? No! A hypnotist!” Vanessa laughed, “you naughty boy, I can tell where your mind is!”

Brad found himself blushing. He was certain he heard her correctly the first time. “Oh, hypnotist… right. So, like as in those guys you see on T.V. who make people bark like a dog?”

Vanessa giggled, even her giggles sounded suggestive, “do you want to bark like a dog for me?”

Brad shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Of course, he didn’t want do anything like that, so why did the mere suggestion seem to make his loins stir? Must be the booze, he rationalised. “No, I—”

She interrupted, “relax, I’m just teasing. I’m a hypno-therapist. I help unlock deep rooted issues in people’s psyche.”

“Oh wow, that’s… that’s actually super impressive.”

“Mm hm…” Vanessa leaned forward slightly, knowing full well that Brad could see right down her skimpy bikini top. A necklace with a white jewel on it dangled between her cleavage. “You see my necklace darling? Do you see how it sparkles when the flame from the patio heater catches it?”

Brad looked, refocussing on the jewel and not her huge breasts. The prism-like object disrupted the light causing Brad to see different colours flashing in his eyes.

“Focus on the light sweetie, slow your breathing down. Listen to my voice.” Vanessa’s voice was soft, gentle, ever so calming, like an erotic massage from a lover.

Vanessa continued to enthral Brad for the next ten minutes, Brad was entranced, he could hear her words, but he couldn’t seem to react or snap out of this rapture. It felt like a dream. The passage of time barely noticeable to him.

“Well, don’t want to outstay my welcome.” Said Vanessa as she stood up.

Brad blinked hard… had he dropped off? He wondered what had happened. “Huh?”

“Said, I should be going. Thank you for a wonderful evening, and thank Melissa for me, won’t you? I can tell already we’re going to be very good friends.” Vanessa was already walking away towards the driveway.

Brad felt slightly disoriented, but he had no recollection of then past ten minutes. “Uh, sure… hey, don’t forget your wine glasses.”

Vanessa stopped and turned back to Brad, her voice again low and seductive, it felt once again like Brad could hear her voice inside his head. “Why don’t you swing by tomorrow and drop them off to me then?” She smiled.

Drop, Brad thought, why did he seem to fixate on that word? He said nothing, he watched as Vanessa sashayed away, her hips swinging hypnotically from side to side, the wide girth looked incredible, framed by the delicate sarong concealing her giant buttocks. This time Brad was certain that he was attracted to this alluring and voluptuous woman.

Vanessa didn’t look back, but a smile crept across her face, now that she had implanted the hypnotic suggestion, the coming weeks were going to be a lot of fun.


CHAPTER THREE – DROP

“Come in my dear.” Vanessa stepped aside and motioned Brad across the threshold of her front door.

It was just after midday. Brad was carrying the two crystal wine glasses that Vanessa had brough to the BBQ the previous evening. She smiled and ran an appraising eye up and down Brad’s body as he entered. She gazed at his firm buttocks in his shorts. He was wearing a tank top and flip flops. Vanessa was wearing a light silk blouse, open enough to show the top of her immense cleavage and a short, tight, pencil skirt with a side slit in in. No one could deny that she was a very stylish and sexy dresser. It’s often thought that plus sized women can’t be attracted or shouldn’t dress sexily, but Vanessa proved that was nonsense.

“Just drop them on the coffee table honey.” She said.

Brad froze for a second. Why did she emphasise that word? Why did this feel familiar? He snapped himself out of it and carefully placed the delicate glasses down and turned to face Vanessa.

She was leaning back against the closed door, fiddling with the necklace. The light refracted and caught Brad’s eye. He froze as the soothing tone of her voice hit his ear again.

“Look at the light my dear.” Her voice was almost a whisper once more. “Breathe slowly, Inhale… hold it… now drop!” Brad’s head and shoulders slumped slightly as his whole body relaxed. Vanessa walked slowly towards the handsome man standing lifelessly in her front room. “Look at me darling.” She said as she raised his head with her index finger, the long white manicured nail scraping the soft flesh under his chin.

“Wha—” Brad tried to speak but Vanessa placed another finger on his lips.

“Shh… just listen to my voice. Whenever you hear the word drop you will fall deeper into trance. Each time I say drop you will fall deeper under my control. Anytime you hear anyone say the word drop or if you see the word drop you will instantly think of me… your Goddess. Who am I darling?”

“M- my Goddess.” Mumbled Brad, his eyes seemingly entranced by hers.

“That’s right dear, I am your Goddess. Now drop to your knees and worship your Goddess.” Without hesitation Brad sunk to his knees. Her looked at the thick shapely legs wrapped in sheer stockings. The tops of the stockings, held up by garters just visible below the hem of her tight pencil skirt. Her feet in a pair of stiletto sandals. He looked up at her, waiting for instruction. “You may kiss my feet darling.” She said softly.

Brad bowed down and placed a kiss on the foot she had slid forwards.

Vanessa continued to speak in the low, whispery hypnotic tone that washed over Brad making him feel helplessly enamoured with this big, beautiful woman.

“You’re a beautiful man Brad, my perfect type. Does that please you darling? Hearing your Goddess praise, you?”

“Yes Goddess.” Replied Brad as he continued kissing her foot.

“Look up at me sweetie.”

Brad reluctantly pulled his lips away from the foot that he had become inexplicably obsessed with. He looked up at the large buxom beauty towering over him. He saw the smile on her lips, the brightness in her eyes and he felt goose bumps ripple across his skin.

“Look into my Goddess eyes darling. Lose yourself in my gaze. Look at my Goddess smile, feel yourself bursting with love.” She continued, “run your eyes over my Goddess body honey. You love your Goddess!” Her voice was breathless and seductive. “Mine is the perfect body, only a true Goddess possesses a body like mine darling. Repeat after me… I love my Goddess.”

“I… love my Goddess.” Brad repeated.

“Good boy. Again!” Brad repeated the words, “that’s it my love. Now, say I worship my Goddess.” Brad repeated the statement like an automaton, “good boy. Now say; I only desire Goddess’s body.” Again, Brad repeated the words verbatim. “Mmm…. Now repeat each mantra until I tell you to stop.”

Brad repeated each mantra, one after the other a couple of times until Goddess Vanessa was satisfied. She instructed him to stand before her. She looked him up and down and then gave an order; “strip for your Goddess.” Brad didn’t hesitate, he no longer had autonomy over his actions. Once he was standing, naked and vulnerable before Goddess Vanessa, she stepped closer. “Goddess approves of your body my dear.” She slowly ran a hand down Brad’s chest, gently scratching his skin with her long, white Femdom nails. She ran the tips of her fingers around his washboard abdomen. “Mmm… Brad, you have just the kind of body Goddess approves of. Only a woman like me deserves a man like you. Wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes Goddess.” He said mindlessly.

“I want to hear you say it.”

“Only a Goddess deserves a man like me.”

She smiled and continued to bring her hand down Brad’s abdomen, stopping at his crotch. Brad’s penis was rock hard and sticking straight out. About 7 inches long and thick enough to feel like a handful, it was more than adequate for a woman like Melissa. But Vanessa had very specific requirements.

“What a pity your cock isn’t as impressive.” She said, still in that same hypnotic tone, “Goddess deserves much bigger than this. But never mind, I like you darling and I intend to have you!” She was slowly stroking Brad’s cock, his face twitched as he felt her soft warm hand sliding along his shaft, “you only have eyes for your Goddess. Melissa doesn’t do it for you anymore. She does not have a body like Goddess, only a Goddess body like mine pleases you. Only Goddess eyes like mine see into your soul. Only a Goddess voice like mine can command you.”

Vanessa continued her hypnotic tease, bringing Brad to the very edge of orgasm three times, before finally stepping away. She looked at the naked, desperately fawning male subject before her, pre-cum dripping from the tip of his cock. “Get dressed darling.” Brad did as he was told, “from now on you will deny yourself any kind of sexual release. Your orgasms belong to Goddess and only Goddess. Only my Goddess eyes and my Goddess body makes you hard. Whenever you see anyone else you lose all interest in sex. In a moment I am going to count up to ten, when I reach ten you will snap out of your trance. You will consciously remember nothing that happened here, but your subconscious has already been reprogrammed to love your Goddess like I am the only woman on earth… one, feeling nothing but love for Goddess… two, your cock will grow instantly hard whenever you see Goddess… three, only Goddess possesses what you need… four, your wife no longer turns you on… five, feeling more lucid… six, you can feel your senses returning… seven, your eyes are focussing… eight, you can feel your feet and hands… nine, worship Goddess Vanessa… ten, feeling wide awake and ready to face the rest of the day!”

Brad blinked as Vanessa snapped her fingers. The look on his face made her giggle slightly, it always did. But she was happy, she knew that she had succeeded in stealing him from Melissa.

“Wh—erm…” Brad was a little confused, one second, he was placing the wine glasses down on the table, now he was standing facing Vanessa, who was smiling at him, filling him with warmth.

“Thank you for bringing my glasses back darling.” She leant in and kissed him gently on the cheek. “I suppose you had better get back home and back to work, huh?”

“Um… yeah. Yeah, see you later G—Vanessa.” Brad frowned, what was he about to say?

Brad returned to his home office. Vanessa looked out the window and watched him cross the street, a lascivious smirk on her face. She definitely found him attractive, but she was a little disappointed that he wasn’t packing the kind of equipment she liked. Still, she thought, she already had several very well-hung lovers with hard bodies, like Brad. She would find other uses for him…. Once she had dealt with Melissa.


CHAPTER FOUR – GIRL TIME

Melissa[TM1][TM2][TM3] sat opposite Vanessa at the small table outside the local coffee shop. It was a week after the BBQ. The two ladies had spoken almost daily since then, Melissa found her new friend oddly alluring, so charismatic, so confident, and so… sexual! She was in awe of the way Vanessa effortlessly used her feminine wiles to enthral anyone she spoke to. Every male, like the busboy at the coffee shop, seemed to fall over themselves to please her, especially whenever she made physical contact - she was very tactile and always touched a hand or a knee when talking to people. Even other females couldn’t get enough of her, it seemed.

“Can I get you anything else ma’am?” Asked the female barista.

Melissa looked at her with curiosity, she had never seen her leave the counter before.

“No thank you darling.” Replied Vanessa in her usual sensual way, but thank you for checking in.”

The young lady hesitated as she looked down at Vanessa, Melissa was certain that she was staring down the front of her dress. The barista suddenly realised she was outstaying her welcome, blushed and walked away. Melissa could see her shaking her head as she muttered “stupid stupid…”

The young barista looked cute, seeing her from behind it was clear that she was wearing a crop top and a very short tight lycra skirt, the kind that always rides up as you walk and needs constant adjustment. Vanessa smiled as she studied the young women’s slender figure and toned tight buttocks with the thin fabric stretched over them.

“Is everyone in this town so beautiful?” she asked as she turned back to Melissa.

Melissa cocked her head and smirked at Vanessa, “Don’t take this the wrong way, but are you gay?” She asked quietly.

Vanessa snickered, “Gay? Darling, I don’t buy into such constructs. Gay, straight, bisexual… honey, I’m just sexual!” She sipped her latte, “Anyway, my love, what was it you wanted to talk to me about?”

Melissa looked down at her coffee, a serious solemn expression spreading across her face. “We’ve only known each other a week, but I already feel really close with you Vanessa.”

“Hm? Me too babe.” Replied Vanessa, placing her hand on Melissa’s. “What’s bothering you?”

Melissa let out a slow painful sigh. “Oh, it’s probably nothing…”

Vanessa shook her head, her tone sounding less playful than usual now, “never invalidate your feelings about anything darling. Tell me what’s on your mind, I won’t judge… it’s my job to listen to people’s troubles.”

“Exactly, I don’t want to exploit our friendship.” Melissa’s voice had a pained inflection in it.

“Nonsense, what else are friends for?” Vanessa reassured her.

“Okay… thank you Nessa.  It’s Brad… we have always had such a healthy love life—”

“You mean sex, right?” interrupted Vanessa.

Melissa blushed, “yeah… I’ve only ever had eyes for Brad, and he’s only ever had eyes for me. We’re such a good match, I’ve never wanted anyone else… ever!”

“Go on…” Urged the more than voluptuous Vanessa.

“Usually, when he’s not working, he can’t keep his hands off me, always complementing my body, that kinda thing. But just lately, he barley even looks at me. He always instigates sex… not that I am complaining about that! But last night I had to practically bully him into having sex with me.”

“Go on…” Vanessa stirred her latte and studied the pained expression on her friend’s face.

“He couldn’t even get it up… he’s never had that issue before!”

“Maybe he’s stressed about work or over doing it at the gym? Mental or physical fatigue will deplete testosterone y’know?”

“No, it’s not that. His work is super laidback, and he doesn’t have any urgent deadlines looming. Plus, our training is carefully programmed by one of the coaches at the gym, and I manage his nutrition.”

“So, what do you think it is?”

“I don’t know, but if I didn’t know better, I would swear he doesn’t love me anymore! Is it possible for someone to fall out of love with a person they always considered their soulmate overnight? Because that’s what it feels like!”

Tears appeared in Melissa’s eyes. Vanessa made a sympathetic sound moved her chair around to pull her friend in for a hug. “Aw, sweetie, come here.”

The two women hugged, and Melissa couldn’t help but sob onto Vanessa’s shoulder. Vanessa pulled her in and buried her friend’s face in her huge cleavage, stroking a hand through her hair. “There there, my love. Let it out.”

A few minutes later and Melissa was sitting up and dabbing her eyes with a napkin. “I’m sorry, you must think I’m an idiot!”

“Not at all darling. You can talk to me anytime.” She rose to her feet. “I’ll get the cheque.” She walked over to the counter to pay for their drinks.

Melissa noticed her chatting to the barista, the young woman giggled and blushed. Melissa wondered what they were talking about, the barista jotted something down on a napkin and handed it to Vanessa, then took her payment.

As the two friends stepped out onto the street Melissa turned to Vanessa, “Did… did you just get that young girl’s phone number?”

“Mm hm.” Replied Vanessa with an air of self-satisfaction about her.

“Wow… I never even knew she was a lesbian… and I come here all the time!”

“Oh, she’s not a lesbian…yet!” chuckled Vanessa.

“What do you mean?”

“It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve helped a cute college girl to open up her options. Trust me darling, inside every woman there’s a fully paid-up dyke just screaming to come out!”

Melissa coughed at her friend’s brazen attitude, “well, I don’t know about that!”

“Don’t you?” Replied the curvaceous seductress. “I need to go into town, gotta buy some things from that hippy emporium place.”

“What kind of things?” Enquired Melissa, as she tried to ignore the suggestion in Vanessa’s previous question.

“Oh, scented candles, essential oils, that kinda thing. Helps with the hypnosis.”

“Oh, okay, that makes se—”

Melissa’s sentence was cut off as Vanessa pulled her in and kissed her on the lips, a kiss that lingered a little more than a friendly peck.

“I’ll have a word with Brad for you, see if I can get to the bottom of things. Oh, and Melissa…” she said as she crossed the road away from the stunned Melissa. “You can talk to me anytime darling. See you soon?”

“Uh… yeah, sure. Bye!”

Melissa licked her lips and then touched them gently with the tip of her fingers. The sensation of Vanessa’s lips on hers lingered, lips that felt softer than any she had touched in her life. She blushed as she felt a little quiver in her nether regions. A sensation that quickly disappeared when she looked around and saw the young barista glaring at her, like Melissa had just sworn at her gran.

---

“Hello Leilani, do you know who this is?”

Leilani instantly blushed as Vanessa’s sweet girlie voice washed over her through the earpiece of her mobile phone. “V-Vanessa...?” She croaked.

Vanessa chuckled softly, something about her laugh made Leilani shiver, “I’m glad you remember me darling.”

“It’s kinda hard to forget you.” Replied Leilani, regaining some composure. There was nothing discreet about Vanessa, her large curvaceous body, her tight, sexy outfits, her seductive tone and feline body language.

“What are you doing now?” Asked Vanessa.

“I-I’m just finishing up at work.”

“I said I would call you at five, didn’t I?” Probed Vanessa in that trademark soft, seductive tone.

“Y-yes…”

“Leilani, my love. Are you shy?”

Vanessa’s confidence in coming forward made Leilani feel insecure. She was only twenty-one, she had never been hit on by another woman before, never even considered the prospect before. But something about Vanessa just made her lose any sense of self control. “N-not normally, it’s just… you make me nervous…” her voice tailed off, lowering her tone as a colleague passed by, giving her a ‘there’s work to do’ look.

“I like you, Leilani. How would you like to come over to mine for a drink?

“Wh-when?”

Vanessa chuckled again, “now!”

“What? I-I don’t have anything to wear?” Leilani silently cursed herself for sounding so basic.

“I wouldn’t worry about that Leilani dear. You won’t be needing your clothes.”

Leilani felt her face burn up, she went bright red. She had never felt more turned on than she had in that moment. She wasn’t queer, she thought to herself, but she knew there was no way she could say no to this mysterious seductress. She swallowed hard, her mouth was dry like the Arizona desert, “I um… I need to get back to work.”

“Fine, I’ll text you, my address. Come straight here when you get off… if you want me to get you off darling.”

Twenty minutes later and Vanessa was standing at her front door, dressed only in a satin bra and thong, her large belly hanging slightly over the waist band of the dark red under garment, the fabric of the bra barely covering her large nipples. She opened the door and smiled at the very nervous looking Leilani, standing fidgeting on the doorstep, she was very slim, but not skinny, the kind of body you might see on a cheerleader. Her crop top bore the name of the local College football team. Her green mini skirt had ridden up slightly, presumably as she hastily walked to her destination, Vanessa looked down at what she could see of the strip of fabric covering Leilani’s vulva. Her panties were white, with little flowers on them.

“Come in honey.” Said Vanessa confidently.

Leilani smiled nervously and entered, trying to hide her embarrassment at seeing this large, woman in all her sexy glory. She could not rationalise her own feelings or understand why someone as ‘overweight’ as Vanessa could be so beautiful and so alluringly sexy.

Vanessa watched as Leilani awkwardly walked past her into the front room. She looked at Leilani’s hips hitch from side to side as she walked, she admired how sexy her smooth, toned but slender legs were, how good she looked dressed casually in the mini skirt and sneakers. She licked her lips.

“I uh… I don’t usually do this.” Declared Leilani, a quiver in her voice as she looked around at Vanessa’s tastefully decorated home.

“There’s wine on the kitchen work surface darling. Help yourself.” Responded Vanessa, “and pour me one cutie, I’m suddenly very thirsty!”

Leilani tentatively walked through into the kitchen and saw a bottle and two glasses on the breakfast bar. She poured out a double shot sized measure and instantly necked it. Then poured out two glasses. She didn’t even hear Vanessa sneak up behind her. She froze as she felt Vanessa’s huge, heavy boobs press into her back. She shuddered as she felt Vanessa’s breath on her neck.

“There’s a first time for everything darling.” Whispered Vanessa, responding to Leilani’s previous statement. “Every college girl is bi-curious my love. I’m merely accelerating the inevitable.” Her hand reached around Leilani’s waist and the young student shivered, every hormone in her body standing on edge. She knew there was no backing out, but more than that, she knew that she didn’t want to back out, she was utterly enraptured by this big, beautiful woman. “Do you want me, Leilani?”

“Y-yess!” gasped the desperately horny barista.

Vanessa slid her hand under Leilani’s tiny skirt and cupped her warm mound, “I’m going to make you scream my name Leilani.” Her fingers slid under the elastic waist band of Leilani’s panties, The young woman shuddered and moaned.

Mere minutes later and Vanessa had Leilani on the edge of her first orgasm, she kissed her neck and pulled down her crop top, revealing her pert little boobs, a stark contrast to Vanessa’s enormous bosom. She tweaked one of her nipples and pinched it hard enough to cause a ripple of painful pleasure that would only accelerate Leilani’s arousal.

“Beg for it.” Hissed Vanessa.

“Please!” gasped Leilani.

“Please what?”

“P-please make me cum!”

“Please make me cum, Goddess!” Instructed Vannessa.

“P-please make me c-cum Goddess… pleeeease!” Vanessa picked up the pace until Leilani’s whole body tensed and quivered uncontrollably. “Ohhh… ohhhh my…. Ohhh myyy GOOOOOD!”

Leilani screamed as her orgasm exploded, her legs buckled and a full-on gusher of pussy juice sprayed out from her, soaking the panties that were stretched out between her knees.

Vanessa didn’t let up though, “Goddess, not God!” she laughed.

Leilani bucked and fidgeted, she tried to break away from Vanessa’s clutches, but Vanessa held her tight, pressing her back into her large breasts and belly, “say my name!” She hissed.

“V-v- Vannessa!” cried the orgasmic college girl, “Vanessa!”

“You’re all mine now you filthy little dike!” snarled Vanessa as she almost miraculously brought Leilani to a second climax, shortly followed by a third and then a fourth. Leilani was close to passing out by the time Vanessa let up.

Slumped face down over the breakfast bar, Leilani gasped and huffed as she tried to catch her breath and regain her composure.

After a couple of minutes, she stood up and reached down to her knees to pull her knickers up.

“Ah ah!” Said Vanessa from the sofa in the front room, “those are mine now!” Leilani turned to see Vanessa, now fully naked, sitting facing her, knees apart, her moist pussy glistened through the whisps of hair, framed by the cellulite in between her dense thighs. “Take them off and put them in your mouth.”

Leilani wanted to refuse, this felt degrading, but one look in those hypnotic eyes and she knew that free-will did not exist. She slid off the moist panties and removed the crop top that was now around her waist, then placed the soaking wet panties in between her teeth.

“Good girl, now get on your knees and crawl to me.” Leilani did as she was told. Now something strange happened to her, she felt an overwhelming urge to please her Goddess, she fixed Vanessa’s eyes with hers, and crawled slowly, seductively like a cat stalking a bird. “I bet no boy has ever made you cum like that before, have they?”

Melissa shook her head, her eyes glowing with hunger for her new Goddess. She had never felt attracted to a woman before, but right now she was more turned on by Vanessa that by any of her previous lovers.

“Yes, my love, come to Goddess.” Vanessa beckoned her pet. “Bury your face in between my legs, taste my luscious honey pot, taste my divine nectar!” Leilani did exactly as she was told. “Now, you little slut, you’re going to make your Goddess cum and you’re not going to stop until I tell you to… my little pussy licking dyke!”


CHAPTER FIVE – A HORNY WIFE[TM4].

Melissa parked the 4x4 land cruiser on the driveway and climbed out onto the block paving, dragging a branded shop bag out with her. She had been to see a client and was now done for the day. She thought back to that morning, sat in the coffee shop with Vanessa and that kiss. She touched her lips, a mindless instinctual act, as she replayed the scene in her head. Was she getting turned on thinking about Vanessa’s lips on hers? Her ponderance was broken by a strange feeling, like she was being watched. She turned to face the street and saw Leilani, the barista, standing in the middle of the road glaring daggers at her.

Melissa glared back , “Can I help you?” it wasn’t really a question.

Leilani huffed and turned on her heels, making her way off down the street. That was weird, Melissa thought. She watched the petite, slender figure of the young hottie, her mini skirt rode up revealing her bare buttocks. Leilani tugged at the hem and continued her brisk walk without a pause.

No panties? Melissa thought to herself. She glanced over at Vanessa’s house and saw a curtain twitch. Wow, she thought to herself, she’s a fast worker!

Melissa entered the house and called out to her husband; “Baby, I’m home. Where are you?” No reply… “Baby?” She called again.

Melissa frowned and walked into the study where Brad was typing furiously at his laptop. He looked up at his wife, nodded and then returned his attention to the screen, “almost finished.” He said in a disengaged tone.

“Come upstairs when you’re done babe, I have something to show you.”

Melissa climbed the stairs and went into the bedroom. She stripped off and studied her body in the full-length mirror. She posed and turned so that she could see her toned, muscular buttocks, her shapely, legs, subtle muscle definition visible on her Quadriceps, Hamstrings and Calves. She stood face on and ran her hands down her flat, toned abdomen. She looked like a professional bikini model, Brad’s perfect ‘type’. She was proud of her body, proud of her athleticism but she felt insecure. Did her husband, the man of her dreams, not find her attractive anymore?

She pulled out the lingerie set from the branded paper bag and got dressed, black lace bra and panties with matching garter and sheer stockings. She slid on a pair of her sexiest six-inch stilettos. She took out her phone and took some selfies. She posted one that emphasised her butt on Instagram. Her feed was full mostly of pictures of her either at the gym or in various stages of undress. That’s what hot young people did these days. Anything to gain a sense of external validation. But looking hot on social media certainly didn’t hurt her business.

She had just finished touching up her make-up, applying some pink lip gloss, she hoped would make her husband want to feel her lips around his cock. Brad stood in the doorway and looked at his gorgeous wife, any straight man would feel nothing but desire looking at her dressed this way, waiting to be satisfied sexually. But not Brad. He couldn’t understand it, but for whatever reason he felt nothing. He knew that usually he would be burning with desire for his soulmate. He said nothing as Melissa approached him, locking his eyes with hers, wanting more than ever for her husband to take her in his strong arms and ravish her.

She cupped his face and brought her lips to his, they kissed, she slid her tongue into his mouth and let a hand run slide down his torso to the front of his shorts.

Nothing.

Brad gently pushed his wife away and looked at her apologetically, “I’m sorry…. I can’t…” he said almost mournfully.

Melissa felt tears sting her eyes, how could he reject her like this? She felt betrayed. Then she felt the hurt replaced by something else, heat rose up inside her, she snarled at her husband as anger took her over.

*SLAP!

Brad was stunned as his wife’s hand struck his cheek, leaving a bright red handprint.

She stormed out of the bedroom and down the stairs. It did occur to her that she wasn’t dressed appropriately, but she had to leave NOW! She grabbed a rain mack hanging by the door and stormed out, slamming the door behind her.

Standing outside, she glanced up at the bedroom window to see her husband staring down at her, a pained expression on his face. He knew he was hurting her, but he didn’t know why. Melissa huffed and strode quickly across the street. Moments later and she was standing in Vanessa’s living room, tears streaking down her face.

“There, there darling.” Said Vanessa and she pulled her friend into a hug, “Everything’s alright now…” Vanessa helped Melissa remove her mack and stared at her stunning body in the gorgeous lingerie set and heels. She licked her lips. “What a shame it would be to put that to waste.” She said suggestively.

“Vanessa…” Melissa knew exactly what was on her friend’s mind, a finger was pressed to her lips hushing her.

Vanessa said nothing and neither did Melissa as the fin ger was replaced by Vanessa’s lips. She slid a hand inside the sheer panties and felt Melissa’s shaved, moist pussy. Melissa moaned into Vanessa’s mouth. Why wasn’t she stopping this? She had never entertained thoughts of bisexuality before, but there was something about this large, sexy woman that made all her barriers crumble. It had been years since anyone other than Brad had touched her in this way, and never before had it been another woman.

Vanessa was so skilled with her fingers that it didn’t take long before she had Melissa on the edge of her first orgasm.

“Beg for me.” Said Vanessa softly.

“P-please Vanessa!” Gasped Melissa.

“Please what?”

“P-please m-make me cummm!”

An hour later and the two ladies were lying in bed, naked, Melissa rested her head on Vanessa’s ample bosom and stared up into her eyes, as Vanessa drew circles around her firm thigh with the white fingernails of one hand.

“Vanessa… that was… amazing!”

“Mm hm. That’s what all my lovers say dear.”

“Is that what the girl from the coffee shop said as well?”

“She moaned and cried and begged like the slutty little dyke she is.” Chuckled Vanessa.

“I thought you said she wasn’t a lesbian.”

“She wasn’t. But one night with me changed all that. I bet she would love to eat your pussy too. She’s a fully paid-up pussy eating dyke now.” Vanessa noticed Melissa tense at little at hearing such harsh words. Vanessa slid her nails up Melissa’s thigh, up her ribs and rested her hand on her lover’s cheek. “When I use words like dyke or fag, I don’t do it to shame homosexuality, my love. I say it to reclaim the liberation of sexual beings. Fuck what society conditions us to think is right or normal. Leilani just needed a little convincing to see it… like you.”

Melissa shifted, a little uncomfortable with that concept, “I’m not queer, Vanessa. This… I don’t know what this was but—”

Vanessa cut her off with a kiss, “this was the best sex of your life honey.”

Vanessa placed her hands on Melissa’s shoulder’s and guided her down her body. Melissa was unable to resist as she buried her face once more in her new lover’s snatch.

Meanwhile, across the road, Brad sat alone on the edge of their bed, head in hands. He wondered what was going on with him, how could he have rejected his beautiful wife like that? He wondered where she had gone, what she was doing now. Then his mind drifted and an image started to form in his head. He saw the outline of a Goddess, his Goddess. He imagined Vanessa was there with him, stroking his cock, he felt his erection instantly grow, he slid his hand inside his shorts and pulled out his thick erect cock, the head glistened with pre-cum. Slowly, his hand slid up and down the shaft as images of the big, beautiful Goddess filled his head. He was no longer thinking about Melissa, his wife, he only thought about Goddess Vanessa. He moaned out loud as he approached a climax, then something happened, something he could not explain. His hand released his cock like it had been scolded by a hot kettle.

He heard Vanessa’s voice in his head “no cumming!” He paused for a minute or two until the edge dissipated and then he stroked himself again. Over and over Brad edged his wanton cock, but each time his climax approached, the same thing happened. It seemed like it was impossible for him to cum.

He knew what he needed. He needed his Goddess.




CHAPTER SIX – CUM FOR GODDESS

Brad stood nervously in Vanessa’s front room. He hadn’t been able to stop thinking about her since the previous night. Vanessa stood at the foot of the stairs wearing just a sheer, silk dressing gown that ended at the top of her thick thighs.

“So, she stayed with you last night? You’re a good friend to her.” Said Brad.

“What else are friends for? Tell me Brad, what do you feel when you think about your lovely wife?”

Brad looked down at the floor, “I don’t really feel anything. I can’t explain it but, I just don’t feel anything for her anymore.”

Vanessa stepped to Brad and gently ran a finger along one of his shoulders and down his arm, “and what do you feel when you think of me?”

Brad’s breathing became a little ragged, as Vanessa’s touch sent tingles and shivers through his body, “love… I feel love for you Goddess.”

“Mmm… good. Drop to your knees, boy.”

The mention of that word had a strange effect on him, he didn’t even notice as the sub-conscious suggestion flipped a switch in his mind. He looked up at Vanessa as she opened her gown, showing her bare, naked body underneath, her huge breasts hung down, the rolls of fat around her belly made Brad feel instantly aroused.

“I love you so much Goddess.” He said breathlessly.

“You will do anything for me won’t you boy?”

“Yes Goddess, anything!”

“Good, because I have a very specific roll for you to play in my life. You see, I have a unique kink and all the boys in my life have to serve me in a special way. Will you serve your Goddess?”

“Yes Goddess. I will.”

“Good boy.” She removed the ribbon-like black belt around her waist, she held it between both hands and placed it around Brad’s head like a blindfold, tying it at the back. “You may stand now boy.”

Vanessa guided Brad carefully up the stairs and into the bedroom. Brad couldn’t see a thing, but he became suddenly aware of the presence of another person.

Sat on the bed, was a tall, muscular Latino man with shoulder length hair. Naked, his large nine-inch penis stood to attention. A bead of sweat trickled down his abdomen, having worked up plenty of body heat fucking Vanessa all morning.

After a night of lesbian passion with Melissa, Vanessa had decided she needed some cock and had sent for Rafael, one of her well-hung lovers.

She stood Brad in the middle of the room and gave an instruction, “strip for your Goddess.”

Brad didn’t hesitate, He kicked off his flip-flops, slid his tee shirt over his head and pulled his shorts down. His own penis stood to attention. Not a bad size in its own right, but a couple of inches shorter than Raf’s.

“Drop to your knees boy.”

Brad sunk down without question. Vanessa walked behind him and crouched down, cupping his face with both hands, her mouth hovered near his ear.

“If you want to be my boyfriend, I need you to do something for me. Will you do what I ask boy?” She whispered.

“Yes Goddess, anything you ask.”

“I need all my boyfriends to be bisexual Brad. Do you understand?”

“Yes Goddess.”

“Will you suck cocks for your Goddess?”

“Yes Goddess.” Replied Brad, all sense of autonomy gone.

She stood up and walked over to Rafael, motioning for him to stand. “Say it boy, tell me what you are.”

“I am bisexual for Goddess.” Replied Brad.

“You love cock don’t you boy?” She said leading Rafael to stand right in front of Brad.

“Yes Goddess.”

“Tell me what you crave boy.”

“I crave cock!” Replied Brad in an automatous fashion.

“Open your mouth fag.” Brad opened his mouth. Vanessa nodded at the tall, tanned man standing in front of Brad. Rafael moved closer and slid his long thick penis into Brad’s mouth. “Suck it boy, show Goddess what a good cock sucker you are.”

Brad closed his mouth around Raf’s cock and began to suck. Vanessa played with her nipples and let out a little moan as she watched Brad performing oral like he had been born to suck dick.

“How does it taste fag?” Asked Vanessa, not expecting an answer, “Raf had been fucking my Goddess ass just before you came over. I love getting my ass pounded by big, fat cocks!”

Raf placed his hands on Brad’s head and began to thrust into him.

“Faster Raf, rape the little fag’s face. Make your juicy cock explode in his slut mouth and down his cock gobbling throat!”

Raf did as instructed. Brad choked and spluttered, saliva dribbling down his chin. A couple of minutes later and Raf began to breath heavily as his climax approached.

“Cum Raf, cum for Goddess! Fill the little faggot cock guzzler with your warm semen.”

Rafael let out a roar as his balls swelled and then burst into Brad’s wanton mouth. He held on to Brad’s head tight, almost doubling over as he spurted strings of sticky cum down Brad’s throat.

After he had finished cumming, Rafael stepped back as Vanessa stepped forwards and removed Brad’s blindfold. She knelt down in front of him.

“You love the taste of cum in your mouth don’t you boy?” She said with a sexy husk in her throat.

“Yes Goddess.” Replied Brad, licking his lips. He was confused, why was he letting this happen? Why was he enjoying this?

“You’re a cum guzzling faggot aren’t you, Brad?”

“Yes Goddess.”

“Goddess loves little faggots like you. You are going to be my little fluffer slave, sucking all my hung lovers whenever I want, and from now on you only get to cum with a big fat cock in your slutty ass! Only your Goddess makes you horny, and when you think of Goddess you will think of big, thick cocks dripping with delicious cum.”  She placed a kiss on his lips and then stood up. She turned back to Raf. “Fuck him!” She ordered. Raf stepped forwards to the kneeling Brad once more, “Suck Rafael’s faggot cock little slut, get him nice and hard, then beg him to fuck your faggot ass!”

Minutes later and Brad was on all fours with Raf’s big cock was buried balls deep in Brad’s virgin arsehole, fucking him hard. Brad grunted and moaned as Raf slammed into him, his pelvis slapping against Brad’s buttocks.

Vanessa reclined on the edge of the bed rubbing her clit furiously, “you’re going to be my big dick hunter Brad. I want you to find and suck the biggest cocks in town. When you are at the gym you will check out all the guys in the showers, when you are at the beach you will eye up their bulges. I want you to find the biggest faggot cocks for your fag mouth. But remember… no cumming without my permission and only with a big faggot cock in your ass!”


Two days later, Vanessa had avoided any contact with either Brad or Melissa, waiting for their own words and actions to destroy their once happy marriage. She loved ruining happy couples and turning them into her sex slaves. It was a talent she had developed since high school. She often mused what it would be like to turn every person in the world into a bisexual slut for her own amusement. She would be worshipped like the Goddess she was, and the world would be a much safer and happier place. Imagine every world leader being too busy sucking and fucking cock to wage war or exploit the third world for all its natural resources.

Melissa was sitting on the sofa in her own house staring at the screen on the tablet in her hand. Her eyes wide as she watched her husband begging a large Latino man to fuck his faggot ass. She looked up at Melissa, the colour drained from her cheeks.

“See? I told you.” Said Vanessa.

“I don’t believe it… how?”

“I always get what I want Melissa.” Replied Vanessa as she sat down next to her friend, placing a hand on her bare thigh. “And I want you, Melissa.” She placed her lips on Melissa’s.

Melissa moaned despite herself. Vanessa had some kind of hold over her, even if she wanted to stop, she couldn’t. Vanessa’s hand slid under the short skirt her friend was wearing. Her fingers traced the line of Melissa’s slit through the delicate fabric of her panties.

“Ohhhh Vanessa…” Moaned Melissa as shivers ran up spine.

Melissa took her hand away and pulled back from the kiss, a tiny line of saliva momentarily connecting their lips before snapping.

“I uploaded the video to a dozen porn sites. It’s already had thousands of hits. The whole internet knows what a cock hungry fag your husband is now. When he goes to the gym, he’s going to stare at all the hard male bodies and lick his lips thinking about the bulge in their shorts. He’ll be on his knees in the shower sucking off faggot cock and drinking all the cum, instead of a protein shake.

Melissa placed the table down and turned to Vanessa, her desire for this big sexy woman burning up inside her like a wildfire, “Vanessa…” she whispered lustfully, “I need you!”

Their lips met again, and Vanessa slid her hand under Melissa’s panties, slipping two fingers into her moist wanton vagina. “You love your big, beautiful girlfriend, don’t you?” She whispered into Melissa’s mouth.

“Mmmm…” was all Melissa could manage.


CHAPTER SEVEN – HOUSE PARTY

Melissa was stretched out on Vanessa’s couch moaning, as she felt kisses down her neck, she was naked but for her panties, which were sliding down over her hips and would soon be discarded, along with the rest of her clothes. She clamped her eyelids tight as Leilani nibbled on her ear and whispered something she barely heard.

“I see you two are getting acquainted.” Said vanessa as she re-entered the room from the Kitchen. She was wearing a sexy sheer chiffon which barely covered the top of her huge thighs. She placed a bottle of wine on the coffee table next to the three glasses.

The lace thong almost hit her in the face, and she giggled as Melissa let out a lustful moan, Leilani’s hungry fingers finding their way into her sopping wet pussy.

“I’m so glad you two have set your differences aside.” She smiled, taking in the sight of her two young, hot girlfriends in the throes of sexually exploring each other.” But don’t get carried away too much, the night is young, and the real party hasn’t even started yet.”

Melissa was too distracted by the sexy, slender college girl who was now finger fucking her, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. Neither of the two ladies could explain where such lust came from, Leilani didn’t even like Melissa. Not that she really knew anything about her, except that she was a love rival. She didn’t like the way Vanessa looked at her. So, when she discovered Melissa sitting in the front room when she arrived at Vanessa’s that afternoon, she was livid.

She had started to throw a jealous tantrum, wanting the sexy, plus sized Vanessa all to herself. But all it took, was a few seductive words from vanessa and she soon calmed down.

Vanessa told them both to kiss and make up, if they wanted to keep her happy. Of course, they wanted to keep Vanessa happy, she was all they cared about now.

That was fifteen minutes ago. Things escalated quickly.

Vanessa allowed herself a self-satisfied smirk. She had impressed herself with the speed with which she had turned these two heterosexual women into wanton lesbian sluts, just the way she liked her female lovers.

Her focus was broken by a knock at the door.

“That’ll be out next guest!” She said excitedly as she almost skipped to the door.

Brad was standing at the door, Vanessa smiled and showed him in. His face dropped the instant he saw his naked wife Melissa, writhing on the sofa with the mostly clothed Leilani’s fingers fucking her dripping pussy.

“What’s she doing here?” He snapped. His tone even surprised himself. He still couldn’t understand why he seemed to resent his gorgeous wife so much.

“Because Goddess wants her to be here darling.”

Vanessa’s voice was all it took to bring Brad back down. He looked at her and felt an instant stirring in his loins. God, he loved her so much! “Sorry Goddess.” He said solemnly, feeling a stirring in his underwear as the images of a big, cum dripping penis flashed in his mind.

Come here Brad. She led him into the middle of the room and cleared her throat, “Ahem!”

The two women stopped their lascivious activity, Leilani pulled her fingers out of Melissa, who let out a disappointed moan, not wanting the sensation to stop. Both ladies sat up and looked at Vanessa, who was standing next to Brad, both hands wrapped gently around one of his forearms.

“What’s he doing here?” Melissa’s question came out like a bullet fired from a gun, aimed directly at her husband’s heart.

“I invited him here darling.” Said Vanessa calmly.

“I thought this was just for us girls. We don’t need that useless faggot spiling the vibe.” Internally she questioned where such vitriol had come from. She used to love and adore this man, but in the past week or two she had developed such a huge amount of resentment towards him she was shocked that she even had it in her.

“Now Melissa my love, is that anyway to treat our guests?” Vanessa smirked, then turned to Brad. “Brad darling, get naked for your Goddess.”

Brad didn’t even reply, he just stripped-down nude, and stood before the three women. Melissa scoffed; she really did hate him! Leilani, frowned, Brad had a nice body, lean, athletic, a toned six-pack, even a decent sized cock. So why didn’t she feel any kind of attraction to him anymore? Then she looked at Goddess Vanessa and her heart melted.

“How should you present yourself to your Goddess fag boy?” Said Vanessa, staring sternly at Brad.

“Sorry Goddess.” Brad sunk to his knees and bowed his head so as not to make eye contact.

“That’s better.” Said Vanessa as she moved over to the sofa, gesturing for her two female lovers to separate and let her sit between them. “First of all, Brad, you’re going to watch while my two lovers satisfy me. Your wife Melissa doesn’t love you anymore, she only loves me and any pussy I put in front of her. Isn’t that right my love?” She turned to Melissa and pulled her in for a kiss.

Melissa moaned something vaguely affirmative as their lips met.

Moments later and the two slender women had both pulled out Vanessa’s huge bosom and suckled on her nipples.

Brad watched, mesmerised by the site of his wife in a lewd act with the woman he loved and adored more than any ounce of rationale should allow. A short while later and Vanessa was spread out on her back. Melissa had her face buried in Vanessa’s crotch and Leilani had her face buried in Melissa’s anus. The three women moaned and breathed heavily.

But, before any climaxes were reached Vanessa broke it off. She shifted herself to face Brad once more, allowing her two girlfriends to continue worshiping her body with their lips.

“I haven’t forgotten about you either Brad.” She called out in the direction of the stairs, “oh boys! It’s time!” Seconds later, two tall muscular and extremely handsome black men entered the room. Both naked, both hung like porn stars. “You recall me saying how much I like well hung men? Well, Tyreese and Victor, here are two of my favourite lovers. Like all my boys, they are bisexual. I love how they can fuck my tight pussy and fat ass with their huge cocks. But even more than that, I love how they can fuck a faggot cock sleave like you.”

Brad looked up at the two men, their penises hung halfway down their muscular thighs, they were thicker, soft than his was erect, and Brad certainly didn’t have a small cock.

The two men walk over and stood either side of Brad.

“Brad?” said Vanessa getting his attention, “drop!” The trigger word was all it took to take Brad from a semi lucid state of mild confusion to totally mind melted hypno-slave. “Look at their superior cocks Brad, you love cock don’t you!” It wasn’t a question.

“Yes Goddess.” Replied Brad mindlessly.

“You’re a cum guzzling faggot, aren’t you Brad.”

“Yes Goddess.”

“You want these two huge cocks inside both of your holes don’t you.”

“Yes Goddess.”

Vanessa looked at Tyreese and Victor, “Okay boys. Fuck the shit out of this little fag!”

The two men smirked at each. Moments later and Brad was hungrily sucking Tyreese’s cock, one hand around the shaft, his other hand wanking off Victor.

“Oh my God!” laughed Melissa. “He’s such a fag!”

“Because you’re not a dyke slut yourself are you darling?” Responded Vanessa.

“Only for you, my love.” Whispered Melissa, leaning in for a kiss.

Over the next two hours, Brad took both dicks deep in his anus, deep down his throat, he took at least two cum loads in both holes from each man. The whole time the gay threesome was happening on the rug in the middle of the room, there was a lesbian threesome happening on the couch. Vanessa got both her girls off, Leilani and Melissa, both got her off. Leilani’s tongue was numb, she knelt, exhausted on the floor, her face buried in Vanessa’s honey pot. She gave the voluptuous Goddess one last orgasm, before even she had to tap out.

“Enough! Let’s rest. There’s plenty of time for more pussy you slut!”

She pushed Leilani away with her foot and giggled as the college girl tumbled back, almost hitting Victor who was just finishing off in Bard’s mouth.

Melissa stroked Vanessa’s face adoringly and looked into her eyes, “Vanessa my love…”

“Yes dear?” enquired the Goddess.

“How?”

Vanessa cocked her head, she knew that Melissa wasn’t under the same hypnotic suggestion as Brad, she had used milder techniques to beguile her, but mostly it was reverse psychology and a skilled manipulation. “How what my love?”

“How... did you, do it? Why did you do it?”

“You mean why did I turn a perfectly happy heterosexual couple into a pair of gender queer sexual perverts? Because I can my dear. Gender normalcy is so dull. The more sexually adventurous conservative people like you are, the better the world will be. Less shame, less anger, less jealousy… and more pleasure for your Goddess.”

“Less shame?” asked Melissa.

Vanessa smiled and ran her fingers around the outline of melissa’s face, “Aw baby, I told you… they’re only words… now bring those dyke lips over here and give Goddess some sugar!”

Their lips met.

An exhausted Brad looked up as the two black men staggered up the stairs to get showered. Cum covered his face and oozed out of his well-used anus. He looked at his wife and Vanessa enjoying a tender kiss and realised something.

He never stood a chance; Goddess was always going to get what Goddess wanted.

The End
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