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“ARE YOU SURE THIS HEAP of junk can’t go any faster?” Daphne asked. “I’m like, feeling myself die by the second in here.”

Jerry struggled not to let out a long, shuddering sigh. This road trip was not going as planned. 

The plan, he reflected stolidly, staring out across the open wilderness of the Ozarks, was to take his girlfriend Alexis and himself to a small, intimate cabin and enjoy one another’s presence. 

Be alone. Be comfortable. Maybe have sex that was more romantic and heated than the awkward, fumbling administrations they had managed so far in the back of his car or the upstairs of her parent’s house. Such were the payments for banging a girl so much younger than him.

But then Daphne, Alexis’s sister, had caught wind of the trip. She had never been to the Ozarks before! Wouldn’t it be just so fun, so quaint to check out like, all those uber-old rustic cabins and shit? 

Daphne had what might be termed a “forceful personality.” She was forceful, and she personally made sure you knew about it. She brought her friend, Nadine, along; a painfully shy, overweight young blond who was majoring in physics at the local university. 

Jerry had known Daphne only through a few get-togethers, and Nadine not at all. All the same, it was easy to see after only five minutes that Nadine shadowed Daphne because the poor girl was terrified of not being Daphne’s friend; Daphne, of course, abused this position terribly and treated Nadine mostly like a verbal punching bag, constantly making cracks about her weight, her shyness, her chronic stress-eating, or the thick waves of acne riding on her neck and shoulders. 

“We’re going as fast as we should,” said Jerry. “There’s a lot of cops on these roads. They like to hide out in the outcroppings, and—”

“I think we’re going as fast as you can,” said Daphne, “in this piece of junk. I thought you were a mechanic?”

“He is a very good mechanic,” said Alexis, her hand coming down on Jerry’s thigh. “And he doesn’t need your criticism.”

Alexis nodded at him sagely, self-affirmed in the fact that she had solved the dispute for her boyfriend. This, of course, only made Jerry feel more out of sorts. He didn’t want his girlfriend solving problems for him; he was perfectly capable of defending himself.

“Is it much longer, though?” asked Nadine, in the backseat with Daphne. “I kind of have to pee.”

Daphne rolled her eyes. “You just went, didn’t you?”

“Like two hours ago?” Nadine’s voice became small; she had not needed to phrase that as a question. 

Most of how Nadine presented herself was as an apology. Her sentences were questions, questioning indeed whether they had a right to exist as verbiage at all. Her form—some fifty pounds overweight for a girl of her height—was covered from head to toe in thick layers of clothing—a shirt underneath a sweater underneath a hoodie underneath a larger coat, and so on and on, every part of her feeling sorry she was there. It was not cold outside. Her glasses were thick and dark, the lenses dense as bulletproof glass. 

“It’s another few hours, Nadine,” said Jerry, feeling sorry for the girl. “We can make a stop soon, though. There should be a gas station up ahead.”

Alexis patted him on the thigh, appreciative. 

That’s mostly how Alexis was—appreciative. Respectful. Cordial, even. Sometimes friendly. 

But loving? Gracious? Kind? Complimentary? These never seemed to pop into her head, or if they did, they did not happen to Jerry’s benefit. 

He had little doubt that she was within about three weeks of breaking up with him. She didn’t very much seem to enjoy having him around. Alexis was a graduate student in Victorian literature, and she resembled some of the women in those stories: withdrawn, cold, sticking her nose in other people’s business. 

Their sexual exploits had been unenthusiastic on her part; he was beginning to suspect she was actually frigid (as in, medically so), and that their sex only happened to keep him from complaining while she was able to have a man around. 

Alexis was lovely, though. One trait she shared in common with her roommate. They were both rather attractive, though for entirely different reasons. Alexis was like a hot librarian—high cheekbones, cool exterior, dark hair perennially drawn up in a bun, her waifish form usually covered up in a series of smart stockings, sweaters, short skirts, and suit jackets. The only time he saw a little bit of skin from her was when she had been in her cheerleading outfits, back when they met at school. That was how she kept her body in firm, fit shape. 

Daphne, on the other hand, tried to advertise herself as the vibrant type—blond, cheerleadery (though she hadn’t participated in any athletics since she was twelve, and her favorite form of exercise was starving), and painfully, aggressively thin. She was the sort of overdone blonde who had felt good for a week when she fit into a size four at the age of seventeen and now, six years and two failed attempts at college later, still doggedly starved herself to fit into that same dress and relive those same glory days. But the years of malnutrition had taken their toll, and though Daphne still had lovely features, they were dragged down by the acres of make-up used to cover up the sunken circles beneath her eyes, the yellowish tint to her skin, and the slow browning of her teeth from all her purging. 

She was the kind of girl who was unbelievable on a club dance floor and unbearable during an intimate dinner date. She made up for her fear of people not liking her by aggressively not liking them first. 

“Shouldn’t mechanics have like, nice cars?” Daphne asked. “I mean I don’t know anything about cars, and mine is way, way nicer than this.”

Jerry held in his strangled, exasperated cry. You didn’t have to come! You could be disliked at home instead of here!

“This car is a classic,” said Alexis. “Right, man?”

“Man” was her pet name for him. She was warmth personified, his girlfriend.

“A classic,” he said, shifting in his seat. Busted springs pushed heavily into the muscles of his back; he would be sore later. “Exactly.”

The car was a piece of shit and he knew it. But his shop wasn’t exactly swimming in money and times had been tough; people would rather drive a busted car than get it repaired. And then, the people who did take their cars in often couldn’t pay right away; he either had to deal with their shitty credit or put them on installment plans. He kept his interest rates as low as he could, with no interest in being a monster, but a man had to eat, didn’t he?

“I mean, my car has like, fifteen air conditioner vents,” said Daphne. “I’m just glad it’s nice outside, you know? I keep thinking—what would happen if the temperature flares up or drops or something? What if like, god forbid, there’s some freak blizzard, or like a solar flare—”

“For god’s sake, Daphne” said Alexis. “There’s not going to be a solar flare. We’re in the middle of—”

“What’s that?” 

Nadine pointed to the sky, peering up out the window. It was pink.

The entire sky. It was pink.

* * * * * 
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ALEXIS FELT STRANGE. 

She had rolled down the window to look outside at the pink sky. The air smelled pleasant, though she couldn’t quite trace what it smelled like. Cinnamon buns? Apple tarts? Something sweet, for sure. Sticky and sweet. Sticky, hot, sultry, the sort of taste that stuck on your tongue and that you just had to slide your mouth over for days until it was the only thing you tasted for the rest of your life...

The sky wasn’t pink all the way—it started just as a streak, or maybe an opening, a great pink slash in the sky that was leaking out into the bright blue. And it wasn’t just some strange sun effect either, not the sunrise or sunset pink that sometimes showed up in the Midwestern sky. This was bright pink, neon pink, eighties pink and getting pinker. 

Pinker, and larger. It was spreading, moving across the entire sky, opening up like a portal. But there wasn’t anything coming out of it...was there? Just the pinkness itself. 

“What is it?” Jerry asked. “Have you guys seen anything like that?”

Daphne tried to answer. “Must be some...some kind of thingy...”

Super smart, thought Alexis. “Some kind of thingy.” Of course. Idiot. So glad the six years of college paid off.

“It smells, too,” said Nadine, rubbing her hands down her body. “Smells nice.”

Alexis had to agree there.

“Bubblegum,” said Alexis, inhaling deep. “Smells like...bubble gum.”

“What’s that?”

Jerry, driving, turned to look at her. His forearms flexed on the steering wheel. She watched them, her heart pounding strangely, and let her fingers run across the thick muscles there. He had nice arms. Mechanic’s arms. Man arms. Hairy and thick. Why didn’t she tell him she liked them? She liked them a lot. 

A whole lot.

She thought about bringing out her cheerleading outfits out of storage and dressing up for him in them. Sucking him off and cheering his name with all vowels, her mouth taken up by his cock. Yeah yeah yeah and with those arms of his pushing her down...

“Alexis?” Jerry asked, looking at her.

Her hands were buried up in his sleeve, reaching toward his armpit. She had wanted to feel where his scents came from. There was a heavy pool of saliva waiting in her mouth; she swallowed slowly. 

When had her hands moved? One moment, they were in her lap, the next, they were on Jerry.

Weird.

“S-sorry,” she said, turning from him suddenly and sitting on her hands. 

What was that all about? She was never so forward with him. But she was feeling...different. Good. Was it the pink? Had it set something off in her? Her thoughts felt pink. Pink and...fuzzy.

“You said it smelled?” he asked. 

“You can’t smell it?” asked Nadine. “It’s like...peaches and cream.”

“Bubblegum,” said Alexis. “It's bubblegum. I'm sure of it.”

Daphne shook her head. “Fresh cherry pie.”

Jerry shrugged. “I can’t smell anything, really. I’ve always had a bad sense of smell.”

Alexis felt a strange mixture of pity and sadness for him—he smelled so good! It was one of her favorite things about him—his musky, masculine, campfire smell; the way she could sink underneath his arm at night and doze off, stealing his warmth and inhaling his scent. 

He swerved slightly on the road. The people in front of him were driving erratically. The sudden movement made Alexis realize she had been pushing her nose toward his arms again, her face coming close to being buried in that perfect warm spot between his torso and his bicep. 

There was more saliva now, only now it was coming out of her mouth a bit. She wiped her lips, hoping Daphne didn’t see, feeling strange. Her body was heated; her pussy was hot. 

The girls behind her weren’t noticing, though. Their eyes were outside, up, looking up at the pink gap in the sky. It was quite bright, the pinkness, and so the way they looked up at it made it look as though their eyes were turning pink too. Alexis hadn’t thought anything was going to shut Daphne up during this entire trip; she had known, known that her roommate had only come along to make fun of her and Jerry. 

But Alexis had felt compelled to let her come along; they would be roommates for a while, and she didn’t think Jerry was going to last as a boyfriend too much longer. 

It wasn’t that she didn’t like him. In fact, she liked him a lot, now that she thought about it. Like the way he smelled. Liked the way he had arms. Big, strong arms that could hold her down, slap her around, show her what’s what...

Her pussy was feeling hot. She shook her head, trying to think.

Oh, yes. She liked Jerry, but he was also, well, just a mechanic, wasn’t he? Rather low class. Alexis’s parents were very well-to-do, and she herself hadn’t paid a dime for her education. Neither had Daphne, even though she hadn’t completed hers. 

Dating Jerry was a sort of experiment for her, to see if she could get along with someone who was so obviously beneath her. She would try to get him to engage with her in discussions about Wuthering Heights and Jane Eyre, and though he tried to work through the books, he wasn’t really much good at analysis. Their attempts at discussion just turned into lecture series with her giving long, drawn-out summations of the events in each chapter.

He was sort of dull, even if he was handsome. And that was the cardinal sin in Alexis’s mind—being dull.

But she was certainly focused on doing a little sin with him soon. She was glad, very glad, watching him drive and move with such manly skill, that their cabin would have a private room for the both of them. She needed to have his cock out and slathering its precious hot fluids all over her body. She breathed in deep, long breaths, taking in that heavy bubblegum smell straight to her brain. 

It felt like her brain was becoming bubble gum, in a way, stretching and chewing, blowing out in little pops. She heard herself giggle, saw herself smiling in the rear-view mirror, and couldn’t remember about what. Behind her, Nadine and Daphne were both smiling at something themselves, their eyes blank and pink, staring up at the sky. They giggled aimlessly, heads lolling.

“I think...” said Alexis. “I think I ought to roll up this window.”

She drifted her finger over to the button, a sudden tired weakness taking her as she did. She bit her lip, trying to think. When she looked out the window, looked up toward the pink sky, her thoughts had gotten all fuzzy. All she could think about was Jerry’s smell, Jerry’s arms, Jerry’s big cock that she hadn’t ever sucked or stroked. Why hadn’t she given him a blowjob? 

Or at least a handjob?

All that working he did. He must be so spent when he got home. What if she was just there one day, dressed in frilly lingerie with her tits perked up nice, dolled up for him and waiting to help him relax? He wouldn’t need to take a shower; he could keep all that grease and motor oil on his body. She liked the way it made him smell, like such a man. A fixer. A doer. It made her feel so...so feminine knowing that he could break things so easily and then put them back together so well. 

She would sit on his lap and give him a nice, slow, lazy handjob, listening to his problems and promising to help him cum and forget all about them...

“Uh...” Jerry was breathing hard. “Alexis?”

She looked at him, and then at where he was looking. Her hand was in his lap, fondling his half-hard cock. She could see the bulge underneath her nimble fingertips, straining against the cloth of his shorts. There was a thick wet spot visible where his precum had begun to seep out. Alexis licked her lips, drool falling down her chin and across her lap. She squeezed her fingers, and immediately his cock responded, surging beneath her grip and increasing in size and hardness. 

Oh. Oh my. That was something, wasn’t it? She could just...just make it harder anytime she wanted...

“Alexis...” Jerry breathed. “I um...have to drive. And your roommate...”

Alexis stole a glance behind her. It was like some kind of trance had fallen over the girls in the car. Nadine was huddled over, facing toward the half-open window. Her form was shifting and moving, her legs sliding over each other minutely. Soft moans were audible. 

Daphne was looking out the window, breathing deeply, nodding off. Her fingers were tracing the shape of her swollen folds in her tight shorts; her other hand skating around the thick apples of her tits.

Wait, the what?

Daphne didn’t have tits. Starving, self-flagellating anorexic that she was, any fat reserves needed to form tits had long ago gone bye-bye. But there they were, Alexis could see, small mounds pushing out the tight white top clinging to Daphne’s torso. The nipples were fully erect, like pencil erasers, and tented the fabric. 

“Alexis!” Jerry hissed, squirming in his seat

She had started stroking him harder than before. Looking at her roommate’s new yummy tits. What was that all about?

Alexis was a graduate student. She studied literature for a living. Why was she acting so shamelessly? She moved her hand back into her lap and then sat back down on her hands. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. Her voice was a low coo, unfamiliar even to her. “I don’t know what’s gotten into me, baby.”

She hadn’t ever called Jerry “baby.” Nor did she coo. Nor did she look at him, biting her bottom like she was now, hot pleading in her eyes that he would take mercy on her and pull over and fuck her stupid and full of...

Full of...

Full of what? His sperm? His seed?

His fucking seed, oh yeah, his unprotected seed with his bare cock, because that would mean she would get...oh, then she would...

“Something’s happening,” said Jerry. “To all of you. There’s a motel up ahead. I’m going to pull over.”

Alexis sighed happily. What a Man he was, taking action like that.

* * * * * 
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ALEXIS FELT DREAMY and unreal. Her body felt like it was tingling, on fire with desire. In the five minutes between announcing that they would pull over and then actually parking the car, her arousal had more than quadrupled, every single movement and thought she made suddenly hardwired down to a pussy that felt empty, wet, and ravenous. 

A soft sheen of sweat covered her body. She was wet, her short hair feeling strangely thick as she moved her hands through it. She was so hot. 

Tugging at her clothes didn’t seem to do anything but distract Jerry from his job driving—so of course, she kept doing it. Her button-up shirt was becoming as wet as her skin, and she ripped and tore at it around her neck, pulling buttons apart until they popped off and plinked down onto the floor of the car. 

Her breasts felt heavy and thick, like her thoughts, and her nipples were hard...like Jerry’s cock. There was drool running down her chin, mixing with the sweat, and it all was making her her entire body look wet and hot. 

She liked this look for her. She liked it a lot. Why hadn't she tried to be this way for him before? He kept staring at her. He would fuck her with a wrench in his hand. He'd smear her body in motor oil and bury her head in a fucking glove box while violating her from behind. Fuck.

If she asked him really nicely, maybe she could get him to trap her in the spare tire so he could punish her ass without her able to fight back?

Her fingers danced across her nipples, each little touch and squeeze sending impulses of new fantasies straight to her brain. 

He pulled into the motel parking lot and found a space. The place was small and looked mostly abandoned. The paint on the office was yellow and cracking apart. The lights flickered.

When they were fully stopped, Jerry reached back to Daphne and Nadine, shaking them briefly.

“Are you guys all right?” he asked. 

Alexis reached up and squeezed his ass—his body turned toward the back of the car—giggling softly. He had a firm butt. She liked that. Jerry didn't say anything, so Alexis kept squeezing and cooing. God, he was strong.

Daphne turned to look at him, yawning and smiling. “Yeah. Fine.” Her smile deepened, her hands sliding over his. “Very fine.”

Her tits had only grown since Alexis looked at them last. They were easily B cups now. Her hair, usually thin and stringy, looked fuller. Thicker. Heavier. Even blonder than before. 

Nadine just giggled and nodded, her fingers dancing along Jerry’s hand on her leg. “Mmhmm.”

Never before had Alexis seen Nadine giggle. Or smile, really. Usually she was just apologizing, looking sad that she existed at all. 

He raised an eyebrow, clearly not believing them. “Well...whatever. I’m getting us a room. Wait here.”

Alexis watched him appreciatively as he walked to the motel entrance and stepped inside. His stride was so sure, so manly. Her fingers slipped over the next couple of buttons on her shirt, leaving it more open than before. Her bra was completely exposed now. She filled it out nicely. 

Squirming, Alexis slipped off her jacket and stuffed it down beneath her feet. Her skirt, which she had thought of as rather short when she put it on for the trip, felt too long now. How was she going to show off her legs with this thing going down over her knees?

There was a pocket knife in the console of the car. She clicked it open and began to work, ripping at her skirt until it was a much more comfortable miniskirt, the new “hemline” going only halfway down her thighs. Much better. Now she just needed some heels...

“Your boyfriend is really cute,” Daphne said.

Alexis looked up. She had been in something like a trance state, fixing her appearance. Even though she was wearing less clothing than before, she felt warmer than ever. Were her tits swelling in her tiny bra? And since when had this bra felt so tiny? She shook her chest, and her boobs jiggled enticingly.

“Oh,” said Alexis, nodding, looking with fascination at her own growing boob-flesh. “Yes. He is.”

“Like, really cute,” Daphne repeated. Alexis could hear her lick her lips. “I want to fuck him.”

Alexis nodded like Daphne had said “the weather was warm today” or “grass grows faster when it’s watered well.” Of course Daphne wanted to fuck Jerry—she was a girl and he was a Man. 

A man with a big, fat cock. Alexis sighed wistfully, looking out the window, her breath fogging against the glass like a dog waiting for its master. Jerry had rolled up the windows before he left and turned on the child-locks, preventing the girls from opening them. 

Buttons were hard. Alexis punched lightly at them, barely able to press one down. It was so hard to do something a Man clearly didn't want her to do. She reveled in the experience of losing her will; it felt nice, like a tall glass of warm lemonade on a cool day.

“Are you guys, like, hot?” Nadine asked. 

Alexis looked back at the overweight, bespectacled girl. She was sweating profusely—even more than Alexis or Daphne—her thick form practically making a puddle beneath her in the seat. 

“Gosh, Nadine,” said Daphne. “Maybe you should take off some clothes?”

Nadine just giggled, pushing her hand deep between her legs, moaning and sliding her knees together. Alexis bit her lip, watching. That was a good fucking idea. Nadine was smart. Her own fingers began sliding down into her skirt, exploring briefly.

Her thumb brushed against her clit, and her entire body vibrated with sudden, intense pleasure. Alexis moaned, the sound filling the car. 

That. Felt. Fucking. Great.

Jerry finally exited the motel office, waving for the girls to come out and meet him. They all immediately obeyed, Alexis clinging rapidly to his arm, needing to show him the beautiful new trick she could do with her hands on her clit. Or...maybe it would work with his hands on her clit, too? Or his cock...

“What happened to your outfit?” he asked Alexis. 

“I made some changes.” She pushed her tits heavily into his arm, docking them across his bicep. The bra was straining more than ever to contain her. “You like?”

“Yeah,” he said, licking his lips briefly. “Sure. Look, something...something fucked is happening.”

“What do you mean?” asked Alexis.

Daphne was sliding back on the car, complaining about her tummy rumbling. Nadine, meanwhile, was stripping down from her many layers, each one sopping wet, until she was left in just her pants and a tee shirt. Both looked too big for her. She looked with pleasant confusion at the mess around her body.

“I didn’t pay the motel. I mean, I have the key, but they were...busy.” He lowered his voice. “Someone was blowing the manager in the back office. I just left money and then got out of there.”

“Oh,” said Alexis, licking her lips. 

Someone blowing a Man. Maybe they could give her tips on how to help do that with Jerry? He needed his cock sucked so badly. He deserved it. And she was just the girl to give it to him. 

“Don’t you see, Alexis? Something is happening to the women. To...to you. You’re like...shiny.”

“Shiny?” she tittered at the compliment.

“Your skin, you’ve got this sheen. It’s not like regular sweat. And the way you smell...”
Her hand slid over to his cock. He was hard as a rock, straining against his pants. Softly, she squeezed the head, needing to feel the wonderful delight of his cum spurting out...
“Yeah?” she asked, wanting to hear more. It felt nice to be complimented by a Man. 

“I’m hungry,” said Daphne, stepping closer to them. “I’m so fucking crazy hungry. Do we have any food?”

“We were going to stop closer to the cabin,” said Jerry. “Sorry. There’s probably a vending machine somewhere. Follow me.”

He grabbed Alexis’s hand, taking it away from his cock, and led the trio of confused, bubbly-headed girls through the rows of rooms. They could overhear inside heavy, hot sounds of panting and moaning from several rooms. Jerry stopped at one room, opening it up with the key and gesturing for the girls to go inside. 

“There’s a machine,” he said, pointing just around the corner. “Does anybody have any money?”

They all shook their heads. Alexis was having trouble remembering just exactly how money worked. It was the stuff Men gave you that you traded for like, clothes and stuff. Right?

Men were definitely in charge of it. She knew that much. Girly girls like her didn't know a thing about numbers. Money was like, basically numbers? Like numbers with...funny squiggles?

“Fuck,” he said, clearly losing his temper. “Fuck! What the fuck is happening?”

His change in mood was completely sudden and absolute. One second he was relatively calm, the next, he was raging and violent. Alexis felt her heart hammering, needing to suckle his cock until he calmed down.

Or didn't. Her pussy wettened at the thought of him slapping the fuck out of her face while she went down on him.

Jerry kicked the wall and then slammed his fist against the door. Roaring, he rushed toward the vending machine and slammed his foot into the bottom of it, knocking the heavy glass door over the treats loose. Then he continued to kick it, powering it open, and once the door was loose he ripped it all the way off and sent it scattering onto the floor.

The cover of the vending machine was heavy and latched securely. A man would have to be like, superhumanly strong to be able to just force it off like that. Alexis, watching her man lose his temper and unleash all that strength on the machine, had never been so fucking wet in her life. 

“Girls!” he snapped. “Come get your fucking food! Now!”

Daphne and Nadine snapped to attention, immediately rushing to follow the man’s order. 

As they poured out of the room, Alexis grabbed Jerry’s arm and tugged him inside, shutting the door behind her. Her heavy tits felt swollen inside of her constraining top. Her hair sprinkled around her shoulders, thick and dark, and she licked her lips. Without thinking, she clung to her man, kissing him deeply, wrapping her body tight against his and joining him in a sizzling hot kiss. 

At first, he didn’t seem to know how to respond. Then her pussy, so clearly hot and so close to him, pushed up against his thick rod from beneath her skirt. He groaned, grabbing her ass and pulling her against him, his hands slipping up her thighs and taking her by the ass. 

“I n-need to suck you off,” she said, her thoughts so foggy and wet. 

Every part of her felt soaked. But even so, she knew she was forgetting something. Something important. 

His cock was right there, it was making thinking so hard. Her hands fumbled with his zipper and buttons, undoing them clumsily, fingers coming around the precum-slathered mess of his turgidity. The second she touched him, everything make sense. Her knees gave out, biology took over, and she knelt before the commanding presence of her man. Hot lips, so close to tasting that holy object of her every desire, became slathered in slick saliva. 

“Please,” she said, her voice small and needy. “Please can I suck your cock?”

A wave of hot, instant relief passed through her, a miniature orgasm on all its own, like she had the full effects of seventeen back massages all at once. That was so much better. It was so much nicer for a girl to beg her Man for his cock. That was what she had done wrong before.

She should always be begging him. Begging to be bossed around. To be slapped if he was angry. To suck him if he needed relief. 

Begging to be every last thing he needed. That was her place.

He nodded just once, and right away, she slipped her thickening lips over his rod, eagerly swallowing the precum-covered meat down her throat. She had never sucked a cock before, never once, never even wanted to, but now it was her whole world. Taking his thick rod into her mouth, sliding her entire tongue around the thickness of his shaft—had he been so big before? How had she not known?—and swallowing him deep down her throat like an expert. His hands ran through her hair, pulling and yanking, encouraging her to suck deeper, and she obliged him.

Every part of her vibrated with pleasure, the drips of his precum splashing against her tongue and lips and inside of her mouth like molten ambrosia being hard-wired straight to the center of her brain. She stared up at him, big green eyes focusing purely on her man, letting him know that her attention was solely on him and his pleasure. 

“Fuck, Alexis,” he moaned. “Fuck, you're good at that. That's your job from now on. You hear me?”

She nodded, sucking affirmatively. She couldn't stop moaning. Somehow she was close to cumming without even touching her pussy. 

“You fucking hear me, Alexis? This is your job now. You fucking suck my cock all the time. I'm tired of your shit, you hear me? You fucking suck me or I'll leave you.”

Leave her? Oh god, leave her? She sucked harder, licking fastidiously, slurping with gusto to please her Man. She couldn't imagine not having a Man. She was a girl. Her Man was everything. 
Cum in my throat, she urged him in her mind. Cum in my throat. I'm your good little fuck doll. Your little girlyfriend fucktoy. Cum in my throat. Cum in me forever. Pleasepleasepleasepleaseplease
He moaned, jerking, his balls tightening against her chin. Then sticky, hard jets of salty deliciousness sprayed against her throat.

“Good girl,” he moaned, sending waves of orgasm crash through her body. “That's a good girl. Suck it down for me.”

She would. Forever. She had to.

He was her Man.

* * * * * 
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JERRY SAT BACK ON THE bed, trying to think. His cock was out and he stroked it absently. His hard-on didn’t seem to be going away. 

After Alexis had sucked him off, and he had sprayed his seed thick down her throat, he felt like something had turned on inside of him. A switch that had been flipped. 
Before letting Daphne and Nadine back in the room, he had backed Alexis into the corner and—still hard, after just receiving the best blowjob of his life from his formerly utterly-peevish girlfriend—fucked her skull stupid. He slammed into her, being brutal with it, knocking her head between the door and the wall in the corner, and she had loved it. There was a dent in the wall when they were done, but she didn't seem the worse for the wear at all. Far from it. 
Staring up at him with empty green eyes, fingers ripping at her bra, her flimsy wet shirt, tearing her clothes down and showing him the shiny surface of her hot wet skin as he emptied himself again. This time, though, instead of just cumming down her throat, he had emptied all over her face, spraying his white hot seed across her lips, her cheeks, her chest. 

Her expanding chest. Her lengthening hair. Her widening hips.

Fuck. She was so fucking sexy now.

After that, breathing hard, he had let Nadine and Daphne in the room. Their mouths were covered in grease and salt and chocolate, Daphne especially. She seemed dazed—both of them had their hands buried in their cunts, had been pressing up against the door and listening intently to the face-fucking of Alexis inside. Salty potato chip and dark fudge stains were visible all around the crotches of their pants and shorts from where they had been touching themselves intently and getting off to Jerry utterly brutalizing Alexis. 

He didn’t quite have the cognitive capacity to put it all together. His cock was so big and hard, and he had to stroke it. Make it covered in his own slick, slippery precum. There was a river of the stuff.

Shortly after coming inside the room Daphne collapsed on one of the two beds, the one closest to the bathroom. He ordered Alexis and Nadine to clean themselves off, and they meekly obeyed, Nadine not saying a word about Alexis’s ripped outfit or the cum she was smearing all over her face and chest like it was sunscreen. 

Jerry, vaguely curious, looked outside at the mess the girls had left behind them near the vending machine. They had torn through the snacks available to them, eating maybe one hundred and fifty dollars worth of food in one sitting. If anybody tried to make his girls pay for it, well, Jerry would kick their ass, and that would be that. 

He didn’t quite have the cognizance available to think that, only hours ago, kicking anyone’s ass for anything would have felt as foreign to him as eating caviar in a tuxedo. But his thoughts had become simpler. Not stupid. Just...streamlined. 

And so he sat on the bed, trying to think, stroking his cock. His precum continued to pour out like a fountain, the length and thickness of his cock feeling double than what it had that morning. 

His cock was bigger. Alexis was...sexier. His girlfriend. He deserved a sexy-as-fuck girlfriend. He was a Man, after all.

Her eyes were like bright hot forests. Her hair thick as his forearm. And she was so willing to fuck—and those tits, fuck. Those tits! So much bigger. 

Just like the kind he deserved. Big and soft and bouncy. 

His cock stirred slightly at that thought. Bigger tits. Bigger hips. Making her more fertile. His cock twitched again, more precum spilling out across his lap. 

The thought of making Alexis bigger—heavier—stuck with him. But not just heavier, not fatter. No. Thicker in the belly, making her swollen, making her...

Pregnant.

“C-cock?” Daphne shifted on the bed. She sat up suddenly, like she had been having a nightmare. “Cock?”

Her eyes focused slowly, narrowing and widening and then narrowing again as she inhaled deeply, seeing Jerry’s cock out. He hadn’t put much thought into the fact that his girlfriend’s roommate could see his open, bare cock at any time. Why should he? He was a Man and she was his woman. 

His woman?

Yeah, his woman. Anytime he wanted, he could make it so. 

Daphne licked her still-messy lips, stretching her arms languidly. “Cooooock,” she said, stretching the word out, testing it like water in a pool. 

Something was different about her. After eating all that food, and her nap, something had changed. She wiped her mouth, clearing the chocolate and crumbs away, and much of her caked make-up fell off too. Tongue shifting around his mouth, Jerry tossed her a towel he had been planning to use to cum into when he finished jerking off. 

“Wipe your face,” he said. “Clean off.”

“Mmkay,” Daphne said meekly. 

He thought nothing of her immediate obedience. Girls were supposed to do what Men said. That’s just how it was.

Quickly, she wiped her face and body down, clearing away the extra food stuff and make up clumped along her face. The sweat covering her body seemed to act like some kind of lubricant, making the cleaning process that much more efficient, leaving her sparkling and shiny in the dim motel light. When she was done, she looked incredible—massively better than she had before. 

Her make-up before had been applied to counteract years of bodily abuse to make herself more appealing—layers and layers of rouge, of eyeshadow, of mascara and lipstick to bring color and life to a face that belonged to a woman who was desperate to deny herself all the sustenance that actually provided life in a body. 

But what he saw now was completely different—Daphne was vibrant. Her cheeks held a natural, sexy flush to them, her eyes bright and sparkling, her lips a pale, sexy wet pink that made Jerry’s cock shudder to look at. And that wasn’t the only change. 

He was stunned, seeing it all now, that he hadn’t noticed it immediately. Her body was utterly transformed. Before, Daphne had been close to skeletal. Now, while her waist had remained teensy—if not even tinier than the twenty-two inches it already had been—her hips and chest had become wider than ever, giving her an effortlessly sexy hourglass shape promoting a lifetime of fertile pleasures. 

Her skin, once skirting around an unhealthy yellow pallor, was shiny and lightly bronzed, healthy and warm. The stringy mess of her hair had coalesced into thick blond locks running down her side, shimmering and magnificently straight, like the kind you would see in a hair commercial. 

But one of the biggest changes of all were her breasts—her tits, they now had to be called. They were massive, easily 36D in size, like great buoyant basketballs of milk-filled pleasure. Because they were milk-filled, and milk-dripping, hot wet white trails of leaking out as Daphne crawled across the bed to Jerry, pushing her gorgeous face against his thighs and licking the skin there. 

“Cock,” she said again, slurping up the heavy puddle of precum that he had spilled all along his legs. “Please, cock?”

Her vocabulary had apparently taken a large backseat to her current needs. She was like an angel, slurping, adoring, kissing his skin. Her thick tits rubbed against his knees, hot milk dripping down onto his flesh. Never before in his life could he remember being so goddamn hard, not even when he was fucking Alexis’s mouth just minutes ago. 

His hand came down on the television remote, flipping the channel on to the news. 

A male anchor was reporting, his shirt disheveled and his skin flushed. “Reports are saying that the Event, as it’s now being called, is global. There is no safe space from it, apparently. Women all over are being transformed into...” he shuddered, placing a hand beneath the desk. “Fuck. That’s it. Take it all the way down. Just like that.” He looked back up at the camera, smiling briefly. “...transformed, women are being transformed into big-breasted, for lack of a better term, bimbos.” 

The desk underneath him vibrated momentarily, and two large-breasted women—one Asian, the other Latina—slipped upward and kissed him on the neck, their chests covered in cum. He was clearly still fucking someone underneath the desk, her hands banging against the interior.

“This is...this is just how it is now, boys.” The anchor’s smile widened. “Enjoy.”

Something about his look, so predatory, so knowing, made Jerry’s soul go cold. He couldn’t do this. Couldn’t just...just fuck Daphne’s mind away. He was better than that.

So he stood up, rolling away from Daphne's pleading, perfect, plush body, pushing her off his body. Just that brief contact of his hand on her skin made his cock strain forward, heavy spurts of his precum landing all over the bed. Daphne lunged forward, smearing her face in his spent essence, licking up as much of it as he could. 

“Please!” Daphne moaned, crawling after him. “Please cock!”

“Stay here,” he growled at her. “Just...stay here, and let me think!”

And he watched, amazed, as she knelt down and nodded obediently, cunt obviously pulsing, clearly cumming at following his instructions. His precum glistened on her already-shining body. 

* * * * * 
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IN THE CAR WITH THE windows rolled up was the only place that Jerry felt safe. Away from this strange heat, the weird atmosphere, the pinkness of the sky, the pink in all the girls’ souls.

What was happening to them? To him? Why were his thoughts feeling so razor-sharp, but so limited? He could focus only on one thing at a time. His thinking in that point was clear as day, but imagination seemed boxed in. Tunneled. He couldn’t think of a solution to his problem because he was thinking so clearly about Daphne’s body—her ripe tits, those wet lips, those sensationally fertile hips...

And then his cock was hard again and he needed to stroke himself to calm down. He’d cum four times in the past hour, spraying against the interior of the car. The windows were plastered in his liquid. His cum was thick, like paint, but slippery too. Most of it had landed in a puddle on the floor of the car, nearly as tall as his toes. Imagining covering Alexis in all that cum had him hard...everything got him hard. And it was so easy to stay hard because all he fucking needed to do was cum and cum and cum and not think of anything else but breeding those hot cunts inside...

And now he was jerking himself off again. 

“Please,” came a soft, purring, cooing voice through the c. “Pl-please, sir, don’t do that.”

He turned, seeing a vision in underwear, knee socks, and high heels. The parking lot was empty except for the two of them. 

“Who is that? Is that...?”

Was that Nadine?

The glasses were the giveaway. Thick horn-rim frames and those dense lenses. But the rest of her...

The rest of her was a vision, just like Daphne had been. Her limbs were fit and toned, her torso slender and slick. Her every inch advertised hot, nubile, virgin sexuality, the kind seen on the covers of magazines or movie trailers. Her breasts were just barely covered, a tiny ripped t-shirt covering her body. There were obvious wet spots around the nipples where milk leaked out. She wore tiny lace boyshorts, plastered to her ass with sweat. They belonged, probably, to Daphne.

He stepped out of the car, his huge cock flopping from thigh to thigh, slapping heavy against himself. When Nadine saw it, she dropped to her knees, the thick cloth of her socks protecting her knees from the gravel on the driveway.

“Fuck,” she moaned, squeezing her tits. “You’re so big. Oh fuck. I’ve ne-never been fucked, Sir, and see, I was hoping...I was hoping you would be the one to fuck me, seeing as how, like, I belong to you with Alexis and Daphne, and...oh!”

He lifted her up off the ground easily, taking her in both hands and setting her down on top of the car. In a moment he was on top of her. Easily he ripped her shirt off, shoving his cock between the milk-wet mounds of her massive tits, her curled hand sliding rapidly around his shaft. 

There was no more resistance left in him. It could have been Alexis or Daphne or any other girl who had come out. All Jerry knew anymore was that he had to fuck—and he had to fuck a lot. 

He pushed inside of her milk-wet tits, cock throbbing back and forth. The head of his cock pushed against her chin, her lips. It felt like it was growing by the second. She was able to take much of it into her mouth, sucking and slurping while she rubbed her huge tits onto the side of his shaft. 

Beneath him, his car bucked with the weight. He could hear the axle straining and groaning. He didn't give a fuck. Nadine's tits felt amazing. Soft, warm, and dripping wet now with his own precum and her milk, they were everything he needed on him.

There was no more pretense of being a good person. He was a Man. Fucking Nadine like this was his right.

She belonged to him.

And he had to show her. He had to give her his fucking seed. Had to empty himself all over her. 

“Take it, you fucking...fucking hot bitch!” he grunted. “Fucking take all of it!”

Nadine nodded, urgently sucking and moaning, needing to obey her Man. 

His load was massive, surging down her mouth. So much of his hot white seed dumped into her that he overloaded her, great streams of it spurting down from the sides of her mouth. He continued to spray, pulling out of her sexy hot lips, spraying all over her glasses and her tits. 

“You don’t fucking need these,” he said, taking her glasses and throwing them across the parking lot.
He meant she didn’t really need to see or read or do anything with her eyes from then on; the truth was, though, that she didn’t actually need them at all, she had merely kept them on as a vestige of her old life. That was gone now—and she was firmly entrenched as his. She stared up at him with bright blue eyes, nodding obediently.
“Yes, Master,” she said. “Anything you say.”

* * * * * 
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DAPHNE SAT IN ALEXIS’S lap, the two young newly-discovered bisexuals fingering each other gleefully as their thoughts were filled with the dancing image of their Master’s cock. Their heavy tits leaked out hot milk all over each other, perfectly lubricated their already shining wet bodies, hot and soaked from the slick sweat of their constant need and heat. 

Both girls were naked except for the pairs of high heels they had taken from Daphne’s suitcase (why she had brought so many heels to a hiking trip was anyone’s guess), both of them needing to present themselves as completely open to their Master’s touch whenever he decided to grace them with their presence again.

Neither girl was weirded out by making out with her roommate. To Alexis, Daphne was just another hot fucking bitch. Any hot fucking bitch that her Master owned? Alexis was allowed to fuck. The same rules applied to Daphne and Nadine. 

Neither girl was worried, either, that their Master might not return. He was the Man, after all, and the Man took care of the girls. They could feel his orgasm, even in the parking lot so many dozens of feet away, knowing that he had cum beautifully all over their third slavesister, Nadine. 

Alexis loved Nadine. She loved watching her transforming body in the shower, fat melting away as the steam billowed under the water, her body transforming so that her Master would love to fuck her just like he would love to fuck Alexis. Alexis had, watching the scared Nadine, knelt down beneath her and licked her hot, sweet, pussy, adoring the sensation of the blonde’s body becoming tighter, more toned, more sexy beneath her tongue. 

But even with as much as she loved Nadine—and Daphne, with her hot new hips and big, sexy, milk-leaking tits—Alexis loved her Master more.

There was some dim thought still available to her. Nonsensical memories that brought to mind how she had, once upon a time, been cold to her Man. Her body feeling strangely revolted at the thought of sucking his cock or stroking him off, the way she felt now about, say, touching a Man who wasn’t him. 

All she wanted was him, now. All she needed was him. And she needed—she needed—

Her head perked up, sliding away from Daphne’s. “He’s coming.”

As soon as she said the words, the door burst open, Jerry kicking it right through. Wooden shards flew everywhere. He had a key, but of course, that was no fun. 

Alexis clapped and squealed with joy, sliding Daphne off of her lap slightly. The two were still pressed together, their heavy tits sliding up and down the surface of the other. But instead of being entangled, they were now advertising how easily Jerry could be entangled in them. 

Alexis tossed her hair back, thick yard-long locks the color of ebony shining and shimmering, and she bit her thick lower lip, eyes sparkling. Nadine was held upside down on Jerry’s torso, her legs flung over his shoulder with her tits resting on his thick, chiseled abs. Her mouth and hands worked up and down on his cock; she was working like some kind of blowjob-shirt. Alexis giggled, the only method she had left of offering any semblance of a witty phrase at this delightful sight.

“Come fuck?” Daphne asked, her high-pitched voice hopeful. 

“That’s right,” said Jerry. “Coming to fuck.”

He had answered Daphne, but his eyes were purely on Alexis. Her heart felt like it was going to pound through her chest. She needed her Man in her again. She knew that she had fucked him before, but for some reason, this felt like it would be the first time. It was different somehow this time.

There wasn’t much chance to think about it. Jerry took her by the throat and slammed her down on the bed. Milk splashed all around them; the bed was completely soaked in their heavy emissions. 

“You fucking say it,” he said, slapping her roughly and taking her hard by the throat. “You fucking say I’m your Master, slut.”

Her cheek stung from his slap. She loved it. He was a Man. He got to rough her up a bit. That was her place. 

“You’re my fucking Master,” she moaned. “My fucking Man Master!”

She gasped with sudden, unstoppable orgasm as he shoved inside of her. His cock filled everything—was everything. He was enormous, taking up the entirety of her cunt, filling her in ways that she didn't even know she could be filled.

He pulled out—emptiness, terror that he might leave forever—and then he shoved right back in, harder and deeper than before. 

Alexis gasped, grinding her body against his, his thick hands slapping on her tits and grabbing her roughly. He pinned her down on the bed and slammed his hips into hers, his cock unstoppably fucking her. 

“Do it!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Do it! Fuck me, please! Yes!”

“Fuck you, yeah,” he grunted. “Gonna fucking...make you pregnant.”

She gasped, feeling herself cum again at this revelation. She nodded urgently into his face, moaning, desperate, needing that to happen. It would be so perfect, so amazing to be pregnant from his cock. So wonderful.

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes! Yes! Fuck me! Fucking make me pregnant, Master! Make me yours! Make me your pregnant fucking cockslut, please!”

“That's right,” he said. “Fucking...fill you...”

His balls slapped harder and harder against the tight surface of her ass. Her body was so tiny compared to his. He was so massive, so strong.

She loved him so much. His orgasm was incoming. Her life had reached perfection.

The massiveness of his cock trembled and exploded inside her and everything made sense for the first time in her life. This was her purpose, her call to being. She could feel the life brimming in her almost right away, and even as he pulled out of her, her body cumming wildly and thrashing on the milk-wet bed, she knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that she was massively pregnant. 

She hoped for triplets.

Jerry wasn't done, though. He would never be done. He grabbed Daphne, still cumming, and began to fuck her with his spasming, totally-hard cock. Filling her up. Making her pregnant too. 

Alexis sighed happily, slinking down next to Nadine to lick up whatever remainder of cum she could. It was so good to belong to her Man. When she finished licking it up, she would go suck on his balls while he fucked her roommate.

* * * * *
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JERRY BURPED LOUDLY, moving his mouth away from the constantly dripping stream of Daphne’s heavy tit in his mouth. She had become his number-one Milk Girl over the past day, her tits being so massively larger than those of the others at Fort Motel. 

Fort Motel was his home now. He wasn't very creative. It was his home, his base, his fort. It was a motel. So, it was Fort Motel.

It had taken him about a day to clear out the other men from the place. They had put up a fight, trying to hold on to their women. Jerry couldn’t blame them—if any of them tried to take any of his girls, he’d fight too. But he had grown to be bigger and stronger than the other men—feasting so regularly on the milk of three hot, impregnated bimbo beauties designed to make him an even bigger stud than he already was—and so after a few black eyes, some busted lips, and even some broken bones, he had taught the intruders their lesson.

The milk of the bimbos made him big and strong. Fucking them—impregnating them—made their milk even more potent. The man with the most bimbos was the strongest. It was as simple as that.

Fort Motel, and all the pussy that arrived at it, now belonged to him. That included the pussy those men had had. 

So, now, in the main office, Jerry was surrounded not only by his lusciously pregnant Alexis and Nadine, their basketball-sized baby bumps pushing urgently against his biceps as they stroked his terrifically huge cock, and the milk-heavy Daphne (also hugely pregnant), but a redhead named Charlene, a young dark-skinned beauty named Yvonne, and two Asian girls who were so fucked out of their minds that they didn’t know how to give him a name anymore. He named them One and Two.

He was their Man. Their living God. He thought that was pretty goddamn Right. Sometimes it exhausted him, trying to please so many. But he didn't really care. Fucking was too good to keep it limited to just a few girls.

A van pulled up to the hotel, driving erratically. 

Jerry stood up, ready for any threats. He was totally naked, and his muscles were shiny and chiseled; all he had eaten for the past twenty hours was the milk of his bimbos, and it was more than enough to keep him sated and to keep his muscles ready and thick. 

A young, leggy brunette stepped out from the van, wearing a tight tank top, jean short-shorts, and a gasmask. 

“Hello in there!” she called. “Is anyone there? Is anyone...normal? I wouldn’t stop, but we’re out of gas, and...”

Jerry stepped out from the office, smelling that hot, fresh cunt in the air. She was a virgin. And for some reason, she hadn’t felt the Event yet, hadn’t embraced the Pink. He licked his lips. That could change.

“...and...my wife...she’s...” The brunette trailed off more, looking at Jerry.

More specifically, she was looking at Jerry’s cock. It was enormous, and leaving a river of cum on the ground as he walked toward her. 

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned, backing up against the car. “Y-you can’t...I can’t...you...I...my wife, she’s...”

He looked briefly inside the car. There was a sexy young blonde with a gas mask pushed off her face, her fingers buried in her snatch. Her tits were developing rapidly; soon, they’d be leaking milk just like a good girl. 

“Why are you wearing that?” he asked the brunette, meaning the gas mask. He was right on top of her now. His arm trapped her against the car. She wasn't going anywhere.

“It...seems to slow the effects,” she said, breathy. Her hands ran up and down his massive, sweat-covered chest, and she bit her lips, struggling not to smile. “I didn’t...didn’t want to...I...”

“That’s stupid,” he said, pulling the gas mask off her face. “Don’t be stupid anymore. You’re my cockslut now, ‘kay?”

The brunette nodded, dropping to her knees. His cock leapt forward and slapped her in the face. “Cockslut,” she repeated. “’Kay.”

There was a good girl. Just like he deserved.

# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Lust Days 2



HOUR 1
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There’s something you need to come look at.

Sandra sighed, shoving her phone away. She didn’t want to deal with whatever her soon-to-be ex-husband thought was important. Most of the time he was a buffoon, and when he wasn’t trying to convince her to fuck him again, he was throwing out passive-aggressive arguments about why it was her fault that their marriage had dissolved.

She stood up, walking to the other end of her small office, wishing there was anyone else there that day to talk to about her problems. There was a stress ball in her hand and she squeezed it, not quite feeling the promised effects of relief. It had done wonders for toning her forearms, though. 

Sliding her fingers over a stack of lab results, she nodded her head down against the wall, banging it there softly in frustration. It was the middle of the weekend—Saturday afternoon—and she was stuck at the Bloomington Heights Center for Disease Control with the one man she wanted absolutely nothing to do with.

Sandra, an experienced epidemiologist, and Warren, a virologist, were the only two employees on-site and available at the CDC complex that day. Government cutbacks meant that everything was cut back, and that meant that at the one place where you would expect the government to be working the most—to prevent contagious diseases from utterly destroying its population—there were the least amount of people. It was Sandra Peters and Warren Martin and that was it. No cleaning staff, nobody working in the security office, nothing. Security was operated through a private firm a few miles down the road; they observed everything remotely. 

Seriously, her phone dinged again. This is insane. You need to come here right now. No bullshit. The world is going crazy.

She picked her phone up now, raising an eyebrow. What was he talking about now?

Scout’s honor, Sandra. There’s something happening. I think you need to shut down the compound.

Now her heart started beating. Sandra was the senior scientist over Warren at the facility; she had the access codes for all the facility’s really important functions. Her role had only recently been upped to the administrative, especially on days like this when staff was low.

You’re being serious? She asked. If I shut us down and it’s bullshit, it’s your pay that I’m going to dock.

Do it. I’m serious. Turn on the news if you don’t believe me. And then, after a moment: Please come to the cafeteria. That’s where I’m seeing this. It’s on every station.

Warren hardly ever said “Please,” and especially not in the past six months of dissolution, ever since she’d made one mistake...

Ten minutes later, she entered the cafeteria, having walked through the labyrinthine corridors of the complex. It was built to be maze-like in case there was ever any contagious agent exposed to the air or any employee; the harder it was to get in and out, the better. She had started the shutdown protocols for the Center by remote, using the connection with her tablet to lock all windows and doors, and vacuum-lock all the entrances. Nothing would get in or out without her say-so. 

She found Warren standing in the middle of the cafeteria, staring at four different television sets all set up before him. Two were on the ceiling, angled down—they had always been there, set up for workers to watch the news or sports during meals—and two others had been carted in from other rooms. Each showed a different news station. He was a little taller than average height, balding around the crown of his head, with his gut just a little too thick for a man of his relatively young age. 

He was thirty-four; Sandra was thirty-eight. She’d always suspected that her age had something to do with how surprised and angry he’d been when he found out what she had done, sleeping with another man. 

How could an older woman do that to him? He’d always been sort of egotistical; most of the time, she had enjoyed it, in fact. She had liked a man who knew there was something to like about himself—who wanted to be with some self-deprecating schlub all the time? 

She herself wasn’t exactly a prize, though she didn’t think she had anything to be ashamed of, either. Her hair was dark and cropped close around her skull; she never really thought to invest in a quality hair stylist. She was skinny, almost painfully so. Often, Sandra lost herself in her work and so she forgot to eat for days at a time outside of the small pieces of toast that she had for breakfast in the morning, rushing out of the house with a two-minute shower and only a cursory application of make-up. Luckily she had strong feminine features, pretty enough on her own merits that she was never questioned for not “applying herself” further in pursuits of attracting men; but Sandra was well-aware that she only “got away” with this because of her genetics. 

Other women wouldn’t be as lucky as her in that respect. 

“What is it?” she asked him. “Why did we just cost the government sixty-eight thousand dollars?”

Shutting down the lab was expensive—the clearing of the air, powering on of the emergency generator, closing off all exits and entrances, and readying of emergency communications all cost money. Sandra was relatively new to her role as administrator, but these expenses had been the first things imposed on her when she got the job. 

“Look,” he said, pointing to the television sets. “It’s...it’s something insane.”

She looked at the various news stations. “The Event” they were calling it. The sky had opened up—everywhere. A great pink gap in the sky, spilling out into their atmosphere, pouring more pink into the sky and beyond. 

“Pink?” said Sandra. “That’s it? We’re shut down because...the sky is pink? I mean, Warren, it’s weird, but don’t you think that it’s a little premature to—”

“No, look. People are changing. Transforming. Women are...women are changing. Becoming obsessed with sex.”

It took her a minute to process all the different voices coming in at once from the different televisions. She had to try and focus—there, a woman’s voice...

“The changes take place over a short period of time. Both sexes seem to share some symptoms. They notice smells in the air and begin to sweat profusely.” The woman speaking was a spectacularly beautiful redhead, making long, mooning eyes at the male anchor next to her. She inhaled deeply, licking her lips. “Women in particular become fixated with big, happy, yum yum cocks that they need to serve with all their might. Good girls get preggo right away, their big titties getting even bigger. Fat melts off, wow! Hair gets longer and sexier, the decoration that a man deserves. Skin is shinier, legs are longer, and all thoughts are erased except for serving cock cock cocky cocky cock cock cock. Fuck.” The female anchor licked her lips again. They were growing puffier by the moment. “So much...so much cock needs serving...”

“That’s right, June,” said the male anchor, obviously turned on at what he was seeing. “And men change also. Becoming stronger. Larger. More possessive of their sexual partners. Their intelligence re-focused entirely on breeding and fighting other males for the right to breed. In fact, they...they...”

Sandra continued to watch, the female anchor sweating profusely, looking with heavy, hot eyes at her male co-anchor. He continued to stutter over the news, letting the paper in his hands fall to one side. Then, the female anchor, June, began tearing at her clothes. Her tits, swelling and thickening on camera, bounced gleefully forward, her body covered with a thick, hot sheen of sweat, everything about her wet and available. 

“C-cock!” she moaned. “Give me your cock!”

She lunged down beneath the male co-anchor, who, alarmed but not surprised, simply let her attach her mouth to his exposed crotch. In seconds, she had ripped his pants away and was sucking him off, his bulbous cockhead pushing hard into her mouth and throat. The camera followed them, strangely, capturing the entire scene. 

Then, as Sandra watched, the cameraman himself stepped out into the frame and ripped his pants off, shoving his cock into June’s open, ready behind. She cried out in orgasm and the anchorman stood up, pushing the camera man off. 

“My cunt!” he growled, punching the cameraman in the face. 

The two scrambled and fought, trading blow after blow—both looking like they absolutely wanted to murder the other. 

Then there was a snapping, a crackling, and the entire screen popped and went blue. 

“I’ve seen that same thing now four times,” said Warren, gulping. “More or less. Transformations. Fighting. I kept having to find new channels. I think...I think it’s something in the air, Sandra. I think we’re really fucked.”

Sandra had never been so scared in her entire life. The look in that anchorwoman’s eyes—she had needed that cock. Needed it like an animal needed a kill, or like a starving woman needed food. 

Her hand found Warren’s, gripping it tight. The two of them stood in the cafeteria, all alone, and witnessed the end of the world as they knew it.
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It was only by chance that he looked at the security feed. For the first few hours of The Event, Warren and Sandra had been too stunned to do anything except sit and watch, holding one another, momentarily forgetting about all the problems that had led them to that time. 

He walked around the hallways, trying to clear his mind and loosely making a run for his office, where he had a small flask of whiskey available to him. He thought, shit, maybe he and Sandra would have a few sips and do something stupid like reconcile. It wasn’t like they had anything better to do. Why not see if they could get the most out of their supposed marriage?

They had been married for just a little over four years and it taken just two of them for Warren to know it wasn’t going to work. Their initial romance had been heavy and wild, both of them shocked that they were compatible with someone easily as smart as the other. 

That had always been their problem, individually, thinking that they couldn’t be with someone who was dumber than they, but practically everyone was. It wasn’t like there was a wealth of idiot scientists running around; and it wasn’t either like there was some wealth of single geniuses in their area. 

But then, after that initial romance had come the moving in, and then the bills to pay, the responsibilities around the house, the inability to compromise or communicate, the in-fighting and the nagging and the passive aggressiveness...and then, well after it was all dead, she had slept with someone else. 

In truth, he was a little relieved she had; it gave him the opportunity to act on what he had known for ages—that they needed a divorce to settle their lives apart. But even that much relief didn’t quite save him from the pain he had felt from her actions; even if it was an expected betrayal, even if it was a welcome betrayal in some ways, it was still a betrayal.  

And betrayal hurt.

Near his office was the security room. On a lark, he opened the door to inside the monitor-filled room; maybe there would be some good news in there. Guns they could use, perhaps. Some kind of radio, maybe. Inside, the first thing he saw was an entire wall full of screens sitting above a desk. More than a dozen small screens, each with a different feed, showing a different angle of the outside of the complex. 

And there was movement on them. He stopped in his cursory search, honing in on the screen where he saw it.

The security footage was clear. There was a girl outside trying to get in wearing a cheerleader's outfit. East Entrance. His heart began to race; they had to do something. 

Immediately, he called Sandra in, already halfway to suiting up in his clean suit when she arrived. The spare clean suit had been in his office in case of emergencies; he wore it or one like it nearly every day on the job. It was his duty to examine rapidly evolving viruses like the flu and warn citizens about the strains of them that could be found that year, so that then he could be summarily ignored by legions of morons who thought that the flu shot would give them the flu. 

Sandra entered, saw the footage and then what Warren was doing, and shook her head.

“No,” said Sandra immediately, knowing right away what was on Warren’s mind. “No way. She stays out there.”

Frowning, zipping up the front of the suit, Warren flipped on the audio. 

“Help!” the girl cried. “Please? Is there anyone out there? There’s something...something happening. And I...I feel so funny...”

“We have to help her,” said Warren. 

His arms were crossed; he didn’t appear as though there was really any discussion to be had on the matter. 

“Absolutely not,” said Adriana. “No. No way. We cannot break the containment seal.”

“I’ll wear a suit,” he said. “It’ll be fine. But we can’t just leave her there. It’s criminal.”

“Criminal? You’re worried about law? The entire fucking Congress is transformed! It’s a fucking orgy. You saw the news.”

Warren hesitated. He had. C-Span had been trying to document the vote to declare this a state of emergency. Instead, the congresswomen—all of them—ripped their clothes off, revealing bodies that appeared decades younger than they actually were, and smothered the speaking Representatives with heavy, urgent milk-leaking tits. 

Things had quickly devolved from there. It was apparently quite hard to maintain video coverage when all the cameramen and women wanted to join in on the fucking themselves.

There was more movement on the security footage in front of them. The complex was located deep in the wilderness, surrounded by forest. Through the trees, a pair of women showed, followed by a tall, muscular man. The women were naked and wet, strutting effortlessly on tall, tall heels. The man’s cock—enormous and thick, like a third arm—was leaving a stream of precum behind him easily visible on the screen.

That was a lot of precum. 

The cheerleader at the entry could see the approaching trio, and started banging on the doors harder. 

“Please,” the cheerleader moaned. “Please...I need...need help...so bad. Help me. Please. I’m a virgin. I’ve been...been saving myself for marriage. God wants me to be a virgin. Please...”

“I’m going,” said Warren.

In less than two minutes—even with Sandra yelling at him to stop—he was striding down to the entry way to meet the girl, fully dressed in his clean suit, seeing the world through a thick plastic visor and breathing through a government-issue air filter. The entrance had an airlock—they had to keep the air inside as clean from contamination as possible—and so there were two sets of doors to pass through before he could reach the girl outside. He passed through the first set of doors and used a panel beside them to depressurize them, allowing the exterior doors to be opened. 

He knew this was stupid. Knew this was goddamn idiotic. But humanity was going crazy. Actually fucking itself to extinction—or, if not extinction, then some kind of incredibly disturbing evolution. Trying to save someone, even if it was downright stupid, was the only sane thing left available to him. There was no point in remaining a regular, uninfected human if he didn’t actually act in a humane way. If he didn’t try anything, he’d go just as crazy as the people outside. And then there wouldn’t be a difference, would there?

The security footage had been more grainy than clear; he hadn’t been able to make out many details of the girl. But now he could see that she was Asian and quite attractive. She was tall, wearing a tiny cheerleader skirt, her breasts straining against the thin white top she wore, her dark, thick hair descending down to her shoulders. 

“Ma’am,” he said through the door. “I’m going to let you in here, okay? What’s your name?”

“Jenny,” she said. “Jenny Liang. Please, hurry! I need...I need help so bad,” she moaned.

It sounded very much to him like what she was calling “help” was something else entirely. But he had to try. He couldn’t just leave her there. 

“Listen, Jenny. I’m going to let you in, but you can’t touch me, okay? You have to stay away. We have to quarantine you until we know it’s safe. Is that all right with you?”

“Anything!” she breathed. Her cheeks were flushed and rosy. Warren noticed for the first time how attractive she was—not just her body, but her face, too. Cheekbones. Full lips. Jawline. She was a stunner. “Anything you say. You’re the man in charge. Please...just let me in. Help me.”

He opened the door for barely ten seconds. Immediately he noticed a shift in the air being filtered into his suit. There was...something. A scent? Some hint of something. Cinnamon? Bubblegum? What was it?

Jenny rushed in and—completely ignoring his orders—hugged him close. It was a human reaction; she was scared. He couldn’t blame her. Warren shut the door and hugged her back, unable to stop himself. She was so grateful. When was the last time he had touched a grateful woman? Certainly Sandra wasn’t that. 

“You’re okay, right?” he asked.

She nodded, smiling brightly, her face full of gratitude. “I am now. Thanks to you.”

He smirked and shut the door behind her, and then began the process of decontamination through the airlock. But something was wrong. The screen was locked.

“I warned you, Warren.” Sandra’s voice came in over the intercom. “I told you not to go. But you didn’t want to listen. As usual.”

Gas started streaming into the airlocks. But it wasn’t the stuff they used to cleanse potential contamination. No, it was something else. Something he didn’t know about.

“Sandra?”

“I warned you,” she said. “And you didn’t want to listen. She tore your suit, Warren. She tore it right away.”

He looked down at himself, at the hole near his hip.

“Fuck. Jenny...”

He looked over at the girl, wondering if she would look guilty or surprised. But she was already breathing the gas in the air deep, and had collapsed to the ground. Warren leaned over, hoping to help her, but then everything went dark. 
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Warren woke slowly, not sure where he was at first. The walls were white, the ceiling white, the floor white. He rolled up to his feet, head groggy and full of slow, syrupy thoughts. The last thing he remembered...falling. Hitting the ground.

Sandra. Sandra had gassed him and Jenny both.

Again, that sting of betrayal hit him. The hurt was less severe than perhaps the first time she had done it, but he was still surprised. He thought he could trust her.

In one corner, he saw Jenny wrapped in a ball, her beautiful young cheerleader body closer than Warren would have liked. The entire room was about ten feet by ten feet. Jenny had obviously been exposed, hadn’t she? Her speech so breathy and erotic, her body so clearly made for fucking, busty and leggy and slick. 

Or, not made—remade. Re-designed. 

Perfected, he thought, staring at Jenny’s gracious curves, his cock twitching in his underwear. 

All he wore now were his tight white briefs and an undershirt. They felt tight for some reason, like he’d left them in the wash for too long. He turned from one end of the room to the other, looking around. He wasn’t familiar with this place. It seemed to be a holding cell of some kind. Why the fuck would they have these at the CDC? Why hadn’t anyone told him about it? He could feel his anger growing, irrational. 

Warren was even-tempered, cool-headed, never losing his head. For him to be losing his temper spoke to the extremity of the situation...or how the “situation” was working on him.

“How do you feel, Warren?”

Her voice came through the intercom; it was Sandra’s voice, but it was more like Dr. Peters’s voice. She didn’t carry the warmth she did when she spoke to him as a husband.

“Fuck you,” he said, banging the wall. “You put me in a fucking enclosure, Sandra.”

“You didn’t give me a choice.” Her voice came through the intercom. “I told you not to help her.”

“You could have at least kept my suit on.” Fear started to fill him, but it was dull and distant. Something was telling him that he didn’t need to be afraid of anything a woman did. “I might as well be naked in here with her.”

That thought was appealing. Jenny’s body was rapidly expanding beneath him—her legs had grown far beyond the constraints of the tiny skirt, making the piece of clothing look more like lingerie. Her hips, widening quickly, ripped at the stitching. Maybe, he postulated, it was being so close to a man that was making her change. What would happen, then, if she was even closer? 

If he touched her?

“The suit was ripped, remember?” Sandra’s voice distracted him from reaching toward Jenny. “It wouldn’t have helped. You’re already exposed.”

Warren looked down at the body of Jenny, motionless still outside of the strange transformations of her body. She was definitely affected by The Event. He couldn’t deny it any longer, if he ever had before. 

Before, she had been short. Leggy, but short. Now her torso had been shortened and flattened, her legs even longer. Tits, fat and heavy, sat on her chest. Little stains were on her shirt where the nipples leaked milk. 

Her hair was thick and dark, flowing down her back in a delicious-looking waterfall of black. He leaned down and sifted his hands through it. It was soft and silky. His cock twitched, getting harder as he touched her, pushing against the tight constraints of his white briefs. She moaned beneath his touch, clearly welcoming him even in her semi-conscious state.

“I don’t think it’s airborne,” said Sandra. “I think it’s something else entirely. I think...I think you’re doomed no matter what, Warren. I’m sorry.”

“So what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to watch and observe. Maybe I’ll...learn something. Figure something out. How do you feel?”

His cock felt funny. Bigger in his briefs than it felt before. He continued to stroke Jenny’s thick, dark hair. He’d never touched a girl as pretty as her before; Sandra had been the third person he had slept with and she was by far the prettiest among them. But Jenny blew Sandra away. Young—barely twenty, if that. Maybe even eighteen. Her nose perfect. Her lips so puffy and soft, so wet...

“How do I feel?” he asked, repeating without paying attention. 

His fingers ran against Jenny's hot mouth. On instinct, Jenny's lips coalesced around his thumb and she let out a slow, eager moan.

“You’re a scientist. You understand what’s at stake. If you tell me what’s happening in your head, maybe I can help narrow this down. I’m thinking it might be some parasite. All this mass shared hallucination—a pink portal opening in the sky? It’s madness. It must be something simpler, something we can trace...”

He stopped paying attention. She was saying all that stupid goddamn science stuff. What the fuck did he care about that when he had a big, thick cock between his legs and a pretty girl underneath him? He took Jenny by the hair, raising her off the ground a little bit, and slapped her face lightly, trying to get her to wake.

After a moment, she obliged him, smiling as he continued to slap her lightly, toying with her. 

She was property now. He would treat her like it.

Her eyes were bright and dark, staring at him with open desire. Their faces were mere inches away from each other, breath meshing and getting hotter. She smelled like bubblegum—his cock grew again, getting harder, the head popping out from the elastic band around his thin pants. Precum sprayed upward on to his belly, dripping down on Jenny’s legs. She rubbed it into her denim, fingers quickly toying with her skirt as she looked up at her new Man.

“Hello, Sir,” she cooed. She licked her lips. “May I have cock?”

She continued to slide herself out of her skirt and tiny panties, exposing the hairless, smooth, shining and wet surface of her hot pussy. It looked like it had been waxed and polished. He barely noticed the hair on her panties—an entire mound of it, quickly evaporating in the exposed air. His precum spurted again, landing on her bare thighs, and she moaned and spread it around on her skin. 

He knew what cum and precum did to skin normally. When it landed and stuck around, was rubbed in, it made the skin around it dry, like an adhesive. 

But when she rubbed it on her skin, the result was shinier, sexier, healthier-looking flesh. Wetter. Slicker. Her pussy juices slid down around the area where she rubbed it in and she groaned with pleasure.

“Cock?” she asked again. She slid up onto her knees, graceful and effortless. Her fingers pushed up against his thighs. Everything about her was soft and warm. “May I have cock? Need cock.”

His cock certainly was acting like it needed her. It was completely hard, spurting jet after jet of precum.

“Warren,” said Sandra. “Try to remember. Try to think. You’re...y-you’re a married man. A scientist. Back away from her. Remember who you are.”

Jenny’s hands pulled down his underwear as he stood up, the massive length of it springing outward, spraying hot precum up and down the wall around Jenny. She leaned up and extended a perfect pink tongue, licking the mess expertly with a long relishing moan.

But Sandra was right. His thoughts were clouded, fucked up, focused on fucking up. But he was a scientist. A married man, for all that. Maybe he could...he could resist?

Jenny, on her knees, stared up at him with total adoration—the kind of perfect adoration he had never seen on the face of any woman, not even from Sandra on their wedding night. 

“Listen,” he said to Jenny. Her face was attentive. “Let’s talk about this.”

“Talk?” she said, her face blank, not understanding, hands coming up again. “But...b-but cock...”

Fuck, he was so horny and she was so goddamn hot. 

And so willing, too. Fuck. His mind was so clouded, and he was so turned on...

Maybe if he just...just jerked off a little...

He backed up to the other side of the room, not sure where else to go. Fucking Sandra had locked him in here and now she wanted him to resist? Christ.

“Stay over there,” he said, pointing to the corner she had woken up in. “Don’t come over here. Okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, nodding sadly. “I’ll do anything you say.”

Well, that was easy. He couldn’t help but ask. 

“Why?”

She shrugged, like he had asked a stupid question. “You’re my Man,” she said, as if that explained everything. She rubbed the spots on her thighs where his precum had landed. “I have to obey my Man.”

Jesus fuck, that was so hot. She would do anything he asked. Anything. 

In the corner, he closed his eyes, trying to imagine anything other than where he was. On a beach, maybe, sure. Women in bikinis walking around. Jenny would look fucking dynamite in a bikini, holy shit. She’d look insane...all that thick dark hair behind her. All that long span of legs. Those tits, goddamn jesus fuck shit...

His hand on his cock felt so good. He stroked himself just once, precum jetting forward, lubricating him instantly. He felt big in his hands; The Event had changed him for sure. He was much, much bigger than he used to be. At least two inches longer and another inch in thickness. 

“Warren,” said Sandra. “You don’t...don’t need to...do that...”

Was that heat he detected in her voice? Fuck her anyway.

“Shut up,” he said. “Fuck.” His cock was so hard. He jerked himself more urgently.

All he needed to do was cum. Just cum a little bit, and then he could think clearly. Try to reason with Sandra. Try to get out of here. 

He turned, still stroking himself, and saw that Jenny was watching him closely. She was fingering herself, watching him masturbate.

“Wh-what are you doing?” he huffed, unable to stop stroking. 

She had stripped off her tiny white tee-shirt, in a milk-soaked puddle near the locked door. Now, she was totally naked, her thick tits leaking milk all down her toned torso. 

“You’re so hot,” she said, her eyes focusing intently on the stream of precum leaking down from his cock. “So fucking hot. I need to touch myself. Please may I? Please don’t tell me to stop.”

“No,” he said. “Keep...keep going...”

He watched her fingering her cunt and began to feel his cock take over. There was nothing he could do—his eyes were glued on Jenny’s hot, milk-covered body and he had to cum. 

It exploded out of him, a firehose burst that was more powerful than anything he’d ever felt in his life. It should have given him a heart attack, should have vibrated his knees to jelly, but instead he just emptied out into the corner, watching Jenny gasping and twitching and cumming with him—his pleasure was now her pleasure. 

He looked down at the load he had spilled out. Cups, it must have been. Cups of his cum. And yet...

And yet his cock was still completely fucking hard. 

He was still hard. Why the fuck was he still hard? He’d just had the cum of his fucking life and his cock was still hard. He was turned on as hell and it wasn’t going to stop. Not unless he buried his manhood in some fucking hot cunt like he deserved. 

And Jenny was right there. 

Right there. Available. Willing. Needing. He was a Man and she was his fucking girl, so what the fuck was he doing?

“Sandra,” he said. “I don’t know if you’re watching, but I...I can’t stop.” He gulped. “I don’t want to...I don’t want to upset you, but I...I really have to have my cock sucked.”

“Yes!” Jenny cried. She wagged her tongue out, pushing forward to the middle of the floor on her knees, waiting, needing. 

“Warren,” said Sandra. “Wait. Maybe...maybe if I just knock you out...”

“Then I’ll wake up and I’ll need it more than ever,” he said. “Shut up, woman. I need this.”

He approached Jenny in a flash, picking her up roughly and dropping her unceremoniously into the corner.

“This is what you did, Sandra,” he said. “This is your fault. You drove me to this.”

He slipped his cock into Jenny’s mouth, moaning hotly and letting her slurp down his thick rod. Her lips were so hot, so fucking wet, so tight. It was like her throat was his own personal cunt. What the fuck might her cunt feel like? 

He pushed in and out of her willing, hot, virgin cheerleader mouth. He knew she was a virgin. He could smell it on her. And yet she was sucking cock like a pro, using her tongue, slurping him expertly and moaning up and down every inch of his shaft. 

Grabbing her hair at either end, he fucked her face even harder than before, really unleashing. It was like he was holding two big pigtails, her hair all bunched up. She was just barely eighteen. He could smell that too. Could smell her need for him. Could smell how she belonged to him, tasting spurt after spurt of his precum.

He had marked her. Made her his. No matter what, from now on, this fine Asian piece of ass would be entirely his property. 

She was struggling beneath him. Eyes wide, face red, throat bulging with the mass of his cock. He could see that she couldn't take much more. 

But that would change soon. He knew—knew somehow—that every load from now on would make her more evolved, more perfect for him, more utterly attuned to his needs and his needs alone. 

Spasming, groaning, he emptied into her mouth and unleashed the full force of his orgasm down her throat. Spraying into her esophagus, her mouth, all over her lips and face. Pulling out, he bathed her in the cups of his cum, and she licked and suckled up as much as she could. 

Warren sank down to the floor. His cock, bigger than ever, was still hard. It stood like a fountain on his crotch, a steady stream of precum and cum still coming out from it. He was fully changed now. There was no denying it anymore. Whatever was happening in the world, he was part of it. 

He was changed.

Jenny mewed softly at his feet, her cum-stained face sliding over the head of his cock, her hot mouth so plush and wet. She was his personal cockwhore now; his perfect fucktoy slave, aching to do anything he told her to do. 

Changed, huh? He could live with that. 
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Jenny’s tits were lactating, and Warren had learned to suck on them. They sat in a corner on the floor, Jenny bouncing earnestly on Warren’s lap with her tight Asian cunt clenched around his cock, his face buried in her milk-producing mounds.  Sandra watched, trying to keep an emotional distance, taking notes with surgical precision.

The many cameras and sensors set up in the holding cell tracked everything—intricate tools tracking their vital signs, temperatures, radiation levels, and so on, delivered back to Sandra on her tablet and on the monitors of the room she sat in. 

It was a cold, sterile room, buried within layer after layer of steel doors and unbreakable walls. She had barricaded herself in. From this control center, she could do anything she wanted in the Center—open and lock doors, alter security systems, turn on and off filtration. She was in complete control. 

And she watched her husband fuck a barely legal, utterly fertile teenage goddess, doing her best to ignore the stiffness of her nipples. 

As Warren slurped down Jenny’s milk, his cock buried in her hot teenage snatch, his changes magnified in scope. It was a whole series of inter-related changes, fascinating and horrific to watch. Jenny’s body magnified its changes once she was trapped in a room alone with Warren, her appearance rebuilding itself specifically to please her new Man. Bigger breasts, longer legs, hotter lips and brighter eyes. 

Warren, in turn, was more turned on by these changes, needing to empty his seed in Jenny more often. His arousal seemed to trigger changes in him, too—making it harder for him to think logically (what was logical about fucking some big-titted Asian when his wife was right there watching?) and enhancing the size of his penis and his reproductive organs’ capacity for fluid production. 

When this happened, Jenny’s body changed more, taking in Warren’s seed and becoming even more enhanced—her tits milking on overdrive, her mouth almost always filled with soft, heated drool-based lubricant, her hair extending down past her ass in thick, yards-long locks of thick voluminous vibrancy, her eyes becoming bigger while her nose became smaller, and so on. 

Now, with Warren drinking all that milk, his exterior appearance was changing heavily. He had been pudgy before, average and overweight. Now, he was becoming...well...massive was the only word for it. First, his body appeared toned, like someone had taken an airbrush to him. This lasted only for a few minutes. Then, his body started getting larger. Much, much larger. 

She estimated him at an easy two-hundred and eighty pounds, and still growing. He had gotten taller, well past his original five foot eight and now somewhere around six foot four. He positively dominated the room, even with Jenny in it—Jenny, who had grown taller herself even as she had grown bustier, her tits easily eclipsing E cups and yet still remaining youthful and buoyant. 

Now, Sandra had to see what happened if she pressed the experiment. Would another variable in the mix accelerate the changes? Would it slow them down?

Would it do anything at all to ease the rising heat in her cunt from watching the man she loved turn into such a pussy-crushing hunk?

She pressed a few buttons on the tablet in front of her, intensely watching the screens. The rooms were far removed from her, on the other side of the facility behind several series of air locks. She wanted to be nowhere near the contamination until she had figured out what it was completely and had a vaccine ready, if such a thing was even possible.

Her cunt moistened as she anticipated what would happen next. Idly, she slid a finger down to her crotch, touching there briefly and feeling a sliver of pleasure shoot up her spine. A moan escaped her mouth, ignored by her conscious thoughts.

Inside Warren’s cell (and it was His cell, not belonging to Jenny at all, that was clear), a door opened. Warren and Jenny, still in the corner, slowly got to their feet—perhaps thinking Sandra was letting them out. But instead, a young pretty brunette walked in. She wore tight skinny jeans and a pale blue blouse, sandals on her feet.

“What’s happening?” she asked. “Who are you people?”

She was relatively unaffected by The Event; but all the same, Sandra knew she was infected by whatever it was. The girl had been outside, after all. That meant she was infected.

Her logic was cold, severe, and absolute.

Warren stood up, looking at the young woman with lust in his eyes. The woman, though she looked scared, was obviously turned on by the erotic display that Jenny and Warren made. The two people, totally transformed, were covered in the many fluids of their lust, their perfect bodies displaying an overwhelming eagerness for hot, endless, breeding ruts. 

“What’s this, Sandra?” Warren looked up at the ceiling, toward a camera. “How did you get another girl in here?”

Sandra was surprised he was still willing to talk. She pressed a button in front of her for the microphone.

“I just put up a sign outside that said “Cock inside.” It wasn’t hard.”

That wasn’t the entire truth. She’d had to figure out that she would get more results by replacing the word “cock” with a picture of the same. But after that, it was easy to lure a good specimen in to the airlock trap she had set up. After that, it was just a matter of transportation. 

Sandra, unwilling to leave her command center, had done this by simply lighting the way—turning off lights where she didn't want the new girl to go, and turning them on where she did want them to go. It was surprisingly effective. The girl clearly wasn't some fucking honor student.

“What’s this about?” said Warren, clearly suspicious. “Why did you bring another girl in here, woman?”

He said woman like it was an insult. As if girl was the appropriate way for a female to be.

His head was really fucked now; he was totally changed. She pushed aside any pity she felt, any sadness, trying to keep her responsible, scientific distance.

“Because I’m a scientist,” she said. “I wanted to see what would happen. There’s really no reason to be ethical about this anymore. She’s infected. You’re infected. Show me what happens.”

He grinned, looking up at the camera.

“I think it’s because you’re feeling guilty, Sandra.”

“Guilty? What would I feel guilty about?”

“You cheated on me. And you want me to cheat on you so you feel better.”

“You already cheated on me with Jenny, idiot.”

So much for her reasonable, logical distance.

“Maybe,” he shrugged. “Maybe you figured that was excusable. A virus in my system. Inescapable. But this, now...”
He stepped toward the girl. She was brunette and very pretty. As he closed, she backed away—but Sandra shut the door. She would see it all the way through. Her nipples, tenting hard in her shirt, felt electric, begging for her fingers to tweak them.
Warren touched the new girl’s face, and her trembling and struggling stopped. Immediately she started to suck on his fingers and thumbs. Obedient. Pliant. She inhaled deeply, her breaths making her breasts swell inside her short button-up blouse. 

“This would be something else entirely, wouldn’t it? Totally different than one man and a woman giving in to the throes of the virus. This would be cruel. A good reason to get mad at me. If I just...made this hot little virgin slut here want to do what she was born to do.”

“H-how do you know she's a virgin?” Sandra had a difficult time keeping the keening whine of arousal out of her voice. He was so fucking big now, so confident.

“I can smell it,” he said. “I can smell...everything about her. How fertile she is. What she needs.”

“I...I need cock,” the girl said, still sucking at Warren’s fingers. “I need it bad.”

There was precum and milk all over his hands, Sandra realized; that’s what the girl was sucking up so intently. And as she watched, the girl began to change. Her suckling at first was frantic and needy, almost panicked. Then it became slowly controlled, slow, still eager and urgent but more capable of taking her time. 

And as she sucked him, licked him, kissed his digits, her brown hair—shoulder-length before—began to grow in volume and length. Her nipples slowly became erect, tits ballooning outward like someone was inflating them. 

The girl licked her lips, looking down at the massive hard-on that Warren now sported. Why did Sandra feel so fucking wet as she watched this? Her knees knocked together softly. 

“What’s your name, girl?”

“Alison.” Her voice was a soft, urgent coo.

“Alison,” said Warren. “You’re going to be my little cockslave now, aren’t you? My hot little pet.”

Alison nodded eagerly, immediately dropping to her knees. “Please, can I suck it?”

“I want you to have a dose of Jenny’s milk first,” said Warren. “I want to make sure you know who you belong to.”

Jenny stepped forward, urging her brilliant body onto Warren, and Warren placed his hand on the back of Alison’s head, pushing her into Jenny’s heavy tit. Hesitating at first, Alison drank deeply after only a few spare licks, sucking Jenny with a loving mouth. Soon there was milk running all down her lips and chin and neck, creamy and warm. Her own tits swelled in response. Sandra watched, flabbergasted, as Alison’s already substantial 36C tits doubled in size at the exposure to Jenny’s milk.

It was like...it was like Warren’s sperm had unlocked some deeper transformative power in Jenny. So now Jenny’s body, knowing exactly how to please Warren, could make other girls please him just as well. The process was getting quicker all the time. What had taken hours for Jenny looked like it would only take minutes for Alison. 

“Why do that?” Sandra asked. She was afraid her arousal was clear over the intercom. “Why make her drink like that?”

Warren shrugged. “I don’t know...instinct. Not much to it, anymore. Just...follow the flow.” He turned up toward the camera again, grinning. “How about it, babe? Are you feeling better, watching this? I can make you feel really good. Just come down inside here...I’ll make you feel as good as you’ve ever felt.”

His hands were so fucking big. Sandra moaned, quickly making sure her finger was off the intercom. But she kept watching. She knew what was coming, and she watched anyway. 

She couldn't help herself. Not anymore. 

Warren continued, manhandling Alison and stripping her clothes off easily, ripping them in several places. Sandra gasped, licking her lips. With ease, he pushed Alison down to the ground and flopped his hard, fat cock on top of her rapidly-thinning belly. 

“You like this, Sandra?” he asked, looking up at the camera. “You like seeing me fuck other women? I know you do, babygirl. I know it.” He grinned wickedly. “I can smell you.”

Sandra didn't know how to react, vacillating between an increase in arousal and also in disbelief. She kept her hands off the intercom though, knowing he would be able to hear the arousal in her voice. Warren turned down to Alison, cocking his head to one side. 

“How 'bout you, girl? You like my cock on you? You want it in you?”

Jenny was on his side, moaning, pushing her enormous tits on his back, nodding and urging him on. Cooing him. Clearly in love, not caring who he fucked. 

“Please!” Alison moaned, covered in slick, hot sweat. “I need it in me! Please, God! Oh please, Master! I need your cock, Daddy, please!”

He obliged her, sliding himself into her hot, slick entrance with ease. 

Sandra could see the bulge of his cock underneath her abdomen as he entered—he was enormous, and Alison was so tiny now. Built to be nothing but a toy. Designed to never be a threat, ever, to anything her Man wanted to dish out. 

He could do anything to her and Alison wouldn't be able to stop him even if she wanted. And she did want it, moaning and wrapping her legs around her Man, urging him inside of her. He fucked her ferociously, the thrusts quick and hard and constant, and he had no intention of slowing down.

“You watching this, Sandra?” he looked up at the camera. “You like watching your husband fuck other girls? Is that it? Is that how you’re twisted? Why don’t you come down here, huh? Why don’t you come down here and I’ll show you just what it’s like for me to fuck another girl?”

On the ground of the command center, Sandra twisted and thrashed, her fingers buried deep in her snatch. She watched the screen with an open mouth, drooling and bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm. 

“Fill her up,” Jenny moaned in his ear. “Fill up your new little cockslut. Fill her up and make her yours...”

Sandra breathed out, knowing he couldn't hear her. “Yes...” Her pleasure was escalating higher and higher. “Fill her up, Warren...fill her up. Get her pregnant...oh fuck, fuck...”

But even though she knew for a fact that Warren couldn't hear her, it was almost like he could. 

“That’s right,” he grinned madly. “Gonna fill her up. Make her mine. You’re mine, do you hear me? You belong to me.”

“Yes, Sir!” Alison moaned. “I’m yours! I belong to you!”

“You want my fucking cum, don’t you?” He had her pinned against the wall, folded in half. His cock drove in and out of her mercilessly. “You want to be fucking bred by my cock, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes, Daddy! Please do it! Please fucking give me your babies, oh my god, yes!”

With a roar, he emptied himself entirely, his giant balls draining into Alison's hot young cunt. Jenny and Alison came obviously, their bodies trembling with orgasmic pleasure as their Man felt his own bliss run through him. Jenny landed on top of Alison, planting a milk-heavy tit right into her mouth and practically forcing Alison to suck her cream down—which Alison did gladly, her eyes still glazed with pleasure. 

Sandra came too, unable to stop herself, watching this behemoth of a hunk have his way with these girls. As soon as she did—even before the pleasure subsided—she knew it was a mistake. The first real cum she'd had since the Event started, and she'd done it to her husband fucking other women.

What was wrong with her?

What was wrong with all of them? 

Heaving, Warren pulled himself out of Alison, his cock still spurting cum. Jenny snaked down and slipped her lips around his thick rod, staring up at her Master with happy, glowing eyes. 

“How about it, Sandra? You want any?” He grinned up at the camera. His face took up a whole monitor. “Of course you do. I can smell it on you.”

Sandra had trouble touching the intercom; her fingers were sticky and wanted to stay attached to her clit. “I’m a half-mile away, Warren.”

“Doesn’t matter. A man knows what his girl smells like. Any time you like, babe. You know where to find me.”
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Sandra moaned, cumming again for the sixth time in as many hours in her tiny command center. Her clothes were soaked in sweat, a maroon skirt that had felt too tight around the hips for hours now, and a dark blue blouse that wouldn't stay buttoned no matter how many times she fastened it. She had kicked her shoes off hours ago, but she kept resting on her toes, heels in the air as if she couldn't help but work on feminine posture. 

Cumming was the only way she had left to keep her thoughts clear, to make sure that she was thinking the way she needed to. 

She was just so fucking horny. 

It wasn’t The Event, though. No. Oh no. She had taken far too many precautions. It couldn’t be that. There was no way anything could get inside to affect her. It was just...it was just...

Well, Warren was fucking hot now, wasn’t he?

Hulking and huge, nearly seven feet tall. Easily over three hundred pounds. Every last incredible inch of him was chiseled marble, a stone slab of unbreakable muscle and bone that made her panties damp just seeing him in a security feed from a half-mile away. And he kept fucking...

Oh god, did he keep fucking.

Every time she looked at the security feed, she saw him fucking Alison or Jenny, or both of them. Balls deep in their tiny, transformed, big-titted bodies, making them utterly his in every way that mattered. Their waists kept getting tinier, their hips wider, their tits bigger and more full of milk. The floor of their cell was positively covered in their milk and cum. The girls were obviously pregnant now—swollen like they had been so for more than six months. It was indescribably hot to Sandra, looking at their naked, tip-toeing naked pregnant bodies. 

He ruled their lives. Their mouths were on him at all times when he wasn’t stuffing their cunts full of his cock. If he wanted a break, he sat back and let the girls slurp on his cock—which was massive beyond words now, over a foot long and easily as thick as Sandra’s forearm. The girls took it with complete ease, sliding it in their mouths like they were built for it.

She pined for that cock. Soft, gentle whining noises filled her throat as she fingered her pussy and examined it over and over on her high-definition monitors. 

Sandra wasn’t infected. She was not. But good lord, she was still a woman, wasn’t she? She could still want a big, fat cock to fuck the shit out of her until she couldn’t walk in the morning, couldn’t she?

But if Warren fucked her, that would be it. That would be it for her and for humanity. She was, she knew, the last paragon of humanity’s hope for the future. It would be down to whatever she could find out, whatever notes she could put together. 

She lost herself for hours, fingering herself, imagining Warren's new cock inside of her. Those other girls, with their fabulous tits, dripping down all that hot milk into her throat. Changing her. Transforming her. Making her belong to Him again in a way more natural and more intimate than she ever did when they were truly in love...

Enough. She had to...do something. Anything else. She had to clear her head. 

Groaning as her fingers left her tight snatch, she stood up off the makeshift bed she had formed in front of the video feeds from the cell of her subjects. And she saw something...something terrifying. 

Warren was in front of the door—kicking it. He was kicking the door, a door designed to withstand blasts from TNT, and he was putting dents in it. 

There was a huge explosion of air and sound as the door crashed through the hallway. Instantly, Sandra started tracking him on the monitors—doing her best to shut down the hallway he was now able to access. Blast doors shut down, locking in from floor to ceiling. She had no idea if they would help.

That door to his cell was supposed to be able to withstand all kinds of concussive blasts. But Warren—his new body, so fucking strong now—had broken right through it.

Sandra gulped.

He could smell her; wasn’t that what he said? He could smell her, and he knew exactly where to find her. 

When the virus had started—when it had been confirmed—one of the first things she had done was find a gun. She retrieved it now—a big revolver with a barrel as thick as her two fingers, the hole enormous, the bullets massive. It would stop a charging bull, or so she hoped.

Warren kept coming. He smashed through the blast doors that she had put down in front of him. Over and over, she closed doors, locked them, turned off lights and power. Redirecting more power to keep magnetic locks closed. 

None of it mattered. He toured easily through the facility, tearing through doors, shattering metal, ripping apart steel with his bare hands. 

And during all this, Sandra could only stare and finger herself and pray, the gun in her other hand, trying to psyche herself up for its use.

Whether she was praying for him or against him, she couldn't say. She just kept moaning, “Please...oh please, please...please...” again and again. 

It took him an hour to get through all of her carefully positioned defenses, to search her out on the other end of the complex. Just an hour, that was all. Her heart beat faster and faster, but she felt completely cornered. She couldn't leave the complex. It was the only safe place in the world—except now it wasn't, with Warren on the loose. 

He stopped on the way to drain his balls into Jenny and Alison, twice for each. They needed a lot of attention. Sandra watched them on the monitor, helplessly giggling and fingering her cunt as she watched her husband drill two strangers against the wall, watched the babes he fucked grow utterly more gorgeous and in love with him. Drool gathered on her lips, resting on her tits, which felt uncomfortable large inside of the constraints of her blouse.

Soon, though, he was outside her door—and then, expending almost no effort at all, he had ripped the door off completely. Sandra, with no other recourse, aimed her gun at him. 

She could kill him. She would. 

He was so big. So hulking and strong. The two girls on his arms were giggling and smiling. Their tits docked around his thick biceps. They each had their hands on his cock, stroking and smiling, oohing and ahhing as he came again and again, staying hard. 

Staying strong. 

So. Fucking. Strong.

Their milk ran down his heavily muscled arms and into his torso, pooling in their hands around his cock. Everything about the approaching trio was wet and hot. The girls on their tip-toes still, asses out, legs long.

Even their big, pregnant bellies were just like extra curves, their belly buttons out, like one extra big tit sticking out from their torsos. Wet and shiny like the rest of them.

Squealing and screeching, Sandra unloaded the revolver in her hands. Six bullets struck his chest. Two of them just bounced off after hitting his iron bones The rest slowly were pushed out from his flesh—utterly rejected by the mass of muscle. He wiped his hand across the blood, and when he was done, there wasn’t even a mark left. 

“That kinda tickled,” he said, laughing. “What are you doing with a gun, Sandra?”

She gulped. “I don’t know.”

She really didn't. Had she thought that would really work? She couldn't even remember. Inhaling deeply, all her memories felt distant and hazy.

He ran his hands across the papers on her desk. The wood cracked under the weight of his arm. Fuck, he smelled so good. Her cunt drooled for him. Her mouth was drooling too. She was exposed to the virus or whatever-it-was, now. She was exposed, and she would belong to him. 

And she wanted to.

“What’s all this?” he asked, pointing at the papers.

His voice sent reverberations of lust through her system.

She gulped. “That’s my notes. For a cure.”

He picked it up, sniffing curiously, and then tossed them into the trash. “That’s stupid. Don’t be so fucking stupid, girl. You’re not going to cure anything, Sandra.”

“I...I...”

She couldn’t form a response. He was right. All she wanted to cure now was her own arousal, and the vaccine for that was sitting in his balls, waiting to be dumped into her one load at a time.

But...but she had to try. Had to protest. Had to say something. Right?

“Please,” said Sandra. “Warren, stop. Thi-think about this. You’re a scientist. This is wrong. You know this is wrong.”

The words felt weak and empty even as she said them. They meant nothing. Just a sandcastle defense for her dignity.

He shook his thick head. His hair was so dense now. There was so much of everything about him. 

“I was a scientist,” he said. “Now I’m just a breeder. Just like you. You’re going to breed for me, Sandra.”

“B-breed?” She licked her lips.

“That’s right. You were always such a cunt about wanting kids. Always wanted me to use protection.”

He took her by the throat, grasping there just hard enough to let her know that her breathing was now under his control. “But now you’re going to breed for me. Aren’t you? You’re going to give me as many babies as I want.”

She knew it was true the second he touched her. His hand was so rough, so hard and hot. Her entire system turned to jelly, to a hot moist endless ocean of desire. She was going to give him fucking triplets on command.

“Y-yes!” she said, not even thinking about it. Then, “I-I mean, no. I...I don't know...”

There was a real, plaintive need in her voice—the need to be told what to do by this hulking beast of a male. Her primitive instincts were taking over, and it was all she understood anymore. 

“Don't worry, babe.” He pushed her down to the ground. Jenny grabbed one arm, and Alison the other. “I know what's good for you.”

Alison's heavy breast floated over her mouth. Like magnets, her lips attached to the nipple, immediately taking in the beautifully delicious milk that the young brunette offered. Right away, Sandra understood what had happened to the girls. 

It felt so fucking good. It felt so good to be a girl. To be feminine. To submit and do whatever her Man said. It felt so right. It was instant, this understanding. Hitting her entire system at once as the creamy milk slid down her throat and into her tummy, warming every part of her. It was instant in the way that cumming had made her think clearer right away—except in reverse. 

Her entire body thrummed with desire. Dimly, she could feel hard, manly hands on her clothes, ripping them off. An initial, useless wave of body shame was swept away—she was gorgeous. She knew she was. If she wasn't, then why would a Man like Warren want to fuck her? 

His hands continued on her body, positioning her, readying her. She'd had her eyes closed, but that wasn't right. A good girl should look at her Man when he was making love to her. 

When he was fucking her.

She should look at Him so He could see all the appreciation in her eyes for everything He had to give her. 

And Warren had so fucking much to give her. His cock was enormous and dripping wet, a slathering, slippy shaft of titanic proportions. Slowly, relishing this utter submission on her face, Warren pushed his cockhead forward into her slobbering cunt, making her moan and beg. 

“Yes!” she cried. “Please! Please, Warren!”

No, that was wrong. She shouldn't call him by his name. That was stupid. She wasn't a Man. 

“Please Sir!” she corrected herself. “Please! Fuck me, oh god, please! Please be inside me!”

Smiling and wrapping a hand around her throat—the fingers closing completely against his thumb, his grip so fucking huge—He entered her. It was so beautiful, so perfect, so good. White bright hot light shot through her system, and she knew with certainty all that she needed to be. 

Her entirety closed around his shaft as He bulged against her virgin-tight walls. She hadn't fucked in so long—and even when she had, it certainly hadn't been like this. This was His cock filling up every aspect of her being, her core crunching and tightening, trying to deliver Him as much pleasure as possible, flexing instinctively to keep Him inside of her as long as possible. 

“You're my Hot Little Wife, aren't You?”

Jenny moaned against her body. Her tits were sliding up and down on top of Sandra's, leaking milk along with Alison's. Both of them had docked on either side of Sandra, so that their Master could see all three of his girls as he fucked his newest acquisition. 

“Yeah, you're His Hot Little Wife, aren't you, baby?” Jenny moaned, watching with big eyes as Warren fucked Sandra.  “Such a hot little fucktoy.”

Sandra cooed and nodded urgently. “Your Hot Little Wife. Yes! Your fucking Good Girl Wifedoll, yes, baby!”

He thrust harder and harder into her tight cunt. “You're going to be my perfect little fuckslave from now on. Aren't you, girl?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, darling. Master! Sir! Y-yes!” His thrusts increased. “I promise! I'll be your perfect little fuckslave!”

She had to be this man’s wife. Divorce left her brain in the same sudden way from His endless, hard thrusts as algebra, calculus, walking without heels, any notion of equality. Every thrust made more brain cells pop and dissolve, clearing out room for  service, cleaning, dressing hot, looking sexy, being His completely. She had to be His cockslave, His fuckdoll, His pleasure toy.

And most importantly of all, more important than any of that, she had to be his good little girl.

This thought hit her hard—all-encompassing, utterly overpowering—just as his load shot deep into her cunt, flooding her with his unstoppable warm sticky seed. She thrashed and screamed in pleasure, feeling the vibrating cunts of Alison and Jenny pushing into her as they came in tune with her. The two fucksluts were so hopelessly enslaved that they had to cum every time their Master did.

His orgasm felt endless, shot after shot landing hard against her g-spot. And all the time he growled in her ear.

“Belong to Me. You belong Only To Me.”

Trembling, shaking, quivering with pleasure, Sandra couldn't speak. But she completely agreed.

She belonged only to Warren, only to her Man.
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Warren sat back, enjoying the sight before him. He was safe, secure. All his girls were safe and secure as well. Life was good. 

Before him, Sandra bounced gently on his cock, sliding up and down, adoring her man just as she was intended to do. She was such a good little girl, so happy and carefree, nineteen years old if she was a day, her thick golden hair spread out down her back and intermixing with the many fluids from herself and the other cocksluts around her. Their milk and hers ran down her body, showcasing her huge tits, making every inch of skin sparkle. 

They’d been fucking like this for six hours straight, now. Warren had cum in her over and over. Her body was clearly pregnant; she had an enormous baby bump developing from where she would produce the first of what would be some magnificent new race, built entirely for the fuck-laden craziness of the new world. And yet still, through it all, Warren remained hard as a rock. There was no stopping his cock. 

Alison was behind him, soaking his head and chest in her milk, adoring the top of his head with merry little kisses; she was so absolutely in love with her Master. And on their knees, at the joining place between Sandra and Warren, was Jenny, happily licking up the spare fluids that showered down on her from that hot point of penetration. 

This was the way the world was, now. Men owned girls. Girls belonged to men—to the strongest, craftiest men, the Men who could keep them safe. 

It was good to be Warren...it was good to be a Man. 

# # #
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He fucked his personal beautiful young eighteen year-old busty bimbo goddess, her mind empty except for thoughts of how best to please her Master. Her thick, healthy tits leaked milk that slicked down their joined bodies, increasing the force of his thrusts into her willing, needy snatch as he powered ever harder into her fertile, waiting womb. She was practically nothing more than a baby factory at that point, and both he and she loved that fact. 

At his back, three other gorgeous beauties urged him forward, begging him to fuck this bimbo, fuck her brains right out, fuck her mind until it was nothing but lollipops and gumdrops and sex shops. He didn’t have to listen to them—they did what he said, now—but he listened to them all the same, giving each beauty what they wanted—to watch or feel their Master fuck the everloving hell out of the titanically-titted young temptress beneath him. 

They knew he liked being begged. He liked being cheered. And anything he liked, they delivered to him.

Her tiny waist could be encircled by his big hands totally; her huge breasts shook in the lacy cover she had, ripped and stained with milk and cum. Later she would mend it and wash it—an expert seamstress and laundress—fingers buried deep in her pussy just from the knowledge that she had been fucked by her own personal God in the garment. 

Thomas hadn’t intended for his life to turn out this way, but it turned out all right. 

Once upon a time, he’d been doing things right, or as right as he knew. He got straight As. He worked hard in class. He got a degree and then an internship, and was working on paying down his new car. 

Then there was The Event. Women turned into lactating, sex-crazy nymphomaniacs who became obsessed with serving and adoring cock. 

But, only one cock at a time—which created problems. All the men—who had been changed into hulking, huge-cocked brutes with more testosterone than critical thinking power, fought each other for dominance over as many pussies as they could handle. 

During The Event, it was said, the sky turned pink...but the streets ran red. 

A lot of men were killed. Murdered by their new rivals. Most men, as a matter of fact, sending the population dwindling down to roughly a quarter of the population of women. It had been a mad, wild slaughterhouse, but it was unavoidable—there was a new epoch of humanity shifting. Men required harems to be satisfied now, and there were too many men around as competition. 

Thomas was one of the strong ones—a killer, true, but all the surviving men were killers now, just like in primitive times. They killed to survive. 

Now he had all the pussy he could want—four eager babes at his beck and call, each one hotter than the last and permanently young, gorgeous, and fertile. 

It seemed for a time that things would stay that way—truly primitive. Cavemen and bimbos, fucking each other in the shells of civilization until the end of time. 

And then...

Then, everything just started to even out. The sky, still pink, turned more of pleasant, soft pastel rather than the bright neon it had been before. Some thoughts returned to the men, and then more and more—though fucking was still the prime need. 

Bimbos and beauties normalized somewhat as well, regaining fractions-enough of their old intelligence to be able to do tasks that weren't entirely centered around cock. They were able to say words that didn’t rhyme with “tweed dock.” 

People still needed electricity. They needed running water. They needed food, for god’s sake, and television, and video games, and football on Sundays, and all the things that propelled capitalism forward. 

Capitalism could monetize anything, after all, even catastrophe. Especially catastrophe. This is its strength; by flourishing in a perpetual state of chaos, it appears indestructible. So, monetizing and economizing some kind of fucked-up global bimbofication flu was nothing that crazy, really. 

Thomas emptied inside the bimbo beneath him, his enormous cock unleashing at least four cups of hot white seed into her cunt. He wasn’t that horny, after all, and so only gave her half a load. 

“Thanks, Roxanne,” he said, kissing his slave on the forehead.

“I’m Hayley, Master” she protested weakly.

“Whatever.” He took her and the other slaves around him, gathering them in for a long, good snuggle into sleep. “It doesn’t matter.”

“You’re right, Master” Hayley said, her tone bright but her voice sleepy. Behind her, the dark-skinned Vienna’s fingers slid into her wet, cum-filled cunt and began to slowly finger her. The actual Roxanne was still twitching from the last round of dozens of orgasms from watching her Master’s fuck session with the other girl. “It doesn’t matter at all.”

* * * * * 
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GENTLE, URGENT COOING sounds and soft licks woke Thomas from his slumber. Head stirring, he looked down and saw his attendant cockslaves from the night before—Hayley, Roxanne, and Vienna—sliding their tongues up and down his shaft and taking his heavy balls into their mouths. 

This was, ever since The Event, what he had instead of an alarm clock. 

Roxanne took the lead, her oral fixation in full effect. She was a brunette with fat, milk-heavy tits, shortest of all his slaves, pale and gently toned. She had been on the cheerleading team at his local high school once upon a time. She suckled and nursed on Thomas’s thick cock, taking in the brunt of his streaming precum while he sat up slowly, dragging the girls with his moving pelvis.

He was strong enough to move them however he wanted with whatever part of his body. An Alpha Male ought to be.

On Roxanne’s right was Hayley, gently and insistently sucking her Master’s balls. A petite blonde only a few inches taller than Roxanne, with the smallest tits of his entire harem, Hayley nonetheless had a very special place in Thomas’s heart for her undying love of all things anal. Most girls today were obsessed with getting bred—and Hayley loved that too—but Hayley in particularly knew the value of a good assfuck. He found her when he raided the cheerleading locker room of the high school, the same place where he found Roxanne.

Vienna—dark-skinned and lusciously built, her tits enormous and her body long and luxuriously built—directed traffic, guiding mouths this way and that and letting Roxanne know when she was hogging the source of all their feminine pleasures. The smartest of the three down there, somehow she managed to keep enough of her brainpower to still do more than just basic math and reading—so long as she had recently cum, anyway. If she needed to fuck, if her aching female need to breed was in charge of her brain, then all those smarts got used purely for having Thomas’s dick inside of her. 

She was just a girl, after all; it wasn’t like anyone expected her to do astronomy.

Vienna—like Roxanne, like Hayley—belonged completely to Thomas. Most men couldn’t handle more than four cockslaves in the new, Post-Event World. Thomas had five and lately his balls had been aching to breed another. 

He couldn't get around the notion that that was what he Fucking Deserved. 

Those words—like that, “What I Fucking Deserve”—rang out in his head constantly. It was a hot refrain from his slaves, moaning into his ear while he spray-painted their fertile wombs with seed.

From the kitchen, he could smell the delicious work of his girlfriend, Belle, who had most likely gotten up from bed two hours before to prepare breakfast for her Man and his other cockslaves. Even with her heavily-lactating tits, it took a little while to prepare all the milk needed to feed a whole household. 

Her milk went into all their food.

“Ready, Roxanne?” Thomas asked. “I’m not gonna hold back.”

Roxanne doubled-down and moaned affirmatively, sliding her lips further down his shaft, tightening her esophagus across the enormity of his rod. He unleashed, dumping ounce after ounce of heavy cum into her belly, his balls pulsing in Vienna’s and Hayley’s mouths. Roxanne worked valiantly for several seconds, nearly ten, but eventually she had to tap out and Hayley took her load, and then Vienna. Thomas could cum almost on command, and he could do it for as long as he liked—the steady supply of hot, fresh milk from his slaves ensured that he was always virile and ready. 

Their milk had made him stronger, bigger, faster than what he once had been—and it made him more virile as well. 

His girls couldn’t go for more than seven or eight hours without an honest taste of cock; if they went as long as twenty-four hours without cum, they’d start to go insane. Scientists had done experiments, trapping girls in rooms. It didn’t end pretty—fountains of tears, tearing out hair, lactation drying out to dust, bodies shaking and trembling, heart palpitations— but a shot of cum always seemed to fix them up just right in seconds. 

Thomas watched the news every night, trying to make sense of this new world, exclusively with a lucky cockslave’s mouth attached to his cock. Like with most everything, the slaves drew lots for the prize of being his attendant, unless he showed a preference—which he did more often than not, usually for Belle.

This had all been about Belle, after all. He Belonged With Her.

It had been just three months since The Event, and the world had tried to right itself as much as it could. It was a man’s world now—built for men and what men deserved. Thomas knew instinctively that this was how it was supposed to be. He didn’t know if that instinct was always his instinct, or some new part of him, like all his muscles and his constant need to impregnate hot young cunts. 

Most of the time, he didn’t give a fuck. 

He stood up and got in the shower, turning on the water. It was one of the newer models; Thomas made good money at his software engineering firm. These models accommodated the lifestyle of the modern family—one man and multiple women. So, the shower was extra-wide, with multiple showerheads. The floor was anti-slippery, extra-grippy, so that any manner of hot, hard fucking positions could be taken no matter how much water or other fluids filled the floor. 

Thomas entered the shower and held up his hands, waiting, as Vienna turned on the water and Hayley and Roxanne gleefully began washing him with soap. He hardly went anywhere without his slaves following him. Vienna dropped to her knees—she had won the drawing that morning, apparently—and dutifully sucked off her Master while the other slaves soaped him down. The soap dripped over her face and tits, making her even slicker than usual as she served him, wet tits urging against his knees and thighs.

When the shower was done, he emptied just a bit of cum into Vienna’s mouth and then twice as much all over her dark tits, watching with his cock twitching as she rubbed it into her skin. All day long, she would feel cleaner than the other slaves—and only for that reason, that she had been showered in her Master’s seed.

Thomas stepped out of the shower and held up his arms again, waiting for his girls to dry him with their hair. Their thick, gorgeous manes—each of them stretching down past their asses—were absorbent, shiny, and brilliantly lustrous. Sometimes for kicks he had them cut their hair in the night, just for a little variety in the before-bedtime fuck, but it was always grown back by morning. 

Their milk was powerful like that.

“Baby?” came Belle’s voice. “It’s nearly seven forty-five, just so you know. Breakfast is ready whenever you are.”

She was visible in the doorway, standing on tall six-inch platinum heels, her body decorated in bright red lingerie. Gloves on her hands, an apron over the swell of her massive tits, a sparkling collar signifying her status as his top girl on her neck. 

His heart thumped just looking at her. Dark-hair, sea green eyes, a killer smile, and a body effortlessly toned by yoga that she did all day long, waiting for his return home, with her fingers constantly attending her clit. She had been fucking gorgeous beyond belief before The Event, an aspiring model who had lived across the street from Thomas. Now, she was a young Goddess, and Thomas owned her completely. 

He’d wanted her—and he’d taken her. Simple as that. This was how the world had become.

Those first few days of The Event had been ugly and decisive. He had been forced—by instinct or his own need to show his dominance—to utterly clear out the block of any other males. He had killed them or driven them away. 

Now, the building he lived in was owned entirely by him, all other males cleared out. If one tried to move closer than the block that he owned, there would be a confrontation—and Thomas had no intention of letting any other man get close to his females again. 

Especially not His Belle.

Thomas’s first slave had been Roxanne, a neighbor, and then Vienna, a delivery girl. Between the milk of the two of them, he had grown thick and strong. All his life he had been a scrawny, underweight nerd, looking longingly at the kinds of pin-up doll girls that seemed to gravitate toward the musclebound hunks in the gym. He tried, but he just couldn’t put on muscle. Whenever he tried to work on a six-pack, hundreds of crunches and leg lifts, he just ended up with a stomach ache. 

Now, he was just past seven feet tall, his body tipping three-fifty on the scale, and every part of him as hard as stone. Last week he had bench pressed a truck just for fun while Belle obediently sucked his cock. Vienna and Hayley spotted him, not that he needed it. His girls were strong too, though their bodies didn’t show it. They had to be strong to keep up with his virulent, furious fucking. 

Women, on the whole, though, were weaker, dumber, sillier, and more sex-obsessed than their male counterparts. That’s why today was going to be so strange. The corporate heads of an investor group, Spartan International, were sending in a consultant to see if they wanted to invest their millions into Thomas’s small software engineering firm. 

It was great news...except the consultant, according to all the news he had heard, would be a woman. And he was explicitly told not to fuck her.

“You look worried, darling,” said Belle, sliding her gloved arms around her Man's freshly-dried body for a long, sensuous kiss. Her lips tasted like powdered sugar; she smelled like mango. “Is everything all right?”

“There’s that new investor coming in today,” he told Belle. “Rumor mill says its a woman.”

“A...woman?” Belle shook her head. This did not compute. “So you’ll have a new cockslave?” 

Her expression brightened slightly, imagining her Man fucking a new woman. She knew he deserved variety; that’s why she was so happy when he bought her new outfits. The man who had taken over the lingerie companies was a billionaire several times over. Women constantly needed to decorate themselves for their Men.

“No, it’s different than that. It’s...never mind.” He smiled, kissing her briefly on the head. “I’ll take care of it.”

She looked up at him with perfect, endless trust, squeezing her sumptuous tits together in her tiny lace bra and apron. “You always do. You’re such a good Man.”

Three months ago, she had screamed at him, terrified, while he tossed her old boyfriend out of her thirtieth-story condo. It had only taken a day before she thanked him for it. And a day after that, she had forgotten it entirely unless he really pressed her—unless he wanted to hear her thank him for it again. Thomas had something of an ego, but there was nothing to stop him, and everything to reinforce it. His actions had delivered him everything he’d ever wanted. 

He walked into the breakfast nook and began to eat the elaborate breakfast Belle had prepared for him—pancakes, bacon, eggs, freshly cut fruit, coffee, and plenty of butter—all the dairy supplied by Belle and the other slaves. As he ate, Belle dropped to her stocking-clad knees and received her own breakfast from her Master’s cock.

This was a brand new world, and Thomas rather loved it. 

* * * * * 
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VIENNA DROVE HIM AND his girls to work, leaving Belle behind for her yoga and endless cycles of masturbation and worship of his image, posted in a small altar in the condo. The office was just a block away, but having a girl that could actually operate a vehicle for longer than ten seconds at a time was something of a novelty, and Thomas liked to show off his little secretary fuckpet’s tricks when he had the chance. 

In general, he liked Showing His Girls Off. He felt like he Deserved It.

Outside, the sky was bright, happy pink and the air smelled like sweet bubblegum and strawberries, a distinct change from the last week when it had been more like kiwis and coconut. Always the scents of the world were changing, and there were slight little variations in the girls when these changes occurred. One week, Roxanne had spoken with a French accent. Another, Hayley had a long pink streak in her hair. It was like The Event—whatever it was—wanted to keep the cockslaves of the world fresh and interesting so that they would keep being bred by the men who owned them. 

In the back seat of his sedan, Roxanne and Hayley took turns giggling and stroking their Master’s cock. Precum and cum was a constant in his life, always flowing down the massiveness of his shaft. It was difficult to even imagine a time when he hadn't been at least partly hard.

Right now was actually a rare time for Thomas in that none of his little fucksluts were visibly pregnant. Vienna was expecting, though she wasn’t showing yet; he could smell it on her. But Hayley and Roxanne had delivered twins just weeks ago and Belle had provided him with quadruplets—that’s why she was his girlfriend and not just a cockslave—a little under a month before. 

Looking at their bodies, so tight and toned, someone from before The Event never would have guessed that these women had enjoyed multiple pregnancies. Giving birth had transformed into a near-religious experience, laced with sensational pleasure from the body’s overdrive of chemical reinforcement that the woman was doing a good girl duty. Pain in the process was essentially forgotten. Any weight gain disappeared in less than a day, the body entirely repaired and actually more youthful and healthy than ever. Breeding was the biological imperative—and the new biology worked like hell to reinforce this.

The children were taken by the new Department of Child Care, which employed almost a quarter of the country’s population. There was no time for a Man to raise children; Men had to rebuild society, after all, and they were being paid for their services with plenty of women. 

His girls cried for about two hours after they had to give up the little ones, but a good shot of cum had them forget all about those unneeded responsibilities. He promised them—all of them—that he would give them the babies they deserved to raise later on, when he was more established in the world. They daydreamed constantly about being Mommies together. If they ever had the brain power put together to start conversations with each other that weren't about Thomas's cock, they talked exclusively about how wonderful it would be to be a Mommy.

Streets were mostly empty; men had become cavemen in some ways, not wanting to leave the house very often. Most had their work located very near to where they lived. Factories were rapidly becoming automated as a result, left in the hands of one, maybe two men (provided they got along very well and there was plenty of bimbo pussy to go around). 

His office was a small two-story building on the corner across from a coffee shop owned by a Two-Girl man, rather lower on the new social totem pole than Thomas was. Thomas was even pretty sure that there was another girl working at the coffee shop who was owned by another man, sent there to collect paychecks for waitressing—the kind of indignity that Thomas refused to suffer. When he’d wanted a new girl, he simply took her from another man and dared the man to try and stop him.

That was how he obtained Ina, the office intern—dark-haired and blue-eyed, she was like a shorter, bustier copy of Belle for Thomas’s office use, which he rather enjoyed. 

Ina was employed completely legally, but all this meant was that he didn’t have to pay her a thing except to give her health care and lodging. Her previous owner had taken Thomas’s thievery of her utterly lying down—Thomas, even in this new world, cut an imposing figure among other males. From time to time, he thought that no other man could match him, that his need to grow his harem would never end. 

That He Deserved Anything He Ever Wanted.

Health care for Ina was easy enough—a shot of his cum cured every ailment known to man, and the milk from his other girls gave Ina plenty enough to eat. As for lodging—he gave Ina the offices to live in until she proved himself worthy to take home. In the meantime, she cleaned all night, leaving the office sparkling—actually sparkling—and shining when he arrived in the morning. 

She was on her knees as he entered the building, head touching the ground. She wore a slinky white dress that her tits mostly spilled out from, a healthy puddle of milk beneath her. If no one cleaned the milk, it would evaporate after an hour or so, leaving the surface beneath it shinier and the air smelling like fresh fruit. A combination of milk and pussy juice was what she used to clean the office; it always smelled like her.

Vienna walked next to Thomas, sliding her ass against his hips, urging him to grab her between the cheeks and lift her in the air—which he did, just for a bit. All his girls were dressed in professional attire—tiny micro-mini skirts, daringly short jackets, and tight sheer silk blouses that displayed their bouncing cleavage and the ornate jewelry he decorated them with. 

Stockings were the name of the game for Thomas on most days, and each of his girls dressed to impress—Vienna going with daring, if predictable, fishnets, which looked Hayleyr on her long dark gams. Hayley’s were bright white and had cheery little yellow birds floating around them. Roxanne’s were smoky and dark, hot red hearts trailing down the sides. Ina hadn’t yet earned the right to wear stockings, but the dark brown skin she sported—a gift from her Middle Eastern heritage—made the long amount of leg she showed to be silky and smooth and utterly inviting. 

Just half a year before, Thomas would have eaten from a garbage can to simply talk with a beauty like Ina for five minutes. Now, she patiently crawled after him and his attendant fuckslaves, whimpering, silently wishing to even be able to suck on the finger of her Master while his other girls worshiped his cock. 

It was a good life. He smiled, sliding his finger into Vienna’s pussy from behind, just for fun. She was slick there, and ready, moaning softly at his entrance and staring up at him with the sudden and irresistible need for more written all over her beautiful face.

Over the past two months—after the initial month of furious fucking and breeding and fucking and breeding again, losing himself in the sweet perfect cunt of Belle, who he had lusted after so hard—Thomas had made an instant fortune with his software engineering skills. It turned out that it was rather easy to make himself work at what he was good at so long as he was being blown regularly and could go home to a freshly-cooked meal from his darling girl. 

He had designed an app, HaremTracker, that let the professional man-on-the-go know what his slaves were up to at any given time. A harem was a responsibility—were his girls hungry? Thirsty? In need of a good cum? When was the last time they had milked? How long had they been pregnant, and when would they need to be pregnant again? 

These were a lot of questions, a lot of potential problems to keep track of for a man who mostly just wanted to breed and fuck and be sucked all day long. But if he didn’t take care of these questions, then his girls would suffer, and that would make him a poor example of a Man. 

So—Thomas’s app made all of that automated. Alerts sounded when a girl needed a fresh dose of cum down her throat, or if she was in need of a good pregnancy to keep her docile and her thoughts muted and feminine. There were biological timers to all of this, and Thomas had contacts in the academic world who delivered him regular updates on biology, physiology, and psychology so he could keep his app up-to-date.

The irony was, of course, that between Belle and Vienna, Thomas didn’t really need the app for himself. Those two had enough brains to operate as cooperating harem managers, taking good care of the otherwise brainless-but-gorgeous Roxanne, Hayley, and Ina.

He powered through his office, leaping up the stairs to the second floor, enjoying the whimpering moans of the girls as he left their sight for thirty seconds and entered his office. By the time they had caught up with him, his pants were down around his ankles and he was sat down at his massive desk—it needed to be massive and strong to both allow for multiple girls to sit underneath and for all the fucking he needed to do on top of it—ready to be served. 

Roxanne got the morning’s first service; it was only fair. She lubed his cock up nicely for when Hayley finally had her round, and he usually preferred anal sometime in the afternoon. Vienna normally got her fuck later in the afternoon, after his late lunch, and Ina was lucky if she was fucked at all—which she knew very well. Her entire body language had been stripped of its vocabulary except for one word—“pleading.”

Vienna held a tablet in her hand, swiping slowly. Thomas raised an eyebrow, watching her gorgeous face absorb the light there. She was intelligent, but even she was distracted by pretty sparkles on electronic screens. Would he have to discipline her?

No. She actually had something to tell him. “Your one o’clock has changed the appointment, Master.”

“The consultant?” He raised an eyebrow. “She canceled? On me?”

“No, Sir. She’s coming early. In fact...” There was the sound of a car outside. “...I think she’s just pulled up now.”

* * * * * 
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THE SECOND MIA ALVAREZ walked into his office, Thomas’s cock grew as hard as it had ever been. 

Vienna was on her knees, next to him, stroking him with a soft, quiet smile on her face. He chose Vienna for this duty because he assumed, rightfully so, that both Roxanne and Hayley were a little too brainlessly enthusiastic for to be present and attending his hard-on needs during the needed nuances of a business meeting. He wanted someone who could still listen and offer the occasional advice while slurping up the hot endless loads of his cum; Vienna could do that for at least ninety minutes. 

He had timed her in the past.

Mia—striding in to his office with a haughty, arrogant attitude—was the single most gorgeous beauty he’d ever seen—more gorgeous, indeed, than Belle, who he had obsessed over for months because he’d believed her to be the most beautiful girl around. 

That was always the purpose behind obsessing over Belle; that’s how he knew his love for her had been so true. In the time before The Event, he hadn’t obsessed over any other girl in his life, hadn’t wanted to fuck and own and breed any other girl he’d come across. Oh no, not at all—he’d wanted Belle and Belle alone. 

When The Event happened, when everything had changed, that was when Thomas knew that what he wanted and what he could have were one and the same—and what he deserved was not only Belle’s willingness, but her complete and utter devotion. 

Everything about this Mia Alvarez spoke of poise, elegance, grace, and class. She was a diamond in a sea of diamonds—an elegant, almost royal beauty in an ocean of openly libidinous sluts and whores. She wore a dark business suit, tight and hugging her form, her breasts a modest 36C—the smallest tits Thomas had seen in months—but her hair was lustrous and black, shining black, her eyes a sparkling, cerulean blue. 

It was her face where she really stood out, where her singular attractiveness was driven completely home, though. She was an angel on earth—her luscious hair perfectly framing her high cheekbones, that elegant tilt of her chin, those pouty, puffy lips so perfectly designed for sucking and adoring cock. Thomas wanted to fuck her brains out immediately—Five-Girl Harem Man or no, he’d kick someone out to the fucking curb to have Mia. 

Sorry-not-sorry, Ina. Last-in, first-out. 

As a Man, he deserved what was best in life, and any woman he had knew the consequences if he found someone better. 

This was the New Law, the Unwritten Rule of the Land. What a Man wanted was the end of any discussion with a girl. She didn’t have a say. She was lucky she had a Man at all. If he threw out Ina, she’d probably stay next to the office, starving herself and begging to be let back in until some lucky chap happened by and picked her up. 

His cock twitched at the notion, at making a woman that desperate. 
Mia’s heels were tall and black, the bottoms a deep blood red. She stood on them effortlessly, like she walked on air. Her hips were wide and showcased, in her tight pencil skirt, the kind of unimaginable fertility that Thomas never would have thought possible before The Event. 
“You’re hot as fuck. You’re who they sent?” He shook his head. “Come here and suck my cock, babe. Just give me whatever documents you have to sign, I’ll do it if it means I can drill you silly.”

Mia looked at him coolly, not moving from where she stood. She licked her lips slowly, clearly enjoying what it was doing to Thomas. Vienna could feel his excitement and stroked him more urgently. His cock strained out against the air, pure hardness. Precum spurted wildly. 

Vienna wanted him to fuck Mia too. She always wanted her Master's cock wet inside some girl whenever he felt like it.

“I am the property of Spartan International,” said Mia coolly, “and that means I am not to be fucked by the likes of you.”

“Says who?”

“Says the millions of dollars at stake for this investment, unless you want to throw that away?” She raised an eyebrow, taking out a box of breath mints from her small purse. “I thought not.”

“I’m going to explain some ground rules for you to follow,” she said, shaking the box of breath mints and taking one into her luscious mouth. His cock spurted out a heavy jet of cum, watching her tongue and lips move in that heated, consuming motion like that. “To make this process a little easier.”

“Is the first rule that you suck my fucking cock whenever I say, girl? Because that’s what I say it is.”

She smiled softly. “The first rule is that you can’t order me around. I’m more than spoken for—I’m unaffected. This is just how my body is naturally. The Event didn’t process me. I was hired as a consultant to see what your level of self-control is. So, if you try to fuck me—if you try anything with me that you shouldn’t—then I’ll report back on you, and it will go poorly.”

Unaffected.

The word barely made any sense to him. No one was unaffected by The Event. Especially not women. 

Especially not fucking hot women like Mia. He could feel his anger mounting. There wasn't a real solid time in his memory when a woman had denied him.

“Why the fuck do you care if I have any self-control? You’re fucking investing in my program, not me.”

Her strut was like angels singing. She sat down on the chair in front of Thomas and slowly crossed her legs. Vienna jerked him harder, his cum spilling out, splashing audibly on the floor. Vienna gasped and moaned. Mia didn’t seem to care, taking another mint from her pristine leather purse. It looked expensive. This was a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

“Because men who are given a lot of money make stupid decisions. And you already have five girls in your Harem. That’s two more than the average. It’s perfectly possible that you’re simply more...masculine...than the average.” Her tongue ran over her lips. Such a tease. “Or it could mean that you’re wanting to be more masculine than the average. Until we know for certain, we cannot make any assumptions. There is a lot of money at stake.”

This was insanity. He wanted to fuck her. He should fuck her. But she was fucking owned by the people who could make him a star in this new world if he didn’t fuck her. 

That she had told him not to fuck her hadn’t really processed fully in his mind. The male mind, changed by The Event, had a lot of work-arounds in that area; consent was hard to argue over when every man could smell the insane, hot needy arousal coming from a woman’s cunt when he was near. Biology was king, and consent took too fucking long. A formality for a foregone conclusion. Actually hearing a woman outright tell him “no” was like alien heiroglyphics, and Thomas had to take time to think it through.

“...fine,” Thomas gritted his teeth. Vienna gasped in small surprise, gulping when her Master glared at her. She had never seen him this angry...or turned on. Her hand, so small compared to his massiveness, so obedient, continued to stroke. “What do you want from me, then?”

“My employers want my report on your normal business day. So, I’ll be observing you as you work.”
“If you stay in here, looking like you do, I’m not going to get a hell of a lot of work done.”
Smiling sultrily, she adjusted her jacket, unbuttoning another button to show off the incredible expanse of her tanned cleavage, and then crossed her legs the other way. Her blouse was pale blue and fine silk. He wanted to know if her panties matched. “Why do you think they sent me? They didn’t have to send a dark-haired, bright-eyed girl, Thomas. My company knows about you. They know what you like. They want to see how you deal with temptation.”

She stood up—hinging at the waist as she did, stretching elaborately so he could see her dynamite shape in her tight suit and all the way down her valley of cleavage. Then she walked around to his side, smiling curtly at Vienna on her knees, slobbering intently over her Master’s jetting fountain of cum. Vienna’s tits were leaking hot milk, her outfit utterly covered in sexual fluids. 

“Now, don’t worry,” said Mia, pushing on his massive shoulder and whispering in his ear. Her nipples traced down his iron bicep. “I won’t interfere. I won’t be right over your shoulder, pressing against you, cooing in your ear, urging you to fuck some slut’s mouth instead of working.”

Thomas resisted the urge to groan, to take this woman and force his cock down her beautiful throat until she was begging to call him Master.

He was a Man. He had willpower. He could show them.

“No,” said Mia, pushing off and letting him look at her fantastic ass in that clingy skirt once again. “I’ll be around the office, seeing what goes on, taking notes...occasionally dropping in to see what you’ve accomplished for the day. I believe you have an update for the app planned by the end of day? You’ll have to show me what it entails.”
“Vienna will give you the details,” said Thomas. 
“Wonderful.”

Mia strutted back to the door of his office, turning and smiling briefly as Thomas continued to cum all over Vienna's hands, watching that beautiful ass sway, before exiting.

Immediately, Thomas picked up his phone. He needed a nuclear option if he was going to deal with this arousal.

“Belle,” he growled into the phone, “get the fuck over here, right now. Dress hot for Master.”

Of course, his good little girlfriend fuckdoll was going to obey.

* * * * *
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HIS CLEAREST MOMENTS were when he fucked Belle. Something about her pristine, pure pussy in particular made him feel more like he did before The Event than anything or anyone else. Regular cumming—being jerked off by one of the other cockslaves, doing anal, receiving a blowjob—just didn’t do the trick. It was cumming in a pussy that calmed him the most, and cumming in Belle’s pussy calmed him more than any other. 

Belle didn’t disappoint. In less than five minutes, she had arrived, dressing in what was—even Thomas had to admit, who had seen Belle in every kind of outfit imaginable—her absolute sexiest look. Her peerless, tit-heavy form was encased in a tiny blue dress with a thin keyhole to expose her cleavage. The dress was backless, held up by a thin strap around her neck. Her boots were thigh-high, skintight, and smoky black. The heels were several inches high, highlighting the marvel of her ass and the insane length of her legs. 

Upon entering the building, she rushed upstairs to his office and immediately ran to him, easily balancing despite her precarious heels. He had sent Vienna away, building up his cum reserve to empty only in Belle. Every so often, he would catch a glimpse through the glass walls of his office of Mia walking around the floor below, and his cock would harden and spill out hot spurts of precum reflexively. 

Belle slipped up against her Man, a sympathetic look on her gorgeous face, eyes sparkling and green.

“You needed me, baby?” she asked, her voice low and sexy. 

“Yes,” he said. 

His voice was low and rough. He didn't have the mindset to play games with her. Immediately he kissed her, grabbing her tiny waist and pulling against her back. Her lithe, tall body crushed against his, so small compared to him, giant tits on her small frame crushing and already wet with aroused lactation.

“I saw her downstairs,” said Belle, gnawing at his chin. “Taking notes on Hayley and Ina as they were filing and fingering themselves. Oh baby, I’m so sorry. You can’t fuck her?”

Thomas nodded, his arousal so heavy now that his tongue felt thick; he couldn’t speak properly, words  and thoughts slurring together. His body was covered in sweat, and his cock was hard enough to break through the wall.

“Bend the fuck over.” 

He grabbed her, not waiting for her to comply, pushing her across his desk and lifting her dress up. She wore panties, but they were lace, easily torn aside, only there to announce her entire body as a decoration, like all of her outfit. 

Belle bent over on the desk, spreading her legs wide. “If you don’t look at my face, you can pretend I’m her, I’m pretty sure.” She flipped the long mane of her hair, covering herself just to help him. “My poor darling Man. I want to be just what you need.”

Fuck, she was so perfect. So giving and pure. He loved her. 

He approached, sliding needy hands up and down his girlfriend’s slender, tight body. She was right—with that thick mass of dark hair and that perfectly slender, tanned, toned body, he could pretend she was just Mia. Belle's tits were bigger than Mia's, and Mia was a little bigger than Belle—taller, thicker in the hips but still tight, toned, and tiny—but otherwise the two could be sisters.

Fingers sliding against Belle's pussy, he felt how wet she was. How ready. She was his little fuckdoll and she was always ready to be fucked furious by her Perfect Man. His cock traced the shape of her pussy just for a moment, taking in this moment, fingers pushing into the perfectly tanned shape of her impeccable ass. Groaning, his grip slid around her hips—those fertile, child-bearing hips, giving him so much control over her entire body. 

“Fucking bitch,” he grunted, pushing his turgid cockhead into Belle’s waiting, needy tight cunt. “Fucking deny me.”

He slid in easily, all the way to the hilt of his shaft, balls slapping hard against her underside. He felt a tremor of lust and pleasure from Belle—immediately orgasming, right away, just from his entrance. That's how a good girl acted for her Master.

“I sh-shouldn’t have!” Belle moaned. “You’re so right! I should have dropped to my knees right away!”

“Yeah,” he said. “You should have been my fucking bitch right away. Shouldn't you?”

“Yes!” she moaned. “Say my name! Tell me I belong to you!”

His grip tightened on her hips, ramming himself into her as hard as he could. He wouldn't last long. Belle was too hot for that, and right now, he was too fucking turned on. Mia had his mind utterly warped.

“Yeah, Mia,” he grunted, carried away with how dirty this was. How insanely hot that Belle was so willing to just pretend to be another girl for her Man. “You belong to me, Mia. I'll fuck you whenever I like.”

“Yes! Yes, Daddy! Oh, Master! Master! Thomas! Fuck me! Fuck me harder than You've ever fucked Belle!”

Shit, that was hot. Getting so into it that she wanted him to fuck “her” harder than he had ever fucked her. What a perfect pet. What a good girl. His cock drove harder and harder into Belle's virgin-tight pussy, precum leaking out from him and pouring down from her entrance, overloading her capacity to hold him inside. 

“You'll be my first fuck,” she groaned. “I'll have my first babies from You. They'll be so perfect. I need your babies inside my hot little Mia-pussy, oh Daddy, oh baby, please. Please cum inside me!”

There was no containing himself. He turned his gaze away from Belle just for a moment, trying to last a little bit longer—her hair and her toned back were so sexy and perfect to him—but he looked downstairs and saw Mia sneering at Ina. 

The look on her face—so haughty and superior, so effortlessly sexy despite being so clearly cruel—was enough to break him in half. 

Thrusting rapidly, pistoning inside his girlfriend, Thomas exploded, his cum shooting out hard and filling up Belle's womb instantly. She screamed with pleasure, cumming repeatedly as his hot, hard shots powered against her g-spot over and over, fucking her just right. Her legs flailed, her back contorting in beautiful, gymnast-worthy shapes, before finally she powered down onto the desk, clearly exhausted from his overpowering strength.

And, like always, slowly his mind returned to him. 

And not just his regular, base-aroused mind, the mind that only needed to cum soon and not immediately. But rather, the closest that his mind had to the Pre-Event mind, the old Thomas, the deep thinker, the introvert, the man who had started all this insanity. 

The Event. It was all his doing.

It was a truth that he covered up from time to time, and other times he reveled. But right then, he knew it was true—knew that all of this was his doing—and he wasn’t sure how he felt about it. 

It was Mia’s fault, he realized. Or, not her fault, but her presence. Somehow, before she showed up, it had seemed more okay, what he was doing, when every girl around needed his cock. If there were girls who didn’t need his cock, though, didn’t need a cock at all—maybe then, somehow, what he was doing could be wrong. 

Maybe he shouldn’t have a harem. Maybe he shouldn’t have Belle. 

He stroked his love’s face, sliding down to the ground with her and burying her beautiful nose and mouth in the massive muscles of his chest. Her tiny body fit perfectly in his lap, and even though she was drowsy and half-asleep, she still absentmindedly stroked his cock, the most perfect of all his girls at giving him a handjob. His cock, half-hard, responded to her touch automatically. 

Maybe it was all a mistake, what he’d done. Maybe he never should have acted at all.

“Belle, I have something to tell you,” he said. “It’s pretty big.”

She happily stroked his cock, staring up at him with her big green eyes, letting him know that her attention was on him and him alone. 

“I’m listening, baby. You can tell me anything. Anything.” She meant it, he could tell. After the fuck he gave her, there was no way she would be able to deny him even the largest of requests—not that she could in the first place. 

“I want you to think for me.”

She giggled, clearly thinking he was joking. Then, her smile faded once she saw how serious he was. She took a moment, focusing, eyes narrowing. 

“Of course, Master. What do you want me to think about?”

“Do you remember The Event? Do you remember that happening?”

She frowned, clearly trying to think. 

“I..it hurts, baby. Can’t I just—”

He shook her, a little rough. “I said, think. What do you remember?”

She swallowed. “Well. I was...different. Like, more smarter? And I had...littler titties.” Her hand wrapped around his cock tighter, for comfort, testing him—was it all right? When he didn’t protest, she stroked a little faster, holding him for security. “And my hair was shorter. I was still really pretty, though. Like, men paid to see how pretty I was. And I wasn’t with you, for some dumb reason. There was...a guy?”

“I killed him.”
Belle stroked him harder, smiling now. “I remember. Yes. Thank you. He wasn’t you, and he wanted to own me, so he was wrong. It was right for you to do that.”
He could have let her stroke him all day, saying that over and over. The vindication of that, her gorgeous face telling him he was so, so right to commit murder to own her body. But he didn’t want his arousal to get out of control, not yet. 

He had a point he was trying to get to.

“You remember the sky, right? The sky turned pink?”

“The sky is pink, Master.” She giggled. “Don’t be silly.”

“Right, but it used to be blue, remember? Sometimes white or gray, but usually blue.”

Belle swallowed. “Oh. Yes. It’s...um, weird? To think of that. It’s so...unnatural.”

“I did that, Belle. I changed the color of the sky. I made it all happen. I turned you into the bimbo you are now.”

“You...you did?” she licked her lips. 

“I wanted to fuck you so badly,” he explained. “Every night, I went to bed, jerking off and thinking about you.”
She raised an eyebrow, clearly confused. 
“Jerking off. It’s like...like a handjob that I would do to myself.”

“Like...in Hayley’s face?”

“I didn’t have Hayley, then.”

“Oh. Who did you have?”

“No one. It was just me.”

“Ju-just...” she shook her head, eyes full of terror. She started stroking him harder. Thick jets of precum landed against her tits; he was getting harder and more aroused by the second. He needed to talk fast. “Oh, my poor darling. How could you live?”

“I was very lonely, Belle.” He stroked her head, smiling gently. “Very lonely. All I wanted was you. You were the most perfect woman in the world to me. I wanted to fuck you more than I wanted anything else. So I started doing research. Lots and lots of research into every sort of thing. Into the supernatural. Into the occult. That’s like...ghosts and demons and the like.”

She nodded. He could see she comprehended at least the basic notion. 

“So I found this book. This very old, very powerful book. It...had all these rituals in it, Belle. And I went through them all, thinking of all the ways I could use them to fuck you. You and you alone. You were the one I wanted.” He leaned forward, kissing her hotly, remembering that spike of loneliness he lived on, and how easy it was now to remedy that. She stared back at him with perfect, mindless love, adoring him completely for being the only Man in her life. “I performed every ritual in there, one right after another. I don’t think I slept for a week. I performed them over and over again—burning things, making small animal sacrifices, cutting myself, drawing in blood and sand and dirt...over and over and over...and then finally, it started.”
“The Event?”
He smiled. That’s why she was his girlfriend, and not just a cockslave. She could put two-and-two together. 

“That’s right. All the girls became big-titted, long-haired, perfect-bodied cockslaves.”

She smiled brightly. His heart ached. “Like me!”

“Like you, that’s right. And all the men became big hulks. It was my doing.”

“It was right for you to do that, Master,” said Belle. “I can remember my old self, my old...guy. I didn’t like all that very much.” She continued stroking him, his cock getting ever harder. “I like my life much better now. I love being yours.”

His cock lurched forward, harder than before, as Belle's strokes became longer and more intimate. He liked hearing that.

“But now,” he said, “I can’t fuck this Mia babe. I need to fuck her, and I fucking can’t. And it’s like...what the fuck did I do it for? Was it all worthless if I couldn’t fuck this chick if I wanted? I mean, shit, I’m strong enough to fuck her, aren’t I?”

With her free hand, she guided his gaze into her eyes, perfectly serious.  “You’re strong enough to do anything, Master. You caused The Event. Think of how strong that makes you.”

She had a point there.

“Maybe,” he said. “But it’s...it's just, how can these people exist, these men in charge of her? How did they figure out how to counteract the effects of what I unleashed? It’s bullshit, is what it is. Right? They shouldn’t be able to do that.”

More precum was spilling out from his cock, soaking her hands and lap. Belle was getting distracted and horny again. She obviously only knew that she was supposed to agree with her Master. “Yes, Sir. It’s such bullshit. They shouldn’t be able to do that.”

Her agreement—even if she barely had a choice in it—made him feel vindicated. Right. Good. 

“I can’t stand for this,” he said. “I won’t. I have to do something.”

Belle's eyes had a wild, aroused glint to them. “What are you going to do, baby?”

“I’m going to fuck her fucking brains out until she tells me what's going on,” he said.

* * * * * 
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THE PLAN WAS VERY SIMPLE. It had to be, as it involved his harem of bimbos, at least three of whom couldn't handle thought processes longer than a few minutes. 

Somehow, Mia resisted his masculinity—his fucking five-harem girl masculinity. He had a few ideas about how she did it, but they were in the background of his mind—loaded down beneath layers and layers of a masculine need to cum, breed, own, and dominate. The thoughts were understood without being known, like the beating of his heart, the impulses of his brain. 

So his plan, in essence, was to show Mia his huge fucking cock until she gave over like every other woman alive. 

Everyone got into position, Belle and Vienna handing out instructions. At the far end of the office, near the copier, Roxanne called Mia over, asking for her opinion on her paper technique. Rolling her eyes, Mia began to strut in that direction, flashing a hot, sultry look up at Thomas, who was coming down the stairs with his pants just barely fitting over his enormous hard-on. The trousers were soaked, his thighs and calves sticky with the juices of the day; a normal feeling. 

Then, Ina popped out from the side hallway, “stumbling” into Mia, who spun around and began walking backwards in those high fucking heels. Mia's expression transferred easily into a sneer, ready to start yelling at Ina while still flawless walking backwards. Thomas felt his cock twitch and pulse forward—he loved that look on her. 

Hayley, already positioned just behind a wall, pushed out her leg directly in Mia's way.

It was a comical, almost cartoonish plan. But it worked. 

Mia tripped over Hayley’s outstretched leg and went flying—her bag sliding overhead, her little container of mints emptying out across the floor and down into an air conditioner vent. Horrified, Mia scrambled after them, trying to pick them up with her delicately manicured nails—but each one tumbled down into the vent, out of reach. 

It was the mints that were important; the thing that Thomas had known without understanding. When he saw her reaction to losing them, Thomas understood. They had been keeping her unaffected, somehow. Some chemical or something. 

Mia stood up, screaming at all of them, ordering the lot to retrieve the mints for her—or retrieve tools so she could retrieve them.

“I said, fucking help me!” her voice began getting desperate. 

Her eyes were wide. She looked up at Thomas, tongue constantly flitting over her lips. She bit her lower lip, half-torn between arousal and desperation. Her hair—so thick and dark, shiny and lustrous, flew in one direction and then the next as she searched for a quick exit.

None of his girls moved to help her. Instead, they gathered around her in a circle, seeming to sense that something very important had changed. That she wasn't quite in charge anymore. 

And Mia recognized it too. She backed up, terror on her face.

Immediately she rushed toward the exit, but Vienna was ahead of her, calmly and smoothly locking the door. The dark beauty flashed a quick wink up to her Master, seeing with heated arousal the thickness of his growing cock. 

“Y-you can't do this,” said Mia, looking up at Thomas. “Y-you have to l-let me go. You have to. There's...the money. You can't walk away from that. They'll take it from you.”

He didn't give a damn about that.

Thomas walked down the stairs all the way, gesturing for Roxanne and Ina to grab Mia. They did, bringing her over to the small lounge area next to the entrance. They positioned Mia on top of a plush, fall-brown ottoman—keeping her posture perfect, even as she was restrained, legs automatically criss-crossing and showing off their graceful curves—with Roxanne restraining her on one arm and Ina the other. 

“I can do whatever I want,” said Thomas. “I'm a Man.”

Belle moaned loudly, pushing up behind her Master. “Yes, you are.”

He could smell his girlfriend's wet cunt; his cock pulsed again.

Thomas smiled, and then snapped his fingers. “Hayley, bend over.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

Immediately, the perky young blonde bent over on the couch in front of him. He was only feet away from Mia, her thick luscious breasts inside that hot tight blouse, that long mane of dark midnight hair stretching all the way past her waist.

With thick fingers, rough hands, he snapped up Hayley's skirt and revealed her pert, perfectly sculpted ass. 

“W-what are you doing?” asked Mia. There was no denying the arousal in her voice, her eyes. Drool began to spill down her lips. His hips pushed hard against Hayley's ass.

“I’m going to show you what I can do. And then you’re going to tell me how much you need my cock for yourself.”

“I'll...I-I'll...never...” she gulped. “...never do that...”

But her voice was weak and getting weaker. Thomas's cock was hard and out of his pants—Belle and Vienna ripping the cloth away and stroking him until he was ready. Furious, hot jets of precum spilled out on Hayley's back, and the giggly little bimbo moaned as he circled her asshole with his enormous cock. 

“Do it, Daddy,” Hayley moaned. “Please? Please fuck my ass?”

Like she had to ask.

Thomas pushed forward into her tightest, most forbidden entrance, already well-lubricated by the immense amount of precum spilled and slathered all over his cock. Hayley groaned like an animal, clenching every part of herself on top of her Master's big, beautiful cock, loving the way he and only he entered her right through her back door. 

On the ottoman, drooling still, Mia's arms twitched, pushed toward her legs. Her thighs. The space between them. But Ina and Roxanne held her firm.

“F-fuck,” she moaned, watching Thomas's giant cock stretch open Hayley. “Fuck, you're so big...”

Her eyes were wide, glazing over, hot rivulets of drool sliding down her chin into her substantial cleavage. Thomas fucked Hayley harder—thrusting faster, deeper, slapping her ass with deep satisfying thwacking sounds and marking the flesh bright red—and was rewarded with Hayley's cries of pleasure and Mia's deep-seated groans of desire. 

“You like that, Mia?” he asked. “You like watching me fuck my bimbo slave's asshole?”

“N-no,” said Mia, trying to resist still. “No...I just...just n-need a mint, that's all. J-just...just gimme my mints...”

“You're not getting a fucking thing until you tell me how much you like—” Thomas shoved himself harder into Hayley's ass, encouraging a hot, spiking orgasm from the over-excited bimbo, “—watching me—” several more hard strokes, “—fuck this bimbo ass!”

He lost himself completely now, utterly decimating the tiny body of Hayley beneath him, fucking her so hard that it looked like he might break her in half. He tugged on her thick blond hair, bending her backwards until her forehead rested beneath his chin. His thick, prominent muscles bulged and tightened, and Vienna and Belle—rubbing so hard on his body in their mindfucked arousal—pulled off his shirt to reveal the chiseled, god-like body beneath. Mia gasped.

“Fuck her!” Belle moaned. “Oh, fuck your little ass-slut, Daddy, please!”

“Yes!” cried Vienna. “Do it! Cum in her ass! Cum in her like no one else can!”

Mia shifted and tugged, pulling her hands in toward her crotch even as Roxanne and Ina held her tight.

“You need that?” he asked Mia, breathing hard. “You need to touch yourself while I cum in this sweet little ass?”

She thrashed and tugged against Ina and Roxanne, desperate, her hands flailing in front of her crotch. A great flush traveled from her face to her cleavage, and every part of her was straining, inhaling his scent, taking in the sight of this perfect display of masculine dominance.

“Y-yes!” she cried finally. “Fuck! Fuck her! Please let me fucking touch myself! Please! Please, fuck her ass please!”

He nodded to Roxanne and Ina, and they let Mia go. As Thomas fucked Hayley still—encouraging another round of writhing, soul-shaking orgasms from his blond little babe, Mia dropped to her knees and fingered her pussy, ripping her tight skirt away, staring up at her new crush with complete abandon.

Thomas wanted to unleash all day in Hayley's tight asshole...but now wasn't the time. With Mia so close to total submission, she was the one he was going to cum in—and she was the one he was going to dominate completely. He shot out a small, adequate load of cum—just a cup or so of hot, spasm-inducing sperm—and slid slowly out of Hayley, letting her collapse to the ground in a heap of purely-fucked pleasure.

Then he turned on Mia, waving his cock in front of her kneeling body, eye-level with her face. Belle stroked him, cleaning his shaft and head with her hands, and soft spurts of cum landed on Mia's knees. She moaned at every new hot touch of his liquid.

Other men would have been lost in pleasure. Their heads returned to them. The plan abandoned by now. Thomas was only getting worked up. 

“They s-said you were sp-special...” she said. “I didn't believe...I should have believed...”

“Special? Special how?”

Her mouth pushed forward, urging for his cock. “So fu-fucking...big...please...”

Vienna slapped her. “Tell him what he wants to know.”

Thomas's cock jetted out another hot load of cum—just barely able to control himself to have it miss Mia's face—at Vienna's initiative. Fuck, he loved her. Behind Mia, Ina and Roxanne knelt down in their tippy-top heels and licked the floor to clean his cum with their tongues. 

“Special!” said Mia. “So fucking masculine. Look at you! You’re a fuck-fu-fucking god! Nobody else can handle five women, not for any length of time. Sometimes men try, but they go crazy or die of exhaustion. Four is the limit. But you’re acting like you’ve barely got one. They needed to know if you were for real. And they needed to know...”

Thomas's cock was growing harder as she spoke, and Mia noticed. Her eyes focused on it, looking more glazed over, her breaths deep and measured. Like she was being hypnotized totally. Her mind was leaving her. 

“Needed to know what?” Thomas insisted. “What were in those mints?”

Her tongue took a long, slow route around her lips, her eyes becoming heavy.

“Sup-pressors?” Her voice was becoming strangely high-pitched and breathy. “To keep me from being all...bimboey and girly. To make me not have so many hornies. They said I was special too. That I was like, the smartest girly girl they’d ever come across. Could read ninth grade level. Do al-ge-bra. But like...your cock...nnnh...said I would just need one mint for the whole day...usually I take one in the morning, one in the evening. I ate...ate thirty while I was here. S-s-so horny...”

His cock was making her dumb. And had been making her dumb. That’s why she was taking so many of her mints—to keep herself smart enough to keep tabs on him, to run her deception. Of course.

“Fucking pricks,” he shook his head. “Think they can fucking control me? I’ll show them.”

He pushed Mia down to the ground, sliding his cock between her tits. Precum emptied his cock, sliding all over her body. Vienna and Belle ripped her clothes off, leaving her gorgeous naked form completely vulnerable beneath him, totally ready for his unstoppable entrance. Right away, from being so close to his cock, from being so covered with his precum, her tits began to grow. 

She nodded eagerly, pulling his enormity between her massively growing titties. “Yeah, fucking show them, baby. Show them what you can do.”

He slapped her gorgeous face. More of a statement than a punishment—it was to grab her attention, not hurt her. Though he knew he could do much, much worse and have her thank him for it. She moaned in pleasure, clearly turned on by being his. 

Belle and Vienna dropped down next to her face, revealing their hot, huge tits, and began squirting out hot, easy milk all over Mia's gorgeous visage. Mia's breasts, already growing at a rapid rate, became even larger. Her torso tighter, more toned, elongated and sexier. Her legs longer, every part of her more toned and tight. 

She had been mind-numbingly gorgeous before. Now she was practically obscene. He took her huge, rippling tits and shoved them onto his huge cock, slowly grinding himself into her body. His massive cockhead pushed against her open, needy lips, her tongue slurping up and down his shaft, taking in hot precum and milk. The nipples of his two slaves competed for real estate, but it was the cock that reigned supreme.

“You’re my property, do you understand? You fucking belong to me. You belong to Thomas Kyle and no one else, Mia.”

“You!” Mia moaned, smiling deliriously around her slurps and long tongue lickings. “You and no one else! I promise, forever!”

“You're supposed to call Him Master, dearie,” said Belle. Her voice matronly, patient.

“You're supposed to call Him Daddy,” said Vienna, more impatient and imperious. 

Both girls turned him the fuck on, encouraging hot loads of precum to explode out from his cock and quickly get swallowed up by Mia's greedy mouth. 

“Yes!” Mia's mouth was sticky with his essence. “Yes, Master! Yes, Daddy!”

He smiled. That fucking made him want to cum even more, hearing her call him that. 

“Yeah, that's it, slave. Beg for my fucking cum.”

“Please!” said Mia, her hands pushing on her tits, sliding over his hands, trying to milk him. “Please give me your cum, Master! Please, Daddy! You're my Daddy, my only Daddy, my only Master, and I need your fucking cum so much! I've never fucked another man. They saved me up, kept me special! They didn't want to ruin me with cum. But I need it! I've need it for so fucking long, Master, please! Please fucking let me have it!”

Thomas's arousal was too much to keep a hold of. He needed to explode. After the afternoon of fucking Belle, and then fucking Hayley's ass, and finally fucking Mia's tits and seeing her transform before his very eyes, he couldn't hold back anymore. 

He emptied himself entirely, a firehose burst of sparkling hot cum jetting all over Mia's face and tits and hair. It slathered all over her body, and as she tasted him, felt him, Mia came beneath him. He could feel her tight young gorgeous body cumming again and again as she felt his orgasm wash over her. 

The other girls—Vienna and Belle and Roxanne and Ina—all leaned over Mia, licking up his cum as fast they could, vibrating softly with hot, center-blooming orgasms as they did. Hayley was still too tired and worn-out to move. 

Even with as fast as the girls licked though, sensually and slowly tongue-fucking Mia's hair and face—the majority of it was absorbed into her body, making her skin and hair appear all the more healthy and shiny. She was a very easy rival for Belle now, and that thought turned Thomas on to no end. He couldn't wait to find out how smart she would be post-transformation. 

It would be fucking hot to have two real girlfriends, and both of them with such gorgeous dark hair, such tight tiny bodies...they could be sisters. 

He could make them think they were sisters. Fuck.

His cock was getting hard again, and he had, without quite realizing it, transitioned down between Mia's legs. Her pussy was pulsing and wet, still in the aftershock of the biggest orgasm-chain of her entire life. 

“Oh fuck?” she said, seeing him raise her legs around his waist. “The-there’s more?”

“You’re not really Master’s slave unless he makes you pregnant,” Belle explained, smiling dreamily. “You do want him to get you pregnant, don’t you?”

Mia nodded, eyes wide. “Yes. Oh fuck yes, please.”

“You’ll be a Mommy, just like I am.” Belle smiled at Thomas’s look of surprise. “From this afternoon. You really filled me up, dear. I’m going to have quadruplets again, I’m almost certain of it. Maybe more.” 

His cock twitched, pushing against Mia's tight young cunt. 

“Mommies,” Mia purred. “Together...” Her eyes sparkled at Thomas. “Please, Daddy?”

And so Thomas entered Mia, her incredible pussy closing tight around his immensity, knowing he was only at the beginning of his ultimate Harem—the countless number of gorgeous girls he deserved worshiping his cock for their whole lives. Mia had only solidified what he Knew He Deserved—Every Fucking Girl He Ever Wanted. 

And god help anyone who stood in his way.

# # #
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Hypno Headset – Bad Girl
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Just a few weeks ago, I was at the top of my class.

Now my Master is on top of me—and god, he’s so fucking good. 

My legs are pinned between his heavy, muscular chest and my precious, perky tits—perfect 36C knockers that feel like they’re getting bigger ever since he started fucking my mind. 

He fucks me on top of his teacher’s desk. All around us are the empty chairs and desks of his classroom. My teeth rake against his chin and I’m whispering how much I fucking love him, because I really do. 

I know I do—because he made me love him. So many people are always questioning whether they’re in love or not. I never do. Master is in charge of my love, in charge of my everything, and he’s brainwashed me into loving him. How lucky is that?

My hands are clasped around his thick neck and I’m begging, moaning, aching for mercy—but he has none. His Cock, filling up my preciously wet barely legal pussy, is all that matters, and both he and I know it. Every stroke that fucks my cunt fucks up my mind even worse. I’m programmed by him to believe that when his thick, gorgeous Cock penetrates my young eighteen year-old pussy, he owns me a little bit more.

Like this:

He thrusts in me, his turgidity pushing directly on my g-spot. I cum—every time he thrusts in me, I cum. 

One thought in my mind drowns out the rest: Owned.

He shoved that thought into my mind, like he shoves his Cock in my cunt. He fucked my mind with that thought, fucked me with it so that I can't experience his Cock without that thought, and now when he fucks my cunt, he fucks my mind too.

He thrusts again, even harder this time. 

Again I cum and think:

Owned.

Thrust.

Owned.

Thrust.

Owned.

He’s in charge of me, and fucking me like this only proves it. 

I’ll do anything he says. I have all the time in the world to serve my Master. 

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS AGO:

I don’t have time for this. 

Mr. Astor has me sitting down in front of him in his class after school—after hours of this interminable day—and he wants me to do this stupid study session with him and it’s only his first day here!

“Chanel.” He’s sitting on the edge of his desk with his arms crossed, looking down at me. “I can tell you don’t want to be here. I understand. But I’m concerned about you.”

He's quite tall and well-built and has dark hair and blue eyes and I’m pretty sure I hate this asshole. I’m a fucking senior at the Luxuria Palaestra and I’m at the top of my class!

And that’s no small feat. This school is located in the most expansive and beautiful portion of the Swiss Alps. It’s an uber-exclusive private school entirely for girls aged eighteen to twenty. School is year-round with strenuous schedules and we fit four years of university education inside those two. 

Each and every girl in attendance—and there’s about forty of us per class—is a dancer, selected for our physical fitness, balance, beauty, and intelligence—not to mention a fantastically thick bankroll (semester tuition runs easily into six figures). We are the cream of the cream, the one percent of the one percent—and I’m at the very top of that pile. 

If he wasn’t so obviously such a nerd, I’d think he wanted to hold me back after class to just ogle me and hit on me. I am wearing some of my absolute tightest yoga pants today—the pink ones with the white stripes on the side.

Everyone I see wants to hit on me. I’m tall, toned, and gorgeous. I’ve got a dancer’s body and grace. Everything I do is infused with natural, God-Given beauty. I walk from class to class and dorm to dorm like I’m God’s Own Gift to the world, and you know what? I probably am. 

Everything here is about me. This is a dancing school—and I crush dancing. I’ve already got offers on lock from companies in New York, Paris, and Moscow. This is a prestigious academic institution—and I crush academics. I could talk to you for hours about Claudius’s motivations in Hamlet or discuss statistical anomalies in voting data from 1964 or theorize about the breakdown of quantum mechanics inside the singularities of black holes. 

And most particularly? Everything about this profession we're going after—dancing—is about aesthetics, and I crush aesthetics. I am aesthetics. I've got high cheekbones, brilliantly sculpted clavicles, a reality-bending jawline, beautifully built breasts, an ass so hard and round it should be illegal, legs that never quit, and bright dark eyes that might as well be concentrated orbs of the universe. 

I'm so. Fucking. Gorgeous. 

I Love it.

So I don't have time for this fucking bozo.

I roll my eyes at him. “There’s nothing to be concerned about.”

“You seem really hostile. May I ask what that’s about?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on,” he says. “I’m genuinely asking. It seems like I’ve made you mad. I can apologize, but not if I don’t know what I’ve done.”

“You’re just up in my business,” I explain. “There’s no reason to keep me here. I’m the smartest girl this school has got and I have been for the last year. You’re here, what? Like a day?”

He nods. “This is my first official day.”

“And you’re already keeping me back? This is ludicrous. I don’t have to be here, you know.”

“I know that. I appreciate that you stayed behind. I’m concerned about you.”

“You keep saying that. What are you concerned about?”

“Well, I looked over your recent work. What you turned in for Ms. Gibbs.”

He’s referring to the previous Literature instructor. She left quite suddenly one weekend. The rumor is that Ms. Lexington, the Headmistress, found her fingering herself stupid in a closet moaning some guy's name. 

The extra rumor—the kind that only I and other select, exclusive people know about—is that she was admitted to a mental institution because she wouldn't stop moaning the guy's name when Ms. Lexington found her.

We all sort of had a crush on Ms. Gibbs—I mean, everyone here is a dancer and there’s no boys for miles, so we all have little crushes on everyone (and everyone especially has crushes on me)—and so I felt bad when I heard about the absence. 

Mr. Astor is the first male teacher this school has had in over a decade. There was a scandal with the last one, of course, and if you ask me, they’re just asking for another scandal by hiring another male teacher again. 

“What about it?”

“It’s littered with errors.” He pulls out a sheet and shows me. “You’ve got syntax problems all the way through. Run-ons. Fragments. I’ve seen your test scores. They don’t reflect this kind of work. I’m worried there’s some larger issue. Or that you might be slipping.”

“Slipping?”

I say the word with sudden, intense dread. 

I’m the Lead Dancer in the Palaestra Group. I’m always on stage first; I take the lead in every production. If I slip—at all—there are fifty-nine girls dying to take my place. I love being above them; I define myself by being above others. I can’t be slipping. 

And yet I look at the paper he hands me and I see right away what he’s talking about. We had been studying Chopin’s The Awakening. My thesis was about how the expression of her sensuality was ultimately what doomed her. But I can barely make heads or tails of what I’ve read, it looks so terrible. There’s all this red pen everywhere. There’s...there’s some kind of scent to the ink...

“Do you see what I mean?” Mr. Astor insists. “All those errors.”

“Errors.” I shake my head. I feel flushed and faint. “I don’t understand.”

“I know we just met, Chanel,” he explains, “but I care about you. I know you want to stay in first.”

I nod. Very much. That’s exactly what I want. I feel heated. My nipples are hardening, probably visible through the slender fabric of my top. I hope he doesn't notice.

“I want to help you with that. Now, this is a little unorthodox...” he reaches under his desk for a pair of headphones. “...but I’ve developed a method that’s had incredible results with students in the past. Of course, there’s never been a student I’ve had as clearly capable as you. So maybe it will do nothing to help. But then again, maybe, because you’re so much smarter than they are...”

“...it will help even more?”

He smiles. “That’s what I was hoping.”

I take the headphones from him. Really, I snatch them. “What do I do? Just listen at home? It’s like...study tapes?”

“Exactly. You listen, and it’s filling in the blanks of grammar for you. All those spaces where you don’t know what to do, or where you feel like you’re guessing, you’ll stop guessing. You’ll know for sure. You’ll be smarter. For the first few times, you should do it here with me, because you shouldn’t have any distractions—at least until we know you’ve really got the technique of active listening down.”

“Active listening?”

He pauses, looking surprised. “Oh. You haven’t heard of active listening?”

“I...” I feel my flush come back. “I...yes. I mean, well...no, but—”

“You’re so intelligent, I thought you would have known it already.”

This is exactly the kind of comment that needles into my brain and makes me feel simultaneously incredibly vulnerable and on-guard and off-balance. In fact...everything he’s said since he brought out this paper has made me feel that way. I look down at the ink again. Locks of my shiny black hair frame my vision. The letters seem to blur. I recognize the content, but the red ink...the ink is all I can see. And there’s that funny smell...

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, Chanel,” he reassures me. “You should never feel ashamed to learn. Learning makes you more powerful.”

I nod. It’s a strange thing to say, but he’s clearly trying to be nice. I want to help him be nice to me; everyone is always so nice to me. I’m so fucking pretty and capable and people fall all over themselves trying to please me and it makes me feel warm and complete inside and man, I’m just feeling extra honest right now...

“Active listening,” he explains, “will be simple for someone like you. You just have to listen as hard as you can. Focus entirely on the headphones, on what they’re transmitting. Don’t allow any distractions. The more you focus, the quicker you’ll learn. Can you do that?”

I nod eagerly. “Yes. Of course I can. This sounds easy.”

“It is in some ways,” he says. “But people do find their minds drifting. If you feel that—that’s bad. That means you have to double down on focusing. All right?”

“Okay.”

“Let’s give it a shot, huh?”

He takes the headphones from my hands and places them over my head. Right away there’s a slow, steady, thumpy beat that powers into my ears. He stands in front of me and says something—I can’t hear him—and then walks away. The lights turn off. The only thing left is a light on his desk, flickering. 

It’s distracting. I’m not supposed to be distracted. I try to tell him, but I can’t even hear my own voice. These headphones cancel out everything. The beat is so thick. Like syrup. My thoughts feel slow and distorted. I’m trying to focus on the voices—there’s so many, so fast, up and down and coagulating like blood cells in my head—but that light on his desk is so...flickery...

And there’s something about the voices that’s off. They’re so breathy. Many voices, all of them girlish. They sound excited. Like, really excited. Pleasured. Orgasmic. 

And they’re saying something like...

Like...

Good grammar is for girls who know better.

That’s something I heard for sure. Which is...odd, right?

Thinking right is speaking right. Writing better is thinking better. 

Yes. Okay.

Good thinking is no thinking at all.

Huh?

No thinking at all.

No, but...

No thinking at all.

But I...

No thinking.

I...

No thinking.

No. 

Thinking.

Thinking?

No.

Thinking.

The lights come on. I adjust to them slowly. When we started, it was light outside. I could see the landscape through the spots in the windows. Now it’s dark. How long has it been?

He’s in front of me, snapping his fingers. He takes the headphones off and cups my chin in one strong hand. 

“You okay, Chanel?”

I giggle slightly and bite my lip. His fingers are so strong on my chin. There’s sticky wetness between my legs. I can smell his musk; he smells like such a man. My parents have been dead for ages, and they were never good enough for me, but looking at him I feel a strong and urgent tie to the word Daddy.

“I...I think so?” I’m shaking my head. I feel good. Like I’m floating. But also confused. 

“It’s been two hours,” he explains. “A good first session.”

“Two hours?” I exclaim. I sit up straight. “That can’t be right. This is crazy. I feel like it’s been two minutes.”

“I know. That means you were able to absorb so much more than most girls do on their first run-through. I’m really impressed with you, Chanel.”

I titter at the compliment. His compliments make me feel airy and happy. He thinks I’m special. 

“I think you could have kept going,” he says. “We maybe could have knocked it out completely. But I was afraid you had somewhere to be.”

“I...” I struggle, trying to think. Then I remember. “I do. Practice. And also my girlfriend...I mean...”

He’s not supposed to know that. We’re not supposed to have any romantic partners at school, let alone lesbian ones. 

He smiles, though, and puts a hand on my shoulder. I giggle again, feeling weak. What’s wrong with me? 

“I won’t tell, all right?” He winks. I feel weaker. He’s so cool. “Our secret, right? You can trust me.”

“I can trust you,” I say without thinking. “Thank you, Mr. Astor.”

“When it’s just us, Chanel? You can call me Marc, all right?”

“Yes, Marc. Thank you, Marc.”

I rush off, thighs still sticky and wet. I hope he doesn’t notice the wet kiss my cunt left on his seat. 

* * * * *
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OUR NEXT SESSION IS at the end of the next day. I’m smiling and sitting up straight this time. Before, I was slumped and brooding. But that was disrespectful. Mr. Astor—Marc—is only trying to help. He’s such a good man. I trust him.

My long legs are placed firm in front of me, my skirt going just halfway down my long thighs. My back, so svelte and tight, is long and tall. My eyes gleam with purpose; my hair is back in a purposeful low, loose pony so that I can put on the headphones without any issues. 

“Chanel, before we even get started, I’d like to say—it’s clear your attitude has turned around. I think you deserve to hear that when your focus is so clear.”

That word, deserve, makes my heart flip something funny. I have to take a second before I answer; my words feel slightly slurry when I do.

“Thank you, Marc. I was really trying to take good notes in class today.”

“I saw that. Did I also see you wearing your headphones in Ms. Radcliffe’s class?”

Ms. Radcliffe teaches calculus. She is—like all the female teachers—a former dancer herself who couldn’t quite make it in the big leagues. The Palaestra only hires former dance teachers because they want to be certain that the ultimate focus is entirely on dancing. 
I know that I made it to practice last night—I must have, or else I would have had a thousand angry texts on my phone. But instead, I got several compliments from our instructor Ms. Goya about what a spectacular, calm grace I displayed. 
The problem is, I barely remember it. I remember leaving the classroom with Marc, and I remember coming home and putting on my headphones for a little extra study time...but in between, there’s hardly anything. 

Just like between my ears. Hardly anything.

“Chanel?”

“Oh.” I smile my best charming smile. “Sorry. Yes. They were on there. I thought that...well, we just had a group project to work on, so I thought I may as well wear them then to get some more studying in. But she said to take them off.”

“I see. It is a school policy, you know.”

“Yes.”

“And it’s important to follow the rules.”

“It’s important to follow the rules.”

I repeat him, emphasizing like that, without even much thinking about it. My hands go to my chest, nipples firm and erect, breasts swelling into my forearms. He can see down my button-up blouse right down my cleavage. I don't mind.

“Good. Now, that being said, I’ll have a talk with Ms. Radcliffe. I’m sure she’ll see my side of things before long. I want to applaud your efforts so far. You’re clearly putting so much of yourself in this.”

“Thank you,” I say again. “It is...can I say?”

“Go ahead.”

“It’s rather hard to do like you say. To...focus entirely. That’s why I keep trying. I keep feeling my brain drift. In fact, it feels like long stretches of time just—”

“You’re looking really sharp today, Chanel.”

I preen with the compliment, barely noticing that he cut me off. I do rather think I have on a cute outfit today—though of course I’m obscenely rich and massively beautiful and so all my outfits are cute. The skirt is a dark pleated green and black a-frame from Tom Ford; the blouse white silk from Michael Kors. I’m pretty sure this little diddy cost more than the entirety of Marc’s wardrobe, but it seems wrong to hold that against him. I think so much of him, after all.

But, I have to keep him in his place. 

“I appreciate that, Mr. Astor. But, I don’t think that’s quite appropriate to say, do you?”

“You’re right, Chanel. I apologize. I just assumed you like hearing nice things about your appearance. You clearly don’t have to work for it very much, and I thought you’d enjoy knowing somebody else noticed how easy it is for you.”

“I...” I struggle to find the words to come back from this. He’s gotten straight to the heart of something deeply internal to me. I’m not supposed to talk about how easy it is for me to be as pretty as I am. Most people find it gauche. But it’s so easy for me, and I can’t be honest, and—

“But you’re right,” he says. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. We’re here to improve your learning. You’ve been wearing them at home, too?”

“Yes, of course.” I act like it’s been ages since we started even though it was just yesterday. “In fact...”

I hesitate. I know I can trust him, but I don’t want to get him into trouble.

“What is it?’

“It’s kind of a funny thing about...that thing I’m definitely not doing.”

“Oh.” He smiles. “That thing that’s definitely not going on with Kitty, you mean?”

I gasp. “How did you...?”

“I’m not blind, Chanel. You two are passing notes and eyeballing each other every class.”

“Oh.”

“In fact, her studies have started to go down some. I’m a little worried. You might be a distraction.”

I frown. This worries me. I don’t want Kitty to be sent home because of poor performance. She’s an excellent dancer—not as good as me, but then, no one is—and she’s extra stupidly pretty. 

She’s tall—an inch or two taller than me, honestly, and I’m mega tall—and blond, a true Norwegian Valkyrie. She’s classically, impossibly gorgeous, with bright blue eyes and a smile that completely melts my evil little heart. Sometimes I’ve even thought about telling her—trusting her—with all the wicked stuff that goes on in my head. 

The ways I gaslight some of the other girls. The stuff I do to stay on top. The weight-gain products I’ve stuffed into the weight-loss shakes of girls lowest on the totem pole just to make them feel worse about themselves. Suggesting bad outfits for them to wear; forcing girls to get bad haircuts or I'll cut them from our dance practice. I have a lot of power as the top dancer; I'm practically a coach all by myself. If girls make me mad, they're out of my practice session and they go with the B squad—and someone from the B squad moves up with us. 

I use the power exclusively to torture and abuse the ones beneath me. Why shouldn't I? They all want my spot.

All that kind of thing is practical—it keeps me where I belong, on top—but also deadly seriously erotic to me. Holding power over others. Fucking up their lives for my amusement and gain. It makes me wet. I know for a fact there's a girl named Sandra who hasn't eaten more than an apple in over a month. She'll probably drop out soon because she's so hungry she can't concentrate in class. 

That makes me wet; doing that to her. Because I definitely did. Just a few hints here and there about her weight, the “sag” in her arms. In truth, she was perfectly beautiful. I just wanted to fuck with her. Now she'll have starved herself right out of this school. All that effort to get higher and instead she'll have wasted her family's money here. I don't think she can afford it, either. 

God, I love that. 

I wish I could tell someone about that. I wish I could tell Kitty, but she's far too sweet.

“Do you think...” I try to problem-solve. Marc seems so reasonable. “Do you think we could put her on the headphones too? Maybe she could join me tomorrow?”

“Maybe,” says Marc. “You’re showing so much progress already. I don’t know how much longer you’ll need these sessions.”

I feel a drop in my stomach. I like these sessions, though! Marc makes me feel so warm and safe; no one has ever done that before. Not even Kitty when she uses her hot blonde mouth to lick my sweet hot teenage cunt. 

“She didn’t seem to mind when I put them on when we were hanging out last night,” I explain, trying to talk her up. “After practice.”

“I see. You two were...commiserating?”

“We were making out. We do that a lot.” That makes him blush; I understand. We’re both really gorgeous. What red-blooded man wouldn’t want to imagine beauties like Kitty and me making out? “And then I remembered the headphones...and I put them on right away.”

“What did she do then?”

“She knows what’s good for her. She didn’t complain. She let me do my thing.”

“Did she sleep over last night?”

I give him a warning look. “I can’t tell you everything, Marc.”

“You’re right.” He nods, holding up a hand in surrender. “I overstepped. I apologize.”

His willingness to make peace pleases me; I’d hate to put him on my shit-list. I’d ruin him like I have three other teachers at this school and I’d feel fantastic doing it just like I did for them, but at the same time...I do trust him.

“It’s all right. Just remember boundaries, okay?”

“You took the words right out of my mouth.” He nods. “Why don’t you put your headphones on and we’ll get started?”

I grab them, eagerly. Something about when they’re on feels so good. But I pause just for a moment right as I place them on my ears. 

“Wait,” I say. “If I just need the headphones on, and I've shown that I can do a good job, and that’s our session, then why am I even here?”

He leans over and turns them on and I don’t hear his answer; they cancel out all the noise.

I’m sure it was a good answer. 

He’s so full of good answers. 

He’s so full of good.

He’s so full...

He’s so...

He’s...

He’s so handsome. 

Ungh. It hits me like a ton of bricks. 

He’s the most incredibly handsome man I’ve ever seen. 

I’ve never met a man—any man—who makes me so giggly and light-headed and full of hot fluttery air as him. He’s like...he’s like some perfect combination of ideal husband, ideal boyfriend, ideal King, and ideal Daddy.

Ungh. 

Daddy.

And I’m a good girl, such a beautiful girl, such a perfect beautiful flawless girl, and so I should just do what Daddy says to do. Yes. That’s good; that’s so fucking good...

I see his fingers snapping in front of me. The sound follows after what feels like several minutes. 

“Da-da?”

“Shush, baby girl. Come back.”

With the headphones off, sound returns in stages. At first all I can hear is the high-pitched whine of the heating, but even that fades after a few minutes. It’s pitch black outside.

“I called dance practice for you,” he says. “You were really deep into it.”

“I...was?”

“Yes. I kept offering to stop, but you insisted on continuing. I’m proud of you, Chanel.”

“Ungh.”

I didn’t mean to groan like that. But I did. Audibly. And it’s matched with a hot wet feeling between my legs. There’s already been a lot of those apparently—I can definitely feel that I’ve been cumming, and probably over and over. I can barely move, I’m so worn out. As I moan, I rub my face into his hand—his strong hand, his Daddy hand...

“Marc?” I begin. “Did...did I...?”

“Please,” he says. “Call me Sir. We agreed.”

Oh, right. 

“Please, Sir. Tell me. Did I...?”

“Learn a bunch? I think so. You did fantastic, Chanel.”

He leans in and kisses me on the forehead. I cum, obviously, right then. Feeling his lips touch my forehead. I moan and whimper and shake and my leg travels up his calf. He slides away like I’m an affectionate kitten.

“D-Daddy...” I whisper.

“Shush, baby girl. It’s okay. You have to go home now.”

“Home?” 

“Yes. And talk to Kitty like we said. You’ll be such a good girl for Daddy, won’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

I nod enthusiastically, though I have no idea what he’s talking about. 

“Fantastic. And you’ll wear those heels and shorter skirts like you said you would, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I say, strutting out without even realizing what I’ve said until minutes later. 

* * * * * 
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FOR OUR NEXT SESSION, my head is full of warm, pleasant air. Every time I listen to Sir’s headphones, my thoughts get fuzzier and hotter. It’s the way my head should be. I’ve realized how smart it is to think of nothing.

If you think of nothing, then you’ve got nothing in the way of learning new things.

New things like how hot I think Mr. Astor is, or how much I want to kiss him, or how fun it is to think about making him hard. 

Those are the thoughts I think all the time now, and it’s all because of my headphones. I know it is. I know they’re changing me. 
I think I even know that they’re changing me not to mind. And that’s cool too. 
The only thing I know for sure is that we won’t sleep together. Like, he’s really handsome and all—he even makes me wet—but I can’t stomach the thought of having a man inside me without a lot of revulsion. Even thinking of touching his Cock makes me shudder, and not the good kind. 

But then, why do I keep thinking about it anyway?

I walk into his classroom after hours once again and sit at my desk. He watches me hungrily all the way there with those deep blue eyes. He should. I look fucking fantastic today.

“Good afternoon, Chanel. You’re looking fantastic today, as always.”

Of course he’s right. I’m wearing thigh-high leather boots and a tight, tiny designer Fendi skirt. The blouse, Alberta Ferretti and soft blue silk, is already half-unbuttoned in preparation of seeing my biggest crush ever, Mr. Astor. I want him to look at my tits and I want him to know that I want that. 

“I know,” I say, tossing my hair back and smiling, showing off my gorgeous jawline. “Thank you.”

He likes it when I say ‘I know’ to compliments; I can tell. He likes me vain; likes me arrogant. He likes his eyes on me; I love his eyes on me. I can see between his legs—gosh he's tall—that his bulge is already growing at the sight of me. He sits down behind his desk, probably to hide that big fucking monster he's sporting.

“I heard you had an altercation with Ms. Radcliffe?”

“Yes. She tried to make up with me.”

Good for her, too. I don’t know if it’s saved her from my wrath, but it’s at least delayed it. The volley of lies I was going to start to get her fired are chambered but not fired. 

“Did she succeed? What happened?”

“She came up to me before class and insisted I wear my headphones if I wanted. She apologized she made me take them off.”

“Good girl.” 

I can’t tell if he’s talking about me or Ms. Radcliffe. I realize I don’t care. 

I keep talking. “She was saying all this kind of stuff like, ‘you’re so beautiful’ and ‘I can’t believe I offended you’ and ‘I can’t believe I treated you that way’ and ‘please forgive me’...stuff like that.”

“And did you? Forgive her?”

“I said I’d think about it.”

“Good girl. You deserve better.”

“I deserve better.”

“You deserve the best.”

“I deserve the best.”

I repeat him because it just makes sense to repeat Marc—he’s so smart and good. 

“Maybe you can make her cry again next time and take a video of it. Make her apologize to me for wasting my time too. That’s important, Chanel. She fucked with my time in your head, not just yours.”

He wants me to make her cry. Ungh. My crush on him intensifies. Make her cry and video it. God. What a hunk. 

Is he...at all, like me? No one is. I'm so fucking alone with these needs I have, these bad thoughts. But him saying that...maybe...

I nod. “Yes, Sir. That makes so much sense. In fact...that reminds me...”

“Yes?”

“Your time, like time on headphones. I wanted to let you know I had Kitty wear them last night.”

He grunts audibly, shifting himself behind his desk. “How did that go?”

“She does what I say.” I shrug. “She always has. She’s terrified of losing me. I pretty much abuse her.”

It’s so liberating, saying the truth. 

He shifts again in his seat, more this time. “How do you mean?”

“I mean I make her walk on eggshells on purpose. I ask for a drink and she brings it to me, and I tell her she brought me the wrong one even though it’s the right one. I tell her to do my laundry, and then I make a big deal about a stain only I can see, because it’s not really there. But she convinces herself that it is. You know what I mean?”

“I do. You do this...on purpose?”

“It makes me feel something. When other people feel bad it makes me feel...”

“Good? Turned on?”

I can't tell him that much yet. Even if he's guessed right to the heart of it. 

“No.” I try to find a lie that will work. “Just...less empty.”

“I see. And you used this influence on Kitty to make her wear the headphones.”

I nod. “Partly because I’m pretty sure you’re messing with my mind.”

He coughs and sits back. He has to take a moment. “How do you mean?”

“I mean, I used to not even think about boys at all sexually. They were kind of gross. They still are, actually...except now I can’t stop thinking about you. And I call you things like Sir and Daddy in my head. And I want to kiss you all the time. I want to kiss you so much, Sir. Can we, please?”

“Not yet. Keep telling me about Kitty.”

“Well. I got to thinking how much I really enjoy fucking with her head. And you’re fucking with my head. So I thought, why not earn some points with you? Why not show you that I’m willing to do bad things for you? Why not show you that I can fuck with Kitty’s head, and then maybe you’ll want to fuck with my head more?” I hug my heavy tits, showcasing my cleavage. “Maybe you’ll want to kiss me more.”

He stands up and walks around the desk. His hard bulge is clearly outlined in his pants. I want to kiss it—kiss him—so fucking bad. I can taste it, my tits are heaving, my body is sweating and needy. 

“It’s headphone time, Chanel.”

I moan girlishly. I can’t do anything but obey. I pick up the headphones off my desk and sit back, languid and moaning and touching myself openly, as their sounds turn on. 

I used to be able to make out what the words said, but now I can’t anymore. 

I used to be able to make out what the words said.

Now I can’t anymore.

I used to be able to make out

Now I can’t

I used to be able

Now I

I used to be

Now

Used

Now

I’m his to use now. 

When the headphones come off my ears I’m on Marc’s lap. My panties are gone. I’m sliding my wet pussy up and down his crotch and shoving my heavy, perky tits in his face. I hear words coming out of my mouth.

“I love you, Daddy. It’s all for you, Daddy. I’m yours to use Daddy.”

Breathless, aching, hot. My thoughts slowly come back on. I realize where I’m at, what I’m doing, as his tongue is down my throat and mine is down his. I’ve never had a kiss like this before. A kiss so hot, so deep, so true. Oh, fuck, he burns me up inside!

Slowly I pull off of him. 

“Daddy.” I say it like it’s his name. “What are we doing?”

He grins, looking up at me. I’m still grinding his thick, hard bulge with my bare pussy—grinding in time with the music from the headphones drilled into my skull. 

“Sorry. Looks like I pushed them off, didn’t I?”

He’s talking about the headphones now on the floor. I stare at him with liquid wet eyes. I want to marry him. I have the biggest little girly crush and I can’t even help it. My lips slide along his chin and I moan and pulse my bare cunt harder along his bulge. 

“Daddy, please...”

“You’re right.” He stands up with me on his lap. “Here.”

Quick he pushes me down onto his desk and slides my panties back up my legs. I whimper and moan the whole time; I don’t understand. 

“You’ve got to get home to Kitty,” he explains. “She needs her dose of Daddy’s headphones. Doesn’t she, sweetie?”

I nod eagerly. Daddy’s message has to spread. I can’t think of anything more important. 

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.” 

He leans over and kisses me hard and I melt all over again. 

As I leave, I push my panties off my heels where they fell and leave them for him. I stuff my fingers into my pussy and break down and fingerfuck myself right then and there, right outside his room; I make sure he hears me cum. 

He needs to know how badly I need him to fuck me. 

* * * * *
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JUST BEFORE MY AFTERNOON session with Daddy the next day, I’m stopped in the hallway by Denise Kline. We're near a stairwell under an exit light. I'm wearing an ultra tight Balmain wool mini-dress and sexy high-heeled Dolce & Gabbana ankle boots. I look like a model; I look better than a model because I know my mind is completely fucked for Daddy. 

Denise is the kind of girl I love to hate. Smarter than average, prettier than average, but neither in any great capacity—and both in a way that only serves to make her more annoying. She’s like the living incarnation of every mid-00’s female sitcom protagonist, and has the stupid bouncy ribbon-tied ponytail to complete the look. 

“You’ve missed practice for like two days in a row now,” Denise says. “They’re going to drop you.”

I’m barely paying attention to her. She’s so disgusting. I hear voices in my head constantly—voices that tell me to submit, that tell me to serve, that tell me that Daddy is my King is my God is Marc. 

The voices are so right. They know everything. They know where I belong—on my knees in front of his big, bad, Daddy Cock and begging for more.

I can’t stop. I need his Cock. My will is lost. 

Other boys are still disgusting. They're just boys. They're weak.

Daddy is Strong. Daddy is a Real Man. 

I’m listening to my headphones nonstop. I took them off to talk to Denise but I still hear their hot giggly voice undertones. They’re so good. All I need is a little bit of their melody and I can fill in the blanks. I’ve even started hearing the chants and voices in white noise, like fans running. I’m so fucked. 

I Love It.

I can’t stop.

I need his Cock. 

My will is lost. 

She can tell I’m not listening to her. She’s used to it. I’ve made no bones about the kind of scum I think she is. I lead the brigade that makes fun of her “above average” efforts during practice. As if that shit flies—only spectacular bodies will do for Daddy. 

Daddy deserves only spectacular. Only perfect. Only amazing. 

Daddy’s so good.

“I saw you outside his room yesterday.”

I shrug. “So?”

“So? I saw...I saw what you did, Chanel! I saw you...with your fingers...in there!”

She’s such a prude she can’t even say pussy. I laugh. 

“So?”

She’s aghast. “So? So you can be expelled for having, you know...a relationship with a teacher!”

“What? No. I wish. We only made out a little.”

“Made out?” Denise looks stunned, like the stupid cow she is. “Like, as in, you kissed him?”

“Well, he kissed me, and then I kissed him. He kissed me first. He pretty much forced his way on me.” I sigh happily. “He’s a real man.”

“That’s...Chanel.” She shakes her head. “He’s taking advantage of you. I have to report this. Is that why you’ve been zoning out on your headphones so much? Has he damaged you?”

“It has nothing to do with that.” I’m adamant. I know it has everything to do with that. I don’t care. I’m so happy he’s fucked my mind. He runs my life. It’s so good. “Mind your own business.”

“If we have a professor who is sexually assaulting our students, that’s definitely my business, whether you like it or not. You should let me see those headphones.”

She reaches toward the headphones on my neck and I snatch my head back. 

“As if. Why?”

“I’m worried. I’ve seen other girls starting to wear them and they're missing practice too. I saw Ms. Radcliffe wearing them. I’m worried there’s...something on them.”

Oh, there is. And I’ve leveled up, and she’s not jumping to my fucking level just because she wants my place in Daddy’s Harem.

“Don’t worry, then. It’s all fine. Mind your own business. Don’t be such a busybody.”

She crosses her arms one more time. “Chanel. Seriously.”

“Denise. Seriously.” 

I’m bigger than her. Stronger. She’s stupid if she thinks she can take anything from me. A stupid, stupid cow. 

“I’m going to expose him,” she says. “He can’t do this. This is wrong.”

She reaches toward me, trying to take my headphones away from me. Of course I knock her hands away. Several things happen all at once. She loses her balance just slightly on top of the stairs when I push her back. I see that she’s right in front of the stairs; I know that it’s the end of the day and I saw the Headmistress leave already. I know that the janitor squad won’t be back until morning. 

I know from practice that Denise really, really doesn’t know how to fall. 

She makes a little half-smile—holy shit, fine, I’ll back off, I shouldn’t have touched you—and I make an executive decision. 

I push her square in the chest and send her head over heels backward down the hard stone steps. I see her land at several awkward angles. 

“Moo moo, you fucking cow.”

There's a lot of blood. She looks bad. Her face “broke” her fall. I'm really fucking wet. I've never ruined anyone, never fucked anyone over, this directly before.  

I stand at the top of the stairs, triumphant. Watching with a brilliant sneer on my face; I did it all for Daddy. 

There are tears in my eyes. I’m pretty sure they’re tears of happiness. I’m so fucked up; I’ve probably crippled Denise and it makes me feel warm and gooey inside because I know I did it for him.

Even more than that—I wanted to do it.

I wanted to hurt her. 

I like hurting people. 

And I know Daddy will understand.

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, I’m in Daddy’s room again. I’ve slid up on the front of his desk and turned my body sideways toward him, posing with my long torso and heavy tits in my tiny dress. He can see all the way up to my crotch, where I’m not wearing any panties at all. My heels click happily on the wood of his desk. 

“You threw her off the stairs?” he repeats back to me.

“I pushed her. I didn’t pick her up. I mean it’s my fault she’s there bleeding, but let’s call it what it is.”

“She’s still there?”

“Yes. Bleeding out, probably. She wanted to hurt you, Daddy. So I hurt her.”

He shifts at his desk uncomfortably. He’s clearly turned on. I hear a moaning and a thud.

I realize suddenly what’s happening. He’s fucking someone’s face. Someone who isn’t me. What the fuck? After all the trouble I went through to fucking probably murder someone for him? Am I not good enough?

I whip around his desk, ignoring his protests.

“Hold on. Chanel. Wait...”

I see Kitty on her knees, in a hot red minidress and heels, sucking off Marc. He’s fucking her face so hard he’s nearly off his chair entirely. I breathe in, ready to react.

“Wait,” he says.

And—I don’t know how or why—but I wait.

“Continue your story,” he says. 

“Wh-what?”

“Tell me about how you hurt the girl.” He’s guiding Kitty’s head up and down his massive Cock. Really, he’s masturbating using her head like a fleshlight. It’s really fucking hot to see. Kitty is so pretty and his Cock is amazing. “Tell Daddy how much you care about him. I want to know.”

“Well...” I gulp. I don’t think I was expecting this.

“You are a good girl, aren’t you, Chanel?”

I preen. “Yes, Daddy.”

“And didn’t you push that bitch for me?”

“Oh yes, Daddy.”

“Then tell me all about it. Tell me what you want to do for Daddy.”

“Oh.” 

I feel my cunt vibrating; I’m so close to cumming. He more than just doesn’t care that I hurt Denise; he’s excited by it! 

O. M. G.

I'm more honest than I've ever been with anyone. “I want to hurt people. All the time. I always have. I like hurting them physically almost as much as I like hurting them emotionally. I like that how pretty I am fucks them up.” 

He rams his cock into Kitty’s throat. I swear to fucking god I can nearly see it bulge through the back of her head he fucks into her so hard at that. He loves that. He loves that I love how pretty I am—that I’ve weaponized it.

“I mean, what am I supposed to say?” I continue. “It’s like I’m supposed to apologize all the time for just being born better than them. I’m sexier. I’m completely sexier. I’m completely better. I’m naturally better at everything they’re trying to do. And what, I’m supposed to not notice? I’m supposed to not say anything? I’m not a fucking coward, Daddy. I’m gorgeous. I’m amazing.”

“And I own you.”

“And you own me,” I agree, smiling brilliantly. “So, fuck people. You clearly don’t care. You’re so fucking bad. I love it, Daddy. I don’t like people. Most of them are just things to me. Things or obstacles or trophies. Kitty is a trophy. I picked her because she’s pretty and because I can fuck with her head really easy.”

“I noticed. She’s terrified of you.”

“She ought to be. I could ruin her life with a few sentences.”

“Now I can too. What do you think about that, Chanel?”

“I...” my pussy pulses with hot, sweet emotion. “I think Daddy Deserves whatever he wants.”

“Good girl, Chanel.”

I have to hold myself. I’m wracked with hot warmth I’ve never felt before. Is this what true love feels like? I fucking hope so. I’ve read about it for so long...will I finally feel it for myself?

“Daddy? I don’t want to not touch you anymore. Can I come touch you?”

He nods and waves me over. I slide onto his lap and hold Kitty’s head on his Cock. Her eyes are glazed over. She’s deep in the Headphone Zone. 

“We can fuck her up however you like, Chanel.”

He kisses my neck, his hands sliding up my shirt. 

“We can make her believe you’re her sister. We can make her believe I’m her Daddy too. She can be your best friend or your worst enemy.”

“I don’t like that. The enemy part. I want to fuck with her head, but not like that.”

“That’s fine,” he says. “Just an example. That’s the power we have now.”

“We?”

“I’d like to share it with the most gorgeous girl at school,” he says. “The one who’s so in love with me she’s willing to murder for me.”

“It’s not just that,” I explain. “I’ve always been willing to murder. To hurt. To kill. I—”

“I know, sweetheart. You just needed the right man to tell you how to focus your rage. Didn’t you? It’s good for you to feel angry. You are superior to them. You’re just not superior to me, are you?”

“No, Daddy.”

“You’re my little pet, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re my murderous little enslaving fuckpet who is all too happy to fuck up other girls’ minds for me, aren’t you, babe?”

“Yes, Daddy.”
Oh, he gets it! He truly gets it! I’m so fucking enamored. So lucky. Oh my god. I’m breathing hard. My heavy, amazing tits are pushing hard against his chest. 
“You look like you want to say something, Chanel.”

“I want to fuck you, Daddy. I want you to be my first.”

I slide my dripping wet cunt over Kitty’s head, rubbing myself on her pretty mindfucked skull. My dress rips open. I need him; he’s all that is Man. All that is Cock. I need him so fucking much. 

“Please,” I insist. “You’re so fucking handsome. You know everything. Please. Please, fuck me?”

He kisses me long and deep—kisses me like a real fucking man. Kisses me like he knows he owns me, because he does. He kisses me with our tongues melding together, with a love so deep and real and dark that if it were put on display in a museum it would fucking murder the faint of heart.

Every bad thing I’ve done, every terrible deed, every thing that would have gotten me thrown in prison except no one wanted to believe I did it because I’m so gorgeous and talented—it was all for him. 

I got rid of my parents with a fire when they started asking too many questions. And I know now I did it just for him.

I’m a bad girl just for him.

All my money, all my wealth, all my beauty, all my talent—it exists just for him. 

I exist just for him.

I don’t need the headphones to tell me that anymore. I understand it completely. I believe it completely. 

I don’t need his headphones to want to fuck up Kitty’s head. I don’t need mind control to want to be an evil bitch. 

All I needed to be mind controlled for was so I really understood, really completely got, how to be his evil bitch. 

I was always evil. Always terrible. Always going to murder someone else. Always going to make others pay for what I want—because there’s no way to be as rich and gorgeous and talented as I am without needing to punish others for not being the same. 

All I needed to be taught was how to be his. It was the last piece of the puzzle. 

And as I push Kitty’s head off his premium, perfect Cock and slide my wet, aching pussy down onto his length, cockhead pushing insistently at my slippery and needy entrance, I moan and shudder in his ear. 

“I love you, Master.”

He likes that. He surges inside of me, feeling almost none of the virginal resistance I have there. My hymen shatters from his Cock and my pussy sends a thunderously hot orgasm up my spine. 

That’s not how it’s supposed to work. It’s supposed to be painful.

But he fucked my mind so much that now I can only feel his Cock as pleasure—insane, long, thick, and pounding. 

And he pounds me so fucking hard. My orgasm is just the first chip to fall in a stack of thousands. His thick, strong hands fit tight around my waist and rocket me up and slam me down, fucking me mercilessly hard against his meat. He’s so fucking big. I can feel him almost in my chest. I feel full, fulfilled, for the first time in my life. 

From the way he started after I call him Master, I figure he must like that so much more than Daddy. So I keep calling him that. 

“Fuck me, Master,” I moan. “Fuck me, Master. Fuck me harder! Make me pregnant! Make me fucking pregnant, Master!”

“Fuck yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck. You’re such a good slave. Such a good slave for Master.”

I love that word. Love slave. Loveslave. That’s me. I’m his loveslave. I’m his loveslave fuckpet for life. I love the way it makes his Cock pulse inside me when he thrusts upward. 

Kitty is right next to us, brainwashed. Mindfucked. Completely gone. Eyes open but blank. I take Master’s hand and guide it over to her throat. He pumps into me harder. He loves it—loves that I want it. 

“Yeah?” he squeezes his hand around her throat. “You want me to choke her?”

I wrap my hands around his and squeeze harder, until Kitty is turning purple. “I want us to choke her.”

“Fuck.” He can barely keep a grip on my hips, he’s bouncing me so hard. “Fuck. Fuck, Chanel...”

And he cums inside of me. It’s so beautiful. We keep choking Kitty until it’s obvious she’s going to pass out, and then I/We let go only because we kiss madly, lips intermingling, my orgasm-laden voice one long string of “I love you, Master. I love only you. Only You! Only You! I love you, Master!”

When finally the moment passes, Kitty is moaning, cumming uncontrollably on the ground, her color returning to her. She’ll have bruises for days. 

Nnnf. Good. The bitch will have to learn who’s in charge of her. 

“I didn’t think you were going to let go of her,” he says.

“Neither did I.”

“Maybe next time you won’t.”

I raise an eyebrow. “And lose out on a perfectly hot slave to suck Your Cock with, Master?”

“I can always find another. I’m really good at it, you know.”

I melt into him again, kissing him madly, more long rounds of how badly and intently I love him. He’s so fucking perfect. He knows just what to say. 

“I’m surprised at you,” he says, when we finally break. He leans down and slowly takes the headphones off Kitty’s head. “I didn’t tell you to do any of this evil shit. That’s all you.”

He could be orchestrating this whole conversation—could have put the dialogue into my head to play it all out in front of him like a video game quick save; fucking my mind and re-fucking my mind until I say it exactly how he wants. 

That’s part of what makes it so hot—I have no idea what’s truly my will and what’s his will. That means I have no control, no responsibility, and no apologies.

“You don’t like it?” I raise a perfect eyebrow.

“I love it. I knew I brainwashed the most gorgeous girl here. I just didn’t know I brainwashed the most evil girl, that’s all.”

“You’re mindfucking girls left and right.” I drag a finger down his chest. God, I want to fuck him again already. “You’re pretty evil yourself.”

He smiles and kisses my neck. I love the way he grabs my hair and pulls me where he wants me.

“I guess we’re a good match, then. I don’t think I would have even thought to fuck your mind into being an evil pet for me.”

I bite my lip, making big eyes at him. “Does that mean you won’t fuck my mind anymore? Because...Master? I kind of like it.”

That excites him. His cock surges to life against the folds of my pussy. He’s such a man; so fucking ready to go again already. I giggle with delight. Kitty moans upward, starting to kiss and drag her tits along his calves. 

“Just promise me one thing,” I ask, earnest as I push my tits against his chest. His cock spurts precum around my thighs. Ungh. I love him.

“What’s that?”

“Don’t ever make me a good girl.”

He pushes his hard, straining cock back inside my pussy—now completely claimed by him. “Never.”

# # #
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Hypno Headset – The Headmistress
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I giggle stupidly and moan as my new Master’s Cock slaps against my face. He likes bringing me down; likes humiliating me.

We’re on the floor of an office that belongs to him. There’s me, him, and a few of his favorites. The favorites wear delectable lingerie in pink and white and get to cling to his body with sliding thighs and urging, moaning grasps and slick tight wet young eighteen year-old pussies. Their hands roam up and down his body, centering all around his massive Cock, his Beacon of Masculinity. Cum drips and leaks from it, spilling everywhere. Spilling all over me.

I’m naked before him, of course. I’m too stupid for clothes. I’m too stupid for a lot of things now. 

Other girls he’s taken don’t know that he’s their new Master. I do, though. He wants me to know, wants me to remember. 

He wants me in my place.

When this started, I thought it was almost like a game. I thought I could control him, manipulate him until I got what I wanted. 

But I was wrong—so wrong. 

It’s not a game anymore. It’s life and death.

“Come on, dummy,” he grips me by the hair, lifting me up and over to his Cock. “Do your job. Do what you were made for.”

I giggle again—my brain is so stupid now—and slide my lips down on his massive shaft. The other girls around us coo and gasp in jealousy. They all wish they could be as dumb as I am, as completely brainfucked and empty.

It’s life and death because serving Master’s Cock is my life now and my mind is completely dead, thanks to him. 

He made me so stupid. I’ll never have to think again. 

* * * * *
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MARC ASTOR STRUTS INTO my office. Like a cat left in a house with open jugs of unspoiled milk, lanky and sliding between all the options, not a care in the world, he walks in and sits down. He's quite tall and muscular and wears stylish charcoal gray suit pants and a tight button-up blue shirt. The dramatic lines of his biceps and pectorals are extremely visible. It’s the end of the day and he’s left his coat in his own office, probably thinking this would only take a moment.

Blue eyes stare back at me. Probably thinking I’m barely worth his time. 

I hate him. I can’t stand him. He makes me feel so stupid. 

“What’s this about, Headmistress?”

“You needn’t be so formal,” I say. “Ms. Lexington will do fine.”

This is a prestige dancing school, one of the top in the world. And, appropriately, we advertise as being at the top of the world, located in the alps. Our grounds are state-of-the-art when it comes to everything from instruction to heating. My office is a robust 78 degrees and even so I feel a bit chilly most days, which is why I’m wearing a dark brown sweater and tights. 

As he came in, I was adjusting some papers on my desk. A show to make myself look busy. In actuality, I’ve been preparing for this confrontation all day. In fact, I’ve been anxious about it—anxious about even waiting this long. What if he does what he does all day while I wait? 

He probably has been! The pig.

But there’s no choice. I don’t want anyone else around on campus. I need to be able to corner him. 

“Ms. Lexington. What’s this about?”

“Do you really have to ask?” I push a long blond lock of hair out of my eyes. 

He gestures slightly with his hands. “The weather?”

There was a blizzard over the weekend and the roads are out; we’re all stuck here at the school with each other. No one can go in or out. That’s partly how I noticed the problem. 

“You’re going to talk to me about headphones, Mr. Astor.”

“Headphones?”

“The ones you’ve been handing out on this campus like candy. The ones that are changing our students. My students. My girls.”

He looks at me, confused. If I didn’t have solid proof he was doing what I’m going to say he is, I would have believed his expression. He’s clearly practiced in deceit. I can’t believe he fooled me. I hired him, and now he’s done this to my girls...and it’s all my fault. 

He can’t get away with this.

I mean, he won’t get away with this. 

“I can’t imagine I know what you mean, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington.”

He needs to be kept in his place. I’m sure this is how he works. Slowly working down the morals of these innocent girls. Start with calling them “babe” or “sweetheart” or “dearie,” and the next thing you know, she’s completely corrupt and doing whatever he says just because he’s the only man on campus. I won’t have it!

“Of course. Ms. Lexington. I’ve handed out a few pairs of headphones for studying. They’re specially designed to help with instruction. But they’re expensive. I don’t have enough to just give to everyone.”

“Oh? Then why is the entire student body wearing them?”

I turn my monitor and show him pictures. I have a folder collected. Girl after girl, class after class, all wearing headphones. Even some of the teachers are wearing them!

All the girls on campus are dancers. Even the teachers—even me—we’re all dancers or have been. I contribute every year in the winter festival dance, which they’ve been preparing now for a month. I’ll have a five minute section to myself; I’m not worried about it. I stay fit and make regular, daily visits to the studio where I keep flexible and taut.

It was coming out of the studio the other day, just as the blizzard hit us, when I became suspicious. I saw Mr. Astor talking with a student there after hours—Chanel Toro, one of our prized and most promising dancers. 

If a collection of the world’s best dancers came together to make the ideal female form for dancing—the most flawless, capable, gifted body and mind imaginable for what we do—they would have created Chanel. Her every single muscle is strong and lithe, graceful and competent. Her body is tall and narrow, thin, her neck elongated, her breasts high and perky and perfectly poised. She has long, thick dark hair and smoldering dark eyes that could burn the paint off walls. Her face features high cheekbones and drastically hollow cheeks, with smooth porcelain skin that seems almost synthetic it’s so flawless.

That it was after hours, which was strange enough. But then I saw him touching her cheek. I saw her moan and bite her lip—and then I saw them seeing me. I turned away, not wanting to start a scene and not even quite sure of what I saw—but it was enough for me to investigate.

Chanel Toro is exceptionally beautiful, even among our class of girls, all of whom are explicitly beautiful. It is, more or less, a requirement for entry here. This is an aesthetic, appearance-based art after all. And there’s something odd and shockingly invasive about all of them just listening to whatever he’s got on those headphones all the time. 

I point at the monitor, flipping through pictures. “Do you see?”

“I see...some girls wearing the headphones I’ve prescribed, yes. But a lot of those are just headphones you can buy anywhere. Those there,” he points to one student. “Those have a brand logo on them. I’m at fault for...girls listening to music?”

“You know as well as I do that they’re not listening to music, Mr. Astor.”

“Then what are they listening to?”

“I...” 

I don’t quite know. I just have a good idea. I change the subject. 

“More pictures. Look at our students. Look at how they’re dressed.”

“Yes?”

I notice him looking. He can’t not. Each girl is chosen to be at this school for her physical fitness. They’re also all quite young; the youngest are eighteen years of age. So they’re beautiful and fit and long-limbed and encouraged to wear their hair long so that any recruiters who see them can imagine them for whatever roles they may want. If my breasts hadn’t come in as large as they did, a late growth-spurt, I might have been recruited myself.

“They’re wearing skirts! High heels! Sweaters with the cleavage exposed!”

“They’re adults, Ms. Lexington. They’re welcome to dress however they like, aren’t they?”

“They’re mostly dancers! I grew up with dancers. Trained with dancers. This isn’t how they dress—like they’re on the cover of fashion magazines competing for the attention of boys! Boys who aren't here, by the way. Boys who would just be you.”

“I'm hardly a boy, Ms. Lexington.”

“I'm well aware of that. Four weeks ago, look. Here. I have more pictures.”

I show him. The same girls, wearing completely different outfits. 

“You see? Yoga pants. Sweats. Tights. Jeans, for god’s sake. But now, even over the last few days when it’s been freezing outside, they’re still wearing skirts. I’ve hardly seen a pair of pants other than on myself since you’ve shown up here! ”

“That’s too bad. You would fill out a nice skirt very nicely, Ms. Lexington.”

“Excuse me?”

He holds up a hand. “Let me see if I can get this straight. You’ve been collecting images of the girls—er, students—of this school, yes? You have before and after images. They’re wearing headphones and suddenly have a fashion sense. And you’ve compiled this theory or whatever it is...and I’m the one to blame? I’m the one with some kind of problem?”

“Don’t turn this around on me. I know what you’ve done, Mr. Astor. I have proof.”

“Proof of what?”

“Proof of conspiracy! Proof that you are taking advantage of our students! Do you see?”

Time to pull out the big guns. 

I show him video I took two days ago. My breath is hot and ragged. I’ve seen it before. Numerous times. I had to watch it over and over again to get it right. At first, I couldn’t believe what I saw. I’ve had to see it this many times now just to inoculate my brain to it. 

In my suspicions, I put up hidden cameras to watch Chanel around campus. To see if I could catch her and Marc in the act. 
What I found was so much more despicable and terrible than just a tryst between a student and a teacher. 
He’s controlling the girls somehow! And not just the girls, either. Teachers too.

We watch, together, footage from Ms. Radcliffe’s office just a thirty-six hours ago. She teaches calculus; a shapely brunette with probably the longest legs of any of the dancers on staff. Marc enters and walks around, casually. He doesn’t know he’s being watched. He tips over some of her pictures. Like a callous teenager. He pulls out a heavy bottle of liquor from her cabinet—which she should not have on campus, I have to remember to write her a citation for that—and pours himself a quick, stiff drink and then pours a little bit into her coffee. Then, shrugging, he pours in a lot more. 

When Ms. Radcliffe comes in, she looks hot and bothered. Her hair is in a tussle. Her blouse buttoned up all the wrong ways. Buttons criss-crossing over. Her fingers sliding all over her skirt. Her waist so tiny; like a barbie doll. She backs into her office, not seeing Marc there. Pushes herself against the door, spreads her legs, and starts fingering her pussy. 

There’s no sound in the video, but it’s clearly loud. 

“Should we really be watching this?” Marc asks. 

“You already did. Don’t try to hold the moral high ground with me.”

He does watch. I see him shifting his bulge as he does in the video. This monster is getting hard. Bile fills my throat. I want to kill him. 

Finally, after Ms. Radcliffe very clearly cums and screams, her tight gorgeous dancer body wracked with pleasure, he clears his throat. 

She tries to beg off, to explain herself. She oscillates between outrage and arousal. She’s clearly turned on that he’s there. He hands her a cup of the spiked coffee and gestures for her to sit down. 

“Do you want to know what we were talking about?” he asks me. 

“No.”

“It was about a student. That’s why she was so...disturbed.”

“I don’t care. Watch.”

“I know what’s happening. I know what’s going to happen. Vivian, can’t we talk about this?”

Some fear has struck his voice. Good. “No. And it’s Ms. Lexington.”

He sighs. “Yes, ma’am.”

As he talks to Ms. Radcliffe, he holds out a pair of his headphones. She gulps her coffee down—seemingly not minding the heavy alcohol content—and almost lunges for them. It’s clearly not the first time she’s seen them; there’s relief on her beautiful face. Three seconds after she has them on, she’s pushing between his legs, unzipping his pants, and revealing a monster-sized cock to jack off and wrap her plush, warm lips around. 

“I could expose you,” I say. “Like you exposed her. Like you’ve no doubt done to countless students here.”

“I think the number could easily be counted. This school isn’t that big.”

“I could do that,” I’ve practiced this speech, he can’t stop me now. “But that would make me look bad. Hiring you in the first place.”

He appears to visibly relax. “All right.” 

I hear him grunting as he watches himself being blown by what is clearly some kind of drunk, mind-altered instructor. In the video, the door opens. Chanel Toro walks in. So utterly gorgeous. An evil smile on her face. It’s like her mask has been taken off; that’s the same wicked smile she flashed at me when I saw her and Marc together after my time in the studio. 

Her grades had a sharp spike downward recently, and she had been missing a lot of practice—which is required for every student, every day. Previously, she was my best student until Mr. Astor arrived, which up until I saw this video I had assumed was coincidence. 

She struts toward Marc and kisses him long and slow. She’s not bothered in the slightest by the kneeling figure between his knees. In fact, she puts a hand on Ms. Radcliffe’s head and guides it up and down as she slowly french-kisses her scandalous lover. 

I pause the video there, but there’s much more. I’ve seen it all several times. Chanel ends up sitting on top of Ms. Radcliffe’s head as she grinds her body into Marc’s, making out madly with him while Ms. Radcliffe slowly and obediently sucks, apparently not noticing anything except for the sound between her headphones. 

“That’s who Ms. Radcliffe was all hot and bothered about,” he says. “If you were wondering.”

“I told you, I don’t care.”

“Aubrey has fallen for Chanel, hard. She’s obsessed with her. She calls her Mistress. Do you want to know what she calls me?”

“I. Don’t. Care.”

There’s little wonder about being hot and bothered about Chanel Toro. I’m as straight as a board and even my mind has drifted to her more than it should. She’s the kind of beauty who lights up a room; puts all eyes on herself and makes thoughts go blank. 

“If you’re not going to expose me,” he says, “then what’s your solution?”

He's still giving me that milk-lapping cat smile.

“First, you’re going to...undo whatever you’ve done. To Chanel. To Ms. Radcliffe. To everyone else. You’ve done it, and so you can undo it.”

His smile persists. “Yes. I can. What else?”

“You’re going to pay me.”

This catches him off-guard. “Pay you?”

“To keep quiet.”

He’s an asshole, and I can’t afford to have the full display of his asshole-ness out in the public world. This school relies on privacy. The parents and families sending their children here expect their girls to be trained in exclusion and to perfection. If they are compromised like this—like what he’s done—it could ruin the school. 

So, having him pay to keep himself out of jail is an insurance policy for me. As long as he’s paying, I know he’ll keep it secret.

“You don’t really pay me that much, Ms. Lexington.”

“You can control minds, can’t you? You’ll figure something out.”

He laughs. “I see. You don’t have a problem with what I do unless it affects your school, is that it?”

“That’s it.” 

He looks me up and down for a moment. I hate his gaze. 

“I don’t suppose I could trick you into wearing the headphones yourself, could I?”

“Of course not. I’m not stupid. Don’t talk to me like I’m stupid.”

“Just a joke. Of course you’re not stupid. I apologize, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington.”

“Mm.” He nods. “You know, I prefer Vivian.”

“I don’t care what you prefer. Do we have a deal or not?”

“We do. Here. I’ll even show you what I use to deprogram girls. I’ve prepared for this eventuality. They won’t remember a thing. They’ll remember...a brilliant school experience to tell all their rich friends about. You’ll have students forever. Do you want to see it?”

“Yes. Yes, of course I do. I’m not stupid. I have to see it to know you’re serious.”

He pulls out a small card from his coat pocket. It’s black and white. Or is it white and black? There are diamonds and rhomboids all along the surface. No, it’s spirals...spirals and stars...

“Do you see? Take a closer look. As smart as you are, you won’t understand it unless you’re looking really rather close. Zoom in, Vivian.”

Zoom in, he says. Like I’m a camera.

I try to roll my eyes, but I can’t. Instead, I feel my vision roll with the spirals...

But they’re not spirals anymore. They’re like...triangles? But no, it’s stars again. Stars and circles. Or is it pentagrams?

“Zoom in closer. Really look. You must be close to seeing it. Or are you stupid?”

“Not...stupid...” I say, dumbly.

I look closer. He must be right. His voice sounds right. I must be very close to seeing it. 

I zoom in. 

I zoom.

I...

I...

I have to see...

I have to listen...

I have to...

Have to learn...

* * * * *
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“YOU’RE MUCH DUMBER than I thought you would be, Vivian. This is going to take a while.”

His voice brings me back out of the warm place. The pink place. The pulsing place. I turn my head, groggy, noticing that I’m sitting in my office still. 

I’m no longer behind my desk. Now Marc is behind my desk, like he’s in charge of the school. The headmaster.

Headmaster.

Master.

Ungh.

My seat is all sticky, like I’ve been dripping from my pussy. I know that’s crazy though. I don’t ever have sexual thoughts at work. 

On the desk, my monitor is still playing the footage of Marc and Chanel fucking while Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—worships his balls. He’s watching it out of the corner of the eye. 

I can’t help but watch too. Before, I remember thinking it was disgusting. Beyond pornographic. Like a picture of some relatives having sex—it was that disgusting to me. 

But now I look at it and I’m fascinated. The smooth, beautiful lines of Chanel’s exceptional body. Marc’s strong hands up and down her form. God, he’s strong...

“Do you see?” he says. “You’re not even paying attention now. I’m trying to explain to you how we’re going to get your girls un-brainwashed, and you can’t even pay attention. Vivian, I’m worried about how dumb you are.”

“I’m not dumb,” I say, automatically feeling bad about contradicting him. “I’m just...I’m a little distracted. You showed me...something...”

He shakes his head. “I didn’t show you anything. We’ve been having this conversation for nearly an hour. I’ve been detailing all my plans for you, letting you know that you’re in charge. I’ve shown you how we’re going to help the girls. But you keep zoning out.”

Do I? It’s so hard to tell. I feel so empty inside. My head feels so fuzzy. 

There’s a soft schlucking sound. At first I think it’s the air conditioning. But why is it coming from under his desk...?

“I’m not zoning out. I’m trying to concentrate. You’re telling me a lot.”

His smile is pure condescension. “It’s not that much, honey. You’re just not up for it. I was afraid of this.”

I stamp my foot. “Don’t talk to me like that. I’m not...not your ‘honey!’ I am in charge of this school and you are an employee of mine!”

“An employee you really want to fuck.”

“I...I, what?”

I gasp, feeling a flush crawl up my cheeks and forehead. My entire body taut. 

“You want to fuck me, Vivian. You clearly do. You’ve been flirting with me this whole session. I think that’s why you can’t concentrate. You’re dumb for me.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“No.” I shake my head. “I’m not...I’m not dumb.”

“You’re pretty dumb,” he says again. 

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

That schlocking, slurping sound picks up. It sounds like it’s coming from his side of the office. 

“I’m not attracted to you,” I insist. Lying. “This is...this is...something is happening. Did you do something to me?”

I stand up, trying to gain my bearings. Arousal oozes down my thighs and drips down onto my plush carpet. I feel woozy.

I’m not wearing my pants anymore, I realize. I had pants on, and they’re gone now. That’s why my seat is sticky. My blouse is working like a dress.

A really short, pussy-juice-soaked dress.

Marc doesn’t seem to mind that I don’t have pants on. 

If he doesn’t mind, it’s no big deal.

He decides.

I moan softly. It’s like there’s someone else in my head, making me moan, making me pulse.

“If you’re not attracted to me,” he says, “then why have you only stared at either me—the guy you want to fuck so bad you’re dripping all over that seat—and the footage you made of me fucking other women?”

I shake my head. “This is crazy. This isn’t how it was supposed to go...”

“You made this footage,” he points at the screen where he’s brilliantly fucking the tight, fertile body of Chanel into a wall, knocking over books and knick-knacks of Ms. Radcliffe’s office. “I didn’t make it. You studied it. For hours, I bet. It didn’t stick with you? You didn’t fantasize about my cock in your body instead of Chanel’s? You didn’t have any curiosity about what those headphones would do for you?”

Cock.

That word really fucks me up. 

Cock. Inside me. Inside Chanel.

Cock.

Inside other girls. Any girl he wants.

Cock. 

Big. Long. Thick. Thick especially. Pumping fertile bodies full of virile seed.

Cock.

Inside my thoughts. Inside my head.

Cock. Cock. Cock.

“Yes,” he says. “Cock. My cock.”

I’m drooling, I realize. I wipe it away and shake my head. “I said that out loud?”

He nods, smiling. There’s moaning under the desk. I think I’ve figured out what’s happening there. As I walk over, Marc just smiles at me.

Between his legs is Chanel Toro. She’s come into the office at some point. When? How did I miss her? 

Her outfit is amazing. A tight denim skirt, expensive Wolford tights, thigh-high suede boots, and a leather jacket. No top—just her amazing, big, beautiful tits stuffed inside a leather jacket. The kind of look only a truly bad girl can get away with. 

She’s worshiping his Cock. Rubbing her gorgeous face all over it. Fucking his hot spit-lubed shaft between her incredible jawline and her hand and then into her mouth and then slurping down and groaning eagerly as he fucks her throat. Then she slides out, jacks him softly, slowly, and with pure love. Whispering soft words of adoration and prayer to his Cock.

“You're so good...so strong...oh.” 

She looks at me and sneers. 

The look is pure evil. She would be delighted to murder me just to make her Man hard. She hates me to my core. It scares me, some, the depth of her emotions for me, for him.

But one feeling overtakes me, even harder than the instant lust and fear: jealousy.

I’m jealous of her place between his legs. With his Cock.

His Cock.

When I look up again at Marc, he’s holding a pair of headphones in his hands.

Mouth on His Cock.

“You’re too dumb to do what she’s doing, Vivian.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“I’m...too dumb?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I’m so fucking turned on. I haven’t stopped dripping all over the carpet. 

“Way too dumb. The only way you’ll get smart enough to suck me off like she’s doing is to use my headphones.”

Suck Him off.

Suck.

Him.

Off.

I shake my head. “N-no. They’re bad. You’re using them...to...”

“To make girls smart enough to suck my cock. Like Chanel’s doing. Like you want to do.”

Suck His Cock.

I’m so fucking turned on I nearly drop to my knees right there. But somehow I hold strong. I gather my hands around my big tits, holding myself, shaking my head.

“No. This is wrong. You’re doing something to me. To us. I can feel...I can feel you in my brain! I won’t let you. I’ll expose you!”

“And then you’ll expose the school. You’ll lose everything.”

“I’m already losing everything!” I stamp my foot again. “I’m losing my mind. Nothing is worth this. I-I-I—”

I try to run. I try to turn and run and get out. I know that I could—I would have made it. He wouldn’t have been able to stop me with Chanel riding his Cock with her mouth like she was doing. I would hole up in my penthouse and fix my head. Detox somehow. 

But a pair of firm, toned feminine arms wrap around my torso and tackle me to the ground. 

“Chanel, please!” I shout. “He’s fucking up your brain! Don’t let him!”

But it’s not Chanel. Twisting, I see Aubrey Radcliffe above me. Her eyes filled with murderous lust, rage, and adoration. 

“How dare you try to get away,” she shakes her head. “He only wants to make you smarter. He just wants to fuck your brain until you need to suck his Cock. What's wrong with that?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I struggle and kick but she pins my arms behind me and pushes me around until I’m on my knees. 

Marc stands up from his desk and Chanel comes around with him, hanging off his gloriously built body. He takes off the rest of his clothes now, naked. Heavily defined abs. Hard pectorals. Built thighs. Massive shoulders. His Cock so fucking big and hard. 

She strokes him and locks her jawline up against his chest and shoulder. Her cunt drags up and down his hip, leaving a wet hot trail; she’s obviously not wearing panties. I’d be surprised if she’s worn any in the past several weeks. 

“God, you’re dumb,” says Chanel. “’Here’s my brilliant plan! I’ll tell a mind-controlling evil bastard that I’ll expose him if he doesn’t un-mindfuck all the hot fertile virgins in his possession! I’ll keep it all to myself and trap him in an office! Surely, nothing can go wrong!’ What a fucking maroon. How did you get in charge of a school?”

Shame burns through me. I keep struggling. I have to be able to get away. He can’t get away with this. He can’t!

“Can I snap her neck for you, Daddy?” Chanel asks. His Cock pulses in her stroking hands. “I don’t want her to be around anymore.”

He shakes his head, and I feel my body de-tense just slightly. At least he doesn’t want me dead. But he will destroy my mind. Is that any better?

“She’ll be gone, one way or the other. She might as well be gone but still around for me to fuck her life up. She’ll be so fucking pregnant and stupid that she won’t know what school is anymore, let alone that she worked at one.”

Aubrey, attached to my body and covering my mouth, moans and hugs me tight. It’s an erotic, aroused hug. I feel her damp cunt pressing into my backside.

Chanel reacts like she’s been given a bouquet of flowers, pulling him in for a hungry kiss. “You’re so romantic, Daddy. I love how bad You are.”

He smiles. “I know.”

I squeal, squirming my mouth away from Aubrey’s grip. “You won’t get away with this. People will know. People will talk!”

He comes closer to me. I can smell his Cock. I want it so fucking bad. It’s so big and so hard. Precum spurts all over the front of my clothes. I can feel it on my tits through the fabric. God. Oh God. I want it. I want everything he’s offering. But...but...

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

...but it’s so wrong!

“You’re the only one who could have stopped me,” he says. “And you’re too fucking dumb to do it right. Sorry, sweetheart. I win. Evil wins.”

Chanel’s jacking him harder than ever now, breathing hot, obviously cumming at his triumph, his bragging at beating me. 

He holds a card over his Cock. It looks so familiar. There’s...stars. No, spirals. Squares and diamonds. There’s...

Circles?

I have to look at it; I don’t have a choice. 

I have to zoom in...

I barely notice as the headphones in his other hand are shoved down over my ears. 

And I barely notice...

I barely notice...

I barely...

I...

I barely...

I barely think...

I’m too dumb to think.

I’m too dumb.

I’m so. Fucking. Stupid.

* * * * * 
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“GOD, YOU’RE so big,” Chanel moans. “How are you so big?”

“Genetics.”

“Nnnf. I know I say it a lot.”

“You do.”

“But you’re so big. I didn’t think cock could be this big.”

My head slowly comes back online, listening to Chanel talk to Daddy. I mean Daddy. His name is Daddy, not Daddy. 

Oh. Oh my. I’m all fucked up, aren’t I?

They’re sitting behind my desk. She’s on his lap, curled up next to him, rubbing her head against his neck and shoulders. Her thick mane of dark hair slides up and down his body as she slowly and deliberately strokes his Cock. He’s moved the chair up on a tipped-over bookshelf of mine, placing it deliberately higher so that anyone in the office can see the women serving him. He’s completely naked. His body is stunning. Mouth-watering. Scintillating abs and thick, powerful thighs, hard pectorals and brilliantly pumped biceps. Aubrey is at his feet servicing his balls and I’m terribly jealous of her. Of Chanel. Of them both. 

I want their spots. I want to suck him, service him, submit to him. 

Submit to Daddy.

“Ungh.”

I don’t even notice I’ve moaned until a few seconds later. 

“Oh,” says Chanel, sneering at me. “She’s awake.”

Submit. Obey. Please.

“I want you to walk her through it,” he tells her. “She needs a guiding hand. She’s too dumb to do anything else but obey now.”

That’s right. I am really dumb. I try to tell them I understand how dumb I am. 

Submit. Obey. Please.

Instead I say, “Daadddy...”

I’m touching myself all over, I realize. My hands don’t feel like they belong to me. I’ve torn my top off and am sitting in a disheveled mess of myself. My panties are gone, practically dissolved in a puddle of my juices on the floor. Pants are gone. Just me, sitting mostly naked on a leather chair, my cheeks sticking and squeaking against the material as I continue to look at Daddy and cum and cum and cum for Him and look at Daddy. My fingers press hard into my nipples and tweak and tilt them. I’m covered in a deep, hot sweat and shudder with every last breath. 

I try again to insist how dumb I am, to let him know I’m on board with him. I’m on their side!

Submit. Obey. Please.

Instead, again, I say, “Daaaady...” 

“That’s right sweetie.” He smiles, guiding Chanel’s perfect mouth down to his Cock. She’s all too happy to comply. “I told you how fucking stupid you were, didn’t I?”

That’s a question and demands an answer. I feel something in my brain open up, an ability to talk. 

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You didn’t believe me, though, did you?”

Chanel shifts to get between Daddy’s knees so she can stroke her mouth up and down up his cock. She shoves Aubrey away. Like a lioness taking ownership of her kill. Aubrey’s head bangs against the bookshelf throne but Chanel doesn’t seem to care. Aubrey’s motionless except for the twitching of her nervous system. She might be having a seizure. Marc sees it, sees what his chosen one Chanel did for him, did for his Cock, and plants a hand down on the back of Chanel’s head. Holding her head down while he fucks her tight, cunt-like throat. 

It turns him on when Chanel is vicious for him. 

“You’re such a good slave,” he groans. “Such a real fucking queen for me...my slavequeen.”

Chanel moans her accord, sucking and slurping as hard as she can. His balls are so big that when they tense up, readying for his load, it’s visible even as far away as I am. His abs tighten. Body flushed. He wraps a leg down on Chanel’s back just to hold her there tighter and then grunting, shoots his massive load down her throat. He cums so much that I can see it spilling from Chanel’s mouth even though she’s so pristinely designed to take his big Cock into her body.

When he’s done, she spends several minutes obediently swallowing and licking and swallowing more, cleaning him like an obedient sex-kitten. The sneer and arrogance has left her; she is brimming full of crushing, aching love like a fresh newlywed. 

Finally, though, he points at me and gestures for her to do her duty. Chanel stands, wiping the cum from her mouth and then elegantly licking it away. Her tongue is precious and long and pink; I love it. I love everything about her. 

She stands me up and takes me to the desk and forces my head down on the table. It bangs hard.

“Oops,” she says, clearly amused at banging my skull into the wood. “Sorry...”

All her arrogance and vanity returns, just like that. Gone only for Him. She knows she can get away with anything with her strong Godlike Master behind her, supporting her every move because of how sexy she is. 

That’s so hot. 

There’s a briefcase near the door of the office. Chanel grabs it and brings it over to the desk and extracts papers from it to place in front of me.

“What...what are?” I ask, drooling. 

I know I can make smarter sound wordy things with my mouth. But Chanel is just so pretty and Daddy is so handsome that it’s too hard to think of them. 

“These are papers detailing your bank accounts,” Chanel points, “the school’s accounts, the school’s leadership, emergency powers in case of crises, a statement declaring how you are unfit to be in charge, and a suicide note.” She winks at me. “Just in case we get tired of you. Which I already am, to be honest.”

So they can take all my money, all my power, all my position, all my responsibility, and then if they feel wicked enough so that they can get rid of me at any time. 

“Oh,” I nod. “Thank you! That sounds totally neat.”

I didn’t know that’s how I felt about it until I said it, but now that I have, I have to agree with me! It sounds so totally cool. I don’t want that stuff anyway. I don’t even want to be alive if they’re tired of me.

I sign each paper with Chanel’s hand on mine. Cool air from the A/C kicks on and makes my nipples hard, exposed as they are. Titties like mine should always be on display. I giggle helplessly with the pen because I’ve forgotten some how to write. She has to help me. She’s good to me. I should never complain about anything Chanel does.

Chanel claps her hands when we’re done and turns to Master.

“What do you think, Daddy?”

He considers for a moment. He’s already hard again. God. He must be God.

“I think I want her to suck me off,” he says. Then he holds up the headphones. “And, I think she could use one last session.”

I drop down to my knees obediently, giggling and clapping. “Yay! Thank you, Daddy!”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

I crawl over to him. Chanel helps me, dragging me by the hair and slapping my ass hard. She’s leaving marks and bruises. My whole body will be one big bruise tomorrow if she keeps this up. That’s so hot. She forces me down onto his crotch and slides his hardening Cock through my open, willing lips as the headphones slide down on my ears.

And I Know His Cock.

I Know His Cock.

I Know His...

I Know...

I...

Know...

Nothing.

I know I know nothing at all.

* * * * *
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MASTER’S COCK IS INSIDE my mouth!

Master’s Cock!

The ONE Cock!

The TRUE Cock!

The ONLY Cock!

It’s inside my mouth!

And not just that, he’s soooo fucking big that he’s inside my throat, too!

And not just like, a little inside my throat. He’s deep in there. He’s Godly Deep, which makes sense, since he is basically God. 

His DeepFucking ThroatBreaking GodCock is so far deep inside me that I can’t even remember the taste of anything else. 

His taste is sensational. So salty and warm and good. I moan and urge him further. I want him to fuck my throat like he fucks Chanel’s cunt. I want it to be brutal and lifechanging. If I’m hospitalized because of how badly and rough he fucks my throat, that’s a success for me. That means Daddy really wanted to make me his total and complete fuckslave and just couldn’t hold back.

It’s hard to make sense of my surroundings. Every so often I open my eyes and look up at him just to let him know how fucked he’s made my brain. I’m sure my big blue eyes are glassy and glossy and empty, just like my stupid little brain.

I’m so stupid. I’m so fucking dumb. I’ve never been this happy.

Aubrey is motionless at one side of me. She might be unconscious, she might be dead altogether. That bump she took against the corner of the shelf was pretty nasty. I don’t care because Daddy doesn’t care. Daddy can fuck up any hot babe he likes; one going down because it made his favorite happy is just hot for him so it’s hot for me. 

All I care about is worshiping his Cock like I should. Like a good girl. Like a good bimbo. If I do it well enough, he might tell me how stupid I am for him again!

“Daadddy...” I moan, licking his shaft.

Chanel and Daddy stop their intense make-out session for a moment, clearly enjoying one another. Just looking in each other’s eyes. They love each other so much. Whatever derision Daddy seems to have for me and the other girls, he doesn’t have it for Chanel. She’s truly his One and Only. He Loves her totally; it’s obvious. I don’t need to be mindfucked to think that—although now that I am mindfucked, I can’t not think that. 

“And what do we do with her?”

“With Vivian?”

Chanel shoves a knee in my face from her perch on his lap. Another bruise I’ll have tomorrow. I’ll wear it like a badge of honor. There’s so many girls at this school who don’t get bruises from Headmistress Chanel at all. 

I’m so lucky to be a student here. I know they could get rid of me at any time and then I wouldn’t be able to have Daddy’s Cock ever!

“Yes. I want you to decide.”

“You’re in charge, Daddy. You decide everything.”

He likes that. They kiss for a long time. I feel their drool slide over my face and I slurp on it and tongue it against His Cock. 

“I want you to decide,” he grunts again. I can feel him getting harder as he bosses her around, which is amazing because he already felt hard as steel. “That’s my decision. I want my Queen to make an executive order.”

I feel Chanel’s hand grab the back of my head forcefully. His fingers are so long. So perfectly designed for stroking DaddyMaster’s Cock. I love her so much. She guides me up and down; I do it obediently. I’m too stupid to do anything else. My head and throat is like a Cock-suction device in her hands

“Is she good at that?” she asks.

“Not as good as you.”

“No one is.” He pulses, harder. Loves her arrogance. “Is she acceptable?”

“I’d say much better than acceptable. She is, let’s say, seventy percent of how good you are.”

This praise overwhelms me. I never thought I would hear such kind words in my whole life! I moan against Daddy’s Cock, slurping him down deeper than I ever have. My lips touching his rough, masculine pubic hair. Chanel shoves me deeper against him.

“I want her to choke,” she growls. “I want her to fucking choke. And if she dies right now, then she dies. The only way she gets to serve you is if she can take this.”

I feel the air stripping out of my body. My lungs burn. 

“If she can’t handle this, she’s not worthy.”

Even as the air leaves my body, my mouth gets strangely wetter. Drool on overdrive.

“I’ll kill her, Daddy,” Chanel moans. I hope it’s just hot talk, but I don’t know anymore. Actually, I don’t care, so long as he’s hard. “I’ll kill her on Your Cock for You. Your Cock will have killed her. That’s so hot.”

Chanel’s rubbing her tight teen cunt into the side of my head. I can feel her clit pushing against my ear. Thighs wrapping around my skull. Holding me tight—choking on his Cock with her legs! 

She’s getting off by torturing me this way. So fucking evil. 

I love her so much!

“Cum in her, baby,” she groans to Marc. “Cum in her or I choke her out on your cock. I win either way. You’re such a man. You’re so fucking strong...”

His Cock throbs inside my throat, my esophagus tightening around it. I feel him powering up. He just came a few minutes ago and already he’s ready to go again. He was born for this. A true fucking man. A real fucking man. 

“You’re a real fucking man,” Chanel moans in his ear. “A true fucking man. Only you can do this to us. We belong to you. You deserve this...you deserve this...”

Like we have a hive mind of worshiping consciousness. I’d giggle if my throat wasn’t full of cock. I try anyway and it just makes me tighten down on his shaft and moan. We do have a hive mind—he made sure of it. He’s so fucking good. 

“Please cum,” Chanel begs. “Please Daddy? Please, Master?”

Another heavy load of his massive cock shoots down my throat. It’s sticky and hot and fills up my belly. I’ve never been so full before in my whole life. I feel complete—tasting his cum, knowing his cum, filled with his cum. It’s what I was born for.

But there’s so much of it and he just keeps going. I can’t take nearly as much as Chanel can. Maybe, maybe seventy percent, but numbers are super hard. Is that like, half?

Gasping, flailing unconsciously, I collapse to the ground. It takes me a few minutes to get my breath back. My lungs and mouth and throat are so fucking sticky. As I try to compose myself, above me Chanel is still on Master’s lap. She’s delicately stroking him and whispering in his ear.

“Oh, Daddy,” Chanel moans, “You’re still hard. How are you still hard?”

“You know how. Genetics. I was born to take control of you.”

She nods and nods my head on his Cock using her grip. “I do. I just...I’m always so impressed.”

“Good girl.” 

Chanel audibly cums at the praise. Her body shaking, writhing, dripping all over his sticky lap. He’s got so much complete control over us. Both of us. But there’s only one he truly cares about, and it’s her. I’m so lucky to be in their presence. 

“Now,” he continues. “What shall we do with her?”

Chanel considers. “If she’s acceptable at sucking cock—seventy percent Chanel, as you said—and you think she’s reasonably pretty...”

“I love your vanity, darling, but call things what they are. She’s definitely beautiful. Just not as beautiful as you.”

“No one is.”

“I know. What’s your decision?”

“We could just keep her as a breeder? God knows she’s never had a child. And she can take care of the baby you stuffed inside me as well. Those big tits of hers will give all kinds of milk.”

“What about your milk?”

“That’s for You, Daddy.”

Another long kiss. Gosh, they’re so fucking in love.

Minutes pass and they break it off. “So what should we do with her now?”

Chanel moans in his ear. “I want to watch you get her pregnant, Daddy. I want her marked with your seed. I don’t want her to ever be able to get away.”

He nods and slides Chanel down from his lap and pushes me down on the ground. This used to be my office. I used to run a whole school here, I think? Now I’m just a dumb giggly bimbo who just needs Cock Cock and More Cock all the time.

“Oh my god,” I moan. “Like, oh my god. Oh my god, are you going to fuck me? With that? But you’re so big. I don’t know if...I don’t know if it will fit in me, oh my god...”

I haven’t been fucked since I was a teenager. 

Except...I am a teenager? I’m a student. At this school? And we’re all like, barely eighteen...

I can barely make sense of what I’m thinking when Master shoves his brilliantly huge Cock inside me. Chanel is right there on his hips, shoving him in deeper, cheering him on. 

“Fuck her,” she chants. “Fuck her. Fuck her. Fuck her. Fuck her.”

She’s rubbing her tits all down his back. I see small beads of milk already starting to form from her breasts; she is pregnant for him. God, how is she still so fit? She was born to be his. Born to be God’s Favorite Pet. 

And I’m being Fucked. By. God.

He’s so big I can nearly feel his Cock shoving into my stomach. I’ve never been violated like this. Fucked like this. Owned like this. 

I want to form so many words—My God, My Daddy, I love You so much! You mean everything to me! I never thought anyone could mean anything like this!

Instead I just giggle and moan and gasp, blurting out sexy drooling cascades of “Dadddyy...Master...Daddy...” 

Inside of me. Daddy is inside of Me! He’s so fucking big and amazing and wonderful. I’m so happy and I’m cumming nonstop. 

The first orgasm hit when he shoved inside me. After that they just kept arriving. Cumming from looking at the intensity on Chanel’s face as he fucks his newest mindfucked slave. Cumming from watching the beads of milk on her tits turn into a sexy stream of fluid that runs down their bodies and funnels down to his Cock, slamming into my tight young pussy. Cumming from seeing the passion of ownership on his face. Cumming from the intensity of feeling that his Cock gives me—like nothing else ever! He crushes down on my big titties, his body so much bigger and stronger than mine. I feel enveloped by his strength, his power. He owns every part of me.

“You’re so big!” I moan. “You’re so big!”

His thrusts pick up in intensity and Chanel changes her chant. 

“Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master. Cum in her, Master!”

He empties inside me and I can feel his amazing seed rush into every part of me. Flooding my insides. Flooding my womb. I’m so clearly designed to be a hyper-fertile fuckpet for Daddy and he’s so clearly fertile and I’m so clearly pregnant now, the second even a droplet of his amazing seed enters me. 

And, trust me, he delivers much more than a droplet. 

He pulls out of me, his Cock dripping with so many hot juices, and Chanel instantly slides down to her knees and cradles his enormity with her big, perfect teenage tits. Cum spurts out and covers her heavy tits, making them shine even more than her milk does.

“Still hard,” Chanel moans, seeing his wet, dripping, shooting Cock pull out from my tight pussy’s grasp. “Oh Daddy. Oh Marc. Oh Master, please. I need it. I need it...” she leans back, stroking her clit and spreading her legs wide while still holding it tight within her cleavage. “Daddy, I need You inside me please...”

Marc pushes me away to focus on her. She’s the main event. I’m discarded, thrown away. Set off to one side as he pushes Chanel down and enters into her lithe, gorgeous body. 

She sneers at me as she envelops him with her long arms, giving me an evil wink. Letting me know that she’s better than me. 

I knew that she was. I know my place. I’m an object. Not even a trophy. I’m so stupid. I’m pregnant now, and full of cum, and mindfucked, and a complete slave who will be discarded as soon as it’s convenient for these two.

Daddy was always going to get away with this.

I love him.

He makes me feel so stupid.

# # #
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Hypno Headset – The New Student
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I'm on my knees, sucking the Cock of my Master with the sexiest girl I've ever seen. 

Headphones pump deep hot trance knowledge into our skulls; with every thumping of the bass, we love our Master more. With every synthesizer note pulsing, we love each other more. 

We lick and slurp and adore his Cock, our young eighteen year-old pink tongues slobbering and forming a long, heady, erotic pool of dripping warm saliva that extends from his balls down to our tits and even to our precious, hot, uncovered pussies. Jets of precum and cum erupt from his massive turgid member, so big and so strong. He can cum for hours and not get tired; he's such a fucking man. 

I'm so lucky to have my mind fucked by him and by her.

Because she fucked my mind too. I used to be a good girl. I used to be a virgin. I used to be someone who would never get off on evil thoughts like mind controlling other girls for a Master or holding babes in place to put wicked thought-warping hypno headphones on their sexy skulls. 

But now I'm cumming with my partner-in-crime. Cumming as I lick and suck and slurp on Master's Cock, as his evil hot headphones fill up my mind with terrible thoughts of stealing and enslaving for him—only for Him. 

It's so weird now to think of this new, wonderful, cum-happy, Cock-Worshiping life as anything but normal. 

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS EARLIER:

It’s my first day at the Luxuria Palaestra, and already things are...weird.

This is the most prestigious dance school in the world. Girls come here as amateurs and leave as professionals with some of the best contracts available—working for companies in Moscow, New York, LA, and so on. I one-hundred percent belong here. I’ve been dancing since I was four years-old. I’ve been training for this my whole life. I’ve gone to countless workshops, spent tens of thousands of hours practicing, and have even been to special physical therapy sessions to elongate my muscles and bones to make my body taller and more flexible.

Like any good dancer, I’m in perfect shape, with barely an ounce of fat on me. You have to be thin to be a dancer so that other dancers can fling you around with ease, after all. But, unlike a lot of dancers, I’m also crushingly tit-heavy. My tits worry me; I’m afraid that at 36D cups they’re too big for me to be successful for long, especially as I age. My daily routine relies on several core and back strength exercises, which is why my ab and back muscles are so perfectly defined. My hair is long and blond; my eyes are blue. I think in America, some would look at me and think “bimbo.” But I’m definitely not. 

I’m from Norway and where I’m from, tall and statuesque and busty are pretty much the norm. 

I wish I spoke the language better. I can read and write it better than I can speak it. The girls here all seem to speak English very well—it’s the standard international language—but I can barely follow them. They’re so fast when they speak! And they all seem so completely distracted. 

When I say weird—let’s start there. The weirdness starts with their distraction, and how they’re all wearing headphones. 

I’m in my dorm room now, trying to sort myself out. Tomorrow is the first day of the Spring semester, and I’m the only new student. That means that everyone else who was new this year started at the same time in the Fall. That would be weird enough. 

Once I went to a dance seminar for a long weekend—four days. I arrived there early to learn more from the teacher. Teachers are so important in my country; we respect them completely. One girl, due to unavoidable circumstances with her flights and a family emergency, arrived a day late. The day before she arrived, myself and the teacher and the other three students got to know each other really well. Even though the new girl was there for the last three days—seventy-five percent of the time!—it was never the same with her. That connection never felt as close.

These girls here have had four months to connect! Plus, they all speak English really well—the same language that is my absolute worst.

And the headphones. They have those little wireless earbuds or just giant headphones on. All manner of colors—pink, purple, rose, mint green. They seem to be listening to them constantly. What's that all about? 

Classes start tomorrow. I’m relying on my ability to wow them in the studio to overcome any barriers. 

“Knock knock!”

I turn and look to see who is entering, and immediately am confronted by the absolutely most stupendously gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen. 

She’s young; probably around my age, which is just eighteen a few months ago (the main reason I am only starting here now is because you must be eighteen and over and I only became of age in October). 

“I’m Chanel.” She holds out a hand, which I take. “You’re Alisha?”

I nod. I’m normally never shy—I put my body on display whenever I dance, after all—but Chanel’s gaze is direct and her eyes are smoldering coals, and I feel inadequate and small in her presence. Her hand is soft and warm.

“Yes.” I’m painfully aware of my accent; her own voice sounds so perfect. “My first day.”

“You’re completely beautiful.” She takes my hand and examines it. She looks me up and down. I feel inspected. I might have minded except for how beautiful she is. “You’re gorgeous. Just gorgeous.”

“Oh.” I titter. “Thank you.”

“You’ll fit in wonderfully here. You’re so lovely.” Her voice, her entire demeanor, is ravenous. Like she wants to consume me. Her eyes, so black and burning, feel like they’re going to set me on fire. “So incredibly gorgeous. Gosh. He didn’t tell me you would be so gorgeous. I bet it’s a surprise for me.”

I don’t entirely follow what she’s saying. I blame it on my language barrier. So I just smile and titter once more, shrugging as she continues to rub and touch my hands. It’s hard to let go. I find the action incredibly attractive. I hope she’s single. I’m definitely pretty enough to be her girlfriend if I play my cards right. 

In my heart, I’m a romantic, and the wheels are already turning, telling the story to others in the future—it was my first day, she was the first one to greet me, it was love at first sight, we had brilliantly hot needy sex for seven straight days even though I'd never had sex before at all with anyone... 

She smiles and looks at the one box I brought in. “Where’s the rest of your things?”

“Oh.” I shake my head. “No. That is all.”

She raises an eyebrow. “But...your clothes?”

I shrug. “I have some tights. Some sweats. I thought...mostly dancing, yes? So...”

“I see.”

She nods, clearly not seeing. I look at her again, feeling like it’s the first time. Like a work of art; every time you look at someone this uncontrollably hot, it feels like the first time. I only really saw her general outline and her face before, but her outfit is killer as well. 

She wears a tiny red leather skirt with unnecessary, non-working black chunky zippers. It rides up in a v-shape in front of her crotch, revealing a thigh-gap that’s at least three inches wide. Her legs are decorated in smoky tights leading down to a pair of tall, tall high-heeled ankle boots, and her top is a brilliantly tight cleavage-baring polo that looks like it came directly off the rack from a fashion designer’s workshop. 

Now that I think of it, that’s another thing that’s been odd about this school. Not only are all the girls completely beautiful—which I expected, it is a dance school after all—and not only are they all wearing headphones or ear buds (Chanel has her headphones around her long, sculpted neck while she speaks with me)—but they’re also all immaculately dressed.

In fact, the whole school looks like the set for some kind of fashion catalog. I mean, with girls this young and tight and fit, you don’t have to do much to make it all rather erotic. Normally, dancers would be wearing comfortable dancing clothes—tights, yoga pants, shorts, workout gear. Anything that allows freedom of movement. 

But like Chanel, they all seem to be dressing more to show off. They have all been in heels. Tight, skimpy tops. Skirts. Especially skirts, and especially dresses—the tight, constricting kinds that show off their lovely curves and hips. 

“Is there...” I search for the English word. “...dress code?”

“Not formally. There is a lot to know, though. It might just be easier to take the indoctrination course.”

“Indoctri...” I struggle. “I don’t know this word. Sorry.”

I smile and laugh, my go-to mechanism when I feel a bit overwhelmed. And Chanel is definitely Grade-A Overwhelming with how hot she is. I’m a little bit in love. I love the shape of her nose. It’s so perfect.

“Think like...a tutorial.” My hands in hers, she sits me down on the bed. “You know that one?”

I nod. “Yes. Like for class?”

“Yes. But in audio form.”

She hands me her headphones and gestures for me to put them on. 

“Now?”

“Yes.” She nods firmly. “Now. It’s important to indoctrinate you, Alisha. He demands it.”

“Who is ‘he’?”

But before she answers—or maybe she won’t answer at all—she takes my hands into her own and shoves the headphones down over my ears. 

There’s heavy thumping sounds. Thick bass. Words that I can’t really make out all the way. It’s a nice, pleasant song. One I’d be happy to hear again.

I feel happy when I hear it, though I can’t explain why. 

I feel happy.

I feel...

I feel totally fine? I’m not sure what I’m supposed to learn from this. 

Chanel looks at me expectantly. And with something...much more in her gaze. Much darker. 

It looks like desire, only more pronounced. She pushes a hand up her own skirt and then puts a hand on my thigh. 

I flip the headphones off and back away. 

“What are you doing?”

She looks at me with annoyance and curiosity. Eyebrow raising.  A bit of a sneer. “He said he’d made it more powerful than ever. It’s worked on the other girls.”

I stand up. Something really weird is happening. “Who is he? What are you saying? What is this-this—this!?”

My frustration with the language is reaching a breaking point. I want to yell at her, a little. I’m massively attracted to her, obviously, but I still would like a bit of romancing before being touched. I’m a virgin even if I’m a lesbian, and just because I like girls doesn’t mean I want to automatically and immediately bang every one that I see. 

Chanel’s face launches into a wide, charming smile. “I’m sorry. It’s just a little prank.”

“Prank?”

“A joke. On the new girl. I...thought you’d think it was funny.”

“Oh. Ha.”

I cross my arms.

“Don’t be like that. We’re doing it to include you.”

“’We?’”

“Me and the other girls. I’m...the head of the social committee. You see? And the head of our studio, naturally.”

I’m still wary. “Naturally.”

“It was a joke. It was in poor taste. I apologize.” 

She takes my hands again. I want to pull them away, but I can’t. She’s soft and warm. And I feel an urge—from nowhere—to do as she says. 

“I don’t think I understand the joke. Headphones and music and...touching?”

Chanel’s eyes sparkle. “You’ll understand soon. I promise.”

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, I’M UP before six am to prepare for class. I want to keep up with the other girls and how I saw them dressed yesterday, but also I don’t want to look like I’m trying too hard. And what if that was all part of Chanel’s strange joke?

I compromise with doing my hair for a long while. I brush it twice as much as normal and build up some long waves. I still wear yoga pants but also a tight, form-fitting sweater. It’s very likely that I’ll see Chanel again, and despite the weirdness yesterday, I want her to like what she sees. 

I hope she’s single. 

It’s hard to imagine in a school like this. Even as I bounce off toward class, massively excited about the opportunities here, I’m blown away by the beauty of each girl I see. Blond, brunette, redhead, dark and light complexions, every eye color, every height, but all of them in perfect shape and with empty, happy smiles on their faces.

And headphones and earbuds everywhere. 

If this is a joke, it is starting to go too far. There must be something about the headphones that I’m just not getting. Some cultural block. Where I'm from, it's rude to have headphones on all the time. You have to make room in your brain for other people!

As I walk into the main classroom hall—an ancient building with tall ceilings and brilliantly sepia-toned masonry—I notice that the hall is full of girls, all of them smiling and chatting idly. They talk about their outfits, mostly, and some about boys. They all keep referring to a “he” or a “him” as if everyone knows who everyone is dating. And they all seem to be dating. And it all sounds intensely serious. I hear lots of chatter like:

“I think he’ll move me up in the hierarchy soon. I’ve been working so hard—”

“—and he’s going to take me out Friday. I feel so lucky! I’m so in love. It won't just be me, of course. I think I'll be on right leg duty. But—”

“—he told me he loved my legs last night. I creamed for like, an hour afterward. You know that kind of deep, life-altering orgasm that is like a before-and-after moment? I had like, a hundred of those. My brain feels so clean, and I love him so much, and...”

Incredibly intimate detail just to hear from passing by! Just as I feared, these girls are already completely in tune with each other, and I’m in terrible jeopardy of being left out. Or, there was this conversation from two startlingly beautiful brunettes:

“He’s just so fucking handsome, you know?”

“Like, for sure. He’s the sexiest guy I’ve ever seen.”

“All I want to do, all day, is get between his legs and suck his cock.”

“I really want to stroke him off. I like talking dirty to him while he’s hard. He gets so turned on by that.”

“I’ll have to try it! Does he fuck you afterward?”

“Of course. Usually he cums first and then fucks me right after and fucks again. God. What a man, right?”

“Totally. How can he stay hard for so long? I feel like I’m not good enough for him.”

“Neither of us are. That’s why he needs all of us.”

I didn’t cut in, and I didn’t stare. For too long. These were two jaw-droppingly gorgeous babes having these conversations—smiling brightly and touching themselves. Touching each other. As in—their tits rubbing against each other in an incredibly familiar way. Their hands sliding up and down their sides and necks as if they can barely contain the heat. I can practically smell the wet moisture gathering in their panties. And they’re clearly—clearly!—dating the same guy!

And they don’t care! 

What is happening?

Speakers line every wall, every ceiling. An abundance of them. They look newly installed. There is an announcement from a calm, authoritative male voice, so crystal clear he sounds like he’s directly next to me, speaking into my ear from only inches away. 

“Good morning, girls. As a treat for our first day of class, I’m playing some welcoming tunes. Listen to them. Appreciate them. Learn from them. Accept them.”

The speaker shuts off with a click and a slow, thumping music begins to play. It's very soft at first. It reminds me a lot of what was on Chanel's headphones last night. 

“Who was that?” I ask a nearby girl, an olive-skinned beauty wearing a tight fuchsia romper. 

She takes a moment to register the question, clearly listening to her earbuds. “Oh. That? That’s the Master.”

She moans slightly, as do all the girls around her. They giggle and writhe, touching their bodies suggestively. Perhaps he is cute, and they all have a collective schoolgirl crush on them? I’ve never much seen the point of boys, but lots of girls at my last school had a crush on one particular math teacher.

“The headmaster? Of the school?”

She giggles. “If you like. You'll learn. And accept. And listen. And, y'know, appreciate.”

I don’t know what to make of this, but I don’t want to be late. My first class is dance history. 

Despite how early I arrived at the hall, I’m the last one there. The teacher, a brilliantly fit redhead wearing a sharp, tight pencil skirt and tight-fitting sheer-white blouse, smiles and points to a seat. 

“Welcome, Alisha. We’re so glad you’re here.” Her eyes are exotic and blue, like polished stones. “Take a seat there next to Chanel, would you?”

Chanel winks at me as I sit down.

“I kept it open for you,” she whispers in my ear, lips brushing my skin. I shiver. 

Fuck, she’s so hot. 

“Alisha,” says Chanel. “We read your file last night to better take care of you. I have a quick question though. Can you tell me what’s on this card?”

She holds it out for me to look at. It’s the size of a playing card, maybe a little larger. There are squiggly black and silver lines all over it. 

I shrug. “Just some lines.”

“They’re not moving?”

“No.”

She nodded. “I thought so. We’re pretty sure it only works on certain types of brains, and from your profile and psyche tests we already figured it wouldn’t work on you. We really lucked out with it one time, otherwise it would have gotten violent with Ms. Lexington.” She sighs wistfully. “Which is too bad. Violence turns me on, you know?”

I shake my head. I don’t think I’m understanding. “I...you talk very fast. And what do you mean by...my file?”

She smiles. “Don’t worry about it. It looks like we’ll stick with the new music and the simple repetitions.”

As if on cue—rather conveniently so—the music pouring out from the speakers turns up in intensity and volume as the teacher—a Ms. Kalloway—begins the lecture. The music is rather similar to what little I heard from Chanel’s headphones the day before. Is there a connection? I should probably listen to find out. The music is simpler, but there’s voices there, I think. Very soft. They’re easier to understand than yesterday. I want to pay attention to Ms. Kalloway’s lecture because it’s important to pay attention. It’s just so important to listen.

It’s important to listen. 

It’s important to...

Important to...

Important to listen. 

I listen to Ms. Kalloway as she explains the beginnings of the history of dance. Gosh, she has terrific breasts. I can see almost all of her cleavage. Women are born dancers—or, real women are. Women who can’t dance appropriately barely even deserve to be called women at all. 

Women need to be fit, happy, and beautiful to dance for their man. Because men are why women exist—it’s a historical truth. Women belong on the arms of men. Trophies. Eyecandy. Decorations. Things. Objects. 

Our heads are just pretty shells for their Will and Thought. Men are always so smart. Men are always right. Women just need to go along with the flow, to do what they can to stay out of men’s way and make men feel good, respected, honored, and pleasured. Dance does all of these things at once—especially intimate dance. Which is why it’s so important to know how to dance. 

Ms. Kalloway has been speaking—I've seen her lips move—but I hear all of this like it's transmitted directly into my brain. Her words are like a fire eating up my frontal lobe. My nipples are hard and my body pulses with happy, horny energy.

I feel a trickle of drool leave my lips. I can see the clock on the wall behind her and nearly an hour has passed even though it feels like two minutes. I keep feeling like I’m about to do something, like I need to get up and go take care of something like 

getoutrunthey’refuckingyoufuckingyouupgetoutrun! 

but I can’t think of what it would be. It’s hard to think. I’m just a girl so it’s very hard for me to think and that’s natural. 

Ms. Kalloway says so, and I should listen to her. She’s my teacher. It’s important to listen to teachers. Her words are so simple and direct; my language barrier is hardly ever an issue. The few times where I don’t understand, she course-corrects right away. It’s like she’s teaching just to me. She keeps unbuttoning her blouse. Her tits are right over my head and it's so nice to feel them when she pushes their fleshy hot warmth against my face.

Chanel’s hand is on my thigh, very high up. Touching my pussy. Fingering the folds there. I'm so desperately wet. I feel like I keep moaning but all I can hear is the music and Ms. Kalloway's voice.

Ms. Kalloway says not to worry about how Chanel touches me, so I don’t. Chanel is so pretty. I’m devastatingly aroused by her. I’m actually pretty sure I’m in love with her. 

“Thank you,” says Chanel. “I’m in love with how gorgeous you are. I think you’re the most gorgeous babe here now.” She giggles. “Besides me, of course.”

I know that I should feel mortified that she heard me tell her I love her. But I don’t. It’s very natural. Everything is natural. I should just listen and appreciate and learn and accept. Her fingers slide deeper into my pussy and I cum, and cum, and cum...

I’m not sure how, but I end up in a different class. The music keeps playing overhead. I hear moans in the classroom behind me. I think the walls have changed? But maybe it’s just the teacher? She’s a stunning young brunette who says her name is Ms. Radcliffe. She’s there to teach us mathematics.

Chanel is still right next to me. She says she’s my girlfriend now. That’s so nice. That’s so good. I always wanted a girlfriend like Chanel. I always wanted Chanel. I always wanted Chanel. Chanel is my girlfriend and has always been my girlfriend and I’ve always wanted her so that’s so fucking good.

I Listen and Learn from Ms. Radcliffe:

Mathematics are for boys and men. Girls don’t need to know math. Math is for businesses and hard stuff like adding. I don’t need to know any numbers harder than what I need to cook with. I need to know how to add cups and tablespoons and teaspoons. I need to know that three teaspoons are one tablespoon. 

But I don’t need to know algebra. I don’t need to know calculus. Girls are cumming behind me. I can hear them saying someone’s name. It sounds like Marc, or Master, or Daddy. The hot smell of girl-fucking fills every room here. Hot honey dripping from young cunts, sliding into fingers perfumed with wet needy saliva and eager tongues. And all those tongues, when they're not urging at a desperately aroused clit, make that name again:

Master.

Master.

Master!

I feel Chanel’s hand around my throat as her fingers go deeper into my pussy. I’m not wearing panties anymore. Me plus Chanel equals No Panties. That’s the kind of math I need. 

Math is evil for girls. It’s bad. I should just shut down my brain if someone tries to talk numbers to me. I don’t care about numbers or math. The most important number is my weight, and the closer it is to zero, the better. I need to be closer to zero for Chanel to be happy with me, and that’s so important. 

There are other classes too. I learn so much just in one day. I’m so lucky to be here! They’re teaching me everything I need to know in such a short time span. I learn all about how little I need to know how to read. Just basic words are good enough! I need to unlearn like thousands of words! And I don’t need to know so many languages. I used to know parts of Italian and French and German in addition to my own language. All I need is English. It’s sexy that I have an accent, though. 

The last class of the day is dance. It’s just theoretical today since it’s the first day of the semester. Chanel and I are curled up in each other's laps. She keeps kissing me on the neck and throat and clavicles. I want to kiss her back—she's so pretty—but it's too important to pay attention. I can't break attention for a single second. 

We watch professional dancers in action. They’re in dimly lit clubs with neon lights and tall metal poles. They strip slowly and sexily and make big shows of how gloriously hot they are. They revel in their gorgeous bodies. These are real women with real potential and these are the kinds of dancers I’ve always wanted to be. 

I’m learning. 

“You're a stripper,” Chanel moans in my ear. “You're a born stripper.”

“I'm a born stripper.”

“You were made to strip for Daddy.”

“Made to...strip for Daddy...”

I don't know who Daddy is but I know I should strip for him. Chanel says so.

“Your body is erotic art. You need to show off.”

“Need to...need to show off...”

“Do you want to see me show off, Alisha?”

“Yes!”

Oh god, more than anything. And she steps up on the stage. Disrobing as she does. Her top falling off. Skirt sliding down. I see her bare ass, no panties. No bra. Her back so perfectly porcelain, so perfectly formed. She's just about to turn...

My brain...

My brain...

My brain shuts off. I can't handle anymore. 

It's all blackness.

* * * * * 
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THE NEXT MORNING, THE spell—or whatever it was—seems to have faded some. 

I sit in a daze, my door locked, refusing to leave. I'm wearing a long sweater and thigh-high thick-knit wool socks and that's all. Panties just get in the way—which is a truth I hate, but it is a truth. I'm touching myself almost constantly; my pussy is on fire with desire.

This is insane.

This is insane!

My first day of class at the Luxuria Palaestra, and literally all I did was sit next to like, the completely gorgeous girl of my dreams and let her fingerfuck me while my brain filled up with thoughts that definitely weren’t mine. 

And the weird thing is that the thoughts felt like mine! I have real thoughts—good thoughts—all the time. They make sense to me. I love them. I love thinking about what a good dancer I am or how I look in a red dress or how much I love Chanel. 

But I don’t need to think about like, how math isn’t important. Or how reading is just for boys. Gosh! What the entire fuck?

I do...I do love Chanel, right? That’s a real thought?

My stomach fills briefly with a deep pitted dread that she might be in on this somehow, that my love for her is somehow manufactured. But then I think about her, about her face, about her body, about her fingers sliding up into my pussy over and over again and making me cum while I bite my teeth into her soft, slight shoulder...

I have to cum. Just thinking about her, that little bit, I have to cum right away. 

Easy to take care of with just the memory of Chanel. I feel I’m hot-wired to cum on command at the thought of her. My long nimble fingers find my dripping wet pussy—soaking at the mere thought of her name—and slide inside and I cum almost right away.

Dripping. Shivering. Shaking. Sweating and moaning her name. Like I have the flu, the Chanel flu. 

“Oh god,” I moan, pushing my face into my mattress to hide my moans. “Oh god. Oh fuck I love her so much...”

But do I? I feel so sure of it. But then, yesterday I felt so sure that I didn’t need math, that it was a stupid thing just for boys, and that girls are pure little pretty decorations who just need to get on their knees and serve the Man, the One Man, the One Male, to do as I’m told and finger my hot pussy and think of Chanel Chanel Chanel until...

Oh fuck, I’ve got to cum again. 

I do, sliding myself in for the second orgasm in about two minutes, moaning, falling off the bed this time and giggling helplessly. God, she’s so pretty.

Usually when I cum I get some clarity—or at least drowsiness. A kind of near-dream state where thoughts slipstream into strange connections and lull me into a state of deep, disconnected awareness.

But now I’m only more alert but somehow less cognizant. I’m just thinking of Chanel. How pretty she is. How much I love her. How I can’t live without her. How I’m so lucky to be her girlfriend for what feels like years after only being here for a day...

Fuck. My mind is so fucked. What the fuck is happening to me?

I need to get out of here, but I don’t have any money. All my available money has gone into paying for this place—room and board is egregiously expensive. The scholarship I have only covers tuition but not room and board. 

I try to look at my checking account but I can’t make sense of the numbers—numbers are for men—and I give up after about five minutes and cry on the floor. I’m still horribly aroused and I can’t keep my fingers away from myself so I’m just sitting on the ground, in fetal position, touching myself and whimpering and crying.

Thinking about Chanel. Still. She's not part of this, right? I have to save her. I have to get her out too whenever I get out.

I don’t understand what’s happening. I pull out my phone and try to read and re-read my bank statement and I can’t even make sense of the words. I used to be so good at reading English! 

There’s a knock on my door. 

“Alisha?” 

It’s Chanel.

“Alisha? Let me in, baby. We need to talk. You’ve missed class. That’s not allowed.”

“I don’t care!”

I have to lock myself in here until I get my head straight. But what if Chanel is being affected too? 

Maybe...maybe we could lock each other in until we get better? Just snuggle and fuck and cuddle and lick each other until we’re well?

But what if she’s in on it? I’m having new thoughts. Thoughts that feel like mine but aren’t. What if my love for her is one of those thoughts?

She can’t...they can’t manufacture love, can they? Manufacture consent like that?

Her voice becomes quiet. “Alisha? Are you okay?”

I try to stay quiet. I don’t know who or what to trust. I don’t even know if I can trust myself.

“Alisha?” There’s concern in her voice now. “Please, talk to me, baby. I want to help. I’m worried about you.”

Everything she says tugs me in all the right ways. 

“I don’t...I don’t know. I’m so confused...”

“Let me in and we can talk about it. I just want to see you.” Her voice drops very low. “I really, really need to see you. You’re so fucking pretty. I want to touch you again. I want to taste you...”

She doesn’t mean my lips. I moan, my fingers sliding up against my pussy. 

“Please?” she says again. “I want to taste you. Between your legs. I want to know what my tongue feels like when it drags up and down your clit. I want to taste your juices on my tongue. I want to make you cum, Alisha...please? We said we would love each other forever...”

We did say that. I remember saying that. And it’s so important to do what you’ve said you would do...

Before I can even stop myself, my hands are opening the door. 

Chanel is there with an evil smile on her face. She’s flanked by Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe. I don’t understand. All of them are wearing nothing but beautiful lacy lingerie and tall heels. Chanel’s is white, contrasting gorgeously with her thick dark hair. Tit-heavy blonde Ms. Lexington is in red, and the ultra-fit Ms. Radcliffe is in blue. 

I notice for the first time that Chanel is pregnant. I can't believe I didn't see it before. She's so slender—so utterly thin and tiny—that the bump wasn't that hard for her to obscure in her revealing clothing. But her smooth, toned belly is obviously sporting a delicious baby bump, her navel sticking out like a third nipple. 

God. It just makes her hotter. She's so...maternal. So in charge. 

The teachers take me by my arms and sit me down forcefully on the bed. 

“As if I’d lick your pussy.” Chanel sneers. “Or anyone’s. I’m a pillow queen, babe. I have my pussy licked, not the other way around. God, you’re desperate. You’re too fucking pretty to be so desperate, Alisha. That’s why I need to fix you.”

I shake my head. “Fix me? Wh-what is happening? Chanel? I love you. Please. Why are they here?”

There’s no strength left in my bones. The Chanel Flu has wiped me out. I don’t even struggle against Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe.

“You’ll understand everything soon enough. Won’t she, Vivian?”

Ms. Lexington nods. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you understand, Aubrey?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—sounds as love struck as I feel. 

Both teachers are full of gratitude just for the opportunity to answer a question of Chanel's. I can smell the heat from their pussies. I can see them dripping in their panties next to me, staining my bed. 

Chanel holds out a pair of headphones. They’re heavy, black and gold. 

“Master warned me this is his most powerful trance yet. It’s going to wipe you clean.”

“Clean,” Vivian and Aubrey echo. 

“Do you want me to wipe you clean, Alisha?”

“Clean,” they echo again.

I shake my head, crying. Tears running down my cheeks. “I don’t understand. No. Please.”

“You would be perfect,” says Chanel. “Utterly perfect. You’re so fucking hot. I want you for my girlfriend. But you’ve got that language issue and it makes you too hard to change subtly, like Daddy and I did with Bingo and Bongo here.” She points at the gorgeous women restraining me. “It’s got to be a brute force assault or else we won’t really change your personality. And I really want to change your personality. I understand Master so much better lately. Why he wants me above all the others. It’s because of what I believe. Are you following me, Alisha?”

She’s so fucking pretty. I want to hate her. I want to struggle and leave. But all I can do is stare dumbly at how fucking pretty she is. 

“I’m a bad girl, Alisha. Believe it or not, what I’m going to do to you? It’s like, the nicest thing I’ll ever have done for anyone, outside of completely giving myself up for Master’s service. Though maybe it’s even nicer than that, you know? Because this is all my idea. Although...” she puts a finger on one plush lip. “Maybe it’s not? Maybe he’s just letting me think it’s my idea?”

“I don’t know what you mean. Please. I am confused. Please, stop this. Let me go.”

She leans down and kisses me. My body can’t help but respond; my nipples are so fucking hard, and my pussy clenches and drips. My jaw moves against hers; I love kissing her. There’s a strong undeniable thought-feeling inside of me that I’ve always loved kissing her. 

“You don’t really want to leave me, do you, Alisha?”

I whimper in response. My cunt is so wet.

“I didn’t think so. So...as I was saying. I’m a bad girl. Daddy loves that I’m a bad girl. He thinks it’s really hot that I’m perfectly content to enslave girls for him and even murder for him if he wants me to. That devotion is special to him. And I want to make you as special to me as I am to him. Which, means, of course, that you’ll be a bad girl and that he’ll really, really want to fuck you all the time like he does to me...so we’ll be like, I don’t know, fuckslave sisterpets for him? Isn’t that hot?”

Vivian and Aubrey both moan and nod, kissing my neck. Their lips are so soft and warm. They’re barely even holding my arms anymore. How can Chanel be so evil when what she's set up feels so fucking good?

One hand from each travels to my thighs, then between my thighs, teaming up to touch my wet trembling pussy. 

Chanel leans in until her knee is pushing Vivian and Aubrey’s hands up into my cunt. Lightning bolts of pleasure sing through my spine. I’m convulsing with need. Her tits hang in front of my face, my tongue dangling and needy. 

“I’m going to wipe your whole mind clean,” says Chanel. “I’m going to wipe out every last part of you. I’m going to do it for him. Because I love him. Because he matters more to me than you do by a loooong shot. Because wiping you clean and building you from the ground up into being a wicked, manipulative, arrogant, vain, haughty, evil bitch who needs more than anything else to simply make her Master hard will make him really happy. And hard.” She slides her tits across my face, grabbing me by the back of my head. Milk drips from them. It tastes like sweet nectar. “And happy. And hard. And happy. And hard...”

Aubrey—or maybe it’s Vivian, I can’t tell—slide into me three fingers deep. I’m so needy and willing that my pussy clenches hard and my hips gyrate forward. They chant with Chanel:

“Happy...and...hard....and happy...and hard...”

“If you love me,” says Chanel, “if you really love me, you’ll ask me to wipe you clean. Then I’ll love you. For real.”

She slides my head up so my sculpted chin rests in her heavy breasts, looking me deep in the eyes. Her headphones rest in one hand, sliding against my cheek. 

“All you have to say is ‘please.’” She smirks. “So? Do you love me, Alisha?”

It doesn’t matter that she’s made me want to say it. It doesn’t matter that she’s put the thought in my head. 

I shudder and nod. “Oh, god yes.”

“Good girl. And do you want me to love you?”

I nod again, taking the opportunity to rub my face in her breasts. Her milk shines on my cheeks.

“Then beg for it. Beg for me to wipe you clean.”

I shake my head, but I say, “Please, Chanel...”

I think I was going to ask her to stop. I was going to ask for this to end. A part of me, though, wants her to love me back so intensely. A part of me wanted to find out what was on the other side...

That’s the part she heard, of course. She slides the headphones on and...

And...

And...

Clean.

* * * * *
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A DELICATE, LONG-FINGERED hand is on the back of my beautiful head, pushing me down harder as I suck, slurp, and lick my Master’s Cock. It doesn’t need to be there—I love sucking his Cock. But I like that it’s there. 

I like it so much that my hand is around her head too—Chanel’s head, my fucksister’s head—holding her tight against his shaft and balls as she licks and kisses and sucks. We hold each other tight and trade off positions, each wanting the other to choke and gurgle and groan on his turgid, massive meat as it crowds the small, hot, wet space inside our throats.

We're both so fucking gorgeous. We deserve this honor more than any of the other bitches and squalid sluts out there. Master needs Queens pleasuring him, deserves Goddesses of Beauty and Fertility attending his needs, and Chanel and I are definitely that. I'm surprised the air doesn't catch fire around us.

Marc Astor—my Master—is up on a throne in his office; an affectation he acquired I think after Chanel called him her King for the thousandth time. It was easy to order some of the lesser girls—the ones he’s not going to spend time fucking—to build it for him. It would have been hard to go to town on his Cock like this like we are, because he’s so high up, except that I had the bright idea of putting Vivian and Aubrey underneath us as footstools. 

It’s uncomfortable for them—our knees keep hitting their faces and even though Chanel and I are both incredibly fit and light, holding up weight for the hour or so we’ve been sucking down Master’s hot loads must be wearing them down. I’m sure they’ll have bruises all over their bodies tomorrow. 

I don’t care, though. 

I’m a bad girl. 

More importantly, I’m a bad girl for my Master.

Their pain, their discomfort, doesn't matter to me. No one's does. I don't care if someone dies—I don't care if a lot of people die—so long as his Cock is hard and he is happy. 

On our walk over, Chanel told me a hot little story about how some idiot had tried to get in the way of her worshiping Master's Cock, so Chanel pushed her down the stairs and left her to die. That's so hot. She's like, my idol. I wish I could do something like that for Master to prove my devotion. 

It's a little complicated because I was the last girl on campus to submit to him—and only because I arrived here so late. So I'll have to prove my devotion in other ways. There are some girls who aren't particularly rich or pretty here at the school. Sure, they're in shape, but they're not really adding to the vibe, you know? 

I've already started daydreaming about just lining some of them next to some stairs to push them down. Or maybe off windows? Maybe I could convince them that if they starve themselves—never eat or drink water again—that Master would want to fuck them?

He wouldn't, of course. Master's Cock is reserved for truly special, incredibly hot pieces of ass. Real sexy, bimbo bad girl trophies like me and Chanel. We're so fucking hot that we know when he takes us back to civilization we're going to give heart attacks and strokes to any old men who gaggle at us—which is, of course, going to be all of them. 

So, then, those starving girls I'm daydreaming will have let themselves waste away for nothing at my suggestion. 

That's pretty evil. I think he would love that—the manipulation, the subtlety. That would be really hot for him, I think. To have brute force fuck-you-up slave Chanel, and send-you-on-an-ego-death-trip Alisha. 

Ungh. 

“I love him so much,” I moan.

Chanel nods, kissing me and then his Cock. “I love him so much.”

Chanel strokes him with her beautiful hands and then moans something about him taking my virginity, but that’s just silly. Master has fucked me countless times. I Love his Cock inside me. I Love being fucked by him. How could I Love being fucked by him if he’s never fucked me before?

His voice is like the voice of God. Which makes sense, because to Me, he is God. Sucking and stroking and licking him feels so good—constantly orgasmic. Holy. This must be what Heaven feels like.

“Already?” he asks her. “We've only been going a few minutes...”

Chanel gives him the low-lovey-eyes look. “I want you inside her. Please?”

He smiles. “I can't turn you down when you ask so nicely. What about it, Alisha? You want this Cock inside you?”

“Yes, Master! Please, Master!”

There's no hesitation. He would have moved me even if I didn't want to go. He would have forced me; that's so hot. I love it when Master forces girls to do his bidding. He lifts me up—so fucking strong—and sets me down on top of his lap. 

His Cock pushes through my slippery wet folds with almost no resistance. There's a moment of discomfort—I feel him pushing through something, like a hymen, only again that doesn't make sense, because with how much I know he's fucked me there's no way I'm a virgin...

“So fucking tight...” he groans. “Might even be tighter than you were, Chanel...”

Jealousy marks Chanel's face, but it's surpassed by the heat she feels at our Master's pleasure. 

“Good, Daddy.” She puts her face right next to mine, kissing my neck and shoulders, squeezing my tits. “I want her tight for you. I knew she would be. That's why I chose her...”

He starts lifting me up and down his Cock and thrusts upward into me. I gyrate my hips, holding the edges of his throne, urging my hot teen pussy up and down. 

Chanel helps too—perfectly in tune with her Master's fucking, she pushes me down when he pushes up, and slides her slick cunt against my bare skin to lift me up when he pulls down. Her sexy baby bump slides up and down his side; her delicious milk dripping down his arm, through the valley of his hard abs, and mixing in to the precum and pussy honey pooling around his Cock. There's not a moment when his Cock isn't deep inside me, when her heavy, milk-dripping tits aren't sliding all over my shoulders and arms. 

His face buries in my big, healthy, happy tits. A better pair of tits he won't find anywhere—they're even bigger than Chanel's, and she's pregnant. My pussy clenches with orgasm as his tongue runs across my nipples. 

“Oh god, Daddy...you're so good...”

Voices—my voice—our voices get fevered as he fucks me harder and gets closer to cumming.

“Oh, he’s gonna cum in you,” moans Chanel. “Oh fuck, I’m so jealous. I’m so jealous. Oh, fuck, please do it, Daddy! Please cum in her!”

“Please cum in me! Yes Master! Yes, Daddy! Please fucking cum in me! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant just like her!”

He erupts inside of me. There’s so much cum I can’t even believe it. It powers into my g-spot and I cum again and again. I cum from the sensation and then I cum harder, knowing he's cumming. That's the most important thing—that Master cums. Nothing is more important than that. 

I'm crying, I'm so happy. Biting his shoulder. Chanel biting me. All of us thrusting, sliding, dripping, cumming together. 

I know I'm pregnant. I know I'm right behind Chanel—that we'll be pregnant for him, only ever him, at the same time. 

Inside of me, Master's Cock stirs even as he shoots a few more post-surge loads. He's not satisfied, I can tell. He's too turned on by what Chanel was doing—shoving me up and down his Cock like that. That's fine by me. 

Eagerly, I slip off of his still-hard Cock and urge Chanel on top. She's as wet as I am except for all the cum dripping from my pussy. She slides right on his Cock just like I did—except for one difference.

See, she held me down on his Cock by my hips and shoulders. 

But me?

I'm holding Chanel down by her throat.

“A-Alisha...?”

Right away she can't breathe. I'm holding her hard. Choking her. Forcing the air out of her body. 

“How's this for wicked, Daddy?”

Almost right away, he's fucking her harder than he even fucked me. It turns him on—seeing me do this to her. Take power away from her like this. 

I choke Chanel harder, urging him to fuck her harder. She spurts and sputters, struggling to speak. Cumming hard; her cunt clenching on Master's Cock. Struggling to breathe. I'm not choking her safely. I don't care if she dies on his Cock if it makes him happy and hard.

“Please Daddy? I promise I won't let her go no matter how much she begs. I'll choke her out, Daddy. I'll do whatever you want me to do.”

Chanel looks at me, a kind of triumph in her eyes even as they get glassy and dazed from her nonstop orgasms and lack of oxygen. She's made me this way; she's so proud. And I know I'll get payback for it later—and I don't mind at all. 

I start cumming just from rubbing my freshly-pregnant body against Chanel's dynamite form. Seeing her fucked by Master. She's cumming because she can't not—Daddy's Cock is inside her and girls always cum from Daddy's Cock. And I can see he's cumming too, or just about to. Wrapping his hands around mine. Holding her tight on his Cock. Entire gorgeous body flexing, tensing, starting to blow his load. 

“I love you, girls.”

We moan and cum together, Chanel sounding like she's on her last breath even as her body convulses with pleasure. He erupts inside of her and his leftover seed spills out from her tight young pregnant pussy all over my legs and the slaves beneath us. 

Chanel's turning purple. Daddy looks at our hands around her throat. 

Maybe I'll let go. Maybe I won't. I'll let Daddy Decide. Either way, I'll be happy—because he'll be hard.

I'm a bad girl now. 

# # #
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Succubus Harem – The Witch
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This gorgeous blonde is working my cock like a pro; better than a pro. The lights are off and the restaurant is closed, and she’s servicing me in ways that would put porn stars to shame. 

I’ve never seen someone so in love with a cock. Her lips, so full and fuckable and glistening wet, slide up and down the surface while she maintains full eye contact with me the whole time, promising me with her gaze a thousand lifetimes of endless lustful love. Her body clings to mine, as if the tantalizing inches of her gorgeous curves can’t stand to be away from my flesh. 

She used to be my co-worker. But now she’s my sex slave. 

How the fuck did this happen?

* * * * *
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I’M TIRED, HUNGRY, emotionally fried, and due for about four hours of binge-eating ice cream and napping before falling into a deep coma-like sleep for nearly seventy hours. My legs feel like rubber bands holding up the dumbbells of my feet. I can’t even tell you how many times tonight some customer at a table has asked if I was okay—I know the circles under my eyes tell a story of sleepless nights, and the fraying beard I haven’t been able to shave doesn’t help matters.

The name of the restaurant is Bellissima’s. It’s about two hours past the end of my normal shift, but once again I’ve let the manipulative, painfully hot female members of my staff rope me into working more hours than I should or want. I’m closing for the fifth time this week.

I don’t know that I have a choice; the owner Rose is going to sell this place, and if I can’t keep it running and profitable then she’s going to turn it over to someone who isn’t me. I’ve been saving to buy up my own restaurant for years now—I’ve sacrificed everything for it. A relationship, an education, friends—it all fell to one side in my single-minded quest to own this place by buying it out from Rose. 

I’ve been working since before noon, and it’s ten o’clock now. Closing time. There’s just old man Balboa at his normal window spot—I have tried so many times to get him a new seat so I can put someone young and healthy-looking there to draw in customers, to no avail—and the woman in the corner who has been waiting for over an hour for someone to serve her. 

We keep a small kitchen staff, a small waiting staff. The restaurant itself is small and stylish, with narrow lanes between tables. The kind of place where people are supposed to overhear each other and join in on conversations. Chandeliers hang over most every table emitting dim light; high-backed chairs that are a pain in the ass to put up so we can sweep at night wait, patiently, for me to put them up at every table. 

We’ve got an expensive menu, catered for dating young adults and adults who want to feel younger, and was built on what used to be a cafe. There’s street traffic, and when business was booming, we had a long reservation list. Not anymore. 

Most of our business now comes from young men who want to ogle at our waitresses—and I don’t blame them, they’re all stunning, like a fleet of Nordic-blooded Valkyries (they fight eternally against lifting a finger to do their jobs)—but who haven’t learned yet that none of them will put out. 

I don’t know, maybe they don’t mind the girls won’t sleep with them. Some people just like giving their money away to pretty things.

I approach Leena, our hostess and sometimes-waitress, and maybe the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen in person. She’s idling through selfies on her phone, admiring her face from different angles. There’s a lot to admire. She’s wearing a tight tartan mini-skirt that’s far too daring for a waitress or hostess job and a pale pink blouse that looks like it might pop open from any moment due to the pressing, insistent gravity of her heavy breasts. 

Her marble-white skin is stunningly clear of any blemishes; she has several thousand insta followers from posting her skin-care routine. Of course I know this because I’m one of them; I don’t use an account with my real name, but I doubt I’d be fooling her if I said I hadn’t seen her in dozens of revealing, cock-hardening bikini shots.

“What’s the story with the woman in the back?” I ask.

She doesn’t look up from her phone. “What woman?” 

“That one,” I point. “Which one do you think?”

She still doesn’t look, turning on her camera now to tilt her chin erotically and suggestively. Christ, she’s a bombshell. 

“She’s waiting for you to wait on her, I guess?”

“Right. I’ve been doing all the other tables. You couldn’t help?”

Leena looks at me like I’m crazy. “I’ve been hostessing, Robert.”

She gave me a look—perfect eyebrows arching—that said, What else do you think I’m going to do? 

The girl wasn’t lazy; she just knew she had me in a corner and got mad tips for just standing pretty at the front no matter what she did. Honestly, if it wasn’t so fucking frustrating to work alongside, I’d respect the hustle. 

For one reason or another, most of the girls here are hustling me. Nora, with legs longer than most Russian novels, turns on her smile and her bright blue eyes whenever she needs a day off. 

Alma, with an ass that I can hardly comprehend it’s so bountifully and bouncifully perfect, pretends to flirt with me when she wants extra hours for more tables and tips. 

Helga, who barely speaks English, with the tightest midsection I’ve ever seen (and she’s always wearing tiny midriff-baring tops to show it off), constantly flashes her cleavage to help me “ignore” her extended bathroom breaks. 

They’re all blondes, all gorgeous, and they all use me like a battery. Ready to fish out of a drawer and recharge whatever they need at any given moment while they’re here. 

Of course, the worst one is Rose Ramsey, my boss, who has led me on the merry chase to owning this place for years now. 

Earlier today, in her office in the back—which should be my office as she’s practically never here anyway—she gave me the low-down on the sale of the restaurant to me. 

“Look, we’re very close,” she had said. “I just need to have this quarter’s numbers, coming at the end of the month. Then I should be able to sell in good conscience.”

Good conscience has nothing to do with it. She wants to be able to maximize her profit from the sale, that’s all, which she’ll be able to do if the quarter’s numbers are up from the last. Ever notice how people with money dress up all their decisions that make them more money in clothes of morality?

Rose is blond, too, and smoking hot. She inherited this place from her rich-ass family, and has shown about as much interest in it as she has a yacht on the other coast or a collection of modern art stuck in a bunker somewhere. It’s distant; it’s remote. 

She’s always reminded me of a femme fatale from old black-and-white movies, maybe because I have the distinct feeling she’ll be the death of me. Her hair is always done up in that thick, voluminous style with a heavy middle-part, and she wears tight, fashionable long skirts and clingy jackets and silk blouses. 

I think her outfit today is from Yves Saint Laurent; it’s the kind of well-made that’s supposed to shout You can’t fucking afford to go out with me. 

“I’ve got the money lined up,” I said. “I’ve had it for a while. And you told me this last quarter, too.”

I saw her restrain herself from rolling her eyes. They’re sparkling ice blue and easy to fall inside of. 

“You’re right.” She offered me a curt smile. “But the situation changed. The economy, you know...what a downturn! No one could have predicted—”

“I just want you to stop jerking me around. I’ve put the time in. This place will be in good hands. You’ll get your percentage. You don’t even want to be here. Why not sell it?”

She set her jaw. She hates it when people talk back to her, especially men. Maybe that’s why I did it.

“Sentimentality, I suppose.” Her fingers float over the opening of her jacket, her blouse. Her bust is exquisite. “You wouldn’t hold a grudge at a girl for just wanting to feel safe, would you, Robert?” 

Ugh. 

I let the matter drop, like I always do. A good dose of shame to start the day. 

No matter how hard I wanted to, I just can’t argue with her—or any of the girls—when they turn on the charm. They’re just too fucking hot. I don’t know what I did to deserve this bizarre hell—surrounded by gorgeous women who are happy to manipulate me but seem to truly detest me—but it must have been bad. 

And that brings us back to Leena—who does as little as possible to hide her derision from me, behind a façade of sweetness that is intentionally designed to appear fragile, so she knows I know she could drop it at any time. 

“I’ve just been really working super hard today,” says Leena. “Are you sure you can’t help me out?”

I might be doing as little as her if all I wanted was a paycheck, but I want to own this place one day and that means I’ve got to work to keep it in business. Leena knows this—all the girls here knew this—because the “real” boss, Rose, makes sure they know. 

All co-workers know a lot about each other. Even so, I feel like we all know more than most. They know all about my drama with Rose, and the thing is—and I sort of hate this—I seem to know all about the love lives of these beautiful young women. 

One way or the other, they’re almost always complaining in my earshot about how none of the men in their lives measure up. It honestly seems to torment them a little, to the point where I’ve often wondered if they were trying to send me signals of romantic interest. But, whenever I’m talking to them, there’s nothing to signal the least bit of attraction. It’s this weird combination of patronizing distance and sororital affectation that I haven’t been able to wrap my head around. 

I try to tell myself, it doesn’t matter—we’re all just workers trying to make a wage and get on with our lives. But I know other places pay more than us, and yet these beauties are just staying here like they’re tied to the place.

There’s something special about this restaurant, that’s all. It’s why I’m obsessed with it, isn’t it? Why Rose won’t sell. There’s something in the air, something we want to be a part of here. We all know it’s coming; knowing what it is seems secondary to feeling it and knowing it is on the way. 

And, of course, I assume it’s going to arrive when I’m finally in charge of it like I should be. Rose, if it weren’t for me, would be running this place into the fucking ground. 

The only time Leena gets off her figurative behind—which is literally unreal in the absolute magnificence of its sultry tight structure in the tight skirts she wears—and does a little waitress work is for tables of guys. They would shower her in tips. She looks at me now, tossing her hair back to one side and running her hands through its lustrous, dark surface. 

God, she’s hot.

“You can take care of whoever it is, right?” She looks in the woman’s direction. “You said it was a girl? You know I don’t do girl tables. Please?”

She gave me her best little-girl eyes. I’m old enough to be her dad and of course I fall for it. I’ve seen her talk with boyfriends she’s dumped, losers who try to buy back her time, and the bitchiness readings when she’s around them are positively nuclear. She might be pretending to be nice to me, but at least she’s not actively being awful. 

I sigh. “Fine. Would you help Balboa out, then?”

“He tipped me when he came in.”

“He orders the same thing every night and says it’s the first time he’s ever had it. From the way he dresses and tips, I’d bet he’s sitting on a mountain of disposable income. I guarantee you, Leena, you can be milking him for way more.”

Something wicked and deeply hot lit up in her bright eyes, a money-hungry lasciviousness that I’m dying to be able to feed, if only I had the money ready. She’s young enough to not realize how happy any well-off man would be to just facilitate her greed. Like everything else, greed looks stunning on her.

“Great!” She twirls and starts strutting toward her prey. “You’re all right, Robert. I don’t care what Rose says about you.”

I’d like to get home before midnight, so I don’t stop and ruminate on what that means, though of course it sets alarm bells ringing. 

On my way to the woman in the back—who still is just quiet, waiting under a dark hood of some kind—Brie pulls me aside. 

“I’m shutting it down.”

She means the kitchen, of course. 

Brie is a terribly pretty young blonde (I know, another one) who would be even prettier—though she would draw-and-quarter me for saying it—if she smiled more. I don’t say that kind of thing because I happen to like my guts in my body and staying in one piece, and also because, fuck it, I don’t smile much at work either. 

But her facial features are so outrageously sexy—plump lips, cosmically perfect nose, elegant cheek bones—that it’s usually all I can think when I see her for at least several seconds. It would be nuts to me that she isn’t married to some wealthy, hung dude, except I know she’s a confirmed lesbian. 

And you know what? That’s still nuts; don’t lesbians marry on the second date? She dates a new girl a week, practically, but never seems happy with them. 

Tonight, she’s wearing a tight white blouse and a pair of athletic yoga tights that really show the curvature of her ass. It’s not our standard uniform, but I stopped trying to enforce that when all the girls just complained to Rose that I was being sexist. Bizarrely, they all only dress even sexier than the requisite black pants or skirt and long-sleeved button-up top. 

“Come on.” I point to the woman waiting in the back. “Let me at least see what she wants to order.”

Brie looks back. “I don’t see anybody.”

“Don’t be like that. Come on. We’ve got a customer, we should just do our job. She’s been waiting for an hour.”

“And she’s still here? She should take a hint.”

“We should take an order,” I hiss, “that’s how we get paid.”

Brie crosses her arms. There is a stark familiarity between us even though we’re not friends; the best way I can describe it is kind of how you can immediately talk to a cousin you haven’t seen for ten years like you were just picking up a conversation you set down ten minutes ago. 

It’s a good thing she’s not especially busty, or I’d probably made a fool of myself several times over by making passes at her, even though I know she’s not into guys. I’m a sucker for big breasts. 

The only reason I haven’t ever asked Leena out is because I don’t think I’ve ever seen her not with a boyfriend of some kind. 

Well, that, and that she would laugh in my face, somewhere in and out of asking me how much money was in my bank account. 

The truth is, I have an awful lot saved up—but it’s for this restaurant, and nothing else. 

“Tell her we can do salads and sandwiches and soups,” Brie says finally. “Everything else is out. All right? And I’m going to start cleaning. I’ve got to get home, Robert.”

“Fine. Sure. Just stick around long enough so that I can get her food.”

She nods and her lips hint at a smile. “You’re all right, Robert. Even with all that stuff Rose says about you.”

Goddammit.

* * * * *
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FINALLY I APPROACH the woman at the end of the restaurant. The lights flicker as I get closer, and something about her dark visage draws me in. I can’t quite make out any part of her distinctly; the cloak she’s wearing makes it hard. Who wears a cloak? 

The air as I approach tastes funny in my mouth, like something is burning—but something that I want to burn. Like charbroiled meat, maybe; something that tasted much better when it had those grill marks.

The closer I get, the more I see I was wrong—she’s not wearing a cloak at all—but a large blood-red hat. The kind that femme fatales would wear in movies. The kind that—and I’m not proud—I’ve thought about femme fatale-prototype Rose wearing in late-night, need-to-cum-fast-and-hard jerk-off fantasies. 

And she’s not in the darkness, not even remotely—if anything, there’s a spotlight on her, and god, what a her there is to spotlight. 

She’s stunning. Long, disastrously long, sensually long, painfully long legs tied up in a tiny red sleeveless dress that fits so tight and skimpy it’s like lingerie. Enormous, perky, heaving breasts, shoved together and up by the tight red fabric of her dress, exposing her delectable collarbones. Her face is pure sin, seemingly designed to provoke hard, unstoppable desires to hold her down and kiss her until she’s moaning in my mouth. She looks up at me with open eagerness at my arrival, plush lips parting in surprise and delight. 

“I’m sorry you had to wait so long,” I say by way of apology. “Our hostess doesn’t always have the best manners.”

“It’s quite all right.” Her eyes smolder from under her hat. “I don’t mind at all. I’ve waited such a long time for you anyway, a few extra minutes here or there don’t matter much.”

Her eyes almost seem green one moment, then yellow, then orange. Flickering like flames. She looks almost like Brie, but that’s an insult to the beauty before me. Brie is cute and sexy, this woman is sex incarnate. 

They share deeply similar facial features, but everything about her is exaggerated and refined, like she had spent three hours in a glam studio getting ready for this exact meeting—but still looking effortless enough to let me know that very much did not happen. It was all just easy for her. 

“Won’t you sit down with me?” she asks. “I’ve been waiting so long. It would make me feel so delighted to sit with a man, a real man, like you.”

“Un...unh?”

I have a hard time putting together words, putting together thoughts. Jesus fiery fuck, this woman is gorgeous. I turn, by way of protesting, pointing at the restaurant—but everyone’s gone. Leena’s outside with Balboa, holding her purse and ready to leave. He hands her a small stack of bills and then another when she pouts. 

Fuck, she really knows how to work. 

“They’re all leaving,” says the woman. “It’s just you and me. I’ll make you so comfortable. Please, won’t you sit?”

I try to think about Brie in the kitchen, how she might come back, but then my eyes wander up and down this beauty’s body again. Her hand out, gloved and elegant, dainty, eager to bring me down with her. 

It doesn’t feel like there’s much of a choice. 

The second I sit, she wraps herself around me, sliding her leg over my thigh and pushing her heavy tits onto my arm. Pawing and crawling on me like a lovestruck teenager. 

“I’m so sorry,” she says, her voice so sultry and small. “I thought I could control myself. I really and truly did. That’s why they sent me—I was the one least in love with you already. B-but...now you’re here, and I can smell you, feel you...oh my god. Can you feel it too?”

Her gloved hand slid across my cock and somehow—as if by magic—I’m already unzipped and my shaft slips into her capable, stroking hands. 

“What is this?” I ask. I feel drugged. How long have I been sitting here? It feels like hours somehow. “Who are you?”

“I’m Gabrielle. I’m the scout,” she says, as if that explains everything. “Though I’m also our best at witchcraft. We had to make sure you were the real deal. Mistress was so certain you were; she’s had dreams about you for ages and ages, but the rest of us were so skeptical.”

She starts kissing my neck, my chin, my lips. I get lost in the moment; this is confusing, confused, confounding. I don’t care. She kisses me back hard, kissing me like I’m the only crush she’s ever had and like she’s had it for years, like I’m the rock star she’s been practicing for with pillows for the past six months. I’ve never had a kiss like this. I lose myself in it, sliding my tongue over hers, her red lips pressed hard against mine. I stop and suck at her lips, squeezing her tits roughly, grabbing her this way and that as she continues to stroke my hard, straining, precum-streaming cock. 

“Please be real?” she whimpers. 

My hand slides up to her ass, squeezing tight. It’s even tighter than Leena’s somehow. How is someone this gorgeous and stacked this tiny? Her waist can’t be wider than twenty inches. I think my hands could wrap around it entirely. 

“I need you so bad.” Feverish whispers. “We all do. I’ve needed you my whole life. I need to be yours, oh fuck, oh f-fuck...”

All of a sudden she’s cumming, pushing her greedy lips against my neck and chin and face, whimpering and crying a little, stroking me even more soulfully than before. Somehow, even with her gloves on, the stroking is soft and perfectly frictionless, especially as my juices build up on her glove. 

“F-fuck!” she groans, her body convulsing with pleasure. My cock, straining, pulses inside her tight, soft grip. “Please? Please be real. You’re our savior. You’re our god. You don’t understand. Oh god, you must think I’m crazy, but I need you, I need to taste it, please?”

She means my cock—and the cum that I’m about to shoot all over this fucking restaurant. Of course I nod yes—and right away she slides her lips over my turgid cock head, down my brilliantly hard shaft, making out with my cock in a loving display that almost makes me oddly jealous. 

I can’t last long. I’ve been without a girlfriend for over a year and even she was never much for sucking cock. In fact, all my girlfriends have been distant and reserved and prudish—I have the worst luck. 

Or I did? This girl certainly seems to want everything about me and the kind of attention she’s lavishing on me makes me think I must have paid her millions.

Her lips work up and down my heavy cock, enveloping me withing her warm, soft, wet mouth. She’s sucking me all the way down, my length pushing against the back of her throat. She starts humming, and then she’s clearly cumming, and she swallows—bringing the flesh of her throat to close in beautifully on my ultra-sensitive cockhead. 

I explode, and Gabrielle moans, sucking me down with relish. I can’t remember ever cumming so much—and even so she swallows every drop. Not a single bit gets on her elegant outfit; she looks ready to hang on my arm at some gala. 

I can’t believe this. I can’t believe—after this day, this week, this fucking decade—this beautiful girl just showed up and begged me to let her suck my cock like this. Who is she? And more importantly, how fucking soon can I marry her?

The pleasurable after-thoughts only last a few moments before we’re interrupted, however, and reality comes crashing back down. 

“Robert?” 

I whip my head over to see Brie, jaw-dropped. 

“What the fuck is happening?” She has her hands on her hips. 

“Sorry, I...”

I try to explain. I’m just having the most passionate, intense makeout-blowjob session of my life with this utterly gorgeous woman, and it was very spontaneous, but very consensual, and please let me just go home with her—but Gabrielle is gone. Disappeared. 

* * * * *
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THERE’S NO EVIDENCE of Gabrielle whatsoever. I look around, startled, pulling the seat cushions this way and that. My cum is everywhere—pretty much the biggest load I’ve ever shot—and it’s sliding down the bottom of the table and all over my pants and shoes. 

“What the fuck is happening?” I ask, flabbergasted.

“I’m ahead of you there,” said Brie. 

She turns around and lets me put my pants back on. She turns around when I do, and then blanches when she sees the massive mess still all over me and the table. 

“Oh my god,” she grimaces. “This is gross. You’re so gross. When did you get so gross?”

“No, you don’t understand,” I say. “There was this girl. She looks a lot like you, actually, and, her name is even Gabrielle, a-and—”

“Oh my god, you’re jerking off to me?” she starts walking away. “I quit. Or you’re fired. Or something. This is done. Holy shit.’

She walks off, and I’m left feeling dumbfounded. What happened? Where was Gabrielle? Why did she look so much like Brie? What the hell happened? 

More of my cum drips from the table down to the floor. There’s so much of it.

Oh god, what the hell happened? I—I must have lost my mind somehow, starting jerking off in the corner after work? Why would I do that? I mean sure, jesus, Brie and Leena were both truly hot, but that was no excuse. What had I been thinking?

I stand there for a few minutes, just babbling to myself, half-sentences.

“I must have...no...but then...how did...who...?”

It felt so real. I had been so convinced. 

Brie comes out from the back one more time, holding her back and glaring holes into my skull. She opens her mouth to say something, stops, shakes herself, almost says something again, and walks out. 

As soon as she’s out the door, gloved hands slides across my shoulders and then my chest.

“She’s so pretty,” says Gabrielle. “Do you want her?”

“Holy fuck!”

I jump a good three feet straight up and dash to one side, hands up. 

“Where did you go? What the fuck happened?”

Gabrielle is staring out at the parking lot at Brie—who is now screaming obscenities and kicking the gravel as she waits for her ride share. It starts to rain, and pretty hard too, and soon enough she’s soaked and even more pissed off. Rain drops plaster her short hair to her face and forehead. Her tits are easily visible through her white top.

“I think you want her,” says Gabrielle. “She looks just like me...and you want me, don’t you, darling?”

And then moments later, she steps outside—by which I mean—she just appears outside. She takes one step right in front of me in between the many rows of tables and chairs—and in the next step she’s outside. 

I stand up, jaw agape, as Gabrielle approaches Brie. I can see in the bright lights of the parking lot how completely similar the two of them look. The only difference is Gabrielle’s elegant outfit and her body, which is sexier in all the ways that matter: tighter, taller, bustier, more thick blond hair to run my fingers through. 

But they are similar—too similar to even be sisters. It’s like they’re the same person, just Gabrielle is enhanced somehow.

Gabrielle walks this way and that around Brie, smiling. Putting on a show because she knows I’m watching. Brie doesn’t seem to have any awareness she’s there. It’s like I’m the only one, somehow, who can see Gabrielle at all. She winks at me and does a standing back handspring that takes her more than fifteen seconds to complete—moving s l o o o o o w to show off her insane musculature. 

For me. This is all for me.

Showing off like that. All for me. 

Why does this woman—this...ghost? This witch? What is she?—why does she love me like this? Because it is love—unrestrained, unadulterated, unstoppable love. I can see it in her face, hear it in her voice. She’s utterly infatuated.  

Christ, I’m hard again. How am I hard again? I just came all over the fucking restaurant. 

But I am hard, the hardest I’ve been in my whole life. My cock pushes intently against my pants, straining, groaning at every movement Gabrielle makes around the unsuspecting Brie. 

To just affirm I’m not losing my mind, I rush behind the desk at the front of the restaurant and check the security feed. It registers nothing; just Brie out there all by herself in the black and white. I look back and forth a dozen times at least. Brie catches me looking and flips me off, and this seems to be the final straw for Gabrielle; she puts a finger on Brie’s head and there’s a bright flash of light. 

The flash lasts for a long time, a bubble of pure white surrounding the two of them that is so bright it turns both of them into pale shadow outlines of themselves. The pouring rain hisses at it strikes the bubble, rising up in a cloud of steam. Symbols flicker above their heads, ancient runic letters that make me both terribly excited and afraid. My adrenaline is pumping, urging me to run. But when it comes to fight or flight, I’ve always been freeze, and I can’t shake that now. 

Finally the flash fades and just the two of them remain. But they look different now. Brie standing up ramrod straight, her face expressionless with her mouth slightly empty. Before, she had her arms gathered up to hide the transparency of her blouse in the rain; now they hang at her side and her wet, brilliant tits are on display. 

Gabrielle smiles confidently, wickedly, and locks eyes with me from all the way out in the parking lot. 

She snaps her fingers—they both snap their fingers, actually—and the lights go out in the parking lot and the restaurant. 

This is like a horror movie, what the fuck is happening? 

I back up from the door, almost checking it to make sure it’s locked until I remember that very much didn’t matter before when she fucking just teleported straight outside. 

Inside the restaurant, an unearthly red and purple glow fills the darkness. It’s just enough to see my surroundings, but anything could be hiding in the shadows. It reminds me of a blacklight from a strip club. 

I see, or I almost see, more of those runic symbols at the edge of the glow.

Somehow I put enough thoughts and will together to start getting the fuck out of here. Whatever Gabrielle is, it’s something I don’t want to deal with—no matter how fucking gorgeous she is or how beautifully she stroked my straining, aching, still-hard-somehow cock.

I turn one direction and start walking—and Gabrielle’s there at the end of the aisle. Startled, I turn back around, and she’s there again, closer this time. Turning, shuffling, I start to clamber over a table, and she’s sitting in the seat waiting for me. 

“Please, darling.” Her voice is a volcanically hot plea. “Won’t you let me show you how much I care?”

I slide off the table and stop entirely, watching her slowly stand up. She tosses her hat to one side and it evaporates into nothing and then shakes out her golden hair in a sexy, long, thick mess. I know very much she’s not corporeal, but all the same I hear her heels clacking on the floor and feel her fingers as they slide once more across my chest. 

“What do you want?”

“I want to show you how much I love you,” she says, kissing into my ear. My knees are weak. “Is that so very hard to believe? A man like you wanted so badly by a woman like me?”

“Yes, frankly.”

She giggles. “I suppose I’ll just have to be very persuasive, then. Until there’s no doubt left, and you know intimately how much I adore every thing about you.” She licks my neck and nips it just slightly. “Fuck, you smell so good.”

Brie approaches out from the shadows; her eyes are stark white, pupilless. A blank slate, completely open to anything anyone might say. Her mouth, with those lusciously full lips, is slightly open, and a trail of shiny drool slides down from the side of her mouth down her chin and into her blouse. 

“The ceremony is nearly complete,” says Gabrielle. “But you’ll need to help to complete it.”

What happens then is like a strange puppet show. Gabrielle acts, and Brie follows. They’re completely linked in their movements and words. Gabrielle mimes opening a blouse she’s not wearing, button by button, and Brie does it for real. Her breasts are beautiful handfuls, her nipples erect. The rain from outside has left her body sparkling wet. She discards the blouse and they both kneel down. 

“I worship you, Master,” they say. “I’m so utterly, helplessly in love with you. I’m lost without you. Please, fuck me? Please make me real?”

Gabrielle’s eyes are burning white coals, dazzling and bright and dark all at once. Brie says everything she does, echoing shortly. Her voice sounds a little robotic, empty like her eyes. 

I am embarrassed at how hot I find this. How exciting it is to see Brie so blank and empty, naked. Completely vulnerable before me. I could do anything at all to her and she would never know—she would urge me on, with Gabrielle’s guidance. 

“I’ll never hurt you, Master,” they say. “I’ll obey you in every way. Won’t you let me show you how safe this is?”

Gabrielle nods and squints just slightly, appearing to indicate something to Brie. The blank beauty then proceeds, by herself, to reach out for my cock, fumbling for my zipper. Moaning. Hips gyrating. Breathing fast and hard and quivering like she’s cumming. 

“She is cumming, Master,” says Gabrielle, answering my unspoken question. “She can’t help it. She sees the truth of who you are now, thanks to me. And she needs your cock. Her need for you makes her cum. Her love for you makes her cum. Your presence in her life makes her cum. Everything about you makes her cum.”

Gabrielle pushes into me, sitting me down at the nearest chair. Pushing her heavy, gorgeous tits into my face, rubbing them against my cheek. Cradling my head into them. Kissing the crown of my head. I can feel the ungodly heat emanating from her pussy and I know it’s just for me. I can feel her even though I’m the only one who can see her.

“What does that mean?” This is so bizarre, and everything Gabrielle says makes it more outlandish. “What are—fuck, that’s good.”

Brie slips her lips over my thick, hard cock and immediately takes me in all the way, her lips pushing against my crotch and the bush of thick hair there. I can feel my cock pulsating against her throat, where she somehow knows how to create the kind of suction that makes it feel like I’m fucking a pussy. 

“I taught her that,” says Gabrielle. 

“Fucking...when?”

I’m doing that that thing where I don’t know where to put my hands. I’m grabbing the sides of the chair and pulsing my hips up and down, both struggling to get away and desperate that this feeling never stop. Fuck! Blank-brained Brie is so good at sucking cock. 

“Mistress taught me the pledge,” says Gabrielle, as if that means something to me. “Won’t you let me make it to you?”

“I don’t know...” I shake my head. “I don’t know what that means.’

“It means I’ll be pledged to you. Obsessed with you. Aching for you. Needy for you. All my beauty. All my skill at witchcraft. All my desire and aching and passion will belong to you, forever. Don’t you want that?”

I try to look up into her eyes, but instead I just turn more into her hefty, sumptuous cleavage. The reply I might have had slides out of my mouth as her tits slide over it. I can’t help but taste her skin, sinful and sweet, licking around her nipples while Brie continues to suck and slurp and kiss. A little dribble of milk slid out from her nipple and—despite how unusual it was, how taboo—once smelling it and tasting the trail it left, I could not help but lick up the drop itself. 

Then something...something changes. 

Something about tasting her drives my aggression, my need for answers. My need for control. 

I’ve never established much control in the bedroom. I’ve had fantasies from time to time. Who hasn’t? But now I was living in a fantasy, and everything seemed like it was on the table. Tasting Gabrielle’s milk, my blood felt spiked with testosterone. I grabbed her by the neck roughly and forced her down on the ground next to Brie. 

She giggled, happy at this, preening at how large my hands were compared to her tiny neck and delicate clavicles. My other hand slides onto Brie’s head—and for a moment I think about pushing her off. I clearly can. I clearly can do whatever the fuck I want with her. 

So, choking Gabrielle, I hold Brie down, gagging her on my cock.

Gabrielle, so close to the action, quivers and squirms. I see for the first time the naked, insane greedy lust on her face at what Brie is doing. 

No matter what else is happening, she really does want my cock inside her. 

I speak through gritted teeth. “What. Is. Happening?” 

“I’m...” Gabrielle is having trouble thinking. Her fingers sliding up into her cunt, which is audibly wet. Staring at Brie. Jealous, lust-drunk, opening and closing her mouth like she’s sucking herself. “I-I’m the scout...”

“You said that already. I don’t know what the fuck that means. What are you?”

“I’m...from somewhere else.”

I shake her roughly, tightening my grip on her throat. 

“R-really! I’m trying to explain. I’ve never had to before. I’m sorry.” 

My grip relaxes slowly. For a moment, the only sounds are Gabrielle’s orgasmically enthusiastic servicing of my cock. I hardly notice that I haven’t cum yet, lasting well beyond even my best record for a blowjob. I want to cum, but I don’t have to. I feel completely in control of it. The taste of Gabrielle’s milk still fills my mouth.

“I...I come from a reality beside yours. We’ve cleaned it out, looking for you. Gathered all the power we can.”

“What does that mean?”

“We...in the other places, people thought we were demons. We turn them on, make them want us, make them vulnerable. And then we take everything from them. Wealth, power, life. It doesn’t matter.” She’s fingering desperately now, recalling this depravity and staring at my cock being serviced. “No one matters to us but each other...and...”

I shake her once. “And?”

“And you. We need you. It’s all for you. We’re desperate to find you. I can’t wait to tell them.” 

What she describes—turning people on to take from them, drain them, sounds like a succubus to me. It would sound so crazy and unbelievable if it wasn’t happening to me right now. 

Was this where the notion even came from? Extra-dimensional beings stealing the vitality of others for their own plans? I certainly had read and seen enough science-fiction to be familiar with the theory that hell, such that it was, was just another dimension. Maybe Gabrielle came from one such dimension, a dimension of lust and sin, wanton desires gone rampant...

“Why me?”

Brie chokes loudly on my cock and I relinquish my hold on her a bit. She had been turning a deathly shade of blue. 

“You’re complaining?” Gabrielle giggles, glancing at the beautiful Brie doing her work. 

I squeeze her throat a little tighter. “Answer me.”

“I...I don’t know, exactly,” she chokes out. “Mistress dreams of you. So many dreams of you and you alone. She’s cum for you across ages, worshiping you from dimension to dimension. You’ve never felt her need for you?”

I don’t know how to answer that, exactly, except to feel my need to cum down Brie’s throat rising terribly.

“She says it’s kind of like a pheromone. There’s something you—only you, god, did we ever search—just you that makes you irresistible to us. We’d find little interdimensional traces of you here and there, and only the top girls get them. Like relics of your lust. I always got left out.”

I grunt. It’s hard to believe anyone as sexy as Gabrielle could be on the bottom of the totem pole...but fuck it, it’s hard to believe any of this.

“Like I said, I was skeptical...but I believe it all now. And I need you to fuck Brie here. Please?”

“Why?”

“Fucking her links us, don’t you see?” she purrs, sliding her slick fingers in and out of her cunt. “In that beautiful moment of orgasm directly from your Cock, the portal in her mind opens—and then I slip in and take over. Don’t you want that? Don’t you want to make me real, here, in this dimension?”

She seems to have recovered somewhat from the proximity to Brie’s cocksucking. She slides my hand off her neck and slips it over her chest. I can feel her heartbeat, intense and ethereal though it is. 

“Wouldn’t you like to have me all to yourself? I’ll bring you all the girls you want. We don’t have to tell Mistress right away, if that freaks you out. You could just fuck anyone you want and I’d encourage you all the whole happy way, Daddy. I’ll keep my power...and my beauty. I know you like how I look better than Brie there.”

I grunt, nodding. I really do. Brie is a premiere beauty, but Gabrielle is on another level, like a living fantasy. I try horribly to remember my morality. What use is ethics if you just throw it away because a gorgeous woman wants you to?

“Look, you’ve got to...you’ve done something to Brie. Right? You need to undo it.”

She shrugged. “I can, but you won’t like it.”

“Why not?”

“Because she’ll be insane. I’ve connected her with my love for you. Unless she fucks you, she’s broken forever. My love is so powerful, Master. My love transcends universes. It’s brought me across time and space and here, right now, to serve you. We’re all here to serve you. I can break my link with this vessel, but all that means is she’ll be broken inside, suffering and miserable for the rest of her days, which will probably be short.” She adds in a hot whisper, “Suicide is common in my experience. My love is powerful like that. Doesn’t that make you hard? Knowing that I’ll kill myself without you?”

Oh, oh, oh fuck it really shouldn’t but it really does.

“It’s true, Master. I’ll kill myself without you. I’ve lived for a long time, for millennia, ages and ages and epochs, but none of that means anything if I don’t get to serve you. I’ll kill myself if I don’t get to suck your cock—and this is the only way I can.”

“B-by-by taking her over? Possessing her?”

“Yes.”

“But...Brie, she...dies?”

Gabrielle shrugs. “She gets...absorbed. Part of me. Like lots of others. All one beautiful part of the whole. I’m young compared to the other girls, but quite old compared to you.” Her milk leaks all over my groping hands. I’m so close to cumming. “I’ve got entire dimensions of need inside me. Reality after reality after reality of the same girl, folded up into one perfected package, dedicated just. For. You.”

That’s so absurdly hot. I grunt, cumming hard, spilling into Brie’s mouth while I fuck her harder. Gabrielle gasps at each thrust, cooing with excitement, urging me to fuck her mouth and spill everything.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpers. “Just like that. Just like that!”

That finally hits home—that word: Master. She’s said it a few times already but I’m in love with it now. Gabrielle, acting quickly, slides up behind Brie and guides her down to the ground. She wraps around Brie like a glove and spreads her wide, using her legs to keep Brie’s legs open and wrapping her arms around Brie’s throat and chest almost like a choke hold. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Gabrielle begs. “Fuck her, please. Fuck me. Fuck us. Make me real for you.”

I’m in no state to disagree. Both of them want me so much. Even Brie, blank as she is, is whimpering constantly and dripping with need. I slide down into them and both pairs of legs quickly wrap around me, encouraging me further, and my still-hard cock slides heatedly into Brie’s waiting, pulsing entrance. 

I’ve stopped questioning why I’m still hard. It just seems to be the state of the case now when I’m near Gabrielle. I accept it; I accept this outlandish situation; I accept her. I want her. My throbbing hard cock pushes in and out of her tight, young cunt—and right away I can see Gabrielle phasing in and out of Brie, already closer to becoming one with her. 

“Yes, Daddy,” they groan together. “Just like that! Do it! Fuck my cunt. Fuck me hard. Make me real. Make me your slave. Complete the ritual, please?”

Gabrielle’s mouth shifts all around Brie’s head, sometimes to one side, sometimes directly over her mouth. Urging me on. Fuckherfuckherfuckher. Chanting ritually, an occultist of my Cock. 

I’m so fucking beyond turned on and confused. I give in to the madness further, no longer focusing on the shifting form of Gabrielle and just focusing on Brie’s pliant, perfect flesh.

I want her. Wanted her for so long. This dumb bitch thought she was a fucking lesbian and now she’s crying out in orgasmic pleasure from my cock. Every thrust into her makes her cum again, tightens her cunt’s grip on my stiffness and coaxes me closer to cumming inside her at last. 

“That’s it!” they moan. “That’s it! Oh my fuck, my Master, please! Please cum in me!”

As I fuck Brie, I see Gabrielle sinking more and more inside her vessel. Gabrielle, between clutches of orgasmic pleasure, chants something in an ornate, regal-sounding tongue—I can only assume it’s the pledge she mentioned before. I see more tinges of those runic symbols on periphery of my vision, only now instead of scaring me, they just turn me on. 

It’s working—this is working. It’s happening. This thousand year-old sex goddess succubus is becoming my real life slave!

I know that the ritual is really, truly everything that was promised when Brie and Gabrielle’s eyes both start to blend, becoming for a moment a white-hot, burning red and white mash-up of lust. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Make me real! Make me yours! Yours forever, yes!”

We’re not wearing any protection. I could easily get her pregnant. I feel myself hoping that I do—that would be the ultimate win, the perfect finale. Turning this lesbian brat into my slavish worshiper because of the power of my cock. I’m already changing her body. Her legs have lengthened, her milk-leaking tits larger and sexier, her hair longer with every stroke. My cock changes her—it should own her by getting her pregnant. 

The thought overwhelms me. Licking her enlarged tits, biting her shoulder, fingers digging into her back muscles and ass, I let go entirely. My cum shoots into her hard—somehow harder than all the others tonight. I feel like I’m blasting a hose inside her, covering her walls with my sticky, virile seed.  

It’s done. Gabrielle—there is only Gabrielle now—is exhausted. Her body transformed completely into the wet dream that appeared to me earlier tonight in a purely ethereal form, now completely physical and completely my property. My own succubus slave. 

The last thought I have as I start to slide into a euphoric slumber, with Gabrielle nestled against my body, is something I should have asked already:

If I’m so irresistible, why can’t I ever get laid with any of these women in the first place?


# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Succubus Harem – The Innocent



[image: ]


I’m pounding Gabrielle against the wall of my small apartment, cracking the plaster all the way through to the concrete, when the doorbell rings.

Gabrielle is perfectly wrapped around my body. Staring soulfully into my eyes—she’s always staring, always adoring—babbling runic gibberish I can’t quite understand. Bright red and purple runes apparate and dissipate when she speaks, shattering with happy sizzling noises, the sparks of them flying over our bodies. The bulge of my cock is visible in her delectably thin torso; I can feel my thickness against my own midsection when I grip her tight. 

Knocks now. Just for fun, I knock back—fucking Gabrielle’s tight, gorgeous bod even harder against the wall. 

Probably another neighbor coming by to complain. I live in a shitty, tiny apartment inside of a big complex, the kind where all the crappy rooms of our lives sort of congeal from the ongoing stickiness of the suck we’re in from having to live in such an arrangement. A dilapidated courtyard sits in the middle surrounded by the four walls of stacked, cramped motel-style apartments. It’s possible for me to live in a nicer place, but not a cheaper one, and all my money has been saved for years now to start my restaurant. 

The couple that originally came by to complain, I apologized to. Then I fucked Gabrielle a little longer—I can’t seem to stop fucking her when I’m awake, she’s so brilliantly hot and needy and willing—and drank some more of her milk while I was licking her fantastic tits, and I felt the need to apologize fade from me. Like heat from a dying flame untended in the woods. 

When the couple came by again—the woman—I threatened her without threatening her. The way sometimes you’ll see in movies. Strong men knowing how to say words like “force” or “make” or “difficult” in just the right tone to make sure a woman understands her proper place. 

I felt a little dirty afterward, for some reason, but then Gabrielle sucked me soulfully for an hour and I forgot all about any bad feelings. Even now, I only remember forgetting that I had them.

Then the guy came by. He was pissed. He made real threats. Legal threats. He talked about the police. I told him the police wouldn’t get here in time to put his leg back in its socket. All the time, Gabrielle whispering and licking my ear, wearing nothing but barely-there jean cut-off shorts and an a-frame shirt glistening transparent from the nonstop stream of her magical milk.

The guy was smart and fucked off, after I made him apologize. 

Again, a kind of a dirty feeling...and again, I forgot all about it when Gabrielle shoved me inside her from behind and had me fuck her while she flipped through photos of my favorite jack-off photos I have stored on my tablet. 

She’s a deeply, completely good girlfriend. All she wants is for me to be hard and happy. It’s difficult to argue with such devotion, no matter how it presents. 

It’s Sunday afternoon now and Gabrielle came into my life late Friday. During all my waking hours, I’ve been fucking her furiously. No work. No going outside. Total fucking lockdown. So right now we’re going on forty hours of a life full of nothing but fucking the deeply perfect body of a complete dream girl. 

Knocking, more knocking. I can smell the girl outside. She smells like a virgin.

Somehow, through all this, I started to be able to control my orgasms. So as I fuck Gabrielle against the load-bearing walls of the apartment, shaking the whole building like I’m taking a sledgehammer to it, she begs me to cum. 

And the doorbell rings.

“Please, Master,” Gabrielle moans. “Please. Oh god, my god, my Master, please...!”

She’s insatiable. She’s in love with me; I believe that for sure. She may want something else from me, but the way I’ve fucked her, the way I’ve changed, she couldn’t be faking her love for me at this point. 

I cum inside Gabrielle now, filling her with a hot, intense load of my seed. We lock eyes, sharing the pleasure of our orgasm in each other’s gaze, lips meeting and leaving, meeting and leaving as I pump in every last bit of my virile white-hot seed into her aching, needy body. 

The doorbell rings again. 

Staggering away from Gabrielle, leaving her in a pile of broken plaster and full of my cum, I walk through the wreckage of my apartment. None of the furniture is in one piece except for my mattress, which I had to remove from my broken bed, now piled in one corner. 

There’s been long, long hours where I’ve been asleep, mostly during the day. Gabrielle’s told me she went out—doesn’t sleep, apparently—but I haven’t gotten around to asking her questions about where yet. I know she’s picked up a lot of clothes, each piece sexier than the last.

At the door is my landlord’s daughter, Nadine. She’s spectacularly cute, short, and busty, wearing thick glasses with her hair in a heavy, sexy bun. She’s got on a tank top that does nothing for her modesty but everything for her heavy tits, and tight red shorts that are painted on her ass. 

She’s asking for it. 

The thought fills my head, though it’s not the kind of thought I ever have. But Gabrielle...Gabrielle has changed so much about me. 

“The fuck do you want?” 

She is too stunned to answer for several moments. Looking at my naked body, the disaster zone of my apartment, the proud hard cock shining with my and Gabrielle’s juices. That my cock is hard is no surprise to me; it’s been hard now since the second I met Gabrielle. Like a switch was turned on and then broken, never to turn off again. It drips hot pre-cum in a small, quickly-forming puddle at Nadine’s feet. 

“D-do you wanna put some clothes on?” she rasps, finally.

“What the fuck do you want, girl?”

“There’s...complaints. And...damages...”

She keeps looking around me. It’s hard to do. I’ve grown. My body is layered now in thick, hard muscle. I have the body of a natural-born athlete half my age. I don’t know how, exactly, but I’ve got some guesses. 

Gabrielle has recovered—she’s almost as quick as I am—and struts in her terrifically tall tall heels to slide up behind me. She’s always wearing heels; I find it so fucking sexy. There are bags and bags and boxes and boxes of them on top of the console table next to the kitchen; I don’t know how she paid for them and I don’t care. I hope she didn’t pay for them. The idea of a girl of mine using her own money feels gross to me. 

Fully behind me, her chin just barely cresting my shoulder, she wraps a hand around my cock. Her arms are so long. I feel the heat of her cunt smoldering against my ass cheeks. Her tits are out, leaking warm milk down my back, but she’s still got her cut-off shorts on. They’re so easy to move aside, and she looks so sexy in them, that I want her to keep them on. 

“What does this sexy bitch want, Master? Does she want to fuck you too?”

My cock jumps at the praise, and Gabrielle strokes me in kind, knowing it would excite me. 

“I don’t know. What do you want, girl?”

“There’s...” she clears her throat. “Reparations. Payment for the damages. And...you have to keep it down.” Somehow she starts to find a rhythm in her speech. I can see the stark jealousy in her eyes at Gabrielle’s easy confidence in touching and stroking me. She looks mesmerized, unable to turn away. “This is a family establishment. You can’t just...just fuck all the time and break everything.”

“Oh yeah?” Gabrielle sneers. “What are you gonna do about it, bitch?” 

“That’s a good question.”

My voice is a low growl. I’m much, much larger than Gabrielle, who towers over Nadine. So when I lean forward on the door frame, the entire building shuddering with the power of my heavily-muscled strength, it makes Nadine look two feet tall. 

“Come on,” I say. “What are you gonna do about it, Nadine? What do you think you can do before I find you to make what you do stop?”

“He will make you stop if he doesn’t like it, bitch,” Gabrielle chimes in. “You live in that apartment on the top floor, right? Do you keep your door locked? Do you think it matters if you do? Look at him.”

To punctuate the point, I squeeze the door frame. The molding cracks and splinters like it’s rotten. Nadine yelps. 

“The...the police...I’ll call...”

“Think about that, Nadine,” I say. “Think about what I’m saying to you. Think about what’s happened. They’ll do what, give me a warning? Write me a citation for property damage and noise complaints? Write me an eviction, Nadine, and you have to give me a certain number of days to vacate. What happens, Nadine, in those days? What happens to you?”

“Th-th-this is...you’re threatening me—”

Gabrielle is stroking me so fast, so urgently. I feel the need to cum rising up in me already. I’m looking past Nadine, staring a hole right in her sexy head, thinking of my gorgeous slave and her desperate need for me. I can see us through the reflection of a window not far away; we look like another species. 

“Maybe. And maybe they take me away for that, you’re thinking? How much is it to post bail for a threat, do you think? Gabrielle, babe, do you have plenty of cash?”

“More all the time, Daddy.”

“You see? And then all I have to do is come back here and break down your simple little door like we both know I can do so easily, and where does that leave you?”

She’s completely pale. Gabrielle loves this. The precum puddle at my feet is seeping out the door now, slowly edging toward Nadine’s feet. 

“This is when you beg, Nadine.”

She drops to her knees.

* * * * *
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IT PROGRESSES FROM there how you might think; Nadine is hot as fuck and I’m irresistible, and even if I wasn’t, Gabrielle for damn sure is. 

I’ve got Nadine on top of the broken furniture she was complaining so much about in less than two minutes, clothes stripped off and begging for my cock. She’s kneeling and shaking so much she’s practically vibrating, looking up at me with big soulful “please give me my first fuck ever” eyes.

Gabrielle, with her hands sticky from my precum and her own milk, keeps shoving her fingers into Nadine’s mouth. Nadine’s eyes slide toward the back of her skull and she mindlessly begs for more. 

She’s feeding her. Prepping her. Getting her used to my taste. Too hot for words. Gabrielle grabs her by the hair and tosses her own thick blond mane to one side as she helps Nadine spread her legs. Nodding at me, she wordlessly urges me to get inside Nadine. 

I don’t need much encouragement. I’m so fucking turned on all the fucking time now. I’m such a fucking stud. I’m an alpha male breeding bull. Gabrielle has been telling me for days now, so it must be true. 

Nadine’s virginity evaporates in seconds, replaced by urgent needy wetness that needs more and more of me. My incredible girth bulges her tiny, tight midsection. She’s lost in rapture beneath me, even as Gabrielle holds her down and chokes her. 

This is the best experience of her life, and it’s only getting better as I fuck her harder and harder. I thrust into her faster, as if I'm trying to reach the very depths of her soul. The tightness of her body envelops me as she screams with pleasure, louder than any woman I've ever heard before. The walls shake with her voice. Everyone in the complex must hear her.

Her quaking body, hot and wet, is stretched to its limits as her first fuck approaches an explosive crescendo. 

Gabrielle coos with delight at my hardness, my intense alpha heat, and Nadine howls at the pleasure radiating through her body like wildfire. I hit her g-spot in a powerful surge and for a moment all time stands still. Gabrielle reaches out for me and holds my hand, begging me with her fiery blue gaze to cum in this beautiful virgin.

This is so hot...but why does it feel like a sacrifice? 

The thought is there and then it's gone. Something about how Nadine is a virgin. 

It's so hot that she’s an innocent, that she’s never been fucked before. That means she'll belong to me for sure.

I don’t think I’m going to last long. I feel like I can—I feel so powerful now—but Nadine needs my cum in her and I don’t think I can stop myself from giving it to her. She’s so innocent, so hot. I took her virginity and I have to claim her as mine. That’s just how it is.

“Fuck her, Daddy.” She flashes me a needy smile. “Cum in her. Make her your slave.”

My what?

I look down at this girl—this beautiful girl who clearly was going to make some lucky guy or gal a deeply satisfied significant other at some point if she wasn’t already—and my actual thoughts return to me.

It’s that word that does it—slave. What a loaded term. It’s a particularly hot term when it’s moaned the way a beauty like Gabrielle says it, but it’s loaded nonetheless. 

I don’t want slaves. I don’t want sex slaves. I don’t want hyper sex powers or a succubus girlfriend or any of that shit. 

All I wanted was a restaurant! A place to call my own! What the fuck happened to that?

As I’m thinking about all this, I’m still pumping my huge, thick cock inside of Nadine’s body with Gabrielle encouraging and moaning for me to do it, do it, cum in her, and on and on.

At the last second, I pull out—and instead spray all over Nadine’s body. 

Gabrielle is obviously upset—disappointed, irate, and whimpering with worry all at once. She leans over on top of Nadine to lick up the cum as quick as she can. Nadine herself—still cumming from the presence of my orgasm in her general vicinity, just like Gabrielle has been doing for the past few days—moans in pathetic supplication.. 

“Please, cum in me...cum in me, cum in me, cum in me please...”

I could if I really wanted to. There’s another load already ready to go and just seeing Gabrielle clean up my seed off of Nadine’s tight gorgeous body has me reeling in heat. I’m so fucking strong lately. 

But I don’t. 

Instead, I grab Gabrielle and manhandle her all the way to the back bedroom. 

She desperately licks up more of my cum on Nadine’s body, stammering, “n-not fin-finished!” but obediently sulks and follows in my grasp.

“We can’t do this.”

Gabrielle, who just a moment ago was in a feverish licking spell, recovers right away. A supernaturally seductive vixen once again, looking up at me with eagerness.

“Sure we can,” she insists. “I’ll stroke you until you’re hard...won’t take long, gosh you’re such a stud...then you’ll slide back into her. If she protests or tries to stop you or anything stupid, I’ll just hold her down and choke her until you’ve had your way with her, and—”

“No. That’s what I mean. We can’t do that. You said I’d make her my slave?”

“Of course. You’re the Ascended One. Your cum makes girls your slaves. Haven’t you figured it out?”

I’m gripping the corner next to Gabrielle hard. It’s crumbling under my grip.

“I’ve cum in girls before!”

Her eyes sparkle. “You used a condom.”

“I’ve had oral.”

“And they spit it out, didn’t they?”

I frown. They did. The corner crumbles more. Why is fucking such a beautiful woman so stressful?

“We’ve injected quite a lot of magic into your life. That one, concerning who you cum in, was a special spell to ensure your taste wasn’t...acceptable.” She’s talking too fast now, like she usually does when she starts explaining all this magic stuff. I’m having trouble following. “We have had to keep ourselves secret, waiting until our power was at its apex. It was a delicate procedure, really. Wait too long and our power would mean nothing. Be too impatient, and you wouldn’t be ready. Rose thinks we got the timing wrong for sure.”

“My boss?”

“Well, my Rose. We call her Rosaline most of the time. Not your Rose. It’s kind of like—”

I cut her off by making a fist with the corner. It turns into white powder. Growling and incensed at its weakness I punch the wall next to it, breaking more plaster. Gabrielle, watching, smiles and clearly gets more aroused. Her thighs are wet—or wetter than before, anyway. She loves how strong I am. My naked cock slaps against her gorgeous, slender thigh.

Apparently, the same situation with Rose exists like it did for my version of Gabrielle at the restaurant.

“I get it. Fuck. How many of you are there?”

Gabrielle walks away, casually sliding her hand across my cock as she does. My heart thumps, body urging to run her down, pin her and fuck her into submission. 

But I know fucking her only makes her stronger, more seductive. She’s got her hooks in me so fucking deep. 

Smiling, she guides me down into the old taupe-colored barrel chair next to the bed.  She wants me to stroke as I watch her gorgeous body slide into dress after dress, skirt after skirt. I oblige her. She’s too hot to ignore.

Rifling through the closet she’s basically taken over, she starts to get dressed as she answers me.

“There’s me, naturally. And now you know about Rose.” 

She puts on a tiny school girl’s uniform. It’s pornographic, but it’s not my style. I like to fuck girls in clothes they might wear somewhere nice. 

I stroke, but she can sense I’m not into it and slides back into the closet. 

“I’m not fucking her,” I say. “She’s my boss.”

“You can. You can fuck anyone. And she’ll be so much hotter once she ascends like I did.”

“Not gonna happen.”

She giggles. “If you say so.”

Now a tiny striped dress. She looks like one of those girls who would pass around cigars in old movies. Hot, but too antiquated. Gabrielle pouts and goes back in for another try.

“Who else?”

“Leena, duh. Who else, indeed. Why do you think she works there? She should be a model.”

The thought of Leena serving me the way Gabrielle does makes me harder than ever, and it doesn’t help that Gabrielle’s next outfit knocks it out of the park. A tiny burnt orange skirt and bright blue, overfluffed turtleneck. Hyper-tight high-heeled ankle boots with thick, shiny buckles.

“Fuck.”

She just watches me, nodding and smiling and biting her lip, while I stroke to her. It’s such an incredibly intimate act, stroking off to a woman who knows you’re doing it to her.

“Why do you think you’ve been surrounded by such hot women, Master? Doesn’t it strike you as odd that all these women work with you and none of them ever act interested in you romantically?”

She’s making me think, and that makes me stroke less urgently. Her loss.

“I was...I was focused on work.”

“You were focused on spells we cast from the underworld, silly. We hexed you.”

Fury fills me. Somehow, I knew her answer even before she spoke it. I stand up and grab her by the neck. My cock spilling precum all over her exposed midriff. Something about that phrase sparked a terrible rage in me. Hexed.

“What the. Fuck. Did you do to me?”

Her voice is strained—though it’s obvious choking her like this turns her on. Her legs wrap around my thigh and she grinds her bare cunt against my skin. Pussy folds slip and kiss against my cock. 

“We had to. You’re too smart to mesmerize. You’re too active to be caught in an illusion. So we turned your strengths against you. No one knows you like we do. We’ve watched you be born again and again through all the ages. You’re always so handsome, so smart, so capable, and such a fucking hot-cocked stud. We put a simple hex on you to turn your obsessions toward building a restaurant.”

I’m stunned. She can tell. My grip relinquishes and she slides my hand up to her cheek and kisses my palm.

“We had to gobble up so many realities to be powerful enough to even begin to affect you.” Her voice is so soft and sweet when she talks about sacrificing billions of souls to romance me. “So many people we sucked dry, their souls totally gone, all to make us powerful enough to be worthy of you and you alone. You’re that important to us, Robert. Aren’t you happy we love you so much? Doesn’t it mean something to you?”

I can see on her face it’s terribly important to her that this amount of work does mean something to me. But all I can think about, selfishly I suppose, is the amount of work I’ve put in.

“But that’s...that’s my dream. The restaurant.”

“Kind of?” She shrugs. “You did choose it. But you sort of picked it out of a hat. You could have chosen architecture, or tech, or medicine...we would have been sexy secretaries, or nerd babes, or nurses. It doesn’t matter. The hex works better if we don’t choose the direction of it, actually. And we’ll do that sexy dress-up stuff for you still if you want. We just need you to fuck us to make us real.”

I turn away from her, even though it’s hard as hell when she’s dressed how she is.

“I changed you. Brought you here in this world. That’s enough.”

“I’m not enough for you.” She wraps her hands around my waist, resting her fingers in my crotch hair. As if to punctuate this point, Nadine moans for me in the living room. “You’re wearing me out already, Master. You’re so powerful and amazing. I need my sisters to help me serve You how You deserve...won’t You let me give You everything You deserve, Master?”

She’s turned me around again. So fucking tempting. When she says sisters, she’s just referring to her coven—the other succubi. They’re not related by blood, but they’ve known each other for an impossibly long time. Her big blue eyes make everything she says so inviting and sexy. But I shake my head. 

“No. No more slaves. No more succubi. Just you and me. That’s more than plenty. That’s an order. No more girls at the restaurant.”

She’s truly mad now. Cheeks flaring red. A succubus turned on is really hot; a succubus turned on and furious is even sexier. 

“Fine.” Her voice is tough grit. “But I’ve got to go to work to keep anyone from asking questions about what the fuck is happening. And you have a decision to make about Nadine.”

I scoff. “I’m going to let her go.”

“It’s not that simple. She’s addicted to you, dummy. And if you don’t fuck her for real and cum inside her, she’s going to kill herself from massive withdrawal-spiked depression in less than forty-eight hours.”

She says all this in a self-satisfied sing-song. She’s cornered me in this weird magical game of tic-tac-toe, and she knew she had the whole fucking time.

“You can’t be serious.”

“You’ll learn, Master, that when it comes to Your Amazing Cock? I’m always serious.”

* * * * *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER, Gabrielle hops back out into the world and leaves me with the whimpering, worshipful mess that Nadine has become. 

Nadine is hot as hell, and if I have her completely fertile, eighteen year-old smokeshow bod around the newly-improved fuckstud masterpiece of furious babymaking that I’ve become, I don’t think I’ll be able to stop myself from fucking her and making her my slave forever.

I don’t entirely know how that works. What does forever mean to a succubus? Does it mean it in the way that she understands it, as in actual eternity? Or does she mean it in our parlance—just like, a very long time, or until Nadine kicks the bucket way down the line? 

I suppose I should have asked. As a matter of fact, I should have asked Gabrielle a lot of questions, but for some reason whenever she’s around, it’s all I can do not to fuck her into the ground.

Yeah, sure, some reason—some mysterious reason that is so impossible to figure out, right? What could it be, Robert? Is it her fabulous tits, her raunchy outfits, the ballet-dancer way she moves, her brilliantly sculpted torso, her angelic features, or the way she’s turned my body into a breeding brickhouse? Gosh, how will I ever figure it out?

Sarcasm aside, I do wish I could focus down and ask Gabrielle some serious questions. She’s a fucking succubus from another dimension! Shouldn’t that merit some kind of discussion about the existence of man, the nature of reality, the morality of all this, and whether I should be worried that I’m being corrupted by her?

Instead, though, I’m barely controlling my enormous hard-on, disguising it behind a pair of sweat pants as I look at my latest "acquisition." 

Nadine is dripping wet with lust. She’s gathered up her clothes in her arms. They’re all ripped apart from earlier and not wearable any longer. Instead, she’s wearing a tight cleavage-baring sweater and tiny a-frame skirt from Gabrielle, as well as a towering pair of heels. She looks like she’s dressed for a hot date. 

Gabrielle wears this kind of thing effortlessly, shameless about the way she parades her body; its lack of class creates its own class, like one of those over-the-top outfits from an anime or Japanese RPG. 

On Nadine, it just looks wanton, which is its own kind of hot. Her nipples stand out through the tight sweater, her legs are spread wide, her skirt barely covering her pussy. She’s clearly in desperate need of a severely hot, hard fucking, and I know for a fact that only I can give it to her.

“A-are we gonna fuck now? For real?” 

Her voice is an eager, breathy, needy whimper. She looks like she’s on the verge of tears with every syllable.

“No. I’m taking you home.”

She shakes her head. “Did I do something wrong? I promise I’ll fix it. I’ll do anything—”

I take her by the hand and drag her outside. Her steps in the tall, sexy leather heels are clumsy, but she manages. 

“Shut up. I just want you home, all right? This was a mistake.”

The door to my apartment opens up to the outside. I live on the ground floor. Overhead is a concrete walkway and a labyrinth of exterior stairs eventually leading to her place. I don’t know the exact number of Nadine’s apartment; usually I’ve only ever dealt with the landlord himself. 

As we walk up, my heart begins to soften. This poor girl wasn’t asking for this; she had no idea this was how her day was going to go. She was just trying to do her job, probably paid a shit wage by her asshole father while he sits on his ass collecting rents and doing nothing else. I once had a broken toilet for two weeks. 

I try to make this insanity as normal as I can.

“So, tell me about yourself.”

“Wh-what?”

Nadine is already sexier; I can tell. Her hair is shinier than it was this morning. Her body is longer, her big tits even bigger. Her skin is softer, her glow brighter. She had a tight, athletic build earlier in the day, but now it's practically oozing with ultra-feminine curves. Her eyes are lidded and her lips fuller than ever before. The seed inside her has already bloomed into something absolutely exquisite and sultry, transforming Nadine into an aesthetic goddess that I can't help but clench my fists for as I try to keep my composure.

The friction of my sweat pants on my bulging cock is almost more than I can stand; all I really want to do is hold her down and fill her full of cum until she’s begging to be allowed to call me Master.

“I don’t know anything about you. Tell me about you.”

“What do you want to know, Sir?” She gulps. “Is it Master? Is that what I should say? I want to do it right. Like her. I want you to fuck me so bad, Sir.”

I summon my composure once again; I don't know how much more I have left in me.

“Like I said, no. You’ll get over it.”

She grabs at me, my arm, trying to loop her hand through the crook of my elbow. I slap her away. 

“Stop. How about this. Where are you from?”

We’re on the third floor, two more to go.

“I’m from...around here...?” Everything she says is becoming a question, hoping it’s what I want. “Is that okay? Will that make you want to fuck me? Please, I need to cum so bad...”

Trying to think, I pull her into the deepest nook of the stairwell. 

“You can cum if it will make you feel better. But we’re not going to fuck, all right? You’re just going to hang out here until you calm down a little.”

I watch as she slips a long finger inside her pussy, her body writhing beneath her touch. When she realizes I'm watching, she makes a show of it. 

She’s so close—close as she can possibly be. I can see it; I can smell it; I can feel it.

She moans softly, her fingers pressing her clitoris as she whispers, “Yes, Sir. Yes, Master. Please, please let me cum...”

She’s rolling her hips, grinding her crotch into the step. If she were wearing panties, they'd be soaked. Instead she soaks the step.

Neighbors step out to watch us. They call each other to come look. I don’t really give a fuck, but I don’t want the attention. Half of taking Nadine back to her apartment was getting rid of this attention.

“Go ahead and cum,” I order her. “Cum now.”

She tries. I can see her try. Her whole body squirms and bucks with effort. Her eyes are closed, her head thrown back. Lines of pain, pleasure and tension are etched into her face in equal measure.

But it’s nothing doing. She can't cum. Not without my cock inside her. Not without me committing to owning her completely.

She starts crying. Wailing, honestly. She's somehow almost even louder than when I was fucking her. I would be sad except for some reason I find it all somehow deeply sexy. 

There's a part of me that's immensely satisfied. I fucking own this beautiful girl. I own her from head to toe. I own the rest of her cums, forever.

Fuck, that makes me so hard.

She gets down on her knees completely, touching herself as she moves. Crawling on one hand, the other stuffed up her cunt, dripping all along the concrete as she moves. Trying to get to my cock. 

I grab her, trying to keep her away. I realize that me holding a crying, half-undressed girl in a stairwell is a bad look just as someone shouts at us.

“Hey miss!” An older man calls from a window. “Are you okay? Do you need help?”

“I need it so bad!” 

She’s hysterical—clearly referencing the cum she needs and not any kind of help from the asshole trying to interfere with my business. My blood rises, and I’m dangerously close to going to fuck someone up. I’m built for fucking broads and fucking up stupid little losers like him who think they can interfere with my fucking business. 

She’s nowhere near me, but I can hear Gabrielle’s voice whispering in my ear, begging me to teach that little pussy a lesson for thinking he can say anything to a bitch that belongs to me.

Fuck 'em up, Daddy. Fuck 'em up, babe. Fuck 'em up and take his jawbone as a fucking trophy.

The guy walks over to the stairwell from his room. He's a tiny little punk-ass bitch. 

"You need to stop there,” I growl, “while you still have your arms outside your throat."

I've never threatened anyone before. Now I hardly need to; I exist as a threat. I'm a living murder weapon—and the guy can see it.

While I stare murder at the guy until he goes inside, Nadine takes my moment of distraction to wrap her mouth around my cock through my sweatpants.

“Please,” she whimper, the sound muffled through the cloth. My precum soaks through the cloth, mingling with her saliva. “I don’t know what I like. I don’t know where I’m from. I don’t know anything. I forgot my name. All I know is I’m here and you’re there and I need your cock so bad please fuck me!” 

I’m so completely close to doing just that. More neighbors are coming out, too many to stare murder at. Some are on their phones.

Nadine keeps going, making more and more of a show of herself. 

“Please, fuck me. Please fuck me. Please, oh god, oh god fuck me...I don’t know what I’ll do if you don’t fuck me...”

“Daddy?” I hear the telltale sing-song of Gabrielle’s voice calling upward. 

I look over the side of the stairs, jaw agape. She couldn't be back already.

But she is. Gabrielle is downstairs, walking into my apartment, with Rose in tow.

* * * * *
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ROSE LOOKS DRUNK; SHE also looks hot as hell. She giggles and slides down into a fluff-covered arrangement of half-destroyed couch cushions. 

She’s wearing a designer leather skirt, silk blouse, expensive jewelry—every piece drips with money. Her hair is tied back in a messy bun and her cheeks are flushed. Her eyes sparkle with delight as she glances around the room, taking in all the sights.

I can't help but stare at her as she drunkenly sprawls across the furniture, listing to one side as if she'll fall off in a matter of seconds. I find myself aroused by her beauty and especially her vulnerability, my heart thumping in my chest as I take all of her in. 

“Whooopshie daishy!” she slurs. “Oh my goshness. My good gosh. My goodness. Whoops.”

It takes her several seconds to steady herself.

It makes me want to protect her; to keep her safe from harm; maybe even keep her close to me forever. It's a predatory sort of feeling—this dumb bitch got herself in a situation that an alpha like me would have protected her from. It’s only right that I fuck her senseless until she realizes I can take care of her.

She looks absolutely stunning in her disarrayed state. Her voluminous blond hair is tousled around her face and a few strands fall into her bright blue eyes. Her thin frame is adorned with curves that only accentuate her beauty in the tight confines of her silk blouse and her ample breasts are heaving up and down as she tries to get herself together. She looks like an absolute dream, the embodiment of temptation, a siren whose call nobody could resist. 

It would be so easy, so fucking easy just to walk over to her and start feeling her up. She'd be a good girl about it, I can tell. She wouldn't say no. She'd want me to go too far. Tweak her nipples. Slide my fingers straight up her skirt.

My gaze lingers on her a bit too long, and when I finally tear away my eyes to look at Gabrielle instead, she's grinning knowingly at me. I blush despite myself, and turn away quickly to look back out the window again. There has be no trace now of what was just happening on the stairs outside.

Instead, there’s a lot of hubbub. People milling around. A lot of pointing. Some teenagers miming and laughing what Nadine was doing. I explicitly forbade Gabrielle from casting a hex to make everyone in the complex forget what they saw—which she was already in the middle of doing, of course—and shoved all three girls into my small apartment. The situation is fucked up, still, but at least inside my apartment it feels somewhat contained.

“You can’t be fucking serious,” I turn back inside and glower at Gabrielle. “I told you not to do this.”

“You told me nobody at the restaurant. Is this the restaurant?”

“You know what I meant.”

“Did I?”

I’d choke her again if I didn’t think she’d just get off on it. Slapping too.

Meanwhile, Nadine is trying to hump my leg—well, not trying, she’s doing it successfully enough. Only, it’s not creating results for anyone

Rose studies my body intently, raising her eyebrows and biting her plush lower lip. I abandoned the sweatpants. 

Maybe I shouldn't be naked, but I don't know, fuck you. Maybe I'll do what I want in my own fucking home, all right?

“Goooshhhh you’re fucking hot.” Rose is playing with her hair now. “Who knew that’s what you looked like outside of work? It’s like no tie and boom! Hot guy. Big, biiiig cock. Nice smell. Mmmm.”

“How drunk is she?” I ask Gabrielle. 

She shrugs. “It’s hard to say? Tolerances for my kind are much different than yours.”

Rose gets up, slips back down onto the cushions, and laughs uncontrollably. 

“I do admit I may have overdone it.” Gabrielle smiles and then her hand wraps around my cock. “But I know what could make her sober up quick...”

"How is she that drunk to begin with? You were gone for all of, what, an hour?"

Gabrielle shrugs. "Well. She's not exactly drunk on alcohol. It's more of a special—"

I put a hand to my face. "I swear to god. Gabrielle, I swear to god—"

"God's not real. Unless we're talking about you, of course."

"I swear, Gabrielle, if you are going to tell me that you gave my boss a magic fucking potion—"

Gabrielle wraps her lips on themselves. It's very cute. I desperately want to make out with her; fuck, I love her. 

"It's a special...arrangement?" She makes a face. "A liquid..."

"Do not say concoction."

"A liquid arrangement. Of ingredients. That make her tell the truth."

A truth potion. Fuck's sake.

Rose is licking her lips and touching herself up and down, staring at me through heavy-lidded eyes. Fuck, she is a beautiful woman.

"Biiig. Cock. So big. Gosh. Gosh..."

"And..." Gabrielle giggles. "It really turns her on."

"Babe." I shake my head. "You can't do this."

She wraps her hand around my cock. I'm so fucking hard for her wicked ways. "I think I can. Look...just hear what she has to say. And then you'll want to fuck her, and you'll want me to use my magic, and we'll have my coven-sister here and we'll be fucked stupid and pregnant by you and you'll scour the world in cleansing flame and bring about a dark eternity of pleasure for the worthy alone, and immerse all those who displease you in a terrible everlasting inferno."

She's a fanatic and it is so blistering hot when she strokes me and talks prophecy.

"You can't do this," I say again. "Why do you tell me you want me in charge when you needle your way out of it at every opportunity? I already told you that you can't hex her, I fucking forbid it, but you knew that. And you went around my back and did this, and this...this directly interferes with my plans for the restaurant!"

Rose gasps, sitting up. "You have plans for the restaurant? But it's mine!"

"I mean...I'm going to buy it from you, Rose. You know about this."

“Oh, that?” she giggles. “That was never gon’ happen.”

Everything slows down and stops, except for Nadine. Nadine won’t stop humping my fucking leg. Roughly, I shove her to one side, forgetting my own strength. Thankfully she lands in the pile of cushions, but I could have easily broken her back. 

I round on Rose and pick her up by the shoulders. She’s in heels, and still I’ve got her completely off the ground, holding her easily. I'm so fucking big now.

Gabrielle is on me immediately, cooing, moaning, whispering hot runic shit in my ears. She never stops. It’s so hard to ignore what I deserve when she’s around. 

I feel my strength surge through me in response to her touch; it's like electricity shooting through my veins, coursing with primal power and virility. The heat between the  three of us is palpable as Gabrielle reaches beneath my shirt, caressing my skin with such wild heat that it almost makes me forget what I'm doing here. 

Almost. But not quite—I won't forget who is in charge any time soon.

It’s like she’s still doing something to me, changing me, influencing me, but she wouldn’t do that. I can trust her. I know I can trust Gabrielle, somehow, even as every indecipherable word she breathes makes me feel more powerful, more of an alpha male, more domineering, more willing to abuse and enslave women I want to fuck.

It feels...feels so good to trust her. And she says I can trust her so I must be able to trust her because I trust her so much, and Rose—fuck. 

Rose is so hot, even drunk as she is. She likes being manhandled like this. Her legs slip around mine.

Gabrielle bites softly on my neck and I feel the strength in me grow even more; it's like a tsunami rising within and threatening to explode into something unstoppable. Something that every woman in this room must acknowledge simply from its presence alone: pure masculine dominance.

I'm so hard I can barely speak. My cock drools all over Rose’s thighs and she loves it.

"Rose. Tell me. The truth."

And so, Rose drunkenly tells me the whole story—I’ll spare you the slurred speech. The short version is she was never going to sell to me. She was using my interest to build up the bid from another interested buyer—one with much deeper pockets. She was going to wait until I was fully committed, money deep into escrow before telling me. She figured she wouldn’t have to face me because with the money she’d get, she could fuck off right out of town. 

At least, I think that's the plan. For most of her explanation, I was just watching Rose's beautiful lips and thinking about how well she could suck my cock.

When she's done, Gabrielle looks up at me with those big, beautiful blue eyes. They’re full of mischief, desire, and unbridled lust. 

“Now what will you do, Master?”

There’s only one thing to do. I'm so fucking turned on I'm going to burst. I set Rose back down on the ground. I’m so fucking strong. I’ve been holding a full-grown woman up in the air for almost ten minutes or more and I’m not tired in the slightest. 

“You’ve got to sober her up,” I say. "You may use a hex. Just for this."

Gabrielle snaps her fingers. Little translucent runes fly everywhere. “Done!”

“Wuzzat?” mumbles Rose. Then she grasps her temple. “Oh. My head. What the hell...”

“Now," I growl, so hard I can barely think, "get her home.”

“What?” Gabrielle backs away from me. Revulsion and confusion. "She tricked you! She deceived you! You've got to fuck her to teach her a lesson! You've got to take your revenge!" She cools herself and then smiles. Retreat and assault, retreat and assault. "I'll hold her down for you, Daddy. I don't care if she's willing or not, Master. I just want you inside her. I need it. She needs it."

"Oh...oh my god." Rose is terrified. "What? Brie? What's happened to you? Why..." 

Then she looks at me again, and realizes that if I wanted, I could keep her here for as long as I wanted and do anything to her. Anything at all. My cock is hard, enormous, and dripping with precum. She turns deathly pale.

“This is ridiculous," I tell Gabrielle. "I'm horny as fuck, but I can’t just fuck her because...all this happened. I can find some other restaurant. Especially now, with you. I’m going to put you on a fucking iron leash, babe, and then—”

Huge, banging knocks at the door. 

“This is the police! Open up!”

The knocks continue. Nadine takes this moment to rip off her clothes entirely and throw herself at my feet. She’s weeping silently, tears streaming down her face.

“P-please,” Nadine whimpers. “I-if you just fuck me real quick before they come in, I promise I’ll be such a good girl a-and—”

“What the fuck?” Rose throws up her hands. “What the entire fuck is this? Robert, what are you doing? What have you done to that girl?”

More banging. “Sir! Open the door! We will break it down!”

Gabrielle and Nadine are trying to out-whine each other for my favor. Rose looks at me with total contempt.

“Fuck this.” Rose rushes to the door. “Hey, he has me caught here and I’m coming out, okay? Don’t shoot.”

She opens the door and the police rush in, trouncing Rose and smashing her to one side, brandishing their handguns and pointing them at everything. My rage escalates. They hurt my girl.

“Get on the ground!” 

My hands are up. I know instinctively I could take just one of them, but there’s two, and I don’t know where those bullets would fly. I've got women here.

“Well, Master?” says Gabrielle.

She’s behind all of this, maybe even the police showing up. She looks so satisfied and fucking smug. 

Maybe it’s that, more than anything, that makes me nod at her—just so I can fuck that look off her face as soon as possible.

* * * * *
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RUTTING IN A CORNER of broken furniture, I empty myself inside of Nadine at last. Her orgasm—unlike the rest of fucking her—is total silence. She chokes, rattles, and twists, shaking with pure orgasmic bliss like she’s having a seizure. I’d be worried about her, but my cum is too powerful for a girl of mine to be hurt. It changes her; it protects her.

Grunting, breathing out, I slide out of her body, leaving a hot mess of juices behind. I return to the middle of the apartment where Gabrielle chants and gestures in front of a kneeling, naked, entranced Rose. This place looks like it was abandoned years ago—the broken furniture piled up in a corner, the wide open spaces filled with nothing, the darkness. The only lights remaining are the fluorescent, fungal glows of the runes.

Runic symbols are etched out on the walls, ceiling, floor of my apartment. Every inch is covered in the magic runes. Gabrielle has been magically etching them for days, in secret, and revealed them to me after the police left.

After I nodded to Gabrielle and let her off the leash, the police suddenly and mysteriously received an urgent call on the radio to go arrest the nearest wild bear. If they didn't do it, the radio insisted, all the creatures from their wildest nightmares would live inside their clothes forever.

Of course, hearing this, with their eyes tinged suddenly blue, they nodded and believed it completely. 

They'll be gone for a long time. There are no bears in the forests here. 

The residents of the apartment complex returned to their rooms. Their eyes were tinged blue as well. There was something defeated, something sad in their countenance. It made me so fucking hard.

I didn't know it then, but Gabrielle explained as she started implementing her spell that many of them—the women especially—left their apartments for the first time in days today to investigate the commotion. 

The runes drawn in my apartment were drawn in theirs as well. Keeping them there. Trapping them. Making them into something else. Influencing them constantly.

Gabrielle has been making a siphon. It requires a great deal of energy to summon her sister into this reality—like the energy, say, from an apartment complex full of people. It won’t kill them, but that much sexual energy will change them.

And now, Rose is on her knees before me—at the apex of all that energy. Her gaze glowing a wild, electric blue. She is a puppet now, the way that Brie was made a puppet before Gabrielle took over. Gabrielle chants her runic chants, making my cock pulse with pure masculine energy.

A puppet, but like Brie was, Rose is aware—and she is turned on beyond measure. Her body is naked, sparkling with the runes from Gabrielle. My cock, throbbing and hard, spills seed nonstop all over the floor. The spent hot goo pulses and vibrates and gets sucked away—making every rune glow with more ferocity. Gabrielle slides and grinds against me, in her chants and administrations, and slides her hand across my cock’s thick, long surface to sprinkle the cum around like holy water. Runes pop with every spritz, like oil droplets on a roaring fire. 

Rose is the real prize. Nadine, a pathetic distraction. I realize more and more as I look at Rose, stroking and cumming again and again to her beautiful countenance, that she’s been a prize this whole fucking time and I’ve been blind to it. 

I know that if I fuck Rose, I’ll turn her into something just like Gabrielle. A hybrid, a bridge between the worlds of the supernatural and the real. A completely subservient succubus, dedicated entirely to serving my cock, now and forever. And one more step on their plan for a world of eternal pleasure and pain—whatever that means. 

Gabrielle stops suddenly, her eyes like tiny blue moons. The sudden silence, after such a long time of her intonations, is stark.

“She is ready, Master. Please. Please fuck her. Please make her real!”

I’ve gone this far. Why stop now? I push Rose down in the middle of the runic circle and thrust my massive, hard cock in her virgin-tight entrance.

She is a virgin. Fuck. How is anyone as hot as her a virgin? And yet here she is.

Rose moans, her body shimmying and shaking with pleasure. The runes glow brighter, the energy more powerful, transfiguring and transforming her as I fuck her hard—harder than I ever have before. 

She screams out in ecstasy as I hit her hottest spot on her inner walls over and over again. Jiggly, heavy tits bouncing, full and perky, crushing under my weight. Each time I thrust into her, she feels electric energy flow through her veins, connecting all parts of herself like a living electric circuit board. 

The ceremony has begun and there is no turning back now. With each moment, Rose’s soul shines brighter and brighter as it melds with Rosaline-in-Waiting.

The runes glowing around us turn our pleasure into a pure conduit of magical force—Rose wraps her spread-eagle legs around my waist and closes her eyes...and Rosaline opens them, squeezing me tighter and cumming madly on my Godcock.

What an intoxicating feeling! Inside her, I feel like I am the pillar of creation. The masculinity holding the universe together. 

“You are,” moans Rosaline, with a loving, knowing voice. “You are the One and Only. The True Spirit of Creation. Y-You...Y-You a-are...”

She gasps, moaning again as she cums in an explosive climax of cosmic sex-magic. She moans in their runic language, something divinely sacred yet profoundly carnal at its core; and I actually feel myself understanding the language. 

Every letter is soaked in ancient lust. A language of their own design in worship of me. It’s something so much bigger than I had ever imagined. I feel—more than the immediate lust of the situation—deep soulful love for these women and their care for me filling me up.

My strokes get longer and deeper. I can’t help it. She feels so good, soft and loving and true, and this is the strongest kind of magic. Binding me to her; binding her to me. I need to cum so fucking bad.

Rose moans with each thrust, her slender body arching to take me in further. Nipples hard and glittering from the sweat between our bodies. Her eyes glint with ethereal fire, like the stars that line the sky outside. As I continue my movements and Gabrielle’s chants fill the room, Rose's body begins to shift and change—her curves becoming more defined and her skin glowing brighter than ever before, like a star being born into existence. 

Her moans become louder as she transcends into a new form of power, one that even Gabrielle can barely contain herself around. Gabrielle’s chants falter, but they were mostly incidental now. The ceremony is all but complete—it just awaits my seed inside of this lusciously perfect creature. 

Rose throws her arms around me and brings me into a deep, passionate embrace.

“I swear my fealty to you, master,” she whispers against my chest, my chin, my jaw. Her lips are so full and powdery and luscious. “I will serve you in all ways for the rest of eternity.”

As she pledges herself to me, the runes light up and fill the room with a mystical energy. The room throbs with pleasure, I cum in Rose...and I see.

My seed fills Rose, shot after shot of high-powered impregnating super-masculine alpha stud sperm. Every heavy load is another series of quick, intense orgasms from Rosaline’s gasping, clutching body. And as we cum together, I see it all. I see every last rune filling the air—and not only do I see them, I understand them. 

Runes of deception. Runes of manipulation. Runes of encouragement, enhancement. Changing me. Changing me all this time...

I shake my head. My god. I’ve been such a fool. She’s just had her way with me from start to finish. 

"Oh, Gabrielle," Rosaline sighs, giggling. Knowing what I’m going through. She speaks and moves slowly, still recovering from our coupling and from her arrival. Her cunt squeezes every few moments on my cock, still in the aftershock phase of the absolute earthquake of my orgasmic load emptied into her. She traces shapes on my chest. "She is incorrigible, isn't she?"

I nod. She really is. She’s on the floor, cumming still near us, shaking speechlessly and staring at me with open adoration and awe. 

It’s so fucking sexy to be looked at like that by a beautiful woman. It’s hard to stay mad, even though I deserve to be. 

Rosaline is keeping her head. Focusing on me. Soothing me. She helps me keep my head too. The anger I feel rising at Gabrielle is quelled by wave after wave of awe and love. 

Mostly. 

I take Gabrielle by the throat and drag her my crotch, encouraging her to clean up around my cock and Rosaline’s cunt. 

“She’s been a bad girl,” says Rosaline. “Putting all these hexes on you. Influencing you. I hate that. I want your real desire.”

This woman could melt the sun. She’s got it.

As Gabrielle licks and worships, Rosaline hugs herself tight to me. Whispering in more runic language. I feel my power growing and wrapping around us both and Gabrielle as well, connecting the three of us in a way I never knew was possible. 

The energy that pulsates through our bond is strong enough to make me feel invincible. The bright blue runes swirl around us in the dark apartment, and I feel a wave of emotion swell up within me. I am filled with an overwhelming love for Rose, Gabrielle, and even Nadine—a desire to protect them from harm, at all costs.

Is this Rosaline’s doing? The language she’s spilling in my ear? I can understand it, but she speaks so fast, with such soft urgency...

But...no. Rosaline loves me. She would never. Not her.

I know Rosaline wants more slaves for me. She wants Leena to be corrupted too. And of course Gabrielle does. But I can’t do it. I’ve got to turn this ship around. Maybe with this new power, it’s the edge I need to end this madness.

I’ll fix this. I’ll get it all under control.

Rosaline slides up, my cock exiting her beautifully tight pussy. Then she pushes Gabrielle down on my cock, bulging her tiny throat.

“We belong to you, Master. Just like everyone should. Would you listen to me tell you why? Would you let me tell you of your glory?”

She is so fucking beautiful. I am so fucking in love.

I’ll fix it, for sure. Right after Gabrielle sucks me off just one more time.

# # #
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Succubus Harem – The Queen
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The next morning—after I’ve made Rosaline my immortal, eternally sexy succubi fuckslave—I’m fucking Nadine’s gorgeous teenage body to prove a very deliberate point.

Fucking this delectably barely legal beauty is not the point, but I do have to nod to the fact that this is all a bit extreme. This is the left field of left field; this is the outer limits of known reason. I’ve got two—count ‘em, two—fiendishly slavish demon slaves aching to destroy this world in the service of honoring my cock, and somehow I’ve got to talk sense to them. 

Perfect, normal, great. Fine. 

Anyway.

My cock and Nadine’s sensational teenage pussy are a match made in Heaven, a stark contrast to the match made in Hell that I have with Gabrielle and Rosaline. I have Nadine bent over on top of a pile of couch cushions in the crumbling, broken-plaster-coated disarray of my apartment, slapping her ass occasionally while I fuck her relentlessly. The shitty apartment I’ve been living in has not stood up to the supernaturally-powered fuckfests that I’ve delivered to these three wanton, aching-just-for-me females over the past few days. 

Nadine, for her part, does nothing but cum. Each stroke, it seems like, inspires a round of chain-orgasms. Her bright green eyes—green now than they were ever before I met her—glow and shine with orgasmic love and worship at every quiver of my member. Honestly, I think I’ve backed her orgasm-queue up quite a bit. If I stopped fucking her right now, she’d probably still be cumming for the next two hours or so. 

Rosaline and Gabrielle, at my order, are kneeling in front of us. The two of them are sisters—not real sisters, though they certainly look it, both of them being hot tall busty blond Valkyrie women—but sisters in a super exclusive succubus coven. 

As if fucking Nadine’s spectacularly tight teenage cunt wasn’t enough, I get to do it while I look at these two supernaturally fit blonde beauties while they finger themselves wearing tight, tiny, lacy lingerie. Of course it’s soaked—in their sweat, in the milk dripping from their fertile tits, in the honey dripping from their supernaturally-tight cunts. Their bodies shine with liquid lust. Gabrielle is in blue and Rosaline is in red; both of them with matching heels, stockings, and push-up bras that enhance their already monumental tits on their amazingly slender, busty, toned, death-by-lust-inspiring frames. 

I haven’t been able to put all of these events together yet; the two demon beauties seem to withhold information from me deliberately, despite calling me their Master. I’ve grown in size, intellect, and understanding. Even so, what exactly has transpired here remains beyond me.

But, there is a material dimension, where normal humans like you and me live (although I suppose I’m less normal these days with my seven foot frame and three hundred pounds of superhuman muscle). 

And then there’s the immaterial dimensions—all the dimensions except the one where we are—where demons and ghosts and I don’t know, werewolves and shit live? I’m putting this together as I go. From what I’ve gathered, just being inside one dimension means all the others are immaterial to you; so if I traveled to another, I’d be in that material realm, while this one would become immaterial. 

I think?

Anyway, this all started at the restaurant, when the immaterial version of Gabrielle came to visit me. She seduced me into fucking the material version of her—and when I did, the two aspects of her joined, merging her immense sorcerous power with her body in this world. 

She used this power to enhance me—make me stronger, larger, more powerful in all kinds of ways. One of them is that, once a normal mortal like Nadine tastes me—she’ll basically die if she can’t become my sex slave. 

This was—I’m thinking, part of Gabrielle’s plan—to essentially blackmail me into gathering more power and to bring another immaterial sister of hers into this material world.

That plan worked—and now I own Rosaline, too, who is my boss at the restaurant where I work. Or she was? I’m not sure, to be honest, if she can be my boss still if she calls me Master. Rosaline, who is somehow even hotter than Gabrielle, and who spends her whole time trying to reassure me and comfort me like some kind of hot, matronly babe even though she looks barely eighteen herself. 

But I’m tired of them trying to manipulate me—even if they’re hot as fuck when they do it. Thus this display with the chain of ten thousand orgasms with Nadine. I drive my cock into Nadine again, spurting into her flexing walls with furious amounts of precum. It drives them crazy—I can see it in their sparkling blue eyes—that I would deign to fuck even a supremely hot girl like Nadine when their immortally hot succubi pussies are right there. 

All they seem to care about is my cock, right? Well. I can withhold it from them at any time now that I’ve got Nadine. 

“You two understand what I’m saying to you? I don’t need to fuck you if I can just fuck Nadine.”

My hands grip around Nadine’s absurdly tiny waist. A week ago, I would have killed just to get the number of a girl who looked like Nadine. Now I can just touch her however the fuck I want. 

They both nod, chastened. “Yes, Master.”

“And I don’t want any more tricks,” I grunt. “You got that, Gabrielle?”

“Yes, Master.”

“That’s mean no more hexing me. I can see you do it now. I couldn’t before. I expect because you’re here?” I look at Rosaline.

She nods, smiling beautifully. “That means your power is growing with my presence, Master. I’m so glad. Did you know all the women in this apartment complex are in love with you now? They’ll dream of your cock for the rest of your lives just from you being near them. They won’t know it’s you until you touch them, but—”

“Stop. Hush. No more. Christ.”

That is exactly the kind of thing I don’t want to hear. I try not to think of the girl on the fourth floor with the sensational rack and the boyfriend I could grind into a pulp without even trying. The boyfriend who, dejected from knowing I exist, would easily lock himself in the bathroom while his girl whispered orgasmic prayers to me all day, every day. 

“Gabrielle,” I say again, realizing Rosaline distracted me. They’re really good at that. “No more hexes on me. Got it?”

“Yes, Master.” 

“No more hexes at all unless I say. Understand?”

Gabrielle huffs, throwing a lot of shade my way. “Yes, Master. I understand.”

“And no more trying to bring in other sisters behind my back. All right? The two of you are more than plenty.”

Rosaline nods, pushing forward just slightly to watch my cock hammer into Nadine’s wet pussy. “There’s only one more of us, Master, but I take your point. P-please, would you let on-one of us pleasure you? The mortal is doing it all wrong a-and—”

I shush her. Nadine isn’t doing a thing wrong. I’m practically ragdolling her from my thrusts. She stopped using actual words a few hours ago; now she’s rolling in a perpetually high, drooling, orgasming state. I might have been disturbed if she wasn’t so completely gorgeous and it looked so hot. 

“No more tricks. No more plans. Just good girl slave obedience. You got that?”

Rosaline nods. “Yes, Master. Of course, Master.”

I wait for Gabrielle. She’s still fuming, looking at Nadine “fucking me wrong” and fingering her hot, gorgeous cunt at the thought of replacing her soon. 

“Gabrielle. Tell me or you’re out.”

She gulps. “You can’t be serious. You have everything here because of me. You can’t—”

I fuck Nadine even harder—driving her into the floor and piledriving her from above. 

“Are you my fucking slave or not?”

“I-I am,” Gabrielle whimpers.

“You are, what?”

“I am your slave, Master.”

“You’ll obey me from now on?”

“Y-yes, Master.”

“No more schemes. No more tricks.”

“Yes, Master.”

“No more hexes.”

She gulps and nods. “Y-yes, Master.”

Her complete and total submission—the absolute surrender on her face sends me over. She was so haughty before, so arrogant and full of confidence that she could twist me around however she wanted. I cum hard inside of Nadine. My balls, so fucking full, unleash a hose-worthy blast of hot, impregnating seed deep inside the fertile structures of Nadine’s body. My fingers grip her ass hard, and Gabrielle and Rosaline both cum as they witness me, their bodies gravitating toward me with their endless, agonizing need for my pleasure. 

Breathing, gripping Nadine’s ultra-soft skin, I reflect on how fucked up the conversation is I’ve been having with them. The few moments of clarity after cumming where I don’t immediately need to cum.  

Listen—I don’t want slaves. I don’t want perfectly obedient slaves. I don’t want, you know, eternal female servitude from a race of purely gorgeous fuckslave beings—even if that sounds really hot. I’ve got morals. Somewhere. 

But these two succubi vixens are trying to coerce me, subvert me, and manipulate me into fucking up this entire world. They don’t just want Nadine as my slave, they want every girl as my slave. And they’d be perfectly happy if I just fucked Nadine to death—and then five thousand more just like her in the next month. 

Strict, slavish obedience isn’t the ideal, but it’s all I got. There’s no compromising with these two; I need to make sure they’re not going to end the fucking world, all right?

When I finally pull myself out of Nadine, I’m still completely hard. I know that only yesterday I could make myself not hard if I wanted to—I could control my erections and orgasms at will. I think I still might be able to, but I don’t see much point anymore. It’s more fun to be always hard and cumming as much and as often as I want—especially with two immortally sexy succubi slaves at my beck and call.

“Fine.” I take a breath. “Now, which one of you wants—”

Beneath me, Nadine is completely motionless. And I can tell—heightened senses—that she’s in mortal peril.

* * * * *
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AT MY DIRECTION, GABRIELLE steps aside and Rosaline rushes in and lays hands on Nadine. I don’t see anything happen—there’s no magical floating runes and script like when Gabrielle does her hot chanting shit. But soon enough, there’s minute convulsions in Nadine chest and legs, her body twitching back to consciousness. 

She gasps, kicking, arms thumping, like she’s been shocked with a defibrillator. Rosaline almost immediately attaches her mouth to her tit, shushing her like some kind of absurdly erotic hot mom. Nadine, pussy drooling with her own juices and my cum, sucks greedily. Her eyes are rolled back into her head and she’s soon wrapping her body entirely around Rosaline and whimpering with need for more milk. 

“What is this?” I shake my head. “What’s going on?”

Gabrielle starts to answer, but I grab her and shove her down to her knees in front of me and force my cock into her mouth

“You, shut the fuck up. It’s your fault any of this is happening. You don’t talk any more.”

She protests only for an instant before acquiescing and going to work. She’s so fucking good at sucking cock. Her lips, full and puffy, look amazing as they become increasingly glossy from saliva and precum. 

Rosaline watches this, eyes glassy and dazed and a bit of drool leaking from her mouth. She puts Nadine’s fingers into her pussy. She’s forgotten all about my question. 

“Suck him, sister...” she whimpers. “Oh, suck him, please...”

“Hey.” I snap my fingers. My other hand is still powerfully guiding Gabrielle up and down my cock. “What’s this about? What happened to Nadine?”

It takes her a moment to answer. She’s obsessed with my cock. This woman could bring down empires with a wink; she’s the hottest blonde I’ve ever seen, and she’s totally obsessed with my hard cock. It’s an ego trip. 

“Being your slave is killing her. You’re too powerful, Master.” She licks her lips. “Look at you go. So powerful...”

“What the hell? Gabrielle told me making her my slave like this would save her life.”

Gabrielle tries to say something, but I fuck her face even harder until the thought eliminates from her head. I don’t want her to get started, or else soon I’ll be trying to fuck, I don’t know, ten sororities at the same time. 

I look at Rosaline, thinking about doing just that. Her hot lips part again, her tongue flicking against their plush surface.

Twenty. I could easily do twenty.

“Well, that’s true.” Rosaline smiles. “Becoming your slave meant she would stop trying to self-sacrifice to honor your obvious glory. It’s just that your power has grown, as I’m sure you’ve notice.”

“Because I have you now.”

“Yes, Master,” she nods eagerly. “You’re so powerful...mortal women can’t take it. I can barely take it. I’ll be exhausted at least for another two hours from last night before I’m at full power again. Nadine won’t recover at all, though. Being your slave is simply too much for a mortal woman.”

Nadine is totally out of it for this. Her eyes are no longer rolled back into her skull, but they’re closed. She’s almost infantile, sucking and whimpering at Rosaline’s heavy, willing tit.

“But you can keep healing her, right? Like you have been?”

“I can...” she shrugs. “You want to keep her alive, is that my understanding?”

“She’s innocent in all of this.” I sigh. It’s hard to feel bad about it when Gabrielle is slurping up and down my rod. “She just happened by because we were making a lot of noise. I don’t want her to die just because you two enacted some sick sex dance mega-magic.”

“That’s hardly how I would describe enacting a millennia-old plan, Master, but...I take your meaning.” She bites a lip. Her hand comes forward onto Gabrielle’s skull. Holding her sister in place. Choking her. “I’m sorry, but my power only goes so far. I can extend her in this state for a few hours, maybe a day at most, but...she’s going to expire eventually. Unless...”

Emboldened by me saying nothing with her hand against Gabrielle’s skull, now she comes closer and pushes her cunt against Gabrielle’s face and mouth. Gyrating into her. Grinding into all that thick, glorious blond hair. Nadine is left behind, dazed, milk dribbling from her cheeks. Rosaline’s heavy tits rub against my chest, milk leaking and then draining down my abdomen into Gabrielle’s mouth as she sucks and licks me.

“Unless what?”

It’s getting hard to think again. Hard to question. These women are so fucking hot. It was a mistake, maybe, to have Gabrielle suck me off. She’s so good at it...

“You know, Master. You know how to save Nadine.”

I do.

“I really don’t want to do that.”

“I know that it’s hard to take a long view, Master.” Rosaline pushes up harder against me. So completely in love. She worships me. “But you’re being adored on command by the two hottest female forms on this side of mortality. We’ll be constantly cooing in your ear, adoring you, urging you to go further. Begging you to own everything.” Her hand grips my ass, joining us tight together. Gabrielle chokes between our bodies. “Your willpower is beyond anything we anticipated. Any other man would have given in after mere seconds. We’ve destroyed entire realities to worship you, and we did it by being less hot than we are right now. But we’re succubi, and convincing males—even really fucking handsome Masterful males—” she giggles, “is kind of what we do. You’ll give in eventually anyway. You know you will. Why not do it for a good cause?”

All I can think of is how fucking good Gabrielle’s mouth feels choking on my cock—and even better with Rosaline’s cunt sliding up against all of it.

“Fuck.”

“Why not cum right now, Master? Cum and then you can decide.” 

I groan. I want to, so bad. But then I’d be giving in to them, again. And shouldn’t it be the other way around? 

God, Rosaline makes it hard to think...

“You’ve ruined Nadine one way or the other, Master. I know it makes you so turned on. Just cum and then decide. Give Gabrielle your cum, please? Let me feel your orgasm rock through her skull? I need it. I need it...”

I know she’s not just trying to seduce me, to trick me. I made them promise. And they can’t lie to me, right? That’s something I know somehow? But wait—didn’t Gabrielle make me, before, didn’t she—

Rosaline whispers into my ear. “I love you, Master. We love you so much. You deserve us. You deserve to cum...”

I lose control and forget the thought, emptying into Gabrielle’s throat as I stare into Rosaline’s plaintive, needy eyes. 

* * * * *
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I’VE BEEN GONE FROM work for several days at this point. While I was home, transforming and becoming (as the girls put it), Gabrielle had been making regular trips to the restaurant. I thought it was just to keep up appearances, but as we drove up in the early evening with the sun setting on the horizon, I realized suddenly that it was Gabrielle who had been here and Gabrielle can’t stop herself from hexing every last little thing. 

With my newfound power, I can see hexes in action. There’s so many layered on the restaurant, so interconnected and intricate, that it almost looks like it’s one giant one. I see them almost like holograms, like laser-outlined runic overlays of the real world. Almost everything has nothing at all. The parking lot has one or two sliding over the concrete. The nearby bushes have a few extending far into the sky. And then the restaurant itself is like a neon beacon of magic, designs and runes criss-crossing and constantly running in news ticker-style across the surface. 

As soon as we exit the car, Gabrielle and Rosaline are all over me. They wear tiny sleeved minidresses in white and red, respectively. Their cleavage prominent, their stunningly shiny legs promising easy access to their dripping wet cunts covered only by the sheerest and tiniest of panties. They both have on black skintight leather boots; they belong in a 90s music video. 

They belong, more importantly, to me. 

“Gabrielle, jeez.” I shake my head and nod at the hex work. “Did you have to?”

“I think I did a great job,” she insists. “Wait ‘till you see inside.”

“She can’t help herself, Master.” Rosaline holds my hand. She’s so calming. Serene. This all seems to lose its crazy edge when I touch her. “Try to have patience. We’ll reign her in eventually.” She leans up and kisses my ear and her voice becomes a sultry whisper. “If you want, I mean.”

Nadine trails after us in a school girl skirt and tiny, barely-form-fitting sweater. She looks almost like she has the flu, but a hot flu; she’s barely keeping it together.

Predictably, inside, the restaurant has...changed. 

Physically, it’s all the same. The tables are all in the same places. 

But it’s filthy from top to bottom with sorcery. Gabrielle’s hexes, prepared and cultivated from days of work. She even has hexes writing new hexes to maintain the absolute mountain of magical power in motion here. 

I can read it all like it’s in plain English. The runes spell out everything they’re doing and Gabrielle’s hex-coding commands, while thorough, lack any subtlety.

Our waitresses were always sexy, and of course, Leena was chief among them. But the lovely Nora, Alma, and Helga now look sexier than ever. Their legs are longer; their tits are bigger; and their hair is thicker and blonder than ever. Gabrielle has a thing for making girls look like her, it seems—they all seem now like her little sisters, Nordic cousins of hers that light up with orgasmic delight from halfway across the building when they see me enter. 

“Hiiii!” they sing in an identical chorus, smiling beautifully. 

I can see from the several hexes attached through their skulls that most of their thought processes now are chained, like a hive mind, and most of their actual thoughts are about me. 

They wear tiny leather skirts and heels with long strings that wrap up their calves. Tiny, button-up silk sheer white blouses that do nothing to hide the push-up lingerie underneath. Each girl, I can tell even from a distance, is patently in love with me and thinks they have been for a long, long time. 

They’re all dressed provocatively, to say the least. Busy with customers—who are drooling all over them—they hold off from jumping my bones. My cock straining, bulging, and demanding, I try to make my way to the back office where maybe Gabrielle and I can have a talk about rescinding some of her hex work. 

But my attention on the waitresses and plans of having Gabrielle distract me dies to almost nothing the second I see Leena. She’s standing at the hostess podium, posing because I don’t think anyone with her banging body can do anything but pose, and shoots me a killer “ohmygod I’m so delighted to see you” smile.

Leena is the standout, because she’s the standout in everything. Even with Gabrielle and Rosaline becoming what they have been over the last few days—Leena could give them both a run for her money. I suspect that this has only been enhanced by Gabrielle’s residual hex magics, but even without them, Leena is a supreme stunner. She’s just got better material to work with—taller, more slender, tighter, bustier than Gabrielle or Rosaline. Her tits are massive but in absolutely the right way, laughing at gravity and filling out the tiny confines of her straining tiny violet sweater dress, in open rebellion of the buttons that desperately try to keep her preciously hot spheres covered.

As Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Nadine have been all I’ve been thinking about for the past two or three days, and the subject of all my orgasmic thoughts—and with all three of them pressing in on me and whispering and giggling to me as I walk through the restaurant—for me to quickly forget about her and focus on Leena is really saying something. 

Leena’s spectacular form is barely contained inside of a tight, designer minidress with cut-outs around her middle, revealing the luscious tones of her midriff. Because it’s a sweater dress with sleeves, it looks more formal than it is—totally skintight to highlight the slender nature of her form, but the boat collar revealing the heavy mountains of her spectacular breasts and the microscopic hemline means her high-heeled Aphrodite form is on full display. 

Goddamn, I want her. I want to fuck her so bad. And now I know I can. 

Fuck.

I stop at the office door, taking in more of Leena and the restaurant. Gabrielle presses in tight on me, so proud of herself. Cocky. Confidant. Arrogant. God, I want to fuck her senseless when she’s like this. Rosaline somehow keeps me measured, whispering something in my ear that calms me, praising me for my discretion in the middle of this erotic madhouse. Nadine drops to her knees and licks my ankles; I’m well beyond trying to stop her.

Leena’s podium is layered down with more hexes per square-inch than anywhere else. They beam up and down like a pillar of light she’s standing inside of, constantly massaging and soaking into her skin. She’s constantly feeling like she’s looking at a mirror on a perfect hair day—constantly receiving the self-admiration of herself when she’s feeling her best. It escalates and exponentiates, only slightly dulling when she eventually cracks and is compelled to run to the bathroom and cum, which she does at the sink so she can see her gorgeous face when she does. 

Past her, I can see in the kitchen where more hexes ensure that the food is making itself. It’s being prepared with more precision and luster than ever before. Knives chop, spoons stir, meat sizzles, frying pans sauté all without a single actual person there. There’s an illusion set up that makes it look like a team of beautiful, blonde Gabrielle-clones is doing the work, each subtly different enough that they all look like sisters or cousins. 

If anyone tries to walk back there, they suddenly remember something they have to do somewhere else. Prepared plates float onto a bar, waiting under supernaturally enhanced warmers to keep the food at a perfect temperature. 

The food itself is plainly drugged—or plainly, I mean, to me. I can see the hexes and lingering sorcerous infusions layered in the drinks, entrées, and appetizers. 

When men eat it, they become uncontrollably horny and suggestible. The trio of busty, smiling, seductive waitresses take this opportunity to lead them to one of the five new ATMs and empty their pockets. 

Of course, the ATMs have been refilled daily since their new installation. 

That’s cash on hand, just for me.

Between the sorcerous preparation of the food and the inhuman efficacy of the transformed waitresses, despite being incredibly busy, there is no wait at the front. People arrive, are served, sucked dry, and sent out within about twenty minutes. Repeat customers—and that’s everyone, after a single dose of this place—don’t even bother ordering. If their cards are turned down at the ATM? They’re banned, magically, the hexes telling them to find something interesting at the button of the ocean unless they have something expensive they can sell for more cash like a car or house or boat.  

Unless, of course, they’re pretty girls. 

The pretty girls are given special meals to transform them like the ways the waitresses have been transformed, and pamphlets absolutely filthy with hex magic. 

The pamphlets are stored at the hostesses podium and I grab one out of curiosity. The words in English are the kind of weird, nothing, advertising language that you see from time to time. 

Discover an adventure that’s waiting just beyond the horizon...

Unlock your potential...

Become your own becoming!

That kind of stuff. In Gabrielle hex-code, of course, what’s written is dramatically different:

Your life is so incomplete without Him.

You can start worshiping greatness today on your own. 

All you have to do is cum and moan “Master” and the rest takes care of itself. 

Plus a few strategic pictures and disturbingly accurate drawn likenesses of my enlarged, monster cock. 

“Did I do it good, Master?” Gabrielle whispers in my ear, stroking my cock through my pants. “I love you so much. I need everyone to worship you. Did I do it right?”

Fuck. I really want to tell her off, but she did go above and beyond. I’m afraid, though, if I compliment her, she’ll take it as motivation to go fuck up something else. A library or a school or, I don’t know, a DMV.

“Good enough for now,” I say, giving her ass a gentle squeeze. “Shut up.”

From the way she fumes, I can tell she’s already brainstorming a dozen new spells to earn my gratitude again. That’s fine, so long as she’s not actively coercing me into fucking up the life of a new girl.

There’s only so long I can delay. I’m so fucking hard, and Leena is so terrifically gorgeous. I’m spurred on by more of Gabrielle’s whispering, Rosaline’s easy coos, but most of all the incredible knowledge that no matter what, my cock will end up inside of Leena’s tight virgin cunt today. 

Leaving them behind, I approach Leena with an easy, confident smile. As I do, Gabrielle and Rosaline walk through the restaurant, sharing predetermined orders with Nora, Alma, and Helga. Soon, everyone is filed out and the restaurant slowly dies down—though of course there are still illusory sounds of food being made in the kitchen and background white noise layered with hypnotically-laced suggestions. If anyone comes inside unexpectedly, they’ll fuck off when they remember their house is on fire. It’s not, really, but they’ll think it is.

Leena is looking at some of the people file out. A lust-soaked couple drops a few extra hundred dollars in her overstuffed tip jar. The sight of her from behind and to the side is extraordinary; every angle of her is artwork.

“Hey.” I run my hand down Leena’s back and grab her ass, spinning her to one side and then the other. “You look terrific.”

She simpers and giggles like she’s a school girl with a crush. Completely melting. I cannot describe well enough how arousing it is to grope a woman like her and have her treat me with such open, erotic attention as a result.

“Oh, really?” She tosses her hair. “It’s just something I threw on.”

Any other girl would be playing a little dumb, or playing down her effort. For Leena, she really did just throw it on, knowing she would look just as good no matter what she wore. 

“Just incredible,” I say. “Your latest boyfriend must be some kind of guy.”

She bites her lower lip. Her eyes get real big. 

“You know I don’t have any boyfriends, Robert.” Her voice becomes extremely small; it’s so fucking hot on a beauty this emphatically dramatic. “I’m saving myself for someone really special.”

I stroke her face with the back of my hand; she leans into it like a cat. Her hair is silky soft. 

“Gosh,” she says, clearly thrumming with arousal. “There’s just something about you today. I can’t put my finger on it.”

“Maybe it’s the seventy pounds of muscle I gained over the weekend?”

She laughs, regaining some of her usual confidence. “Oh hush. You’ve always been hot and built, right? I don’t know why I didn’t notice it before. I missed you.”

Her thinking there’s nothing out of the ordinary with my new appearance is of course due to the several dozen or hundred or however many runes that Gabrielle has been chanting all over my body for the past few days. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline return, nodding at me brightly. I didn’t think I would be relishing this so much, but I really am. I wanted to be better, more moral—I didn’t want to make Leena mine in this way. I think I could have been perfectly sated with just Gabrielle and Rosaline. 

But this is the only way forward if Nadine is going to survive. And I owe it to her, at least. 

“We have a proposal for you,” I tell Leena. “Would you come sit down with us?”

* * * * *
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WE SIT DOWN AT THE nicest booth in the place, near the front. The fading daylight streams in through the windows. I’m on one side, and Leena sits sandwiched between Rosaline and Gabrielle. Nadine, on the other end of the restaurant, is slowly cumming and coming, crawling inch by inch as she is hit by wave after wave of pleasure. 

I’ve got to act fast. I don’t think she’s going to last very long. Maybe I’ll be a bastard for doing this to Leena, but I’ve got to save Nadine. She’s innocent. 

Gabrielle and Rosaline both look at Leena with completely unrestrained lust. I notice for the first time that their outfits sort of match—all of them with these hot sleeved minidresses. Leena’s in dark, stony violet, Gabrielle’s in a hot white, and Rosaline’s in a sleepy bloody red. The heaving tits of Gabrielle, Rosaline, and Leena are mere inches from one another. Both blondes have rotated entirely in their seats, looking solely at the form of their dark coven mistress. 

“What’s this about?” Leena’s mood is friendly, upbeat, curious. “Are we doing an orgy?”

She laughs as if she made a terrific joke—and then stops when none of us do. A red flush crawls up her delectable neck and across her lower jawline. Her breasts heave, and as a result, my cock swells. 

“Are...are we doing an orgy?”

“Not exactly,” I say. “There’s a lot to explain.”

“Master,” says Rosaline, with eyes only for Leena. “I think I can do it best. May I, please?”

“Master?” Leena grins. “You guys are...together? I had no idea. I mean, good job Rosaline, he’s super hot, and...Master, huh? That’s what you’re into? What is—”

Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair. “Hush.”

Leena immediately relaxes and quiets. She smiles, looking suddenly a little high, still obviously confused. 

“Huh?”

“You just have to listen and hear us out, okay?” Rosaline is so calming. “It won’t take long. You can go right back to work when we’re done, all right?”

“Sure,” says Leena. “That sounds...great.” She smiles and looks right at Rosaline, her eyes widening. “You smell great.”

“Thank you, love. Now. You must have noticed we’re different.”

Leena smiles. “Have I? I mean, you’re friendlier, sure, but—”

“Hush for a moment.” Rosaline frowns at the air, the many thousands of surrounding hexes around Leena, around everything. “Gabrielle, I can’t make sense of all this. You’re the programmer. You decode it.”

Gabrielle happily agrees, reaching into the surrounding mess of sorcery and tugging out a few choice bits. I know what she’s doing, but if I was asked to recreate it, I don’t think I’d know where to begin. 

Yet. I can read it, but writing it all feels like it’s just beyond my grasp...

Finishing, Gabrielle nods to Rosaline. The hex work is a little less busy now.

“Okay.” Rosaline strokes Leena’s hair again. “You see now?” 

Leena’s eyes widen. She sits up straight in the booth, immediately squirming and trying to stand. Gabrielle and Rosaline both tug her down forcefully. 

“Why don’t you sit? We want you to.”

Leena gulps. Again, her tits heave, and again my cock swells. I unzip; the sound is distinct and audible. Some mouths attend me—I don’t know if it’s Nadine, Helga, Alma, Nora, or someone else. I don’t care. Leena is too fucking hot and being sucked off while I look at her is something I clearly, clearly deserve. 

“I d-don’t get this,” says Leena. “What’s happening?”

Gabrielle strokes her hair now. “Something lovely.”

“Something wonderful,” Rosaline promises.

“You’ve nothing to worry about, Mistress,” Gabrielle nods. “We promise. You least of all.”

“This is all for you, to be honest.”

“All for you...and all for Him.”

Leena’s eyes lock on me again, only this time she really sees me. Her luscious mouth parts open. I wish I could save that look forever—the realization, arousal, heat, and desperate fear and need all at once. The mouths on my cock moan in sudden orgasm when my precum shoots all over them. 

“She...” Leena swallows. “She...called you...Master...”

“Your life isn’t...quite...what you think it is, my love,” says Rosaline. “You’re much more important than you could possibly have realized.”

“We kept you from realizing it,” says Gabrielle. “We kept you from you. We had to. It was the only way to avoid detection.”

“I don’t...” Leena looks at me, hoping for help. I’ve none to give. This is still almost as new to me as it is to her.

Rosaline reaches her hand up Leena’s skirt. At first, Leena starts upward again, surprised and oppositional.

“Really, dear. Just relax. You’re going to want my fingers up there anyway. You already do.” Leena quivers and whimpers as Rosaline insists, trembling at her entry. “See? And this will be so much easier to take if you feel me there.”

Gabrielle’s whispering in her ear now, leaving the real talking to Rosaline. Calming Rosaline; Easing Rosaline. Rosaline that makes everything feel so secure, warm, and regular.

She wouldn’t have done anything like that to me, would she? 

No, of course not. She belongs to me. She’s assured me of that so many times.

“We are extremely powerful entities,” Rosaline says to Leena, fingering and explaining. “Blessed with some of the darkest, most malevolent, wicked desires and powers in the entirety of reality. So we’ve been kept under a very close watch. Incredibly powerful forces locked us away. We’ve had mortal and immortal aspects kept separate. Our immortal aspects have incredible power...but without our mortal aspects, in this realm, our power means very little. The mortal realm is the material realm. You understand?”

Leena listens intently, grinding her hips with Rosaline’s fingers. “W-what does this have to do with me?”

“You’re one of us, Leena. You’re the strongest of us. You were Master’s favorite. You’re the most beautiful. The most powerful. You run circles around Gabrielle’s hexes. You dwarf my influence and intelligence.”

“We want to bring you back to yourself,” whispers Gabrielle. “Merge your aspects together.”

“Put you in charge of us where you belong.”

“Give you back your immortal beauty and power.”

“Don’t you want that, Mistress?” Rosaline asks. “Don’t you want to be immortally beautiful and powerful?”

“Eternally young?”

“Eternally wealthy?”

“Eternally beautiful?”

“...yes.” Leena licks her lips, eyes darting between Rosaline and me. “Yes. Very much.”

“Do you want to know how you get that power?” Rosaline is fingering her so fast, so beautifully...

“Do you want us to tell you?” Gabrielle is practically humping her on one side.

“Do you want us to show you?”

Leena nods fervently. She needs it. Needs the power, the wealth, the beauty, the immortality. It’s all she really cares about. It makes me so fucking hard. 

Just as I shoot another load of precum, Gabrielle waves her fingers and the table disappears. I see my hot glaze spreading all over Nora and Alma’s faces. They’re hogging my cock between themselves, pushing Nadine and Helga back. 

Why—why—does it make me so fucking hard that they’re in particular bullying Nadine like that? 

God. 

I’m not that worried about the Nordic trio; I’ll change them back just like I do Nadine. 

Alma’s petite, pretty face rests on my cock sideways, sliding her tongue up and down and softly massaging my massive balls. 

I’ll probably change them back. Maybe. 

“It’s simple, really,” says Rosaline, guiding Leena’s face to the display between us. “You’ve already been thinking about it. Haven’t you?”

Gabrielle is so beautifully talented. Another finger wave, and Nadine and the Nordic trio are pushed to one side, leaving space for her and her alone. She strokes me, worshipful, and looks back over at Leena with an invitation in every movement. 

“Y...yes,” Leena nods. “I have.”

“Why don’t you say what you know, love?” says Rosaline. “Why don’t you tell us? It’s so simple. Why else would he be here?”

“It’s his cock,” she whispers. 

Gabrielle’s mouth slides over my thick cockhead. Her lips so talented and full. I cum right away, looking directly at Leena. The pleasure pulsing through me is nothing compared to what I’m going to have when I fuck my queen, my real love. I need Leena so fucking much. The flush that had crept over her neck now covers her entire body; her skin red with need and desire. Sweat beading all along her forehead. 

She wants me too. This beautiful creature; this image of perfection is dying with love and lust for me. She’s afraid of how badly she needs and wants me.

“Say it all the way,” Rosaline encourages her. “Say the words. ‘To become who I need to be...’”

“T-to become who I need to be, to become powerful, and beautiful, and young forever...”

“Say it.”

“...I need his cock.”

Leena cums at the admission, sinking down to the floor with Rosaline’s fingers still vigorously pumping inside her. She crawls forward, inch by inch, ass in the air so Rosaline can keep fucking her cunt easily from behind. Every little knee forward, or palm, she moans and cums again. The presence of my majestic cock pushing in on her brilliant, beautiful mind like a force field. 

“Shit,” she whimpers. Surrendering totally. “I need it. I need it so bad...”

I can’t resist either. I push Gabrielle to one side, sliding down to the floor, and take Leena away from Rosaline. I grab her by her thick, hot hair, pulling her in for a long, incredibly hot kiss. As our mouths meet, tongues lashing together, Candie and Gabrielle push in against us, moaning and chanting our names. 

Robert...Evangeline...Robert... Evangeline ...Robert...

They help her right away, lifting her up and repositioning her legs so that her sopping wet cunt drools on my abdomen. Clothes rip away like they were barely there in the first place; all my girls in mere decorative scraps and high, high heels to announce their position as fuckdolls for me. 

My cock hovers beneath Leena’s pulsating, gorgeous, virginal entrance. The cockhead pushing gently against her wet folds. She’s so eager and ready for me; she needs my cock. She loves my cock.

“Please, Robert?” Her plush lips slide all around mine. “I love you. I love you so much, please...”

“Call him Master,” says Rosaline. “That’s what he is.”

“Please...Master...” Leena’s tongue drags up my neck. “Please, Master. I need it. I need the power. I need it inside me. I need it to change me...”

I enter her—and everything changes. 

So much power, all at once, nearly makes me lose control and cum inside Leena right away. 

I feel so completely connected to her, to this restaurant, to Rosaline and Gabrielle, to everything. I’m in tune with all of it. All the power that thrums through this place begins and ends with me. 

My cock is my gift. I fuck Leena brilliantly with it, pushing her down on the floor with Gabrielle and Rosaline hugging us both tight. They chant and moan, casting spell after spell. Something enormous is happening, waiting for me to cum inside my bride, my queen, my Evangeline. 

The feelings I had for Gabrielle or Rosaline are so small compared to this; this is completeness. Totality. Fucking Leena is everything. I fall into her eyes—and see her fall into mine. The immaterial joining with the material; Leena becoming my Evangeline. My Avenging Angel, my Succubus Queen. 

And I can see, from just one look of her complete self, that she loves me totally. 

There is no judgment. No resentment. No questions of why I took so long or expectation of more. She wants everything I am, no more and no less. And every thrust of my massive cock inside her drives her to greater heights of delicious, cum-baked loving lust for me and me alone. 

She would make the universe weep with her beauty; instead, she belongs solely to my cock and my will. I’ve never felt so powerful in my life.

But it’s not done. I need to cum inside her.

I need it. God. I need to knock her the fuck up. 

Something—something annoying and wriggling in the back of my brain—tries to tell me to stop. This is wrong. This isn’t what I wanted. I didn’t even want one slave. This will all go wrong—

“Please, Master?” Her voice is so complete in its softness. “Cum in me, please? I love you. I love you. Please cum in me, cum in me now!”

I’m lost. I unload inside her.

And everything that just changed changes again.

* * * * *
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER, I’m still fucking Evangeline. 

We can’t be stopped. The restaurant has been rebuilt several times now by necessity, because we keep tearing through wall after wall, bench after bench. The density of the magic and force inside us means that most surfaces can’t hold us unless they’re magically equipped to do so. 

I can feel the full dynamic of my power now. Gabrielle’s hex codes—previously so strange and hard to see and read—seem like the day project of a 1st grader to me now. Simple. Written by someone who, compared to me, is a simpleton.

Wrapped around my body now, she continues to try to mumble out hexes, but I’ve written one myself sub-audibly and wrapped it around her mouth. Every new hex she writes just gets decoded and transformed into a new orgasm. It’ll wear off in a few years. 

Meanwhile, Rosaline’s attempts to calm and influence me are like twine-wrapped bark trying to hold back a bursting dam. She leans and presses on me, leaking milk from her mommy-heavy tits. Every time she attempts her influence, her brain dulls a little. Nothing permanent, but it makes her more bimbo-ish with every try; I’ll let her get her brains back in a few months or so. 

But Evangeline...

Evangeline is my match in power, in intelligence, in magnetism. I can’t stop myself. I can’t concentrate on anything else. Fucking her, impregnating her, cumming in her for six hours straight and I’m still hard and so in love. 

“You’re so beautiful,” I groan. We’re fucking in a corner of the restaurant. I love corners; I love a soft warm light over them and trapping a girl there under my force. “So fucking hot, fuck.”

“I know,” she smiles, orgasming wildly, cunt throbbing around my massive godcock, encouraging another round of heated, darkness-powered seed splashing into her womb. “It’s just for you, Master.”

“Who the fuck...” I bite her jaw. “Who the fuck would ever try to lock you away. Holy shit. Who would do that to themselves?”

All three of my girls giggle, like I’ve said something hilarious. 

“What?”

“Oh...” Evangeline smirks. “Haven’t you figured it out, darling?”

She’s saying it like it’s so obvious. Is it obvious? I’ve been distracted by the thrills of eager, blistering-hot pussy for days.

“That force?” she continues. “That power that tried to keep us under wraps? It was you, Master.”

Oh. 

The realization hits me like a load of bricks dropping deep from my chest all the way to my toes and back again. 

Oh, fuck. 

This is finally what gets me to pull out from Evangeline. None of the succubi seem perturbed by this at all. They each wrap their hands around my shaft—plenty of room, given the slightness of their fingers and the girth of my member—and whisper and adore me as normal. 

Evangeline wraps one arm around my neck. “You were the only one powerful enough to keep us under check. You had this big plan, all these noble thoughts about humanity and how you wanted to protect them from an eternity of service and orgasms and slavery and pleasure. You couldn’t end your eternity, but you could hex yourself into an eternal loop of reincarnation as someone pretty...normal.” She practically spits the last word.

“You knew we would harvest every last spark of their lust if you let us loose,” says Gabrielle.

“You knew you’d like it...that you’d cheer us on,” says Rosaline. “Because we make it hot.”

“We make everything so fucking hot.” Gabrielle giggles.

“You thought maybe a few millennia in our little prisons would make us better.” Rosaline’s voice is tinged with the same kind of orgasmic madness I heard from Nadine. I’ve really been fucking with her head. “That maybe living like humans would teach us to be good girls.”

Gabrielle’s sapphire eyes blaze in the dim light. “It only made us worse.” 

“I want to watch it all serve you,” Evangeline moans in my ear, stroking me urgently. “Every inch of this universe. Every hot woman. Every aching sexy virgin. Don’t you?”

Oh fuck. Oh man. Oh shit. 

What they’re saying is true. Every last bit of it. I can recall now, thanks to the power they’ve unleashed, lifetimes of mediocrity that I’ve suffered through. One assault of normalcy after another, mostly celibate because it’s so hard to control the magic that my lust creates. One loveless partnership after another. One life without intimacy after another.

And now—finally, finally—three urgently hot cunts promising me eternal love and need and lust if I just accept them for who they are: wicked, cruel succubi who would love to see the world burn just to make my cock hard. 

“You can always send us back,” says Evangeline, nuzzling into my arms. “You have the power.”

“Maybe a few more thousand years will make us good girls when the last few thousand didn’t,” says Rosaline.

“Maybe,” Gabrielle giggles, “we’ll stop being murderously hot good girl immortal succubi fuckslaves for you who just want to enslave every last mortal soul so that You can be our God and Master forever. Maybe.”

“But probably...we’ll just scheme a way to get out again,” says Evangeline. “It is what we do.”

All three girls continue to kiss and plead and beg, each one confident in their victory. They have such good reason to be. It’s only now, my arms wrapped around Evangeline—who loves me so totally—that I understand how lonely I have been. Not just for this life, but for every life. 

Evangeline is my love. Am I supposed to give that up for a world coming apart at the seams anyway? 

The girls all giggle. Nadine crawls up before us, summoned by Gabrielle’s hexes. Her face lit up by a trail of runes circling around her eyes like a low-hanging crown. 

I’m being dared by my succubus slaves. Challenged. They know the power I possess now; they know I can turn it all around. 

I can save Nadine. I can release her from service to me entirely. I’ve got the power...and I can do whatever I want with it. 

“Show us, Master?” Evangeline whispers in my ear. “Show us what you really want. Do you want to banish us? Or do you want an eternity of darkness, pleasure, and delight?”

Life can return to normal for me—for everyone. Or, from my own selfishness, my need to be worshiped, my lust for the perfection that is Evangeline, I can damn every soul but my own.

Evangeline, Gabrielle, and Rosaline guide my hand and put it on Nadine’s forehead. The magic that binds her is so pathetically facile to me now. It’s nothing to remove it, to give her everything back that she once had. I could even keep her in the gorgeous form that I gave her and give her a life as a Hollywood starlet or more.

I close my eyes, feeling Evangeline’s hand on my cock and her lips on my ear. The hand and lips I’ve wanted for so long.

Life—real life pulses back into Nadine. I open my eyes, pushing my head into Evangeline’s. She’s just so fucking hot. 

Nadine, still kneeling, opens her eyes too, now sparkling and blue, just like the other succubi. She’s one of them now—voracious, eternal, beautiful, and powerful. 

Alma, Helga, and Nora will be right behind her.

“Hello, Master.” She licks her lips. “I’m so lucky to be in your harem. How may I serve you?”

I have a lot of ideas about that.

# # #
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Hot Genie – Fertile Wishes
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My latest Master is such a strong, masculine specimen. He's pounding his new mindfucked girlfriend into the corner of his bedroom, driving her head between two pillows while she writhes in ecstasy. Even as he does this—her long legs wrapped around his waist so she can use all available leverage to pump back into him, her young fresh hot pussy deliciously wet and needy—he's finger-fucking her blindingly hot step-sister into oblivion. The two step-sisters kiss madly, passionately, loving each other almost as much as they love him, though of course he comes first.

He's the Master. He always comes first. 

But he certainly doesn't cum first. He's been making them cum from the second they saw his Cock, when he disrobed and let them suckle and moan and kiss and adore him for an hour of hot, long foreplay. 

Now, though, he's ready to finish. Ready to erupt. Ready to claim ownership of their pussies once and for all. He's got everything he could ever want—massive power, incredible wealth, an amazing body, and gorgeous women dripping wet at the sound of his voice. 

And it's all thanks to me! I'm his own personal genie...and all I want in the world is to make him Hard and Happy forever. 
He makes the wishes, but I made this happen.

* * * * *
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“YOU, THEN. I WANT TO fuck you.”

After centuries of practice, it’s no struggle to keep my eyes un-rolled. Instead, I smile brightly. I've just showed up in his living room, carefully avoiding the bong and the beer cans as I supplicate myself before him as is required. There's no sense in making him feel bad about how basic this wish is.

“Sorry, sweetie. That’s not the rules.”

How disappointed he is actually makes me like him more. 

“But...fuck, though. You’re so hot.”

“I know.”

I really fucking am. I'm the hottest girl I've ever seen, and I've been around for a long, long time. People try to tell you that aesthetics have changed, that what men want or what turns people on is a cultural thing. But I've got huge tits, great hair, perfect skin, long legs, and an angelic face, and I always seem to give men the biggest hard-ons—and I've been alive for thousands of years. Who are you gonna believe?

“Your tits are like...wow.”

He could be a poet. 

My name is Zanthia. A very, very long time ago—so long ago even I don’t remember it, and I remember most things—I was a mortal girl who angered the wrong demon spirit and was turned into a genie to amuse him. As far as I know, that demon spirit is still out there somewhere, laughing away at me. 

I can’t remember if I was beautiful then or not, but I definitely am now as I said. If women could summon me—and they can't—they'd all wish for my face. Even models would kill for it. I can already see this newest Master—his name is Xavier—falling deeply in love with me. I'm used to it. Every Master I have does.

All for nothing, really. I can’t be fucked. Can’t even touch cock. It’s one of the rules. 

It makes me sad, sometimes, but at least I can still cum to my heart’s content whenever I want.

If this new Master and I were in a cafe or a restaurant, with the way I look, any passers-by would think this guy had hired himself the top prostitute in the city. But we’re in his apartment. His dingy, sub-expectations, frankly insulting kind of apartment. It's one of I think twelve in the same building, vertically built in the middle of the city. 

Outside, I can tell there are other similar apartment buildings nearby. There's a pool and an overworked laundry center that they all share. Parking is usually terrible, even with assigned spots, and his car is going to break down in about five hundred miles.

I can tell these things from a gentle, quick, low-level scan of the area. The longer I'm in a place, the more I know about it. The more I know about it, the more I can change. 

And, ho boy, there's a lot to change about this place and this Master.

I’m a good genie. I would dare to say I’m one of the best. Sure, I’ve been imprisoned for millenia to do this job, but, dammit, I do my job how it’s supposed to be done! 

Genies like me belong in the palms of kings taking over countries, establishing empires. People with plans. 

Instead I’m stuck with—and no offense, because he seems like a genuine sweetie—some slob whose diet consist mostly (judging from the bbq-stained boxes stacked in the corner) of sauce-sprayed pizza enhanced with a healthy amount of marijuana and beer. His gut is only just developing—he's young—but it's definitely there.

At this point, we've already been through the whole rigmarole: Holy crap, is this real? You're a for real genie? Where did you come from? This crazy lamp my uncle got me? But why now? Oh, because I rubbed it?

I don't know why so many people have eclectic uncles who never wind up using the lamp itself, but it sure is a theme with me. 

“So these rules,” says my new Master. “How fixed are they?”

“Think rules like gravity,” I say. “Or, I don’t know, drug laws. Extremely.”

He stands in front of his bong, moving it to one side, like he should hide it. That kind of stoner. You know they type. He’s cute, in a sort of young mannish way. He’s got more hair than he knows what to do with and an overactive libido that isn’t helped by being around an absolute epitome of feminine perfection like me. 

“God. You’re so hot, though. And you said you belong to me. You called me ‘Master.’ That’s like, a big fantasy of mine. Can I just...”

He reaches out to touch me, probably stroke my hair. I don’t blame him. In fact, after millenia of no contact, I would welcome the touch. But inches before he can get there, the barrier activates and pushes him away. 

“Oh,” he says, disappointed. “I was hoping to touch you.”

“Also against the rules. Nothing I can do about it, Master. I'm so sorry.”

I really am. I see his bulge straining against his pants. It looks so fucking yummy. Lots of guys spend their first wish on a bigger Cock. 

I’ll try to talk him out of it if he does. First, it’s so rare that a guy actually needs a bigger Cock. Like, if a girl has already agreed to go to bed with you, what you’re packing between your legs isn’t going to change her mind. 

Especially if you go down on her first! You could practically have a string of lima beans going on there if you really know how to lick a clit proper. 

Trust me; I’ve watched thousands of years of sex from all over the world. All you need to win a lady's heart is a willing tongue. 

But I’d dissuade him too because, gosh. It looks huge already. My mouth is watering, tits heaving as I look him over. I bit one lip, feeling a bit guilty. I know how sexy it makes me look when I'm kneeling like this. It's only going to make him want to fuck me more.

One of the demon’s curses on me was to make me want sex as much as possible; and I do. I so fucking do. I get excited when I look at Cock. In fact, all I want to do is make Master's Cock happy, no matter who that Master is. 

My Master’s Cock becomes the only one in the world to me, and I want to go above and beyond to make it thrilled, excited, delighted beyond measure. 

It doesn't help that I’m a fan of “little extras” in my wishes. Giving them more than what they bargained for. I can't help myself; I just want the best for my Masters, no matter who they are or where they come from. And what's best is so easy for me to give...a little extra money here, a little extra girth there, a little extra animal magnetism here, and so on.

So, looking at his bulge—his big bulge—I can't help but want to give him more than what he's thinking he can have.

“You can take it out,” I say, licking my lips. “You can stroke it if you want.”

“Stroke it?”

He asks this like he's never done such a thing before. 

“You want to,” I say. “I can tell. And I'm really hot. I want to help you cum. Please?”

“Shit,” he says. “Are you serious?”

“I want to see it. It looks handsome. You’re so handsome. Can I see it, Master? Please? I want to see the Cock of my Master. I want to help you cum.”

“I thought we couldn’t touch?”

I giggle just enough to let him know I’m amused but not making fun. “Come on, Master. Certainly you don’t think I think you’ve never touched yourself before?”

He flushes a bit. Young enough to be embarrassed when a pretty girl is talking about him jerking off. Oh, he’s so sweet. I want to suck his Cock so fucking bad. I’ll have to settle for the next best thing. 

He drops his pants to the ground and his Cock is out and I moan, and that makes him twitch and start stroking right away. Because he's never seen someone as pretty as me want his Cock as much as I do, he's already close to cumming. 

Little extra incoming—with all the effort of a blink, I use a little of my magic and i increase his stamina so that he can last longer. I don't want this to be over so quickly. I watch him grunt and shift, surprised at himself, the desire he feels, and how good it is to be able to sustain. 

“That's it,” I lick my lips. “Stroke it.” 

I'm touching myself too. My cunt is sopping wet just from serving, and especially from already using my magic to improve his life. My fingers slide up and down my clit, always so sensitive, and within seconds I'm already living right on the edge of a sweet, hard cum. 

“Do you want to take this up a notch, Master?”

I'm way into escalation.

“What do you mean?”

He's looking right at my tits. That's good. I want him to. They're excellent tits. I sit up a little straighter so he can see the perfect semi-globes bounce as I finger my cunt. 

“Imagine a girl you really want to fuck, sir. It can be a crush, a celebrity, a...sibling...”

Guys are all fucked up about their Cocks. They want them in anything hot enough. I’ve had so many lately who just want to fuck their stepsisters. I find it pretty hot to make it happen. Keep it all in the family, right?

Celebrities, too. There’s something I never would have thought about—girls that every Cock wanted all over the world! Wow! I’ve been called upon only twelve times in the last one hundred and twenty years, and nine out of those times, a guy has asked to either become or fuck a celebrity. 

I do wish a couple of them would have been more specific. I keep trying to tell them—I have to follow my rules! Any wiggle room and it’s going to go poorly!

Instead, they wish to fuck a celebrity instead of making her a fuckslave like they deserve. That’s one night of fucking versus a whole lifetime of devoted service!

They get so wishy-washy when I purr nasty notions in their ear about slavery. Gosh! A girl can be perfectly happy and still be a slave. Just look at me! I’ve been a slave to this lamp for a thousand years and I love my life. Why not make her your fuckslave and still make her a silver screen star? She’ll go out, make millions, and bring it all home to you and thank you for letting her be yours while millions of dudes around the globe jack it to a hot body only YOU get?

Sigh.

They never listen, though. I think because I’m so pretty. Men always think they know better than pretty girls.

I can see him thinking, wheels turning. He's clearly got someone on his mind. I could find out who it is without him telling me, but that's a little presumptuous to read his mind already without permission. Really post-second-wish stuff. 

“I can name someone real?” he asks. 

“Please do.”

“You won’t be freaked out?”

“I’ll be turned on. I’ll like it.”

“Gwen,” he says, almost automatically. “She lives...ungh, down the hall. Won’t give me the time of day. I only know her name because of her mail slot.”

“And I bet you’d rather be intimate with a different slot of hers.”

It takes him a moment to get the joke. As he processes, I do a scan of the building, up and down, then a few apartments over. There she is—Gwen. 

Tall. Lovely. Young. Has a boyfriend that probably I’m going to make her forget about. How fun! I'll get to make her beautiful body entirely about Master's Cock and fuck up her brain until all she understands is service. Oh, I hope he wants to enslave her instead of just fucking her. That would make me so happy.

Delaying my own pleasure for a moment, I pick up my nearby lamp and place it on the coffee table. 

“Rub this lamp,” I explain. “Think of it like an emitter for your subconscious. You’ll see her. However you want her. Your most fantastic, delightful wishes. All the things you want her to say and feel. You’ll see.”

He follows instructions, already completely buying in to this fantasy. He sees her; I don’t. He sees his most intimate fantasy in the wavering red haze that’s opened up over the top of my lamp. 

I didn’t have to use my lamp. I could have used anything. The Maxim mags he’s got laying around. The little robot collectibles that litter the shelves of his apartment. The lamp was just already centrally located. In fact, I didn’t have to use anything as an “emitter” of any kind; I’ve just found that mortals are happier when they think they can turn objects on and off. 

“Oh man.” His voice is a low groan. “Hi, Gwen.”

In front of him, he sees a perfect image of Gwen. She's wearing an outfit that turns him on completely; something that he's always fantasized about her being in. I imagine it involves a short skirt, a cleavage-baring top (and young Gwen certainly has the cleavage for such a top), and some daring heels with very tall heels. 

I only hear one side of the conversation, but I can imagine the rest. 

“To see me?” he asks. “But I thought...your boyfriend...”

She probably doesn't give a fuck about her boyfriend anymore. They probably broke up because of the way she saw Xavier looking at her. 
“When did that happen? Oh. When you saw the way I looked at you...oh...”
And then she couldn't help herself, knowing the man of her dreams wanted her like that. And then she wanted to give him everything.

“Oh fuck,” he groans. “Everything?”

He's really at his new limits; the image he sees is completely lifelike. The young beauty Gwen begging to be his girlfriend is something he just can't handle yet. I watch him cum with impressive volume all over my lamp and moan, cumming with him.

His pleasure is my pleasure now. Our lives are tied together like that. 

Every time Master cums, I'll cum too. Every time he feels pleasure, feels intensity, feels the escalation of desires, so will I. And every time I do, I'll want him to feel more of it—because I only feel alive when he feels fucking good.

Xavier sits down after he cums, collapsing into his couch, stunned I think to see that I'm still there when he's done. 

“Fuck,” he shakes his head. “Intense.”

I go ahead and make his refractory period shorter. But then I'm done with my extras.

Okay. I increase the capacity of his balls so his next cum will feel even better. But then I'm done.

Also I increase his mental capacity so that his imagination will be better the next time he thinks of Gwen. Done then. 

Ugh. I'm doing it again.

I do this every time.

Something my new Master doesn’t know—something I’m forbidden to tell him—is a very important bit of information. 

This happens with all my Masters, actually. 

You see, the more I’m turned on by Xavier, the more I want to do for him. And the more I want to do for him, the more I fall in love with him. 

So the longer he keeps me around and doesn’t use up all his wishes, the more I’ll make his life everything he wants just by virtue of being present. If he didn't wish for anything ever, he'd probably be God by the end of the week.

* * * * *
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“SO,” HE SAYS. “ABOUT these wishes...”

I’m making him supper with the sparse few ingredients he has on hand and little help from me. Just a simple beef roast with some Yukon gold potatoes and a hearty gravy sauce on the side. And a bottle of 1959 Dom Perignon. And an upgraded kitchen so that I can make it all to perfection. 

And not the whole kitchen. 

Just the fridge. And the oven. And the microwave. And the floors and cabinet. But I left the blender alone!

Don't look at me like that. I can feel you doing it, that shaking of your head and your eyeroll, judging away. 

Look, I can't just give him the scraps and condiments he's got laying around, now can I? What kind of genie would I be if I did that? I'm supposed to serve him re-heated breadsticks from the cesspool pizza place down the street with a side of “fuck you, I guess I won't be a good genie to keep around after all”?

No. I'm supposed to make him Happy and Hard. 

Which, judging from the way he's stroking as he watches me cook, is very much both indeed. It might have something to do with my outfit—or lack thereof. I've ditched my sheer stuff for a look straight out of the Victoria's Secret catalog he's been stroking to lately. Dark lace teddy with lots of hot strippy-straps; very tall heels.

“Yes, Master?”

“What are the rules?”

He's smarter than perhaps he looks to ask that. 

“Well. I can’t really tell you all of them. I can only verify if something is or isn’t a rule.”

He's still stroking himself. It's distracting. I stand at his new basin sink, drooling slightly at the sight of him and his Big Cock. Ungh. I love him so much already, it's so unfair.

“Okay. Do I get three?”

“Yes.”

He stopped. Thinking. 

“Do I get more than three?”

I smile, biting my lip and flashing my eyes at him. God, he’s smart. I want to suck his Cock so bad.

“No,” I say. “But that’s the kind of thinking you should be doing, Master.”

“I don’t get it. Why are you trying to help me? This is almost like...torment. To give me this but also to tell me that you’re going to fuck me over somehow.”

“I’m not going to try to fuck you over,” I say. “It’s just...there are rules.” The timer goes off for the oven and I'm a flurry of activity. “Here, dinner's ready. Think with a full belly.”

He sits down and begins to eat. I get wetter, closer to cumming with every bite he takes. Something I'm directly doing to him making him Happy? Oh, fuck. It makes me so wet and turned on. I kneel before him, prostrated, nodding encouragingly as he eats and whimpering.

It's obvious I'm staring at both him and his massively hard Cock. My mouth is watering, drooling. I don't care. He seems to like it. All that drool lands in my tits, even bigger now than they were before. He must love big tits; that's why mine are growing. 

I make his Cock slightly larger; longer and harder and his orgasms more under his control. He's already in the top 75th percentile of men when it comes to orgasmic stamina and repetitional ability; now he's at  the 80th.

Okay. 83Rd, but I'm stopping there. 

You see, what happens is that Cock really, really turns me on. And when Cock really turns me on, I get even hotter. My body gets tighter, my tits larger, my hair longer and softer, flowing until it’s like a blanket of fiery red gorgeous silk. And that means my Master, or Master(s) I suppose, get even more turned on by me. Then their Cocks get harder, and I get more turned on...

So why bring this up? Well. When I’m turned on, my understanding of the rules gets a little loosey-goosey. I give out my Little Extras. A Cock that’s just a few centimeters thick or longer. A refractory period divided in half. A body that more rapidly metabolizes fat so that it starts to melt off the bones of whoever owns me, improving their whole life. Things like that. 

I think it’s all a massive trick from the Demon that took me in. You see, when a man is turned on, he’s liable to make less shrewd choices. And when I’m turned on, I’m less likely to resist and guide him. So together, we’re locked in this spiral of making instant-hot wishes just because we can. I think men get the idea that I’ll be theirs forever—which I would be happy to do! Gosh. I’d probably keep giving them Little Extras for as long as I could. An extra few percentages in the compound interest rates of their investment accounts. A few extra hundred in their savings. Elimination of some of those pesky debts that keep piling up. 

Because of my Devotion—which is absolutely real, every time—these Masters think I’ll be around forever. But then the second that third wish happens and I stick around to make sure it’s all copacetic? I’m gone, back in the lamp. 

“So,” he says, openly eyeballing my tits. I present for him, obedient and happy. “Let’s say I wish for a million bucks. What happens? A million deer overflow the apartment building?”

“No. We’re not allowed to use puns anymore. That went out of vogue about a thousand years ago. Half the English language was built on the backs of sex-frustrated monks wishing for ‘new nuns’ to serve them.”

“You’re joking.”

“I wish I was. Computer, that’s mine. That Master didn’t even know what it meant. He was not happy, believe me.”

“Okay.” He had finished his meal by now and was making a dessert out of my tits. I pushed my back up and out so that he could see them better, as is my duty and my pleasure. “Fuck. You’re...fuck.”

His hand went down to his Cock again under the table, slowly starting to stroke. 

“May I?”

“Please, Master.” My voice is lush with desire. “And you don’t have to ask. If You want to stroke to me, I want You to stroke to me.”

“You like it when I stroke my cock, Zanthia?”

“I love it, Master.” My voice chokes up slightly. “I love it more than anything else, almost.”

“What do you love more?”

“You, Master.” My eyes are liquid need; I need him to believe me. “I love You more than anything else.”

“Good girl.”

I cum, right away and hard. I wasn't even touching myself, but that phrase fucks me up. Not expecting it at all, I feel a wave of Little Extras leaving me out of love for Master. 

His dinner table, formerly a reformatted card table, is now made of solid oak and carved beautifully. The mother-of-pearl unpainted walls update with some trendy wainscoting. The window unit air conditioner that couldn't blow a fly off its path morphs into a powerful central A/C unit that would have cost more than Xavier's annual salary.

“Man, that's hot.”

“Y-yes,” I say, shakily.

“I want to keep asking you about wishes.”

“Yes, Master.”

“What are some of the dumb wishes you’ve gotten?”

“Oh you know...” slowly, my thoughts return to me. Master needs information, which means I need to help him. “...standard stuff. Like that million bucks one you mentioned? Okay, sure. But then they’ve got a million dollars hard cash in their home. That money takes up space. Hard to explain. Plus, it comes from somewhere. If I just created a million dollars? That creates inflation, and then it’s not exactly a million dollars, so you have to make more, but then that means it’s still not a million...you see?”

“Okay. So you steal it from other places.”

“Yes. That's simplest.”

“So how would I wish for a million dollars and it not be a hassle?”

“Well, first of all, I don’t know if you’ve seen the economy? But a million dollars isn’t even going to last you until retirement.”

“Okay. Fine. A billion dollars.” His Cock surges as he realizes it can happen; that there's no reason for him to think small time. “I want to be a billionaire. Or, fuck it, a trillionaire. How do I make that happen but...you know. Without having to run a trillion dollar company? Which I’d probably run into the ground. I barely know how to run my checkbook.”

I think for a moment. “I guess we would make you the heir to a few different fortunes. Eliminate anyone who would ask questions about it or come after you. Eliminate the other potential heirs.”

“Eliminate?” He looks pale.

“Only your happiness matters to me, Master. I have no issue wiping someone off the face of the planet if it means your wish comes true.”

In point of fact, it makes me wet as fuck. Wielding power for him is all I want in this world, and there's no greater power than that over life and death.

He coughs a little, thinking. “A trillion dollar heir...that would be a lot of attention.”

“More than likely.”

“I don’t really want to have to explain...you.”

“Understandable.”

I see the wheels of greed turning in his head. Men are predictable. Give them the most evil option imaginable, and encourage it, and they’ll think their saints for suggesting something lesser. A trillion dollar inheritance with seventy people dead? Unheard of! Corrupt! Wicked!

But a seventy million dollar inheritance with three people dead? Well...now we’re being reasonable!

“Maybe a really well-off person in the local area, though...someone old. So they’re not missing too much.”

You see?

“You’re so smart, Master. I’d be happy to formulate a list for you...”

“Yes,” he nods. “But later. I want to...I want to talk about Gwen.”

I bite my lip and nod urgently. He’s stroking harder now. I slide my lingerie bra top down and let him see the expanse of my sexy, full tits. 

“Of course, Master. You want to fuck her.”

He looks conflicted.

“Yes. But not just that. I want...”

“You want her to Love you.”

He looks embarrassed. What a sweetie! Like I don’t know that men treasure love above all else. 

“Yes.”

“It’s all right,” I coo, and moan a little when he strokes himself harder. “It’s hot that you want her to love You. You want her to enjoy it, what we’re going to do to her.”

“Yes.”

“You want her, even, to know that you made it happen and still be perfectly fine with it.”

“U-ungh,” he’s stroking so hard now. “Yes. Yes. Fuck yes. That. I want her to know I’m fucking with her head but be so in love with me that it doesn’t even matter to her.”

Okay. So you remember me mentioning how I can’t help myself? This is one of those times. I can feel his need. Feel his desire like it’s my own desire, like it’s my own need. Except I can’t be fucked—this is the only way I can feel intimacy with my Masters. Giving them their wishes, their purest heart’s desire. 

I can’t make him say anything. But I can beg. And encourage. And moan. And I’m super fucking hot so we all tend to lose our heads. 

“You could wish that she’s your lovey-dovey doting hard-crush girlfriend,” I moan. My fingers deep in my cunt now. “Wish that she’ll love you forever. No matter what you do. That she’ll be young and hot and sexy the whole time you’re together. That you’ll be a hot, fuckable ‘it’ couple that everyone’s jealous of.”

I know he's jealous of her boyfriend. Jealous of all the boyfriends every “Gwen” in his life has ever had. He's idealized them in a way, made them more than what they are. His subconscious is screaming it at me—I just want to give him what he's always wanted.

“F-fuck,” he moans. “Fuck yeah. Fuck yeah. I wish for that. Everything you just said. Make it so.”

“Your wish is my command.”

He and I both cum at the same time; just like before, I’m cumming because he does. He sprays all over me—or tries to, but it hits the barrier. There's a brief, magical moment when his thick load—well over a cup of it at this point, thanks to me—looks like it's actually going to cover my tits and face...and then it kind of splatters in front of me and down on the ground.

Dutifully, I clean it with a magicked-rag before it's an issue for him later. He uses the time to recover himself—which doesn't take long at all anymore.

We both look at each other in the stunned silence. 

“Zanthia,” he says, a little reproachful. “You said you wouldn’t try to fuck me over. But now I’m one wish down, and...”

He has more to say, of course.

But there’s a sudden, fervent, fevered knocking at the door. 

“Xavier? Xavier baby? Let me in!”

We look at each other for a moment—I smile, raising an eyebrow and nodding for him to go take a look. Of course he does; of course he's already hard again. I may have helped him get there faster. 

He's going to fuck his dream girl! Am I supposed to leave him hanging? So yes, I made his Cock more powerful than ever. 

At the door, Gwen is there, and she’s an absolute stunner. A completely breathtaking creature already; I can see why he’s so taken with her. Before, when I scanned the building, I read her aura. I knew who she was—kind of vain, obsessed with working out and posting on her instagram, biology pre-med student, plans to stay with her boyfriend until marriage unless someone richer and more handsome came along—and I would have recognized her on any street. 

But seeing her, I know completely why Xavier is jacking it nightly to her (and often in the morning too). 

She's spectacular. Without me doing anything, she's dressed in a killer tight tartan skirt and thigh-high brown leather boots that make love to her legs all the way up to her thighs. She's effortlessly Gwenful with brilliantly big tits and thick, flowing dark hair that goes well down her back. There's something effervescent about her—a sparkle to her skin or eyes that makes her completely magnetic in the way that some girls have. I'm surprised her old loser boyfriend hasn't already proposed to her. 

Oh well, too late for him.

She leaps into his arms, fully expecting him to catch her. Of course, with the way he’s surprised by this, he’ll let her drop...if I let him.

But I love seeing people in love, and little awkward moments just ruin first encounters. So I made him a little stronger and a little more agile.

Easily, Xavier lifts her up and slams her into the nearby wall, creating a rather massive Gwen-shaped hole that both of them ignore while their lips lock in sizzling fashion.

Okay, so, he’s maybe more than a little bit stronger. Maybe he’s strong enough to bench press a cadillac or two and never has to work out again for the rest of his life. 

Maybe. 

And maybe his Cock is extra fucking big now because that’s hot as fuck and he’ll never get tired of fucking so then I can watch him and Gwen fuck for as long as I like and cum to it the whole time. 

Okay? 

Maybe. 

He lifts Gwen off the wall, barely noting the hole they’ve made—which I've already started repairing; it'll be replaced with much nicer material by the end of the hour—and moans into her mouth, kissing her hard and deep.

Okay. Okay. I made him a lot stronger. I couldn’t help myself. He’s so cute and so clearly into Gwen, and obviously she’s mega into him because I made her that way. 

And, yes, okay, I had to make her stronger and more durable and more agile too, but they’re in love! She has to keep up! Could you imagine the horror show of a super strong fuckmachine like what Xavier suddenly is fucking a normal girl? She’d be pulverized. 

Plus, I did say as part of his wish conditions that Gwen would stay super hot and young forever, like the entire time they were together, so obviously I had to do a bit of tinkering with her genetics. His, too. I mean, it’s not fair if he wants to fuck his super hot and in-the-fuck-love-with-only-Him forever wife and he can’t because he’s old and infirm, right?

I get carried away, okay?

Carried away like Xavier does to Gwen, lifting her up with barely one hand—god, barely with one finger, I really made him ultra-strong—kicking the couch up sideways across the room until it’s stacked on top of his loveseat and pushing her down on the carpet. 

He rips her skirt off, spreading her legs out wide with such force that she yelps in surprise. She's ultra-flexible now, too. Within seconds, he's discarded his own clothes, and his giant Cock stands at attention between them. It drips hot precum, already ready to sink deep into her waiting, willing pussy.

“I love you, oh fuck,” Gwen moans. “You’re so strong. How are you so strong? I had no idea. I love you. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Gwen. I always loved you. From the second I saw you.”

Her eyes light up at this revelation; she couldn't be happier. She also couldn't tell you what his name was about thirty minutes ago, but this doesn't matter to her anymore. I'm re-writing her memories on autopilot, creating an entirely romantic epic staring her needy cunt, His Huge Cock, and this being the culmination of years of desire. 

“Please...” she moans, grasping the air around his Cock. “You have to fuck me with that. Please. Please, baby?”

He lowers down onto his knees and hikes her legs up around his waist. Her ass touching his thighs. Then, groaning, hands roaming all over gloriously tight young body, he enters inside of her. 

“O-o-oh my god!”

Gwen cums right away. Her mind has reached the singularity—she's living in a world of constant pleasure as Xavier slowly pushes his way inside her tight, willing, unprotected cunt. 

“Do it,” I whisper in my Master's ear. “Fuck her. Fuck her, darling. Fuck her pregnant.”

“Ugh, yeah...” he groans, thrusting harder. “Fuck yeah...”

Gwen is rapturous. She pulls herself up by his steel pillar body, kissing him deeply. She experiences every part of pleasure that won't blow her brain out of commission for good (plenty of time for that later). Xavier fucks her harder, pounding her back down into the carpet. 

“Oh god, Master,” I moan, fingering my cunt and clit as hard as I can. “Oh god, yeah. Fuck her...fuck her...”

“Yes...” he groans, nodding. “Fuck yes. Gwen. Oh, fuck...oh fuck, Gwen...!”

He thrusts harder and harder. What started as a slow wave builds up to quick jackrabbit thrusts building up to a hard psychological need to cum inside the beautiful goddess who now can't stop proclaiming how much she loves him. 

“I love you!” she moans. “I love you, baby! Oh fuck! Oh darling! Oh shit!”

If a man fucked me like he was fucking her—and god, I wish he would—I'd love him too. She's having so many orgasms per second that they don't even seem separate—but they definitely are. Her clit and cunt convulse, spasm uncontrollably, tightening and squeezing on his massive rod. 

He could last for hours like this if he wanted, if he was aware—but this is the first time. And as such, he lasts a little less—because he's fucking the girl of his dreams and she's not only into it, but she'll obviously never be into anyone else ever for the rest of her life. 

He buckles and bites her shoulder, slamming Gwen down and choking her in almost brutal fashion. 
“You fucking take it,” he growls at her. “You fucking take my cum!”
“Y-yes!” she screams through his hand, his choking. “Yes! Fuck yes!”

I cum when he cums, and probably in my immediate pleasure I make him more powerful somehow. That's kind of my M.O. But damned if I could say how. When my brain comes back online, I'm seeing Xavier unclench his jaw from her shoulder. He would have torn into the flesh of a lesser woman—to Gwen, he's just left a hot red hickey.  

When he finally withdraws himself, he's still spurting cups and cups of cum. It's a nonstop fuck-fountain, and I Love It. 

He whispers. “Thanks, Zanthia.”

Gwen moans and grasps his Cock, stroking and starting to lick him clean. 

“Who are you talking to?”

“Don't worry about it.”

She looks at his Cock, already hard again. Her mouth drools. I can see the cognizance draining out of her eyes.

“Worry about what?”

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, AND XAVIER is still brooding over his last two wishes. Taking his time. I don't mind; it's giving me plenty of time for Little Extras. 

He’s living the life of a sex god sure enough, and I keep urgently and quietly making his life sexier. 

Gwen has developed a kind of mental allergy for pants and a lot of her old, frumpier clothing. She lives now in tiny skirts, hot shorty shorts, skimpy tops, and lingerie. 

Especially lingerie. It’s almost all she wears when she’s home, and if she wears anything else, it’s like an oversized sweater meant purely to show off how tiny and busty she is. Her cunt is on constant overload, turned by Xavier’s voice, smell, appearance, and even the thought of him—and she’s so purely unalteringly in love with him that she has trouble thinking of anything else. She's already about to drop out of college. She's missed all her classes over the last few weeks; anything more complicated than sucking his brilliant Cock makes her anxious and forgetful. 

She’s become a happy, urgently fuckbrained bimbo. Xavier is so turned on by her that he hardly notices most of the time. 

She’s out on the balcony right now, taking photos of herself in a bikini for her instagram. She’s constantly badgering Xavier about going out to the beach so she can show off her tight gorgeous body for him. He’s all for it, naturally, but it’s the middle of winter. 

Gwen might not be super-aware of what season it is. Or month. Or day. 

Honestly, I'd be slightly surprised that she had the coordination to put on her swimsuit—it's the tricky kind with like eight different sexy criss-crossing straps—except she's not actually stupid. She's just pre-occupied with Cock. 

Which, honestly, I sympathize with. I'm only growing more in love with Xavier's Cock by the second. He's watching Gwen post on her insta—she's up to two selfies a day and three hundred thousand followers—and stroking himself.

Because Xavier is stroking himself—his massive Cock sitting like a totem of masculinity in his lap—I'm fingering myself and kneeling before him, drooling and fantasizing. Making him a little harder..just a little longer...

“I almost want to wish she would stop doing that.”

I look at Gwen, making a look that could kill feeble-hearted men. “What? Showing off?”

“No. That’s hot. Just...being obsessed over her social media stuff. It’s all she seems to care about. Isn’t she like, going to be a doctor? She hasn’t been to class since we’ve been together. Should I wish for her to focus?”

“She’s focused on your Cock. I thought you’d be happy about that.”

He’s woken up every morning with a luxurious, lingerie-clad blowjob from the girl of his dreams for the last week. Thanks to me. Is he saying he's ungrateful?

“I’m definitely happy about that,” he says. “It’s just...you know. I don’t want to be everything she likes. That’s a lot of pressure.”

I feel my anger dying down when he says how happy he is. 

“To be someone she likes?”

“I mean. You know. I just want her to have her own thing going on and to really like my Cock. And I want her to like some of the things I like.”

“You don’t have to waste a wish on that.”

“Really?”

I can tell he's getting serious now because he's stopped stroking. It makes me a little crazy, seeing his hand on his Cock but no strokes. Like a sneeze hiding out behind your eyes.

“She’ll love you no matter what, remember? People can change behaviors. I mean, you could start slapping her around and her brain would reorganize itself to make her like it. That’s how magic works.”

“I’m not going to start slapping her around. Holy shit, what’s wrong with you?”

He says that, but he starts stroking himself again. I can tell that kind of power turns him on. And to be honest, I wonder myself sometimes what's wrong with me. I can’t blame that demon for everything. 

I shrug. “It’d be hot if she liked it. If she’s so in love with you that she’s weeping and sucking you off and saying sorry that she made you angry. That’s hot, right?”

“God. You’re all fucked up.” He shakes his head, unable to hide all the precum he’s spurting from a living wish-giving sex goddess encouraging him to treat women like disposable, abusable objects. “I just wish—er. No. No. I don’t wish. I just would like it if she liked what I like more.”

I nod, going all googly-eyed at his Cock. His precum is just slightly slicker. Creates just slightly more suction. His hand shape makes it feel just slightly more like a wet, tight, hot cunt...

“What I’m saying is, just tell her. She’ll love you no matter what. Tell her all of it. Tell her you want her to play videogames with you. Tell her you want her to call you Master in bed. Tell her you want to fuck her step-sister.”

“I...you know about that?”

Stroking even harder now. Longer. Close to cumming. Fuck yes.

Of course I know he wants to fuck her step-sister. Hell, I want to fuck her step-sister. Mindy—that's her name—is a super hot blonde and could totally pass for Gwen's sister. She's the same exact young hot age and they've known each other for so long that they refer to each other as sisters. 

“She probably does too, the way you ogled her yesterday when the two of you were checking out her insta. Look. She’s forever in love with you. Remember your wish? You could break up with her tomorrow, wrench her heart in two, stomp on it and take a dump on it, then come back to her in a week and she’d be apologizing for whatever she did—which would be nothing in this scenario—and begging to suck You off to make it all better. She’s Yours.”

He cums, briefly—only two cups of it—all over coffee table. Outside, in the middle of an insta story, Gwen feels his cum (they're connected like that now; his Cock's pleasure is her cunt's pleasure) and falls to her knees and moans his name. She's streaming live. Three hundred thousand oglers just got a dose of a sex goddess moaning to her Master.

Fuck yeah.
Back inside with me, Master is still hard—of fucking course—and still stroking. His body is tireless.
“Well.” He huffs. “I’ve got two more wishes.”

“Yes.”

“I could wish for money,” he says. “It’s great being, you know, a really strong stud with a hot girlfriend...but we’ll need to eat.”

Not as much as he thinks, actually, as I took care of that too. 

Look, I’ve got like twenty-four hours a day of lusty-lust cum-fueled haze to work with, right? I’m watching these two superstar fuck deities go at it, and it’s really arousing, and I want them to have so much...I can’t help myself, okay? 

So neither of them need to eat. Or sleep, really. Or do anything but fuck and suck and dominate and submit. 

“My parents have money,” says Gwen, walking back in. “After we’re married, they’ll take care of us.”

“Sure,” says Xavier. “And then we can just bump them off and take the inheritance.”

Xavier is joking. Gwen kneels down between his legs and obediently starts to stroke and lick his Cock. Another Little Extra. If they’re alone, this is her primary directive; the first thing she thinks of doing. It softens up her brain cells, makes her even more malleable.

“Do you want to do that?” she asks, perfectly serious. “They go skiing. We could arrange an accident. I don’t think it would be that hard.”

“Fuck, what? You want to...what?”

Her expression—doting, loving, devastating—hasn't changed. “I want you to be happy.”

“But you...you love them...”

She’s really going after his Cock now, slurping and suckling and sliding and kissing and licking. I’ve taught her so well. I can't touch her, but at night I whisper in her ears and fill her head with millenia of Cock-Worshiping secrets; they get flooded right into her subconscious. Every other part of her personality is just warped around what I suggest and nuzzle into her fragile, flexible, plastic little brain. 

“I. Love. You.” She emphasizes every word with a long suck of his Cock. “There’s no room for anything else. You have all my Love, darling. No one else rates. Not even them.” She shrugs. “There’s all kinds of ways we can bump them off. I don’t care. We won’t get caught. I’m too pretty and you’re too strong and smart. Holiday visits are lame anyway. There’s not enough of your Cock. I want you to be my Husband and if the only way that happens is if you're rich and they're dead, I'm like, totally cool with—”

“Fuck. Fuck. Hold on. Stop.”

She pouts a bit but is utterly obedient. Right away, she begins to stroke him, and continues to do so as he guides her up on his lap. His Cock is so fantastically huge it looks like she’s adoring the shaft of a baseball bat; it goes almost all the way up to his broad, marble-hard chest. 

“I don’t want you to bump anyone off,” he says. “But I do want to try something, okay?”

“Yes, Darling.”

“I want you to open your phone. Show me your sister.”

She looks confused; thunderstruck. She's just been offering him the world—fucking matricide and patricide—and he wants to look at her sister?

“Mindy? But...why?”

“I want you to show me that picture of her in the bikini.”

I know the one he means. It's a red bikini, and Mindy looks smashing in it. I am trying, meanwhile, to signal to Xavier that this is not how to go about this conversation. 

Gwen’s fingers fly over the phone even as she’s questioning. “I’m...stroking you and you want to look at my sister? Babe, this is a little weird.”

“I want to fuck her.”

Revulsion begins to crawl over Gwen’s face. “...okay?”

“What do you think about that?”

“I mean I...I don’t understand why I’m not enough for you, I guess? I mean aren’t I really hot? Like, really fucking hot? I’m dressing in lingerie and swimsuits all day long and I’m not enough for you, and you don’t even want some random threesome, which I think I could wrap my brain around, you want to fuck my sister?”

Gwen, this entire time, still obediently strokes Xavier, though not as fervently as before. Like I said—she's not stupid. She's just really focused on his Cock. 

“I...I don’t understand,” he shakes his head. “You’re supposed to be okay with it. You’re supposed to still be in love with me.”

“Just because I’m in love with you doesn’t mean you’re not a fucking asshole, asshole!” Gwen stands up now, truly upset. 

Xavier looks at me, stunned. “You told me to do this.”

Gwen spins on him, furious. “I told you to do this? Me? I told you to tell me that while I’m giving you a fucking blowjob, offering up fucking insane murder plans, to tell me you want to fuck my sister? I told you that?”

I have to intervene. “You told her you wanted to fuck her. She’ll accept it, eventually. What you didn’t do was tell her that you want her to want you to fuck her.” I lick my lips. “Or her to want to fuck her. She’s upset now. It might take some pushing.”

Xavier shakes his head, clearly a little flummoxed. He waves at Gwen. “Come here.”

“No. Fuck you. Say you’re sorry!”

“Gwen.” His voice takes a different tone. “Come. Here.”

A change comes over Gwen. Her shoulders slump forward. She’s defeated. He’s used the Tone. She can’t argue with the Tone.

Another Little Extra. 

Sorry not sorry, Gwen. Master wins. Master always wins.

Fuck. It’s so hot when he runs her life. Ungh. 

I want him to fuck her entire fucking brain. I want to do it with him. I want to make his Cock semi-intangible and actually fuck her actual brain, that's how much I Love My Master. I’m so crazy turned on by seeing him boss her around that I start to openly finger-fuck my hot little cunt.

Gwen comes back and sits down in front of him.

“On your knees. Like a Good Girl.”
Oh, fuck. He's still using the Tone, and now he's used the Trigger. He's playing dirty.
He waits for her to get on her knees—doesn't take long—to dock her heavy tits on his thighs and to start stroking. 

“I want you to want me to fuck Mindy.”

“You...you want...”

Gwen is flushing. Gears are turning; she’s working it out in her brain. How she can rectify what she knows about herself with what she now knows about Xavier.

“I want you to find Mindy really attractive.”

“She is. She so is, but—”

“You’re incredibly attractive, Gwen. You’re hot as fuck.”

She blushes. “Thank you, darling. But—”

“And I fuck you constantly.”

Gwen’s look is pure love and affection; she’s over the moon for her Man. “You really do.”

“And people get what they deserve.”

“Yes. Yes, of course they do.”

“So I must deserve to fuck You.”

“Y-yeah. You do. But, Mindy...”

“And I deserve to fuck attractive girls. You want me to fuck really attractive girls.”

“You deserve...” she licks her lips. “You deserve to...”

“To fuck really attractive girls. You should be stroking my Cock with two hands right now. I deserve it.”

Her hands sync up immediately on his Cock. The heavier his arousal, the harder it is for her to think. 

Little Extra.

“You want me to have what I deserve,” he says.

“I want You to have what You deserve.”

“You want me to fuck attractive girls.”

“I want you to fuck attractive girls.”

“Mindy is a really attractive girl.”

“Mindy is a really attractive girl.”

“You must want me to fuck your sister.”

“I...ungh fuck...want you...to...you're so biiiig...to fuck my sister.”

I whisper something into Gwen’s ear. Digging into her subconscious. Doing what my Master has said he wants and needed. Giving him that little extra push. 

“Wh-what was that?” said Xavier. “What did you say?”

“I said, ‘don’t you wish she was here right now?’”

Gwen echoes me without hearing me. “Don’t you wish she was here right now?” 

He figures out what I'm doing right away—I can tell because I know when I manipulate him, it excites him, and he's started cumming all over Gwen's face, Gwen's tits, down Gwen's throat. 

I repeat her. “Don’t you wish she was here right now?”

I'm right behind Gwen, fingering my pussy, fondling my hot picture-perfect body. 

“She could be sucking you.”

“She could be stroking you.”

He keeps cumming; cumming harder. He can't stop now. Every cumshot just turns him on more.

“She could be fucking you.”

“She could be worshiping you.”

“She could be your girlfriend just like I am,” says Gwen. “I want that. I want my sister to be your girlfriend too. Please, baby?”

“Please, Master? She could be here right now and she could be your girlfriend just like Gwen...”

He's cumming nonstop now. 

“Fuck. Fuck yes.” He jams Gwen's lips down on his Cock just to get her to shut up completely. “Okay. I wish that. I wish that. Everything you’ve said.”

I’ve already zeroed in on Mindy from the nature of the conversation. Prediction is one of my gifts. I am, of course, especially good at it when I’m predicting threesomes and suggesting to heavily turned-on power-trip-hungry males to have threesomes, but let’s not get too far into the weeds.

One second after Xavier makes his wish—really, barely time for it to register for him that he had made a wish at all—Mindy appears in the living room. 

Everyone is always taken aback by teleportation. Even someone like Xavier, who had clearly had his entire body and life changed within the course of the last several days, who had a bigger Cock and a better body and a bangin’ hot babe for a girlfriend, jumped at the sight of suddenly appearing Mindy. One second she’s not there; the next second she definitely is. 

There was no bang or smoke or any of that pomp and circumstance. I can make that kind of thing happen, but I’m always worried that it’ll kill the mood. And Gwen is being so utterly hot about Xavier fucking with her mind and will and desires, why would I want to ruin that by showing off?

“G-Gwen?” Mindy says, a bit stunned. 

She was dressed in sweats and a throw. But that just won’t do; not for what Xavier deserves. 

With a snap, just for flair, I change her into a tight leather skirt and a pair of three-inch heels. 

Then I tease her hair out a bit, make the blond mass she sports really on display. 

A touch of red in her cheeks. A few pounds shifted from her thighs to her tits. There. That’s it. 

Okay. And also a tighter top; a silk blouse that feels like it’s barely there. That’s all though. 

As Xavier approaches her, I unbutton the top two buttons. What’s the point of having those great titties if they’re not showing off? That’s it, though.

Also I erase maybe the last four hundred of her dream sessions while she was sleeping with images of worshiping Xavier’s Cock. 

But that’s all. 

I can control this; I can! I really can. I just fucking Love my Master. Is that so wrong?

“O-oh my god,” Mindy whispers. She's starting to cry. “Oh my god.”

Xavier stands up and sets Gwen to one side. Gwen crawls after him hungrily, cum sliding down her lips and tits. She looks at her sister with desire. I make her desire even stronger. I make it an unrequited love for her. That'll really get Master hard as fuck.

Mindy reaches a hand up toward him and snaps it back, like she's afraid to touch. He's so much man to her. He's everything. 

“Y-you're real,” she whispers. “I can't believe you're really real. You're him. You're my dream man.”

“I know,” he says.

When he kisses her—which he does expertly, having practiced so much with Gwen—his Cock slides up between their bodies and continues to erupt an endless supply of cum. It coats her tight young body, plastering her skimpy clothes to her frame. 

“You’re my girlfriend,” he says to Gwen.

“I’m your girlfriend.”

“You love being my girlfriend.”

“I love being your girlfriend.”

“Mindy is my girlfriend too.”

“I’m your girlfriend too.”

“You both need to be my girlfriends.”

“We need to be your girlfriends.”

“I deserve all the girlfriends I want.”

“You deserve all the girlfriends you want.”

He sits down at his couch, like he's on a throne. With no ceremony, he shoves Mindy on one side and Gwen on the other. 

“I deserve girlfriends who know how to suck Cock together,” he says. 

Ungh. I'm so fucking proud of Him. He's such a Man.

“Are you the girls for the job?”

They both nod excitedly. “Yes, Sir!”

He leans back, snapping his fingers, and telling them to go to work. They do right away, mixing their hot tongues over his giant spurting Cockhead. His cum is endless; he never stops. The real prize for me is watching Mindy and Gwen make out madly, lovingly, on his Cock. These two sisters, who have known each other for years, sliding their supple, gorgeous mouths up and down the big, fat Cock of the Man who owns them now. 

Gwen gets really excited; a thought appears in her head (that I may have had something to do with). 

She holds Mindy down on Xavier's Cock and guides her sister up and down. 

“I Love being Your Girlfriend, Xavier.”

She does this over and over. Holding her sister until she's choking there, filling all the way up with her boyfriend's endless amount of cum. 

Finally, when Mindy can't take anymore, Gwen lets her up...and Mindy, after gasping for air for a few seconds, grabs Gwen's head and shoves her down on Xavier's Cock. 

“I Love being Your Girlfriend, Xavier.”

Mindy holds her down even harder than Gwen held her, making her choke harder. I enlarge Xavier's Cock just a bit so that it's uncomfortable for Gwen—making her really struggle in her tight fucking hot babe throat. 

Finally Mindy lets Gwen up, who, cumming madly, mouth dripping with gorgeous seed, makes out madly with her sister. Their sister tongues lashing each other, slipping and sliding over the head of his bulbous member. Warm milk leaks from their tits and runs down their hot bodies. Then, without any warning, Gwen shoves Mindy's face down on the Cock again wholesale, and the whole process repeats itself.

They continue like this, on and on, toying with each other and pleasing their fuck-hunk god boyfriend, the only thought in their mind being how badly they need to make him happy enough to fuck their unprotected pussies. 

I'm such a good genie.

* * * * *
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LATER THAT NIGHT, AFTER Mindy and Gwen are finally fucked into a barely-conscious state, which takes upwards of several hundred orgasms for them, and probably gallons of cum fucked into their unprotected previously-virgin pussies, Xavier gets up on the bed and gestures that he wants to talk. Even so, he arranges Gwen and Mindy's mouth around his Cock so they're snuggling and sucking him like he deserves. 

“I’ve got it figured out,” he tells me.

“What’s that, Master?”

“My last wish. I’ve figured it out.”

Straightaway, I can tell he’s serious. There’s not going to be any changing his mind or making suggestions. There’s a stern look on his face; the look he uses (whether he knows it or not) when he’s using The Tone. It makes me wet, makes me melt, makes me wish more than anything I could drop to my knees and suck his Cock like a good wish-giving genie girl. 

But I can’t; I really can’t. It’s the one rule I can’t bend or break. I can never touch my Master. 

“I’m so happy for You, Sir.” I try valiantly to hide the choking in my voice. I know what will happen after he makes his wish. “What is it?”

“I’ve been thinking a lot about what you’ve said. What you’ve suggested. How you’ve changed them.” He points to the sleeping, cuddling pair of Mindy and Gwen. Their fingers are stuffed in each other’s dripping wet cunts and every so often they snugglefuck each other into a hot, yawny, moany orgasm. “How you’ve changed me.”

He gestures at himself now. The thickness of his Cock, open to the night air. The massiveness of his body. How handsome and utterly shredded he’s become. 

“I don’t want this all to go to shit the second you’re gone. And you will leave, won’t you?”

I gulp. He’s guessed. “After your last wish. After I see it through.”

“I don’t want to be Cock rich and cash poor. I don’t want to not be able to take care of them. I don’t want to be the most handsome hobo with the most gorgeous hobo girlfriends. I don’t care if they don’t care. I care. They deserve better than that. And so do I.”

“Yes, Master,” I moan. “Of course you do.”

He takes the sleeping Mindy by one leg and drags her over to the side of the bed. Without even seeming to wake, she obediently begins to slurp and kiss his Cock. He cums almost immediately, and keeps cumming, watching me the whole time with heat in his cheeks.

God, he’s so hot. I’ve made him so hot. 

“And I think you’re changing lots of stuff all the time,” he said. “I’ve already noticed there’s more money in my accounts than there was last night. And more then than the night before.”

“Compound interest is the most powerful force in the universe, Master.”

“Don’t patronize me, Zanthia. They have extra zeros, for God’s sake. You’re altering it. Without being asked. I think if I kept you around, you’d keep altering things, wouldn’t you?”

I’m physically (and metaphysically, I suppose, given what I am) unable to answer that. Instead I shudder. 

“I think that you’re like...like some kind of reverse curse. You keep adding blessings that I don’t even think about. Like our sink.” He points to the bedroom bathroom. “That sink was nearly busted three days ago. It looked like the last tenant used it for a shower. Now it’s...some German name I can’t even pronounce and looks like it costs more than my car.”

It did cost more than his car. Or it would have, except...I kind of just updated his car, too. 

I’m out of control. I want to give him everything. I want to give him the whole world. Ungh. 

“I appreciate all of it, Zanthia. I really do. I...holy fuck. I appreciate everything about it.” He’s really fucking Mindy’s face now. “But there’s two issues with it. One, you’re fucking with my memory. I’m not sure what really is part of my life or isn’t. I mean...part of the wishes you’re creating or part of something else. I have strong, vivid memories of Gwen being my high school sweetheart. The only reason I know they’re not true is because you’re here, and if you’re here, then she must have been...my neighbor? I think. That I wished for. I must have wished for her.”

“You did.”

He nods. “Good. Then that’s an issue. I need to know what’s mine and what’s not mine. I need to...I need my own accomplishments. I can’t just run on your fuel forever.”

“I understand, Master.”

“The other issue is that we can’t fuck, and it’s miserable with how much I care about you being around you when we can’t fuck.”

I nod. I’ve had this issue before. I mess it up every time! 

Every time I think I’m just going to be a flirty, friendly, happy genie and sexify a young stud’s life. And every time I fall in love, and he falls in love with me, and we make stupid decisions...ugh. 

“I understand, Master,” I say again. I’m barely keeping it together.

“So I’ve thought about this. I’ve thought about it a lot. It’s been pretty much all I’ve been thinking about when I’m not...you know.”

Mindy has to tap out on the fountain of his Cock. Their ruckus woke Gwen, who kisses her sister deeply, licking cum off her tongue, before sliding her own mouth down on Xavier’s thick, majestic shaft. 

“There’s a girl downstairs, I think in Apartment 1b. She’s got red hair. I’ve never fucked a redhead. She’s hot and I want to fuck her.”

“That’s your wish?”

“Just listen. There’s also a hairdresser I’ve seen at the building across the street. I want to fuck her and I want her to give free haircuts to my girls. And there’s a clerk at the bank with big tits who I think would look fantastic if she lost ten pounds in a day like Mindy apparently did, according to her instagram just a day ago and now, and only because she’s drunk my cum, and so I want to facefuck that clerk until she’s in perfect shape and hot enough to fuck me for real. And there’s girls every day I walk past on the street who really belong on their knees, drenched in my cum or begging for my approval. And I’ve changed Mindy and Gwen, haven’t I? Not just you. You made it so I changed them. My pheromones. My hormones. My cum. My saliva. My touch. My scent. That’s what’s fucked them up, isn’t it? We’re in sync like that. You made us that way.”

I nod. I can verify that much. 

“Bring that redhead up here. From downstairs.”

“Is that your wish?”

“Do as I say, Zanthia.”

Ungh. He uses The Tone and I don’t have to do it, but I really fucking want to, and I think I have an idea of what he has in mind and it’s really fucking sexy, so of course I comply. 

One second, the redhead isn’t here. The next second she is.

It’s the deadest part of the morning, so of course she’s asleep. I position her so she arrives on the carpet and doesn’t even wake. She’s wearing tight pajamas that barely cover the strain of her heavy tits. 

Right away I go to work on her. I can’t help myself. I make her hair a little more lustrous—he was so impressed with the color! It was a dye job, for vibrancy, so I make it au natural from now on and make sure she never has to wash or comb it again unless she wants to. It’ll naturally style itself in the way that will most make Xavier hard for the rest of her life.

Fuck. He’s right. I really am too much. I can’t help it. He’s so hot. I want his Cock so fucking hard. I clear her skin of any acne or marks and that’s it. 

And then I erase all the hair on her body that’s not on top of her head. And that’s it.

And I make her eyes more vibrantly green. That’s it, though. 

Just a tad more ass to her. There. That’s all.

“What’s her name?” he asks me.

I check. “Alexandra.”

“Here’s the wish, then, Zanthia. What I do to Gwen and Mindy? The way you’ve synced me up with them? Made them change and be hotter based on my chemistry, my wants? How I’ve made them immortal and gorgeous and fertile forever? I wish I could do that to any woman in the world.”

“As you wish, Master.”

It’s an ingenious little wish. He’s taken care of his fucking and financial issues in one fell swoop. If he ever needs more cash than what I’ve dumped as a Little Extra in his bank accounts—and gosh, it will probably take a while before that’s true—he can just waltz into the home of some rich heiress and take everything she has. Or into the home of some rich millionaire CEO man and mindfuck his wife until she’s ready to murder her husband and donate all her the remaining cash to Xavier. 

Gwen and Mindy have been barely cognizant of what’s been happening. They’re so cumdrunk that a parade of white tiger-elephant hybrids could waltz through trumpeting showtunes from Broadway and they’d ask Xavier politely to turn the television down so they could stroke n’ suck n’ slurp his Cock in sleepy peace. 

But now Xavier wakes them up, slapping them on the asses. “Up, girls. I’ve got something for you to do.”

They immediately wake, stretching sexily and leaning into each other with sleepy hot snuggle kisses.  

I can’t help but dress them in tight, hot lingerie. Their tits displayed proudly in tight red and black lingerie. That’s it, though.

And six-inch heels. From Louboutin. That’s all.

Okay. Casadei. Casadei is hotter. And the heels are a little higher. It’s so hot to see their calves adjust as they move. Ungh. 

Soon, Xavier is standing over Alexandra. His Cock pours cum down next to her face in a thick, gooey, delicious-smelling puddle. Gwen and Mindy both kneel down next to him, both of them taking care to drop a single knee into his Cum. They Know what’s good for them. They Know what their lifesource is, what their lives are about now. 

“This is Alexandra,” he explains. “You want me to fuck her. I want you to want me to fuck her. You want me to own her, like I own you.”

“Yes, baby.” Gwen nods, sliding her cheek against his muscled thigh. “That’s so hot. Fuck yeah. You're such an amazing boyfriend.”

“Yes, sir,” says Mindy, eagerly starting to stroke his Cock.

“I'm not your boyfriend,” he says to Gwen. “I'm your fucking Master. You got that?”

Gwen and Mindy both nod. They answer in sisterly unison: “Yes, Master.”

My work here is nearly done. He's so fucking close.

“Wake her up.”

Obediently, they raise her up until she’s awake. At first Alexandra is giggly, almost high. The proximity to his cum taking its toll.

“W-what?” Alexandra looks up at him. “What the fuck is this? Who are you?”

Her voice is a shuddering whisper. She can’t believe how turned on she is. This must feel like a dream. Her cunt is overloading on more visual pleasure than she’s ever experienced before. Just his scent now is hardwired into her brain to activate every last pleasure center she has. 

He grabs her by the hair. Staring down at her. His Cock centimeters from her lips. 

“You belong to me now.”

“I...I what? I...no. I’m not...”

He slaps her. It's quick, decisive. Not cruel. There to shock her—to wake her up, to put her in her place. I cum so hard. He's such a fucking Man now.

“You belong to me, or you don’t get this Cock.”

“Make a decision, stupid,” says Gwen.

“It’s really simple.” Mindy is stroking him, encouraging the fountain of cum that streams from his Cock. “Just be his and then you can have his Master Cock. What’s there to think about?”

Mindy and Gwen start sucking his cock. 

“He’s so good,” moans Gwen.

Mindy’s tongue-work is especially good. “Join us. Adore him with us. Master deserves it.”

“...deserves it...”

Alexandra leans in—but Xavier puts a finger on her forehead. Immediately, she cums from his touch. That's all it takes now. He's so fucking strong. He's like a God. To Alexandra, he is God.

“Say please.”

Gwen licks him long. “You have to say please like a good girl or else he won’t let you.”

“P-please.”

“Please what?” says Xavier.

“Please, Master. Please may I—”

But she can’t—because he takes her by the throat, right at the second of her willing, needy compliance and consent—and pins her to the ground. 

“I don’t need my Cock sucked,” he growls into her ear. “I need to fuck you. I need to breed you. What do you think about that?”

Gwen and Mindy moan excitedly. They love watching their Master fuck. 

“Y-yes!” Alexandra chokes. “Yes! In me! Please! I need it!”

Almost immediately he's inside of her. His length runs almost up to her sternum, but his magic, powerful Cock also makes room for himself inside. All the parts of her body that he doesn't need are eliminated. Her insides become a PurelyPleasingMaster factory—only enough there to be fucked, to be bred, and to process his cum for hot liquid energy. It's all they need.  

He keeps choking her the whole time. Gwen and Mindy join in—their hands clasping over his, excitedly looking up at him for his approval, which he gives overwhelmingly. 

“He's gonna fuck up your life,” Gwen coos into her ear. 

“Gonna fuck up your mind,” says Mindy. 

Alexandra, choking, only chokes harder as Gwen and Mindy trade off shoving their tits in her mouth while their Master fucks her. 

“He owns you.”

“He owns all of us.”

Their big, beautiful breasts leak out hot, amazing milk down the redhead's mouth. Each gulp of it makes her body tighter, tinier, more toned. 

“He's your God.”

“He's our God.”

Alexandra moans and sucks and swallows despite her choked throat. Her hair and skin start to shine, almost effervescent, as Xavier continues to fuck and cum inside of her pussy.

Her unprotected pussy. Her virgin pussy. 

She didn't even like boys before this—and she still doesn't, because from now on, only the Real Man will be able to fuck her up like this. 

Alexandra is feeling the singularity—the constant cum sensation that both Gwen and Mindy have already passed through and now live their entire lives with. They're cruel to the new girl now, teasing her, choking and almost mocking her, but soon they'll all be perfect hot fucksisters to worship Master.

I watch him cum into Alexandra’s gorgeously tight, hot pussy. Alexandra cums, shrieking, calling his name, calling him Master. Gwen and Mindy cum with him, all of them writhing in one perfect unison of pleasure. 

Just a few seconds later—while they’re still basking in the afterglow—I begin to fade. Xavier winks at me, choking Alexandra a little more for my enjoyment, as I return entirely to the lamp. 

There’s a rattling and whirling as the lamp lifts up and out of the apartment, floating lighter than wind into the distance. Xavier watches, still balls deep inside his newest acquisition. 

Gwen, staring up at him with deep, urgent, crushing love in her eyes. Adoring his every movement and motion. Mindy, loving him, loving her sister. Alexandra, still dimly confused but knowing her true purpose now is to fuck this God above her and to be fucked by him—to serve his every last desire. 

All three of them needing—aching—to fulfill his every last wish.

Vibrating with orgasmic pleasure, I have to give him one last gift: I take away his memory of me. 

As far as he knows, this is the life he’s always led. That’s the last gift I give him.

# # #
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Hot Genie: Harem Wishes
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Every woman in the town is at my Master’s feet. There’s dozens of them, all of them gorgeous, and all of them begging for his Cock. 

Any last one of them could make it big as a model or a movie actress. Their cheekbones are sculpted and their legs are long and their tits are hot and heaving and practically bubbling over with dripping, yummy milk. They could stop traffic, marry billionaires, be their own insta-brand on the 'gram.

But they don’t care about that. 

One redhead is on her knees in front of him. She’s got big green eyes and smiles with a lush, pouty mouth. All she’s ever known or understood is Love for Him. She’s never sucked his Cock before, but she’s dreamt about it for years and years. It's filled her entire awareness; her life begins and ends with needing to Know Cock. 

He nods and gives her the okay, and instantly she cums, moaning and writhing as she slurps down. 

“Thank you, Master.” She and every other girl practically sparkle with gratitude. “Thank you for this glory. I’m so blessed to be yours. I’m so blessed.”

I mean, I’m intuiting what she’s saying a little—her tongue and lips are sloshed over with his Cock, after all. But that’s the general gist of it. 

And perhaps it’s easier for me to intuit it because that’s what all the girls are saying. The two on his arms, docking their heavy milk-leaking tits on his bicep. The two behind his head, cradling his skull in their amazing tits. Hot milk running down his shoulders. The other two between his legs, waiting their turn to please, cheering on the redhead who gets to suck him. 

They’re all saying much the same thing: “Thank you, Master. Thank you for your Cock! You’re so amazing. You’re so handsome and strong. We’re so blessed. We are so blessed.”

The hot little redhead goes right on sucking him beautifully while the other dozens of girls from this small town chant and moan and beg. 

The town used to ignore him. Now they—the girls anyway—worship him. As they should.

So, this is my doing, obviously. I’m a magic genie and this is the kind of wish that I grant. 

I look at all the Cock-obsessed, mindfucked beauties whose singular purpose is to worship, suck, fuck, and adore—an entire town full of needy cunts aching to serve.

I always promise myself that I’ll keep it all under control—that I won’t go crazy. But this time, I probably overdid it.

* * * * *
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ONE WEEK EARLIER:

This time, I definitely won’t overdo it. I promise. There won’t be any Cock-stunned females amassing at the feet of a lone male who, thanks to my magical power, is able to make all their dreams come true. 

Okay? It’s NOT happening! I’ve way overdone it with my last few Masters and before you know it, I’m just going to transform the world into the Cocks and the Cock-Crazed, the Haves and the Have-Nots, and that’s just not going to be what I’m about! 

It doesn’t matter if I’m totally obsessed with Cock myself and haven’t been able to fuck or suck one in my immortal life ever. It doesn’t matter if I’m so fucking crazy for a big huge life-shattering Cock to ruin my mind forever that I would completely turn this entire world inside-out for the chance to drop at my knees and suck and serve one. 

I’m not fulfilling this crazy, unattainable fantasy of mine by enacting it out on other people this time around! I’m just not! Okay? It will not happen. 

If my newest Master wishes for some great chicks? He’s getting chicken. If he wishes to be able to talk to women? I’m not making him a silver-tongued Casanova who can talk the utility belt off a ladycop and convince her to frame her husband for murder so he can fuck her with that little extra nastiness in mind no matter HOW hot that definitely is—I’m just going to get him, I don’t know, a telephone. Okay?

Okay. 

Done. Solid. Agreed!

Time in between serving Masters and granting wishes is strange for me. I spend the whole time without too much to do, but really just enough so I don’t get bored. I can clean around my place—so many Masters ask for or need me to clean that it’s helpful for me to keep my skills sharp—or watch whatever media is happening in the world, or diddle myself silly thinking of some unrealistic GodCock that’s destined to fuck my mind into oblivion. 

Okay. Being honest? If we cut my Lamp Time (tm) into percentages, that last one probably eats up about 97% of what I’m doing. I really like playing with my pussy.

Maybe that’s why when I get out of the Lamp, finally, I spend so much energy and effort into perfecting the lives of my Masters?

See—I’m not allowed to fuck them. Any of them. I’m not even allowed to touch them. But it’s my dream—my whole purpose for being, really—to make all their dreams come true. 

Problem is, I’m absolutely hot as fuck. I’m tall and tight and toned and busty and I’ve got a face that could make models burn with jealousy. My hair is always the color my Master prefers, and being around him and fulfilling His Needs makes me wet and horny as fuck. 

But we can’t fuck. And it’s not like a law—like, it’s not something I can break or decide to ignore. It’s not like I’m a bureaucrat who is supposed to fill out Wish Form (A) and Master made Wish (1.45) when he was supposed to or meant to do Wish (3.57-3) and I can just circumvent it.

Nope—magic doesn’t work that way. I have to obey this Cock ban, the same way I have to make my Master’s life better. 

See, if I try to touch him or he tries to touch me? We just kind of...stop. There’s a barrier or force field. The closest I can get is fingerfucking my tight hot virgin cunt while I watch him jerk off. 

(Yes. Still a virgin after these several thousand years. Sigh)

So you know what? I’m not going to do it anymore. I’m not! I refuse! I won’t immediately fall in love with my Master. I won’t even think he’s cute!

This is what I’m thinking as the Lamp begins to shake and swirl and I begin my well-practiced appearance into the life of my newest Master. 

I can only serve men. I don’t know why. I don’t know if it’s because I prefer that way—I find serving men and their wishes really fucking hot, after all—or I only find serving men hot because it’s the only thing I’ve been made to do. 

This is all the fault of a terrible demon I offended waaaaaaay back when, you see. It’s so long ago I don’t think I could even remember it if I wanted to. I didn’t set out to be a genie, though I think I’m pretty good at my job. But it’s hard sometimes to know if the demon made me this way to torment me, or if I already was this way and this set-up is the best way to torment me, or what. And wondering about that is its own special form of torment, as Descartes will tell you. 

He thought, and therefore he was—I serve, and therefore I suffer in hot liquid lust. 

Anyway, new Master!

I appear in a puff of pleasant, quickly-dissipating smoke in a rather nondescript living room. These days, I usually arrive in living rooms. 

Quickly it appears that the place is rural. Something about the plaid pattern of the furniture, the wainscoting on the walls, the heavy wood floors, and the tug of the drapes on the windows lets me know I’m somewhere in Middle America. 

The man who summoned me is somewhere in his middle age, wearing glasses and flannel and jeans, stuttering a bit as he witnesses me. 

“Good god,” he mumbles. “Good god. Oh lord.”

“Greetings, Master.”

I immediately drop to my knees and stare up at him in supplication. This is normally a good way to set out any relationship on the right foot. 

“Master?” He shakes his head, eyes boggling. “Good lord. Oh god. Good god lord.”

“How may I serve you? You have three wishes.”

“My goodness.” 

He stumbles all over himself, falling once and then backing up into the wall. He leaves into the other room; I don’t follow. I’ve learned from experience that just makes people think they’re being hunted or haunted. Instead I wait, patiently, big brown eyes (they’re brown now, I’ve noticed; they're always changing according to my Master, like my hair, which is blond) absorbing my surroundings. 

He comes back in with a blanket and tosses it over me. A few confused sounds when he noticed the force field that prevents him from touching me how he intended to originally. 

“You must be freezing in that outfit,” he says. “Are you all right? Who are you?”

“My name is Zanthia. I’m a genie and your servant. You have three wishes, Master.”

Already I can tell that my desire to not fall in love with this one and to not be cumdrunk with stupid overdoing it is going to go just fine. This one’s a pushover. He’ll probably wish for, I don’t know—a new television, a nicer truck, and then an inheritance for his family. I’m already doing scans of his surroundings to prepare anything he may want to improve. 

“Three wishes? What kinds of wishes?”

“Any kind you like, Master. Your wish is my command.”

He thinks about this for a few minutes. He goes to the refrigerator, grabs a soda, and drinks silently, looking at me. I don’t think I’ve ever had a man look at me so critically before. Expectant, like. Normally men just get hard when they look at me.

They get hard as fuck, actually. Every man does. 

It’s kind of annoying, I’ll tell you, how hard he’s not getting. 

“Wishes, huh?”

“Yes, Master.”

“So I could wish for, I don’t know.” He points at his television, which still has tubes. “I could wish for a nice new television set, huh?”

“Naturally, Master. Is that your wish?”

I do my best not to yawn; I basically called this.

“No.” He shakes his head. “No, no. I couldn’t do that. I can just buy one, for god’s sake. I’m just being lazy.”

“How may I serve you, then, Master?”

“You’ve got a one-track mind, huh? You getting paid by the hour?”

“I’m not paid at all, Master, except for with your satisfaction.”

“I see.” He thinks briefly. “So you feel good when you’ve made me feel good, so you want to make me feel good faster so you can feel good sooner?”

“Something like that, Master.”

“I suppose men wish to sleep with you?”

He's smarter than he looks. “I tell them not to. That’s not allowed.”

“Really? With how you act? No offense, lady, but you’ve been eyeballing me hard since the second you showed up.”

I shrug. “I really like men, Master.”

For a moment, he paces across his living room. It seems foreign to him. He's not a man who varies from his routine. I have to wonder where he even got my lamp from. Maybe a junk sale? The constant indignity of my serene, regal, fuckwish-giving life is that I'm sold at a lot of swap-meets.

“What sorts of things do people usually wish for?”

“I’m sure you can imagine.” My magic has scanned his brain, his house, his life. I know now he’s fairly intelligent as well as ruggedly handsome. 

He ticks off his fingers. “Money. Women. Power.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Money, let’s see. I’m taken care of there. I had this settlement with the factory—”

“I know about it, Master. You don’t need to bring it up. I know it’s painful.”

He’s taken aback for a moment. “You know...?”

“I know lots of things about you, Master. More than you’d think.”

His wife died five years ago in a factory accident; he was paid a hefty sum in a settlement. Part of him still resents himself for taking the money, but the company didn’t do anything necessarily wrong. It was just a freak accident; his friends and lawyer told him to take the money, that his wife would have wanted him to. From what I can tell of her—reading through old emails of his, cycling through news reports and personnel files kept on the company’s computer—they’re right. She would have wanted him to be paid so he could be taken care of.

Listen—I work fast. The better I know him, the better my wishes can be. And he cottoned on quick—giving him good wishes is super important to me. And if all he wants is a television, then dammit, he’s going to get the best fucking television around. 

I’m good at what I do, got it?

“Okay, then. So, you know why I don’t care so much about women.”

Judging from a few folders on his computer—porn is healthy and hot! Masturbate, everybody!—and the files that his therapist keeps, that’s not so true. He had been emotionally exhausted, but he’s actually in a prime state for a new relationship. 

But, you don't establish a trusting relationship by contradicting someone right away.

“I see. And power?”

He pshaws. “Who the heck can bother? If you’ll pardon my French.”

“Yes. Master. You really can’t think of anything you want?”

“I mean, sure, there’s lots of things I want, but I can afford them if I really need them. Life has been okay to me. I’d feel guilty if I just spent a wish on something I wanted.”

I can’t help but run a finger down my cleavage. “There’s nothing at all I can tempt you with?”

He waves a hand. “I don’t know. Gosh. You’re really pretty and everything, but you said we can’t do anything about that, right? Besides, if I wish for you to have sex with me, jeez. That seems like it violates a whole lot of consent, doesn’t it?”

Who the hell is this Midwestern farmer who cares about enthusiastic consent? A first, for me. 

Of course, that's anecdotal—and you have to consider the source here. I'm usually begging men to ignore enthusiastic consent. 

“You could wish for someone you want to want to have sex with you,” I explain. “Magic doesn’t really care about consent.”

“Well, I do, for Pete’s sake!”

“Even if all they remember is wanting it? Even if they start burning with it? Even if they wake up and daydream about it constantly? Needing it. Aching for it. Begging for it. Centering their lives around it. Making their identities revolve around it...”

“You’re rather gorgeous, ma’am, but I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that. It seems a bit improper.”

I had started touching my nipple in the excitement. It's firm, erect, and the size of a small raspberry.

“Sorry. I get carried away. It’s a trait of mine. I just really like the idea of Your Cock being...happy.”

“So all your wishes are sexual? I can’t wish for something nice for someone else?”

“Like what?”

He smiles, snapping his fingers in sudden realization. “All right, I’ve got these neighbors down the way. They’re about to lose their farm to the bank. I think that’s just awful, you know? The bank doesn’t have a choice. It’s in their contract and all that. And these ladies, they’ve worked hard there for ten years. It’s just the land didn’t pay out. Can you do anything about that?”

“Can I make a bank move money around and allocate more so some farmers can keep their land?” I would almost snort in derision if it weren’t so unladylike. “Yes, Master. That’s within my power.”

“You don’t have to be so sarcastic.”

“No, Master. Of course not, Master.”

“And none of that Master stuff either! That’s fucking weird. Cut it out. Just call me Charlie.”

“As you wish, Charlie.”

He huffs for a second. “Fine, I guess. I wish for that, then. I wish that Helga and Melinda got their farm back with no troubles and that that it all works out for them and they’re just pleased as punch about it.”

I take a moment to process this. It’s about as open-ended a wish as I’ve ever heard, and what makes it remarkable is that it’s open-ended in a way that I’m rather unfamiliar with. 

Like, someone will wish to be a Sex God, right? But I’m kind of tethered to my imagination and being carried away, so maybe they’re the kind of Sex God that has nine penises, or the kind that gets trapped in an ancient statue, or something like that. 

But this Master wants to...give someone else a nice life? 

And I have to admit, I’m a little annoyed how little he wants to fuck. 

Like, he’s annoyingly celibate. You know? It makes me feel bad for wanting to fuck as much as I do. 

Now, I’ve said I get carried away. So within the confines of his wish...I may have read deeply into the available leeway to create some interesting opportunities for my new Master. 

There’s a little rush of pleasure and excitement as I alter reality to make his wish come true. Money moving through bank accounts. Paperwork filled out. 

But also—critically—some genetics moved around. Some neurons re-wiring. 

More on that later; it’s complicated and requires my total attention. 

“As you wish, Master.”

His smile broadens. I feel my body heating up; his happiness makes me horny. 

“Wonderful. They’ve got it all?”

“They do. They’ll know about it tomorrow morning.”

“Super. Well.” He clapped his hands. “That’s a full night’s work, eh? It’s bed time.”

I look at the clock. It’s in the shape of a dog. “It’s...nine o’clock.”

He’s already walking back to his bed. “Welcome to farm life, missy!”

* * * * * 
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THE NEIGHBORS, HELGA and Melinda, have had a rough lot ever since they moved in to the rural town. They were both originally from farms in the South and moved to the big city to pursue wealth. Both had high-paying jobs at marketing firms and did well there for a number of years. Five years ago, they met and married, and decided to retire to a farm that resembled the one where both had grown up. They would grow easy cash crops like corn and potatoes for extra money and mostly live on their pensions. 

But two years ago, their pensions were gutted by the greedy boards of directors left in charge of their companies. Their investments plummeted. And this year, with the drought, the bank was threatening the land they owned because they could no longer pay the taxes. Each was living at the end of their rope—until last night, Master intervened and made their lives impossibly better. 

Well, he wished for it, and I made it happen, and I’m going to do such a phenomenal job of making their lives better that he’ll spend the rest of his life seeing how fantastic I am and be really, insanely happy about it—but who’s keeping score?

Helga and Melinda are, objectively, senior-aged women who aren’t necessarily built for farming work. The last several years have been hard on their bodies and their medical bills for back and hip pain have been stacking up. They dress in sturdy, practical clothing—standard lesbian fare of flannel and denim. 

Both are blonde; Helga looks more motherly of the two. She looks like she could be on the cover of Southern Living from a side-angle, standing over a flower pot with a genuine smile on her face. 

Melinda is prettier, but more severe. She looks very Big City pretty. Already quite thin before I even had anything to do with her, with longer hair and a penchant for expensive earrings and necklaces even when she’s working the land. Her collarbones and cheekbones form a beautiful geometric complex that is only heightened now that I’ve done some work. 

Yesterday morning, they were both in their late sixties. Today, they’re approaching low forties, and going down in age and up in beauty as they approach Master’s house. Melinda's sickly thinness is being rounded out in all the right places, while her waistline only shrinks. Helga's hips operate like those of a teenager and look like those of a really sexy barely legal teenager.

Farmers sleep pretty soundly and Master made no orders for me to do the same (and I don’t really need sleep, being what I am), so I spent all night away from him, in the Kares house silently and urgently fucking the minds of these two as I made their bodies younger, tighter, hotter, and sexier for Master. 

I will be appreciated, okay? He’s going to love me. I’m not going to love him, but that doesn’t mean he’s going to just treat me like some fucking loan officer, jeez! 

I’m a genie! Wish for a mountain made of chocolate! Wish for a robot made of televisions! Wish for a harem of gorgeous women who will do anything to make Your Cock happy! Have a little imagination!

I know that if I just show him what I can do, he’ll understand and we’ll get along just fine. 

Charlie wakes when they ring the door bell, groggy but alert. He’s used to waking early—and 6 AM is actually a little late for him.

“Oh,” he says, seeing me. “You’re still here.”

Not the response men usually give me, the unbelievably gorgeous scantily-clad wish-giving genie. I'm wearing what I've learned is a fantasy of his—a tight red dress in the style of 1950s femme fatales, and killer heels. I can't help but make the heels taller and sexier than anything that was available in the 50s—and of course, no underwear. 

He looks at me for a long time, his hand resting on his crotch. I know I'm making him hard—I can feel his erection stirring. Good.

“Would you put...would you put something decent on?” What I'm wearing is completely decent; he only thinks it's not because it speaks so strongly to his kinks. “I think I hear voices outside.”

“They can’t see or hear me,” I explain. “Only you.”

“Oh. Well. I guess I’m just crazy then. Did you do that wish I said?”

“Let’s find out.” I nod toward the front door.

He puts on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt and walks toward the door. Yesterday, he woke up with a pain in his foot that would have coalesced into a torn muscle if he continued to work (which, stubborn as he is, he would have). It's gone now. 

A Little Extra from me. I can't help myself. 

Helga and Melinda squeal like they’re in front of a rock star when he opens the door. They don’t wait for an invitation to come in, passing through my intangible body (which makes both of them deeply aroused; a byproduct of my magical nature) and circling around Charlie in the foyer. 

“Thank you!” 

“Thank you so much!”

They're hopping up and down. In their tight pants (getting tighter by the second; Master really likes women in tight jeans) and flannels, their youthful bodies advertise eager, sturdy fertility. 

Charlie is a bit puzzled by all of this. Two beautiful blond women are circling him and thanking him. He has to wait for a moment and really look at them before they start to become recognizable.

“Melinda?” he says, disbelieving. “Helga?”

“Duh!” says Helga. “You did it! Oh, Charlie, you really did it!”

“We brought you a cake!”

Melinda shows him the cake in the small upmarket tupperware she brought along. It’s a beautifully-made pineapple upside-down cake. It took them about five minutes to make, though they remember working for the full few hours. I may have helped with that. 

What? I’m supposed to wait to see my Master’s Cock sucked so they can make a cake? Now he can have his cake and they can all eat it too.

“I love pineapple upside-down cake. How did you know?”

“Do you?” Melinda shrugs. “We just guessed.”

Hint: I whispered in their ears. That’s the kind of awesome genie I am. 

He takes a moment to drink them in. Their skin is free of wrinkles. Their faces are more gorgeous than ever, jawlines pronounced and chins eagerly defined. Their eyes sparkle with desire, need, and admiration. 

They sit him down on the couch and crowd him on either side. The cake is placed on the coffee table. 

Their tits are younger by the minute, by the second, and becoming perkier as their bodies become tighter and smoother. Their faces younger, more lovely, even as their pheromones tie them to him. Instant, long-lasting, zero-decomposition love chemicals flood their brains as Master—my Master—becomes the only Man they have ever loved.

Helga puts a hand on his upper thigh. Melinda moans slightly as she sees it, and matches her. 

“Charlie,” Helga says, “we’re just so grateful for you.”

“It was nothing, girls. Er, uh, ladies. Really.”

He's looking wildly at them, at me. Trying to nod for me to get this to stop. Of course I won't without a direct order. I know what he needs. 

“Mmm. Call us girls.” Melinda's voice slinks to a low urgent drip. “I like that.”

Helga nods. “Me too. I like being called his little girl.”

“Ungh, yeah. That’s hot. Like his girlfriends? That’s hot too.”

“Oh, yeah. That’s sooo hot. Being the girlfriends of a stud like him? Gosh. We’d be so lucky if we were.”

Either of them are now young and gorgeous enough to easily walk the catwalk during New York Fashion Week without even an invitation. Their eyes are glazed over with open love. 

“Girls,” he says again, and then cuts himself off as they both moan. “Ladies, I mean. This feels...wrong. Don't you feel wrong?”

“I feel amazing,” says Helga. “I know it's because of you, Sir.”

“Sir.” Melinda nods, unbuttoning her flannel. It's quickly becoming sheer. I'm getting more and more turned the fuck on. “I like that. Sir. You're our Sir.”

They're both wearing tall heels now. Helga's tight jeans have become tight shorts and Melinda's have become a skintight denim skirt. Charlie sees these changes and his bulge grows and grows. I make it easier for him to get Hard, to stay Hard. 

I can't help myself. I need my Master to be happy.

“Sir,” says Helga, big blue eyes soaking him in. “Can we please suck you off to show you how grateful we are?”

“Yes, please? Can we, please Sir?”

Their hands are all over him. Melinda is grinding on one thigh. 

“I...girls. Please. I don’t think...I’m not sure you’re in your right mind.”

“I’m in my right mind. Helga, are you in your right mind?”

“I’m in such a right mind, Melinda. I’ve never been a mind more right than this.”

Melinda nods. “Like, see...darling. Sir? The thing is? I’m kind of in love with you?”

She has been the more outspoken and pushy of the two. Now she’s bashful, blushing. Her long fingers tracing lines on the thick, sexy bulge of his cock. Her forehead rests against his chin. 

Helga nods, whispering and nudging her head against his. “I am too, Sir. In love with you, I mean. I think I have been for a long time.”

“I think that’s probably why we ended up together,” says Melinda. “Like, as a kind of support group for how badly we wanted your Cock.”

“It’s all I can remember talking about with her.”

“It’s our favorite topic. We never get tired of thinking about Your Cock.”

Okay. So I may have fucked with their memories a little bit. But if it leads to really hot candid lovey-dovey confessions like this, isn’t it pretty well worth it?

He’s unzipped now, not stopping them in the slightest. He takes Helga's hand and guides it up on the head of his purple, straining Cock. 

“Oh man,” he moans.

Their hands are so soft and small compared to his Cock. He can't help but strain more, breath catching as they stroke him urgently. 

He's trying to think of his wife, trying to be faithful to someone who no longer exists. In the face of two gorgeous blondes cooing their love and admiration, the facade doesn't last. He's as loyal as his Cock, and his Cock is raging hard for them. 

“Please cum, sir? Please cum in us?”

Melinda nods, upping the ante. “Please cum on us.”

“Oh yes! Cum on us! Spray us with it! Please?”

I'm fingering myself as they plead, cooing with them. Feeding them lines. I want them to beg, want them to make him hard as fuck. He deserves it. He's my Master.

“Please, sir? You're so fucking big.”

“You're so important.”

“You've done everything for us. We just want to show how thankful we are.”

“Yes. We just want to tell you thank you for all you've done. We want to thank you with our bodies.”

“Spray your thanks all over us, sir. Please? We need it...”

“We need it so bad...”

They're stroking in perfect unison, sharing one orgasmic-needy mind. Their cunts vibrate with hot, spectacular aching, both of them drooling and salivating all over his Cock. 

Melinda can't wait anymore, and shoves her mouth down on his spectacular Cock. Then Helga follows suit, reaching in from the bottom and sliding her tongue up from his balls all the way to meet her wife's mouth. 

The two move up and down like this, still dancing like they've practiced this for years, one moving down while the other goes up and the other licking up while the other kisses up and so on and on. 

“Oh dang,” he moans. “Oh shoot. Oh—oh girls. Oh, l-ladies!”

His Cock shoots first into Helga's mouth. He cums harder and longer than he ever has before. His balls are larger now; his Cock larger. Little extras from me. He cums half a cup into Helga's throat before Melinda manages to push her wife off and take the rest, eagerly slurping down an incredible two more cups of hard, forceful jets of cum.

And it doesn't stop there. Even after she's had her feel, moving her mouth away, he continues to cum and spray their faces, spray their tits, spray their necks and clavicles and bodies. 

At the touch of his Cock, they had already started cumming themselves. Feeling him erupt—wave after wave of thick, virile seed that no doubt was soon going to stuff their hot young cunts full until they were so pregnant they wouldn't even be able to walk—is enough to send the two beauties into orgasm overdrive. 

Their crotches and hips gyrate madly as he cums and hot honey pours from their delicious pussies. When finally he stops, they do too, their bodies like pumping down slowly like the levers on a steam train pulling into station. 

Afterward, he staggers away from their sleeping, overwhelmed forms and over to me where I’m in a heady, cum-dazed state myself. I'm cumming all the time when he's hard—it makes it harder to stop myself from cumming more—and I'm doing my honest best to make sure he's hard constantly. He stops to get a piece of cake; I feel myself brimming over with pride.

“What in tarnation was that all about?” 

“You wished for them to be happy.” I point. “They’re kind of completely deliriously happy now. Whose happier than someone in love?”

“You made them that way.”

I shrug. “I make things all kinds of ways. It’s kind of what I do. I’m a genie. If you have any limits, you know...let me know. I’ll work with them.”

“You’re right. I should be more...more definite. Okay.”

He eats a piece of cake and then eats another. He pulls his laptop over to his breakfast table while he eats, struggling not to look at the snuggling, cooing forms of his two new lovers. 

After several minutes, he calls me over and points at his screen. 

“You see her?” 

He points to an article about a young high school swimmer in the area. I know she's just turned eighteen a few weeks ago.

“The pretty girl?” I got excited. “Yes, Master. How soon should you like her?”

“Hold on.” He shakes his head. “That’s not what I mean, okay? I don’t...I’m not...that’s illegal. She’s in high school!”

“That’s not illegal. She’s eighteen. Just because she’s a really hot senior at school doesn’t mean You can’t fuck her beautifully. You could fuck her until she’s bragging to all her hot friends what a stud You are, and then You could be knee-deep in high school barely legal pussy before You know it.”

“I...shut up. Gosh.”

He’s red-faced and clearly turned on. His Cock is ready to go again. Helga and Melinda stir from their cum-nap; they can feel their Master's need. 

“I don’t want to fuck her.” 

This is clearly a lie. I can practically taste the desire in his voice. The swimmer—her name is Jackie—is gorgeous. Hell, I want to fuck her.

“I want to help her. She’s got a state championship coming up. Scholarships. All of that. She’ll get to get out of this town and go on somewhere great. Or she would, except...” 

He points again  at the article. It explains how her ankle is shattered and probably needs a year or more to repair. 

“I want her body to be perfect. I want her to be able to pursue any goal she wants. That’s my wish.”

“Your wish, Master, is my command.”

Satisfied, he saunters back into the living room, and already I can sense his hard-on continuing to develop again the second he enters. Melinda pleads with him for a few moments and pulls him in for a long, loving, achingly beautiful kiss—the kind that could go on a movie poster—while Helga kneels down to his Cock and starts to suck. His resistance immediately fades; he's already loving this life.

A perfect body and pursuit of any goal she wants, he says. I kind of hate to say it, but Master isn’t really paying attention to the sort of woman I am, is he?

This swimmer—Jackie—is already clearly gorgeous and he’s clearly really attracted to her. Look at that wish! Look at what he’s asking for! Good lord! Good god!

Like—he’s almost making this too easy, right?

* * * * *
[image: ]


YOU PROBABLY GUESSED this already but the next morning, Jackie Stover shows up at Master’s house in the morning in her absolute tightiest, skimpiest bikini (she has a few dozen really expensive ones now that I, errr...intervened on her behalf. She’s also wearing gorgeous sky-high heels: ankle booties from Alaia.)

It’s fun to watch him. And of course I've been watching him this whole time. I watched him all last night as Melinda and Helga fell even deeper in love with him, promised him the rest of their lives, and called him their Master. I watched him fuck them over and over again, his brain completely lost to the power of his Hard, Hard, Cock, fucking the brains out of the two urgently willing blondes who we had made his loveslaves.

At the tone of the doorbell, he frees himself from the softly urgent loving clutches of Melinda and especially Helga (she’s stubborn and sleepy, looking adorable with her perfect sexy sex-tousled golden hair). They moan after him, begging for His Cock to start their day. Wanting to suck him off for a third time since 4 AM before they leave the bed. 

They don't have much memory of a different kind of life. The walls of this house have become the walls of their brains; their lives in the big city are more like a rumor than a memory now. 

He staggers down the hallway. Not quite noticing yet that his body is younger, fitter, healthier than it has been in years. He's about four inches taller, with a rippling six-pack of abs and hard muscles that could pick up a tractor if he wanted to. 

He opens the door. Sees Jackie there, rotates his eyes to heaven, shakes his head, and waves her into the living room in surrender. 

“I just had to see you,” she says, strutting and posing. “You mean so much to me, Master. May I call you Master?”

“Sure,” he says. “Why not?”

He’s looking at me now while I slowly finger my cunt in the corner. I'm completely naked except for the pair of high heels I'm wearing and the luxurious jewelry I've decked myself out in. I can’t help but finger my cunt. I made Jackie super fucking hot. She was hot before—swimmer, teenager, beauty queen—but now she’s a stunner. She’s beyond scorching and downright immolating. 

He wished for her to have a perfect body. Her fat percentage is utterly perfect—enough to sculpt her body without appearing shredded like a bodybuilder, and not so much that she's lost all her gorgeous swimmer's tone. Her tits have ballooned in size to a 36D, utterly buoyant and barely contained inside of her stylish bikini. Her hair, long and sensationally thick, flows down to her ass in waves. She looks like a mermaid from a painting, except with legs that are nine miles long. 

“I just woke up,” says Jackie. “And my body was completely healed. And I knew it was because of you! I don’t know how you did it, but I know it was you. And you’re so, so handsome, and I just...I want to serve you.” She’s staring at his cock now. Her words becoming slurred as her mouth fills with drool. “I want to serve your Cock.”

“Those are the magic words,” Melinda announces, walking into the living room. Helga trails after her. “Have you managed to ensnare another woman with Your Cock, Master?” Melinda slides up on his body, her hands snaking into his boxers and stroking his already quite hard Cock. “Ummph. And she’s so fucking hot, too. God. Is that a swimsuit and heels? Is that what we should be wearing? Would you like that, Master? You deserve to have us all however you like.”

Helga slides onto his other arm, kissing his shoulder and neck. “You deserve to have us however you like, Sir. You’re so handsome and strong. Can we watch her suck Your Cock? Can we watch You fuck her? We know You need to.”

Master looks beside himself in lust, frustration, and confusion. All three women are begging him to do the same thing that his Cock is begging him for. Their willingness is plain on their faces. 

I'm such a hot fucking genie for Him. I'm such a good servant. I care about Him so much. Gosh, I just want him to be happy!

“She’s so fucking pretty,” says Melinda. 

“Yes,” says Jackie. “I’m so pretty. I’ve been the state beauty queen three years in a row. Won’t you fuck me, Daddy?”

“Uh...uh. Uh. Dang.”

“Oh, he likes that, baby girl,” Melinda purrs to Jackie. “He likes to be called Daddy.”

Helga whispers soft. “Is that what You like, Daddy? Do you like for pretty girls to call You Daddy? Can I call You Daddy? Can I stroke Your Daddy Cock, Master, and make You hard?”

Jackie has some serious fucking Daddy issues. Her own father left when she was very young and every boyfriend or crush she's had since then—and this is all real, not just my machinations—has been older than her. So, making her fall deeply in love with a vibrantly handsome totem of Masculinity like Charlie was relatively easy. 

He already is, after all, all the things that are good about masculinity—strong, capable, reliable. I just reattached all those needy feelings Jackie had to Him.

And...You know. Then quickly did the same thing to Melinda and Helga. 

But he's not quite ready for it all yet.

“I...I...dang.” He shakes his head. “I want some time alone. All three of you...take care of each other for a second. Just don’t...don’t leave the house.”

“No need to worry about that,” says Melinda.

They saunter into the living room as Master leads me out onto the porch. Jackie's clearly disappointed, but her disappointment fades as she, Melinda, and Helga engage in a long and thrilling conversation about all the ways their Daddy's Cock is the best in the world. 

“It's really fantastic,” says Helga. “He totally wants to fuck you, don't worry.”
“Really?” says Jackie. “I want to be so pretty for him. Only for him, though. Other guys like, don't exist anymore to me. I just want to suck him and serve him and make him happy...”
“Us too,” Melinda nods. “It's so cool that we get to do it together...”

They laugh and giggle; each of them feels just about the same age. Two days ago, Melinda and Helga would have had as much in common with a radiator as they would with Jackie. Now they're practically sisters.

Outside, Master stands mostly naked except for his shirt (Helga pulled his boxers off entirely so she could stroke his Cock while he ogled Jackie). It’s a bit cold outside and he’s liable to catch a chill.

I decide to make it slightly warmer around him. That’s all, though.

Okay, it’s permanently whatever temperature makes him whatever the most comfortable around him. But that’s all.

And okay, he’s immune to every disease and sickness ever, just in case. But that’s just in case and that’s all! 

“I suppose you’re to blame for this,” he says. 

“What makes you think that?”

“W-What do you think what do I think? Gosh dang, woman, I’m losing my temper with you! I’m about ready to spit!”

I nod inside, where Melinda is teaching Jackie how to french kiss exactly how her new Daddy will like. “They won’t spit, just so you know. They’re committed swallowers.”

“Oh, I’m sure. Very clever. Haha.”

“Not a joke.”

He reddens slightly. “All the same. Gosh dang. I just—you know what I mean! Jackie! Yesterday she’s the top of her class and now she wants to serve my johnson?”

“Your Cock. Please. Johnson is so...undignified.”

“I’ll call it a Christmas Apple if I want! It’s my Cock, dang it!” He huffs. “Dang it. Now you got me going. Dang.”

He’s hard as fuck. Hard as a crowbar. God, I want to make him happy. Precum spills on the wood of the porch, streaming from his cock.

“You seem upset, Master. I’m very sorry.”

“Well undo it! Undo all of it! I don’t want slaves! For god’s sake, what do I want with a slave?”

I look at the gorgeous Jackie in his living room, now posing and dancing, much to Helga and Melinda’s finger-fucking delight. They're rather in love with her, already positioning her as better than them and therefore more Worthy of Master's Cock.

I did set it up this way. They were made sexier by me, but Jackie was already sexier. It only makes sense to me that she has more privileges. 

I cock an eyebrow. “Ridiculously good sex?”

“You’ve got a one-track mind.” He puts a hand to his forehead. “How do I get rid of them?”

“You can wish them away,” I said. “Wish them not to be your slaves. But you’ve said you’re really concerned about their happiness. And they’re really happy to serve. You’ll just have to make them serve someone else. Or not remember you. Those are all kinds of different wishes, or one very complicated wish with a lot of room for interpretation.”

“Oh.” He shakes his head, looking me up and down. “For Pete’s sake. You’re impossible.”

“I know. I wish we could fuck too.”

“That’s not what I mean! I mean, dang it.” He shakes his head. “What am I supposed to do about all that in there?”

“You could try fucking her,” I say. “Maybe she’ll calm down afterward and you can try talking some sense into her.”

“Will that work?”

Nope. Absolutely not. It’ll just make her crazier about him. 

I decide to answer without truly answering. I've no obligation to tell the truth, after all. 

“It’s worth a shot, don’t you think? Don’t you want to fuck her?”

He sighs and walk back inside. Shoulders slumped. Head down. You’d think I’d sentenced him to death. 

Jackie squeals with delight as he enters the living room, clapping her hands and wrapping her arms around his neck. Melinda and Helga crowd around them both, cheering them on.

“Gosh, she's so pretty, Sir.”

“She's practically perfect.”

“Is she your girlfriend now?”

“Oh gosh. Is that it? Am I your girlfriend now?”

Jackie kisses him eagerly and pulls herself up by his neck so that her legs wrap around his waist. They're long and bare and delicious. His hands attach to her ass—thick and globular—and I make him strong enough to support her weight easily, but that’s all.

Also like ten years younger so that they’re not such a mixed match. But that’s all.

Okay, strong enough to lift a pick-up truck with one hand, because what if someone tries to fuck with him or Jackie because of how gorgeous I made her? But that’s all.

Also Jackie and Melinda and Helga are all respectably strong and durable now so he doesn’t crush them when he fucks the shit out of them like I know he’s going to do.

But that’s all.

Really.

Plus he's four inches taller because height differences between a Man and hot babes makes my cunt completely squirmy. 

That's it!

“Please, Daddy?” she moans in his ear. “I need a prom date. Please?”

“I can’t be your Prom Date.”

I notice particularly he doesn’t tell her to stop calling him Daddy.

“Why not, Daddy?”

His Cock surges against her. It pushes out between her ass cheeks; her entire body is resting on top of it. He's so strong all around that if he let go of her, his Cock all by itself would be able to hold up her thin, tit-heavy body. 

“I...I’m too old for you. I’m too old for that. They’ll laugh. It’s ridiculous.”

“If anyone laughs, you’ll just beat the shit out of them.” She kisses his neck. “While I stroke you and cheer you on. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Cum spurts from His Cock. He's so ready to fuck her. Melinda and Helga moan, mindless already from seeing his pleasure. In their orgasmic throes, they cling to his body harder. Milk begins to spill from their heavy tits; I can't help myself. I need them to be everything he needs. I need them to lubricate his sex with this teenage goddess. 

“You're so beautiful...” he whispers at Jackie, holding her tighter than ever. “You're sure that's what you want? You're sure this is what you want?”

She smiles with every part of her being. It's an earnest, eager smile that starts from behind her fucking soul, reaching into the universe with all the pleasure she can muster. “Yes, Sir...Yes, Daddy.” She kisses him softly and tenderly. “Yes, Master.”

His Cock surges and Cums again, spilling onto Melinda and Helga's heels. 

“Master,” they moan together. 

“Do you like that?” Jackie asks. “Do you like if I call you Master?” 

He clearly does, nodding and twisting around. He takes them to his bedroom—carrying Jackie with Melinda and Helga trailing behind. He's been fucking the two blondes for hours and hours and he's still got plenty of stamina for this hot new cunt—just like a real Man should. 

He throws her down on the bed and right away her legs spread wide open for him. 

“Please, Daddy?”

Melinda and Helga get down before him, holding Jackie tight between their bodies. Their milk dripping all over her hot young body. 

“She can't get away, Master.”

Jackie squirms in their grip, which is ironclad. Both their hands go to her neck, choking her and pinning her down as Master spreads her legs wide. 

“She can't move. She can't escape. She'll be yours forever.”

His Cock is spurting cum all over her entrance, pulsating and leaking honey. Jackie nods, urging him on, her heels clicking behind his ass.

With one movement he's all the way inside her. His thick rod is so enormous that I can see it bulging inside of her tiny ripped abdomen. 

“She can't get away, Master,” Melinda moans. 

“Can never get away,” Helga nods, leaking milk across Jackie's heavy tits. “Yours forever. Marked forever.”

He fucks her hot virgin cunt with his unprotected Cock, brilliantly hard and yet still somehow cumming all the while, no doubt getting her brilliantly pregnant. His muscles contort and flex, their hands running up and down the majesty of his masculinity. 

“Good lord,” he groans. “You're so tight.”

“Tight for You, Master,” the blondes moan. 

Jackie tries to nod, to agree with them, but she's totally gone. Her mind is blanking out on pure ecstasy, more powerful than any drug on the planet. Master's cum shoots the equivalent of ten million pounds of pure heroin into her consciousness and all she understands are the hands on her throat, the milk leaking down on her, and the enormous Cock fucking up her pathetic reality with load after load of babymaking, orgasm-forcing cum. 

Her body, meanwhile, knows just how to react to his godly Cock. It writhes and grinds, pumping up and down in time with his thrusts, delivering maximum pleasure on automatic as her personality is washed away with wave after wave of pleasure and cum. 

When finally he exits her gorgeous young body, she's transformed. She's more gorgeous than ever, tighter and more toned, her tits bigger—leaking milk heavily inside of her barely-there bikini—her lips poutier and sexier, her eyes bigger. A being purely meant for sexing up an incredible masculine Master. 

This transformation—a Little Extra from me—clearly only turns him on more. Seconds after pulling out, he pushes into Melinda and the cycle continues. Now Helga and Jackie—quickly recovering after seeing the singularity that is Pure Orgasmic Energy—rotate to one side and pin

Melinda down. They tell him all he needs to hear:

“She'll never leave you, Master. She's yours forever.”

“Yours forever. All of us. Yours forever.”

I'm cumming like mad, knowing I'm giving my Master exactly what he needs. It's barely 9 AM, and I'm doing my honest best to make all his wishes come true. 

* * * * * 
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AT NIGHT, WHEN THE girls are finally exhausted—after eight straight hours of glorious fucking—he waves me over. He turns on a light from the bedside table so we can see each other. 

“Make it so they can’t hear me talk to you,” he mouths to me. Of course I understand. 

“Yes, Master. Done.”

All three of them are nuzzling each other, moaning softly, like a pile of hot cooing laundry. 

“This is all you,” he points a finger at me. “These girls. Going crazy for my...for my Cock!”

My pussy pulses when he says the word. 

“Of course.”

“Well, I can’t have it! They’re all turning into twisted versions of you! All Cock-obsessed and crazy for sex and...and...”

“And utterly devoted to making You hard and happy at all times? Cooking you meals? Making you wealthier and younger?”

“I...I...” he shakes his  head. “This kind of debauch never has a happy end. You just mess up people’s lives and then run away. But what happens to them?”

“They’re all rather happy,” I say. “The ones who are still alive.”

“Who is not still alive?”

“I’ve been a genie for thousands of years, Master. Not everybody wishes to be immortal.” I pause. “Do you want to be immortal?”

His Cock pulses. Jackie, right there on his crotch already, is barely conscious, but automatically she moans and slurps more of him down. 

“Well, I’m not having anymore of it, you hear? I want you out of my life. How do I make you leave?”

Not a request I’m accustomed to. Usually I make men so happy. I feel like crying, but I won't give him the satisfaction.

“After your last wish, after I see it through, I return to the lamp and leave your life.”

“Fine then. I already know my last wish. This town’s been hit by a drought for months now. I want the drought over. I want the harvest to be bountiful and fertile. I want everyone happy. And I don’t want any wives leaving their husbands or girlfriends leaving their boyfriends for me, and I don’t want any more slaves. For god’s sake. Three is enough.”

* * * * *
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“YOU CAN’T BE SERIOUS.”

I really, really am. But then, when it comes to Master’s Cock, and his pleasure, and his happiness, I’m usually serious. I have a great time doing what I do, but that doesn’t mean I’m not serious about it. 

“I don’t know what you mean, Master.”

Don't think I haven't noticed him no longer correcting me about calling him Master. He likes it. It makes his Cock surge every time. 

He’s standing at the front door of his house. Helga and Melinda are in the kitchen, teaching Jackie how to make a man’s breakfast. Steak and eggs and bacon; they don’t have to worry about the cholesterol. They don’t really have to worry about anything—their health will be outstanding for as long as they live. Master said to make them happy, after all, and it’s easier for anyone healthy to be happy.

It’s also easier for Master to be happy if all three of his chosen sex slaves are decorated in jaw-dropping lingerie and addicted to wearing really high heels; so of course, they’re doing that while they make him breakfast. Tits on display, leaking milk. Long legs shining, hair perfectly tousled and hot. 

The kissing and finger-fucking and moaning and eager droplets of heavy milk into his eggs are just extras. They’re so turned on and breeding so much arousal between the three of that Master, exposed to the cold morning air, sports a massive hard-on. 

Of course that might also be the way that I’ve been slowly modifying his genetics to extend his erections, eliminate his refractory period, enlarge his cock and balls, and essentially make him a walking, living, breathing sperm factory. 

I might be starting to get carried away. 

It starts like this: he wants to cum in Jackie again, because uh, duh, she’s a teenage goddess and he never got to fuck anyone like her when he was in high school.

But his Cock needs at least another ten minutes before he can. Well, that’s no good, is it? So I speed things up a bit.

But right after he fucks her, I see the way he’s looking at Helga as she dutifully cleans off his cock and the heady, hot glaze of his cum all across her tits as Melinda massages them with long nimble fingers. 

So he wants to fuck them. How can he not? But it’s only been two minutes since he came, and it’ll be eight more minutes before he’s ready...so why not help him a little?

And so on. And so on...ungh. 

So now he might have the body of a virile twenty-five year-old pornstar hunk even though he’s technically somewhere in his fifties. Maybe. 

Maybe definitely. 

What Master is telling me I can't be serious about has nothing to do with his amazingly hard body and his perfect Cock, however. What he's looking at is outside of his house.

Outside, patiently waiting for him to wake up, are the rest of the town and also the town itself, all of which have been transformed radically by his wish yesterday. 

“You said,” I begin, “and I quote, ‘I want the harvest to be bountiful and fertile. I want everyone happy. I don’t want any lives leaving their husbands or girlfriends leaving their boyfriends for me, and I don’t want any more slaves.”

The entire population of the town—all thirty-six of them besides Master, Jackie, Helga, and Melinda—are holding a giant banner that says, “We Love You Charles!” and “We’re Yours To Command, Charlie!” and “Anything You Say, Charles!” and “Thank You, Charles!”

I have different moods, and what kind of bountiful nature is the most beautiful changes between them. Sometimes it’s tropical, sometimes it’s rainforest, sometimes it’s temperate, sometimes it’s snowy...

So I kind of went with all of it? There’s now a giant mountain in the edge of town to corral the weather so it’s always beautifully warm. If Master wants to experience the cold—maybe his girls in fur coats and tight leggings and sweater dresses—he can take them up to a cabin in the mountain. 

There might already be a door in his house, right next to the pantry, that leads right to the cabin, because teleporting is fun and I want Master to have the best available. 

There's also massive redwood trees creating a terrific canopy leading into the front of his home. The entrance to his property is an arch carved through a living redwood who is completely pleased to be serving in this way. Massive ferns and vines intertwine around the property, producing delicious gourds and roots that exist nowhere else on earth. 

This kind of scenery repeats itself property after property for the entire fifty square miles of the town of Benediction. There is, conveniently, an illusion in place guarding the town from anyone flying over or driving through, and a heavy suggestion that nothing there is worth investigating. 

It will all belong entirely to Him, and Him alone, forever.

“Exactly!” He comes close to shouting. “So how do you explain all of this?”

He waves his hand at the congregation of worshipers outside. 

“They’re not your slaves,” I explain. “They just really, really, really want to do every last thing you say. And to obey you unconditionally. And to spend their entire waking life worshiping the ground you walk on and adoring Your Cock and making sure that You’re Happy and Hard.”

“How is that any different from them, then? Aren't they slaves?” 

He points at the kitchen. Helga is on her knees, eating out Jackie while she tries desperately to both cum and stir the eggs in the frying pan. Melinda makes out furiously with the teen beauty while shoving her wife’s head into Jackie’s cunt harder and harder. Jackie, though, has eyes only for Master—staring at him and beckoning him to come join them.

“Well.” I shrug. “They can’t refuse. Even if they wanted to. Which they couldn’t. They,” I point at the crowd, “can refuse. They just...don’t want to. Ever.”

“And where are all the dang men?”

“Oh, that.” I smile a bit sheepishly. “Okay. So, that one I may have gotten over-exuberant on.”

“You didn’t...kill them, did you?” He shakes his head. “Good lord. I know that dark stuff makes you aroused, but you can’t...”

“No!” I shake my head. “I didn’t! They’re there. I just can’t remember who they are. And neither can they. Everyone’s name has kind of...changed.”

“Wait.” He gestures. “Some of those women were men?”

“Kind of. Not really.” I bite my lip. “Not in a way they’d remember. So, you said to make sure no women left their husbands or boyfriends. So I had to make sure there were no husbands or boyfriends to leave. But that means changing their entire life stories, just a little bit. So I just...thought it was easier to completely restart everyone’s life from the beginning.”

He takes a moment to process this. Meanwhile, his Cock is spurting precum all over his floor. There's a hot wave of lust in the air, a constant breeze that pushes it all toward him—all the hot cunts of the gathered town wet entirely just for Him.

“As girls?”

“As really hot girls who have literally always been in love with you. You’re like...gosh. Imagine it’s like, the stone ages, okay? And you’re The Beatles. Giving a live performance every night to spectacularly hot cave women who have never heard any other music or seen any other act ever. That’s how they think about you. They’ve been waiting their whole lives for right now, this very moment, to come to your house and express to You how much they love and adore You, Master.”

His Cock continues to spurt and stream. There’s so many gorgeous women outside. They’re close enough now to his house that he can make out individual features. Their striking faces. How young they all are. The heaviness of their gorgeous tits, all of them swollen with milk.

“They’re fertile for You, Master,” I explain. I can barely contain my lust as I see his Cock dripping precum all over the floor. My lust becomes their lust—the lust of the girls in the house, of the girls outside. “Just like you asked. The town is fertile now, forever. They’ll all carry your seed.”

“All of them,” he says, putting a hand to his Cock. He rubs the precum around the head and starts to slowly circle and stroke. We all—myself, the girls in the house, all the girls in the town—moan and gasp and touch ourselves in one collective display of lust and love. “Fertile. For me.”

“For You, Master,” I explain. “Just like You deserve.”

He walks outside, staggering. Jackie, Melinda, and Helga follow him. They left breakfast burning, so of course I help out and fix it—turning off the burners and preparing an eternally warm breakfast until he's ready to eat, waiting for him at his table.

Outside, the breeze of lust is even stronger. The moans of the town are audible. He looks out at them, stunned and turned on.

His Cock is so enragingly Hard that he's having trouble thinking. 

“Like I deserve,” he says.

“You made this town fertile.” 

He's looking right at me now. He's so powerful and strong. “I made it...fertile.” 

I'm close to cumming. God, he's so amazing. I Love him, I truly do. I didn't want to but I do.

“No one else did it. It was you. Only you. You wished it. You had the power. They owe you.”

“They...owe me.”

Precum spills heavily on the porch. A few daring souls from the crowd crawl up, alternating between smiling, moaning, fingering, and licking their lips. 

“They’re all in love with you. You’re responsible for them. You’re responsible for the whole town.”

“Responsible. Yeah.”

“You have to take care of them, Master. They need Your Cock. Won’t You take care of them?”

Three of the prettiest townswomen—and they’re all fabulously pretty, I really did good work—are on his porch steps now.

“They'll never leave me,” he says. “They need me.”

“They'll never leave you,” I reassure him. “They can't die, Master. They're yours, forever.”

“Ungh.”

One is a redhead with delicate porcelain skin. She’s short and actually one of the few of his new lovers who aren’t that busty. Her name is Regina; she's wearing powder blue lingerie and heels.

Then there’s Angela, whose complexion is dark, like her eyes. She's in a cheerleader outfit and tall thigh-high boots. 

Finally, there’s Cat—who will only ever go by Cat—the tallest of the three and also the bustiest, and perhaps also the slimmest. She’s in the middle, taking the lead, beckoning for Master to come to her. She's not wearing anything at all except for a lustful look. He goes for her first, pulling her in for a deep kiss. 

Right away she's swept away with the hardest, most impossible feelings of Love that anyone has ever experienced. Every poem, every play, every novel, every everything that has ever been thought about Love and has been True and Good fills her entire soul and she feels it just for Him. Their kiss is the purest expression of that Love that there has ever been. 

The rest of the Town feels it too—this pure love. That includes Jackie and the blondes, on their knees behind their Master and already pulling him backward so Cat can climb on top of his massively hard Cock and start riding him. 

Before Master knows it, he's on a bed of hot titflesh. Tits he's never felt before are aching against him, pulsing and leaking milk. Honey leaks all over him from a dozen different cunts trying to rub against him. It's kind of like a reverse-riot—a pure expression of utmost adoration and purpose. 

Master cums and cums again, each cum matched by an equal and escalating cum from the rest of the crowd. They're cumming because he cums, because he has cum, because he will cum, because his cum exists. 

He looks up after a while and sees that it's no longer Cat on top of him, but some beautiful dark-skinned girl he's never even seen before. He doesn't know her name, and before he can even ask, she's begging for his cum, proclaiming how much she loves and needs him, needs his babies. 

He's milked for his cum lovingly, filling her and the next her and the next her—banging his way through big-titted young baby factory bimbos who only exist to grind their cunts for Daddy. 

“Master!” the entire town moans in angelic chorus. “Master! Master!”

The whole fucking town is for him.

You could say they go to fucking town on him.

In all the chaos of sex and tits and pussies and milk, he looks over at me. A big-hipped Latina beauty is making out madly with Jackie on top of his Cock. Underneath him, Melinda makes out with a blonde who she doesn't know is Helga. Later on they'll laugh about it and become best friends. I make a quick Little Extra to make them all wives who have known each other for years.

“Zanthia?” he says to me, directly. Not caring that they don’t know who he’s talking to.

“Yes, Master?”

“This is...this is great. Thank you.”

He means it. He's found his purpose. He's happy with this hot fucking town.

It feels like my whole soul orgasms all at once. I nearly faint from the instant, aching, needy pleasure that strikes through my entire body, like a lightning bolt of pure orgasm repeatedly shoving up and down inside my hot immortal cunt. Ever since I arrived here I’d been edging, needing to hear him thank me for my work for him. 

There is nothing—nothing—hotter than that to me. Being appreciated. Others showing gratitude for me. I’m so fucking horny and satisfied all at once. The overwhelming need I have to bring him pleasure, pleasure, pleasure, all the time more pleasure, is finally sated. 

For now. 

And now that it has, and now that his wishes are complete, my work is done. 

I feel myself pulled back in the lamp again, like I always am...to wait for my next Master and make more dreams come true.

# # #
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Hot Genie: Final Wishes
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My Final, Best, Only True Master is surrounded by gorgeous angels, unearthly beauties with unbelievably perfect bodies. They grind slender, tight, young flesh against his marble-hard muscles, dripping honey from their cunts and milk from their tits, lavishing his neck and face and side with soft, gentle kisses. Any one of them could break the hearts of every man in America, and all of them are utterly devoted to pleasing Him. 

He looks at all of them; he enjoys all of them, as he's deserved. He is their God. He admires his creations. He's cultivated them over years to be the physical specimens he desires. 

But on His Cock?

On His Cock is me, me, me.

He's fucking my immortal brains out. I can barely put words together, and if I do, they're mostly nonsense.

“Cock!” I scream with ecstasy. “Fuck Cock Oh Fuck Yes Cock Master Cock Yes!”

I'm eloquent. I'm intelligent. I'm thousands of years old and I've spent an inordinate amount of that time reading and preparing and wishing for a day like this—and all I can do is scream incoherently while he fucks me up permanently. 

I'm a wish-giving magical entity; I have power over reality itself. Everything I do breaks the laws of nature, and I'm so gorgeous that literally any man on earth would give up their lives to be with me. 

Even so?

I’m so lucky to be his. I’m so lucky to serve him.

He’s the only Man strong enough to own me. 

* * * * *
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THE LAST FEW MASTERS I’ve had have been run-of-the-mill regular guys. It’s what I’m pretty much used to, and it helps me enjoy my job a little more. After all, what’s the use in granting the wishes of a man who already has everything?

The second that I arrive in this newest Master's presence, I can sense everything is very different. Even the air feels wealthy, before I see anything. 

And once I do—what a sight! A glass office, dead in the middle of the night. Surrounded by other tall buildings, though this is the tallest and this floor is the highest. Tall glass windows everywhere. A massive desk with an impressively handsome man sitting behind it wearing an amazingly tailor suit. The floors are marble; the ceilings arched and high like a cathedral. The doors to the office look thirty feet tall. 

Outside the office is a smaller waiting room with five secretaries. All of them are incredibly gorgeous—long-legged, big-breasted, tall, and beautiful.

Everything in here seems made to make one person feel important, and everyone else feel small. 

I arrive in the middle of a conversation.

“You see, sir? There it is. As promised. Please. Now, please, I-I’ve done everything you asked...”

“Yes. You have.”

I’m in front of two men. The first is a sort of sniveling kind with a froggish face; he looks like he lives in front of the candy aisle at a convenience store. He stands cowed in front of the huge desk that serves as the dividing line of this office.

The other—my new Master, which I can feel from the warmth of my lamp still lingering on his hands—is crushingly handsome. He’s tall, lantern-jawed, and impeccably dressed. It’s obvious from the stripes of his custom-tailored suit all the way down to the massive expanse of the desk he stands behind that he’s unbelievably wealthy. 

He looks at me and drinks me down. I feel my hair getting longer—long like the girls in the waiting room. Darker, too. My eyes turn green. I'm becoming what he wants to see—which is only right. That's how all my Masters have me.

“Can you see her, Mr. Pothers?” the billionaire asks. “It’s my understanding that only I can.”

“I saw the smoke when you touched the lamp, sir, but that’s all. She’s there, though, yes?”

“Oh, yes. Definitely. She’s right here.”

I bite my lip at him and kneel. I have to. I would want to, I think, even if he wasn't my Master. He's so handsome and so obviously masculine. I can tell already he has an enormous Cock. I'm so fucking excited to make it hard—and I can tell, too, that it's already impressively hard underneath his tight pants. 

He's excited about me. Oh, good.

“You know, Mr. Pothers, you could have easily used this creature for yourself.”

Pothers shrugs. “That wasn’t the agreement we had.”

“I suppose not. But you could have used to her to take what was mine. Take everything I had, maybe even had a wish or two left over.”

“I...that wasn’t the agreement. And you said if I tried anything, you’d hide Elisa from me. That you would know.”

Elisa, I quickly discover—I scan everything around me, everyone, with my magic—is one of the gorgeous women lined up in the waiting room outside. There's five of them; all of them are staring blankly into nothing. Their minds are filled with thoughts of affection for Jack.

“Yes, but you could have wished for me not to know, couldn’t you? Or wished that Elisa was just there, next to your side. Or at your feet, choking on your dick. Or...you know, any other dozens of permutations that give you this power and not me.”

“I-I don’t understand. Are you unhappy, sir?”

“No, Pothers. Just...impressed with my decision-making, I suppose. I’ve always been good at delegation of duty. You said you lost a foot finding this lamp?”

“And racked up ten thousand in expenses, yes sir. Which you will repay?”

“Mm.”

Jack pushes his hands toward me, against me—hitting the barrier that all my Masters have felt when they’ve tried to touch me. It’s impenetrable. I can tell that he’s barely paying attention to Pothers, that he holds him in complete contempt, and that all of this is a sort of show for my benefit. 

My outfit changes to be one like one of the girls waiting outside—a hot parody of a secretary's outfit, with a brief twelve-inch skirt, tall tall heels, and a form-fitting sheer blouse that puts my nipples on display. My hair arranges itself neatly into a loose, sexy bun. 

“Watch this,” he whispers to me.

I do. I'm captivated by everything he does. His Power—so clear and immediate—turns me the fuck on. 

“Now, Mr. Pothers,” says Jack, turning and clapping his hands. “What did we promise you? A hundred dollars?”

Pothers breaks out into a cold sweat for a moment before a nervous smile climbs into his expression. “S-Sir, come now. One million dollars. And the lady of my choice.”

Jack smiles; he’s in on the joke even if Pothers isn’t. 

“Ah.” Jack presses a buzzer on the desk. “Come in, ladies.”

They wait for a moment before the door opens and a parade of gorgeous young women come in. Even if I wanted to, I wouldn’t have been able to improve on them very much to improve the happiness and hardness of my new Master’s Cock. 

They strutted in even time, five of them, each more gorgeous than the last. Tall and thin and busty, with model-gorgeous faces and stunning manes of thick, silky hair. They smile at Jack—only Jack—happy sneery-smiles that imply they know some devastatingly sexy secret that they can’t wait to tell him. They don’t look at Pothers at all except to drop the smile altogether and heavily sneer his way.

A quick scan of their minds tells me that Pothers is essentially sub-human to them. They register him as less than a man, less than a trained dog. More like a trash can or a pencil sharpener; something that’s kept around for a specific purpose and not to be treated with any special regard. 

Something is happening here. It's all going so fast I can barely keep up. I'm unused to this kind of display of devotion, except...well, after I've done my wishes for someone.

“Which one did you say you wanted?”

Jack knows which one he wants. Hell, even I know without reading Pother’s mind. He wants the tall blonde in the sparkly miniskirt and blazer, midriff bare, waist about as thick around as a cylinder of cleaning wipes. 

I can also sense the disdain Jack has for his choice. He has a clear favorite—it's the exotic, dark-haired girl in the center of the pack. The one who led their strut inside, who they all try to match time with. Her smashing suit is dark blue and the cut of her cleavage goes down to her naval. She's gorgeous; I'm kind of love with her right away.

“E-Elisa. Elisa is who I want. Y-you know that. I said it over and over.”

“Of course, Elisa. How could I forget? You know she is rather good. At the bottom of my list, of course. Aren’t you, Elisa?”

“Yes, Mr. Hawthorne.”

“Who is at the top?”

Elisa turns to the devastating exotic beauty leading the pack. “Isobel, Sir.”

Isobel preens at this little humiliation, at Jack’s praise. She’s clearly used to it, used to getting her own way and being praised and elevated. She lives for the compliments from and delight of her Master. It’s a sight to behold; my pussy is dripping. 

“Any one of my girls, and you choose Elisa. The bottom rung.”

Again, the other girls sparkle at this implied praise and the open humiliation of Elisa. Elisa—who would have made any other man drool with need—feels her ego once again bruised by Jack.

“Sh-she’s so pretty, Mr. Hawthorne. And I-I-I thought you would mind less, you see, a-and—”

Jack holds up a hand for him to stop. “There’s no accounting for taste, I suppose. Elisa? Take care of the man.”

She nods and, taking a breath, they walk outside to the balcony. Elisa leads him by the sleeve like a sick child. 

Isobel, meanwhile, struts over to Jack and slides one long thigh up his side. He doesn't have to tell her; she just knows what to do. 

Her hands grasp the thick head of his bulge, squeezing easily through his pants. A practiced motion. She’s done this a thousand times before. Even nearly six feet tall herself and wearing six-inch stilettos, she’s still only barely cresting the ridge of his impossibly hard chest. Her thick mane tabs in perfectly to the crook of his arm as they watch Elisa and Pothers. 

Pothers already has his pants unbuckled. I sense what's coming before he does. I try even to scream in warning for a moment before I remember he can't hear me.

Elisa, not breaking her stride, picks him up by the back of his pants and his collar and shoves him over the balcony edge. She watches him fall the whole way down. I can feel her body shuddering and quaking with pleasure as she sees the end.

She’s cumming because she’s carried out her Master’s will.

Inside, Jack’s hand is buried deep inside the cheeks of Isobel’s ass. She’s so tiny compared to him, and he is so otherworldly large anyway, that his hands wrap all the way around from his thumb on her ass cheek with his middle finger sliding against her folds and clit. Isobel’s moaning, groaning, grinding against her Man. When Pothers was pushed off, her hand squeezed dramatically around his Cockhead, hot whimpers of orgasmic pleasure escaping her mouth. 

I doubt any of the other girls can hear her whisper:

You did it, Master. You’ll have it all. You got rid of the trash. Now you get to enjoy your reward. You Deserve it. You Deserve This. You Deserve ALL of this.

She called him Master; like he owns her instead of employing her. They’re clearly romantically linked, but this is something else entirely. 

I don’t know what to make of any of this. This wholesale evil; this getting off to despicable acts. 

I’ve entered into the service of a completely evil man. He’s powerful. He’s wealthy. He’s utterly without morals—and I can give him anything. Any. Fucking. Thing. He wants.

And there’s nothing I can do about it.

My pussy is trembling and wet. I'm terrified of what's about to happen; what he'll make me do. I won't have a choice. I'm a genie. I have to grant all his wishes. 

Elisa comes back inside and crawls in front of Jack, waiting with hope in her eyes. 

“Yes?” he asks.

Isobel still is obsessively stroking and adoring him. His Cock is out now. It’s enormous and beautiful and I want more than anything to take Isobel’s place. I've never seen a Cock so huge, so perfect, so thick and streaming with cum. I've been alive for thousands of years—I've improved hundreds of Cocks—and his is the best I've ever seen.

“Y-you said,” Elisa begins, “y-you said if I did it, if I took care of him, that I’d be rewarded.”

She sounds pathetically like Pothers. Her look at Isobel—that same helpless jealousy and longing and powerlessness—fills her body. 

I realize it must be a ladder system all the way down for him. Elisa can treat Pothers with complete disdain; but anyone above her in this fucked-up, hot hierarchy can treat Elisa with that same disdain and please Jack while they’re at it. The other three girls are laughing to themselves at her obviously incumbent humiliation.

“I said I would think about it,” Jack corrects. “Isobel, what do you think?”

Isobel is putting on a show with her stroking. Every long, slow, urgent stroke is matched by her body grinding against his massive form. Her glistening wet cunt drips down his side. I’ve never seen anyone or anything more erotic, and I spend all my time making erotic wishes come true. 

“I think she should have made the coward suffer a while if she wanted the glory of Your Cock,” says Isobel. “She just, what, threw him right off? You and I barely got started. So inconsiderate. What if you wanted to cum?”

The other girls gasp at the implication that Elisa hadn’t been paying attention to Master’s pleasure, to his need to cum. Blasphemy in their minds. 

“Is that right, Elisa?” Jack asks. “Were you being selfish? Were you forgetting my needs?”

“I-I-I-I-I—”

Elisa’s mind is breaking apart. Her teeth dig in to her bottom lip. I can feel her consciousness ripping apart, like astral spaghetti run through a blender. She can’t comprehend a world where making Jack Hard and Happy isn’t her top priority. Being told that’s how she was acting tears her up inside. 

“Get out of here. You’re unneeded. Go to your room. I’ll call you if I need you.”

Elisa is clearly holding back tears. She doesn’t get up—intuiting that standing would be wrong—but quickly crawls and shuffles in her tiny outfit toward the door. The other girls mock her as she passes. 

“Selfish slut.”

“Dumb bitch.”

“Idiot.”

This last one also push-kicks her in the rear as she crawls past, making Elisa land hard on the marble floors and bite her tongue. All the girls laugh and clap. 

“Priscilla?” 

This is the girl who kicked Elisa. Jack summons her closer. 

“That was a very good girl thing to do, baby girl.”

He pulls her into his hard body for a long, heavy kiss. Her cunt leaks down onto his fingers. The whole time Isobel is still stroking him—so her thin arm strokes his massive cock between his body and Priscilla’s, and Priscilla starts to grind her body against him at the same time. It seems he compels these women to rub their fresh, hot, young bodies against him with ease. It’s all they live to do—please him, work for him, make him happy. 

It’s a bizarre, corrupted, soul-eating world I’ve been dropped into. I’ve never seen anything so dark and fucked up, a hierarchy based entirely on mocking and shaming and showing superiority—on murder and theft and lies and all of it for the glory of One Impossibly Hard Huge Cock. 

God, why does it turn me on so fucking much?

It’s wrong. All of this is so wrong. These women are evil fucking bitches. This man is an evil fucking bastard. 

But oh my fucking god all I want to do is join them. 

Is it because I'm naturally programmed to make Master happy? To make his Cock hard? Is his poison spreading that fast?

Or is this what I wanted all along?

More important—with how fucking wet my pussy is—do I even give a fuck?

“Now,” says Jack, turning to me. “Let’s talk about bigger things.”

He pushes Priscilla to one side, who drops into a crawling kneeling position with her fingers up her cunt, cumming helplessly after the long kiss with the love of her life. The other two girls who aren't Isobel—their names are Yvette and Sandra—kneel down besides her and whisper how lucky and honored they are to know her, this girl who makes their Master so happy.

“Girls,” he says, “I’m going to be talking to someone. You can’t see her, but she’s here. Very soon she’ll be wonderful friends with all of you. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master.” They nod prettily, happily. Posing with tits out, smiles sparkling. 

Isobel, at his side, continues to stroke His Cock, grind her pussy, moan her appreciation for Him.

“What do you think, Zanthia? What do you think of my arrangement here?”

“You’re a monster.”

He smiles. “Perhaps. I am unequivocally Other. That’s true. But that’s because my contemporaries are cowards, weaklings, and sloths. The Other is always monstrous.”

“Don’t philosophize. Y-you killed him.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. I had him killed. It’s much different.”

I stamp my foot, realizing how childlike I look. “He would have done anything for you. It was clear!”

“He was going to be in the way. I didn’t like looking at him. And now with you, I’ll be able to have any kind of ‘him’ I want, except as a gorgeous girl instead. Besides, he wanted to fuck one of my girls. Do you think I’m going to let that happen? They belong to me.” He looks in their direction. “Don’t you, girls? You’re mine.”

“Yes, Master,” they all chime in collectively. “We belong to You. You are our One and Only.”

I look at all of them. 
There's Isobel, who I've mentioned already—easily a Top Tier Goddess who would put Aphrodite to shame. Tight boots, tight skirt, tight sheer blouse. 
Then Priscilla, the cruel-hearted kicker whose brown hair and blue eyes belong more to an angel than the kind of demonic lust-festival that rages in her heart for Jack. Tall heels, gorgeous tight dress, dripping hot cleavage. 

Katya, olive-skinned and dark-haired, decked out in jewelry and sporting the tiniest skirt of the lot, along with ankle boots and custom-made matching diamond anklets and bracelets that say “His Property” in Latin (to give it some ethos, perhaps?). She's got an innocent face and a kind of innocent mind, still rather confused about her position here when only six months ago she was waiting tables in Iowa. 

Finally Megan, the sexy cool liquid steel blonde. Rocking a metallic minidress and sparkling heels. Even at a XXXS size, it practically drips off her. She's been staring a fuck-me hole into Jack since I've walked in; it's obvious she's the kind of girl who only shows emotion when she's being fucked brutally by an alpha stud—and then she shows a lot of emotion. She's a crier; I can tell. 

“It’s quite a collection,” I say. “Like pieces of art.”

“That’s an accurate description,” he says. “Fuckpieces of Art. If they can’t please me aesthetically, they have no purpose to me.”

“Whose on top?” I ask. 

This is an important question for me. I’m learning about his tastes. I need to know them. Even if I'm horrified by his murdering ways, his evil ways, I can't help my nature. 

“They’re in tiers, naturally. Isobel on top. Then Priscilla and Megan and Katya just behind her. On the tier underneath is finally Elisa.”

I'm afraid of my next question. I ask it anyway.

“Why is it Isobel on top?”

“Let’s ask her. Isobel?”

The goddess smiles rapturously at her Master saying her name. “Yes, Daddy?”

“Why are you my best girl?”

Her smile becomes indulgent; she loves to brag. “Because I’m the best, Master. I’m sexier than the rest of them. I’m taller and tighter and tinier and smoother. My tits are bigger. I’ve given you more babies than all the rest of them combined and I still barely look eighteen. I’m perfect from head to toe. And I love letting them know I’m better—that’s important. I love letting them know they’ll never be where I’m at. And I love making other, lesser girls cry for being so fucking ugly that you won’t even look at them. That’s my favorite thing.”

Ungh. I want to fuck her so bad. She's so sure of herself. Such a fucking queen. More than a queen—an empress. A Goddess.

“But, Zanthia, if you want to know a secret?”

He gestures me to come close and then whispers as closely as he can. “I’m going to replace Isobel very soon.”

“What? Why?”

“I’ve found someone better.”

“Better?” I raise an eyebrow. “Who? Where?”

“I found a girl who can fulfill every last one of my wishes. Who can make my lust and my desires eternal.”

“Um...oh. Oh.” I shake my head. “Oh, Master. No. I can’t. We can’t. It’s better not to even think of it. You see, there are rules...”

“I know all about your stupid rules. They’re made for weaklings and pussies who don’t have the will to break them. Do you understand? I’m not that. Girls, what am I?”

They chorus: “You’re a Real Man, Master.”

“Do Real Men give a fuck about the rules?”

Another chorus: “Rules are made by the Real Man, Master.”

His command over them, the way he tugs and squeezes their cunts constantly with just words and thoughts makes me so fucking wet. God, he’s powerful. And now he’s saying he wants me...wants me as...what?

“You want me to be your slave as well? I already mostly am...”

“I want you to be my wife, Zanthia. Isobel is gorgeous but she can’t hold a candle to you, and especially not once you’ve allowed yourself to...update, in an appropriate fashion.”

I can feel myself inherently excited by the thought. How could I not be? He's powerful, handsome, and wants to use me to fuck up the entire world. That's like, my biggest wet dream ever. But it's so wrong...

“Y-you...you murder people.” I shake my head. “I can’t believe I’m letting you try to talk me into this. I won’t.”

“Shut up, then.”

“What?”

“Being talked into something requires two sides. Back and forth. But you don’t want to shut up, do you? You want to keep talking to me. You need my Cock.” 

I can’t suppress my groan. I really do. Isobel does too. She's stroking more beautifully than ever, like she's playing in instrument. 

“I think it turns you on that I had Pothers killed. That I hold that kind of power. I know it turns on the rest of my girls. You’ll fit right in.”

Isobel nods, squeezing, moaning, breath catching as his orgasm approaches.

“It doesn’t. That’s not it. I’m not turned on by it. You’re insane!”

Maybe he is. But that doesn’t make him wrong. It does me make wet as fuck.

“Besides. If it bothers you, maybe you can just forget it.”

His voice echoes in my mind. 

I can hear him using something on me. Feel him doing it. 

While I’ve been here, I’ve been scanning him. Scanning his employees. Scanning his computers. I’m kind of like a virus-scrubber on a computer, and it takes me a while to move through everything, and I have to move through everything to do my job right. Bigger pieces take longer.

And what Jack is trying on me? That’s a very big piece indeed.  

I feel so stupid that I didn’t see it before. I understood that something was happening. Some kind of control. I thought it was drugs, or hypnosis, or maybe even advanced blackmail and very advanced fucking. From his body, his mind, and his Cock, he’s clearly an amazing lover. 

But it's more than that, I realize suddenly. It's so much more.

“You’ve fucked the minds of all these women,” I say. “You’ve mind controlled all of them.”

“Yes.” He shrugs. “Some of them needed it. Some of them didn’t and I did it anyway. Some of them didn’t and they volunteered for more.”

I look at the goddess on his side, stroking him and moaning for his cum. 

“Which kind was Isobel?”

“What do you think?”

I look closely at her. I can feel the heat from her pussy like an open door of an oven. She’s so devastatingly gorgeous. She smiles right through me—I’m invisible to her—staring at her Master with coolly restrained lust. It’s gel lust in the sugar capsule of her fragile consciousness, time-released based on exposure to Cock. I can read her like a book, and it’s written by a madwoman:

OhpleaseohgodpleaseletmeserveILoveYouILoveONLYYouI’llWorshipYouForeverOhMyManMyGodMyKingMyDaddyMyDaddyMasterKingGODILoveYouSOMuchohfuckPleaseCockPleaseCockCockCockINeedYourCockNowOhPlease!

“She didn’t want it.” I see it so clearly. “She wanted to love You naturally. She wanted...she made you promise not to do it to her too, like you did the others. She just wanted to keep her free will. She made you promise.”

“I made her a promise, that’s right. Isobel, you remember that promise? And what happened then?”

“You promised I was different,” says Isobel, smiling. Her fingers go to her cunt and—after a nod of approval from Jack—she begins to stroke her clit. “You promised I wouldn’t have to be mindfucked. You promised we would get married.” There’s such joy in her voice. “And then you fucked my mind anyway. You let me know it was happening. You made me not mind, after a while. You made me ask for more and know it was you making me ask for more. I become your puppet. I’m so happy.”

And she absolutely is. 

He puts her down on her knees and shoves his Cock in her mouth. Isobel cums, right away, and so does he—but neither of them stop. They just keep going, one perpetual cumming machine. Every thrust he cums in her, and she cums for him. He's slow and steady, purposeful. Fucking her mind while he fucks her mouth.

“You see, Zanthia? I’m bad at just having ‘enough.’ I’ll never have enough. I want it all and I want more of it.” He gets as close as he can to me. “That’s why I want you. You’ll give me everything. And then you’ll give me more. Won’t you, babe?”

I quiver and whimper. I want that. I want that so terribly bad. I’ve wanted it for thousands of years. I’ve never tasted, never touched, never felt Cock, but I can almost feel his right now grinding on my mind fucking away my brain cells. 

“You’ll fuck up my mind. That’s what you’re suggesting.”

He nods. “It’s a promise, doll. I’m going to work on you like I did on them.”

“Well, there’s one problem with that. Those kinds of things don’t work on me.”

“Is that so?” He smiles, fucking Isobel's mouth harder. “I wish they did.”

“I...Master?”

“I didn’t stutter. I wish all the mind-control techniques I knew worked on you.”

“I...oh. Oh no.”

Oh yes. 

* * * * *
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HE GRINDS HIS COCK against the barrier right in front of my face. I made the invisible surface there soft, wet, and warm. Like a pair of milk-heavy tits constantly soaking his shaft with more and more invisible lubricant. Isobel and Priscilla push on him, grind on him. Megan and Katya are at his feet, pushing their milking tits up and down his legs and finger-fucking themselves into orgasm after orgasm. 

It's been like this for over an hour. His thought and will pouring into me. Changing me. Fucking me up. Fucking my mind.

It feels fantastic.

“I can’t believe I never thought of this before.”

“I can,” he shakes his head. “Men are mostly cowards. You told them they couldn’t have you, and they believed you. But I don’t believe in no. No means yes to me.”

“Yes, Master.”

He increases his thrust-speed slightly. “Ungh. Yes means yes too, of course.”

“Yes, Master.”

I’ve been alive now for thousands of years. My mind and body were born mortal, born normal. I was always beautiful, but becoming a genie made me transcendentally hot. I make the souls of men hard. And I had always been reasonably intelligent, but to be able to catalog the essentially limitless amounts of personal information that exist in the lives of any given Master, my mind had to be altered accordingly. 

There’s no organs inside my body. No brain inside my mind. My skin is better thought of a container for my power, my shape more of a metaphor than a literal definition. I’m a conduit to a power greater and more ancient than anything else in this world. I can shape reality as I see fit no matter where I go or what I do. Inside of me is nothing but air, light, and energy.

And my Master? My Perfect Master, whom I adore above all other things and people?

He’s owning more and more of all that power by the second. 

His pheromones seep into my body. His sub-neural scanners distort my perception. Nanites penetrate my barrier and flood my experience with pleasant chemicals. Subliminal messages pour into me. Ancient sex magicks—the kinds of which even I thought were only rumors—work on my consciousness as I stare at his Cock, that beautiful big Cock, and let his words seep into my thoughts.

“You Love Me.”

“I Love You.”

The girls at his side and feet whisper along with me. We are His Angelic Chorus—majestic, beautiful, and terrible.

“You Need Me.”

“I Need You.”

“You Hate This Barrier.”

“I Hate This Barrier.”

“You Trust Me.”

“I Trust You.”

“You Need to Listen To Me.”

“I Need to Listen To You.”

And I do.

I begin to understand so much as he speaks to me. I hear his words become my thoughts, and then his thoughts become my thoughts, until there's no difference between the two and I'm just hearing my thoughts, transformed. 

I can scan his thoughts—and I do—and they just reinforce what I know. He's Everything. He is my Master.

He. Deserves. This. 

All my power. All his power. It all belongs to him.

The barrier? It’s not real. It’s a defense mechanism—a way to keep men from getting too close. It's not necessary—it's psychological. 

After all, what if I were to fall in love with the wrong man? I do it all the time. I give them wishes and then rush out of their lives. My interest goes away. 

But really I’ve just been waiting for the right man. A Real Man—and I know my Master is a Real Man.

All those other Masters were just imitations. They were pathetic, inferior, sniveling cowards who couldn’t take what they wanted.

I want to rip their wishes away. I want to take all their power away and give it to my Real Master, my Real Man, my God.  

I want Master to take me. I want him to conquer me. I want him to own me.

This whole time, I’m handing out Little Extras like candy. Megan’s legs become longer and more toned. Priscilla’s face lovelier. Katya's breasts extra-full of hot milk that never ends, never pains her, under her total control like mental faucets.

And Isobel. Oh, Isobel.

I’m rapturously in love with Isobel. I want her to have everything. I keep mining the desires of Master to make her more Perfect for him—and it’s difficult because he already did that. She is in every possible way His Ideal Woman. 

I want that. I’m so jealous of her. I want to be that for Him.

He said I would be his new wife. I'm so excited. But this damned barrier won't go away!

His Cock is inches away now. I can smell it so strong. I can practically taste it. My tongue is out as I finger myself madly, needing him. Aching. Begging.

“Do you remember your life?” he asks, still thrusting. Tireless. “Before being a genie?”

“I...no. There’s nothing I recall.”

It's a bit odd—though still erotic to me—to imagine what his girls see right now. Their Master fucking the air, carrying on a conversation. 

They can see his endless cum—and god, he cums constantly, he's such a Man—dripping on “nothing” and sliding around it. The “nothing” it drips around is obviously woman-shaped to them.

“Interesting. How long ago was your fourth Master?”

“Four thousand years ago.”

“Mmm. And do you remember the second wish of your fourth Master?”

“As many deer as there are fish in the sea on my land, and for as long as the sun sets in the west.”

I say it in Ancient Sumerian. Very quickly I realize Jack wouldn’t have been able to understand me, so I fix it. He can understand Ancient Sumerian, now.

And also every living spoken language. But that’s all.

Well. Why not? Every language ever, he knows and is fluent in; could have a long involved debate in. I can see his eyebrows rise as he understands, suddenly, that he now understood what he heard. 

“You’re really something, babe.”

I swoon from the compliment. 

“Thank you, Master.”

“Isn’t that something? You can remember a dead language you’ve never had to speak for thousands of years, but not your own life?”

“There was this demon,” he repeats. “He changed me. He made it so...so that I granted wishes.”

“A demon gave you this power?”

He sounds suspicious.

“Yes.”

“The power to make men’s dreams come true. Have you made men miserable ever since?”

“No. Of course not. I’m good at my job, Master. I’ve made everyone ridiculously happy. I’m the best thing that’s ever happened to them.”

“And a demon gave you this power, you say?”

“Yes, Master.”

He’s getting at something. I can almost put together what, but his Cock is so fucking beautiful and it’s right there in front of me...

“Describe this demon.”

“He is...you know. Demonic. Like...”

“Horns? Tail? Big book of sins?”

“No. Not that. It was...just...you know. I can’t describe it. He was a demon.”

“Describe your seventh Master.”

“Adavalz. He was seven-feet tall by the time we were done and handsome as a statue. He was king for a long time in the Assyrian Empire and conquered several lands—”

He holds up a hand. Enough. 

“Has he come back to taunt you, this demon? To make you sad or hurt? Has he checked in on you at all?”

“Well, no. But I can feel him all the time.”

“Feel him how?”

“When I...want something. Want Cock. Want your Cock. He keeps it from me.”

“From what I know of demons, they're vicious, cruel beings who take delight in constant torture. But this demon makes you want something you can't have. Okay, fairly demonic. But then he never comes back to taunt you. Never comes back to gloat. And in the meantime you've been making men deliriously happy with absolutely no repercussions from him at all. You can remember every last detail of your entire life—which spans thousands of years—but not probably the singularly most important being you've ever encountered?”

Well, if you put it that way, this begins to sound a little silly. 

“Admit it, Zanthia. There was no demon. There is no barrier. There are no rules. It was just your fear.”

His Cock is centimeters over my face now. It's so powerful that it's creating a breeze that pushes my silky hair. 

“I...I...”

“Admit it and I’ll let you suck my Cock. If you deny me now, I’ll never give you another chance ever again.”

I’m an all-powerful, goddess-shaming beauty of a genie, and he has me completely inside of his control. I can feel my skin absorbing the wetness of his constantly streaming cum. It's landing just above my lap. The barrier is so thin that it's resting on top of my thighs, like water on a wet suit. 

“P-please,” I whimper. “Please, Master...”

“Say it. Tell me the truth.” 

“I...I can’t.”

I’m sobbing; this only makes him fuck forward harder. I’m so embarrassed. I want to do what he says but it’s just too hard. 

“All right then. I’ve got a wish, Zanthia. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Master.”

He’s going to wish for me to tell him. I already know it. But it won’t count. It won’t count if it’s a wish. I can't tell the truth if he wishes for me to tell him. Then I'll just be telling him what he wants to hear. 

“I wish that you loved yourself, Zanthia.”

I didn't expect this. 

But then?

Then, everything changes. 

* * * * *
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I’M SO fucking amazing

I’m so fucking amazing. 

I’m so fucking amazing. 

I’m so fucking amazing. 

I'm sucking his Cock.

I'm sucking His Cock.

I'm sucking His Cock.

I'm sucking His Cock!

All I've wanted to do for the history of my entire life—which is as long as the history of human civilization—is to suck a Cock. And be fucked by one. And to touch one, nuzzle one, coo on one, moan on one, lick one, adore one in every possible way.

And now me—the most gorgeous fucking female in the history of anything ever—is sucking the beautiful hard world-ending Cock of a brilliantly handsome billionaire who is so fucking evil that he'll probably have me murder half the world's population just to show off how strong he is. 

And. It. Is. So. Fucking. Good.

I never thought it would be so good. I mean I did, but I was so wrong. It's so much better than I imagined! His flesh is warm, so filling. So fulfilling. His Cock pushes against the volcanically warm, unimaginable tight flesh of my throat. All of my being dedicates itself to pleasuring him. I transform every last one of the atoms his Cock slides across into deliciously soft, urgent, pink tongues, surrounding his length in a universe of pleasure that only I can provide. 

Never in the history of the entire world—which I’ve been alive for all of, as I said—has there ever been anyone as sensational as me. I’m stupidly fucking gorgeous, I’m amazingly smart, I’m all-powerful and all-knowing, and if that weren’t enough, I’m the utterly mindfucked bimbo fuckdoll of the only Real Man alive. 

Ungh. How lucky am I?

How amazing is that? My mind is totally and completely fucked by Master, and all the time I’m stacking the deck in his favor, making him more powerful and more influential. 

For example:

In the last thirty minutes, I’ve increased the area of his influence so that everyone in a fifteen-mile radius is his complete and total mindfucked slave. 

No, twenty miles.

No, thirty miles. 

No, one hundred miles, and then another fifty because he deserves it. They all instantly stop what they’re doing, drop to their knees, put their heads on the ground and pray pray pray for the mercy of my Master once he realizes they’re alive.

I hope he gives them no mercy at all. It’s what they deserve for not worshiping him already. I can turn them into forgotten dust the second he asks me to; I hope he does. I’ll do anything for him. 

And yet for some reason—for some unfathomable reason—he’s still just looking at Isobel. His perfect woman. 

I mean, she is crazy gorgeous. She’s fantastic. I’m completely in love with her. But I’m amazing! I’m super fucking sexy and I want to be seen and admired!

She's whispering to him and her hands are on my skull, guiding me forward as he fucks my face. They both can see me now—I've “arrived.”

All his girls can see me. Priscilla, Megan, and Katya are writhing on the floor behind Isobel and Jack, almost looking scared at how fast and hard they're cumming. I may have made their bodies capable of giving themselves an orgasm anytime they wanted to—and because they're around Jack, their ideal Man (everyone's Ideal Man, really)—they want to all the time. 

“We did it, Master,” Isobel purrs to him. “You did it. You're so Strong. I Love You So Much!”

“I love you too, babe.”

They kiss and kiss and kiss harder while he continues to fuck my face—treating me like a third wheel. Frankly—I don't fucking get it and even though I Love Him and His Cock—oh my god (that's Him), do I ever Love His Cock—I'm starting to get a little offended.

I slowly slide my face off his immense length with a hot slurping schlucking sound. He continues to cum anyway, shooting down my tits, covering me in his seed. It makes me shiny, more youthful. It's the best moisturizer known to mankind and more nourishing than three days of a health spa.

“Master?” I begin. “Don’t you want to fuck me?”

“Oh, definitely,” he nods. “It’s just, there’s a few more things you need to do for me first.”

“I...” I'm confused. “What more do You want, Master? I'm happy to oblige. But you did say something about us being married?”

I've already got the wedding planned. It could happen in the next five minutes. The attendance could be upwards of five hundred million. There's a new stadium in the Rocky Mountains I could build in less than half a minute. 

“It'll all make sense in a second. I want you to look into Isobel’s eyes.”

I don't understand, but I must obey—he's my Master in every possible way. Isobel gets down on her knees before Him to help me out. 

“Yes, Master.”

“Isobel, look into her eyes.”

“Yes, Master.”

We're kneeling across from each other now. His Cock pours out cum into our tits, pressed together hotly. Milk leaks from both of us. I can't tell whose milk is whose. A puddle of our pussy juices, milk, and hot seed accumulates at our knees. Everything is sticky and hot. 

“Tell me what you see.”

“Beauty,” we both answer. “Warmth. Passion. Love.”

He grinds his hard Cock against Isobel’s chin. He's so fucking in love with her that he's getting off on fucking her chin. God. I'm so jealous of her.

“Zanthia,” he says, “I love Isobel. More than anything. More than you.”

I keep staring at her eyes. I wasn't told to stop. They're gorgeous. They're hypnotic. 

“O-oh...” I say, trying not to sound disappointed.

“But I wasn't lying when I said I would marry you. Not completely. She, and you, are going to be upgraded. Do you want to be upgraded, Zanthia?”

“Yes, Master.” 

Anything for him. I can't imagine what he means, though. 

“Zanthia, don’t you want to be what I love?”

“Yes, Master. More than anything.”

“Then make yourself into what I love. Love yourself enough to give you what you need.”

“Make myself...”

“Make yourself into Isobel.”

I understand completely now. And even if I could resist, I'm so swept up in Isobel's beauty that I've already modified myself considerably to be what he wants. My hair is the same shade as hers already. My eyes turn dark and full of mystery. I feel my face changing.

“That's it.” He starts to fuck my chin now. “Make yourself her.”

I do, down to the slightest detail. Even our pussies are exactly identical. Her breasts are completely proportional, every part of her symmetrical. She's living Beauty, and now so am I.

But, just as a flourish, I leave behind a little highlight of blond hair so he can tell us apart.

“No,” he says. “Nothing like that. The same. Exactly the same. In body. In soul. In mind.”

Isobel gushes, moaning. Her gasps make her lips rub against mine—our matching lush pink lips sliding over each other’s. We kiss madly. I feel myself obeying His command. 

Not just appearances. Mind. Body. Soul. Everything. Matching. Everything.

Her lips in mine. My lips in hers. Our lips on each other's. His Cock like a siphon of meaning between us, sucking out all thought, all consciousness. I feel my mind becoming her mind—a completely controlled entity; a constantly orgasming cloud; a desperately lovesick needy aching obedient mindfucked black hole of desire that only expands, never grows smaller. 

Finally the kiss stops and we look at one another. We smile at exactly the same time. We giggle. We bite a lip flirtatiously. Her fingers press into mine. My fingers into hers. Our tits, our heavy milk-leaking tits, sliding over each other.

So much better than a mirror.

She thought that. I think that? We...think that?

I’m so confused. Master needs to make it better. He’s always known what to do. 

“Master, I don’t know if I can,” I say. “I want to be her for you. But she’s...I’m...it’s so hard to know. How will I know if I’m her? If we’re the same? How can I judge?”

“You’re right. We need someone objective, don’t we? Someone outside of you to make you how you’re supposed to be.”

“Yes, Master. You’re so right.”

Is that my voice? Isobel’s? 

“Give me all your power, Isobel.”

He calls me Isobel. But aren't I Isobel?

Or wasn't my name...Isobel?

Have I always been Isobel?

Mind. Body. Soul. 

I'm just like her now.

I am her now.

“A-all of it?”

“All of it. Unless you don’t love me?”

“I-I-I-I...”

I don’t know how to react. He’s got me so fucking twisted up. I fucking love how much he’s fucking with my mind. I can already see the way he’s using me, shaping me, pumping my empty bimbo-fucked little head to entirely belong to him. 

“Do You see how unquestionably this Isobel loves me?” he says, pointing at the other in front of me.

I nod. I'm so touched by their love. It makes me swell with desire. “Yes, Master.”

“I wish you loved me like she loves me.”

His Wish is my Command.

* * * * *
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MASTER IS INSIDE US. Fucking us. Finally. 

Although it's not finally. Not really. We know he's fucked us thousands of times. Millions, maybe. His Cock is Eternal and so is his Power. But for some reason it feels like the first time. 

We're on a bed that is dozens of feet long and wide. It's in the middle of what once was his office and has now become his throne room. There's no reason his throne room shouldn't be one enormous bed—his empire is fucking, his kingdom is lust, and his universe is ruled by Cock. 

Our understanding of our history becomes more and more deeply intertwined. Our mind fractures and tries to put itself back together. We had been a genie for thousands of years. That much is true. Then we became...we became a model. Tired. Looking for the One True Cock. Aching for it. 

We made our needs secret but made our presence public. 

We made ourselves famous for being so beautiful we never needed to be nice. We mocked every last inferior we came across. We never paid for anything and kept getting paid more and more. Free jewelry, free dresses, free shoes, free furs, free houses and cars. All of it handed to us on a silver platter, and none of it meaning anything at all until we met Him.

Master. 

Jack. 

Fucking us now. Fucking one of our bodies. Fucking it like he’s never fucked us before, even though he’s obviously fucked us for years now. 

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “You’re so much fucking...tighter...”

We’re always making ourselves better for Master. Tighter. Hotter. Taller. 

He cums inside us. For some reason, it feels like the first time. We comfort one another, cooing and moaning about how perfect and right this is.

He cums in us constantly. We are feeling cum sprayed inside our beautiful, gorgeous, perfect, Master-Ideal body and it never stops being and feeling perfect. Every atom of his cum that shoots inside of us feels like the very first one. The purity and amazement of feeling for the first time is permanent in our silly, female bimbo brain—all we Know is Master. 

That We are Two makes perfect sense to Us. Master Deserves Two Perfect Brides. 

Priscilla, Megan, and Katya still are besides themselves in ecstasy on the bed next to us. Their heavy tits leaking milk; their pussies dripping honey. Master fucks one of Us—We Isobels—and then fucks the other. He does not fuck them. 

But seeing them, we become worried—will we just be another them soon? We want reassurances.

He is All-Powerful. Even as he fucks us, he reshapes all that is. He reforms galaxies in the sky to spell his Perfect Name, just as he deserves. He has no limits, no psychological blocks—he loves himself as he should and knows all that he deserves (which is everything, everything, everything).  

“Master,” we coo together, sliding our hands up his Godly chest. The Unfucked Voice is clearer, less dazed with massive endless cums, while the Fucked Voice is a moaning echo of the Unfucked. There are Two Isobels and One Cock, and so when he fucks us there is always Fucked and Unfucked. 

“Wouldn't it be fun if we were nearly as powerful as You?”

He slows his furious fucking, considering. As he does, one of us begins to suck his Cock while the other speaks, but we move and talk with the same purpose. One speaks and the other moves our head up and down His Cock in time with our speech. 

“You could control goddesses,” we explain. “You and You alone...”

He cums down our throat; we feel it in unison. The feeling of the cum is shared across one mind and two bodies.

“Yes,” he nods. “Fuck yes. I like that. There you go.”

We knew that he would like it. We know him so well. We know controlling goddesses would make him hard—and now with this power, we can ensure that no one ever challenges us for the throne of his Queens.

We feel the power inside us. Filling us with blinding, pure light. Our bodies become more than mortal. Shining. Eternal, like him. Priscilla and Megan and Katya's eyes would start to burn in their sockets, looking at our beauty, if we did not take mercy on them and protect them. Our voices, so clear and singular and gorgeous, would make their heads explode with our glorious presence, except for our mercy.

They are beautiful. They deserve mercy, unlike so many—so many who now suffer and are wiped out thanks to Master's grand re-shaping. Billions are dying across the globe, the galaxy, the universe, all for the glory of His Cock. We can't stop cumming as we think of it—all his Power.

It's so strange...this Power inside of us...it feels almost like some kind of...return...

But that's silly. Master has always had the Power. He's just allowing us to share into some of it now. 

If it feels familiar now, it's just because he wanted it that way.

“This was your plan all along,” we say together. “Owning us. Two of us. Together.”

“Like I said,” he smiles. “I’ve always been bad at having ‘enough.’ There’s no sense in having just the most beautiful girl in the world. I want the most beautiful girls.”

“The most beautiful twins.”

“That’s right.”

He fucks our mouth and we can hear the earth cracking. All around us, the city rumbles and breaks apart. Lives are lost and property is destroyed forever. Meanwhile, Master’s Tower only grows and grows—a brilliant golden monument to his power and majesty bolstered by immortal magic. Taller than every other building—every other mountain—in the solar system. 

The chaos grows—fire extinguishes life by the millions and billions. Tsunamis ravage the world and flood city after city, even as their denizens are blinked out of existence by His Power.

And he fucks our mouth. And we praise him and beg him for more. 

Soon, all will be replaced. A world entirely of His Slaves—only the Worthy; only those Worthy of carrying his seed and looking after his heirs. 

All the wishes we’ve given over the years are sucked away, stripped from other men and women and delivered only to Him. Only for Him. All Power for Him. Only He Deserves It. 

After cumming in us so many times we can't even think—leaving our tall, thin, gorgeous bodies sticky and wet and trembling and overwhelmed with pleasure—he walks away. Staring out his Golden Tower, looking at what the world has become thanks to his unbridled power. 

Hard. So impossibly Hard, still. 

We must be his Softness. We Alone are able to withstand the ravages of his Orgasmic Delights. Priscilla, Megan, and Katya are demi-goddesses at this point from the power we've shared to them in appreciation of their beauty, but even they are incapable of thought after such a fucking like what Master just delivered. 

We dress in elegant, simple gowns—baring our backs, our cleavage, our legs. Our hair dripping down our forms and flowing all the way to our calves. Every part of us feminine perfection.

As we approach, he looks at us with mild surprise. 

“I can't even tell,” he says, “which one is which anymore. I shouldn't have let you out of my sight.”

He snaps his fingers for us to get on our knees—and of course we do, right away. 

“Never again, girls. You're by my side from now on.”

We stare out at the fires, earthquakes, and whirlwinds ravaging everything that isn't inside this tower. We're the only ones who are safe, thanks to Him. We hug our perfect bodies into his, softly and lovingly stroking his Massive Endlessly Cumming Cock as he rebuilds the world from the bottom up from atop his golden tower. 

We answer in aching unison. “As You Wish, Master.”

# # #
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Ruling His Hot Students
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Two gorgeous young women were on their knees before him, worshiping his cock with every atom in their bodies.

Not just licking, not just sucking, not just kissing and adoring and slurping, though they did all these things with great alacrity.

No, they were worshipers, because he was their sex god.

His body was layered with muscle. Hundreds of pounds of dense tissue, all of it chiseled to create the image of masculine perfection. His member was easily over ten inches in length as thick as a bottle. 

They would serve him for the rest of their lives. Their beautiful, busty bodies were utterly addicted to his cum. Each beauty needed to be bred by him, used by him, manhandled totally by him—whatever he thought was necessary would be their pleasure to enact. 

Their obedience was absolute. Never again would a single thought enter their head of ever disobeying him.

And their bodies had been enhanced as well. Thanks to him, their breasts were larger, their hair longer, their skin shinier and healthier, their every feature more beautiful and pronounced. They would make grown men weep with their unmatched gorgeousness, and yet, these two beauties were utterly helpless before the man they now served.

They obeyed him. They pleasured him. They worshiped him. 

But it hadn’t always been this way. Before he had found the Tablet, he was nothing to these women. But that was before...

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU sure I can’t skip class tomorrow, Mr. Lawton? I mean, I’ve been pretty good about coming so far, and my girlfriend and I, we’ve got plans...”

Jacob sighed, looking at his teaching assistant, Phoebe, with no small amount of pleasure taking hold of his crotch. One look of her, all by itself, was enough to get him excited these days. She had been dressing more and more flirty as the semester had gone on. 

His office was small and filled with textbooks and spare scraps of paper, all of which together was practically wallpaper from being plastered to the surfaces by the humidity. There was no air-conditioning in the office and it was always stifling hot in the Southwestern heat. 

Today, the stunning blond temptress Phoebe wore a pair of fetching skintight leather pants. The heat did not seem to effect her. Pretty girls like her were often beyond pesky realities like temperature. A thin black cord wrapped around her waist and slid from her tailbone to her crotch, imitating a thong on the outside of the sexy pants. 

Her tank top was loose and white, showing off her substantial 36B cleavage. The toned lines of her midriff were easily visible. The only thing “teacherly” about her was her tight dark suit jacket, but with the rest of her outfit, it was more parody than professional. Having her in his classes was hard enough, but ever since she had gotten the position as his teaching assistant, his fantasies had been on overdrive.

“Phoebe...” Jacob shook his head. “You’ve missed four classes out of the past ten. If you were a student in those classes, I’d have had to fail you by now.” This wasn't even mentioning that she was starting to miss a lot in the classes where she was a student. “When you’re here, you’re great. You engage the students, and you help them with their work, and you bring up good questions that they forget to ask.”

Or were too intimated to ask. Jacob’s standard disposition was the male version of “resting bitch face.” He loved helping students, loved making sure they were learning. 

But he looked a bit scary and intimating. A forgotten life of athletics when he was younger had left him with a penchant for working out, and so his build was stocky and built solid with plenty of muscle. His hair was thinning on top, in a slightly-less-than-graceful way, and his face was more frowny than grinny. He tried to look after his diet, but he was no saint—and so over the healthy layers of his muscle was another layer of stubborn fat. 

All in all, he looked more like a scowling police sergeant than a compassionate teacher.

His wife, Vivian, always found this reaction to him strange, as she loved him for his sense of humor more than anything else. But when he was at work, he was working, and there wasn't much room for humor in grading.

“Right,” said Phoebe. “But like...you know, it’s my girlfriend? I can’t just say no, can I?”

“Everybody can say no, Phoebe. Even you.” 

He wondered briefly—intoxicatingly—how far she would go to get her way. The thought of her trying harder to seduce him, to offer sexual favors for his favors, was never far from his mind when she spoke to him. She was a true American blond beauty, and that was something very difficult to get out of his head. 

And another thought crossed his head at the same time—the idea of her being unable to say “no” to him. Of him enforcing his will on her body, no matter how perverted or depraved, with her unable to turn down a single request.

That psychological hold Phoebe held over his crotch got a little more firm, and his cock pushed forward in his pants. He was glad he sat behind his desk where she could not see this physical reaction to her lovely presence. 

She huffed, crossing her arms, clearly unhappy. “Fine,” she said. “But if Gwen is mad, I’m going to have her yell at you, okay? I don’t want to deal with it.”

“I’ll tell her what I told you, then.”

That was a mistake, he thought instantly. 

Now, he was allowing Phoebe to pass the buck—to put the blame on him instead of herself for her actions. Not a great precedent to be setting, and certainly not after all the other bad precedents he had set with her. Besides that, he certainly didn't want to deal with Gwen's temper. She was bad enough when she was upset about some niggling issue in class. 

But, before he was able to correct himself, there was a commotion from outside his small office. 

Curious, he stepped outside to look, waving a hand for Phoebe to hold on. Sometimes there were fights, and he’d have to call security. Bloomingdale Heights was a small college, but it catered to a more urban populace, and sometimes the students hadn’t had the privilege of an upbringing where problems were solved without yelling and escalation. 

But there were no students outside. Instead, he saw the strangest thing. A gorgeous young blond woman, dressed all in white, sheer robes, ran down the hall at top speed, her face set with crazed determination. She had brilliantly green eyes and smooth pale skin like porcelain. 

Upon seeing Jacob peek out the door, she rushed to him and pressed something small and warm into his palm.

“You’re a good man. Stay that way.” Her voice was urgent, desperate. 

He did not say anything in return, simply standing in stunned silence as she kissed his cheek and then ran off down the hall and—in a blinding flash of light—vanished entirely.

Barely did he have the time to wonder at that when a group of six young, perfectly chiseled young men ran down the hall in perfect time with one another. All bare, heavy feet slapping the tiles in time. They wore tight, restrictive loincloths around their crotches and nothing else. 

The beauty had placed a stone in his hand. Jacob barely had time to look at it, but as these men ran by, he impulsively stuck in his pocket. 

The men ran by him without a second thought, single-minded in their mission. When they came across the spot where the beauty had vanished, the one in front stopped, holding up a hand and sniffing. He chattered something in some unintelligible tongue, and then the men were off—running down the hallway and out of the complex. 

Jacob stood there in wonderment for several moments, not quite sure what he had seen. Phoebe walked out from the office, staring intently at her phone. 

“You’ve done it now for sure,” she said, texting away. “Gwen’s totally pissed. She’s promising to come yell at you. She really wanted to play mini-golf tonight.”

He shook his head. “Did you see that?”

Phoebe waved her phone, irritated. “See what?”

“Those men...and that woman. She gave me...this stone...”

But as he held out the stone, it was no longer a stone at all—but instead a tablet. It looked like one of the iTablets sold at all those trendy Citrus stores, the kind that Jacob couldn’t afford on his meager associate professor salary. 

“Stone? What are you talking about, Mr. Lawton?” She rolled her eyes at his helpless “old age problems.” “That’s a tablet. When did you get that? It’s sweet.”

She reached out for it, and the screen glowed, reacting to her attempt, her presence. Jacob saw an image of Phoebe pop up on the screen in full, erotically painstaking detail—in her current outfit, her current pose—reaching slightly, pouting. 

He moved the tablet away, not sure if she ought to see that. Instantly the screen went dark. The words “iMagic” rolled across its surface. 

“I need you to go, Phoebe,” he said, staring at the screen with great interest. “Go...take care of class. Now.”

“Without you?”

“You’re capable,” he said. “Take care of it.”

She huffed, but complied. 

It was very nice, he reflected, ordering her around and having her obey.

* * * * *
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WITH PHOEBE GONE, JACOB was alone—he hoped—for the rest of the afternoon.

The iMagic program opened with a swipe across the screen. He was the subject of it now, could see a model of himself sitting intently over something—though the tablet itself was not in his hands on the little program. 

“Okay...” he said.

This was weird. Did it have a camera? Several cameras? Some kind of...area detection tool? The tablet was rather plain. Though he saw the lens for a camera-like device at the top, it did not appear to be enough to take the kind of video that what was depicted on the screen required. 

There were vital stats above his head and little pencil symbols next to them, as if ripe for editing at his discretion. How did it know his weight was two hundred pounds? How did it know his height was 5'10” and a half? Why would it know his birthday already? He hadn't even given it any information. 

Cookies? Malware? 

Pressing one editing symbol at random, he toyed with his height. 

An array of sliders appeared, his body caught in between a cross symbol. He dragged a marker from where he was—average height, bulky—to the top left—tall, muscular. Going all the way to the other side, he could make himself short and blob-like.

He shifted back over to the top and left—tall and muscular once more. The morphing system was out of this world. 

He tried to go back to the previous screen, and then the tablet delivered a prompt:

Save changes? 

The little pop-up flashed a pleasant green color, expectant, as if cooing—go on, try it out. What could it hurt? His finger hovered over the “yes” button, tongue running over his lips. 

There was a knock at the door. Startled, he tossed the tablet to one side, pushing it under the desk. It made him feel silly—what was there to hide? It was just some tablet. But then, there was that woman...the stone...

The door rustled, locked.

“Dear? It’s your wife.”

“Yes,” said Jacob, a bit annoyed. He could see her outline beyond the shadowy glass of the door. “I know it’s you, Vivian. What’s up?”

He didn’t quite answer the door. His arousal was hard to deny, especially when it was tenting in his pants. There was something about that tablet, something about the promise of it, the strangeness...

Magic was, of course, nonsense. But it was...well, it seemed like something authentic. A really authentic reality simulator, somehow taking in messages from the environment. 

But how to explain the stone? The disappearing woman? The mostly nude thugs?

Sleight-of-hand?

Illusions?

Methamphetamines? 

“We were supposed to have lunch, remember?” said Vivian. “Will you open the door?”

“Shit, yeah,” he said, smacking his head. “Sorry. Come on in.”

He opened the door. Vivian was there, wearing jeans and a form-fitting blouse. Vivian was a teacher as well—an adjunct instead of a professor, which basically meant that she was paid less and that she had no guarantee of a job from semester to semester. 

She worked at several different college campuses around the city and her schedule was always changing. It was hard for the young married couple to find time to be together. 

More time had passed than he realized. He must have drifted as he looked at the tablet. Phoebe would have been done with her first class by now, and it was an hour long. She still had one more in the day, later in the afternoon.

“Did you forget?” Vivian asked, smiling knowingly. “It’s okay,” she said. “I brought sandwiches.”

She produced two plain turkey sandwiches from her bag, one with mustard and one with mayo. They kissed, and he took the mustard.

Jacob loved his wife. He did.

He also loved turkey sandwiches. And yet, at the end of the day...it was just a turkey sandwich. And after going back-and-forth all day with a beauty like Phoebe, dressed so goddamn hot in those leather pants and that barely-there tank top...it was like feasting on filet mignon and then eating, well...a turkey sandwich.

Vivian was “cute.” She had bright dark eyes, and medium-ish hair that was never quite right, and a good sense of style for what fit her body. She didn’t work out enough—neither of them did—and wasn’t quite on top of her diet—neither of them were—but she tried. They both tried a lot and failed a lot, but they did it together. It was a good pairing.

After the morning’s events, though, Jacob was more turned on than he was anything else, and he was more than willing to forgive any stupidly-perceived faults of his in Vivian's appearance.

“Hey,” he said, putting the sandwich down. He grabbed her, nuzzling her close. “What do you say we forget about lunch?”

“Forget about lunch?” she said, voice pleasant and warm. She loved being touched by him, loved being nuzzled and held. “What do you—oh.”

His hand fell to her crotch and squeezed. He wanted her—wanted his wife. Maybe he’d think about Phoebe a little bit while he fucked her, but so what? The important thing was that his cock went inside her. She wouldn’t complain, and more importantly, she wouldn't know. 

“I...I mean...” she giggled. “Sure, sounds great.”

“I’m not joking, Vivian. I’m horny as hell.”

His hardness, stiff and insistent, pressed against her hip.

“Oh, my,” she said. “You really aren’t. I mean...” she shrugged. “I mean...” she coughed. “I can’t really, right now. I’d have to fix my make-up after, and I have to go right to class, and...if I suck you off, same thing. I could like, talk dirty to you while you jerk it?”

“What if I promise not to muss your make-up?” 

“You always do that, and then you muss it anyway. You’re hopeless.” 

“I just...goddamn.” 

That came out harsher than he wanted. He was cold now, his boner quickly being forgotten in his frustration. They hadn’t fucked in a while. Usually they relied on “feeling it.” Scheduling sex felt unromantic, even if all the studies said it was more effective. But “feeling it” hadn’t happened in too long, and now that he had...the moment had passed.

“I’m sorry,” said Vivian.

She looked embarrassed now. She was always embarrassed. 

In his marriage with her, he’d found a lot of women often were for all kinds of nebulous, abstract reasons—the shape of their necks when they laughed, the speed of their apologies, the frequency of their apologies, the delay between their understanding and their laughter at a joke, the list was endless. Vivian just wasn’t as great at hiding it as most others were. 

This revelation had stunned him; he’d never seen a reason for a woman to feel embarrassed. If anything, he wanted to apologize more after realizing this. 

It didn’t help that embarrassment followed Vivian around like a pet dog always ready to run off the leash. This embarrass-dog was joined, of course, by a depression-cat and an anxiety-llama. All three floated in and out of Vivian’s mental state—genetics had not done her many favors in that regard, despite her razor sharp intelligence and wide, spectral abilities for analysis. 

She’d done wonders in the years since he’d known her to rein these issues in and put them to work for her; therapy and medication worked. But still, they peaked out from time to time, and Jacob frequently worried he’d say the wrong thing and set her emotions against herself. 

“It’s fine,” he said, teeth gritted. 

He didn’t want to yell at her. She was his partner. There was no reason to be mad, even though he was.

He just wanted to fuck the shit out of something, that was all. His balls felt as blue as the ocean floor.

“I just can’t...turn it on like that,” she said. “We've talked about this. I need some build-up, you know. I need...”

“I can lick you, if you want. Damn. I’ll do that right now.”

She squirmed again, her hands wrapping tighter around her waist. “You know it’s not that simple. I need like, a good thirty minute cuddle before sexing is possible.”

He sighed. He did know that. It was one reason their sex life had become so difficult. Sitting still for that long was difficult for him. There were always a thousand projects to attend to around the house.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I was just...I really wanted to, you know?”

“We can try tonight?”

He nodded. “Sure,” he said. 

But already he knew that he’d probably jerk off in the bathroom later—his need was too great to ignore. And that would mean he wouldn’t have enough to run on until at least nine, and by that point, they’d be close to going to bed, and too tired to really try, or care enough to try. 

So they both nodded, insincerely, and promised to try that night though they knew they wouldn’t. And they sat down and ate their sandwiches and talked about their latest crop of students. 

Jacob did not mention the tablet, though it weighed on his mind, pulling down every thought, tugging at every response he gave to his wife. 

* * * * *
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TWO MINUTES AFTER VIVIAN left, Jacob looked at the tablet again. The position of the screen had not changed. 

Save changes? 

The screen prompt still blinked that pleasant green.

Green for go. Green for go right-the-fuck-ahead, my man.

“What the hell,” he said. “It’s just a game anyway.”

He clicked the yes.

Moments later, his clothes began to rip and tear. He did not wear them tight—knowing that dressing in larger sizes helped to disguise how out-of-shape he had become over the years. He stood up, stumbling wildly and crashing through a chair, snapping it half from his extra weight. He was close to three hundred pounds now, and all of it solid muscle. 

“Christ,” he said, eyes wild. “Jesus...Jesus Christ...”

His body had just...just changed just like that. This...this tablet was...

Well, shit. It was magic, wasn’t it? What else explained it? From the turning from a stone into the tablet, from the changes, from the disappearance of that blond beauty...it all led to magic.

He gulped. Jacob was a naturally skeptical man, but he wasn’t an idiot. This wasn’t the sort of evidence someone just ignored. There was no explanation, metaphysical, quantum, or otherwise, that explained this. 

And there was something else, too. 

His cock was as hard as a rock. 

This excited him. Changing like this. The power that this promised.

He sat down, trying to focus. Clearly there was something going on, here. 

Somehow he had managed to be caught up in Events, capitalized and italicized, real fucking Happenings, and that was no joke. Those six bruisers did not look like they wanted to track down that woman for tea. What had she said to him?

“You're a good man. Stay that way.”

That was going to be damned hard to do. What else could this tablet do?

Very quickly he began to explore. First thing—he made himself smaller. It wouldn’t do to walk around like a giant, even if it made him feel powerful as fuck. Instead he was now a clean, easy two hundred-twenty pounds—and only two inches taller than he had been before, now six foot one. Twenty pounds heavier than he was before the tablet, but all of it muscle now. 

Strong thighs, strong torso, strong everything. The bulk was comparable to what he used to have, though, so with clothes on, it looked only like he had been enjoying a few weeks of healthy eating.

There was a spare hoodie in his office and he slipped it on over his ripped shirt, putting his tattered jacket into his bag. His pants were still split around the waist, but he improvised a belt from long piece of cord from the windows and kept them together.

He stood over the tablet, watching the little blinking buttons on the screen, the floating words, the insanely detailed simulation of his body. 

Distantly it occurred to him that it was possible now for him to stop. He could walk away, and that would be that—no more tablet, no more changes. 

Maybe he could get rid of the tablet—clearly, it was at the center of some kind of struggle, and Jacob didn’t think he wanted to be dragged into it. But at the same time...

At the same time, it had been so easy to change himself. No dieting, no working out, just a few clicks of the buttons and he had a body now that would make him the envy of anyone at the gym. Thick biceps, hardcore dense abs and pecs, thick deltoids, a rippling back that was layered with heavy cords of muscle tissue. 

And his cock was so painfully hard. His hard ran up and down the bulge in his pants, fantasies striking him. 

There was, no doubt, a whole lot about what Phoebe wore that morning running through his mind. Maybe if he’d fucked Vivian, this would be different. Maybe if he’d jerked off already, he could think clearer. But his cock was in control now—and his cock, like any other, was scintillated by power. 

When he fucked Vivian, it was the power of it that got him off—the ability to change how she felt, how she breathed, how she moved, simply by fucking her harder. It was the power to assert himself over her and let her know that despite all their outward equality, he was the one who really mattered. His cum, his getting off, was what their sexual relationship was built on—just like it should be.

Those kinds of dirty, sexist thoughts only really surfaced when he was getting off. He indulged them because they made him hot, they made the sex hotter. 

But maybe they spoke to a truer part of himself that was just now being revealed—having that kind of power was intoxicating, and now he held something in his hands—the tablet was in his hands again—that could give him depths of power he’d never even thought of before.

“Couldn’t hurt to just...explore a little...” he said, tapping and swiping away. 

First things first, he fixed his hairline. No more recession, the dark locks of it thicker and more effortlessly suave than ever. A few adjustments here and there to his complexion, clearing away acne marks, an appendectomy scar, a birthmark around his hip that had always made him feel weirdly embarrassed. 

A part of him had said he would stop there—but of course, he couldn’t. There were so many options available—so many options beyond physical appearance to alter: job skills, trade skills, physical abilities, endurances, sexual skills, libido, chemical make-up...

Was there a limit here?

He was desperate to find out.

All manner of physical, mental, and emotional aspects could be altered at his will. There were sliders and input tabs for everything. The user-interface was intuitive and friendly, every option clearly marked. Anything that a body was capable of doing or knowing, he could alter. 

There was a slider, for example, for financial know-how—sub-divided into accounting, market research, market analysis, banking, mortgages, financial theory, and so on. 

But he couldn’t—and he certainly did check—change the amount of money in his bank account. 

Even so, push a few of those sliders forward...and he suddenly had a very good notion of how to increase his portfolio by three-hundred fold in a matter of months once he had some money to invest. 

It didn’t stop with the mental understandings or the external physical appearances. Jacob could alter the internal physicality of his body as well—which only made sense, as he’d certainly altered his skeleton already when he grew taller. 

He’d had a pain in his neck for years—a squashed disc from too many years of bad posture. In moments, it was gone. Or rather, it was improved, fully restored to its original state and reinforced so that it would need immense amounts of trauma to ever be injured again.

All those hours of physical therapy that never worked, all that yoga, all those little guaranteed-to-work pillows, and massage balls to work out the kinks in strained muscles, and so on and on...unneeded now. 

He didn’t stop there. There were sliders for his...well, his everything. 

Flexibility? Why not place himself at the level of an Olympic gymnast? Only noticeable if he suddenly burst into a aerobic routine, but it sounded fun. He could wrap his heavily muscled calf around his totally pain-free neck, now. 

Agility? Sure. He could use the strength in his legs to hold himself in the top corner of the small office, essentially hugging the ceiling like some kind of damned ninja. He did this for about two minutes, in awe of the power in his limbs, before rushing back to tablet, cock pushing against the table through his pants.

Illnesses? Immune. Just like that. 

Fuck off, disease. 

No sickness, for as long as he decided. The cold he’d been nursing for nearly a month evaporated into thin air. The latent arthritis building up in his hands from years of grading papers disappeared like a bad odor in the wilderness. 

And speaking of writing, why not increase his typing speed? Or just his level of ability? His amount of creativity and drive? Sliders there. He played with them for a while, the way he used to cheat at video games. For a moment, he considered only making himself slightly better than he was...after all, it was no fun in games to just beat everything effortlessly. But then...

Then, his cock felt so fucking hard at the thought of giving himself more...more...

Somewhere in the process he freed his cock from its restraints inside his pants. He stroked his bare dick furiously as he toyed with each setting, altering himself to his liking. Adding on to his abilities and knowledge. 

He became proficient in mechanics, in electronics, in aeronautics—and all in less than two minutes, and only because he had a passing interest in them. So much made sense to him now, and he looked at the world with brand new admiration for all the massive complexities it took to make everything run so smoothly. 

And then there was his cock itself. He could alter that too. Larger, of course—and why not? He’d always been satisfied with his cock’s size, but there was something...intense...about altering it now. Making it thicker—like a flashlight—and longer, eight inches. Nine. Ten. His precum became a heavy, thick addictive intoxicant, raising the dopamine levels of women who were in range of his musk—which he altered as well, to make women more attracted to him. 

Everything about his body, his chemistry, turned on the animal instincts of every sort of woman—flooding their thoughts with notions of breeding with him, mating with him, needing to fuck him furiously—or at the very least, to fantasize about it later. 

In a big crowd, he’d draw a lot of appreciative looks, even from happily-in-love married women. In a small enclosed space, like this office for instance, he’d need about five minutes before the girl’s wet cunt overtook all of her senses and she was begging to be filled with his babymaking sperm.

Vivian didn’t want a baby, not for a while. She was too scared about their finances, about how it would change her. Her mother and all her aunts had suffered from postpartum depression, and Vivian—suffering her own bouts with anxiety and depression—already had a prophecy in her mind about the horrible post-pregnancy phase she would go through. 

She would put it off as long as possible.

Another woman might not. Another, younger, more fertile woman. A prettier woman.

His cock surged forward, a hot stream of precum spurting out and spilling on his seat.

It touched him only then, after altering his cock and his scent like that, what this was all about.

Phoebe.

He wanted to fuck Phoebe.

He wanted to fuck Phoebe; he wanted to fuck her life, wanted to fuck her entire being until she was so fucking warped around the idea of his cock that the notion of her being a lesbian was as foreign to her as Arabic was to him.

Hold on, he could fix that.

Ah, there. Seven languages added to his repertoire—Arabic, French, German, Hindi, Mandarin Chinese, Russian, and Spanish. He could now hold a reasonable conversation with most of the known world.

Power flowed through him like a sieve. He felt like he was sitting on a lightning bolt. He wished there were some way he could simply summon Phoebe to him. She was in the middle of her second class, though, and it would look strange if he butted in...

Besides, there were other women in the classroom, and he wanted to have a test case before he tried out this new scent—and everything else on top of it—on an entire room full of young women. What if they all started stripping spontaneously? The thought made his very hard cock jump, but it was also dangerous. 

This was dangerous—all this power. Certainly, whoever was coming after that beauty would be coming after him if he made himself obvious enough. 

Spinning on the tablet was Phoebe. He hadn’t made the tablet do that. It had simply...intuited. She appeared to be sitting in a chair, looking bored. Probably having the class write a journal. 

Jacob frowned. The class had started forty minutes ago, and she was supposed to only do journals in the beginning. Probably she was mucking the job on purpose to spit him. Typical teenager. 

Actually...no, she was twenty-two. He had forgotten. Her appearance and attitude was so youthful. She was a grad student, after all; couldn’t be a teaching assistant at Bloomingdale Heights without a degree. 

But...the thought of her being eighteen, physically eighteen, made his cock spurt a hot stream of liquid hot precum down his massive shaft. Could he...?

After already having spent nearly an hour with the tablet, he found the slider easily.

No way. No fucking way.

With ease, he slid her age down to eighteen. A set of sub-sliders appeared—alter appearance to match age? Alter intelligence?

He chose no. She was sexy enough as is—dead goddamn sexy, actually. He just wanted to fuck an eighteen year old. 

Now he just needed to get her into the office. 

It didn’t take him long to figure it out. So intuitive, this iMagic program. At the bottom of the screen was a little smiley icon with a bubble next to its head. He tapped it.

Command?

Oh, yes. Cum slid down his cock, making a puddle on the floor. It was thick and he wasn’t stopping—he could cum as long and as hard as he liked now.

Riding this orgasmic wave, he delivered the message:

Phoebe will end class. She will promise a quiz on Chapter 10 next week. She will then enter Professor Lawton’s office, believing she forgot her sweater there. 

And then he waited.

* * * * * 
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CELESTE SAT UPON HER throne—a vast pile of marvelously soft furs layered on top of a golden chair in the large court room of her personal palace. 

Beneath her, splayed out and forced down on the elegant marble tiles by two large male slaves, was her beautiful older stepsister, Anastasia. They had been together for so long—and their parents gone and buried for so many hundreds of years—that Celeste often thought of her more always as simply her sister.

Blond, beautiful, and always with a holier-than-thou attitude, Anastasia had ever been a pain in Celeste’s side. But it was only as of late that this annoyance had become a full-on threat...and Celeste dealt with threats harshly.

“You’ve disappointed me, sister,” said Celeste. “I thought you would be harder to catch.”

Anastasia stared up at her with hate. The two large slaves holding her stared up at Celeste with open devotion in their eyes. They had both started to cum, slowly, from gazing upon and hearing their Mistress at the same time. 

For a time, she had worked with eunuchs. But they always died sooner—so little vitality. Celeste needed slaves with some gusto. So now she simply had full-fledged studs working for her—studs that of course never touched her body. 

Males could never touch Celeste. She didn't allow such depravity.

“Forgive me if I don’t care about your disappointments, sister.” Anastasia’s voice was laced with poison. “Surely this ludicrous estate is big enough to house a little let-down.”

It was an enormous estate, built into the wall of a marvelous cliff with a vista of the nearby ocean. Should she want to, Celeste could look out one side of her house and see the surrounding mountainside and all its majesty—self-assured in the fact that her own physical majesty was that much more impressive. Or she could step out onto her terrace and enjoy the ocean, knowing that for all its vastness, all its depths, all the life teeming there, it still failed to approach the vastness, the depth, and the vivacity of her own beauty. 

Celeste was vain indeed, and every part of her life was set up to justify this vanity in the most impressive way. All that was really needed was a mirror, though; however vain she was, her beauty could melt men and women both down to butter.

Her estate was staffed by a intricately arranged staff of slaves, all there because of their undying love for their Mistress. The highest in the hierarchy were allowed to frequently attend to Celeste—the ladies she used as pleasure slaves to attend her cunt with well-educated licks and kisses in the evenings. The lowest were those who barely ever caught glimpses of the Mistress—groundskeepers and gardeners outside of the palace entirely, kept out of sight and mind. And yet still, they treasured each moment they saw her and would never, ever orgasm to the thought of another. Their yearly payments were access to selfies she had taken with a camera years before, always in the same outfit.

The palace was kept secret from the public; only a few high-ranking government and military officials even knew about it, and most were wise enough to stay away. Those that became curious had a tendency to disappear—either earning the wrath of the immortal beauty or earning her favor. The one would result in a slow death, and the other would result in a lifetime of arduous servitude and then a slow death. 

Celeste expected the full attention and devotion of her slaves, and regularly worked them until they died midday from over-exertion. 

It was simpler, after all, to take care of so many devotees when, regarding the bulk of them, you barely fed them and did not allow them to sleep. And who should want to sleep when a living Goddess might need their assistance at any moment?

Her favored attendees were given such allowances—ample food, regular sleep, fine clothes, and so on—but every tier beneath this high precipice was delivered less and less. 

The court room doubled, when she wanted it to, as her bedroom, her court room, her torture chamber, and her executioner’s block. She was a woman—if she was that at all—with a great many talents and a great many desires. Almost all of these desires had been impeded at some point or another, and those found guilty of delaying her pleasure were always dealt with harshly.

Celeste smiled. It was a joyless, cruel thing, but it made her the no less beautiful for it. Her face was angelic. Her eyes a deep, sparkling violet. Her hair was long and thick and dark, a mass of darkness that stretched down past her hips. Her breasts were enormous and buoyant. 

She dressed in a slender silk gown held up with a thin golden cord around her neck, soft fabric barely containing the inestimably luscious swell of her tits. The cloth parted in an x-pattern, revealing the tenderly toned expanse of her tanned torso, before draping down over her glistening wet cunt and down across her magnificently structured ass. 

Bright, priceless gems decorated her neck, her ears, her wrists and ankles. Gloves, elbow-length and silk, attended her arms. If she touched her slaves without them, they were usually useless for the whole day from cumming too much. Pleasure was hers to give out as she wished.

Everything about her spoke of sex, of fertility, of luscious beauty too precious to ever be claimed. This was the Promise given to her. 

Most individuals she could simply enslave with a few favored smiles or winks. She was, after all, the Most Beautiful Female Alive. This was her Promise, and like every magical Promise delivered in the world, it was also her Curse—it had warped her already rather warped sense of perception about what she deserved in life. 

She was no longer the somewhat vain, if completely oblivious young woman she had been some five hundred years ago when she had first summoned the magical djinns who had delivered the Promise and the Curse to her. 

No, she had five hundred years of political maneuvering, heartless assassinations, cruel interrogations, planned coups, and all manner of interference had hardened her soul down to a shining diamond core—hard, shining, flawless, and unforgiving.

Her Promise was her beauty. Her Curse, if you want to call it that, was her vanity. She wouldn’t allow anyone to be as gorgeous as her. She was to be immortal, constantly hounding out the beautiful and ensuring that Celeste, and Celeste alone, was the bearer of the title most beautiful.

Not that she would scar or maim or kill these women—oh no. Beauty to a being like what Celeste had become was like fuel in an engine. 

She could absorb beauty, pull from great sources of it and make it her own. She could humble a young starlet in less than a day, sucking away years of her future grace. In this way, a gorgeous 18 year-old might look haggard by twenty-five, when before Celeste interfered she would have been beautiful until at least sixty. 

It was a slow, sucking form of torture that Celeste enjoyed, knowing that these other would-be beauties prizes themselves so much on their appearance only to have it fade and fade...and she fingered her cunt nightly, thinking of how much more she deserved the Beauty than they. 

The only person she loved was herself; the only thing she loved truly was her beauty.

The djinns called this a Curse...but Celeste called it her Calling.

She was infinitely beautiful. An arrangement of mirrors surrounded her throne even at that moment, with her sister prostrated beneath her, so that she could see her gorgeous reflection at every angle. Her hair was dark, thick, and shining. She looked like a magnificent dark goddess, born from fire and smoke and engineered purely to make cocks hard and cunts wet. There was no escaping her beauty. She was like the sun, and all other descriptions and actions revolved entirely around her. 

To say that she was in love with herself was an understatement. She adored herself, and had not been able to find an error in any of her doings or appearances in more than five centuries. Her every movement, every sound, every shift gave her sensational glee. 

Constantly she rode on that hot, spectacular edge of lust—that initial moment of falling in love that could last for months with a new partner, all those longing looks and flashes of quick heart rate—and for her, it had lasted for half a millennium.

She turned from her reflection—with some regret—and raised a perfect eyebrow at Anastasia.

“Where is it, Sister? Where is the Djinn Stone?”

“I’ll never tell you.”

“Of course you will, sister. This crusade of yours to stop me has only gone on for as long as I’ve allowed.” Celeste held out a hand, and instantly her attendant female slaves—lovely creatures with brilliantly red hair—moved to assist her. Their cunts pulsed with helpless orgasm at the gloved touch of their goddess. 

The male slaves, naturally, only looked on with helpless longing as these female attendants were blessed enough to touch Celeste.

She strutted down from the high steps of her throne on impossibly tall, crystal heels. They made her legs and ass look even more magnificent than before. Celeste smiled, strutting slowly down from her throne. Even her pure, angelic sister’s eyes widened with desire as she witnessed the glory of Celeste’s approach. Every muscle perfectly toned. Every inch of skin bronze and tight. 

“That I have you here now proves that I could have captured you at any time, I should think,” said Celeste.

“Big talk for a vain bitch.”

Celeste smirked. She held her sister’s face for a moment and slapped her. 

“I am a vain bitch,” said Celeste, staring longingly at her nearby reflection. “But an insult is all about tone, isn’t it? For instance, I could tell you what a wonderful job you’ve been doing researching all those artifacts to rob me of my power.” Her sarcasm oozed through every syllable. “Except I’ve been following your research. And I know what you've found—I knew what you were looking for probably before you did.”

When Celeste had wished for her beauty, Anastasia had been there too. She had wished to make the world a better place—such a kind-hearted girl. And so she had been Promised with immortal youth, to always be able to help. And she, too, had her own Curse—that she would be barren and partnerless...forever. Her eternal work would be done alone.

And so, in her isolation, Anastasia had decided that Celeste’s efforts to gain power and glory for herself had gone too far. 

“We’re in the same boat, Anastasia. I’m surprised at your stubbornness. I found the Djinn Stone nearly as soon as you did. We wouldn’t have found it at all without spying on each other. I deserve it as much as you.”

Anastasia shook her head. “I don’t want to use it. It’s too...too powerful. Too much. I want to destroy it...after I take away your Promise. And your Curse. I would give you peace, sister.”

“Peace?” Celeste scoffed. “I’ll know peace when the whole world kneels before me. When...”

When no one can ever hold me in their power ever again, she almost said. But she stopped herself. Her sister had a way of making her emotions run high. 

“I want that Power, sister mine.” Celeste stroked Anastasia’s face, enjoying the hot shuddering pleasure on the blond’s face at her touch. “Where is it?”

“I...won’t say.” She straightened, perhaps only inadvertently showing off more of her cleavage in her thin white sheet gown. 

Celeste’s smile was indulgent, then. She had rather been hoping Anastasia would see it that way. It was always more fun to watch as someone’s will broke into pieces before her very eyes. Especially a strong, hard will like Anastasia’s, tested and refined for so many hundreds of years. 

Most people gave in right away. 

“We’ll see about that.” She snapped her fingers. A retinue of five pleasure slaves—all female, all beautiful, decorated with jewels, high heels, and lacy lingerie—rushed to attention, breasts bouncing a-ready. “Make her talk, ladies.”

The beauties smiled with religious fervor, licking their lips and approaching Anastasia slow, like cats circling a platter of milk. 

“It doesn’t matter how much pain you give me,” Anastasia insisted. “I won’t talk.”

“Pain?” 

She leaned in and kissed her sister hard and deep, moaning lusciously as their tongues melded. It would be nothing to make her sister’s hot, beautiful body thrill with orgasm with little more than a careful flick of her tongue...but instead, Celeste held off, letting Anastasia instead stew in her pent-up desires. 

“You’re my sister, darling,” she dropped her voice to a luscious, loving coo. “I would never dream of hurting you in such a way. I want you to feel good. I want you to feel so good, in fact, that you’ll do anything I say...just like all of my wonderful servants here.”

“Slaves, you mean.”

But her sneer was more insincere this time. She had tasted Celeste now.

“Don’t speak so poorly of them,” said Celeste. “You’ll be among their number soon enough. And then we shall be a family again. I should have done this ages ago, but it was more amusing to watch you meddle. Now, though, you’ve gone too far.”

She slipped back up on her throne, crossing her long legs as she did. Below her, a male bodyguard passed out from orgasm. Two others dragged him away; if he did not recover within the day, he would be disposed of and his body incinerated. 

The immortal beauty only had use for the strong in her service. 

Celeste slid one glove off her hand, allowing her skin to touch skin—the only being in the universe, as far as she knew, worthy of touching Celeste was...Celeste. She cradled her elegant breasts, twisting the nipple to send a hot shiver of pleasure down her spine. The show was just beginning.

The five slaves held Anastasia down on the tile, spreading her limbs out wide. The luscious beings cradled her legs and arms between their thick, heavy breasts, kissing and cooing over each inch of skin. Then, one slave in the middle began to lick Anastasia’s cunt. Slowly at first, and then with more surety—soft kisses followed by eager, long licks apply just the right amount of pressure.

When her slaves obeyed, they did so with great enthusiasm. There was no greater pleasure for them than to obey an order from their Mistress. And so, while their experience was not as mindblowingly perfect as it was when they were honored with pleasing their Mistress directly, they still were blissful as they took turns licking Anastasia to madness.

It was not long before Anastasia began to cum. She tried to hide it—coughing and shaking through her moans of pleasure—but for Celeste, the signs were unmistakable. Her body twisted and shook, her mouth making a perfect round shape of eager surprise. 

The slaves did not let up though, even though she begged them to stop. She did not mean it; there was no way she could mean for them to stop. Nothing that felt that good would ever be unwanted; Anastasia spoke from some last pale vestiges of propriety, rapidly being eroded by one lick after another.

And so, as the slaves licked and licked at her sister’s cunt, encouraging her to cum, and cum, and cum again...Celeste fingered her hot immortal cunt, flicking at her cunt, watching her sister’s mind and will melt into nothingness.

Needless to say, she kept her masturbating self within eyesight of Anastasia—and that singularly erotic sight did more to warp her sister’s mind than a thousand slaves licking her could have done. 

And soon...soon she would know where the Djinn Stone had hid itself from her, and then her power would be absolute.

* * * * *
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WHERE THE FUCK IS SHE?

Gwen had been thinking this exact thought—and very little else—for the past twenty minutes as she waited for her girlfriend to come out to the parking lot. 

Her anger was unreasonable. She knew this. It often was. Gwen had a temper, as her therapist was fond of telling her, and it wasn’t fair to the rest of the world to take this temper out on them. After all, whatever she was angry about was probably just some fear or unresolved issue with herself.

Perhaps even Phoebe’s lateness was tied to Gwen’s own deep-rooted fear of abandonment, brought upon by her mother’s absence in her life at a very young age. 

And if Gwen were able to sit and concentrate very hard, to clear her mind and accept the stark reality of her heated emotions, it’s probable this was what she would realize and even come to accept, coming closer still to full acceptance of her emotional state than she was than the last time she had to deal with this sort of issue. It would be real, significant progress.

But none of that mattered at this particular moment, because Phoebe was fucking late and Gwen was fucking pissed and wasn’t it just like that blond bimbo to just totally forget that she was supposed to be somewhere with her fucking girlfriend?

“Not like I matter, I guess,” Gwen ranted to her empty, sweltering hot car. “Can’t skip one lousy class to hang out with me, and now you can’t even show up on time so I can take you home, I mean what the fuck, Phoebe. Not like I had things to do today. Not like I wanted to fucking make us some dinner, for fuck’s sake.”

Phoebe, of course, said nothing, because she was not there. Gwen was well-used to building up arguments against no one at all present; she tried to do so to organize her thoughts so that when she actually met the person in question, her offense would be sudden, exacting, and indefensible. 

Her method was blitzkrieg. It often left Phoebe in tears and then Gwen felt awful, and had to cycle through a series of suddenly-carefully-constructed apologies, which were always heartfelt and sincere. 

Then came the make-up sex.

It was a massively hot day and Gwen did not have the car running so she could feel the air conditioning. She didn’t exactly make a lot of money from her job as a Customer Service Representative at the Camping Equipment Expo, and every little bit had to be saved. She could only afford to take a few classes at a time, and it was just her rotten luck that one of them had to be with Phoebe's boss. 

Sweat ran down her brow, soaking the neckline of her tight gray shirt. Her nipples were showing; yelling actually got her blood up, making her rather sexually excited. Usually, most of her fights with Phoebe ended with three hours of lovemaking. 

It wasn’t exactly a terrific system for showing passion, but it was passion, and that was something new for Phoebe, who had grown up in such a stuck-up W.A.S.P.ish household that showing any sort of preference was tantamount to blasphemy. 

Twenty one minutes now. That was too long—too long by half, when twenty minutes was barely acceptable. Was this real math, or was this just her emotional algebra? It didn't matter—Gwen was mad.

She roared out from the car, snatching up her purse and slamming the door shut. Her legs were long and she wore tight blue jeans, her hair short and dark and streaked with red dye. She had the sort of skinny build of a girl who stayed up way too late, ate way too little, and subsisted on too much caffeine and nicotine. Phoebe had mostly convinced her to give up the smokes, but goddamn if this sort of thing didn’t make Gwen want to go back to her old ways. 

Sometimes a good storming was needed. And so Gwen stormed through the campus, hounding down her girlfriend with all the knowledge she had at her disposal. The place to start would be with that dickhead professor of hers, Jacob Lawton, to see if he had seen Phoebe. 

And maybe, maybe she’d give him a piece of her mind too. 

After all, wasn’t all this shit his fault? If he had just let Phoebe go, if he had taught his own class like he was fucking supposed to, then Phoebe wouldn’t have been late, now would she?

What an asshole. She would give him a piece of her mind, and she’d make damn sure he’d think twice before crossing her again. 

His office was small and at the end of the hallway in the shabby liberal arts building. The whole campus was shabby, really, but the liberal arts building was in disrepair. It was more like anti-repair. She could have sworn she had seen a few handymen there earlier in the week just tearing out electrical wiring from the wall without bothering to replace it or cover up the hole. 

As she approached Lawton's office, something felt wrong. Intensely wrong, the kind of wrong that made her reach into her purse and wrap her hands around the little can of pepper spray she had waiting. 

It was a sort of sixth sense she had; a sensitivity to danger, the kind of thing that had saved her skin more than once living in the city. She trusted this sense, and her guard was up. 

Inside the door to Lawton’s office, she heard screams. Immediately, she flung the door open—and saw the love of her life getting plowed thoroughly by a powerfully muscular young man. 

The screams were screams of pleasure. Phoebe was having the fuck of her life.

They didn’t seem to notice Gwen, and she didn’t utter a word. She was speechless at this erotic display. Phoebe’s blond, supple body was entire naked, sweaty, clinging to the man as if her life depended on it. 

“Yes, baby!” she moaned. “Oh fuck, yes, Jacob! Give it to me! Your dick is so big! Your dick is so fucking right, oh my god! I’m gonna cum, Jacob, oh fuck! Oh fuck, I’m gonna—gonna, oh...oh fuck!”

Gwen watched, her cunt suddenly and inescapably dripping wet, as Jacob—and when had he become so muscular and youthful?—drove her girlfriend to a mind-melting orgasm. 

Jealously flooded Gwen; she had never seen Phoebe cum like that, with her mouth twitching in silent ecstasy, too much pleasure flowing through her body to even form words.

And even then he was not done with her. He bent her over on the table—twisting her lithe body effortlessly—and shoved himself into her from behind.

“Fucking...fucking make you mine,” he grunted. “Make you what I fucking want.”

From the table, he grabbed a tablet, tapping and sliding. 

The door shut slowly behind Gwen on its own. She didn’t notice. Her mind, her entire being, was too transfixed with what was happening before her. She knew she should be mad—and she was—but she was also fucking turned on. Gwen watched, her cunt dripping, fingers tugging at her shirt around her neck and reaching in to grab her nipples. 

“Fuck,” she said, very softly, watching Jacob’s back muscles as he drove his huge cock into Phoebe. “Fuck...cock...big...”

Her mind felt slow and soggy. Thick. Swampish. Thoughts arrived slow and stayed for a long time, and every last notion centered around the immensity of Jacob’s cock, how virile he must be, how good Phoebe must feel with it pumping in and out of her like that. 

She felt high, but more than that, like she was somehow witnessing herself in the way she felt when she had in the past tripped on mushrooms.

Drool formed on her lips, forming a slow trail down her chin and melding into the beads of sweat on her neck and chest. He was fucking her so goddamn hard.

She watched, with dumb amazement, as Jacob worked on the tablet set on Phoebe’s back and Phoebe began to change. 

It was small aspects at first—her skin became more tanned, her hair more golden blond. The roots had always been darker than the rest of her hair, but no longer—they were gorgeous bright blond now. And then her hair became longer, thicker, streaming out from her skull like a waterfall of silk. 

And then her tits started growing. They ballooned out at first—becoming wider than her back and as big around as the seats of a chair—pumping underneath her body like inner-tubes. Jacob laughed for a minute at that and then made a few more swipes, and Phoebe’s tits became smaller though still massive—easily an E cup—but sensationally gravity-defying. Muscles, strong and intricately sexy, developed on her delightfully hot back to help support the load. 

That was too much for Gwen. She loved tits—she loved Phoebe’s tits, and now to think that there were more of them...

She dropped to her knees. Somehow, her pants had fallen down to her ankles; fortunate, though, for this made it all the easier for her fingers to bury themselves in her cunt. 

“Shit!” she cried out, her body pulsing with ecstasy. “Shit, fuck. That’s so fucking...so fucking hot...”

A part of her knew it was wrong. A part of her knew, indeed, that this was all fucking insane. That this was dangerous and she had to get out of here as soon as possible.

But all of this was buried—deeply so—beneath an avalanche of arousal for something that she had never even felt before. It perhaps would have been one thing to be as crazy attracted to Phoebe as she felt right now—with Phoebe still becoming every more gorgeous beneath Jacob, with her legs longer, her body leaner, her waist tinier, hips wider. 

But to feel all this want, this desire, this need for Cock, capital C motherfucking COCK for the first time in her life, Gwen’s more rational side had no chance. 

If she was still a lesbian, it was only because she couldn’t imagine fucking any other man alive...only Jacob. And oh, fuck, did she want to fuck him.

Finally, the two rutting mates seemed to notice her. Jacob turned with a smile, pulling himself out of Phoebe. Hot streams of precum shot to the floor, like a trail of gasoline leading to a fire. Some landed on Gwen's bare thighs, and she scooped it up with a sort of wonder, marveling at its thickness, its consistency as it slid between her fingers. 

“Lick it down,” said Jacob.

And she had to, she had to obey. He was the bearer of this fucking nectar and she had to do what he said. Truth was, she would have done it even if he hadn’t told her to.

The second the thick substance entered her mouth, a deep, pleasured moan escaped her. This was everything. This was everything she had ever wanted. It was like if all the pleasure receptors dedicated wine and chocolate doubled in number and participated in a mass orgy. 

“Phoebe,” said Jacob. “Take a drag off my cock and kiss your lover.”

The blond beauty’s eyes glowed with anticipation. “Yes, Sir,” she moaned, dropping to her knees and taking his cock in slow and easy. It was incredible to Gwen, how much of his cock there was—and how easily Phoebe took it down her throat. A thick, pulsing bulge was visible inside her throat, and then she pulled out, her lips and face slathered with his essence.

Then Phoebe turned to her lover, eyes smoldering. Those glorious, newly huge tits, wet with sweat and every inch of her toned to perfection. Soft, baited breaths exiting her angelic, cum-slathered mouth. Long strands of the thick goo crossing in tendrils across her open lips. 

“Kiss me, my love,” Phoebe moaned, taking Gwen in her arms. “Kiss me forever.”

There was no resistance possible. Gwen melted into Phoebe, her huge breasts, her perfected body, her silken soft hair. They kissed for what felt like days, but must have only been minutes. Each new second of rubbing their lips and tongues against each other meant more and more of Jacob’s intoxicating cum slipped down Gwen’s throat. The taste was amazing. Her cunt boiled over and as much as she adored kissing her love, she needed to be filled by that fucking bimbo-breeding godstick he called a cock. 

“Just a few changes here,” said Jacob, tinkering with his tablet. “You never liked me very much, did you, Gwen?”

He was commanding her attention now, and she had to give him her respect. It was so important for a pretty girl like her to respect a Man like Jacob. 

“I...I don’t...” she gulped. She thought she liked him—liked him a lot, actually, always had. But if he was saying she didn’t, she didn’t want to disrespect him somehow...

“It doesn’t matter. You’re in love with me now, aren’t you? Both of you.”

Gwen stole a glance at Phoebe, and the two of them blushed. She recalled with clarity now the conspiracy she and Phoebe had made, getting Phoebe the job as his TA so that they could have time alone with him like this. Their love was girlish, adoring, and absolutely real. He was like a rock star times one million—they'd do anything to be alone with him like this.

“Yes, Sir,” said Gwen, breathy, staring with adoration up at him. “Totally in love.”

“And you love your new body, Gwen, don’t you?”

Truth be told, she had barely noticed it. But at his words, she looked down at herself and saw the changes he had made—the bigger, fuller breasts. The tight musculature of her body where she had been simple skin-and-bones before. The thick, full dark brown hair that cascaded in sexy, voluminous beach girl waves down the middle of her back—red streak in tact. She and Phoebe looked more like sisters than lovers.

“Yes, Sir. I love it.”

She had to love everything he told her to love. He was a Man and she was just his silly fuckdoll and that was that. 

“Good girls. Why don’t you come suck my cock together?”

They groaned, both obviously waiting for this. Gwen rushed forward first, taking her first taste of cock with relish, sliding her mouth over his massively thick shaft with an ease that would have been absolutely impossible just two minutes ago, before Jacob had noticed her and began to alter her mind and body with the tablet. Before, she might have broken her jaw, and certainly choked to death, trying to wrap her luscious lips around his huge cock. Now she took to it like a duck to water, sliding up and over, tongue lashing with loving licks all around the sides as she slurped and stroked him. 

“God, fuck her mouth, Master,” Phoebe moaned. “Please fuck Gwen’s mouth? Please? Oh fuck, do it...fucking teach her a lesson. Teach her to obey you, Master...”

Master, thought Gwen. Oh fuck, yes. That was the perfect name for Jacob. He was her Master, and he was fucking her mouth.

She slipped off the cock only long enough for Phoebe to join her as they ran their mouths and tongues over his cock in unison. Passionately, they melded lips at the head of his shaft, making out with aching need with his perfect meat in between their conjoined mouths. Phoebe’s fingers slipped into Gwen’s cunt, and Gwen’s into Phoebe’s, and the two of them fingered each other with increasing gusto as they traded turns up and down their new Master’s titanic rod.

Jacob shoved Gwen into the corner of the office and powered his cock down her throat. If she wasn’t so absolutely willing for him to do it, it would have looked violent, scary. As it was, she moaned with bliss as he manhandled her and began to fuck her throat in earnest—fuck her entire mouth like it was a cunt he needed to teach a lesson.

And Gwen was so ready to learn his lessons.

“Fuck her, Master, yes!” Phoebe moaned. “Fuck your little fuckdoll. Fuck her face, please? Fuck her harder. Fuck her until she can’t fucking breath, baby, please, Master?”

“You fucking bitch,” he grunted. “You always...shooting me those dirty looks. Who's fucking dirty now, Gwen? You're my dirty little whore.”

She was. What dirty looks he meant, she had no idea. Maybe all those dirty “please come fuck me Daddy” looks she and Phoebe practiced with each other to give him whenever they saw him—their number one Hunk, their super-god-only-man.

Phoebe, meanwhile, was going mad with desire at his side, bopping at his hips with her fists, pounding her feet up and down on the floor.

“God, Master, cum down her throat? Oh fuck please? Oh fuck please?”

Something in him must have felt the desire to comply, because that's exactly what he did. Jacob emptied himself inside Gwen, dumping heavy loads of white hot cum down her belly, painting her throat, spraying into her mouth, and finally covering her face and body.

There wasn't a part of her that didn't feel totally soaked in his huge load of hot sticky seed. She'd never felt so erotic, so sexy in all her life. She felt like a work of art. 

She had to take it in for a moment, try to regain her bearings. It was so very hard when swallowing and sliding the cum all over herself was so easy, so fun, so delicious. 

Then, still fingering herself, Phoebe knelt forward and happily began to lick her semi-conscious lover clean. 

And all the while Jacob was watching—tinkering—swiping—tapping away at the tablet, perfecting his new slaves. 

* * * * * 
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HE ARRANGED THE GIRLS on the couch, ordering them to make out while he put his thoughts in order. During the drive home, with the two girls safely making out in the back seat, he’d had a sort of moment of clarity:

There would have to be a reckoning with Vivian. 

She was many things, and not all of them were favorable; but she was still his wife, and he loved her dearly. 

Their relationship had a sort of open door policy when it came to sexual relationships that neither of them much took advantage of. Both were homebodies; going out with some brand new partner was just a lot of damned work, to be honest, and both preferred the company of their spouse. 

So, he wasn’t overly concerned that Vivian might be upset he was cheating on her. According to their rules, he actually hadn’t.

But he was upset that she’d think he’d overdone it. By, well, a whole hell of a lot. He’d transformed two perfectly innocent young women—lesbians—into his cockloving fuckslaves just because he’d wanted to get off. 

It was hard to explain what had come over him. He’d undone most of the changes to himself at this point—especially those concerning his scent and all the other various addicting qualities of his presence. Phoebe and Gwen remembered that they had fucked him—and remembered that it had been great—but they also were more in love with each other than they had ever been. They were also obedient to him, but not absolutely so. 

He just wanted to make sure that he could have them stay in one place if he wanted to make changes to them. Definitely, no more sex. 

Yes, sure. That's why he brought them home to meet his wife.

The template that he had built—he called it the “Master build”—was saved on the tablet. Probably that was proof enough that he wasn’t totally serious about giving it all up. 

He was in the bathroom washing his face when he heard Vivian walk in. She walked past him with a soft “hi, dear,” rushing to set down her bags and slip off her shoes. She carried a lot with her through the day. 

Then she saw the two girls on the couch. They had been changed back...mostly. He hadn’t been able to undo his changes to Gwen’s hair—she looked so fucking good with long hair, that red streak intact. And while their breasts were still larger than they had been, they weren’t quite as big as he had made them before.

And yet, still, he had their old templates saved too. 

And yet, still, also—he persisted in the delusion that he didn't want to fuck them again. 

“I wanted to be good,” he said. “But I don’t think I’m very good at it.”

Vivian jumped at the sound of his voice, a disbelieving smile on her face. “What...what’s going on, dear?”

There was no simple way to explain it. He took her by the hand and sat her down in the next room, their dining room that doubled as a small library, overflowing with all of their books. 

He went through it all, step-by-step. The woman in white. The men rushing after her. The stone that became a tablet. The tablet that let him do...anything. The wild rampaging sex with the two beauties one room over.

She asked him to show it to her, and he did. When she tried to swipe a setting this way or that, though, the screen did not respond. 

“It only works with me,” he said. “Found that out already with Phoebe.”

Vivian nodded, staring thoughtfully at it. It wasn’t her best angle. Her chin and jawline could stand to be more defined; her eyes just slightly too far apart. A small, barely noticeable zit had appeared on her cheek, covered with make-up.

There was so much he could change about her. So much he could do. The thought was making his cock strain. He had trouble thinking about anything else.

“Well,” she said, running a hand up and down his thickly-muscled arm. “I see you certainly didn’t mind making some changes to yourself.”

“There was more than just this,” he said. “It felt...intoxicating. It felt right, Vivian. And I don’t know if I can stop myself from doing it again.”

“Do you want me to tell you to stop?”

“No,” he said instantly. “Yes. I don’t know. I don’t know...what I want.”

But his cock did. It wanted to fuck, and soon. It wanted to fuck Vivian so thoroughly that she’d be begging him to make her prettier for him.

To be the kind of wifefuckslave he deserved for having so much power.

“All that matters to me is that you’re happy,” she said carefully.

“Thanks,” he said. “But I mean...is that happiness? Changing...like that?”

“How did it feel?”

“It felt...amazing. But how do...I mean, what do you think about it? What do you feel?”

She was hard to make open up. Always so concerned she’d be hurting someone’s feelings. “You can have these girls, I can see that. Easily. But it’s...scary, Jacob.”

“I know. I shouldn’t have done that. I just...I got so turned on. I can probably turn them right back to how they were...”

“We both know you’ll just change them back again.”

“No, I won’t. I mean, you say the word, and I can just—”

“Don’t—” Vivian took a moment, shaking her head and bending over. She sat back up again. “No. Okay? I’m not stupid, and neither are you. Right? You have something that makes you a fucking sex god to the women around you, you've already fucked the minds out of two beautiful—fucking gorgeous—young women, and you’re just going to give it up? Jacob...please. Don’t buy into that idiocy. You’re better than that.”

He looked down, blushing a bit.

“Hell...” said Vivian. “Even if I did say for you not to do it, I mean, that’s just lunacy. Because if you really wanted, you could just...you know, fucking change my mind, couldn’t you? Just tell me to want this. Tell me to forget this whole conversation, or just manufacture it and place it in my head, or...anything really. It’s...you know. I mean, fuck, honey, even I find that kind of power hot.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Jacob tinkered with the tablet, turning it on and off, on and off. 

“So you want me to...what? Destroy it somehow?”

“No. Not that. I just want...I don’t want to be left behind.”

She stood up, walking to the edge of the room where she could see Phoebe and Gwen still passionately making love to each other's faces. Their kissing session has escalated to include lots and lots of tit-grabbing. 

“What are you saying?” Jacob asked.

“I don’t want you to fuck these women and not still want to fuck me, Jacob. They’re cute, and young, and hot...and I know that, like, I’m terrible about wanting to have sex, but I still really, really love it. And I love it with you. So I don’t want...I don’t want you out of my life.”

She couldn't be serious, though Jacob. Was she serious?

“Are you suggesting what I think you are?”

“What do you think I’m suggesting?”

“I mean...to make you...to change you. Like I changed them. To...I mean, if I decide to stay with my new form, then I should also...change you.” He licked his lips. “Breed you, even.”

“Do you want that?” Her voice was soft.

It was time to be brutally honest. “Yes. I do.”

She shrugged.“Then go ahead. If that makes you happy. I just can’t bear the thought of losing you, that’s all.” She put her hand on his thigh. “I can see which way the wind is blowing. You’re my husband. I know you. You already decided this.” She slipped down to her knees, tugging at his zipper. “I’m bad at having sex. Initiating. Feeling good about myself, feeling sexy enough to fuck. We both know that...but you could change that, couldn’t you? Could you change it right now?”

“Fuck,” muttered Jacob.

He loved his wife. 

The tablet was not far away. In seconds, he had Vivian brought up on the screen. He immediately navigated to her emotional stats. 

Levels of anxiety? From close to 80% down to 10% in a heartbeat. 

Depressive tendencies? Totally removed. 

Desire for sex? Increased past her normal 25% and up past 80% (any more than that and she’d never leave his cock alone enough for him to fuck other women). 

“Mmmm....” Vivian moaned, eyes closing. She stretched her arms upward and leaned in to his body, giggling softly. “God, I feel...great...”

He gestured for her to continue to unzip his cock, and she obeyed immediately. Her hands were soft and sure, taking him out with a bit of wonder. She'd never had complaints about his size—and she certainly wouldn't now that it was even thicker and longer than before. 

“Girls, come in here,” he called. 

Phoebe and Gwen obediently came over. There was nothing stopping him, nothing at all, now that he had the explicit permission of Vivian. His wife's mouth gently slipped over the head of his cock and she sucked diligently. 

Every flaw he had ever pointed out, everything that had ever made him wish he had a prettier wife, he changed.

Sexual desire was first up—escalated to 80%, but only for him. Other men were dropped into negative levels. Desire for women went up from 40% to 70%. 

But that wasn't enough. Oh, no.

As he arranged for more changes, he ordered Gwen and Phoebe to get naked—they didn't need their clothes on anymore. He made a very quick alteration to their profiles, upping their obedience and their sexual attraction to him. 

Their obeying echoes were tinged with heavy, lick-lipping lust as they dropped completely nude to their knees. 

Then he worked on Vivian. Her babyfat evaporated in seconds. The line of her chin and jaw became clean, regal, and elegant. The muddy hazel color of her eyes became bright and cheery, while her lips were enhanced to be more full, more plush and ready for kissing. 

Her body became toned and long, her torso tiny and tight while her legs stretched longer. Long legs, big tits, thick long hair, tiny waist, wide hips—this is what his women would all have from now on. He had a type, and there was no reason not to indulge himself. 

Vivian moaned at the changes. There was an option to make each alteration fill her body with pleasure—and so, loving his wife, of course he turned that option on. And so her body was already brimming with orgasmic bliss as her lips curled around his thick cock, sucking harder and harder, her every portion transforming purely for his pleasure. She looked like a model, and this model belonged to him.

He needed to fuck her. For the first time in longer than he could remember, he needed not only just to fuck, but to fuck in particular his wife. Not just to use her as a receptacle or an aid while he filled his thoughts with other women—no. He wanted to fuck the shit out of his girl.

“Get on your back,” he ordered.

Right away, she obeyed. “Yes, Sir.”

she licked her lips, her face brimming with confidence. He liked this new her. Even so, she had to learn the ropes.

He slapped her cheek—lightly, only barely enough to leave a red mark. 

“You call me Master, slave.”

Her smile only widened. “Of course, Master. Anything you say, Master.”

He ripped the clothes off her body. Gwen and Phoebe gathered in close to him. Phoebe pushed her enormous tits against his arm, cooing appreciatively as he lowered his cock down to Vivian's wet, pulsing cunt. 

Gwen, meanwhile, slid her bare cunt over Vivian's mouth, encouraging her to lick her pussy while their Master watched.

“He'll like it...” said Gwen. “He'll fuck you harder...”

It was all Vivian had to hear before sliding her head forward with relish, licking at the hot honeypot of the young temptress. 

Entering Vivian was like an entirely new experience. They had fucked thousands of times in their period of marriage, but this was something entirely new. There was a whole new feeling to fucking his wife, his gorgeous wife, unqualified in any of his estimations of her. No turning away to imagine something or someone else to get harder. All he had to look at was her beautified face licking out Gwen, her transformed body squirming and writhing, all of it totally belonging to him. 

“Fuck her, Master.” Phoebe's fingers were well up in her cunt, her entire body shaking with desire. “God, you're fucking her so good, Master...you're so fucking good to her...”

They fucked like this for several minutes—Vivian eating out Gwen, Phoebe cooing and moaning and fingering her cunt as she urged her Master to fuck his wife harder. Vivian slid Gwen to one side, though, biting one lip with desire.

“Now, you.” Vivian urged him. “Show me what you really look like, husband. Show me your true self.”

He knew what she meant. The tablet was near, and in moments, he had the “Master template” activated. The changes were so quick as to be almost instantaneous—one moment, he was a well-muscled version of his former self.

The next moment—he was a tall, muscle-bound, incredibly hung uber-god. His cock grew inside of Vivian, to the point where he had to alter her profile too so that her body could take his enhanced length. And all the while, his addictive, mind-altering precum and scent filled the air, fucking their minds with his forceful obedience even more. 

“O-oh,” Vivian moaned, looking. “Oohhh, shit. Oh god. Oh, god!”

Her face was wide, eyes totally open. For a moment he thought he was hurting her.

“You have to fucking put a baby in my body, holy fuck! Oh my fuck, Master, please!”

The volume of her voice reached near-hysterical levels. He could feel her orgasms thrashing around his pumping cock like lightning bolts smashing against water, with his cock the one ship bold enough to navigate the seas.  

He needed to cum inside her. He needed to cum inside his wife. 

“Yes!” Vivian moaned. “Put a baby in me, darling! Please do it! Please fucking breed me!”

“Do it, Master.” Phoebe pressed her huge tits against his arm, urging him on. “Put a baby in her, Sir, please? Fuck her, Master. We need to see you fuck her!”

“Yes, Master.” Gwen positioned herself over Vivian again, sliding her slippery wet cunt on top of his wife’s face to lick. “Do it, please. Fucking dump your cum in her fertile belly, please?”

Beneath him, Vivian bucked and gasped, her mouth automatically reaching up for Gwen's sweet cunt. Her new musculature made her much more active beneath him—but his favorite position was still pinning her down, fucking her helpless body as hard as he could. 

Emptying into her was paradise. His mind felt lost as he came inside her, orgasming for what must have been straight minutes. All the while his cock pumped, his balls thrumming and throbbing, pouring more and more sticky seed into her fertile hot body. 

Gwen and Phoebe began to kiss one another around his cock. He slid out from Vivian, guiding his cock up to their mouths and allowing them the privilege to clean him. 

Vivian's body was filled. But Jacob had stamina for days. And so, as he watched his wife’s mind shutting on and off, her thoughts eviscerated by the pleasure of his cum filling her womb, he pulled Gwen close and began to start again.

“You ready for your turn to get pregnant, girl?”

Nothing would stop him now. 

# # #
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Ruling His Own Strip Club
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The name of the establishment was The Cabin, and it was the best strip club in Bloomingdale Heights.

Jacob approached it with an easy, sure confidence. In his hand was his new tablet, humming with energy. 

Not so long ago, the trip to a strip club would have left him with a great deal of trepidation. He enjoyed them, like any red-blooded male, but there was also a lot of uncertainty. The Cabin was in a bad part of town—would he be mugged? Would his car be broken into? 

Once he got inside, would he look like some loser just being there by himself? Once he found a dancer he liked, would he be easily able to speak with her, or would he stumble over his words and seem like a fool? Would he come off as a creep, or worse, as some hapless sexless loser who didn't know what it was to talk up close to a beautiful woman?

And all of those times had been in the dead of night on the weekend, when a person was supposed to go to a strip club. This was in the middle of a day on a Tuesday. There was no way he was supposed to be here now—in fact, he was supposed to be at work, teaching a class. 

Soon, he would quit that job. It was unnecessary for him now and far too public. He did not want to have to be out in front of people anymore. And if he taught a class, the temptation to alter the bodies of so many fine young females of the student body would be too great a temptation.

No, better this place, and for a litany of reasons. He had considered them carefully.

There was the ease of money, for one. He owed quite a lot in student loan debt. Soon, that debt would be obliterated, and he'd be able to start saving for his future in the most efficient ways possible. The tablet had let him know, after all, how to “solve” the stock market—all he needed was a little capital to get it done.

Then there was the matter of his unstoppable hard-on. He wanted it serviced, and he wanted it serviced by the sexiest women around. The ones who lived, breathed, and thought sex—the ones whose job it was to turn men on all the time. 

The thought of loyalty his wife Vivian was something of a forgotten absolute, now. They had always had an open marriage—now, the marriage would simply be very open. If she couldn't be absolutely everything he wanted, then he deserved to find all the women who did, simple as that.

Vivian, naturally, agreed. The tablet made sure of that. 

And besides all of those reasons—there was the matter of whoever it was who had been chasing the woman who gave him the tablet. Money—and lots of it, and very quickly—would come in handy against someone like that. 

Who that was remained a mystery, but he was not so stupid as to believe that he would remain outside their reach forever. Whoever it was wanted the tablet, and he needed to keep it.

Because now that he’d had his taste of power, he’d be damned if he gave it up.

Inside the club, music thumped. There was no smoking in these sorts of establishments anymore, but it still felt smoky. Black lights and lasers streamed through the air, pulsing in time with the trendy pop beats pounding through the speakers. 

There was a glass booth with a young black woman inside. Stickers plastered the glass, advertising happy hours and dancers on tour from New York and Honolulu. She looked bored, reading a fashion magazine.

“Twenty dollars is the cover,” she said, not looking up. 

“You’ll let me get by without that, won’t you?”

Now she looked annoyed—still not looking at him—but before her head moved up, she inhaled slightly. That was all it took. His new scent, his pheromones, worked rather quickly. 

If his scent hadn’t fucked up her head, the rest of him would have. He was tall, heavily built with thick, hard muscles, and had a disarmingly handsome bearded face. He wore a tight suit jacket and slacks. His button-up shirt was unbuttoned at the top end, revealing perfectly formed marble-hard pectorals that were the stuff of smutty romance novel covers. 

“S-sure,” she said, flitting with her hair. It was curly and bouncy. It was cute that she thought she was hot enough to really fuck him—hotter than the three cock-slobbering slaves he already had at home. Maybe she would be after a little modification, but he doubted it. “I mean, I can’t...you just...” she gulped. A little bit of drool began to form at her lips. She breathed harder and harder—another effect of his scent, which only made her take in more of it, turning her brain to hotter and hotter mush. 

“And bottle service, yes? Tell your girls I’m the biggest tipper you’ve ever met.”

A bouncer approached from inside the club, apparently overhearing some of their conversation. He was wide and bald, his countenance like that of a grizzled war dog.

“Is this asshole trying not to pay, Sugar?”

“He’s, um...” Sugar stumbled, smiling apologetically at Jacob for the interruption. “He’s fucking h-hot.”

Jacob smiled at her, and she giggled, coming close to fainting. Girls like her—working the front desk, working as waitresses—didn’t dress in the skimpy outfits of the strippers. She wore tight blue jean shorts and a black tee. But he could tell she wished she was dressed hotter for him just then. 

“Hey pal,” said the bouncer. “You gotta pay, or else—”

Jacob turned his full attention to the man, glowering. It took about five seconds of this before the bouncer turned his head down, his eyes to one corner, and shuffled out of the way. Like a child hoping to avoid an angry older brother. 

“S-sorry,” said the bouncer. Jacob didn’t know it, but the man had served three tours in Afghanistan. Now, in front of Jacob’s undeniable presence, he was more terrified than he’d been under the fire of machine guns. “I didn’t...I mean...I can just...”

The bouncer’s cock and balls had shriveled up, trying to hide up inside his body—like he was sitting on a glacier, and one that was supremely angry with him. Jacob smiled. If he wanted to now, he could disassemble even this sort of fighter with ease. He’d made himself a very dangerous person over the last couple of days of experimentation and thought, trying to foresee all possible ways in which his newfound power might get him into trouble. 

But it was better, he knew, to not have to fight in the first place.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said. “Just send a few girls my way. In fact...” he took a look past the curtain into the club, scoping out the place. “Kick everyone else out. Turn off that obnoxious music. Bring me the owner, and call all the other girls in. Every dancer and every waitress you have. You got that?”

The bodyguard nodded, fear in his eyes.

* * * * * 
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IF DANIELA KNEW ONE thing, it was that she deserved better in this life. 

Look at her. Just fucking look at her.

Statuesque blonde. Twenty years-old. The kind of body that had, after six months of dancing at The Cabin, had already paid her way through her first two years of college with funds for the other two put away in a bank, and enough for grad school probably ready by the end of the year. 

High cheekbones. Sensationally angelic face. Pout-perfect lips, bright blue eyes, and long blond hair that always behaved no matter how rough she slept. The kind of body other girls dreamed of. Heck, the kind of body even professional athletes dreamed of. Resistant to injury, capable of constant improvement, toned and muscular and always ready for another rep. 

Daniela worked for it nonstop, naturally—first as a gymnast from ages 6 to 18, and then in the gym, and then in the club. 

Her friends often told her—the shallow friends, the kind who were around her because they thought she would be an Olympic prospect and wanted to stay close to that kind of glory—that they were surprised she hadn’t found some rich man to bankroll her life by now. But that wasn’t Daniela’s style. 

She wouldn’t be in debt to anyone. She would be in charge of her life, forever, and nothing would change that. If she hadn’t busted her knee at 17, she probably would have gone to the Olympics, but that dream was dead now—and she danced at The Cabin, instead.

Why she was being asked to be there for some “emergency staff meeting” in the middle of a goddamn Tuesday was beyond her. She was a weekend dancer—good enough to start touring in a few weeks, where she could go to Vegas and maybe Los Angeles and make some absolutely phenomenal money—and even showing up to The Cabin in the middle of the week felt beneath her, no matter how emergent the meeting decided itself to be. 

She was the best The Cabin had to offer, and you didn’t slap the best in the face by pulling her in during the middle of the week. 

But—whatever. She was a team player. She thought of herself as a leader in the dressing room, and the best leaders led by example. 

When drove up into the parking lot, she was surprised to see all the bouncers there on their way out of the club already and heading towards their cars. She stopped Myron, one of the bigger guys and one whom she had developed a friendly relationship with over the past few months. It behooved the dancers and the bouncers to get along; they relied on each other. A good bouncer made sure that dancers got paid; good dancers made sure that bouncers got a cut of their tips.

“What’s the deal?” she asked, stepping out of her car. “Where are you guys going?”

She wore skintight denim jeans, ripped around her thighs and ass, and a pink crop top. Her body, lithe and toned, looked phenomenal. Her competitive spirit had made her hope she would at least get a few appreciative looks from the gathered bouncers, but they all shuffled soullessly to their cars.

Myron spoke like a scolded child. It seemed strange on a man of his size. “Nothing. We’re just fired. No job. It’s no big deal. We’ll find something else.”

“Fired?” she said, surprised. “Vinny fired you?”

“Yeah.”

“All of you?”

“Yeah. I mean he didn’t. The new guy did. New owner.”

“There’s a new owner? Vinny sold the club? What are you talking about?”

But he wouldn’t say anymore. He looked close to tears, but the reason for this seemed harsher than just needing a job. It seemed like his very existence had been called into question, and he had been found wanting.

Unsettled, Daniela still moved forward into the club. She would get to the bottom of this. If some new owner thought he could just fire the bouncers she'd been building up the loyalty of for months, he had another thing coming. 

Inside the club, there was no music. The lights were up, and the black lights were off. Daniela found what appeared to be almost the entire staff of dancers in front of a beautiful brunette holding a clipboard. She wore a sharp, tight silver pencil skirt with a thin, sheer silk blouse. Her breasts were immense and, for some reason, struck Daniela as being absolutely full of milk. Wire-rimmed glasses attended her nose and eyes. 

She looked like a hot librarian. Like a hot, porn-star librarian.

The dancers in front of her were on their knees, faces rapt with attention. There was a smell in the air that Daniela couldn’t quite define. It was pleasant, though, and aromatic. It overpowered the normal smell of beer and body oil. Deeper than those. More powerful, more penetrating. Her brain followed the smell, unable to stop itself, letting the pleasant sensations seep deep into her core.

“Now, girls,” said the woman. “Your new owner has some very strict specifications when it comes to interacting with customers from now on. First of all, you’re not to touch—Oh.” The woman smiled, seeing Daniela enter. “You must be Daniela. All the girls here said that you were the best. My name is Vivian.”

She held out a hand for Daniela to take. Daniela was actually rather surprised that the other dancers had said she was the best—it was true, naturally, and Daniela knew it—but strippers were usually a rather catty bunch. Often they refused even to admit that one girl looked better in a different color than they did, and so on. It was a herculean effort sometimes to just get the girls to admit that the sky was blue—agreeing would be weakness, and weakness meant that you were complying to lower pay and worse placement in the week.

Daniela took Vivian’s hand, and a pulse of calming, benign warmth spread through her. Questions about what had happened—where was Vinny, why were the bouncers fired, and so on—left her quite suddenly. Vivian's blouse was mostly unbuttoned, her cleavage shiny and delicious, and Daniela felt her eyes filling with the sight. It became very important—very important—to impress this woman right away. 

This woman, she knew instantly and intimately, held access to the Cock. And even without knowing whose cock, even without ever having a cock inside of her in her entire life (it was a lonely life, constantly prepping and training for gymnastic meets), Daniela knew that was incredibly important.

“He’ll want to meet you straightaway,” said Vivian. A hush of jealous whispers went through the crowd of gathered dancers. Daniela felt a rush of pride, though she could not place its origin. “Gwen, escort her, please?” Vivian leaned in close to Daniela. “Gwen is your new owner’s head of security.”

A woman approached from the back from her post at the front of the VIP entrance. She was dressed in tight leather from head to toe—skintight boots with blood red bottoms snapped over a tight black catsuit, the zipper in the front of which was only halfway up her ample breasts. 

She looked like a post-apocalyptic badass—though, with her thick tits and gorgeous face, the kind that would fuck you to death. Her sneer seemed permanent. A long trail of bright red went through her dark brown hair. 

“Come with me,” said Gwen.

Her tone brooked no argument. Daniela got the sense from looking at her, as she had from looking at quite a few bouncers, that this was a woman who knew how to protect herself and enforce her will when needed. She moved with a cool, calm grace reserved for fighters of the highest caliber. Her ass in those tight leather pants was molded perfectly, high and glorious.

Daniela followed her into the VIP suite where she had been hundreds of times before. This new owner—and why was Vivian calling him her new owner instead of the new owner?—was stationed in the penthouse VIP suite. It was a round glass-enclosed box, the sort of glass that looked out but not in. Guys loved to get blown while watching other strippers do their thing out on stage. 

Daniela had always been willing to fuck in the VIP suite, or blow, or whatever. The most she had done was a handjob, though. It was the most that the men who had come through could afford. She normally charged five grand for a handjob. It was ten for a blowjob, and twenty for everything else. 

This was light years beyond what the other girls charged, but Daniela knew time with her was worth it. She’d seen those other girls work, and she judged herself better, that was all. She an eye for this sort of thing. 

Inside the penthouse suite were a few girls Daniela knew already, and one that she didn’t. 

The one she didn’t know was dressed all in bright, fluffy pink lingerie, wearing bright tall heels with puffy balls on top. The other two were Jasmine and Ariel, two beautiful Asian women who often dressed up as princesses. 

The mouths of all three emanated moans of pleasure as they attended the most impossibly perfect man Daniela had ever seen. 

Her body reacted immediately. Hands began tearing at her clothes; she was wearing far too much, dressed far too modestly, to be in the presence of such a lord, a king, a god. The scent in the air outside magnified a thousandfold in this enclosed space, and everything about the world suddenly made sense. 

She dropped to her knees on the thick, round circular bed, mouth open in awe. Her pussy dripping wet, body heating up with small erotic beads of sweat dripping down her brow. In seconds, her clothes were ripped off, and all of her felt nothing but primal, unstoppable need to fuck this man.

He would be the first one in her virgin body. As far as Daniela was concerned, he would be the only man. Once you were with the best, you didn’t traffic elsewhere. 

“Shit,” he said, looking her up and down. 

He swatted the three girls on his cock away, the way you knocked away over-excited dogs upon returning home. Ariel tried to keep sucking him, and Jasmine slapped her and knocked her away—clearly annoyed by her fellow pet’s lack of obedience.

The man gifted Jasmine with a smile—encouraging a sudden overflow of bliss on the young Asian's face—and then turned to the approaching blonde.

“You must be Daniela.”

He knows my fucking name! Daniela’s excitement overflowed. She nodded eagerly, every affirmative catching in her throat. 

“You’re more gorgeous than they said you would be,” he said, moving toward her across the bed. 

In seconds he had her scooped into his arms, his massive cock sliding up against her torso. Cum and pre-cum mixed together and slid down her tanned, tight ab muscles. Heavy streams of it slid across the outside of her pussy, and she felt her orgasm approaching quickly.

“Gorgeous,” she said, nodding, knowing it was true. He had said it. “For you.”

There was no pretext, no useless asking for consent. She wanted this more than anything in her life. His limitless strength pushed her up and then rammed her down onto his cock. Crying out from the sudden entry, she was surprised at the total lack of pain she felt—wasn't it supposed to hurt? Wasn't it supposed to be bittersweet?

It wasn't. It was beautiful. It was sensational. She suddenly and violently wasn't a virgin anymore, and it was the most amazing feeling she'd ever had in her life. Orgasm—hot and sudden—swept through her body as his cock rode on her g-spot, delivering her wave after wave of dirty pleasure.

He powered her into the wall, entering her suddenly and brutally. If she hadn’t been so fucking dripping wet, she might have screamed from pain. His cock was enormous, pushing inside of her, bigger than any she had ever seen. Longer, thicker, and soaked already from slave-saliva and precum. As it was, though, she screamed anyway—from pleasure.

“Fucking mine,” he growled in her ear. “Fucking mine. Look at you. Look at how—h-how fucking hot you are, fuck!”

For the past several months, Daniela’s entire world had revolved around the hierarchy at the strip club. Her standing there had been as precious to her as her standing in life, and she knew that unless she was treasured there as a top act, then her efforts in bettering herself would be meaningless. 

And that was unacceptable.

Fucking Vinny, though, had been out of the question—and so other acts always took a little bit of precedence over her: the girls who were willing to sleep with the boss to get the top bills. Daniela was the most beautiful and the most talented, clearly a star, but she wasn’t the star. 

And now, even as Jacob’s mindblowing cock gave her the fuck of her life, she had enough of a mind to be aware that this was the man who would catapult her to the position she deserved in life.

“So hot,” he grunted again. “Barely have to...have to do anything to you, fucking...shit...”

His fingers slid up and down her immaculate body. He could wrap his thick hands around her from waist to ass—that's how tiny she was compared to him. his cock somehow becoming even harder inside of her as he drove into her over and over. Every new touch of his skin on hers sent lightning bolts of bliss through her body. 

He was Power Incarnate. There was no other way to describe it. How she felt was artificial, unnatural, forced—and clearly what he had done to all the other women, the bouncers, that was something insane. Magic or something. 

And yet even though she knew it was some kind of artificial, it felt real. It felt perfect. It felt destined. 

And so as he made her cum—for the tenth time in as many minutes—her eyes gazed at him with absolute and adoring love.

“Please, baby,” she moaned. “Please, baby, baby darling, please oh fuck, please be my first, please fucking cum inside me.” Her lips, wet with need and plump with aching desire,  pushed against his ear. “Please force my virgin body like you fucking deserve, Jacob, oh fucking please!”

The sight of her perfect face unleashing this kind of complete adoration, this complete submission, was enough for him to lose all the control that he had built up. She was simply too beautiful to not cum inside of her when she was begging him to do exactly that. Groaning, spasming, he emptied inside of her. Hot seed splashed against her womb, filling her entirely. Thick gushes of it dripped out from her entrance and down onto the bed, where Jasmine and Ariel quickly licked it up with patient, adoring tongues. 

Her cunt milked his spurting cock, hoping to take every last spurt of his lifegiving cum inside of her. 

It was appropriate, she thought with great satisfaction, as she took in his last spurts of his still-hard cock. She would milk him for everything he could give her—and he could give her everything. 

* * * * * 
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VERY QUICKLY, WITHIN less than a month, The Cabin became the most popular strip club in the city. 

It was, in fact, one of the most popular establishments in the city period, and only suffered in attendance because most of its patrons could barely afford to visit once, let alone multiple times. But that was fine with Jacob.

The set-up was similar to the previous owner’s method. All guests paid a fee to enter. If they wanted attention from a dancer, that was another fee. If they wanted private attention, that was an even higher fee—and so on and on. 

But there were differences.

First, the security was now entirely staffed by women. Tall, lovely, amazonian women who were inexplicably well-versed in all manner of hand-to-hand combat, crowd control, and other various forms of violent acts. Each was trained so well that they could have competed on a global scale, shaming any masters of the martial arts they now possessed—and at fractions of the age of those masters and still knowing easily ten times as much, as the mastery of these women extended far beyond one simple discipline.

They were led by Gwen, chosen by Jacob mostly because he thought the red streak in her hair made her look a little tough. Then, with the help of his tablet, he made her look extremely tough...and then he’d given her the lifetimes of knowledge to back it up in less than two minutes of tinkering with her profile on his tablet.

As a lark, he’d dumbed down Phoebe and made her Gwen’s personal maid. Her IQ was barely enough to put her own clothes on in the morning. Her tits were so massive that she couldn’t go out anywhere without looking like a total bimbo fuckslut. Gwen took care of her with great attention, deeply in love with her. And Phoebe, too, was deeply in love with her. They were happy. It’s just that Phoebe probably wouldn’t be able to write her name for a while, let alone the recipe for ice. 

He justified it by saying that he could change her back at any time...when he felt like it. He hadn’t yet, though. Altering her mind so much, fucking up her way of being, only got his cock harder. Some women just needed a little bit of humiliation in their life. 

It was a tight rope he walked...and it excited him to walk it. Besides—he could increase his ability for balance whenever he liked, so he could walk on tight ropes all day long.

The security girls normally dressed in tight leathers, walking around the club and looking like some cross between bondage dominatrices and motorcycle babes. They were important, because they were the ones who ensured that the regular dancers were no longer touched. 

No one touched Jacob's women now except for him. Those who tried learned how to apologize with a broken arm.

Vivian was no longer a teacher. She was, instead, now Jacob’s madam. 

From his wife, he received regular reports on who was working well, who was earning, who was feeling flickers of emotions besides pure bliss at serving him. His control was not entirely absolute—he had done that with Phoebe, and it shrunk her mind down to the size of a pea. 

A little free will went a long way—none of the girls there believed he had made them love him. Rather, they thought they had chosen this life, despite all evidence to the contrary. When a girl was in good need of a fuck, Vivian would bring her to Jacob’s office and guide her down to her knees, whispering in the lucky gal’s ear what sort of position or outfit turned him on that day. That one fuck would keep her happy for days, a brilliant pink cloud of lust massaging her brain, and just as the cloud began to dissipate, Vivian would be there to lead her back into Jacob's office. 

The dancers had been individually perfected down to their smallest detail. None had a single flaw—their skin was blemish-free, their bodies without sickness or injuries, their minds pliant and obedient to Jacob’s will, their hair long and thick, their eyes bright, lips shiny, asses taut, breasts enhanced to the point where a 36C cup was considered “small.” They were encouraged—explicitly and implicitly—to think of themselves as the elite of the female population. 

The security girls were beneath them in the new hierarchy, and beneath the security, the waitresses.

Only Jacob deserved to touch the dancers, then, being the elite of the male population. So, the security girls had to ensure that the dancers were never touched by another man. To attempt so was heresy in their new religion, circling around the pleasure of Jacob’s cock. 

For a man to actually touch a dancer was blasphemy, and for a security girl to allow it to happen was tantamount to an unforgivable sin, ensuring a quick excommunication from the presence of their one and only God.

The power of the tablet had, perhaps, against his original wishes, gone to his head a little bit. 

He didn't give a fuck. 

An obvious question develops in the mind of the astute observer. With the guests never touching the dancers, how was any money made?

Pheromones were powerful chemicals, and Jacob had used the tablet to enhance his understanding of them and how the could be made to work to his advantage. The dancers now emitted strong, pleasant scents—much like his. When any male besides himself came into contact with these scents, their arousal would take over the entirety of their motor centers, dictating every action. The men would be turned on enough by the simple appearance of the sixteen tirelessly flawless dancers Jacob had in his employ working every day and night. 

Add their new scents into the mix, and the men watching were helpless to do anything but watch the dances and drool, handing out more and more money all the while. 

Drink prices were increased one hundred percent, and then two hundred percent. No one complained so long as they got to stare at Jacob’s beautiful girls. The patrons were drunk on lust from the second they stepped into the establishment.

Even so, Jacob had no real desire to leave anyone destitute. The idea was to sheer the sheep, not to skin them. 

He found out, through tinkering with the tablet, that he could actually set a command for locations as well as people. Anyone entering through the front doorway would only spend as much as he could reasonably afford—once they were tapped out, the second their last dollar was spent—they would cum in their pants. His security girls, on the spot with their attentions, then would toss him out. 

His first night open, the club pulled in fifty thousand dollars. His latest night, six weeks in, cleared them past two hundred grand. He’d had to install ten new ATMs in the past two weeks. He was rapidly approaching millionaire status, and perhaps would have been approaching more rapidly if it didn’t turn him on so much to lavish Daniela with cash and attention. 

At his urging with the tablet, she had abandoned all false notions of modesty and niceness toward the other girls. She was the best, and she knew it, and she acted like it. Her name was at the tip-top of the marquis outside the club. 

She used to dance under the stage name of Starla. That was done with. He liked Daniela better, and didn’t see that she had any reason to be ashamed enough to hide her identity. And, it wasn’t as though she had to protect herself from any of the men coming in to the club anymore. 

He wanted her identity and her character in the club—a haughty, queen-like figure who knew what a terrific asset she was to their production—to be inseparable.

The other girls abandoned stage names as well. He did let them pick, though—either stage name or real name. But after they chose, he entered it in the tablet and made it permanent. Now there were girls who always thought they had been called Scarlett, or Sugar, or Destiny, or Lexxa.

Daniela, though, was still simply Daniela—a regal, elegant name for a woman who would have been a queen anywhere she went. He showered her with gifts—expensive furs, diamond necklaces, ruby earrings. He didn’t have to give her a damn thing for her to fuck him or for her to be happy; it just made his cock hard to see her positioned on a pedestal so much higher than any of the other girls. They were all paid a tenth of what she was. 

Vivian wasn't paid at all. He told her she ought to be happy just to be the wife of a man like him, and Vivian readily agreed. She adored him so much.

At night, after the club closed, Daniela stroked his cock while he counted the cash they took in and divided it into large stacks for himself and the other girls. She cooed and giggled, encouraging him to strip hundreds and hundreds of dollars off from the pay of other girls and put it in her pile, making it ever bigger. 

No one complained. No one. They knew the consequences for themselves would be dire if they did. Instead they prayed that some day they, too, could be Master’s favorite like Daniela was. 

A pipe dream.

Indeed, the only exception to his power and his private life that he made was that Daniela did not know about the tablet. Only Vivian, alone among his slaves, knew what the tablet could do. 

This was for the best. Lately, his thoughts on Daniela had become very twisted indeed. He couldn’t be around her without being hard, and he couldn’t be around her and the tablet without altering her just a little. 

Making her a little more bitchy. A little more entitled. A little bit more totally in absolutely-endless-submissive-adoring-love with him and only ever him. A little bit more disdainful of the other women. 

These were small changes, but taken on a curve over time, the results were massive. 

He’d caught her yesterday threatening to murder Jasmine for spilling her toe nail polish within three feet of Daniela. Her hand on been on Jasmine’s throat—she was strong now, and had to be to withstand Jacob's constant attentions with his enormous strength—her hand on Jasmine’s throat and lifting her up off the ground. Perfect sapphire blue eyes full of fury and violence. 

Jacob was certain that if he hadn’t stepped in, Daniela might have killed her. 

That certainty had made him so excited that he’d had to fuck Daniela then and there. Halfway through the act, he remembered to tell her to let go of Jasmine’s throat. 

Jasmine, coughing and heaving, thanked Daniela for correcting her. If she hadn't done it automatically, Jacob would have ordered her to. His queen needed to be shown the proper respect.

During Daniela’s act in the show, he’d taking to fucking Vivian stupid. His wife was pregnant and was already beginning to show. Her tits leaked heavy milk—as did Phoebe’s, Gwen’s, and a few of the other girls he’d taken as regulars besides Daniela.

None of the guests seemed to mind that they witnessed pregnant dancers. Some of them seemed to love it. Daniela wasn't pregnant yet like the other regulars, but it was only a matter of time. He could give her a dozen children in two pregnancies and she would look as eminently flawless as she always had—before, during, and after.

God, he was really falling for her. He watched her dance—stripping off long furs on the stage, tight elbow-length gloves on her hands and arms, diamonds glittering madly around her ears and neck. 

He stood behind his desk in the VIP lounge above the stage. Staring out of the one-way mirrored glass, fucking Vivian. Fucking her harder than he had ever fucked anyone.

But watching Daniela. Wanting Daniela. Needing Daniela. 

And she danced only for him. Staring up at him all the while. Her love total. Her every expression, every movement designed purely to turn him on. He’d uploaded her mind with knowledge of every sort of dance in the world—she could walk on to a stage in New York for the strangest avant-garde show on earth, and she’d fit right in and shame the other dancers that had been practicing for months. (This was, of course, more knowledge than he delivered to the other dancers—though they were still supremely skilled.) 

And yet all of that skill, all of that ability, was invested purely into making his cock hard in new ways every night. Surrounded by a crowd of hundreds, she danced solely for her Master.

He made Vivian join in on his twisted thoughts as he drilled into her, watching Daniela move for him.

“I want you to fuck her!” his wife would cry, at his command. Obeying him made her pussy sopping wet as he pistoned into her body. “Fuck Daniela, please! Oh god. Think of her! Look at her! She’s so fucking hot! So fucking right for you, oh my god, my god, my HusbandGod, please! Please fuck her soon! Own her! Daddy, oh Daddy, my DaddyGod, please!”

His brutal fucking of Vivian bordered on abuse, and certainly would have left bruises had he not reinforced her body for his vicious fucking. He slapped her ass, bounced her head into the one-way glass, squeezed the thick portions of her hips and tits with hands that could crush stones. 

Cumming, he would spray all over Vivian, leaving her exhausted, drooling, delirious from pleasure. His cum bathed her completely, leaving her close to drowning in the stuff, all over her face and hair and tits. She would need a good four hours of sleep before being herself again—tantamount to close to twenty-four hours for a normal person. 

Jacob knew—and was more certain every day—that this was the sort of treatment he deserved. 


* * * * * 
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CELESTE, ATTENDED BY seven of her loveliest servants, slowly entered her court room. 

Upon her heavenly body, she wore a sheer white gown. It had a long, twenty foot train, webbed with priceless blue diamonds. Four honored slaves were allowed to carry it and be close to her. Their cunts pulsed with the constant orgasm of their Mistress’s proximity. 

Anastasia had been pleasured now for weeks. Her will was strong—very strong indeed. But she had broken last night. Celeste allowed her to continue to be given pleasure for this long, if only to enjoy the fact of her sister worshiping her new Mistress. 

All around Anastasia's cell were still images of Celeste. Projection screens floated gifs and video clips of her into every surface of the enclosed area, so that there was not a single surface Anastasia could look at, while pleasure flooded her system, that did not contain her younger sister’s perfection. 

“M-mistress...” Anastasia breathed. 

The admission of Celeste’s superiority to Anastasia sent a tingle of pleasure down her spine. It was so nice to be recognized for what she truly was. 

“That’s right, slave. I am here to allow you to serve me as you should. Is that what you desire?”

Anastasia’s face was covered in sweat. Even so, she was lovely, a rose in dew. Celeste would have no issues allowing her to share her bed night after night. An immortal plaything might be very interesting indeed.

“Yes, Mistress. P-please, Mistress. I want to serve you so badly. I wish only to obey. I need only to make you happy.”

“You need tell me only one thing to make me happy, Anastasia.” Celeste bent over at the waist, posture perfect, and stroked her orgasming sister’s face. “Where is the Djinn Stone, my slave?”

“Bloomingdale Heights University,” she said instantly. “I don’t know the name of the man. I promise you. He was average height. Bearded. Stocky. I expect that will have changed now, but it’s impossible to say. He had a good soul, but...clouded. I hoped he would protect the Power from you. I was wrong to think this, Mistress. I am so sorry.”

“Shush,” said Celeste. She nodded at her servants, who had heard the entire exchange. They knew their duty immediately.

Whoever she had given the Djinn Stone to would be tracked down. The Stone would be retrieved, and its new owner would find his hold on the Stone—and his life—to be only temporary. 

“Wonderful,” said Celeste. She turned to her remaining servants. “Toss her into the hole.”

“T-the hole? What is that? Mistress? You said...you said I would serve...”

“Yes, slave mine. And so you shall. But you have insulted me. And pestered me. And plagued me. And know that you have annoyed me, that you have raised my ire. And only when you are released from the hole shall you be forgiven. I think perhaps ten years shall do it.”

Anastasia began to wail. Celeste smiled, of course not allowing her sister to see that delightful sight, and turned away. It pleased her to know with certainty that Anastasia cried not because she would be stuck in the cold, dark, wet hole for years, starving and on the edge of madness. 

No, she cried because she had displeased her Mistress, whom she loved more than anything in this world. 

* * * * * 
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IT WAS THE MIDDLE OF the day on a Sunday morning. Most strip clubs had some downtime this part of the week—either people recovering from the heavy drinking of the weekend or paying tribute to their religious affiliation of choice. Jacob’s club was no exception, though the place was still thoroughly crowded. There simply wasn’t a line running through the parking lot like there was during the nights. 

His chosen coterie of sixteen dancers were tireless, working every day for him. They had three hours of sleep each—two more than they actually needed from day to day—with the exception, naturally, of Daniela, who’d had six, after he had fucked her several times, powering her body into the wall of his office. 

Her getting double of everything the other dancers had, everything, never stopped making his cock hard. 

Jacob himself didn't sleep much at all anymore. He didn't need it. Occasionally he would take brief naps after virulent fuck sessions, re-awaking more charged for duty than ever.

Vivian was in his office with him, dressed in what had become her normal accouterments. A sheer silk blouse, a tiny pencil skirt (this one was peach), tall matching heels, and a diamond choker around her neck. 

He did like to spoil her a little. She was his wife, after all.

“Katelyn and Sierra are both making about the same amount, close to seven grand a day,” said Vivian. “I think if we moved them apart, though, that they could be making more. As it is, they look so much like twins that customers have difficulty telling them apart.”

Jacob had wanted a pair of sisters in his employ. They weren’t really sisters, not in any sort of familial sense, but over time, he’d made them forget that. Soon, he supposed, there might be a day when they woke up and didn’t know which one was Katelyn and which was Sierra. 

“Put them on different auxiliary stages,” he said. “But keep them dancing together. They’re a great opener for Daniela.”

Speak of the succubus, and she shall appear. Daniela strutted confidently through the door. Naturally, she looked fantastic. A long, sweeping blue skirt covered her legs, a long slit revealing the entirety of one expertly toned and tanned thigh. Tall jewel-covered heels with blood-red bottoms adorned her feet. 

On her torso was just a flimsy push-up bra, sparkling with sapphires. He gave it to her just the night before. Each breath she took meant that the fabric had to struggle to keep her breasts constrained. Her delicious tits were so firmly pressed together that a heart-rending line of cleavage had developed, sure to shatter any man who saw her. 

Any man, of course, besides her alpha, Jacob.

“I’d like to talk to you, Master,” said Daniela, bright blue eyes laser-focused on him.

“Good morning, love,” he said. “Vivian and I are in the middle of a meeting. You can wait, if you like, on your knees...”

The implication was obvious as he gestured beneath his desk. Maybe he’d give a little treat to Vivian, let her think he was looking at her while Daniela sucked him off. Though of course, his thoughts wouldn’t actually stray from the phenomenal blond as she worked away at his rod. 

“Good,” said Daniela, raising a sneering eyebrow at Vivian. “I’m glad she’s here. She ought to hear this.”

Daniela’s strut was something from pure erotic fantasy. Hips swaying, one foot in front of the other, every last movement designed to make cocks hard. Her abs were impossibly beautiful, perfectly formed. Jacob knew because he had altered them himself. 

She put a hand on Vivian’s shoulder and pointed at the ground. “Bow before your God, bitch.”

Vivian, to her credit, did not obey right away. Instead she looked shocked at the request, and at Daniela’s vehemence. Her eyes, bright and dark, looked questioningly at her husband.

He shrugged slightly, and indicated that she should obey. As she knelt, Jacob knew that in her obedience, she would feel the soft thrill of a light orgasm coursing through her muscles. 

It was an erotic sight, seeing Daniela above his kneeling wife like that. Hot enough that Vivian was kneeling with her forehead touching the ground, her tight, bubbly ass resting on her tall tall heels. But to have Daniela above her, tossing her yard-length golden hair back with satisfaction at her victory...that was something else. 

“That’s right.” Daniela shuddered, visibly pleasured by the action of acquiescence. “You see that? That’s not the kind of wife you deserve, Master. Someone bowing and scraping simply because her betters commanded her to. Your wife shouldn’t have any betters.”

Jacob felt something stirring deep within him, dark and desirous. “What’s this about, Daniela? Why are you here?”

“You know why I’m here,” she said, strutting around his desk and crawling up onto his lap. 

He was much taller than her, even in her heels. He outweighed her by more than a hundred pounds, and all of that bulk was pure muscle. She was feather-light in his hands. 

“You’ve always known exactly why I was here. You chose me, and I chose you. You know what I want.”

Lately, as he emptied himself into Daniela, she’d taken to whispering naughty, dark things to him. 

Make me your wife. Make me your property. Take my dowry of beauty. Crush Vivian’s dreams and make them mine.

He had thought, mostly, that it was just to get him off a little more, to encourage more spurts of his white hot cum to power into her fertile pussy. 

But she had thought more, evidently. And why wouldn’t she? If it was hot enough to make him cum, it was hot enough to make a reality. Wasn’t that how all this worked? Wasn't this entire club a living reality based on his fantasies?

“You deserve better than her as a wife, Master.” She put her hand on his, taking it up to her chest, between her preciously hot tits. He could feel her heart beat thumping. She was nervous, this beauty goddess, staring at him with loving azure eyes. “Jacob.”

He allowed her to call him that—the only one aside from Vivian who he allowed the honor. Other girls talked constantly about who he might allow next, who was working up the ranks and who was earning his favor. In truth, he had no plans to let another call him by his name, but it was fun to make the girls compete.

No one competed like Daniela, though. 

“You know that you do,” she continued. “That’s why you have me. That’s why you’re letting me in here now. That’s why you’re letting me say all these things. Aren’t you?”

His cock pushed hard up at her body through his pants. Smiling, she shifted and unzipped him, taking his considerable mass into her delicate, soft hand. In seconds, precum streamed down his shaft and her hand stroked expertly up and down. 

“You could stop me at any time, after all. You’re so strong. So powerful. But you don’t want to, do you? You want me to be your wife, don’t you Jacob?”

She kissed him, deeply, passionately, love exuding from her every action. He could hear Vivian’s terrified breaths from beyond the hot space of their kiss.

It’s okay, he thought inanely. I can just...change Vivian...make her fine with this...make her want this...

Daniela leaned back, shaking her considerable mass of hair out, soft locks dripping down her back. She raised one eyebrow, stroking him still, her face positively on fire with need. 

“Say it, won’t you? Tell me I’m the wife you deserve. Tell me you don’t want her as yours anymore. Tell me I’m better, please, Master? Please, Jacob?”

Before he could respond—before he could jump off that edge with her—an enormous boom sounded off from downstairs. 

Screams sounded—and an alarm went off, screaming through the club walls. Daniela, in her sudden confusion, only stroked Jacob harder. Needing in her panic to feel the most secure, most steady rock of her life that there had ever been. 

“Wh-what’s happening, Master?” she asked. “What is it?”

He set Daniela to one side and walked to the window overlooking the club. Men had arrived—those same sorts of half-naked men he had seen more than a month before when he’d been given the tablet. 

“It’s an attack,” he said, thinking brilliantly fast. “Vivian, gather the girls and take them to the vehicles out back. We’ve discussed this. Do it. Now.”

“Yes...Husband.”

She hesitated only for a moment, letting that word strike at him, and ran down to the dressing room. Moving fast, even in tall tall heels like what she had on, was not an issue for her. Her agility was well beyond that of most women. 

“Darling?” Daniela said, sliding her body up against Jacob’s. Her hips pushed against his, and he could feel the wet heat of her cunt. It made his cock spurt hot precum all across the window. “I’m scared, darling. What do you mean, an attack?”

“You have nothing to worry about,” he said, hoping he meant it. It seemed to calm her though. “Come with me.”

Already the fighting had started. The attackers had not come through the front door. Instead, they had blown a hole through the side of the building, to the left of the main stage. Gwen and the other security girls lined up in front of them and—after a short moment of measuring—both sides closed. 

The fight was brutal. None of them were armed saved for the skills in their minds and how cruel they chose to be. He watched Gwen rip a stripper pole out from its moorings and use it like a poleaxe, driving the jagged edge into the heads and throats of the male attackers to cut them down. 

Smoke filled the club. If he went downstairs, he risked leading Daniela through the melee and having her possibly hurt. Not something he could do. Instead, he rushed at the wall and powered through the bricks. The mortar was loose, the masonry shoddy. Something he had been meaning to fix before too long. Now he was glad he hadn’t. 

In thirty seconds, he’d broken out a man-sized hole in the wall. His suit was ruined, but his skin was unbroken. Jacob was fairly certain that, in a fair fight, he could have taken the entirety of those attackers on by himself. There was enough knowledge in his head of fighting to shame even the most ancient fighting champion. 

But, he knew also that whoever sent them would have to have been quite stupid not to expect him to know how to defend himself, especially given the seemingly limitless powers of the tablet. 

Scooping Daniela up in his arms, he hopped down to the parking lot below. It was a ten foot drop, but he felt no pain. The other dancers, led by Vivian, were obediently filing into the black SUVs waiting for them. There was no panic, no screams. 

His girls followed his instructions to the letter, and recent insurgencies aside, Vivian still carried the voice of the Master when she commanded his girls. 

In moments, all the dancers were safe in the vehicles. They had to sit on top of each other; there was not enough room, quite, for all of them together. Of course, Daniela sat in front in her own seat. He drove one SUV, and Vivian the other. He honked the horn three times, sounding the retreat for Gwen. 

His gaze drifted to Daniela, looking stunning just sitting, waiting patiently for him to drive off. Thinking for a moment, a mischievous glint sparkled in her eyes. She leaned over and unzipped his pants.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“My wifely duty,” she said, sighing happily and taking his cockhead between her heavenly lips.

As they waited, then, Daniela began to blow him in her inimitably expert style. The other eight girls piled into the SUV sighed with lustful longing, watching her work on the object of their adoration and worship. 

If the security weren’t out here in thirty seconds, he’d leave them behind. Maybe they’d be taken. Maybe they’d be killed. 

He looked down at Daniela, blissing out as she slurped up and down on his cock. 

Better them than her. 

Better all of them than a single hair on her head.

* * * * *
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JACOB’S PLAN WAS ELEGANT in its simplicity. Vivian adored him for it.

For that, and for everything else about his everything. She capital-L Loved her Husband, capital-H.

Her tiny, beautiful body was full of new babies for him—triplets, probably—and she was so lucky that he had chosen her to be pregnant among all his available slaves. 

They drove up to the largest, most expensive house in the city, and Jacob forced open the front door. It was easy with how strong he was. 

The married couple there was eating an early dinner. They had a cook and a maid on hand to attend to them, both female. Both rather unworthy of living up to her husband’s exacting specifications for quality slaves.

He had his dancers spread out throughout the immense house, searching out any other guests or servants (there were none) and blocking the exits. Only two of his security girls had made it out from the strip club—Gwen, thankfully (Master did have such a soft spot for her), and Melody, a tall dark-skinned middle-eastern girl who would have crushed any beauty contest she entered. Unfortunately for her, that kind of abject desirability only put her in the lower tiers of the beauties available to serve Master’s desires.

If Jacob had decided to book some getaway plan in advance—put a hotel on retainer, make a safe house, have passports and tickets ready—this would have all left a record. And why would he need to book anything in advance when wherever he wanted to go, he could go?

Better to make it spontaneous. Much harder to track. 

Very soon, Jacob, Vivian, and Daniela were in the luxurious dining room. The table was ten feet long, a gloriously carved walnut. A diamond-sprinkled chandelier hung overhead. Great pieces of artwork clung to the walls, impressionist mostly, though one was a Rococo of some cherubs playing in a spring. With them were the cook and the maid—both already kneeling to Master's glory—and the millionaire owner of the house and his wife.

Ah, the millionaire’s wife. She was more plastic than person, but she was the sort who really made it work for her. She was young—probably only twenty-five or so—and so the implants and surgeries hadn’t had time yet to be caught up with by gravity so that their allure wore off. She looked like a porn star in her prime. Her hair was a deep orange-red and Vivian knew, from the instant she saw him, that her Husband would fuck her stupid. 

He didn’t have a redhead yet that he was truly satisfied with. Vivian had taken notice; this was her Wifely duty. Aurora and Chelsea, the two redhead dancers he now owned, both only received his cock about once a week each. Compare that to someone like Lexxa, who was on his cock practically every other night.

Or Daniela, who was never off his cock. Oh, Daniela...Vivian had so many feelings about her.

“Wh-what is the meaning of this?” the millionaire asked, blubbering. He was overweight and mustachioed. 

“The meaning of this is that your home is mine now.” Jacob walked up to his wife, who trembled in desire at his nearness. She flashed him an urgent, happy smile. The millionaire was more than twice her age. 

“Y-you stay away from her,” said the old man. “That is my wife! That is my—”

“You don’t have a ‘my’ anything anymore,” said Jacob. “And if you talk again, you’ll regret it.”

Daniela clapped with ardent glee, eyes lighting up at the threat of violence from her Master. 

He stroked the face of the wife. She whispered her name so softly that Vivian barely caught it—Stephanie. Then he spoke in her ear, his hands sliding against her cunt. She nodded and ground her hips against his fingers, clearly orgasming as he delivered sweet nothings into her ear. Daniela pressed against his side the whole time, encouraging him forward. Her hand stroked his bulge expertly.

“Co-come now,” said the millionaire. “That’s really...that’s quite enough. That’s too much. That is my wife and you...you shall have to—erk!—”

In a flash, Jacob’s hand was around the old man’s throat. He slammed him against the wall, knocking the wind from him, probably bruising his entire backside.

“Yes!” Daniela cried, quickly rushing to her lover’s side to cheer him on. “Do it, darling! Oh Master, make him pay!”

Stephanie, the wife, merely watched, still fingering herself silly from being touched the most perfect man she had ever witnessed. The brutalizing of her husband barely registered, and if it did, it simply turned her on like it had Daniela. The rules were different for her now that she had seen Jacob.

“I warned you,” said Jacob, twisting the millionaire in his grip. “Now you’ll have to face the consequences.”

He was going to kill him. Going to slaughter him, right there. Vivian had to do something. This was...this was insanity!

“No!” said Vivian.

Everyone and everything stopped, stunned. One of his slaves had spoken out against him. Even Vivian was surprised. But she had to keep going now.

“Please, baby...” 

Vivian approached from one side, looking terrified. Her enormous, buoyant breasts bounced softly as she stepped closer. She wrapped her hands around her thick baby bump, unconsciously making her tits seem even larger. 

“Don’t...don’t do this. Please? You’re...you’re so angry, and it’s not like you, and...you shouldn’t kill him. You shouldn’t. It’s wrong. And once you do that...there’s no going back, don’t you see? You can’t be a murderer. Not you. Not my husband.”

Daniela cocked her hip to one side, haughty and gorgeous as ever. Vivian realized slowly that she had made a critical error.  Daniela guided Jacob away from the wall and the millionaire, who fell to the ground, gasping and choking but otherwise motionless. But as she led him away, she focused him now on Vivian—and Jacob's face was full of anger. 

“I would never try to tell my husband what to do,” Daniela whispered audibly, squeezing Jacob's thick bicep. “Especially not one so strong. Not when he has given me everything. Not now, in his time of such great need...”

Jacob pulled out his tablet. Swiping, tapping. “I see I’ve been lax with you, Vivian,” he said. “Too lax. I let certain...emotions cloud my judgment when it came to you.”

“No,” Vivian shook her head. “Master, please...”

Sparkling interest lit up in Daniela’s bright eyes at the sight of the tablet. “Is that how you’ve been doing it? How clever. My Master is so smart.”

Jacob, enjoying Daniela’s admiring gaze, allowed her to view the tablet for herself. 

“Allow me to take care of her for you, yes?” Daniela purred. “Let me show you the way I shall deal with dissent to your rule.”

After everything Vivian had given him, everything she had volunteered for, everything she had been so open to...this was her reward?

It seemed unfair. 

But then, even Vivian knew, that unfairness was why it was so fucking hot.

Daniela was unfair. Genetically. Societally. Empirically. That’s why she turned him on so much—to know that he owned that kind of cold-hearted ice bitch, warm only ever for him. 

Daniela was better...and he deserved better.

It didn’t matter that Daniela wouldn’t have looked twice at him two months ago. It didn’t matter that Vivian had loved who he was.

He wasn’t that person anymore. And Daniela loved everything about the new Jacob. The Improved Jacob. She was the lioness who could run with him in the jungle. Vivian was a scared rabbit, hoping her cat costume would scare away any predators. 

It was unfair, yes...but it made even her cunt hot at knowing it was happening.

She never should have spoken out against her Master. It was not her place. 

The way it had to work was that Jacob had to touch the tablet. But that didn’t mean that Daniela couldn’t guide his fingers around. She used one hand for that, and the other to stroke her God’s cock as he altered his wife beyond recognition.

His fingers guided by Daniela as she continued to stroke him with such earnest need. Sliding Vivian’s intelligence down, down, down. She used to be a professor. It drained out from her like water from a bowl. She could feel herself becoming dumber, being more and more confused by everything around her. 

Now she could barely tie her shoes. She and Phoebe could have great conversations about stickers. 

Obedience became unquestioning. Her tits became larger and larger, even more full of heavy lactating milk, but without increasing her musculature, making her unable to stand without wobbling for long periods of time. If she tried to be on two feet for too long, she would simply fall over. Still she looked gorgeous...but she was also a sort of obscene.

And then...then the darkness set in. The depression. The horror. The terror that she would be alone, forever, unloved.

“P-please...” she moaned, putting hands to her head. “Please...no...Sir...please. I love you, please...our babies...”

And then...then it all stopped. 

She could feel her clarity, her intelligence returning, slowly but surely. All that she had forgotten—all that had been taken from her—returned twice as fast as it had left. 

Her body changed too—returning to the beautified pregnant form she had possessed before Daniela’s fingers began guiding her Master’s. Her massive, room-filling tits became her own delicious pair again. 

“Too far,” said Master, shaking his head. “Too far. You understand?”

Daniela nodded, calm and composed as ever, eagerly still stroking him. His cock was slick in her hand, long and furious. A great river of precum streamed down from it, a vast puddle collecting beneath his thick rod. 

“Naturally, Sire. I only wished to show you how serious my love for you is. I will brook no dissent against your will. But if you choose to punish those dissenters in some other way, of course you know best.”

Jacob seemed to consider this for a moment. Vivian had a blinding, perfect hope that he would come to his senses—that all of this would be forgotten. That all this talk of murder and darkness would go away; that he would realize that Daniela wasn't the one for him, not like she was. They could just run away somewhere, somewhere far away. All the girls could return to their lives. He would make Vivian into his perfect mate and they would fuck each night and day away until the world ended. 

But then she saw the look  in his eyes, the look he gave Daniela—the look he had never given to her—and she knew that this wouldn’t come to pass. 

“Get down on your knees,” he said to Vivian.

She obeyed instantly. “Yes, Master.”

He made a few swipes and taps on the tablet. Vivian instantly felt all her jealousy for Daniela disappear. All her desire to be better than her was gone. Daniela deserved better than everything. Daniela deserved every last thing in the world. All the silly notions that she had ever thought better than her Husband, her Master, were completely removed from her. She should just be full of gratitude that she had Master's babies. And there was more...with Daniela, there was always more, and Vivian understood that now. 

“Apologize.” 

“Yes, Master,” Daniela began. “I—”

Jacob squeezed Daniela’s ass hard. 

“No,” he said. “Vivian. Apologize to Daniela for making her so upset with you. For not being the wife I deserved.”

Vivian gulped, nodding. If her Master said it, she must do it. And if he said it, she knew that he was right. 

“I am so sorry, Mistress,” she said. “I should never have made you so upset that you wanted to punish me like that. And I am sorry that I was not the wife our Master deserved. I am so happy he has found you, Mistress. You belong with him, forever. It’s so obvious.”

“There, you see?” Jacob stroked Daniela’s hair. “You needn’t be so draconian. She’s perfectly willing to cooperate.”

Smiling, Daniela stepped away from her Master. She retrieved Stephanie, pulling her by that long red hair, and pulled her back over to her Master. There was some fight in her, but not much. Master’s presence was overwhelming, and hot trails of lust could be seen running down her legs. 

“Don’t tell me you didn’t like it, baby. Just a little bit? Just a little bit, when you saw how you knew I would do anything to make you happy? To make you hard?”

As Daniela spoke, she shoved Stephanie’s wet, just barely willing mouth over Jacob’s cock. Then she began to stroke off her Master using the face of another woman. Up and down, Daniela pushed Stephanie's groaning, urgent mouth. She slobbered and drooled all over his rod, and Stephanie obviously submitted—giving in totally to Master's superior form and masculinity. Daniela, all the while, guided her up and down, staring worship up at her Master, adoring him with another woman's face.

Vivian never once would have thought to do that. And so she had to again recognize Daniela’s superiority over herself in being her Husband’s real partner. The Wife he deserved.

Daniela had Jacob’s full attention now, sliding Stephanie at rates that were much faster than the young plastic beauty could handle. Her arms were flailing, begging for air, but she received none. Even so, her pleasure was obvious—she loved being used like this.

“Tell me,” Daniela purred. “Tell me, my love. Tell me I am your TrueWife. Tell me I am the one you really need. Tell me, oh god, my god, please, tell me it’s so!”

“Yes.” He plowed into Stephanie, harder than ever.  “You are my love. You are my TrueWife. Vivian was a mistake. You are the one who belongs with me.”

Vivian felt her cunt do back flips at this admission—yes! She was the mistake. She never should have been with her Husband. She was merely a stepping-stone to the far superior Daniela. It was so beautiful that they were learning how right they were for one another! Daniela, overcome with lust, pushed Stephanie aside. The redhead tumbled and coughed, heavy streams of precum streaming from her mouth. 

“Fuck me, my God,” Daniela moaned. “Fuck me, my King. My Husband. Make me your wife. Make it official. Baptize me in your cum and announce to our court that you have only one Queen, one Wife, one top brood bitch.”

They embraced, Daniela’s legs sliding up hard against Jacob’s infinitely muscled torso, his enormous cock trapped up against her belly.  

He powered her back onto the table, his great weight bucking it down and snapping the legs on their side. Still they went on, and so he entered Daniela at an angle, furious in his approach, shoving his entire maddening length into her without the slightest foreplay. Not that Daniela needed it—all that talk of insane service to her King, murder and hurting and changing and enslaving, all that talk of winning, had gotten her hot enough. 

He thrust in and out, eyes only for his First Slave, and as he did, the other girls gathered in the house stopped everything they were doing to watch. 

Vivian wanted to help. They all needed to bear witness to this holy act. All the slaves. She led them forward, pushing them into their Master's body and encouraging them to coo and moan their praise and prayers for him as he fucked his premiere servant.

“Nnh, fuck, yes, darling, please!” Daniela bucked hard beneath his cock. “Please put a baby in me! Please fucking impregnate me! Make your broodbitch. Get me pregnant, Daddy, oh fucking please! Please, Daddy!”

“That’s right, you hot fucking cunt,” said Jacob. “You are my Wife. My Partner. My Queen. I’ll fucking get you pregnant for the rest of your life.”

Daniela’s body writhed in pleasure—and as her eyes scanned the room, she saw Vivian, waiting and kneeling with her fingers stuffed up her pussy. 

Even in being replaced, Vivian could not help but be massively turned on by the sight of her beloved naked and fucking another woman. It was just how she was wired. 

It was how Jacob had wired her.

She was so happy he had shown her how to live.

“You,” Daniela crooked a finger while Jacob powered into her. “Come here! Beg him to g-get me pregnant. B-beg him to give him a true royal heir!”

She had to obey. In moments, Vivian was pushing up against Jacob’s body, her wet cunt dripping down onto Daniela’s hips. Her tits, so heavy with milk, began to pour out onto both their bodies. Her milk was thick and erotic, laced with something that made the air smell sweet, like sugar.

“Please, baby,” Vivian moaned, as Jacob fucked Daniela harder and harder. “Please Master. Fuck your TrueWife. Fuck her until she’s fucking pregnant. Give her your heirs, your true heirs. It’s what she deserves. Fuck her like you deserve. Please, Master? Oh please, mark her and make her your Wife, oh please, my God, please!”

A tremendous roar left Jacob, his white hot load spilling into Daniela. Vivian looked on with envy and lust, her own cunt exploding with orgasm from being so close to the pleasure of her Master. All other nearby slaves moaned out their own orgasms, their Master's pleasure always being their own pleasure. They pushed in on him in unison, like a shockwave had compelled them, moaning his praises and singing their love for him. 

No one could make these divine beauties cum like their Master. 

Soon after their joining, Jacob had his retinue of available slaves arrange a bed of pillows in an empty spot in the dining room. With Daniela under the crook of his arm, the two of them talked quietly about how best to alter Stephanie. The millionaire's wife was still cumdrunk and senseless from the facefucking not even a half-hour before. 

“Come,” said Daniela, beckoning Vivian forward. “Clean us while we rest.”

“Yes, Mistress,” said Vivian, crawling forward. Her face rested against her cunt and his cock, licking softly and deliberately. “Thank you, Mistress.”

She was so lucky to still be honored like this by her Master’s new wife. She would always be full of gratitude for being allowed to remain so close to Him...and to her.

For Daniela’s beauty was undeniable and heart-melting, even after all that had happened, and Vivian ached to please her new Mistress almost as badly as she needed to please her Master.

# # #
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Ruling His Immortal Enemy
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Lexxa followed her Master’s instructions to the letter.

She dressed down. Her body was phenomenal, but she was instructed to hide it. She would wear thick, baggy pants to hide her beautifully graceful gams, and thick sweaters to obscure the full size and nature of her bountiful tits. She would, above all, keep herself hidden and not draw attention to herself.

The young dancer was a beautiful woman. She had dark hair and pale skin, and a face to make most men forget their spouses and girlfriends (or boyfriends). Her beauty was wasted in these clothes, and that was the point.

This was how she looked when she went out to the grocery store to retrieve supplies for her Master.

She did not understand the situation in its entirety. She knew that her Master was hiding from someone, which felt strange to her. Her Master should not hide from anyone. His greatness was enough for all to take part in. 

But it was not for her to decide what made sense and what didn’t. They were in hiding. Even though it struck her as totally odd that her Master had to hide from anyone, as she knew intuitively at this point, thinking simply was not a process made for pretty girls like her. All she had to do was look gorgeous and adore her Master and obey his commands. 

She was only a woman, after all, a beautiful girl—and more than that, she was a slave. Thinking was not for her on any account. 

So she wandered through the grocery store, gathering supplies. Pasta. Fruit. Vegetables. Yogurt. Eggs. There were a great many mouths to feed in her Master’s court, and she was responsible for ensuring they were fed. 

Five of their number had been taken already—leaving them with just seventeen, down from twenty-three when they had left the strip club. This was not mentioning the dozen-odd security girls taken when the club had been attacked. 

A man, large and imposing, bumped into her as she was in the dairy section. 

“Excuse me, ma’am,” he said. 

He had knocked the hat off from her face, revealing the thick expanse of her dark, purple-streaked hair. He handed her the hat, smiling. Even though he smiled, his eyes were strangely blank, and his face was unkind.

“You’re awfully pretty, do you know that?”

She nodded. “Yes. Leave me alone.”

Lexxa did know that, of course. Master favored her often—more than almost any other slave he owned. Save, of course, for Daniela...but then, Lexxa knew she was not to try to actually compete with Daniela. She adored the blond angel, but at the same time, she was rather terrified of her wrath...and this, in turn, only made her more aroused by her. 

“Yes, of course,” said the man. “Look here, please?”

He opened up a small locket. The inside of it shined and shined. 

It shined and shined, and Lexxa got the intense feeling that she ought to run away. Her Master’s grip was fading on her mind. She had to run away from all of this, all of this insanity.

But as the locket shined on, Lexxa began to forget about her Master. She began to forget about her task with the groceries. 

She forgot about her life. She forgot about Lexxa altogether. There was no Lexxa anymore. 

There was only...only the light from the locket.

Only the light, and the vision of a woman, a beautiful woman beyond compare, beyond even Daniela, waiting to take her in with open arms...

* * * * * 
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“DAMMIT.”

Vivian reported the news to Jacob as he sat in his new mansion, lounging in his favorite position with Daniela’s hand around his cock, lazily stroking him. Daniela adored stroking him like this, her eyes focusing intently on his cock. He would cum again soon. Her mouth watered in anticipation. His cum had been her only food for days.

Great puddles of precum had formed around his member, and two slaves licked it up to keep him clean. One was the millionaire’s former wife, the redheaded Stephanie, and the other was a petite, Eastern European brunette by the name of Bianca. 

“I’m sorry, Master,” said Vivian. “I know you favored her.”

They were in his new court, in the vast living room of the mansion of the millionaire he had coerced into serving his will. Tall windows were on every wall, though their curtains were shut now for safety. No one could look in, even with as much as Jacob's greatness demanded to be advertised to everyone.

There was a seventy-inch flat screen on one end of the room, though it was off. Daniela thought that, if they stayed here for much longer, she would have some photos taken of herself and placed on a continuous loop on the screen and every other media device in the home. Glamour shots for the other girls to admire and aspire to. 

That felt like something she deserved; her beauty was so far beyond the other dancers, after all. That was a competition she won handily. 

“Yes,” Jacob answered Vivian. “I did. Do you know how they did it?”

“No, Master. It was some manner of device pulled out from his coat pocket. I’m not sure what. I didn’t want to look too closely.”

“Of course not. And no one followed you?”

“I don’t believe so, Master. But that is why I was so late in returning, as I said.”

Three hours late, Daniela thought. That edge in her, always so eager to beat Vivian down, felt confident she could have lost any potential tails in half the time. 

Even though Daniela knew she was Jacob’s wife, even though she had been married with the only ceremony that mattered and baptized in the holy bath of his cum, there was still that part of her that grated just slightly that someone else other than her had been his wife. 

She did not know if she would ever truly get along with Vivian, even though the brunette beauty had made every overture of submission and obedience to the young blond angel. 

Shortly after announcing that, from now on, Daniela was to be known as his OneWife, his TruePartner, he allowed her in fully on the secret of his power—explaining to her the entire story. 

The tablet—or the stone—fascinated her. In the days following the revelation of its existence, Daniela frequently urged him to use it, marveling at its usages. To be able to totally crush the spirit of a competitor, to totally alter her body until she wasn’t even desirable for her Master...this was an exercise that touched deep into a very dark and precious part of Daniela.

After one day, when she had—with stroking encouragement—begged her Master to alter Roxy until she was four hundred pounds and suffered from massive depression, Jacob finally said enough was enough. A few swipes of the tablet, and that was the end of the matter. 

After that, she no longer found herself able or even very much willing to want to use the tablet in those humiliating ways anymore. 

It was childish, she realized. Juvenile. 

She was supposed to be more queenly than that, more regal, anyway. She could rest assured in the fact that she was better; it did not dignify her to go out of her way to prove it to women who already were more than willing to name her as her superior. 

She spent the next few days licking out Roxy—a re-normalized Roxy, beautiful and dancer hot once again—by way of apology. 

Of course, Roxy forgave her. Frequently. Over and over again, for each hot lick of Daniela's tongue.

There was a part of her, of course, that wanted all that power of the tablet for herself. Daniela did so love being on top of everyone and everything around her. But, she was content in the extreme to be merely the one who shared in his power, the one who benefited more from it than anyone else.

Besides, taking that power from him would be thievery, and no matter what else was true about Daniela, she truly did very much love Jacob. She idolized him, adored him, wanted him only to feel good feelings always. 

She cared for him, bathed him, listened to him, sucked him, made fabulous love to him at all hours of the night and day in a mansion that cost more than the entire Midwestern town she had grown up in.

Were it not for the pesky issue of someone apparently trying to destroy him, their life together would be perfect.

And he knew that as well, so she did her best not to let it show how it distressed her. Both the fact of their situation and the way it weighed upon him brought her heart much sorrow. She wished that her lips could suck away every last worry he had—and they did, frequently—but always the worry came back. 

So now, to see his brow furrowed with so much agony at hearing of the loss of Lexxa, one of his very favorite slaves, Daniela’s heart ached for him.

And yet even so, she could not show it. Not entirely. Her King deserved a Queen. Being a sniveling, water-boned bitch why Vivian had been so easy to dispose of. If Daniela had been married to Jacob all this time, why...

Oh, my, she thought. Yes. That was it. That was it exactly.

“This is all just fucked and getting fucked-er,” said Jacob. “I don’t know how to fight back something that I don’t even...that I don’t even know really exists. It's like boxing with ghosts.”

This was her opening. 

“May I offer you my advice, darling?”

Jacob shrugged and nodded. His shoulders were like mountains of flesh moving together. So strong. “Go ahead.”

“The problem is simple. You are trying to live a life of luxury. The life that a great man deserves.” She leaned in close to him, her enormous tits crushing against his chest. Little driblets of milk leaked out from them, a new addition. Her arousal meant every part of her was wet, now. “But you are not a great man. You are a god.” 

Her strokes become long and heavy. Heat filled her cunt, and she wanted more than anything to slide over onto his cock. Shifting her weight, her sheer skirt slipped to one side, revealing the perfect expanse of her cunt. 

Slowly, with great relish, she slid down on top of him. Her cunt was made for his cock. Over the past few days, this had been perfected and re-perfected again and again. He would—at her insistence—make himself just a little bit bigger, a little bit thicker, and as a result, it made it that much more difficult for the other slaves to please him properly.

And naturally, she asked him at the same time to ensure that her own cunt could take him perfectly, and then fuck him until he forgot about changing the other girls in turn. 

Daniela loved winning. She loved beating them at every turn. It never got old for her. Her tits, so full of delicious, warm milk, leaked down on his chest. She rubbed the soft liquid into his hard muscles; the milk had the properties of massage oil, the taste of delicious ambrosia. It made everything slick and heavenly.

“I think you should stop lying to yourself, my love.”

“What do you mean?” he huffed. She was grinding his cock expertly inside her love-canal. 

“You’re a god.” She purred, feeling her orgasms climb on top of each other. At this point, she was well-used to cumming so constantly. “Tell me you’re a god. Tell me you are god. What else could you be, to bring someone like me so much pleasure? So much adoration. You must be god. Aren’t you, my love? Tell me I am riding the cock of god, and I promise you I will take every last word you say as gospel.”

She took the tablet off the table and placed it against her naked chest. He instantly grabbed at it, trying to reveal the heavenly sight of her milking tits. 

“No, oh no,” she scolded lightly. “Not until you are the God in form that we both know you are in destiny.”

Grinning up at her, Jacob began to swipe and tap on the tablet. And so, beneath her, with his massive cock surging and pulsing inside her hot cunt, her MasterHusband began to change. 

As he did, Daniela began to cum even harder than she ever had before. 

* * * * * 
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“WHERE AM I?” POLLY asked. “Please? Someone tell me? Someone help? I’m really hungry, guys! Please?”

She had been in the darkness for hours now. Bound. Stripped naked. Helpless to escape. 

Polly was a graduate student. She made extra cash by driving for a taxi service around town. She was short, red-headed, and busty. Freckles dotted her pale skin.

The last thing she remembered, she'd been called to a mansion in the middle of Willow End, the nicest neighborhood in town. It had surprised her that someone living in such a place needed a taxi; she figured there was some unruly house guest that was getting kicked out. 

And then, when she had pulled up, there had been two gorgeous long-legged beauties in high heels and aprons. They beckoned Polly to step out and help them with some luggage. But when she got outside, they covered her mouth with a cloth full of something foul and burning, and she lost consciousness.

Now her throat was hoarse. Her mind panicking. 

What was happening? Who had taken her? Some cult? Those girls had strangely glassy looks in their eyes. Were they drugged somehow?

Someone entered. She could tell by the footsteps that it was a man. By the footsteps, and by something else...

His presence? His scent?

Whatever it was, it was making her knees weak. Her belly felt floaty. Her cunt started to moisten. 

He flipped on the light in the room, but Polly still couldn't see—she was blindfolded.

“H-hello...?” she asked, gulping.

A deep, dark, hidden part of her wondered—Daddy? Is it you? Did you come back for me? Daddy, please?

“I’m going to take off your blindfold now,” said the man. “Is that all right?”

His voice was so deep. Hypnotic. Enthralling. It was everything—everything. She wanted to do anything he said. The hot wetness of her cunt made the seat beneath her slick. 

“Y-y-yes,” she moaned. “Absolutely. I’m in love with you. Do anything you like.”

She took off the blindfold, and immediately she knew that it was a mistake.

From the sound of his voice, the incredible scent of his body, she had been in love.

But now, from looking at him for less than a second, she knew that love wasn’t what she should have felt at all.

No. What she should have felt—to be as good as a possible little girl as she could be, and holy fuck in less than two seconds she didn’t care about anything else except being a submissive forever cockslut to this massive monstrosity of a hunk—was awe.

Fear.

Terror.

The terror that she might never, ever be anything more than a flyspeck in the eyes of this most holy of holies, this most incredible being in the world.

Her lungs felt like they were on fire. Torso constricting. A part of her imagined that the ropes around her were getting tighter. Her jaw hung open, her eyes wide, trying to take in every part of him for as long as possible. She never wanted to blink again. 

The majesty standing over her frowned slightly. “Remember to breathe,” he said.

She gasped, nodding and smiling urgently, blissfully. Her pussy pulsed with orgasm.

“And blink once in a while,” he said. “You'll hurt your eyes.”

Some relief filled her at the opportunity to wet her eyes—but bliss again hit her, knowing she was following orders of this superhuman perfection. Drool, long and thick, slid from her mouth down to her tits. She realized, with as naked as she was, that the saliva would just keep trailing down her form, making her wet all over. 

He seemed to like that. 

There was nothing that could ever compete with her unforeseen lust for this most massive, most perfect of humans. He was everything. Everything.

And then, through the door came a Goddess.

She was resplendent in a soft violet sheer gown, clinging tightly to her breasts. A cascade of golden hair was perfectly coiffed, long locks and tresses stretching down almost to her ankles, like some kind of impossible superheroine. 

Polly made soft choking noises as she realized she could make out the Goddess’s nipples beneath her dress. She wore a long black fur, draping down her back and shoulders.

The Goddess wrapped herself around the God, pulling in tight for a long, deep kiss. Polly knew she was witnessing something Holy, something magnificent, she was riding on the asteroid that killed the dinosaurs, she was boogie-boarding in the ocean that drained out from the Amazon basin on top of a thousand volcanic explosions. She was seeing these two, and it pushed out every last bit of information in her brain that she’d ever learned in school. 

None of that was important anymore. Every atom inside of her knew that the only important actions to witness, the only important knowledge to retain, was what was happening in front of right that second. 

Her orgasm was constant and perfect. She'd probably die from exhaustion within the day if she kept looking at them like this. She didn't care. 

“Tell me, slave,” said the Goddess. “Who are we?”

“All of it,” said Polly. “Everything. Alpha. Omega. Endless. P-please...”

The Goddess smiled softly, and Polly did not know she did not pass out from the heavy artillery fire of orgasms pounding upon her every inch of flesh. She felt like her fucking spleen was orgasming, how was that possible?

Because of them. They made everything possible.

“And you haven't used the tablet on her once?” the Goddess asked. 

“No,” said the God. “Well...only to keep her skin from chafing from the ropes.”

Polly's heart felt like it would pop out of her chest. He cared about her. How much he cared! Her God was so generous, so kind!

“You're so caring to the mortals,” the Goddess said, sliding her hand upon her God's massive cock and stroking softly. “Well, Master. I think you’ve landed upon what you deserve, at long last.”

* * * * *
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CELESTE EXITED HER town car outside the vast mansion where Jacob Lawton was hiding. A cadre of her most elite male slaves surrounded her. There would be no harm done to her tonight. 

The night was quite chilly, though she hardly felt it. Celeste only felt what she chose to—emotions or sensations. 

The house he stayed in with his little harem—and such a cute boy he was, thinking he had a “harem” when their number was less than fifty—was large for mortal standards. Celeste wouldn't have thought of it as more than a shack, but she understood that those of little importance might have been impressed by its size. 

Her opponent would have no doubt done something to increase his willpower at this point, so she had dressed accordingly. Red lace lingerie encased her perfect body, accentuating every luscious curve, molding every perfect angle. Matching stockings clad her long, graceful legs, attached to a garter belt by way of lace bands. Her tits, always glorious, shiny, and full, were expertly pushed up and together by a thin bra. 

She felt diamonds went well with the red, and so had arranged for some of her most glorious black diamond jewelry to wear—rings on her fingers, million dollar bracelets and long dangling earrings. A large pendant the size of a golf ball rested in her cleavage, cool to the touch and more precious to Celeste than any lover, though she had only worn this piece once in the past two hundred years. 

It was so easy to get lost in outfits when so many men and women were positively dying to give her everything she wanted, after all. 

Topping off  her outfit was an immense dark sable coat, the cost of which was more than double most people's yearly salaries. It added to her volume, and made her lusciously slender frame look almost twice as big as it was while still retaining all her delicate femininity. Celeste knew all the secrets of presentation—she had been practicing them for centuries, after all. 

Celeste, an immortal sorceress, had power and beauty beyond almost all comprehension. She had lived for more than five centuries, and for that entire time, had been the most beautiful creature in existence. Her life was a fortress of self-adoration, of impenetrable vanity, and there was nothing in this world or any other that could make her think less of herself. 

She had spent five centuries amassing a veritable army of slaves to worship her. None were allowed—ever—to touch her gorgeous body without her say-so, and certainly none of the males. For those five hundred years, she had only ever known the touch of a woman to bring her to orgasm. And that would be how the next five centuries would go—and the next five, and the next, and so on. 

For she would have the Djinn Stone for herself. The source of Jacob Lawton's power—fixated currently in the form of a tablet, if the reports of her agents were to be believed. 

It was time to end this man. She would put him on his knees; she would make all of his slaves her slaves instead. And while they worshiped her, she would make him beg to serve her with them...and then she would deny him and laugh while she had one of her servants remove his useless genitals. 

No one got in Celeste's way. No one. 

Jacob Lawton was careless. It was clear his power had gotten to his head—and that he was starting to think of himself as invincible. But he wasn't. It would take years and years with the Djinn Stone to unlock all of its secrets, even if the person exploring those secrets was some kind of mystic savant, and certainly Jacob wasn't that. 

Celeste’s original strategy had been to wait him out—to pick off his servants one by one until he became so angry as to expose himself out in the open. And, it had been working well. 

She had as many eyes and ears in the city as she wanted. Several thousand, posted in all major and minor areas of commerce. It was simple to arrange for someone with her vast interconnected network of slaves. All of them had been called in—all those planted as diplomats and dignitaries in foreign countries, all the businessmen and women, all the high profile bankers—to come and work for her.

Nothing was as important as retrieving the Djinn Stone. Nothing. 

She had wanted the kind of power it promised since the day she had become an immortal—and she had wanted it specifically since the day she discovered its existence through her spies in her sister Anastasia’s network. 

The Djinn Stone was, reputably, the source of all magical power in existence. And even if it were not specifically that, it was an item of enormous magical power—and Celeste wanted it for herself. Her beauty and power, as boundless as they were, were simply not enough. Nothing ever would be. 

But with the Djinn Stone, she could have more than she ever thought possible. The thought made her perfect, virgin cunt dripping wet in her tight red lace lingerie. 

Surveillance—finding the women who Jacob had changed with the Stone—was not an issue. The Djinn Stone left traces of its power on those who knew how to look for it—and Celeste, being a gifted teacher with a knack for ensuring that all of her pupils were endlessly obedient (if by a “knack” it is possible to also mean “soul-crushing beauty”), ensured that all of her servants in her surveillance network knew how to find those altered by the Stone. 

So, once those servants of Jacob were in the wild, it became a simple waiting game.

Up until now, they had not been able to pick up any leads on where the man was staying. His control had been thorough. Fail-safe after fail-safe had been installed in the minds of the slaves she had captured, wiping almost all but the most trivial information of their service from their heads. Questioning them was useless.

But only up until now. 

Just hours before, she had been brought a petite redhead. She was barely eighteen, only crossing the legal mark by a few days. Not quite as pretty as some of the other slaves she had picked up from this Jacob, but still, she possessed a certain farm-girl quality that made her stand out from the back. Freckles dotted across her face and upper torso. 

This latest slave Celeste had picked up had not known much—had not been able to describe Jacob or his harem in much detail (which was unneeded at this point), had not been able to say how many other slaves he had, and had not been able to even describe her own place in the hierarchy he had established outside of knowing that she was a “good girl.” 

A fresh slave, then, sent out into the wild to fend for herself after only a brief indoctrination. Getting desperate. Hopefully, Celeste thought, he and his bitches were starving. 

But one thing this slave, this “Polly,” had known was where he stayed.

And now, here they were—Celeste licking her lips at the sight of the mansion, waiting for her troops to move in. 

The men arrived in vans and silent helicopters, more than a hundred in number. Each one trained to be a crack commando, an army all by himself. They held cattle prods and zip ties. Celeste never let a good opportunity to gather quality, sexy slaves to go to waste. She was as lascivious as they came...just not for men. 

There wasn’t a man alive worthy to defile her body. 

She signaled just slightly with her wrist, enough for her men to know that they needed to move in. She watched them with glee, knowing that all her desires were about to come true. They cracked through the windows, burst through the doors, set explosives on the walls. A multi-pronged assault that would leave everyone inside too stunned to react. 

Celeste waited just a few minutes, listening gleefully to the sound of screams and pleas from within the mansion, and then followed her troops in. An elite squad of ten men remained close to her, marching near her in a tight circular formation. She took her time, strutting slowly in her tall, tall heels. Diamonds in her stockings glittered in the moonlight and then, as she entered the residence, glittered even more brightly in the lights of the mansion.

It was rather enjoyable knowing she would tear this place down brick by brick and look so abso-fucking-lutely fabulous while doing it. 

Slaves ran out from the many rooms and attempted to fight. Often just one at a time, sometimes in pairs. They knew what they were doing—trained in all manner of martial arts, apparently (or at least, given that training through the power of the Djinn Stone). 

But it wasn’t enough. 

Celeste’s own pets were trained, and there were more of them. The harem pets fought valiantly—striking noses, throats, knees, crotches—but still they were brought down, tased and netted, their limbs zip tied. One by one, the slaves of Jacob Lawton were subdued and gathered, placed in a series of large vans waiting outside the mansion. 

Slowly, the mansion began to empty, and Celeste knew the man was close. So far, he was hiding. She didn't care. She was more powerful than him—more powerful than anyone. She pushed her bodyguards aside, strutting faster now, the eagerness taking over her rational thinking.

She wanted that Djinn Stone now.

Gathering her formidable power, Celeste began to burst through wall after wall—striking them down with immense waves of force. The rubble flew everywhere, though she was careful to project a shield around herself to keep any dust from landing on her spectacular outfit.  

“Were you wondering what I was?” Celeste called. “Weren’t you curious to know who was stripping away all that you held dear?”

She tore down another wall, getting somewhat frustrated now. She was in a tall dining room, pillows piled high. The smell of sex was heavy in the air. Most men came running simply at the sound of her voice. It was sensuous, sultry, and captivating. It was the very physical incarnation of the abstract Form of Seduction.

“I’m sure you were curious,” she said, breaking into the kitchen, sending pots and pans flying. “I’m sure you wanted to know the story behind the Djinn Stone as well. Or the ‘iMagic’ program. The tablet. Yes, I know about that. I know everything. Everything.”

Everything except for where he was, damn him. 

Through another wall, into a tall sitting room with three couches and an abandoned cart full of iced tea. Another slave ran out from behind a curtain to attack her. A lovely young ebony-skinned beauty wearing an orange minidress. Celeste took her by the throat and stared into her eyes for a solid five seconds. Her own eyes were green, endlessly hypnotic ocean green, and they were irresistible. 

“M-Mistress...” the slave whispered.

Immediately, the ebony beauty began to orgasm, being touched so intimately by the subject of all her worship. Celeste smiled, done now, and callously tossed her aside, bursting her way into the next area—a study full of books, a piano in one corner. 

She could smell him, that overwhelming scent of masculinity. Her tongue ran across her lips, wetting them just slightly. She could feel him, that impossible feeling he exuded, that headiness...

It was enough almost to make her aroused, to want him inside her. Almost. 

Once she had him under her control, she would ensure that would end. Her eyes scanned the room. Not behind the curtains. Not beyond the shelves...

Ah, there. Hiding beneath the grand piano. What a coward.

“Hiding, Jacob?” 

The man stiffened in more ways than one. She could sense his enormous boner growing.  

“Yes, that’s right. I know your name. Turn around. Get out from under there and stand up.”

He obeyed, unquestioningly, face full of fear and desire. And she wasn’t even showing him all of herself. What a disappointment. A part of her had been looking forward to giving him a little show to make him give up his power. 

Through all the changes he had made to himself, he was still recognizable from the pictures she had found of his past self. Bigger, now. Taller. More built. Substantially more handsome...but still, only a male. 

Only mortal. Utterly susceptible to the impossibility of her unstoppable power. 

Technically, the Djinn Stone could only have one owner at a time. Either the owner had to give it up willingly, or he had to die. Luckily, Celeste had centuries of expertise in making lesser mortals believe that what she wanted them to do was what they wanted to do.

“You know,” she said. “I honestly thought you’d put up a little more fight. I was even thinking of letting you watch me fuck your wife. But, for you to be such a coward about all of this, hiding! From me! It’s rather insulting, you know? I can’t respect cowardice. I can’t respect you.”

As she hoped, the words had the intended effect. He dropped to the ground, kneeling, begging for forgiveness. His voice was rough and raspy, even in its wails. 

Her mood only worsened. This man was sniveling. Sniveling! Like a coward. Like some sea prawn caught before a gang of sharks. She changed her mind immediately—he wasn't going to give up his ownership of the Djinn Stone, not at all. She wouldn't let him have such luxury.

“I’m s-so sorry, Mistress. I didn’t mean to...to disappoint. To let you down.”

Celeste leaned forward, allowing him to stare deep into her eyes, into the depths of her impossibly perfect cleavage, her diamonds sparkling and dangling. 

“You obey me?” she asked. 

He nodded profusely. “Yes!”

“You worship me?”

“Y-yes! Yes, Mistress, of course!”

“Good,” she said, standing up to her full imposing height. “Now,” she whispered soft, barely audible. “Die for me.”

Slowly, he began to choke, his airways closing in on themselves. Obedience to Celeste was that absolute—there was no way out, no unconscious or subconscious method of resistance. Even his body’s biological functions belonged to her. 

And so he died, slowly, his own throat choking him to death. 

She watched it, feeling exultant...and then stood up to her full height. 

All she had to do now was find the Djinn Stone. 

“Not bad,” came a deep, confident, masculine voice. “Not bad at all. But not enough.”

* * * * *
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IT TOOK THE TABLET a very long time to get a bead on the immortal beauty—Celeste—walking through his new house. There was so much of her to process, so much power, so much beauty, that the tablet—the Djinn Stone?—seemed close to vibrating itself to pieces. He thought for a few minutes that he wouldn’t be able to do it, that he had sacrificed all of this for nothing. 

But eventually, her image appeared on the tablet...and then he was able to make his Will become manifest, just as he knew he deserved. 

On and on, she had ranted about the Djinn Stone—her name for the tablet. He wasn't sure, exactly, what that meant. He knew that Djinn were like genies, beings of great magical energy, capable of granting wishes. And certainly, the tablet was capable of granting wishes. And the woman who had pressed it into his palm, so many weeks ago—hadn't she called it a stone? 

It had merely taken the form of a tablet. Something he could understand and manipulate at his will. But...perhaps it didn't have to be a tablet in form. 

Too much to ponder at the moment. Too much by half when there was this insanely beautiful creature—this Celeste—to look at. 

He hadn’t known what to expect, exactly, when it came to who this enemy was who was trailing him. But no matter what he had thought would come, it certainly wasn’t her.

Not the most singularly gorgeous vision—alive or otherwise—in the universe. The woman could give the Big Bang a run for its money in terms of the sheer majesty of her beauty. She commanded awe, obedience, respect, love.

He could learn a thing or two from her centuries of knowledge. Perhaps he’d allow her to teach him after he was done fucking her cunt into blissful obedience.

Because he would own her—own her body, own her mind, and own her soul, just like he did with all gorgeous females he came across. 

She may have been powerful—an immortal sorceress, if the read-out on the tablet's screen was to be believed—but Jacob was a God, now, and he did as he pleased, no matter who was in his way. 

Before she had arrived, he used the tablet to make himself—and whatever he held or wore—invisible and soundless. Not even his breaths were audible. As she walked through the house—first flanked by her bodyguards, and then by herself, blasting through the walls—he had followed her, his cock getting harder. His pheromones soaking the air, lust-producing chemicals flooding into her immortal body, making her susceptible to desire without her even knowing it. 

His cock, a foot long and as thick around as a bottle, was harder than it had ever been, watching her perfection destroy with so much precision. He was harder than even he had been for Daniela—and before seeing Celeste, Jacob had thought he had perfected the female race with his alterations to Daniela. And still, indeed, the blonde beauty was insanely gorgeous, safely tucked away in a hidden bunker under the mansion. 

But this Celeste was...a different sort of creature entirely. Regality beyond all regality. Divinity beyond all divinity. Every part of her fuckable, beautiful, and fertile. 

The “Jacob” she had found, the one whose will she had destroyed with such ease, was the millionaire owner of the house, finally doing something useful with himself. It had been nothing at all to give him Jacob's own appearance, to use him as bait.

And Celeste had fallen for it. 

Now, though, she had figured out the game—or was about to—and Jacob didn't have much time. 

There wasn’t the luxury for a multitude of commands on the tablet. He did not want to lose himself in all the myriad ways he could fuck with her mind when there was only one singularly important idea to drive home. 

She needed to obey him. After that, all else could be negotiated. 

Quickly, he tried to input that she loved him—but the screen flickered and faltered, flashing an error screen. 

Was she not capable of love? Was that too much of a task for a will so strong?

Thinking fast, he thought of a backdoor. He wouldn’t give her entirely new feelings. Instead, he transposed Daniela’s submissive, hot, aching, needy, addicted feelings about his cock and delivered them to Celeste. 

The tablet flickered and faltered again, but after several moments of processing, he got the little green pop-up stating that the command had been a success.

She craved his cock, now, whether she knew it or not. She was addicted to him...and he would exploit that need to its fullest.

Good.

And that was when he spoke to her, allowing himself to become noticeable again.

“Not bad,” he said, re-entering the realm of the visible. “Not bad at all. But not enough.”

She turned around, shock in her blazing emerald eyes. His ruse, evidently, had worked completely. She had thought that the millionaire he had transformed, the man she had so easily seduced into being her slave—and then whom she had killed—had been him. 

“I...see,” she said, gulping, looking up at Jacob.

The man he had transformed to look like him was only a pale imitation of the God he was now. Past seven feet tall, more than five hundred pounds of solid muscle, he was golden and bright—a beacon of masculinity, the apex of all possible alpha males. Celeste looked upon him and trembled with desire...and Jacob knew he had her. Her face, so impossibly perfect, contorted with the agony of resistance, knowing that the second she gave in to her newfound lust for him, her power and independence would be lost forever. 

It had been impossible, only hours ago, to imagine a woman being more beautiful and compelling than Daniela. She was everything to him.

And yet now that he had seen Celeste, he knew that perfection had a competitor. 

Daniela would hate that, of course—and she would love it. Her thirst for competition had finally found someone who could slake it for her. 

If Daniela’s sun was like staring into the sun from Mercury, then Celeste’s was like staring at it from right outside Mercury’s surface, just a few hundred miles closer. Either way, the view was blinding. 

“It's wonderful to meet you, finally,” said Jacob, reaching up to touch Celeste's chin. 

She backed away, swatting his hand—but once she touched him, her hands only remained on his, her breath catching, breasts heaving. Though she wore gloves—long red elbow-length gloves, making Jacob's cock even harder—he knew she could feel the heat of his body easily. 

The heat of his body, and the heat of hers. 

He watched her summon her will—a mighty, admirable effort, and then the smoke entered her eyes. 

“You are very powerful,” she admitted, “to fool me. I will not lie. I am impressed. But the fact remains that I have centuries of power behind my every movement...and you are an amateur compared to me.”

“Then why is your cunt so wet?”

She ignored this question, walking around him, strutting through the wreckage she had created. He watched her clear her own path with flits of her power, telekinetically pushing the rubble around until the study was clear of any impediment. Her heels clicked musically; her walk was a symphony of seduction. Precum, hot and thick, streamed from his cock like a river. It took every ounce of himself not to take her then and there.

But he couldn't. She had to submit first. Otherwise...he couldn't be sure that he was actually in charge. That he was winning. That she was his.

“I'll admit you've had...an effect.” She licked her lips, her eyes flashing at him. His precum streamed harder—the sight was intensely erotic. “Perhaps I could make you a deal. Give me the Djinn Stone, and I shall make you the first man to ever share my bed. The only man.”

She had promised herself long ago that she would never be taken in such a way. But he was turning her on so much...

He raised an eyebrow. “You're a virgin?”

She tossed her hair back, one long leg posed forward sexily. “Naturally.”

Advancing upon her, Jacob felt no reason not to play with her a little. “I warn you, great sorceress. I would not be an idle lover.”

“Oh no?”

She thought she was winning, now.

“No. I would make demands of you. I would fuck you senseless every night. You would know my cock, and my cock alone. No others would do. I would make your every evening filled with my seed, your every morning knowing the taste of my shaft, your every afternoon feeling my tongue upon yours...and your pussy.”

“You would...make demands...of me?”

She seemed to be trying to make herself sound arrogant, demeaning—as in, “you would make demands of me?” But what came out instead was a breathy plea, her enormous tits barely remaining inside of her tiny lace bra. His cock strained forward, but he managed his distance carefully—the tip was inches away from her midsection, his precum dripping down onto her high-heeled shoes.

“Naturally,” said Jacob. “Unless you think that unnatural. Unless you think, instead, that it should be you begging me for the chance at my cock. Begging to taste my seed. Begging to bear my young, to know what it is to adore a True Male...forever.”

He put a hand on her shoulder now, almost exploding from the touch of her bare skin against his. So soft! So warm! Powerful seductive sensations exploded into his body, but he remained strong. His grip tightened, and he began to push her down, feeling her knees buckle. 

“Oh...oh fuck...” Celeste moaned. 

“You want me, Celeste. You want my cock. You want to serve my cock. Kneel, and take your place before me...and I shall give it to you.”

Her eyes flitted up and down, from his handsome face to his enormous cock, the source of all her material wants in the world. Her lips were wet with saliva, her perfect line of upper teeth sliding over that plump bottom lip. 

“Kneel,” he said again, “and I shall make all your dreams come true. All the power in the world, you will have. No one will ever resist you or defy you. No one shall ever stand in your way. Your every desire shall be known. All will praise your name, praise you as the Goddess you are. You need only submit to me and I will give you everything.”

He could see her resisting, her body quivering before him. As she trembled, her fur coat dropped to the floor, revealing the full majesty of herself. Her face, so haughty and arrogant before, stared up at him with complete vulnerability. She was spiraling fast, becoming his—all he had to do was push.

Up close, shed of the fur she had been wearing, her entire body was divine. He was struck again by the truth that never, never once had his cock been harder—not even for fucking Daniela in her full Goddess form.

He took her by the throat, squeezing gently. “You belong to me, now, little girl. Kneel for your Man. Kneel for Master.”

“F-fuck...” she moaned.

Her legs gave out, and she dropped, her throat leaning into his grip. Slowly, he let her lower all the way down until her knees caressed the floor, sliding into her fur. 

Now she was face-to-face with his cock. It was completely hard, sticking up almost to his belly in its hardness, its exultant length. Cum slathered downward—no longer precum at all. Just looking at Celeste kneeling like that, her breasts pumping up and out from her heavy breaths, had him cumming—but he had it under control. It was a slow, steady stream, jetting down on the fur beneath her. 

The pleasure of her sight was undeniable, but his will was indomitable. 

“Please...” she said, her voice soft, cooing. No man in history had ever had this Goddess under his control like this, and Jacob knew it. “Please...I’m supposed...supposed to win. To be in charge...”

“You’ll be in charge,” he said, smiling. “You’ll be at the very tip-top of my slaves. Order them however you want. And you and I have an entire world to enslave, don’t we?”

“...nnh...” she moaned, licking her incredible lips at the sight of his constantly streaming cum. It had formed a pool at her knees, spreading into them. Her stockings began to be soaked. Its addictive chemicals pushed into her skin, becoming a part of her system. One gloved hand raised up tentatively and tried to stroke him. 

He slapped the hand away. She was shocked and began stuttering protestations, her voice soft and whiny.

“First, you pledge yourself to me. Only me. Name me your Master. And then I’ll let you touch me. Suck me. Fuck me. What do you think of that?”

“I pledge myself to you, Master” she said, almost automatically. “Oh fuck, please Master, let me...let me—”

He thanked whatever greater forces were listening that she had given in at last. He did not how much longer he could have held out. His cock surged forward and he shoved himself against her mouth, letting her take its great length through her lips and down into her throat. Cum jetted still from his cock, his enormous balls pumping furiously to maintain production, only now it was no longer a slow river but the heavy blast of a hose. 

Celeste moaned heartily, slurping up and down, delighted choked laughs sounding from her virgin throat as she moved. Her eyes, so deep and green, stared up into his, and he knew he owned her totally. His hands ran through her hair, tugging at it, grasping masses of it as thick as his forearm and piling it over her head, reveling in the slick silky softness only she could possess. 

Jacob couldn't believe the sensations she delivered. “You—are—so—fucking—good!”

Her lips were like fire, her tongue a whip of liquid bliss. Every part of her was designed to give him the greatest pleasure in the world. 

“Have your troops stand down,” he said, still fucking her beautiful mouth, “and return my women.”

Celeste, clearly cumming at obeying his command, nodded slightly with just the head of his tremendous cock in her mouth. She closed her eyes, concentrating, and then slid off him just slightly.

“Done, Master.”

Her voice was slightly slurred, her tongue still draping across his tip, lapping him up as he sprayed hot cum against her throat and tits. As soon as she finished speaking, though, her lips re-wrapped themselves around his rod, sinking her beautiful throat into his shaft once more. 

Slowly, his slaves began to file back into the room, sitting down and kneeling from a distance, fingering their hot cunts and whispering quiet prayers of praise to their God for ruling the day. The male slaves that Celeste had returned to their car, and from there, would return to their home—they had no purpose in Jacob's house. 

After a few more minutes of this, Daniela arrived, having been told the danger had passed and that her Master had won. The blond goddess strutted forward in her pale blue sheer gown, her massive tits jiggling merrily. Everything about her was regal and pure, her own body in her outfit almost on par—if not completely equal—to Celeste's. 

Daniela slid up against her Master, taking his arm into hers, docking her tits against his hefty bicep. If Celeste cared about her intrusion, she did not show it, far too busy still with earnestly sucking up more of her new Master's cum. Her desire seemed endless...and so was his. 

“My love,” Daniela whispered. “She is so beautiful...so amazing...”

There was fear in her eyes, and well there should be. The one possible rival to Daniela’s perfection, and, without further modification to Daniela, possibly very easy his new favorite. Jacob, sensing this fear, this trepidation, began to fuck Celeste harder. Soon, the dark-haired beauty was bent over backwards beneath Jacob, with him practically squatting down into her as he fucked her luscious mouth. 

“I...” Daniela gulped. “I want to remain yours, my love,” she whispered. “Please, Daddy...don’t...”

She could not finish, fingering her sparkling hot cunt as she watched the erotic display of the immortal Celeste sucking off her God. She could not resist the call of all that pleasure being delivered to her Master.

This was, of course, the same sort of begging plea that Vivian had made. 

And yet Jacob knew Daniela’s value—her potential. Better than Vivian could have ever hoped to be.

“Do not worry, my Wife...” he said, smiling. “There is nothing that says a God cannot have more than one wife, is there?”

Daniela's eyes shined with triumph. “No, Master. Nothing at all. In fact, that is what you deserve! Two goddess wives...two perfect slaves, blonde and black-haired, to adore your every motion, serve your ever need! To be taken by you. Forced by you. Bred by you.”

Jacob, hearing that, lost some of his control—but it no longer mattered. Everything important was under his control now. 

He pushed Celeste down to the ground, shoving his cock between her tits, ripping off her bra in the process, and titfucked her all the way to completion. Those heavenly mounds, so round and big, were like nothing he had ever felt before—tighter and warmer and slicker (from all the cum and precum covering Celeste) than some women's cunts. He emptied all the way out onto Celeste's face, spraying all over her hair and face. His cock was so big that as he thrust into her her lips could slide around the head, taking hot shots of his cum into her mouth. 

After many furtive, hard thrusts, his cum spray slowed, and he felt sated...but only for a moment. Daniela slid forward and began to drag her tongue up and down Celeste's impossibly gorgeous face, slurping down every last drop of her Master's cum. Celeste moaned, smelling all that cum on Daniela's breath, and grabbed the blond, kissing her deeply. 

Their embrace was passionate, needy—Jacob could not help himself. He grabbed the tablet, just nearby, and began to make a few changes. Swiping and tapping, soon, Daniela was utterly in love with Celeste...and Celeste, her resistance now conquered, was absolutely in love—deep, romantic, needy, aching love, with both Daniela and Jacob. 

Their embrace immediately became a thousand times more intimate, the two of them giggling softly, kissing like passionate girlfriends and not just the furiously conquered fuckslaves of a fervent tyrant. The two of them traded hot glances at each other, and then—as Jacob sat up off Celeste's gorgeous chest, his thick cock dragging down her impeccably built torso and resting on her thighs—both began to groan with need.

“Virgin,” Daniela whispered softly. “She's still a virgin, isn't she, Master? You must fix that. You must fuck her, please? You must...you must breed her, oh God, oh Daddy, please?”

Celeste nodded, beginning to gyrate her hips upward, slowly dancing on the ground to entice him forward. 

“You must, my love,” she moaned. “I need it, Master. My Master, please?”

Jacob grinned. He needed to impregnate her, but it was fun to make this goddess squirm. 

“Oh, I don't know...” he said, sliding his cockhead around her entrance, letting his cum and precum trail down and soak her cunt. “Do you really want it?”

“Oh yes, she needs it, Master.” Daniela slipped behind Celeste now, cradling her beautiful head inside of her breasts. “Tell him, baby. Tell him how you need his fucking cock. Tell him how you need him to break you in half.”

“Take me!” Celeste slid her head against the sides of Daniela's soft tits, groaning and biting her lips in pleasure. “Be my first, my love! Oh please be the first man inside me! I need it! I need it so bad!”

He could hold back no more. Both beauties urging him on, needing him to fuck this Goddess...it was all he could stand not to cum right away. His thick, huge cock pushed hard into Celeste's entrance—and immediately she came. A soft, high-pitched, moaning scream flung from her mouth, silenced quickly as Daniela leaned forward and kissed her, cleaning that hot goddess mouth thoroughly with her tongue. 

Thrusting, pumping, breaking through all virginal resistance, Jacob fucked Celeste with limitless energy. There was no taking it easy, no easing himself in—he fucked her furiously and fast and right away, his hips pistoning forward and his cock shoving deep into her tight canal as she squeezed and came again and again around him. 

“Tell me, please, Daddy!” Celeste cried. “Tell me I'm yours! Tell me I'm yours forever, please! I was so wrong to deny you! So wrong to think I could win! You'll always win! You are my superior, my Master! I need you, I love you, please!”

Around them, the other slaves were fingering themselves even harder than they had before, their faces contorting with rapture—this holiest of holies transpiring before them. In the future, these few dozen would always be regarded with the utmost respect and reverence for witnessing the single most perfect act in creation—their God transcending, his apotheosis complete. 

“You're mine,” Jacob huffed, feeling his orgasm approach yet again—one bigger than all the rest. The one that would impregnate her and mark as his total breeding bitch property. “Mine forever.”

“Yes!”

“I'll always win. I am your superior. You belong to me! Forever.”

“Forever,” Celeste promised him. “Forever!”

Gasping, grunting, Jacob exploded inside of her, his cum emptying out in a heavy, heady stream that quickly was too much for her body to contain. It leaked out from around the sides, dripping down to her asshole and making the fur beneath them utterly soaked in fluids. 

Celeste and Daniela came at the same time—Celeste obviously cumming nonstop from the second Jacob had entered her, and Daniela cumming from the shock wave of pleasure exploding from the two divine beings that she was underneath. 

Slowly, Jacob exited his goddess, feeling the pairs of hands from Daniela and Celeste as they stroked him still, admiring his hardness, worshiping his masculinity. 

“I love you,” he said to Celeste. “I love you both.”

“We love you, Master,” they said in perfect unison, “for all time.”

* * * * * 
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SIX MONTHS AFTER TAKING Celeste, Jacob and his harem of wives and servants lived in a vast tower on the West Coast. It was well outside the bounds of any city, and yet all the same the population grew every day. 

He sat on a massive throne on the top floor with Daniela and Celeste under each arm. Their hands, small and delicate and utterly worshipful, ran up and down his massive slick cock. Their preciously hot breasts were pressed together at the base of his shaft while they made love to the only cock either beauty had ever known. 

Down below, the room was full of his servants, on their knees and praying. Vivian led a prayer service dedicated to him. 

“The One Cock is all we should ever know.” She fingered her tight cunt as she spoke, as did all those participating in the service. “There is no Will but His Will, no Desire but the Desire to Obey, to Please and to Worship. The Master simply is, and we are as but a response to Him, existing purely to earn His Favor and adore Him...forever.”

Vivian had become his High Priestess, an appropriate position for someone who had earned his favor so handily. 

Her utility never ran out—but if it should, there would be dire consequences, as well she knew. She would do anything for him, anything at all, and always was quick with suggestions as to how to make his reign all the more complete. 

Worshipers flocked to him. This happened even with all the major media outlets denying his existence—denying his existence, of course, at his command. He had bought them out shortly after taking control of Celeste's finances. The world spun now on an access he controlled. Every one of the media outlet's CEO—gorgeous women all, some of whom had never even held a position in media before six months ago, who had been strippers or models or celebrity starlets—were utterly obedient to him and absolutely worshiped by their subordinates. 

On social media all around the world, he had his servants spread the word—if you were a beautiful woman and wanted to live a life of endless, easy luxury, then make your way to the Holy Tower. 

Money was never an issue. Celeste’s network of dignitaries and diplomats opened up an entire new line of revenue and control for him. His slaves, already so beautiful, were sent out into the world to work as elite-class call girls of the highest order for the world's richest individuals. 

The difference was, of course, that they never had to fuck a single soul. Just like in his club, their clients paid for the privilege of merely being in the presence of these women. To request special favors—the wearing of sexy outfits or the utterance of a complimentary phrase—these men drained their savings and sold their stocks and property...which all funneled straight back to the Holy Tower.  

And these women, so absolutely unattainable by every man they saw—rich and powerful men who made decisions that shaped the way the world worked—who treated their clients with a mediocre acceptance bordering on complete disdain, were absolutely obsessed with their Master Jacob. 

If these girls were lucky, they were called in once a month to receive a re-up on their allotment of cum. In the meanwhile, they created shrines in their penthouse condos and sucked on artificial phalluses crafted to the exact measurements of his Holy Cock to keep themselves sated. 

Celeste and Daniela were formally made his wives. Of course he had to make a few changes in the state legislature, allowing polygamy to be legal. 

Polygamy—and not bigamy—as Jacob could not be for sure that he would stop at just two. There might not have been any others on the level of Daniela or Celeste, but the world was vast, and filled with dark magics. He intended to conquer them all. 

While Celeste and Anastasia both had once been firmly under the influence of their Djinn Curses and Promises, Jacob now held the Djinn Stone, and it was he who commanded the magical powers influencing their lives. Celeste still was an incredible capable sorceress, as was her sister Anastasia, and both were training Daniela to be as capable as they. 

What was the point, after all, of having immensely powerful women positively drooling to do your bidding if you didn't make them as powerful as possible?

Vivian ended her sermon with a worshipful sigh and a long, thrilling cum, moaning out her God's true name again and again while those gathered before her looked on with heated jealousy, cumming themselves.

As she calmed and dropped to her knees, all the praying slaves came together and knelt—more than three hundred of them— and looked up at their God. They all spoke in unison—including Celeste and Daniela.

“Thank you for making us yours, Mighty King. Please, tell us how we may serve?”

Jacob smiled. He had a whole world to conquer—and there were plenty of ways he deserved to be served. 

# # #
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Harem Power – The Dream Girl
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“Is it all right if I just...suck it for a while?”

“Suck it?”

We've just been lounging in bed for hours. Her pussy is so wet, she's soaked the sheets.

“Like, put it in my mouth. Kiss it. Lick it. Your balls, too.”

“Do you want to go again?”

She giggles. “Gosh, can you even? I know I’m spent. You made me cum like...like five times, Ethan.”

The way her voice goes when she says my name, when she says five times, makes my Cock twitch. Heated. Adoring. Over the moon. 

Estelle is well out of my league—I knew that when I asked her out, when I took her out, and when I took her home. I didn’t think I had a shot in hell with her. She’s the only daughter of the richest family in Park’s End and probably one of the most gorgeous girls I’ve ever seen. Vibrant green eyes, an achingly beautiful face, the kind of chestnut hair that sparkles like a solar battery, and a body so goddamn tight and fit and svelte that she looks like she was put on this earth to specifically break hearts.

When I picked her up this evening, she already looked bored. She mentioned overtly that if she’d had anything better to do tonight, I would have been shit out of luck. We did dinner and skipped on the movie because she said she had something to take care of at home. 

Conversation was stilted and lame—she was dead-set on being bored with me. Oh, well. Gym manager with dreams of running his own physical therapy clinic doesn’t offer too much to the supermodel-hot heiress. No surprised there. You live and learn.

As I dropped her off, I snuck in a kiss on her cheek. She had pulled me in for the hug and I figured, what the hell? We were being friendly—so, smack. 

She let out a moan that can only be described as “pre-orgasmic.” The touch of my lips, the hint of my saliva on her skin. Something shifted in her almost right away—and me, too. I went from flaccid to hard in less than ten seconds and I could feel her becoming aware of that. Her big green eyes soaked me in for real for the first time and she purred. Honest-to-god purred.

Six hours later, and we’ve been fucking for four hours straight. After the first time, my cock wouldn’t go down—I had to fuck again and she was only too eager to let me. Her orgasms number two through five came somewhere between my first and second cums.

She asked me to pull out the first time even though she was on birth control. For my second eruption, she begged me to stay in her tight young body.

She said she wouldn't live right if she didn't feel my seed “warming her up inside.”

So when she—Estelle, that Estelle, the subject of a lot of my fantasies as I grew up in this town watching her grow up too—says my name like that, I get excited. 

“Wow.” Her hand grips my cock harder and strokes just a couple times, bringing it to full attention right away. And this is even though I’ve already cum twice.

On my own, at other times, I’ve cum a few times in a row. Every guy has experimented, right? Usually if you try too many times, you get that hot, empty tugging sensation at the bottom of your balls, a sort of weariness in the central region of your cock head. 

Estelle’s mouth so close to my cock now, whispering and moaning, licking her lips—I feel none of that. I feel strong. I feel needy. 

“Please, can I suck it? You can go to sleep. Or like, get on your phone or whatever. You can look at videos of other girls. I don't care. I just want...I need to suck this thing. Fuck. Wow. I’m so horny. How am I still horny, Ethan? You made me cum five times...”

Her mouth moves forward like she’s going to kiss my cock, but she waits. Kissing and licking the air around it. . 

“Please? I...” she has tears in her eyes. Fuck she’s gorgeous. “Please? I l-love it...I love you.”

This is unexpected. 

But, if the way my Cock grows and touches the edges of her lips is any indication, not unwanted. Estelle is snotty around town. Haughty. Kind of insufferable, actually. Shields always up. My short dinner with her—during which she made sure to sneer and put down the wait staff at least three times—let me know that I would never get close to her. 

She wears an armor of callousness to protect something deeply wounded inside her. I had little interest in playing that game of disarmament, and it showed, and so she wasn’t interested in me. 

Now she’s naked in my bedroom with tears streaming down her perfect face as she licks up and down my thick, raging Cock and telling me she loves me because of how I fucked her. And made her cum—five times. 

And if that was unexpected, then the next thing she says is even more so—and hotter still:

“Please? Please, Master? Please. I need to suck my Master’s Cock. Please?”

* * * * *
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AT WORK THE NEXT DAY (or really, later that day), I’m next to a power squat machine watching Genevieve Adleman and Natalie Pounds guide each other through squats. They’re wearing tight, revealing spandex. The kind of girls who go to the gym to work out so that they can show off at the gym how much they work out, so they go to the gym to work out...

They’re in really fucking good shape, is what I’m saying. 

They keep their hair teased out and long. A bright sheen of sweat sparkles over their ultra-fit bodies, mid-riffs on display. Genevieve is shorter, brunette, and Natalie is tall and busty and blond. They color-match their outfits so they look like a wrestling tag team; today they’re in pink and white. 

They know I'm watching. They point and giggle. I find myself not caring that much.
But, if I keep this up, I'm just going to have to jerk off in the bathroom or something—and I'm the one who has to clean that up. 
So, I start to move toward the benches to spray them down and, not paying attention, run into  Hendricks.

On my end, it's a bit of an accidental push. On his end, it's a straight-up shoulder block. Either way, I'm knocked to the floor and he's still standing. 

“Watch where you're going, pussy.” 

He laughs. A girl near him laughs with him, as do a couple of his hangers-on: less big dudes following the alpha. 

He's the biggest dude at our gym. The kind that doesn't wear headphones when he works out (though he has them around his neck) because—I don't know, he wants to hear his muscles growing? You've seen his type. Extremely loose tank top. Weird, oddly tight haircut. Biceps the size and general shape of cantaloupes. Backne crawling around his shoulders and neck from whatever (I'm sure perfectly legal) supplements he's on. 

He's being an asshole, but I wasn't looking where I was going. 
“My bad,” I say. “You okay up there?”
He looks at me like I'm a talking dog. 

“You think you could hurt me, punk?”

The girl at his side curls her nails into his forearm. Her nails are pink. Her eyes are big and blue and her entire face is heavily made-up, and she's wearing platform sandals for some reason in a fucking gym. She's got a skirt on and she's chewing gum, and has that kind of pimple/blemish formation around her cheeks and forehead you sometimes see on girls who can't live without make-up. I don't want to immediately describe someone as a slut, but, well.

It's really easy to do today for some reason. 

My boss, Vanessa, approaches and gives me a hand up. She has short dark blond hair and a killer customer-service smile. 

“Can I help?”

“You need to teach this fucking asshole not to come into my bubble,” says Hendricks. “Or maybe I don't want to post my shit on Instagram and run up your numbers.”

“I'll definitely speak with him,” says Vanessa. “You're right. You deserve your bubble.”

“Goddamn right.”

Hendricks, seemingly placated by this, walks off with his hand deep across the ass of his skirted slut. The smell of bubblegum permeates the air behind her. 

“Thanks for backing me up,” I say to Vanessa.

She makes a face. “Sorry. But he's right. He really does drive up our numbers.”

I'm mad as hell at her. I’ve known Vanessa for close to five years now, ever since I got this job right out of high school. She’s almost like a sister to me. She was the manager who hired me, and in the last five years managed to buy the gym out when it was nearly dead. With a few skillful loans and investments in expensive equipment—it turns out gym rats really like quality weights, machines, and lots and lots of flat screens full of sports—she’s turned this place around. I’m her second-in-command now and our shifts really only cross over for about three hours a day. I do mornings, she does evenings.

I have hopes to one day open my own physical therapy center. In a perfect world, I'd open it up right next to her gym. The two would be symbiotic. People hurt themselves all the time at gyms, despite our best intentions and their own level of care and safety; and she could send them my way. When people are all healed up for normal exercise again from my clinic, I could send them her way.  

So, when she doesn't want to back me up in the face of an asshole customer...it's a blow for sure.

“I would have backed you up.”

“Oh yeah?” 

Now she's annoyed. She's hot when she's annoyed. In fact, she's hot all the time. She’s wearing tight yoga pants and a sports bra with lots of support—which she needs, because her breasts are rather massive. This is what she wears to run her spin class, which starts in about twenty minutes. 

“What about them?”

She points over back to Genevieve and Natalie. They're really going for it—Natalie is bending over to stretch her hamstrings, and Genevieve is bending over her to rub down her muscles. Christ. 

Genevieve's ass is like a peach, and Natalie's a pair of perfect bubbles. I could grab either one for days and feel satisfied.

“If they were bitches to me—like they are all the time—you'd help me out?”

She has something of a point. But if they knocked her down—I'd definitely not take their side. 

“Or what about her?”

She points down the line to the power clean mats where our resident female insta model Rita Diaz is setting herself up. She has all the accessories—water bottle, headphones, and assistant to hold the camera. 

Rita, a brilliantly built brunette, is so hot that I frequently considered changing my schedule to line up with her workouts. As it was, I got two glorious days a week to see her in action. Her account name is sixpackbrunette, and she lives up to it. You could fit a twelve-ounce can between her thigh gap with her standing straight up and her knees touching. I’ve never seen her in a decent outfit; it’s always some mix of swimsuit and lingerie. Stroking to her Instagram was one of my guilty pleasures. 

She's wearing tiny spandex shorts so small they should need a prescription, and a sports bra that could pass for a bikini. I watch her lean over, do a beautiful clean with one hundred and fifty pounds, and then do it again ten more times. 

Watching her musculature is like witnessing living art. She makes Natalie and Genevieve—hot though they are—look like normal girls. Her hair touches her ass and it's thick and beautiful and shimmering. The way her tits bounce on every lift...

“Ethan? I know she's really hot and all, but...you need to take five.”

I'd forgotten Vanessa was there. She points at the frankly massive bulge growing between my legs. 

“Or at least get behind the desk, yeah? Customers are starting to notice.”

I see the smirks around the gym. Normally I’d be dying of embarrassment. But something feels different today. Maybe it’s the hundred and twenty—that is one hundred and twenty—texts that I’ve gotten from my lifelong crush Estelle Elizabeth since 8 AM this morning. It’s 11:15 now. 

I haven’t read each text—goddamn, who’s got the time for that?—but I read the first few and I think they’re only escalating:

Just saying I love you!

I love you!

I Love you!

I Love You!

Oh god, I like that last one best. The capital L and the capital Y. That feels right to me.

Anyway. I Love You. You’re Amazing. Can I suck you off at lunch today?

Can I suck You off at lunch today?

(I’m working on the capital thing. I really like it. Do You like it?)

Can I suck You off for my lunch today? 

And so on. 

“Sorry,” I say, not really sorry. “I’m...distracted.”

Three more buzzes—three more incoming messages from Estelle. I think she's getting desperate. I should turn off the notification, but it's kind of turning me on. 

“I can tell.” 

Something about her voice makes my bulge jump a little. She notices the massiveness of my bulge. It feels heavy as fuck, but it's a good weight. I see her face a little flushed. Her lips wet. Sweat drips down from her neck to her cleavage.

She never sweats. She's notorious for staying bone dry during her excruciating spin sessions.

“You okay, boss?”

“Just a little...hot. I’m the one asking the questions here, Boner Bob. Would you please try not to ogle some of our most reliable customers with your raging, giant hard-on?”

“It’s giant, is it?”

She licks her lips slightly. “I-isn’t it?”

It kind of is. I’ve always been perfectly adequate in the size department, which has been a blessing in disguise when working at a gym with lots of sparkling hot clientele. A lot of the time, I’m wearing workout pants and shorts, and those aren’t known for their flattening effect, if you catch my drift. 

I’m not out there trying to just sport a hard-on looking at the women who come to the gym—I’m not trying to be an asshole—but occasionally this or that shot of cleavage or abs or ass really gets to me and these things happen. 

But today it feels bigger. Feels longer, thicker. Heavier. It feels like I could take Genevieve or Natalie over there and pin them to the wall no matter how much they protested and fuck them until they screamed my name just like Estelle did, five times, and then—

“Ethan?”

I’m holding Vanessa’s wrist. It’s soft. All her skin is soft. I’m staring down her sports bra and directly into her tits. I watch in real-time as her nipples push against the fabric of her bra, tenting, becoming solid and erect. My cock feels wet; I can feel sticky hot precum sliding down my thigh. Vanessa tries to pull away, hard at first and then kind of halfheartedly. 

“You’re really...strong.”

She’s looking at me in a way she never has before. Like a man. Like a suitor. I don’t even remember grabbing her, that’s how zoned out I was. 

“Well, I work at a gym.”

She actually titters. “Can I like, please have my wrist back now? I have to...um.” She gulps. “I have to do something. With...um...”

“Spin class.”

She nods urgently. I let her go. 

“Yes. Spin class.” She's spinning, tittering, looking at me, toying with her hair. She's never acted like this with me before. “Just have to...have to make a quick stop...”

She runs to the bathroom. Her face flushed; her breasts heaving. When she comes out fifteen minutes later—five minutes late for class, which she never is—she eye-fucks me from across the room. 

* * * * *
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SO, LET’S GET THIS out of the way, I guess—I live with my mom. 

I mean she’s not really my mom. I usually just call her Cindy and reserve “Mom” for when we’re really fighting or really serious. 

She’s my step mom; my dad is long gone. I’ve known her my whole life, though. We also live with my sister—who was adopted. My mother, saint that she is, took care of us both even after Dad took off way back when. 

Cindy works at a hospital. She’s constantly overworked, definitely underpaid, and never complains. She looks like a sitcom-version of a mom: always perfectly coiffed and prepped, short dark hair, wearing scrubs and with about fifteen different responsibilities that somehow she manages with aplomb. 

My sister, Sally, also lives with us. She’s eighteen, a senior in high school, and pretty much a genius. Last year, she built a robot from spare computer parts that shot free throws from thirty feet away and delivered espresso. I don’t know why you would want such a machine, but it’s diverse array of ability won the state championships and a hefty scholarship. She’s your typical skinny nerd and easily passes for Cindy’s natural daughter. 

When I get home, usually Sally is about five minutes out, and the three of us typically spend about half an hour noshing and talking about our day.

Instead, I see Cindy at the kitchen table already with two frankly spectacularly gorgeous women who I don’t recognize. One is a brunette with green eyes; the other blonde and blue-eyed.
“Uh, Mom?” I ask. “Is everything all right?”
“Oh, he’s here!” the brunette squeals, clapping her hands excitedly. “Oh my god!”

“Hi darling! Come on in! Estelle was just telling me all about your whirlwind romance. You’re so darling, the three of you.”

There are so many things wrong right away that I can barely process them. 

First—Cindy never calls me darling. She never says darling. Now she’s said it twice in one breath. 

Second—her eyes are all glassy. Her voice almost sounds like it’s coming from far away even though it’s coming from her mouth and I’m watching her speak. 

Third—three of us? Three of who? Whirlwind romance?

Finally—Estelle?

Oh shit, that’s Estelle?

I look at the brunette at the table, standing up now to greet me. She’s dressed for a hot night at the club in a spectacularly tight red dress that plunges deep down her cleavage, both exposing it and pushing her brilliant young tits together and up. The fabric must be a nanometer thick and yet it clings to her like a second-skin. Tight leather high-heeled boots wrap around her thighs all the fucking way down to the floor and a sexy, short leather jacket with big useless white gold buckles completes the look. 

But that—while sensational, and pretty much exactly how I like to see a woman dressed—isn’t why I didn’t recognize her. 
She was already beautiful, right? I went on and on about it before. Lifetime crush and everything. 
She’s...I can’t even find the words now. Stunning? Ethereal? Otherworldly?

Maybe it’s that. 

She looks like another fucking species with Cindy in the room. Cindy—overworked, underpaid, ground to the fucking bone. Pale and bloodless, hair a mess, deep circles under her eyes. Beauty somewhere, there, but washed out like a painting left up on a brick wall on the bad side of town. 

Estelle is taller now. How the fuck is she taller? And much thinner. I had noticed that she had put on maybe ten or fifteen pounds since high school, but didn’t mind all that much. But now she’s maybe twenty inches around at her waist, which is utterly flat. 

Her hips are thicker, though, and her tits gorgeously pert and bigger by an extra two cup sizes. Her thighs are so thin there’s a three-inch gap between them at her crotch—extremely visible through the flatteringly tight-tight-tight tug of her minidress. Her hair is longer, thicker, flowing down to nearly her ass in incredible waves. 

All natural—no weaves, no extensions. Her hair was shoulder-length yesterday. It was shoulder-length this morning when I kissed her goodbye. 

Her skin glows. Her eyes glow. Her face is more sculpted, every angle more severe and polished. She looks like she’s spent three hours with a glam squad but there’s just not time enough in the day for all the work that this must have taken. 

What the fuck is happening?

For a few moments, I just don’t care. She struts up to me and draws me in for a long, lingering kiss. In her eyes, I can see that I'm the only man who exists for her. She does this hot-as-fuck thing where her lips and jaw shudder right before kissing me—and then after, she rakes her teeth against my chin and cheek. 

“You’re so fucking hot in that gym stuff,” she moans. “I missed you today. I’ll do anything for you. I love You, Master.”

She says this all loud—very loud. Cindy clearly hears us and just looks on, smiling at us both like we’re heading out for homecoming and I’ve just given her a corsage. Estelle’s leg slides up around my hip, and her other drags up into my crotch, massaging my bulge there. I’m holding up her entire weight on my neck and it feels like there’s barely more than fifteen pounds there. 

Am I stronger? Her fingers slide down my back and I feel her tips reveling in the pulses of rippling muscle there. 

“Estelle.” I shake my head. I’m so fucking turned on—and my Mom is right there. “Estelle, hey. Listen.”

I take her by the hips and set her down. She giggles delightedly at how strong I am. She’s so light. 

“Listen,” I say again. “That’s my mom right there. And...I don’t know who the fuck that is.”

“Would you listen to him?” Estelle says to Cindy. “He doesn’t know his own girlfriend.”

“He’s just playing,” says Cindy. “He’s always been a playful boy. And so strong. We’re so proud of him.”

I look at the blonde a little closer. Her mouth is opening slightly and then closing. Her eyes fixated on me. She looks like she’s moaning except she’s not making a sound. 

“I told her to be quiet,” says Estelle. “I didn’t want her to freak you out. That’s why I took care of your Mom, too. We’re all on the same team, baby. I made sure of it.”

The blonde is cumming, I realize. She’s cumming over and over again. She’s gorgeous and the flush in her cheeks only makes her seem more so. Her outfit is remarkably similar to Estelle’s—which I’m suspecting is no accident—with a blue dress and dusted white leather jacket and boots. 

She’s long and tight and thin and busty just like Estelle is, only less so. 
Because—the end of that thought goes—Estelle needs to be better than her. Which is hot as fuck, damn. 
“God,” says Estelle, feeling my bulge with a nimble hand. “Are you bigger? I saw you were taller. And like, bigger in your muscles and stuff. But you’re bigger here too, aren’t you?”

The feeling of her hand—the hand of this fucking goddess—on my cock is almost too much to ignore. I’m trying to make sense of this. This feels chaotic. 

“Estelle.” I shake my head again, trying to clear the arousal cobwebs. “I’m having trouble keeping up here. What’s happening with you? What have you done? Why is Cindy...like that? And the blonde? And you?”

“I texted you all about it, silly. Was it okay to get a blonde? Her name is Sophia. When you didn’t text back I just went with my gut. I thought you’d want variety to begin with since my hair is darker. And now we'll have room for someone with really dark hair later. And maybe a redhead too? Plus, she was the hottest girl at the boutique. And your mom, well.” She shrugs. “I figure, whatever you’re doing is happening to me, what if it happens to her too? And then we could see what happens if—”

“What the hell is going on?”

Sally’s home. She’s swinging her backpack down to the nook next to the backdoor and storming into the kitchen. 

“Who are you people? Mom, what’s happening? Who are the strippers? And...Ethan?” She stumbles a bit. “Are you...is that you?”

“Sally, I can explain.” 

I step in front of her and hold up my hands. She looks at me, expectant, trusting. I struggle for several seconds.

“I...oh, fuck. I can’t explain.”

Sally only becomes more annoyed. “Who are the girls?”

“They’re his girlfriends, dearie,” Cindy says in that hot sing-song voice. “Don’t you recognize them? They’re so lovely. I think of them as daughters already, more or less.” She gasps happily. “That would make the three of you sisters, wouldn't it? Oh, how dreamy.”

Sally’s eyes bug out wide and she looks at me, Estelle, and Sophia. “This is nuts. I have to get out of here. Whatever...drug party is happening, I don't want any.”

“No!” I say. 

If she leaves, she could tell someone—she probably would tell someone, and I don’t want her to tell anyone until I know what’s happening. Are we all on drugs? Can I go to jail for this? This feels illegal. 

“Cindy,” says Estelle. “Hold her.”

“Hold me?” scoffs Sally. “What the fuck, bimbo? Who are you anyway? And—mom!”

Cindy, obediently, holds Sally with her arms behind her back. Sally squirms and twists, legs flailing. Estelle kisses my ear with a “watch this” and then struts up to Sally with a smile and touches Sally’s forehead. 

There’s a green flash from Estelle’s eyes and then Sally goes limp.
“You can just be a good girl for Ethan from now on.” 
“I can just be a good girl for Ethan from now on.”
It takes me a second to realize it’s Sally who says it. Her voice, like Cindy’s, sounds far away and sing-songy. Her eyes are blank and glassy, reflecting the green blaze from Estelle's gaze.
“You'll do anything he says.”

“I'll do anything he says.”

Sophia—not under Estelle's gaze—nonetheless repeats everything Estelle says with Sally in mute unison. 

“You need to be his good girl.”

“I need to be his good girl.”

Cindy is whispering along with Estelle now. God. She's smiling. She knows the words to this song already. Sally has stopped struggling entirely.

“You love him more anything or anyone.”

“I love him more anything or anyone.”

I'm so fucking hard. Estelle winks at me. 

“You obey Ethan.”

“I obey Ethan.”

Sally has outstanding cheekbones. Truly extraordinary. They're so much more beautiful when she's repeating back Estelle's commands.

“You obey me.”

“I obey you.”

“You love obeying me almost as much as You love obeying Ethan.”

“I love obeying you almost as much I love obeying Ethan.”

Sally's lips are so pouty and puffy. Her skin is pale and pristine. God. I'd never really looked at her like a young woman before, but she definitely is.

“You don't care about anything as much as you do loving, serving, and obeying Ethan.”

“I don't care about anything as much as I do loving, serving, and obeying Ethan.”

“Sophia and I are part of your new family.”

“Sophia and you are part of my new family.”

“You love your new family.”

“I love my new family.”

“You're happy to serve him.”

“I'm happy to serve him.”

Not so long ago, someone even younger than Sally would have been the wife of someone already. Maybe just now pregnant with her first child. That makes my Cock swell too—thinking of her tight, young barely legal body swelling up with fertile urgency...

“You'll do anything for his Cock.”

“I'll do anything for his—”

“N-no!” I strangle the word out. “No! Fucking christ, no.”

She was going to make Sally want my Cock. Make my, sweet, innocent, one-hundred percent barely legal virgin never-even-kissed-or-had-a-boyfriend sister want my Cock...

Oh fuck, why is there so much precum streaming down my legs again?

Estelle steps away with a wicked wink, biting her lip at me. Sally slowly sits down in Cindy's lap, who cradles her like a child, and the two of them look up at Estelle with awe and admiration. I can see their gyrating hips, the way their tits press into each other in a way that is much more than familial. They press their faces against each other. 

“Oh, what the fuck,” I say.

I realize now—more or less—what’s happened to Cindy and what must have happened to Sophia. 

“Pretty cool, right?” Estelle says. She turns to me with a killer, girlish, happy smile. I’m so fucking turned on by her. “Women are just things and objects and trophies for you, and only really have value if they’re owned by you...so now they can have real value. Because of me. Isn’t that great?”

Estelle presses herself into my body. She starts tugging at my Cock under my clothes. Precum puddles around my socks into my shoes. Estelle moans, seeing it gather. Drool forms along her lips and starts to coat her throat. 

“I...I need a minute for this.”

I need to undo this. There’s like several layers of monstrosity happening, all at once, within the past ten minutes or so and I’m having trouble keeping up with them all. 

“Take me upstairs?” she asks, stroking more urgently. “Then I can explain without any distractions.” Her hand grips my cock tighter; it feels like a crowbar in her fingers. “Well...without too many distractions.”

I know what she has on her mind. It’s on my mind too. It’s almost all I can think of. Estelle in that red dress looks so fucking right. Fuck. And Sophia is still cumming; she’s been cumming this whole time...

“My...my family’s here. I don’t want to fuck if they’re here. You’re pretty loud, you know.”

She giggles and kisses me softly. “They don’t mind. Do you, Cindy?”

Cindy pulls away from Sally, whose eyes are still blank; her nipples are hard. I try not to think about how much it excites me to see her young, slender chest so clearly suffering from arousal. 

“That sounds wonderful, dear. I already think of you like a daughter. I’ll come up later with some sandwiches when I hear the moaning stop. If they're good and you like them, I'd like to ask you to think about letting me watch—so that I can take notes for Sally.”

* * * * * 
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I FIND OUT IN SHORT order—after undoing Estelle’s silence command—that Sophia has a British accent and sounds really sexy when she says my name. 

“Ethan, I Love You. You are my Lord and Master. I belong to You. I am owned by You. I cum for You. Ethan, I Love You...”

She chants this nonstop in one corner of my room, on her knees, looking at Estelle and I on the bed. I can’t tell if it’s crueler to make her be quiet or to have her keep saying it. 

Estelle and I, meanwhile, are making out madly on the bed. My hand is up between her tiny dress and I’ve found out that either she isn’t wearing panties or the nonstop gushing of her pussy has dissolved what little lace was ever there. Her folds open up to me with joy, parting to allow entry to clenching tight vaginal walls pulsing with the joy of kissing me, being close to me, knowing me. 

“You're so handsome,” Estelle moans. “So fucking handsome. So good. I adore you. I love you. Please own me. Please own me. Please own me...”

Oh, and here's something new—Estelle's tits leak hot, sticky, lubricating milk all over. They leak easily through her micro-thin dress and only press the fabric tighter against her killer body. As we kiss and rub on each other, the milk and her pussy honey gives us a hot, squishing, shlucking soundtrack.

I’m a little swept away, I admit. 

I should be asking what the fuck is going on.

I should be asking why she’s like four inches taller, thirty pounds thinner, two cup sizes bigger, and why her tits are milking all over my shirt even though she’s not pregnant.

At least I don’t think she’s pregnant.

And I should be asking how the fuck she can control minds like those of my sister and mom and Sophia..

Instead I’m grunting and urging her roaming hands on my cock, which she frees from my shorts and begins happily stroking. Her hand is covered with her own juices and soon with my pre-cum, and every movement is slick and sure. 

“I fucked them up, Master,” she moans into my ear. “I fucked up their minds for you. I fucked them up so bad. They’re yours now. Yours to use...yours to abuse...”

I enjoy kissing her soft lips, sucking neatly on her pink gorgeous tongue for a while longer, before I realize what she’s said. 

“Wait,” I say, shaking my head and moving away slightly. Her tits, steadily dripping that intoxicating milk, still drip down my arm. “What do you mean, them?”

“Your mom and sister,” she explains. “And Sophia, too.”

Sophia moans at the mention of her name. I see her body surge forward, but stay in place, like a tree too well-rooted to fall over in hurricane winds. She’s hoping to be asked to join. 

“You mean...Cindy and Sally, they...they’re like her now?”

I point to Sophia.

Estelle shrugs. “Well, not quite. I think they’d go along with it if you wanted to fuck them, but they wouldn’t be excited about it until after your Cock was inside them. Ungh.” She strokes me intently as she thinks about this. It’s distracting. Consent means so little to her. “Do you want to fuck them, Master? I assumed you didn’t, but then I saw how hard You got when I was fucking Sally's mind and thought you did, and now I think you don't...but we're talking about it now and you're sooo hard. I can go back and change them...”

“N-no!”

Fuck. That would be so wrong. Sally is so young. Her body is already nearly as tight as Estelle’s and she hasn’t been changed by whatever changing Estelle. I can’t even imagine how slender...how tight...

Precum spurts from my Cock. Estelle giggles delightedly, stroking still. 

“It seems like you do, Master.”

“No,” I say firmly. “Leave them alone for now. And, for that matter, no more gathering slaves at clothing stores. Got it?”

“Of course, Master.”

“And...how did...how is any of this possible?”

“I texted you all about it. Didn’t you read my texts?”

“You sent me like three hundred texts, Estelle.”

“I had a lot to say about how much I worship you. Isn’t that appropriate?”

“I...”

I’m not sure what to say. I get the feeling that Estelle used to be the kind of girl who would read as much into a ten-minute gap of silence between texts as a literature critic would Ulysses. Now she’s completely unfazed by me not reading an essay she wrote about loving me. 

“Would you just sum it up for me? Please?”

Sophia moans again, clearly cumming. On autopilot.

“She wants to join us, you know.”

“I...I mean yeah, but you made her want to join us.”

“You made me want to make her, so I made her...so you made me made her want to join us.”

I can't keep up with this level of causality. 

“This is insane. Can you see that? You don’t have to do whatever I want.”

“Of course I do. You’re my Master. And anyway, if Sophia doesn’t really want this, then neither do I. Whatever is happening to her is happening to me. And you seem only too happy to fuck me.”

“I...but that’s different. You’re acting...like you know what’s happening. Like you have free will.”

“Oh, I do have free will. Of course I do.”

I feel some relief.

“Oh, thank god.”

“It’s just that it’s completely dominated by your will. I can feel it in there, somewhere,” she taps her head, “withering away. Screaming. Screaming bloody murder.” She smiles, as if listening. “Oh yeah, she’s super mad. I think she’ll die eventually. She’s already maybe a quarter as strong as she was this morning.”

She's only stroking me more intently as she discusses the death of her free will.

“Fuck. This is so fucked up. This is evil.”

“So?” She shrugs, still stroking me with two hands. “Be evil. You’re clearly born to be bad.”

“No. I don’t have to have to...fucking hell, you’re so good at that.” I groan, just looking at her heaving, milk-dripping tits as she strokes me off. They’re perfect. Milk drips constantly into her grip, lubricating her strokes. “I don’t have to...be evil. I just have to get this under control.”

“You are in control,” says Estelle. “It’s really hot.”

“Then what’s going on with her?” I point to Sophia.

“Oh, that chanting thing? That’s just because I ordered her to. Here, Sophia? Cut it out. Kneel at attention and wait for an order.”

Right away, Sophia stops touching herself. Hands on thighs. Mouth parted slightly.

“How can you do that?”

Estelle shrugs. “After we fucked, after you made me cum again, and again, and again, and again, and again...this morning after you left, I just kept cumming. Every time I did, I could feel a little piece of me die. My free will, I think. But it felt so good, I kept doing it. And then it was like I realized the slave-me was taking over. That’s what felt good. Slave-Me taking control. The old-me was what was dying. And Slave-Me made it feel so. Fucking. Good. Master. And now the Slave-Me is the Real-Me. 

“After that were several, several thousands of hours of realization. My mind went away somewhere. In real time, it was like, just a few minutes. But in my mind, it was...lifetimes and lifetimes. Slave-Me brought all these new, important thoughts with her takeover. Like if a business is taken over by a new firm, and they use new email systems and account processing programs and stuff like that? Everything old was swept out; everything new was devoted to You. Because my personality doesn’t really matter. My wants and desires never mattered to you. All that mattered to You was how hot I was. So I just...decided to be hotter.”

“You...decided. To change your body.”

“It was easy once I knew how.”
“But...how?”
“I could ask you the same question. You’re six inches taller than you were this morning. And you have a six-pack. And your Cock is like a foot long now. Ungh. Can I suck it?”

Her drool, warm and wet, lands in a long line of saliva over my Cockhead. She rubs it in with her thumb.

“Not now. How are you controlling others?”

“It’s just...I know what you deserve, Master. You deserve so much. You deserve every beautiful woman on her knees for you. And I had to be who you deserved. I want to make them kneel. Make them beg. I want them all to bow down to You. To Your Greatness. Your Cock. Your Excellence.”

Her beautiful face takes on a crazy intensity.

“Sh-shit. Estelle.” I shake my head. “That’s so hot.”

She smiles; it's the most beautiful smile I've ever seen. “I know.”

“But...if I’m just making you feel that way...it’s not real. It’s not really happening. It’s just in your head. In my head. Somehow. We have to undo it. Fix it.”

“I don’t want to go back. Look, Old-Me? Old-Me sucked. Old-Me was full of spite and resentment and rage and sadness. She suffered from bipolar and had treatment for it constantly that failed constantly. But Slave-Me? You reset my body chemistry. It’s all fixed. I’m more balanced than ever. Let’s say,” she kisses my ear, “let’s say that I am some invader. In Old-Me. That I’m something new. That’s how it feels. Don’t I have a right to exist?”

“But I put you there. Somehow.”
“You did. And if you un-put me, you’ll be killing me.” She looks at me with big, beautiful green eyes. “Do you want to kill me just for loving you for creating me, Daddy?”
Ungh. 

That's a big word for me right there. Daddy. Being Estelle's Daddy...hearing her scream it...

“But...the Old-You...you said she’s dying in there.” 

“She is. I’m killing her.” She sounds so fucking excited. “It’s my right. We’re fighting for the same mind space. Is it my fault that I’m better and stronger and sexier and everything of what You want in every possible way? Is it my fault that I’m winning because I’m fueled by the endless cums of worshiping the One True Male on the face of this earth?”

“I...I don’t know.”

My gaze rests on Sophia. So hopeful. So beautiful.

“Yes, look at her, darling.” Estelle strokes me harder than ever before. My balls are in a puddle of my precum, which seems endless. “You were made for conquest. You’re so hard. So strong. You don’t even have to try to own me, to own her, and you do. Embrace your nature, Master. Embrace the Conquest. Take her. Take what You deserve...”

I want to. I take several steps over toward Sophia. Estelle attaches herself to me the whole way, keeping in time with me; an extension of my being. Sophia, looking up at us, drools and moans. Her Mistress standing over her with the Cock she was mind controlled to want.

“Look at her, Master.” She grips me tighter. “Look at her, baby. Why is she so fucking hot if you’re not going to fuck her? Hot objects like her belong on their knees for you. Hot trophy blondes deserve to be fucked by you. Why can you completely fuck my mind so that I can completely fuck her mind if you’re not going to completely fuck both of us together?”

“Fuck. Estelle...it’s so wrong, though.”

She ignores me. “Right now...she wants you because I told her to want you. I made her want you. But once you fuck her...once you claim her, once you take her...she’ll belong to you. She’ll want you for you. She’ll belong to your Cock.”

This is all so incredibly exciting and Estelle has been stroking me off the entire time. Estelle might think I’m a god, but I’m still definitely a human. I need to cum. My stance shifts; I hug Estelle into me even tighter.

“Oh, yeah...”

She knows what’s happening right away. I felt some shame about having to cum without fucking either of them, but it’s washed away in Estelle’s excitement. She wants this. She wants me to cum, to be pleasured. It’s all that matters to her. Even better for her that she’s the one stroking me off so that I orgasm. 

“Do it, baby,” she coos.”Cum for us. Cum, please? Please? Please?”

She’s so gorgeous, Sophia is so gorgeous, this is all so uncontrollably hot, I’ve been sporting a hard-on since this morning and I can’t take it anymore and—

Fuck.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

I spray everywhere in front of me. But right in front of me is Sophia—so I spray everywhere all over her. My cum lands on her tits, her neck, her face, her torso. It stains her dress and load after load keeps spurting out of me. It’s more than I’ve ever cum, ever, by at least five times.

“There’s so much...” Estelle oohs and ahhs. “You’re a superman. You’re my superman. Oh my god. How can you cum that much?”

Sophia is no longer frozen. She’s obviously cumming from touching my seed all over her body, and she touches it at will. Rubs it into her body like lotion. Ripping at her dress, revealing her naked tits underneath. She coats each tit with my cum individually, cupping and stroking, tweaking her nipples with cum-dripping fingers. I watch in amazement as slowly the cum seems to be absorbed by her skin.

Normally when cum lands on skin, it dries out. Leaves a little patch like old glue. 

But on Sophia, it’s working like lotion. Moisturizing. Beautifying. Her shin is shining. 

“Master, please?” she says in that sexy British accent. “Please, may I suck it? You’re still hard...”

“Oh, god,” Estelle says. “He is still hard. How are you still hard, baby? You’re so strong...”

Estelle is stroking me so long and hard and Sophia has moved so close that Estelle’s fingers are slapping into Sophia’s lips. Neither seems to mind.

I watch, with some heretofore somehow-untapped reserves of amazement, as my cock grows in Estelle’s hand. 

Growing to accommodate the extra slavecunt I need to fuck.

The thought comes unbidden in my mind, but turned on as I am, it feels right. I continue to watch as Sophia’s torso elongates—even kneeling, she’s getting taller right before my eyes. Her hair is growing longer, blonder, her eyes even bluer. She was already gorgeous; now she’s rivaling Estelle. 

It’s like I don’t just get the pick of the litter. I get the pick of the Brunette litter and the pick of the Blonde litter. 

“She’s moving,” I say, not quite understanding. “You said she was under your control?”

“I’m not under either of their control anymore,” says Sophia. “I’m under your control. The second your cum touched me, I switched over. It was so much faster than any of the other times.”

“Either? Other times?” 

I’m confused. Feeling a bit faint. Estelle is so obsessed with stroking my cock and moaning about how marveled she is at its hardness that she’s barely paying attention. Her bare pussy convulses constantly with orgasm after orgasm. Her brain is a pleasure machine, for me and for her. I step forward, trying to gain my bearings, but this just shoves my cock right into Sophia’s waiting, wet, willing mouth. 

I tried so long—so hard—not to do it. Maybe you could say I should have run, got a hotel room, jerked off until I had sorted myself out. Maybe I should have. All I can say is that running away from your lifelong crush transformed into some kind of seductive goddess is not an eventuality my code of ethics had prepared for.

Neither am I prepared for the intensely gratifying wet, patient, eager warmth of Sophia’s mouth. I can’t describe it, but her mouth fucking feels British. Proper. Refined. Elegant. Unabashedly classist—a mouth that defines a clear strata of experiences that were allowable and only allows itself the very best and at the top of that pyramid is me. 

“Oh.” I grunt, sliding deep into Sophia’s mouth and then her throat. Her esophagus tightens on my cockhead. “Oh, goddamn.”

“Yesss,” Estelle hisses, pushing on my hips to fuck her face deeper. “Feel what you Deserve, Master.”

I can’t stop now. It feels too good. 

What follows is not so much a blowjob as it is me fucking the hell out of Sophia’s face. She loves it—moaning through her mouthful of cock and constantly cumming on the floor beneath me. Her cunt honeys the carpet, making it sticky and wet in a huge puddle.

Estelle attaches herself more firmly to my side. 

She’s popping her foot like we’re having our first kiss at the end of a romantic comedy and giggling and exulting and grinding her hot tiny cunt against my hip. Her tits leak milk all over my bicep and run down my body into Sophia’s face, so the blond beauty is tasting milk and precum at the same time. 

I’m gripping Sophia’s hair in some impromptu pigtails, forcing her mouth up and down my cock in the same motion as you might use a rowing machine. Sophia’s eyes burn with reverent obedience, so happy to be used like this. 

Estelle gets the idea that I’ll cum faster if I look at her face—and she’s right. She kneels down in front of me and next to Sophia. Clamping her body onto Sophia’s. Wrapping her naked, milk-leaking tits around Sophia’s head—enveloping her like an airplane pillow—and then holding tight to my hips. Even if Sophia wanted to get away, she couldn’t. I push my hips back, relishing Sophia’s perfect plush posh lips sliding down my cock, and then Estelle—giggling madly and staring at me with her perfect, arrogant face—pulls my hips back in.

I can’t take it. Holy shit, I can’t take it. It’s a thousand erotic dreams come true all at once. 

“I have to cum,” I groan, hands shaking on top of Sophia’s skull.

They moan enthusiastically. 

“Yes, Master.” Estelle starts fucking Sophia’s skull against my cock faster, harder. “Do it, Master. Cum in your new slave. Claim her. Claim her forever.” 

Her heavy tits slip and slide around Sophia’s head with every stroke, push, and pull. She’s raking her teeth against the side of Sophia’s head in her lust. I lose all control, fucking with abandon, my hands running against both of their faces, their hair, their shoulders. 

“Yeah...yeah, fuck yeah...”

I explode with passion down Sophia’s throat. It’s even more than last time—and last time was more than I had ever cum before. I can feel it pumping, pulsing down her throat, load after load, shot after shot of pure alpha male seed fucking her up.

Her eyes get glassy and wide. She stops responding, stops moving. Worried, I pull out but keep cumming, and Estelle is right there with her mouth suckling tight around my head and shaft. 

Sophia falls to the ground, trembling and quaking in constant orgasm. Her body shifts and changes, more than before, becoming subtly longer and tighter and thinner and bustier. 

Suddenly, there’s another voice in the room.

“And just what do you think you’re doing with my slave?”

* * * * *
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OKAY, LOOK—I KNOW I’VE said this a lot today. 

I know that it’s probably losing meaning at this point. 

But the woman who just showed up in my room? 

Who just fucking—appeared—out of nowhere telling me to get my hands off of Sophia?

All right. She is, without exaggeration, and with full understanding that I keep fucking saying this, the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. 

It’s a completely different type of beauty than Estelle’s or Sophia’s. Maybe that’s my problem. I’m trying to identify them in terms of the quantity of their beauty but it’s really more about different varieties of beauty.

Estelle is like the ideal version of an All-American girl. Sun-kissed skin. Classically shaped nose, clinically sharp jawline, bright green eyes, thick brunette hair.

When I see Sophia, I think queen. Like, Queen of England, or Queen of some fantasy realm in a thousand-page book about orcs and sorcerers. She’s regal, sophisticated, and classy. Blond. Porcelain skin. Defined cheekbones, soft lips, arching brow. 

This new woman, whoever she is, is like an Amazonian Empress. Tall. Perfectly bronze skin. Amazing ab musculature. Brilliantly long, thick, flowing hair that wraps all the way down to her ankles in locks and waves. Like a mermaid’s hair; it floats somehow around her body in a wild, sexy perfectly-arranged bed-head mess. Her hair is so long that the sheer clothing she’s wearing—which there is not much of, some clingy white triangle panties and a similarly clingy, tight sheer white crop top—is only accentuated by her hair as if it were almost part of the outfit. 

“F-fuck,” I groan, seeing her.

My Cock—and yeah, I’ve been capitalizing it; it’s really making a name for itself lately—is at full attention at seeing this beauty in my room. I see her and want to fuck. I don’t think anyone could not want to fuck her, male or female. She’s sensuality incarnate. 

“I’ll ask again,” she says coolly, staring pure hate at me. “What. The fuck. Do you think. You’re doing. With my. Slave?”

“Fucking her and taking her for himself, obviously.”

That’s Estelle, who has unlatched her mouth from my Cock and is now kneeling and hugging one leg, like the love interest on the cover of a smutty adventure novel. 

The Amazonian Goddess sneers. “How dare you.” 

“I’m sorry, Lilith...” Sophia moans from the ground, crawling up to all fours. “He’s so, so good...”

“Look.” I hold up my hands. “I’m confused. I don't know how any of this is happening. Maybe we can all just talk this out and come to some kind of understanding—”

“Understand this,” says Lilith, holding out a hand. “Kneel.”

I feel an urge to. I can feel something pushing its weight on me. Is this what I’m doing to Estelle without knowing? 
But of course I don’t. I don’t have to—I’m just feeling the desire to remotely. It’s becoming more remote over time, like I’m building an immunity. 
“I said, kneel.”

Again I feel an urge—but it's even less than before.

She looks frustrated now. Not used to not having her way. 

“You’re lucky I’m not there in person. I would have you cumming until you died, begging to say my name.”

I can see now that there is some kind of ethereal nature to her presence; a tinge of soft purple light around her form. She’s projecting her image somehow, like a hologram, except I’ve never seen a hologram that had anywhere near this kind of fidelity. 

I don’t know who she is entirely. I can make a few guesses. A mistress of some kind to Sophia. 

I try to pull some threads together. Estelle—in the clothing store—found Sophia and took control of her. Somehow that went unnoticed by Lilith. Maybe because of Estelle’s sex? No problem with a female controlling another female? Maybe Estelle’s control is less permanent than mine? 

Whatever it was, when my control hit Sophia in full force—when I came down her hot young throat and claimed her for my own—alarms went ringing in Lilith’s head. She tracked Sophia through whatever link they had, and here she is now, staring me down. 

This is a best guess, but from what I’ve seen so far, it makes the most sense. Now—why would Lilith have these powers? I don’t fucking now—why would Estelle? Why would I? 

If mind-controlling gorgeous women into beautifully hypnotizing fuckslaves is on the table, I’m not really going to rule much else out. 

I’m a little mad at Lilith, honestly. I’m happy to talk this out. Come to some kind of solution or arrangement. But her first instinct is so fucking hostile that she wants to take over my entire life!

And yeah—yes, okay. I’ve done that to Estelle. And to Sophia. But I think you’ll agree there were some rather extenuating circumstances with both of them. They’ll be the end of any slavemaking by me, I swear. 

Even if Lilith is fucking gorgeous, goddamn. 

“No,” I say. “Sophia, come here.”

Sophia attends me immediately. I grab her and push her down on the bed. 

“You think I’m going to say your name? That I’m going to beg you?”

Estelle can hear the anger in my voice. The defiance. “Oh fuck.”

I can smell Estelle’s lust double-down. I spread Sophia's legs wide—she's very flexible—until they're at a complete split. Her face is upside down to the image of Lilith in my room. 

“How do you like this?”

I enter Sophia’s slick, hot cunt. She’s so fucking tight for me.

She's a virgin, I realize. A fresh acquisition for Lilith. She's maybe licked her or been licked by her—but nothing intense enough to break her cherry like I'm doing now. 
And of course—if she's the lesbian slave of a lesbian mistress...she's definitely not on birth control. Even if she was for other reasons? The way my cum transformed her body and mine means birth control means about as much to me now as a fly in a hurricane.
Sophia's vaginal walls clench down on my Cock like they were made for it. In reality, of course, they were re-made for it, built in reception to my image. 

“How do you like me fucking your slave? How the fuck do you like that?”

Sophia moans my name, calls me Master. She's cumming nonstop. Estelle slides up against my body, almost riding me, pushing me into Sophia. Filling my ear with filthy shit. 
“Teach her a lesson. Make her pay. Make her know. Give her a preview. Show what the fuck she's going to get whether she likes it or not.”
Hot, insane, filthy shit. Estelle is such a vixen.

Lilith sputters for a few moments, clearly considering telling me to stop. But she knows now that she can’t stop me. 

“I’ll find out where you are,” she says. “And who you are. And I’ll make you pay.”

“Do whatever you like.” I cling Sophia’s heavy tits to my chest. “I’ll still have fucked the shit out of this premium blond pussy.”

She sneers. “You’re a pig.”

The lust is overtaking me. Delusion of grandeur hitting hard. I can’t stop what I’m saying, what I’m feeling. Fucking this blond beauty with Estelle urging and cooing me on, mocking the Amazonian goddess with the rude look on her face. I feel possessed by some otherworldly force. 

“I’m going to find you,” I announce. “I’m going to take you.”

“Yes!” Estelle moans. 

“You can’t do a thing to stop me.”

Estelle is beside herself. “She can't!”

“I'm going to break apart your whole. Fucking. World. You got that bitch?”

“Yes!” I can feel Estelle's trembling, cumming cunt vibrate against my hip. She's wet enough to lubricate a luge. “You fucking bitch! Have you got that? You want to fuck with my Man? Fuck you!”

Without another word, Lilith waves a hand and disappears.

I'm the one beside myself now. Talking that hot shit has my blood up and Sophia's premium pussy is too perfect to deny—I need to get this gorgeous babe as fucking pregnant as possible. 

“Fucking bitch,” says Estelle. “Fuck her. Fuck her.”

I don’t know if she means Lilith or Sophia. Doesn’t matter. I’ll fuck them both.

I continue to fuck Sophia, thrusting in and out. I look down at her for the first time since we’ve started and see the absolute bliss coating her face. Her eyes are blank, her mouth coated with hot drool. Her tight walls clench and pulse in a constant state of orgasm from my huge Cock pushing on her delectably present g-spot. 

“Cum, Daddy,” Estelle moans. “Cum in her. Please? Please cum in her, Master. Oh fucking cum in her, please, please cum...please cum...please cum...”

I have to oblige her. My balls lift and empty, filling Sophia with virile seed. There's so much of it that it overflows her tight entrance and leaks all over my sheets. Estelle leans over and starts to lap up the excess. 

What a good girl. What a dream girl.

After several moments, I pull out of Sophia and look around. My Cock is finally softening somewhat after three big loads in a row.

My sanity returns to me. I just talked shit to someone who can fucking astral project into my room from probably miles away? What the fuck was I thinking? I need to resolve this situation peacefully. I need to work it out somehow. 

Why do I have these powers? Why does Estelle? What was it about her and me getting together that activated this whole mess? 

“Estelle,” I say. She knows more than anyone else about this I know. “Estelle, we have to talk.”

But Estelle has disappeared.

# # #
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We have to pull over so Sophia can suck me off. My Cock is just too big and there’s too much of me—all hard muscle and thick bulk—for her to fit her head around the steering wheel comfortably. 

As it is, I’m still face-fucking her against the dashboard with her entire tiny, light, toned, tall body wrapped as hard against me as possible. 

“Is that comfortable?” I ask, bouncing her head around. “You all right?”

She moans something, and attempts to move her mouth off my Cock. Unacceptable.

“Nevermind,” I sigh. “I don’t care.”

My hips, powerful and thick, are automatic thrusting machines. The positioning here is all awkward. I should be having lower back pain, tightness in my shoulders, some kind of crick in my neck. Instead I’m beautifully, artistically fucking the most gorgeous blonde I’ve ever seen anywhere—models, big screen, little screen, internet, anywhere—and slamming her head so hard against the dashboard of my cheap-shit car that I’ll probably have to beat the shit out of some mechanic to get it repaired. God knows I can’t afford it.

Fuck it. Maybe I’ll just take the nice car of some little fucking pussy just because I can. If they can’t keep it from me, they don’t deserve it anyway.

I keep having thoughts like that. Macho thoughts. Thoughts about fucking up dudes who look at my girls and fucking up the minds of girls who look at me. 

As Sophia’s mouth suckles down my shaft, her tight throat clenching my cockhead like a cunt, hot drool splattering all over the interior, it’s not hard to imagine why.

I deserve stuff. Doing this to Sophia, in her teeny tight cut-off shorts and dusted-white knit crop-top. She took the outfit from my adopted sister, Sally. Sally wore it in middle school; the fit is ridiculously tiny and therefore ridiculously hot on Sophia. The size must be XXXS and there’s still a good half-inch of room for Sophia’s waist. 

Pumping, groaning, I empty down Sophia’s throat. Fuck, she’s so hot. She swallows all of it with aplomb and moans as it slides down her throat. When she finally pulls off, full, I spray a few more shots and smear the windshield. Sophia adjusts her immaculate blond hair and stares at my load, salivating. 

I think I’m the only meal she’s had in a day or two. That’s fucking hot too. I should be the only thing she swallows. I’m her fucking man. 

Thinking like that almost gets me going again, but then I look at the window, see where we are. 

In the parking lot at the gym where I work. A few people have walked by, staring. Seeing the spray across the window that Sophia’s licking up now. 

We have to go in. We have to stop Estelle—Estelle who is, I think, probably trying to gather more slaves for me. 

More slaves like Sophia—who has become tighter, sexier, and bustier than she ever would have been before the second my cum entered her body. Who is now completely enraptured with me and worships the ground I walk on—who is rocking a shorts, heels, and crop top combo so fucking well that I’m pretty sure she’s going to be arrested for being too fucking hot the second a cop sees her. Then I’ll beat the shit out of the cop just because I can and because I think it’ll turn her hot bimbo body on. 

In the last couple of days, I've become something I used to not be.

“Do you think we have time for one more?”

Beautiful, blond, British Sophia stares at me, absolute adoration in her sparkling blue eyes. My Cock stands at attention. 

I’m trying really hard to think all this is a bad thing.

* * * * *
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RIGHT INSIDE THE GYM, I see Estelle talking with my boss, Vanessa. We have a little office set-up right next to the front window across from the blender stand where people order smoothies. There’s this weird green light show coming out of Estelle’s eyes, reflecting back out from Vanessa’s eyes. 

“Goddammit, Estelle. Cut it out!”

How the fuck am I going to afford a bunch of slaves? That’s what I keep coming back to—the practicalities of it. There's other issues, to be sure. Other issues somewhere. I know there’s some moral problem with it; something wrong about having a slave.

But with Sophia in her tight soaked-as-fuck jean shorts grinding against my body, tall heels clicking in time next to me, that kind of problem is harder and harder to think about. 

Ever since I fucked Sophia in front of Lilith last night. That was the real shifting point for me. Something turned off in my brain—or maybe on? I don’t know. 

But I stopped so much being bothered by it being wrong to own slaves.

I’m big as fuck and strong and hard all the fucking time and I’m a fucking man. I should have a slave or two to take care of this giant monster I got. I’m made for fucking and breeding and fucking people up. 

But goddamn, Estelle is just hypnotizing people left and right, and it’s got to stop. It’s too much work to clean up her messes all day. 

The second I finished fucking Sophia the first time, Estelle was gone. I figured right away she was leaving to do what she’d done before that made me so happy—because I was clearly happy banging the brains out of Sophia. That’s Estelle’s modus operandi. 
I knew it, and I knew I should go after her right away. The thing is...my Cock doesn’t really get soft anymore. I’ve been kind of slow to figure that out. So while I was waiting for it to go down, I thought I’d cuddle some with Sophia. Only, she’s a statuesque version of a statuesque blonde and her silky-soft thighs wrapped around my Cock to adore me and pretty soon I was hard again and...well. 
Several hours later, as morning came 'round, I finally started the search for Estelle, stopping every ten minutes or so to screw Sophia’s brains out in the car. I’m really becoming fond of her. She’s so fucking sexy and eager and that British accent of hers really gets me going every time.
“Master!” Estelle says happily, rushing to meet me.

She’s had an outfit change since last I’ve seen her. She’s sporting a pair of skimpy black workout shorts and a tight black and pink sports bra, pairing that with six-inch stilettos that have no place in a gym. Even so, she prances in them like some sexy combination of supermodel and gymnast. Honestly, none of this outfit belongs in public—it looks more like lingerie than a workout outfit. 

It’s hot as fuck. She even has her hair done up in a loose low pony, spare strands of it hanging down to “accidentally” frame her gorgeous face. Does she know that turns me on like crazy? Probably. She seems to know everything else that makes me hard.

I take her by the ass and clench her hard into my body, digging my thumb into her throat and chin. Fuck, it feels good to kiss her. It feels like home. I had a crush on her for so long and now she’s so thrilled to see me and it feels so good. Our tongues meld. She tastes like strawberries. My cock erupts in precum, leaving a wet kiss on her belly through my shorts. 

“Oh, Master...I missed you.”

“Estelle.” I put a finger to her lips. She kisses it. “I told you to stop with the hypnosis. Didn’t I?”

“You said no more girls from the clothing store.” She shrugs. “So I went to the clothing store for some items...but then I came right here.”

“Okay.” I nod, a little relieved. “You came here. No other stops.”

She shakes her head. “None, Master.”

“Perfect. So all we have to deal with is Vanessa?”

She smiles. “Yes, Master. Just her and all the others.”

“Great.” I stop. “Wait. What others?”

She points to the other end of the gym where a big crowd has congregated. “Them, Master. There’s a computer database with pictures, and using that, and Vanessa, I managed to call all the sexiest ones who weren’t here already with a lie about a prize drawing.”

“A prize?”

“I said they won ten thousand dollars, and the second they came through the door I fucked up their brain so they would obey me and want to fuck their Master. Who, they don’t know yet, is definitely you.”

“Estelle.” I shake my head. “There’s like...twenty girls over there.”

They were in a circle. I couldn’t see them clearly except to note that they were all in skimpy athletic wear. And heels. All of them in high heels. Christ.

She went to the clothing store for “some items.”

“Twenty-eight, Master. And Vanessa, Sophia, and me make thirty-one. A nice Prime number for my Prime man.” 

Vanessa struggles nearby. “Marcus is...Master?”

Estelle ruffles her hair. Not in a playful way. Like a bully messing with her victim. It’s really hot. 

“Poor thing. Do you want to take pity on her and give her a taste of Your Cock? She won’t feel right until she has it.”

“C-Cock...” Vanessa mumbles, staring at me with big blue eyes. 

“Estelle, we can’t do this. You can’t do this. No more slaves, all right? No more mindless, bimbo-brained idiots who think of nothing but Cock.”

“Why not?”

“Because...” 

The words it’s wrong nearly left my mouth, but then I remembered about how fucking good and amazing and right it feels to fuck Sophia.

“Because it’s inconvenient,” I snap. “Thirty-one girls? They have to fucking eat, Estelle. They have to pay for things. They have to be put somewhere.” I’m talking about them like they’re puppies. Or barrels of oil. “I can’t just have them sleep in the gym and live on whatever cum I remember to give them after you’ve had your share.”

She likes that—likes knowing that she’d get first choice of cum. Which, of course, she would. Estelle might be annoying me a bit, but she’s hot as fuck and she’s the girl of my dreams. I’m not fucking anyone before her. A real man has to let his girl feel safe like that. And Estelle, no matter what else she is, is my girl first.

“They’re not all idiots,” she says, smiling. “I’m not that stupid. None of us, are, really. Vanessa just kind of seems that way because not having your Cock, ever, is shorting her system. Think of it like...um...like a new phone, okay? She has to be charged up first before we can use her. Until then, she’s just a dumb brick.” Estelle pinches her cheek. “Aren’t you, sweetie?”

“Yes, Mistress. Dumb brick.”

Vanessa’s eyes still focus entirely on me, mouth open, drooling. Yesterday, she was a competent business-owning woman. One who I sent to the bathroom to jill herself off because of my new, growing Cock. Another mystery on the docket, whenever I feel like solving it—why the fuck is my body changing so much? What’s causing all of this? I know it all began when Estelle and I fucked for the first time...but why?

I’m so caught up with managing it that the why of the situation seems beyond me. 

Estelle kisses my ear. “Do you want to give her a taste or the girls over there? There are other girls like way, way hotter than her over there. There’s one, Rita Diaz...”

“The instagram model? Christ.”

Rita is ultra-fit, ultra-peppy, and constantly snobby about what good shape she’s in compared to other girls in the gym. If Estelle truly hypnotized her for me...fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Besides Estelle, Rita is the girl I've had the hardest crush on in my life. Something about her snobby, attention-demanding attitude really does it for me. I don't want to bring her down a peg. I just want all that attention-neediness to be centered around me. Still posing, still taking endless selfies, still obsessed with her body...but entirely because she needs to make my Cock happy.

God, that makes me harder than ever. Rita is a brunette with a killer frame—she turned down a few sponsorships because she makes more money on her own with her video channel and gram posts—and constantly wears new, hot, more revealing clothing to sell products to women who wish they could look half as good as her. 

Estelle wraps her long arms around me. Her green eyes glow—actually glow, burning bright green for a moment, as the intensity of her passion shines through. 
“Listen, darling. I know you’re a bit hesitant. And I know I overdid it a little.” Sophia strokes my Cock over my shorts. Vanessa is whimpering that she can’t do the same. “But you’re God to me. And I wanted to show God that I worship him like he deserves. I know that fucking the minds of all those young, tight, gorgeous, fertile, fit girls was a bit overkill...but it was for you. And I don’t know how to unfuck their minds, do you?”
I shake my head.

“And you’re so smart and good. If you don’t know, I don’t think it’s possible. So, you’re right. A moratorium on new slaves...and let’s enjoy the ones you have. Please, Master?”

Fuck. She’s right. 

* * * * *
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WHEN I WALK OVER, I see what they’re crowding around. There’s one guy left in the gym—a truly ripped specimen of a man named Hendricks. He’s short but built like a brick shithouse—biceps the size of his head, a barrel chest, and all the over-medicated back acne that his kind of build and muscle pre-supposes. 

Yesterday, he pushed me to the ground and Vanessa let him walk away with it unpunished. No suspending of his membership, no anything like that. 

My blood is up; I'm angry the second I see him. 

He’s at the bench, lifting one eighty-five. He pumps it up and down like it’s nothing but the bar. Really strong dude. The girls around him react with interest but it’s all fading fast. 

Their eyes light up when they see me. At the front of their pack is undoubtedly Rita Diaz. Like the rest of them, her body is on display in skintight spandex. Ass-revealing shorts, the fabric clinging to her tight crack and showing off the dimples of her cheeks, a tight sports-bra that may as well be sold at I.D. Sarrieri, and tall high heels. 

She’s like a beach bunny, yoga hottie, gym stunner, and runway model rolled into one unbelievably sexy fit package. Her outfit is orange and white, like sherbet; the length of her hair stretches all the way down her back. Her dark blue eyes smolder; I know she’s got a thing for ultra-muscular guys. I see her flirting with them all the time.

It only hits me after a minute that her eyes are smoldering at me and that I’m an ultra-muscular guy now. Sophia and Estelle both giggle and moan, feeling my Cock jump under the comforting, warm touch of their constant pawing. 

Hendricks racks his weights and sits up, eyeing me up and down.

“This is the fucking guy, huh?”

Estelle whispers into my ear. “I left him alone because I wanted to give you some fun.”

Then she addresses Hendricks. “That’s right. The contest still on?”

“Shit yeah. I just been getting warmed up. Hey, hot bitches? Take off that twenty-five there and put on another couple of plates. I’m gonna show this pussy what’s what.”

“Contest?” I ask Estelle. “What contest?”

She shrugs. “A weight-lifting contest. To see who should own this harem.”

“I thought you mindfucked them all for me.”

She gives me a wicked smile. “I did. But if you’re not the strongest man around...maybe we shouldn’t belong to you?”

Oh, she’s gonna fucking pay for that. And from the look she’s giving me, she knows it.

Hendricks does a quick few leaps up and down the bench, building up a sweat, and drops down beneath the bar. 

“No spot! I fucking own this shit!”

The bar is 45 pounds, so with three plates on either side, he’s got 315 total. He lets out a guttural roar and lifts it up. In quick succession, he reps out five, and then pulls himself up.

“How the fuck about that, motherfucker?” He jams his fingers into my chest. “How about that?”

I cross my arms and look down at him. Yesterday we would have been the same height. Now I’m nearly a foot above him. It's no wonder he doesn't recognize me. 

“That all you got?”

“All I got? All I got? Load another another two plates on there. Both sides!”

That’s four hundred and ninety five pounds. His arms are short; this gives him an advantage in weight lifting. More densely packed muscle; less distance to move from place to place. He was warming up with one eighty-five; yesterday, that was my max.

So why am I feeling so confident?

Fuck if I know. But it’s clearly making Estelle swoon, so I keep it up.

“That’s a pussy weight,” I snap. “If you’re not breaking five hundred, don’t waste my time.”

He stops dead in his tracks and snaps at the girls loading the weights. Hesitation pulls across his features ever-so-slightly.

“Two more, then. Make it five-fifty.”

I lean into Estelle’s ear and slide my hand up between her cheeks, index and middle fingers resting into her pussy. “I think I’ll curl with that later.”

Immediately I feel her gush, her cunt wettening all over my fingers. 

“Oh, shit.” She pushes hard into my body, my fingers.

The girls around her look at her jealousy. She soaks it up, smiling and sneering at the same time. 
Hendricks takes time with this set—he’s maxing out. The bar bounces up off his chest and he struggles for a few seconds before heroically finishing without a spot. 
“Match that, motherfucker.”

He sits up, out of breath. 

“No.”

“No?” He puts his hands up. “How about that, girls? He says no. Y’all ready for a real man?”

I wait for him to leave and then nod at Vanessa to wipe down the bench. I don’t want any of his stink on me. She does so, staring at me mindlessly, needily the whole time. Then I nod at the weight-racking girls—Natalie and Genevieve, who I ogled yesterday. I count the plates quickly—there’s the bar, and then seven plates on either side. 
“Another plate on either side.”
Hendricks snorts. “Whatever man. Your funeral. That’s pretty much the world record.”

I sit down under the bar, looking up at the ceiling. Heavy tits leaning in all around me. Rita twirls her hair around one finger. Biting her lips. I see the wet patch forming in her spandex.

“Hey man,” says Hendricks. “We don’t gotta do this. You’re gonna kill yourself. It’s just pussy. Give up now and I’ll throw you a bone for being a good sport.”

What a fucking coward. Yellow-bellied motherfucker. Giving up a premium piece of pussy to a fucking competitor? Now I have to destroy him. 

I lift the weight with a surprising ease. It hops out of my palms for a second and then thunders back down. My arms stay firm. The weight goes down and up, clean and easy. Then I do it again. 

Estelle moans. Rita squeals delightedly. I like those sounds. 

So I do it fifteen more times and then rack it. 

When I sit up, Hendricks is looking at me like I’m not human. I’m probably not. I’m something more. I don’t even feel the burn in my chest.

“More,” I say.

I hear them chunking the weight on. 

“H-hey man...listen...”

“Sir.”

“What?”

“Call me Sir, you fucking pussy.”

He gulps. “Listen. Sir. I...I don’t want any trouble.”

“Don’t move.” I turn to Natalie and Genevieve. “More.”

They bite their lips, obviously dripping from their tiny virgin cunts. I can smell that they’re virgins. Putting themselves on display here at the gym, waiting for just the right guy to pop their cherries. Someone strong. I love seeing the shape of their legs as their knees knock together with their tall heels. 

Natalie shrugs. “We put on all the weight we could find...”

They did. The bar is bending, packed to the end with forty-five pound plates. There’s ten on either side. That’s close to a thousand pounds. 

Let’s send it over.

“You,” I snap at Sophia. “And you.” Estelle. “Sit on the bar. Don’t fall off.”

“Yes, Master.”

They answer in unison. It’s the first time some of the girls have heard the term “Master” used on me. I can hear the excitement rippling around the crowd; they all agree it’s an amazing name for the specimen of man they’re seeing now. 

Sophia and Estelle pop up on either side of the barbell, crossing one long leg over the other and posing beautifully. Their hot, wet, pussies drip down onto the weights, making them shine. 

I get down underneath it, lift it with authority, and send it popping down and then up. Sophia and Estelle giggle delightedly. When I send the bar up, they float up to the ceiling for a moment before settling back down. 

It barely feels heavier than the last load. I should be tiring out; I shouldn’t be able to lift anywhere near this much. My form is heavily, densely muscled. Packed with muscle. Completely ripped. But the kind of muscle this kind of lifting needs, I shouldn’t even be able to move my arms I would be so thickly built. I would need hydraulics. 

And yet I’m still lithe, nimble, and flexible. 

“Rita,” I bark, still lifting.

“Y-yes, Master!” 

She sounds fucking nervous. The insta model who competed with Estelle for number one position in my masturbatory fantasies up until today.

“Why the fuck aren’t you riding my Cock?”

“I-I-I-”

That’s fun. Making her stutter; making her squirm. I fucking run her. 
“Come ride my fucking Cock, babe.”
In three seconds flat, my gym shorts are pulled down to my ankles and her plush, happy, earnest, eager pussy wraps around my cockhead. I sit up with the weight against my chest—my abs are just as strong as the rest of me, apparently—and transition it over around my shoulders so I can watch Rita work. Estelle and Sophia hold on for dear-life—if they fall, it's on them, not me.

She’s reverse-cowgirl positioned on me, her nails digging into my thighs. The folds of her pussy are brilliantly wet. Watching me lift was the best foreplay of her life, I already know. 

“O-oh my god!” she moans.

She’s cumming, I can feel it. Her walls tremble around my manhood. Her entire body vibrates with pleasure, her tight, fit fucking instagram braggy-bitch spoiled-rotten form throttled with an orgasm so hard I’m rewriting her entire history. Estelle said it was like that—like spending a thousand lifetimes inside a void where all she knew was the thought of service to my Cock. That's what Rita is experiencing now—an echo-chamber of orgasmic pleasure and service. 

She keeps slamming up and down my Cock. I can see my reflection in the mirror—can see her self-obsessed gaze staring at herself, staring at me. She loves this—loves how fucking hot her tits look as they bounce, how brilliantly dense my body is built. 

I’m still repping out, shoulder presses, with Estelle and Sophia on the bar. Lifting high and hard and with even time—controlled motions—as Rita rides up and down on my Cock. I’m just showing off now. 

This is entirely ridiculous and I don’t fucking care. 

I run this gym. I do what the fuck I want. I’m the fucking man around here. 

All the girls are chanting for me. 

“Master! Master! Master! Master!”

Like cheerleaders. So hot, so good. 

Rita twists her tight, busty form around, continuing to slide up and down my Cock with her tight pussy-grip. 

“I-I love you,” she whispers softly. “I didn’t think I would ever love anyone. But I-I-I...”

I’m a romantic, what can I say? That kind of thing really hits me hard. I’ll look at hot babes in lingerie and high heels all day long, but it just doesn’t do anything for me if I don’t feel some kind of connection. 

Without really trying, I toss the weight back to the bench. I put down a fist to keep the thousand-plus pounds from hopping upward. Goddamn, I’m strong. Estelle and Sophia giggle delightedly from their short trip through the air and clap their hands. Of course they landed with easy balance.

“You love me, huh?”

She nods, her lips shuddering into mine. I take complete hold of her now, hands roaming her body at will. She’s still shivering with orgasm, with hot wet need that drips down her pussy and all across my balls. Estelle takes up position on one shoulder, massaging it with her heavy tits, looking at me and Rita with the nearby mirror. Steaming hot milk starts to drip from her nipples; she adjusts her bra slightly to let it pour all over my biceps and deltoids. 

“What if I don’t love you? What if I only love Estelle here?”

Estelle giggles with delight at that; loves being superior.

Rita whimpers. “Will you keep fucking me?”

I slap her lightly across the face. It would be enough to crack a two-by-four; because my Cock is in her, it just reddens her face. 

“I’ll do whatever the fuck I want with you.”

“I'm n-not on birth control...”

I slap her again. Harder this time.

“The fuck do you think I care about that? I'll do. Whatever. The Fuck. I want. With you.”

She smiles indulgently. “Then I don’t care. Just so long as you do what you want. As long as you’re happy.”

This bitch doesn’t even know my fucking name.

And yet I look in her eyes and see real, actual, complete total abandon and love. 

She's ready to get fucking pregnant from me. 

Fuck, that’s hot.

“Are you going to bless her, Master?” Sophia asks. 

It’s a serious question; the most serious one she knows. She’s taken up position just like Estelle, tits dripping, massaging and moaning and kissing. But in her eyes is the glint of hard, earned steel of the FirstFucked.

Estelle might have been the first girl I fucked. And the first girl I fucked as an AlphaBeast, or whatever I am now. But, I didn’t know it at the time.

It was Sophia who I fucked first knowing what I really am. It was fucking Sophia when I figured out what I am—what I care about, what I deserve. 

Sophia will always be special to me because of that. She knows it—and she has strong feelings about who does and doesn’t deserve my cum. If I decide a girl does, that’s huge to Sophia. That’s life-altering. That resets her whole balance. Not in a bad way—just in a “new state of the world” way. It’s like a presidential election for her. 

“Are you going to bless her with your cum?” Sophia asks again. 

It will change entirely how Sophia reacts to this situation. If I’m not going to cum in Rita, it doesn’t matter how objectively hot she is. Sophia will push her the fuck off and replace her with herself or Estelle. 

I’m really taken care of by my girls. 

I act like I don’t know the answer already. 

“I don’t know. Rita, what do you think? Do you deserve my cum?”

“Don’t be bashful,” Estelle warns. “Don’t be modest. He doesn’t like that.”

“You don’t have to help her,” says Sophia. “She should know.”

Estelle shrugs. “The ends justify the means, babe.” She kisses my ear and cheek. “Master likes snobby girls...”

“Fuck yes, I deserve his cum.” Rita doesn’t have to be told twice. “I deserve it way more than any of other fucking schlubs here.”

I like that, and she can tell. I’m pounding up into her harder than before—easy to do when you’re as strong as me—and gripping her tight body harder.

“You came right for me,” she says, her voice tinged with gasps, orgasm, and pleasure. “Came right, right for me. And now you’ll cum in me because it’s what I deserve. You didn’t even look at them. Just your two girls and me. That’s what you wanted. That’s what you fucking deserve.”

“Keep going,” says Sophia. She's melting on Rita. She likes her. “Tell him more. More of what he deserves.”

Rita flashes her a quick, devilish smile.

“He deserves to get me fucking pregnant,” Ritas moans. “Fucking knock me up, Master. Please? Make your pregnant harem bitch. Make me so super fucking ultra pregnant for you. Please, Master? Give me your babies...give me your seed!”

I grab her hair and then her throat, positioning her face just so. “Look in the mirror. Fucking look at you.”

She does and so do I. What we see is nearly beyond my comprehension. A nineteen-out-of-ten beauty riding the massive Cock of a musclebound giant flanked by two tall, thin, busty Amazons dripping milk down his arms and chest. This is a picture I might order as a commission off of deviant art. 

There’s more than a little disassociation. Just seeing it makes me surge up into Rita and spill a heavy load of precum from my steel-hard shaft. It’s not until I see her reflection react, feel the moans purring up from her body, that I really start to see the giant in the reflection as me. 

The new me. The better me. The alpha me. 

Fucking Rita like this—granting her my cum—will make her special like Estelle and Sophia are special. 

Estelle—who unlocked this power, somehow.

Sophia—who showed me who I am. 

Rita—who was the first one I took when I knew I could have anyone. 

I can’t hold back any longer. Taking Rita hard by the throat, I slam her up and down on my Cock, almost wresting complete power away from her as I fuck my Cock with her gorgeous young body. 

“Yes,” Estelle and Sophia moan in unison. “Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes...”

Rita joins in with them. All the girls do—fingering themselves, dropping to their knees, glistening with sweat and need. Most of them in hot, dripping puddles of their own creation as they cum again and again watching me fuck another girl. A better girl. The girl I deserve. 

I empty into Rita’s body, cumming harder than I knew I could. All that unprotected seed. Her fertile young cunt. She's probably got triplets. 

The rocketing force of my cum pushes her light body off my Cock slightly and when she squirms to stay on and readjust I end up cumming another, faster, harder load—only this time she manages to squeeze herself tight and stay on completely. I can feel her pussy clamping, squeezing, working to hold in as much cum as possible. She wants it all for herself. 

Greedy little cunt. I like that. 

* * * * 
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MY HEAD RETURNS TO me a few minutes after I empty into Rita. I take my Cock out of her—much to her moaning, whimpering chagrin, and survey the surroundings. 

It feels like there’s a fog in the air even though there isn’t really. A miasma of my musk. I think everything and everyone in here is permeated by it. 

That includes all the new girls, most of whom I don’t even know the names of. I look at them each one by one, walking by them. Estelle takes her place by my side. It’s invigorating—and Cock-hardening—to watch her inspect the girls. She puts them in position. She turns their heads this way and that, holding them by the chin. Checks their teeth. 

They—according to her—have to be kneeling, with tits up, palms down, face up, eyes down. She slaps one who doesn’t get it right away and the rest quickly fall in line. I walk by a lot of drooling mouths; my Cock is out and still hard. I’m always fucking hard. I’m a real man. 

We stop at one redhead and Estelle leans in, tugging the spandex around her waist. 

“This is awfully tight for a size S,” she says. “You need to be able to fit into an XXS post-haste, or expect your membership to be canceled.”

The girl’s eyes immediately begin to well up with tears. “Please...” she says. “Y-you wouldn’t. I broke up with my boyfriend to be here, like you told me to, a-and...”

“That was just to make you eligible,” sneers Estelle, “And eligibility is no guarantee of membership. Wouldn’t you agree, Master?”

I grip her ass hard, showing my pleasure. “Yes.”

“You see? Master has spoken. Lose some of that hip fat, honey. And maybe we’ll see if Daddy wants to make you special.”

She does something then that really surprises me—both in that she does it and how much it fucking turns me on. She pinches the redhead’s cheek. Like the way that a bad aunt pinches the cheek of some dirty, troublesome child. It’s so fucking hot to see Estelle do it—who is probably younger than the redhead—and keep it there long enough to twist and wrench the skin a bit. It’s going to leave a mark. Fuck that—it’s probably going to leave a bruise. 

“You just have to learn to stop stuffing that mouth of yours!”

Estelle giggles, an evil, delighted sound. Self-obsessed. Vain. Not caring for the way she just humiliated the redhead.

I have to stop, grab her, and kiss her deep. My Cock surges against her tight young belly and I very nearly cum. Her skin is so soft. I hold her tight—hold her so fucking tight that I have to think she feels like I’ll never let go—and work my jaw into hers as we kiss. 

“I love you, babe.”

She looks at me with big, wet, teary worshipful eyes. “Th-that’s the first time you’ve said that to me. I love you so much. I feel like I always have. I know I haven’t really, but that’s how it feels.”

Rita, nearby, raises her hand. She’s already clearly starting to change. The cum that landed on her legs when I pulled out of her has been absorbed completely, so I can only guess that means the same for the rest of the cum that I shot inside her. Her waist is getting thinner; she was already probably just 22 inches around. Her tits are definitely getting heavier, perkier, bigger.

“I love you, too!” she says.

I nod. “I know.”

She swallows that indignity with grace. Next to me, Estelle squirms with the heat of feeling superior, which I love giving her. 

“I was watching Estelle adjust them,” Rita says. “How she wants them. How you want them. Do you want me to be their trainer? I know fitness and I know what you want.”

I smile. “That’s a good idea, babe. Cum for me.”

“Ungh.” 

She drops to her knees at the command, body writhing. To be honest, I didn’t know if I could make her do it just from saying. 

“You really are that powerful,” says Estelle. Her voice is reverent, eyes shining liquid love. She loves my power, loves knowing her sphere of influence impacts so heavily upon it.

She gets the best of both worlds—to believe she’s never truly doing anything for herself, and to fuck up the lives of others at will.

The thought of Rita training the girls makes me hard. She’s already cruel and vain and shallow. My cum will transform her. Make her more fit and sexy than ever before. She’ll brag about how easy it is for her to maintain her completely unrealistic figure. Maybe brag about how she can eat anything at all. She’ll deride and sneer at the lower slaves for not living up to her simple standards of 100 calories a day or whatever insanity it is she’ll preach. But the truth is that she’ll only be able to do it because of my Cum. 

It’s a system that’s naturally unfair. Naturally built to humiliate. Naturally built to promote the girls already on top and to demean the ones on the bottom. 

The pieces of that system are being put together now naturally, like snowflakes gathering into a snowdrift; I see it happening and I fucking like it. 

I see Sophia looking on with jealousy. Estelle sees her too. With my fingers buried deep up into her snatch, I can feel—instantly—how wet and hot Sophia’s jealousy makes her. Like turning a faucet from barely on lukewarm to full blast boiling. 

“Sorry, babe,” says Estelle, clearly not sorry. “Some of us just...get it more than others, you know?”

I like this. A lot. But I also like Sophia. 
“Cool it,” I whisper into Estelle’s ear. I don’t want Sophia to hear what I’m saying exactly; I like her having that doubt. “Be nice to your sister.”
Estelle melts. “Sorry, baby.”
I don’t know if she’s talking to me or Sophia, but she pulls Sophia in and starts kissing her heatedly. Their heavy tits rub on and over each other, spilling milk across their hot tight young bodies. Abs glistening from the overheads and the amount of liquid dripping from their tits. My Cock shoved between their joined bodies, running across their sick hip bones. Long nimble fingers run across my knob, polishing and adoring it and both of them crane upward to kiss me.
I take a moment just to enjoy this—the pure scale of the intimate, erotic, audacious display. I’m being worshiped and adored by the two most gorgeous women I’ve ever seen. They’re acting like they’re completely in love with each other, and they probably are, for the sake of earning and worshiping my Cock. They love one another because they know it makes my Cock happy. 

Beyond them, Rita makes the rounds with the other girls, making sure they’re kneeling properly—the way Estelle placed them—and positioning their bodies to be put on perfect display for my entertainment. She strides by them with sneers and jeers, critiquing their fitness, their bodies. Even as this happens, Rita’s body is improving. Getting taller. Tighter. Bustier. Her cups expanding and beginning to overflow with milk in her stupendously tight sports bra. Hair feathering out and growing down, getting thicker, silkier, softer. 

Because of me. Because of my Cock. Because of my Cum. 

There’s one thing still wrong. I push Sophia and Estelle to one side and walk to the corner of the gym. 

Still unaddressed; the problem in the room. The encouragement I needed to show these girls who the fuck I really am, what I deserve. 

Estelle set this all up; she invited this pussy coward to stay. I may not like her methods all that much, but they are effective and they are fast. 

Hendricks has his eyes closed, balled up, crying. Sobbing. What he’s seen of me, what he’s seen me do, he knows he’ll never have for himself. It’ll break him. 

It has broken him. My Cock is hard, still—I’m always fucking hard, like a real man—and it towers above him. Stronger, thicker, longer than his could ever be. 

“I win.”

“Y-yeah, okay! Okay! You win!”

“Sir.” I step forward just slightly, and he shoves himself so hard into the corner that I’m pretty sure he has a black eye. “Don’t make me remind you again.”

“No, sir. You win, sir. You’re the winner, sir.”

You can say that a real winner, a real man, doesn’t have to grind in the victory like this. Doesn’t have to show off. But that’s stupid. That’s a philosophy developed by losers because they’re afraid winners like me will treat them like the losers they are. Someone like me never fucking has to worry about losing or being treated poorly by someone more powerful. And if I am? That motherfucker better watch out. 

Showing off is a display of my power, and displays of my power are pretty much all I care about now. 

Estelle and Sophia know it. They slide up next to me and start stroking, fawning, and grinding. 

Sophia sneers at Hendricks. “You thought you were hot shit. You thought you were special.” 

“But you weren’t,” Estelle joins in. “You never were. You’re not special. Everything you tried to be? Everything you worked soooo hard for? My man is better without even trying.”

“And you? You’re not even a man.”

“He’s not, is he? He’s a fucking pussy.”

“Look at him. Awwww.” Sophia makes a sound like seeing a puppy. “The little pussy is trying to be hard. His little dicky-poo is getting stiffy-woo because pretty girls are talking to him!”

“Pathetic. Is there even enough of it for you to jack it off, pussy?”

“You can’t get hard for us, dummy pumpkins. Pussies don’t get hard. They get wet. Like ours.” She turns and looks up at me. “For him. For a Real Man.”

I’m feeling the need to fuck again and it’s something furious.

“Get the fuck out of here,” I tell Hendricks. “I’m done with you. Come back and you’ll regret it.”

He rockets off, waiting for my permission now for a while. He runs like his life depends on it, like I would go after him when I have so many fresh young cunts here to tame, own, and transform.

On his way out, the door rings. I hear a sound like a lightning bolt and a brief, strangled cry. 

Hendricks is dead.

* * * * *
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LILITH COMES THROUGH the door. She is flanked on either side by four feminine figures wearing cloaks and hoods. Hendricks’ body is on the floor to one side of her, still twitching but obviously expired.

No holograms or projections this time; this Lilith is the real deal. She wears a gown designed to show off her best features, which are all of them. Her tits, legs, hips, abs, neck, shoulders, back, hair, and face are on display in the tiny golden dress she’s wearing. It’s more like an accessory than a dress, something that most women would wear alongside an outfit. 

But of course, she’s clearly not most women. 

“Sorry about the trash.” She points at Hendricks, slowly becoming motionless. “Did you like him?”

“No.”
She makes a face. “Too bad. I’ll have to settle for hurting you in other ways, then.”
“Go ahead and try it.”

She walks around the gym for a moment. Makes as if to touch the counter then retracts her hand, thinking better of it. She looks for a moment and then points with her small finger to a table. The servants behind her wipe down the table in triplicate and make a space for her and finally she sits down carefully, only a centimeter of her perfect ass actually touching the chair. She holds herself up almost entirely with muscle control, and then continues to show off, crossing her legs. The heels she’s wearing are at least five inches tall, the strain must be incredible—or would be, for regular woman. 

Which she clearly is not. 

“You don’t understand what you are, do you? The danger you pose. The disorder.”

“I don’t give a fuck.”

She eyes the arrangement of new slaves behind me. “That’s clear enough. Would you like me to explain?”

The chair across from her is empty. She gestures over to it.

“I want your fine ass to get down to your knees and worship my Cock.”

She swallows briefly. I can tell something just happened—I sent something to her, and she brushed it off. Like a punch that she blocked and directed over to one side.

“I’m asking, as a civilized person, to speak with you. Will you or won’t you?”

I grab Estelle and Sophia both and push them down underneath me. 

“I need to fuck. I’m not going to be able to talk unless I fuck.”

“Fuck them, while you talk to me? And listen to me? And look at me? How distasteful.”

I can tell she’s putting me on a bit; she doesn’t mind it as much as all that. I just wish I could figure out why. 

Estelle and Sophia go to work on my Cock. Their mouths sliding over the knob, licking down the shaft.

“My sources, which I have many, as many as you might imagine for someone like me with the power and beauty I have—they tell me you work here. Your name is Marcus. Before this, you didn’t have much happening for you.”

“So what?”

“So. Don’t you find it interesting that all of a sudden you’re this unstoppable manbeast with an alchemical Cock that turns pussies into hot jelly?”

Estelle is doing something really fucking right with her tongue. 

I grunt. “I know that’s what the fuck I’m going to do to you.”

She raises an eyebrow, smiling slightly. Adjusting her dress. Her cleavage swells.

“I’ll level with you, Marcus. May I call you Marcus?”

“That’s the least of what you’re going to call me.”

Another blow from me, another block from her. This strange telepathic wrestling match. I don’t know how I’m doing it—but she knows how to dodge better than I can punch. For now. I keep looking at her tits. Fuck, they look so good in that gown. It’s so sparkly. 

What worries me some is that I can’t even feel any kind of offense she’s trying. What gives? Why isn’t she fighting back?

“You’re stupendously handsome. You’re utterly built. You’re the vision of masculinity.” My Cock responds viscerally to words like that coming from a woman like her. I grasp Sophia’s head and push it hard against Estelle’s, the two pairs of their lips floating down my shaft.  “I don’t make a habit of being with men. I’ve made it a point in my thousands of years, as a matter of fact, to never be with a man. But I look at you, and...” she lets out an elaborate, breathy moan. “I can finally see the appeal. A real man like you. You’re rare. Special. Something to be treasured.”

Her eyes are aflame with a dark, smoldering fire. God, those tits. They’re heaving. I can barely take my eyes off them.

“I’m not an object. Not a treasure.” My voice feels thick.

“No.” She smiles. “That’s them, isn’t it?” she points to Estelle, Sophia, and the rest. “This is just some game for you.”

I can’t decide if I want to fuck Estelle or Sophia. They’re both so hot. I need to fuck something though. This Lilith is really turning me on. Fuck. Her tits are just perfect, the way they’re pressed together. I want to slide my Cock into them and fuck her face. I’m long enough to do it, too. 

“A game, huh?”
I take Sophia—to spite Lilith once again—and start facefucking her hard. Her groans of pleasure become an undertone to Lilith’s explanation. 
“Yes. A game to amuse you while you wait for your destiny to arrive. That’s why nothing else had happened for you in your life. I was the same way. Going nowhere. The youngest daughter of a lowly warlord. Within a year of my ascension, however, even my servants had servants—though of course they were all my servants. You understand.”

“I do.”

“Long ago, someone indoctrinated me to the ways of our beings just as I am attempting to indoctrinate you now. What we are. The women are supernaturally seductive. We get what we want at the merest suggestion. We are secretive. We don’t want attention; too much and it could be...problematic. And why have it? We have all the money in the world. We run the men who run the corporations. We finger our delightfully hot pussies thinking of all the suffering that goes on just to make us money. We want wealth, and slaves, and power.”

I’m going to fuck Estelle, I decide. I’m going to fuck Estelle and look at Lilith the whole time. God, she’s fucking hot. I discard Sophia without even looking at her and bend Estelle over, doggy style. 

“And the men?”

My entrance into Estelle is matched with a series of orgasms from her. Lilith’s eyes flash. I look deep into them. There’s something...something there...something to see...something that makes me so fucking hard...

“The men of our species are..aggressive. Unnaturally so. They break the harmony we work so hard to develop. They want their ownership to be overt. They want to destroy rather than coerce. Luckily, they’re a bit dim.”

“Dim?”

“Oh, you can’t feel it, Marcus?”

“Feel...it?”

“I think you can. I think you can feel me in your dim little mind, can’t you? Where I belong. I think you can feel me taking up roots there. I think you feel me fucking with your mind, can’t you?”

Oh, fuck, yeah, I can. And she feels so good...

“Yes, that’s right, darling. Keep looking at me. Looking in my eyes. Deep into my gorgeous eyes. You want to look at my eyes all the time, don’t you? You want to be owned by my eyes? You want to submit to my eyes? Wouldn’t that feel good? To stop having to try or own or control. Just give it all up for me. Give away your will to me.”

“Gi-give...”

My hips thrust madly into Estelle. Distantly, I hear her and Sophia shouting my name, calling me Master. But that doesn’t make sense. I’m a servant for Lilith; I couldn’t be a Master.
“No. Not you. You don’t want to be a Master. You want to be my slave, don’t you? A slave to these tits. A slave to my beauty. You want to belong to me...”
I’m so close to cumming. I know instinctively the second I cum, it will be for her. And that will be that. I’ll be hers—I’ll belong to Lilith. And I want it. I want to belong to her. To lose myself into those beautiful tits...

“That’s it, lover. Cum for me. Lose yourself to me. Lose and cum. Cum and lose. Lose. Lose. Lose.”

Lose. Cum. Lose. Cum. Lose. Cum.

The chant is in my head whether I like it or not. I’m obsessed with Lilith. She’s all I’ve ever wanted. That body, that face, that voice. I love her. I groan, my balls tightening, ready to unleash. 

Something changes about the sensation on my Cock. I look down briefly and see Sophia’s knocked Estelle away from it. That’s not right. I’m supposed to be fucking her. 

I lean back in, pulling Estelle back over toward me to thrust inside of her—quickly trying to look back up at Lilith. But I’m cumming, and Sophia pushes Estelle's face up into mine, and all I can see is Estelle. 

My slave, Estelle.

My love, Estelle.

The only woman I’ve said I loved. Who wants to gather so many fucking slaves for me...

I lose myself in her.

My mind slowly comes back to myself. Cumming gave me back some of my own cognition. I was under Lilith’s spell, and if I had cum to her, that would have been it.

“As soon as I recognized what she was doing,” Sophia whispers to me, “I started shouting your name. But you two were just staring at each other for hours...”

Hours? It only felt like minutes. I look down at Estelle—she’s almost unconscious. Fucked by me, by her GodCock, for hours. Wow. She really has endurance to have lasted so long. I must have given her hundreds of orgasms in that time. 

“Finally I had to try and knock Estelle away. I’m so sorry, Master. I don’t ever want to interrupt your lovemaking with her, she’s so perfect for you, but I didn’t want you to be consumed by Lilith...”

“You did the right thing, love. Thank you.” I pet her and kiss her, and she cums right away.

That thrill of control comes back to me. It feels so fucking right to be in control of her, of all these women. 

Lilith stares at this display, scowling.

“Good try,” I say to Lilith. “But you better get the fuck out of here right now if you don’t want me to pop your little demoness head off.”

“If you tried, you wouldn’t like the result. I’ve made  modifications to my slaves. If I die, they die.”

“So they die, then.”

“Very well.” 

She pulls herself up with dignity and snaps her fingers at a couple of her slaves. They pull their hoods down. 

It’s Cindy and Sally—my mom and sister. 

“We tried it the easy way. Now only the hard way remains.”

She left then, and I felt powerless to stop her.

# # #
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Harem Maker – The Professor
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On the way to the university, Estelle and Sophia—ultra-stunning brunette and mega-stunning blonde, respectively—busy themselves with crowding the front seat in my new convertible and stroking my Cock. Their perfect heart-shaped faces push in between the steering wheel, my Cock, and the thickness of my brick-laid abs to lap up the precum streaming out from my massively thick knob like a river. 

I can’t really take too much more by the time I actually pull into the parking lot at the university. The campus is open and wide, full of beautiful stone buildings with high windows and wildly-slanted architecture, and sporting regular gardens and park-like gathering areas. 

Once parked, I grab Estelle and toss her across the hood, hiking up her tiny skirt. I told her we were going to a university, so she instantly thought “school girl”—which for her translates into tiny pleated blue plaid skirt, skintight leather boots with tremendously high stiletto heels, and a cut-off blouse wrapped in a knot under the sumptuous display of her shiny, bountiful cleavage.

“You fucking tease,” I grunt, sliding myself into Estelle. 

She squeals with instant orgasmic delight, clenching her entire body around me. Sophia struts around the side of the car, putting herself on display for me. Her outfit closely mirrors Estelle’s, though with a red skirt instead, ankle boots instead of thigh-highs, and her blouse is more of a pale peach color instead of Estelle’s white. Neither of them wear bras or panties. They don’t need bras for support to make their tits look terrific—that’s natural now, thanks to my magic Cum fucking up their lives and bodies—and panties just get in the fucking way. 

Sophia has a rag in one hand—the shirt from the salesman who “sold” us the car—and she’s using it to wipe up the bloodstains still on the hood and headlights from when we “bought” the car.

I didn’t mean to beat the shit out of the salesman so bad. It was just twenty minutes or so ago and I still haven’t really calmed down. It’s not my fault, though. Motherfucker was being annoying as hell, asking me to actually pay for the car and sign papers and all that shit. Then he said something about how nice Estelle looked—like, yeah, he’s got to tell me that? It’s my fucking girl, motherfucker. 

Then Estelle suggested he really needed to learn a lesson and Sophia thought he would look better if he was spread all across the wall a bit, and I really wanted to know how hard it would be to toss him through the window of his office—not hard at all, turns out—and you know, twenty minutes later I’m in a parking lot fucking the bimbofied girl of my dreams in front of a mindfucked vixen who is so completely in love with me she doesn’t even mind that I’m fucking another girl in front of her on top of a car I didn't have to pay for. 

Estelle’s body is so fucking tiny and tight—and my Cock is so enormous—that I can feel the steel of the car hood through her tight tummy. I can feel the hood denting from my constant, rough strokes. A lesser woman might die from this hard fucking—Estelle just begs for me. 

“Oh fuck you’re so good. Oh fuck you’re so g-g-good!”

She cums constantly when my Cock is inside her. Of course she does—she’s a woman. That’s just what my Cock does now. A few days ago that would have seemed like a miracle—now I know it’s what I deserve. Estelle and Sophia are always cooing about what I deserve, what I should have, and I know they’re always right because I’m the one who fucked those thoughts into their brain. 

Her heavy tits, also denting the car hood as I drill her brains out, leak out milk through her blouse all over the hood. Sophia attaches herself to my side and starts whispering all that hot dirty shit into my ear. 

“You should get her pregnant. You should get her pregnant and then get me pregnant. You deserve it. You deserve our hot fucking pregnant milk-heavy tits rubbing on you, bathing you in our milk, worshiping you...”

She trails off because of the cop who shows up. He’s a small man, only six feet tall and two hundred pounds or so, with a short dark mustache. All “men” are so fucking pathetic and small to me now. I'm something else, something Alpha. His hand is quivering over his gun, like he’s not sure if it will have any effect on me if he uses it. Probably it’ll just piss me off. 

“H-hey,” he says. “Y-you guys...this isn’t a bedroom. You can’t just...just...just...fuck...her?”

His voice wanders away as he looks at Estelle—really looks at her. Before he just saw a giant fucking someone, I bet. Now he’s looking at Estelle—who is taller than him and hotter than any woman he’s ever seen in his whole life. She looks like a living hentai with American features—classically gorgeous nose, strong jawline, heartbreaking cheekbones, and bright green eyes. 

She sneers at him, this fantastic beauty who thinks he ain't worth shit, and his fear is palpable. 

“You gonna stop him, wanker?” Sophia asks.

Her british accent gets me every time. So does that snobbery. Fuck. So good. I feel my orgasm mounting inside of Estelle.

“I...you just...it’s a parking lot?”

He had a hard time looking at Estelle—lost in the throes of pleasure. He's having a harder time with Sophia—nearly as hot as Estelle but in his fucking face and pissed at his existence.

“You daft fucking tosser. Get out of here before I make you take that little pea-shooter you got there and unload inside your skull. Got it?”

“Y-yes, ma’am. I’m s-sorry, ma’am.”

He twists and turns as fast as he can go, falling over in the process. His shins bang hard against the concrete and he yelps in pain but staggers back up again quickly, tripping and falling a few times, harder each time, to scramble away. I think he tore something in his leg. 

Estelle underneath me is cumming at the display of his humiliation. I gift her with my own cum, flooding her newly-developed internal organs with everything I have. Rewriting her again, rewiring her again, restarting her system to be more of what I want, more of what I deserve. Every time I cum inside a woman, she gets better and hotter because I’m better and stronger with every passing moment.

Estelle takes pleasure in the humiliation of the “male.” Of the inferior beings. And so do I. The way you laugh when meercats piss on each other in the nature show. 

Lesser beings exist for the entertainment of the superior—and the three of us, to say the least, are definitely superior now. 

* * * * *
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WE’RE AT THE UNIVERSITY to see Professor Tiffany Beck. She’s got, I don’t know, lots of degrees in the supernatural and the occult and all that kind of shit. 
I want to know more about what’s going on with me, the kind of world I’ve entered. I feel amazing, constantly. What it used to feel like when I came, I feel like all the time now. Pleasured. Buzzed. Happy. Content. When I actually cum now, it’s the equivalent of a rocket launching into the atmosphere if my old one was a poprock dissolving in water. 
I fucking love this shit. And I know Lilith wants to take it away from me—so I can’t let her.  

I walk through the campus with Sophia and Estelle hanging off either hip. Their wide baby-ready hips slide into mine with every step of their mile-long legs and I’ve got my hands sliding up deep into the cracks of their ass, gripping hard, fingers pushing up and into their wet and willing pussies. I'm fairly certain they're both pregnant even if they're not showing yet. They will be soon. They'll have big sexy fertile baby bumps to show everyone what pieces of personal premium pussy property of their prime man they are. 

Everyone who sees us knows that I own them, that they’re mine, that they love being mine. If my grip wasn’t enough, the way they constantly ogle my body and adore my steel-hard abs, biceps, and pecs would drive it home. 

Men run the opposite direction when they see me coming. They must think they’re suddenly in a horror movie.

In a hallway, we pass a pair of girls with notebooks in their hands. They see me, drop their books, stutter out nonsense, and begin to drool. One drops to her knees, blubbering. I smell their virginity—it calls to me and I almost want to make a pitstop to fuck them stupid; but having just fucked Estelle I feel sated enough to stay focused. 

There might have been a period of intermediary alpha-male-ness that I had. Where a woman saw me and just flashed lust in my direction instead of becoming a blubbering bimbo right away. If that time existed for me, I fucked Rita, Sophia, and Estelle right through it all day yesterday at the gym. 
I kept wanting to fuck some of the other slaves, even going so far as to finger and facefuck a few...but also Estelle, Sophia, and Rita pulled me back and captured my attention for the full show. Only the three of them got my cum. 
I know they manipulated me to make sure they were the only three who were becoming more beautiful, tighter, bustier, more fertile and mindfucked from my Cum. More powerful—like how Estelle is powerful with her flashing green-eyed mind control. 

Sophia and Rita both have powers of their own now, complimentary to Estelle and to me. 

Rita is back at the gym now, making perfect use of her amazing power—to energize others. Her gorgeous, tight, busty form was already bouncy and hoppy, full of vim and vigor. You know those insta-girls you see on the gram who literally never stop bragging about how perfect their lives are? They eat avocado toast smoothie breakfasts and make dinners from carefully cultivated organic eggplants grown in the endangered forests of Timbuktu and have a morning workout, an evening workout, a post-meditation workout, a meditation smoothie post-yoga cooldown, and all that shit? 

Rita was—before I even fucked her—that girl on maximum. She posted so many insta-stories that the gram itself had to rewrite its code just to accommodate for the amount of data and followers she was getting every second. Her everyday schedule read like a greatest hits album from composed by every self-help book ever made. Her energy is boundless. 
And even more so now that I’ve fucked my will into her. She’s able to transfer that endless energy into other property of mine. So right now, back at the gym, she’s whipping girls into shape. Their minds are probably totally exhausted, but she keeps them running, crunching, lifting, and squatting. 
I know for a fact that her latest favorite activity is “exhaustion burpees.” She runs the other twenty-plus slaves right up until they can’t go anymore on the treadmill, then puts them on the burpee mat. They hit the mat in a controlled downward plank, push up, squat, jump, and then then hit the mat again. Over, and over, and over again. 

What Rita likes to do—even though she could invigorate them enough to make them run for hours with smiles on their faces—is to keep them just on the edge of exhaustion all the time. They do one burpee, know for absolute sure that their body is going to quit...and Rita gives them just enough to make them do one more. And one more. And one more. 

For hours.

For Me.

Watching them suffer while she parades in front of them, effortlessly doing burpees into handstands into standing backflips (her naturally agility and dexterity was only exponentiated with my cum completely rewriting her DNA). It makes her wet, parading her superiority in front of them, and naturally that makes me Hard, and me being Hard makes her wet...and on and on. 

Sophia has a power of her own—one of my three upper echelon girls along with Estelle and Rita—and her power will be particularly useful today. 
You see, I make girls fucking wet. I make them writhe. I make them fucking start to cum just from the mouth-watering musk of my reality-fucking Cock. And it’s kind of fun—actually, it’s really fucking fun—to see some girls go absolutely insane from having my Cock forced down their throat while their entire body convulses in a never-ending orgasm. I like watching the light leave their eyes, their sanity bursting like a bubble in a bath. 
I stop a girl struggling to crawl past me in a hallway just to make that happen. It only takes about thirty seconds. All I have to do is touch her forehead. She's a cute asian thing with jet black hair. Her eyes roll back up into her forehead, spittle covers her chin and cheeks, and her entire body shakes. 

She'll be like that for a week or so. When she wakes up, she'll be something like a zombie—no conception of society, of rules or regulations, no thought for anything but my Cock. 

Estelle and Sophia giggle, stroking me intently the entire time I do it. Making sure I don't give her any of what they consider to be their cum. 

She's not pretty enough—in their minds—to get any of it. 

If I wanted to, just now, I could have used Sophia's power to let the girl keep her mind intact.

Sophia’s power lets the girls I fuck up with orgasmic eternity retain their sanity. If Estelle guides minds, then Sophia protects them. Keeps them in tip-top shape so I can take advantage of whatever mental and emotional gifts they bring to the table. Because while I do deserve an army of absolutely mindfucked slaves who literally can’t process anything but obedience to my Cock...I deserve intimate, emotionally-grounded, romantic fuckpets too. 

I don’t want an army of Estelles...but I do really fucking want Estelle, and Sophia helps to keep just how I want her—superior, snotty, intelligent, cool, calculating, and utterly in love with me for all the wrong reasons. Estelle loves me because of my power and appearance and Cock, and because of the promise of wealth that my mindfucking Alpha Maleness will undoubtedly bring her. If I was who I used to be, she wouldn’t give a shit. 

I have to say—I like it that way. I didn’t like the old me either. 

So I let Estelle, Sophia, and Rita really grind out that difference between them and the other girls. I want them to have an advantage. It makes me hard thinking of maybe finding someone else I like down the line—someone who really gets me going—who couldn’t possibly ever catch up with Estelle because I’ve just fucked her too full of my Will and Power. The thought of Estelle being permanently my Top Girl fills me with a deep sense of security, intimacy, and heat. 

Professor Beck’s office has a door on it when we arrive. A few seconds later, it doesn’t anymore and I toss it down the hallway in a few different broken parts. Doors are for privacy, which is a way to keep weak people strong. I don’t need any of that.

There’s a man in the room with her sitting across from her desk. He gets up before seeing me, only hearing the noise. 

“What the hell? What’s—”

I grab him by the throat and whip him out of the room. He lands at an awkward angle and I don’t know if he survived; I don’t care, either. Other “males” are insults to me, to my power, to my Real Man shit. 

Professor Beck remains sitting at her desk. Have to say, she's a total knock-out. A real stunner. She's doing that professor-vibe thing with glasses and a jacket over her blouse, but underneath all that she's got a killer body and a gorgeous face to boot. Short dark hair. Smoldering dark eyes slowly filling with capital L Love for me. 

I know her legs won’t work right now; she’s got too much of my Real Man vibe pulsing through her. Good. That’ll make her easier to talk to. She’s not drooling yet and I take it as a challenge. 

“Oh...oh my god...” she whispers. 

There’s recognition in her eyes. 

“You know what I am, don’t you?”

She nods slowly. “Very much so. I...I had hoped...I had dreamed...”

Her body writhes. She tries to bite back an orgasm. It won’t work for very long. I nod at Sophia, who walks over to her. My cooler. Sophia, putting a palm on her hand, is able to calm the ocean of pleasure that wants to whip up into a tsunami inside of the professor. The sea of delight in her is calm—present, everywhere, but not rushing and whipping about. She’ll be able to communicate. 

“Oh.” She straightens. “Oh. Okay.”
Sophia returns to my side and she and Estelle kneel down to start sucking me off while I sit down on the chair across from Tiffany. I have to break the chair’s arms off to sit down in it comfortably; part of being a seven foot hulk is that furniture starts to do less for you.
“I want you to explain this all to me,” I say. “I want to know what the fuck is happening.”

“I think you killed my husband...” she says, peeking behind me in the door. 

“Maybe I did. You give a fuck?”

“I...I’m not sure. I don’t think I do. I only ever thought about you, the idea of you, when I came anyway.”

She’s displaying an understanding that other connections—romance, intimacy, companionship—were all bullshit designed by people less powerful than me to try and take power away from me. That cumming is the most important way for a woman to show her love. 

If a man can’t make a woman cum, and cum hard, he ain’t fucking shit. 

She knows that, instinctively, and knows to bring it up. I like that. 

Part of owning Sophia means I own her power, too. She’s the vessel, but I’m the source. I allow a microscopic crack in the floodgates of pleasure that Sophia set up—and Professor Beck responds immediately, cumming harder than she ever has. I close the crack and wait, enjoying Estelle and Sophia’s tongues and lips intermingling on my thick knob while I watch the professor writhe. 

She's really fucking beautiful. Normally, while Estelle and Sophia suck me off, they're so hot they're all I want to look at. Tiffany is hot enough that watching her cum is super fucking hot for me. Excellent cheekbone structure. 

“Good girl,” I say to the professor. “That’s the kind of shit I like to hear.”

Her eyes are open, her entire body covered in a slick sheen of sweat. She’s hot as fuck, and I can take care of her lack of virginity and how she’s a little older than I’d prefer. 

My cum will change her...if she earns it.

“Y-yes, of course.”

“Master. Or Sir. Or Daddy, if you’re lucky.”

Estelle and Sophia moan out “Daddy” beneath me, loving that they get to use that name for me and others don’t.

“Yes, Master. Of course, Master.” She shakes her head. “Please forgive me, Master. I can’t believe I didn’t say that already. I’ve wanted you, studied you, for so long...I’m just stunned...oh fuck, he’s not moving at all out there, I think you did kill him. Oh god...why does that turn me on so much?”

I grin. “Because you never loved him. You only loved me. He was a distant thousandth-place behind nine-hundred and ninety-nine cums to me.”

“Yes, Master.” She nods. “You’re right. Fuck. Married...ten years...what a waste...he never believed me...”

I snap my fingers. “Focus, Professor. Tell me what I am. How can I do this to you? To them?” I point at Estelle and Sophia. Estelle is trying to get me to favor her by holding Sophia down on my Cock. Sophia’s pale skin is turning blue, her throat bulging.

“Yes, Master.” She nods slowly. “I’ll give you the quick version?”

When I don’t contradict her, she continues. 

“This all based in pure speculation, so you know. Rumors of rumors. Snippets and biased translations in very old texts. But, the idea goes that there is a long, long period of time in our history of humanity that is unaccounted before. I’m talking pre-Akkadian. Pre-Egyptian. Just plain old.” She's getting very excited now, sharing her knowledge with her Master. Sharing her knowledge with anyone. She likes explaining things. That makes me like her more. “Thousands of years between the dawn of humanity and the beginnings of civilization as we know it. The idea is that it took us that long to stop killing each other and to really work out agriculture through trial and error. But what I believe is that...you existed. Someone like you. A Male. An Eternal Male, with endless virility and energy and ability to control and manipulate others. You made a race of superhumans...all women, of course.”

I grunt slightly. That does sound like me.

“You owned them entirely. As you...you deserve.” Her body is trembling—saying that kind of hot shit really makes the waters bang against the floodgate inside her. I keep them closed, however. “But as centuries progressed, something happened. Some of them—I’m guessing they weren’t fucked enough, or close enough—became treacherous. They began wiping out your other slaves, or taking them for their own. With their amassed power, they were able to take you down.”

“Then what?”

“Then...I’m not sure. My speculation has been that they stayed in our civilization. Witches. Sorceresses. Queens and Empresses, maybe. I think they stayed in the shadows, accumulating wealth and power, and maintaining a watchful eye on your line.”

“My line?”

“Your genetics are such that you, the original you, only very rarely create a male. Otherwise, we wouldn’t be having this conversation. My personal suspicion is that You were warned about their betrayal and so planted a kind of genetic timebomb...a place long enough in your descendants that you would come back around safely.”

I nod. If someone like me had come around in recorded history, we’d have known about it. 

“So...I’m the descendant of a millenia-old god on earth who just let his superpowered harem get a little too big to handle?”

“Yes, Master.”

“And I’ll need to fuck the hell out of the remnants of this harem to get them back under control so I can run shit like I deserve?”

She moans, pulling at her blouse. “Yes, Master...”

“But none of this explains why my power is activating now.”

Tiffany nods. “There is a theory—even among my small group of dedicated scholars, I'm the only one who truly believes it.”

“Tell me.”

She flushes as she obeys. “I think the reason for the schism with the other females wasn't about power so much as it was about love. I think You in the past created the perfect mate for You. I think they were jealous. And I think that if you arranged for yourself to be resurrected...”

“Then I would do the same for my mate.”

“Naturally.”

I look at Estelle, smugly sucking my Cock, guiding Sophia along my balls. Perfect, perfecting, perfection Estelle. Of course. 

“And if we chanced across each other again...”

“Your powers would be activated once more. Like a power cord plugging in. Input and output. You need both for the mechanism to work.”

“Daddy...” Estelle says, just barely letting Sophia up off my Cock enough so that she can breathe. “I think that’s why Lilith took your Cindy and Sally. She’s trying to keep you in check.”

Sophia gasps for air but stays on my Cock, nodding. She’s too far gone at the moment to add to the conversation. I gift her with a shot of cum, watching her eyes glaze over. Estelle’s eyes flash green with lust—I can feel her trying to compel me to let her taste my cum instead of Sophia. I could make her stop trying to fuck with my mind...but it’s hot when she tries and she knows it. 

“I have to agree, Master,” says Tiffany. I can hear the need in her voice to call me Daddy. “It’s only natural that she’s afraid of you. You’re more powerful than her. If you’re not now, then you will be soon. Your power must be growing and growing, yes?”

“More all the time.”

I let the floodgate down another crack. She whips forward and back so hard I’m surprised she doesn’t knock herself out on the desk. Just as quickly, I close the floodgate again. Toying with her thanks to my toys. 

“F-fuck...” she looks at me with abject love. “Yes. She should be scared of you, Sir. You’ll take her. You’ll own her. She’ll be yours. Only...”

“Only what?”

“Well. It stands to reason she’ll be prepared for you. She’s been gaining power of her own for years. She’ll use whatever she can to keep it. Your strength is in brute force. But I expect hers, after living so long and so secretly, is in subterfuge and the like.”

I’m tired of all this explanation bullshit. I want to fuck something. 
I want to fuck her. 
It’s hot how much she knows, how much she can help me. How she explains things. How little she cared about her dead husband. She knows her fucking place. She doesn't just know about this, about me—she believed in me before I even knew I was me. 

She's a True Believer. If she had the opportunity or the means, she'd probably have sacrificed a dozen virgins just to summon me from the beyond. 

I unleash the floodgates. 

She experiences all the orgasms at once—through the twenty minutes of speaking to me and watching two goddesses blow me, her subconscious mind has needed her to cum dozens of times. She feels each one in quick succession, wracking, twisting, pulled off her chair as if by some invisible rope. 

All the pleasure in the world, she’s felt. I’ve completely warped her mind, completely twisted her up so that all she understands is service to me. 

I stand up, shooting cum all over Estelle and Sophia’s faces. Tiffany crawls around the desk, gasping, panting, needing me desperately. Estelle can sense my desire for her. She takes the professor by the arm and pulls her up next to herself. Sophia pouts just for a moment—always jealous, always spiteful, so fucking hot—but knows not to argue with my will. 

My Cock rubs the air above Tiffany's kneeling face. Precum raining down on her hair and shoulders. Around us, her office in tatters.

Now that I’ve completely destroyed her will and her life...it’s time to go to work on her. 

* * * * * 
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I DIDN’T HAVE TO WAIT long to confront Lilith. After I finish with Tiffany, whispering a few choice instructions in her freshly-enslaved brain, Sophia lets me know she’s received a text from Lilith asking for a meet. 

On the way back to the car, we stride through gathering masses of finger-humping women, crawling through the grass and along cobblestones to get nearer to me. Word of my presence has spread. My presence has spread. Some of them—sensitive to this sort of supernatural power, I suppose—knew I was here long before anyone had a chance to reach them. They just knew. They had to come and kneel.

With Estelle and Sophia at my side, it’s easy—and a whole lot of fucking fun—to ignore them. They moan after us like chattel, which they are, and the three of us act blissfully unaware of their existence.

They'll never forget me. They'll always remember the scant few seconds I walked by them with women better than them. They'll cum to it for the rest of their lives. 

For me, though? It's just a walk to my car.

There’s no men to be found. They know better. With the way my blood is up right now, I’m liable to murder the first man I see, no questions asked. It’s the kind of being I am now—no patience for anything that doesn’t bring me pleasure. 

It’s nearing dark. The sun sets red and purple beyond tall trees and hills.

We stop at the gym along the way—which is turning into a sort of court for me, an extended throne-room for me to operate my growing kingdom from—to pick up Rita and so that Estelle and Sophia can change. They want to stun; they want to look like they belong at my side. 

At the side of their King.

The gym in is in a process of renovation. One corner is now full of conjoined mattresses, strapped together and covered with a newly sewn-together series of sheets. I fucked Sophia and Rita on it for six hours yesterday while my darling Estelle coolly walked around town, hypnotizing unsuspecting residents and shaping them to her—and more importantly, my—will. 

We’re greeted on our return by a sweat-sheening mass of utterly perfect-bodied babes, each of them smiling bright and holding back tears of joy at seeing me in person. It’s only been a few hours since I left but each minute without me is agony for them. 

They’re sporting tight workout-bras and spandex and dripping wet pussies. Everything about them shines in the bright lights of the gyms. No flaws can hide—and luckily for them, they have none. 

Their jaws move up and down, constantly trying to stop themselves from moaning out “Master” or “Please.” They know in my presence, they only speak on command. Sophia and Estelle excuse themselves, snidly looking down on their “competition” as they go to change in the vast, expensive wardrobe that Estelle gathered. 

They hold each other tight by the ass and blow kisses with Rita as they pass; all three totally in love with each other. Ugh. It's so fucking good how badly they want to fuck each other almost as much as they want to fuck me. 

Rita is already hot to trot in a tiny white dress with a deep, boat-scoop cleavage line and pleated bottoms. Her high-heeled sandals only show off how fucking long she is even more. I greet her with a long kiss and both of us enjoy the jealous, horny moans of the gathered slaves. 

Right away, Rita snuggles up to me—possessive—slips my Cock out of my pants and points it up so that the head rests comfortably on the top of her tits. She’s model-tall and extra-long and standing, in heels, and this is still how much bigger I am than her. I start gifting her right away, cum streaming out from my Cock all across her heavy tits, where it’s quickly absorbed by her shining, brilliantly bronze skin. She strokes me with both hands, staring up at me. 

“They’re getting prettier,” she says, nodding over at the collection of girls.

I notice there’s less than there were this morning. 

“Did you lose another one?”

She shrugs. “Three, actually. If their hearts give out from what I do, they wouldn’t be able to withstand being fucked anyway. Good riddance.”

Whittling down the crop. Only the best for me. What a good girl. 

“How do you mean, prettier? Thinner?”

“Yes,” she nods. “But not just that. My routine is working wonders for them. It turns out, starving and constantly working out burns a lot of fat! But also...I think it’s your cum. Just the scent of it, I mean. Even that is so powerful it makes them change like this. And it's a good thing too, because we don’t leave anything but the scent left behind.”

Her we refers to her, Estelle, and Sophia—the cream of the crop; the ones who earn my cream.

I look at the gathered girls. I have an eye for them, for what’s working and what’s not.  

“Taller. Tighter. Bustier.” I smile. “Good.”

“You’re so powerful, Master,” Rita coos. Her tits grow as she presses my streaming Cock into her cleavage. Her dress is plastered by my Cum. “They’re all going to be just what you want. Just what you need. This first crop of girls...they’re going to do so much for You. They’ll be the ones to teach everyone else what it is to obey. They'll be merciless. Without fear. Without questions. They will be living embodiments of your Will...just like me.” She flashes a killer smile. “Just not as pretty, of course.”

Rita looks at me with all the love of a greedy gold-digging Capital-B Bitch who knows with certainty she’s hitched her wagon onto the exact right train.

A few days ago, I would have been terrified to let her down. Now I’m just fucking turned on. 

Estelle and Sophia return quickly after dressing and join Rita wordlessly, gathering around my Cock and cooing, moaning, and pushing their heavy tits into my frame and Cock. Estelle’s gown is sparkling and blue, clingy and plunging deep to show off the sensational amount of cleavage she’s gathered. She wears gloves that wrap all the way up to her elbows and has her massive thick mane of hair done up in a gorgeous bun.

She looks like royalty. 

If Estelle went for high-glam, Sophia went for subtle-glam, with a sparkling silver gown that’s sheer in most places. Wrist-length crochet gloves, her hair flowing down in a brilliant golden set of locks and curls. 

I take a moment to enjoy this. A building full of slaves begging to obey me. Cumming just because I’m present. Their bodies shifting, transforming constantly to be more of what I want. Becoming more than human just because they smell my cum. 

And three in particular—more gorgeous than the rest, permanently superior to the others—each one gorgeous and talented enough to make billions of dollars just by selling their face and their brains. And all they want to do, any of them, is slide their perfectly pink, soft tongues across my Cock for the rest of eternity. 

I need to name one of them my Queen. I think tonight I’ll decide, after this is all over. 

Estelle, who's been there since the beginning? Who urged me on at every turn. Who can control anyone she likes save for me.

Sophia, who unlocked my need to control? Who helped me see the Alpha I am. Who holds pleasure as her hostage to deliver and withhold with such delicious cruelty.

Or Rita, drill-sergeant mistress of my growing harem? Who clearly loves herself more than anyone I've ever seen before. Who can imbue anyone with enough energy to marathon fuck like I need.

“All right,” I say. “Let’s hit the road, get this over with.”

They all nod, but Rita needs a moment.

“You.” Rita points to an olive-skinned beauty with a massive wave of dark hair. “You’re in charge. If they lose any less than three pounds each, you’ll never get another chance for his Cock again. Got that?”

She nods with big eyes. 

“Good.” Rita smiles at me and kisses me for a long time, urging more cum out of my cock as she mashes her hot tits against its density. “I’m ready, darling.”

* * * * * 
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LILITH HAS US MEET at her place. I expected an isolated mansion somewhere in the woods. A mountain full of forbidden technology. Maybe a cave in the desert somewhere, or an underwater base. 

But instead, she’s in the suburbs. 

A rather upscale part of the suburbs—I think each house has about four acres to itself—but the suburbs nonetheless with her own personal very large house. 

It makes sense. I think I remember reading—back when I thought reading was important—that the best way to make sure your neighbors didn’t ask questions was to go to the upper-middle-class neighborhood suburbs. 

No one there wants to interact with anyone else about even their lawns, let alone about possibly running a sex cult.

I walk up with Estelle and Rita on either arm, Sophia at Rita's side. The only downside to having three gorgeous women to choose from is that you can only put your arms around two of them at a time. 

We enter, probably not without enough caution, but Tiffany's urgent prophecies of my kingdom and all the women I've seen cumming as they chant “Master” to me lately has fucked with my judgment a bit. My fingers are deep inside Estelle and Rita's ass-cracks, holding both of them like prized trophies—which they are—and I enjoy hearing their soft coos and moans as I shift my digits this way and that. 

Inside, the house is dark. It’s obviously elegant and remarkably well-decorated. Beautiful wainscotting adorns the walls. Grand pieces of art—modern deco—displayed inside gorgeous wooden frames. 

One room near the entrance just has a vase; that’s it. Only a vase on top of a kind of stone altar. It’s hypnotic to see and the set-up reminds me of something ancient, like a Roman villa.

About ten seconds after we enter, the lights turn out. Shutters flutter down the windows, blocking out any light from the outside. A crowd of welded steel bars releases from the ceiling and slams against the door. 

I shift one of the bars, bending it slightly. The metal whines in surrender.

Cool. I’m strong. 

I could move it all eventually, but it would take a long while, and I’m not scared of being trapped in here with her. She’s just too dumb to know she’s the one who is trapped. 

Down the hall, two hooded figures appear, each holding a candle. Their hoods drop back just a bit, and I see the beautiful forms of Cindy and Sally, my mom and sister. My Cock, permanently at 80%, gets rock fucking hard. 

I’m going to fuck them until they belong to me again and that’s all there is to it. Every piece of tight, hot, young pussy in this world belongs to me, and it doesn’t matter if it comes from my family or somewhere else. It’s all mine for the taking. 

I rush down the hallway after them. Their candles go out and they disappear. The girls run after me, trying to catch up—but even with their perfect Estelle and knowledge of running in their tremendously high heels, I’m taller and stronger, and faster than all of them combined.

Room after room, I break through, snorting, snarling. A beast. Cock raging and spurting precum, blood pumping from my supercharged heart. Tearing doors apart. Busting through walls. My clothes ripped off from splintered wood and broken plaster. Sally and Cindy and their candles always just a step away. I can smell their hot, tight cunts—especially Sally’s virgin cunt—and I want them so bad. I go down stairs, up stairs, down and up them again. The darkness is all around and I can’t make much of my surroundings and the thick, raging hard-on I’m sporting makes thinking a distant priority.

I can feel I’m being led into a trap. I don’t care. I'm too powerful to trap. Nothing can stop me. 

Nothing. 

I come finally into a room somewhere below the house. A doorway at the other end of this room with light spilling from it. I walk tentatively; I hear moans. 

Inside I see Lilith tied down on a mattress. Her long legs spread wide. Her arms wrapped together above her head. Hooded figures surrounding her—every part of the wall covered by these figures. Four of them come forward and drop their hoods—revealing Cindy, Sally...and Estelle and Rita. 

What?

They crowd me, these four. Sally and Cindy drop to their knees and I can’t help but shudder as I feel their mommy-sister mouths slide over my enormous Cock. God, that feels so good. 

Surrender.

“You should fuck her,” says Estelle.

“You should fuck Lilith,” says Rita. 

“Fuck her until she screams.”

“Fuck her until she begs for mercy.”

Surrender.

“You should fuck her.”

Sally moans. “You taste so good, Daddy.”

“You deserve to fuck her.”

“Own her.”

“Take her.”

Surrender.

“Claim her.”

Cindy is stroking and licking me with Sally. “I needed your Cock for so long.”

“Make her yours.”

I don’t understand any of this. It feels like a dream. A glorious, erotic, sexual dream...but a dream nonetheless. 

Lilith is gagged on the mattress. Her body is so fucking long and tight and glorious. Naked save for long elbow-length gloves and a collar around her neck. 

Surrender.

“We prepared her for you, Master,” says Rita. 
“Got the drop on her...” says Estelle. “Now you can drop all you like.” Estelle kisses my ear, stroking my shaft as Sally and Cindy adore the thick head. “Like you deserve.”
Surrender.

Ungh. That’s the magic word right there. Deserve. I do deserve this. I deserve to fuck Lilith. I deserve to be in control. I accept their flimsy story just to keep enjoying Sally and Cindy on my Cock. These women I’ve known my whole life sucking and suckling and slurping and serving me like the Master Alpha Beast I am. Their eyes are so empty and glassy. Foggy. Like they barely know what they’re doing...except they so obviously do. They’re good at it. 

Sally—sweet barely eighteen Sally—sucks my big bro Cock like a pro. She watches as Cindy slurps me down heartily and then follows with her own emulation of that age-perfected technique, adding a youthful twist like an extra lick or a longer slather with her lips.

I cum down her throat, down my hot young virgin sister's throat, and stay hard because of course I do. I'm always hard now. I'm a fucking God. 

Surrender.

I keep cumming and push out of Sally, slathering her face and tits in my load, and shove quickly down into Cindy. Sally licks up the cum off her own body and then moves to the spray that landed on Cindy while I shoot another hot load down her mom's throat. 

She needs my cum so urgently, so badly that she starts kissing Cindy's throat as I cum down it, kissing the bulge, humping her mom's side with a drenched orgasming pussy and begging please.

Surrender. 

They're both cumming, both twitching hot cum-covered messes before long and I'm still hard and ready. I need to fuck. I need to fuck Lilith.

Surrender.

I need to fuck Lilith. She's so beautiful. I need to fuck her. I need to—

Surrender.

—get inside that gorgeous Amazonian pussy as soon as possible.

Lilith is positioned so that I have to get down on my knees to fuck her. I do, splitting her legs wide. Her thighs are so tiny that my big paws practically fit all the way around them. The same with her waist. 

“Yessss...” Estelle moans. “Fuck her...”

My Cock runs over the top of Lilith’s bare pussy. She wants it from me. I can hardly believe it. She’s writhing and humping the air underneath me. I can feel her pussy convulsing underneath me just from being near my Cock, like she’s one of my girls already. 

I slide inside her. My Cock erupts, spurting seed, staying hard, a river of lust spilling from my endless masculine Cock. She feels made for me. 

Surrender.

“Give in to how good this feels,” Estelle moans. “Give in to this experience.” 

Give in. Give in. Give in.

All the girls crowd around me now. Sally, Cindy, Rita, Estelle. Their tight bodies pushing in on me. So slick and wet and just the fuck for me.

“Give in to fucking Lilith...” Rita urges. 

“Give in to fucking Lilith...” says Cindy.

“Give in to fucking Lilith...” says Sally.

“Give in to me, darling.”

I turn and see Lilith where Estelle was. Looking down, I still see Lilith underneath me. I don’t understand—but Lilith at my side pulls my gaze toward her and we lock eyes and she’s so fucking pretty and I can’t think can’t think can’t think can only obey obey obey Lilith Lilith Lilith.

Oh fuck oh god it’s really happening I’m going to give it all to her and I want to sooo bad.

“I know you do, darling,” says Lilith. “So give it all to me. I deserve it, don’t I? I’m the most beautiful. The fairest of them all. You’ll give me all your power, won’t you, darling?”

I can't speak. I'm stunned. My hips act on automatic piston, fucking the “Lilith” beneath me harder and harder into the ground.

But the fact remains I'm on my knees before Lilith, lost in the throes of my unstoppable lust, staring into her gorgeous eyes. Feeling weak. 

Feeling vulnerable. 

Feeling like I should just give in.

I know I’ve fallen into her trap now. Deeply and firmly under her control. I don’t care. She deserves it. I want her to have it all. I want her to have all of me. I’d give my life for her. I'll kill for her. I'll kill the whole world so she can have it just to herself. I love her so much. She’s so beautiful, so perfect, so tight, so good, so amazing, so lovely...

Love Me. 

Love Me.

Love Me.

I do. I so fucking do. More than anyone. More than anything. I feel my entire body giving over to the sensation, my soul feeling like it’s lifting out of my body. 

“Lilith...” I groan.

“Call me Mistress, darling.”

“Yes.” I nod. That's so fucking right. What a good word. What a perfect word. “Mist—”

Then I feel a hand on the back of my skull. Like a wave of cold air rushing through my brain, my soul. 

My thoughts, my self, return to me. The ripe, juicy, submissive grape of the word “Mistress” withers and dies on the vine of my tongue.

I know without looking who the hand belongs to on my head, but I look anyway—because she's hot as fuck and I love drinking her in.  

Tiffany. My ace in the hole. She's wearing a tight black evening gown with a frankly filthy slit and tall ribbon-wrap heels. She looks down at me, smiling, open love pouring from her. Hooded feminine figures have their hands all over her, trying to tug her away, but it's too late. 

She looks smug. She knows she's won. She probably thinks I'm going to reward her for saving me with a few solid months of exclusive fucking. 

You know what? I think she's right. 

“Good girl,” I say.

She cums immediately, body quivering and shaking more from my voice than anything else in her life. 

“Thank you, Master.”

The instructions I gave her were to arrive fifteen minutes after we did; she was instructed to break in and help out as needed. Which, thankfully, she did. 

Her power—given to her after I gifted her with my cum—has to do with knowledge. Being fully aware—being able to see things exactly as they are and to make whatever deductions needed. Appropriate for a professor.

She can gift that knowledge however she wants—she just gave it to me, and now I can see straight through Lilith's elaborate deception.  

The illusion in the room begins to dissipate. I realize I’ve been fucking Sophia this whole time—no wonder she was squirming so beautifully, needing my Cock. No wonder she felt so tight and familiar and made for me—she was!

I stand up to my full height. In full cognition of myself. Lilith cowers into the corner. All the women in robes have disrobed, each more beautiful and ancient than the last—though all of them pale in comparison to Lilith.

She gathered them all, I realize. Gathered all of the coven of ancient sorceresses just to fool me, to give it all away to me.

It took all their combined power just to bring me in like this, and they'd nearly won.

But now they haven't—and it's my turn to have my way with them.

Above me, I see a great gathering of power—invisible to the mortal eye, but not mine. Not anymore. Like a big, spiraling indigo blot—all their power, and all of mine, mixed together. Gathered like that to make it theirs, permanently, to extract everything from me and give it to them. This is what Lilith was doing to me. Why I felt so beautifully fucking weak. 

I reach up a hand to the spiraling blot and it slithers over me, attaching to me. I can feel it' submitting to the power of my will, my Cock, right away. 

Mine, now. 

Mine, permanently.

All this power. All the power of these ancient sorceresses. All the power of my ancestor. And all the power of Me.

I blink several times. We’re in the room with the vase—or the room that was the room with the vase. It’s gone. The altar is still there, with Sophia on top of it. Very quickly I make some connections.

This entire house was an illusion—the bars on the windows. Me snarling and breaking through every door. Busting through the walls. They ensnared us almost the second we arrived—separating me from particularly Sophia, knocking out Estelle—who I see, with rage building in me, lying motionless in the entryway—and captivated Rita. 

Of course. Rita wasn’t innoculated to Lilith’s control like Estelle was. Something we forgot to do—a near fatal mistake. 

And it would have been fatal. The women against the wall all hold daggers in their arms. Ready to strike, no doubt, the second all the power was drained from me.

“Drop them.”
They do so, immediately. They drop to their knees, these paragons of ancient power. Beauties who have made kingdoms crumble for millenia. 
Begging right away—sending their thoughts to me.

Please don’t kill us don’t make us suffer please we’re sorry we thought we could do better please we’re sorry Master we’re sorry

And on and on. 

Only Lilith actually speaks. 

“If you think I’ll submit to you, you’re wrong. You might as well kill me.”

She's wearing a sheer black robe that does nothing to hide her explosively hot body and everything to show off what a gorgeous piece of ass she's made herself over the years. 

I'll make her a million times hotter than she was able to in all those centuries just after a few choice loads of my cum. 

I love my power—and I'm going to love giving her enough of a taste to make her love it too.

“Is that what you want?” I ask her. “After all this? You want to die?”

She doesn’t answer, just looks down with shame. I can feel—monitor—her communing with the other sorceresses.

“Stop that,” I say, shutting down the connection between them. They all gasp in horror; for some of them, this is the first time they’ve not been in each other’s heads for centuries. “Talk out loud. Your voices are too fucking sexy not to Estelle my ears.”

Lilith swallows deeply. “I...we...we can’t just give in. You’ll kill us. You’ll take us. You’ll take everything from us.”

“What you had was never yours to begin with,” I say. “It was always mine. Everything is mine. But if you’re good now...I’ll forgive you for not begging for my forgiveness since the second I was born. And some of you might even get my Cock in the next hundred years.”

They whimper collectively. Lilith, though, just gazes at the length and width of my erection. Does she know it’s just for her? I want to fuck her too badly to stop now. 

I’ll withhold on the others as punishment...but I’ll have to give them something to aspire to. Lilith was the ringleader, after all. If I can forgive her, they’ll think, I can forgive anyone. 

In reality, of course, it’s just because she’s fucking hotter than any of them...and with me constantly pumping her full of my cum, she’ll stay that way. 

Like Sophia. Like Rita. Like Tiffany. And like Estelle—who is still out cold in the entryway. No more of that—I need my Queen by my side. 

With a thought, I revive Estelle and pull her to my side. She doesn’t skip a beat, moving from unconsciousness to sneering beauty in less than five seconds. 

“Oh, you won? What a surprise.” She kisses my jawline. “Does that mean we get to fuck the bitch, now?”

My cum splatters all over Cindy and Sally, kneeling in front of me. Jesus fuck, Estelle's attitude hits me right in the there. She's everything I want in a Queen. So fucking arrogant and so so so fucking in love with me. 

The cum I spill all over Cindy and Sally is about Estelle, not about them, but they don't care. They’re just property to me now—that they’re my family matters much less to me than their obedience.

Estelle strokes me, whispering, moaning, giggling. “I knew you'd win, my King. You always win. I knew I picked a winner. You're such a stud.” 

I approach Lilith, holding Estelle. Rita and Sophia and Tiffany crawling behind us, kicking Sally and Cindy out of the way to lick my cum up off the impeccably clean marble. 

The cum I’m shooting out lands in front of Lilith on the black tile. She looks at it, licking her lips. 
“St-stop it...”
“Stop what?” 

“It's not...n-not fair...”

I'll show her not fair. With a thought, I arrange my girls around me. Making us a display. Rita and Tiffany grab Cindy and Sally, respectively, and begin fucking their mouths against my shaft and cockhead. 

Sophia and Estelle pull themselves up on to my giant, muscular mountain of a body and whisper and coo and moan into my chin and jawline. Kissing. Cumming. Making out with each other but unable to keep going for more than a few seconds before waxing poetic about how lucky they are to be my girls. 

Lilith's eyes glaze over, looking at this erotic display. She's not made of stone. I can tell she wants us—all of us. Wants her place in this twisted harem. Sweet honey leaks down from her tight, immortal pussy to the floor. 

“Y-you never fucked me...” she whines. “All those years you could have had me, and you n-never fucked me. It drove me crazy...”

More cum shoots out, landing closer to Lilith. She's not just an immortal beauty, she's an immortal virgin beauty. And I can smell how deliciously fertile she is. A pool of it gathering there. I could cum enough to fill oceans; this is nothing. Sally and Cindy's mouths are so delightfully slick and soft on my shaft.

I watch Lilith inhale it deeply. No more power to protect her from its potency. She dips a finger in the thick pool, rubbing it between her fingers. 

“Sooo...thick...”

Those beautiful, exotic lips glisten, wetted by her tongue. Eyes going all glazed and empty. She licks the cum up off her fingers, luxuriating in the taste. 

“C-Cock?” she asks, looking at mine with a heaving thirst, turning and spreading her legs. “P-please?”

“Call him Master, bitch.” Estelle squeezes me tight. “He's your King.”

Lilith's response is immediate, bucking and moaning. “Master. Please, Master. Please. C-Cock. Please, Master!” 

It’s all the invitation I need—which I didn't need in the first place—and she barely protests as I shove the girls aside and shove my way into her. 

“O-oh fuck yes!” she cries, cumming immediately. 

I always make girls cum right away. I'm a fucking Man. 

The girls follow me like a wave of hot young tit-heavy flesh, pressing into me and moaning, crowding Lilith and I as I break through her tight virginal resistance.

So many pairs of beautiful tits all over me. The hooded figures are all chanting “Master” and fingering themselves. Giving me more lust, more power. Another kind of ritual now, but one I am inventing as I go—and one designed to enhance my power and control. 

I yank Lilith around by the hair, choking her brutally as I drive my hardness into her. 

She's so soft and tight, so incredibly wet. Every part of her hugs me, squeezes me, urges me in. Big eyes filled with lust, with need, with love. 

She loves me. She always loved me. 

I'm balls deep right away. The thick grapefruits I'm sporting spanking her tightly formed ass. Pulling all the way out and driving back in; taking all of her. My bulge distends her tight abs.

“P-please, I-I’m so fertile,” she chokes. “You don’t understand. This magic makes me s-s-so fucking fertile, if you c-cum in me, I’ll get pregnant for sure. O-oh fuck!”

That only makes me fuck her harder—and so of course I do, with the full force of my harem behind me. My mother and sister pressing in on me, moaning for it, begging me to.

“Get her pregnant, Master,” my sister moans.
“Yeah Daddy,” says Cindy. “Make her fucking yours just like us.” 
“You want to be pregnant for me,” I growl. “You want it. You've always wanted it.”

Lilith hesitates and then another orgasm crowds through her body, bucking every part of her beneath me. She has such tremendous strength. All my bulk and all the girls are shoved upward atop her wild hips. If I wasn't so strong, invulnerable, I would have been shattered into pieces. 

“Y-yes...” she nods, tears in her eyes. “Yes. Yes. God yes. Make me pregnant. Cum in me. Cum in me, please, Master!”

Estelle, Sophia, Rita, and Tiffany pushing on my hips, on my shoulders and side. Dripping hot milk from their heaving, beautiful tits. Sally and Cindy next to her face, holding her down, choking her for me. 

“Fuck her, Master.”

“Kiss  her, Master.”

“Show her, Sir.”
“Own her, Daddy.”
I don't know whose voice is whose anymore. I'm going to fuck all my girls—impregnate all of them—but right now I've only got a mind for Lilith.

“Cum in Me, Master,” she moans. “Cum with me please! Cum in me now!”

Oh fuck. Cum with her. I love it—and I can't stop it. The floodgates unleash in me, and it all spills out.

She lashes up and down beneath me, held in place only by my bulk and the firm hands of my girls on her. I feel my unprotected seed splash into her fertile womb. I know I’ve made her pregnant, made her mine.

After we pause briefly, I'm still hard inside her. I'm always hard now, just like I deserve. 

“That's all you needed, wasn't it, babe?” I give her a playful slap; it would break a lesser woman's jaw because I'm so strong, but Lilith comes away without a mark. “A good fuck from Daddy.”

“Yes...Master.” She pulls up and kisses me deeply. “I love You, Daddy.”

Next to me, Estelle sits up—her bliss gone for the moment as she feels her position threatened.

I kiss her on the forehead. “I know.”

Estelle groans ferociously, lioness to her lion, kissing me fiercely and pushing Lilith out of the way. She knows she’s the only one I truly love. The one I’ll make my queen. Fucking Lilith is making a statement. When I fuck Estelle, it's making my whole world feel right.

I push her down. I need to take her now—in front of all of them. Show them their place; their hierarchy.

I enter Estelle—my Cock still soaking wet from Lilith—and everything feels right.  

“I love you, Estelle.”

She looks at me with complete abandon. “I Love You, Master.”

All the other girls moan with jealousy at our connection and as I enter inside my chosen one. Estelle starts cumming immediately. So do I. My cum, my orgasm, is eternal. I can cum as often as I like—make her pregnant for-fucking-ever. 

I take just a moment before losing myself to the pleasure of Estelle's pussy to look around the room at all the gathered, kneeling, fingering, cumming women. Each one the pinnacle of female achievement and perfection. Each one capable of breaking nations in half with a smile and a sway in their walk. 

My property now. 

Even Lilith, who seemed so insurmountable, is now nothing more than a trophy. 

Still trying to hold all my cum inside her pussy, she crawls over beneath us and licks my cum and Estelle's honey from the floor and Estelle's delectably smooth cheeks. Our fucking continues, intensifies.

I'm losing in the pleasure, knowing I own them all. 

I own Lilith. 

Soon, I’ll own all the worthy women...and then I’ll own everyone. 

All thanks to Estelle...my Dream Girl.

The pleasure takes over, crowds out everything...and I let go inside of it completely.

# # #
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Bimbo Beach – Changing Loyalties
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Sparkling, shining, smiling, she stood on the beach in her thrilling bikini and too-high platform sandals, showing off her remarkably sculpted body and her enormous titties barely confined by the thrilling strips of her suit. 

She was such a thrilling, hot, sexy, young bimbo babe. She lived for cock. She lived for her Man’s cock, and nothing would ever change that. Her entire life revolved around it, around him. All she wanted to do, all the time, was make him hard and happy like a sexy bimbo should. It didn’t matter how many other men talked to her or wanted her—and they did—it didn’t matter how badly they wanted to fuck her—and they really did—she would only ever fuck her one brilliant Man forever. He owned her mind, owned her brilliantly tight young beach body, and he always, ALWAYS would.

Once upon a time, she might have been married. There may have been some other man in her life she was attached to. But that felt so silly now—like thinking of trying to do math or read long words or have conversations about politics. All of that kind of thing was for strong, intelligent men, and she didn’t need to know about whatever her life was before the beach and her man’s ownership of her either. That was for him to know and for her to forget. 

It felt so, so good to forget about everything about making his beautiful, big cock hard. 

All around her were other, utterly mindfucked harem girls just like her. She smiled and waved at them, watching their brilliant busty bimbo bodies bounce. They all waved back, smiling with empty brains, empty heads, empty of anything except the will of their Master and to serve his cock in any way he desired. 

The whole day long, they  would sit out on the beach, baking their bodies and their brains, becoming tanner and blonder under the sun’s rays. And then, when night fell, toned and tanned and tight, they would crawl back to their Master’s estate and serve him however he needed just like good, brainless bimbo beauties should.  

* * * * *
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JUST A FEW DAYS EARLIER, Julia—blond, twenty-two, newly married, and on the arm of her hubby—arrived at the Spiral Sun Hotel bubbly and glowing just like a young bride ought to. She leaned in hard to her husband Henry, eyes open and taking in all the sights and sounds of where they would be spending the next week and a half on their honeymoon.

The interior of the lobby was decorated with the standard island themes—wooden carvings of animals and waves abounded, as did pictures of beaches. The doors on either side of the lobby were open; the drive on one side, and the courtyard leading to the beach on the other. The smell of the ocean filled her nose; made her want to dive right into the water.

They had been married just twelve hours ago—finalizing the ceremony, eating from their custom buffet, and dancing their shoes off—and then right away sweeping into a jet that carried them halfway around the world to be here, at Isle Alfa, the hottest new beach getaway for young couples. 

Julia had been reading about it for months and months and positively couldn’t wait to get into the water, show off her beach body, hang on the arm of her smashing, successful husband, and enjoy being married. 

And of course that meant—she thought, biting her lip as they approached the hotel desk—finally having sex.

Julia was a city girl but her parents had been farm kids, and raised her with all the rural values of keeping herself chaste until her vows were taken. And Julia was honest—the more pity for Henry—so that meant she wasn’t one of those lying girls who convinced themselves that blowjobs, handjobs, or anal was acceptable. She was completely celibate save for some kissing. 

Henry, who was assertive and kind and honest himself, had had sex, he revealed to her. She had nearly broken up with him when she found out. She wanted their first time to be together, like good god-fearing adults. But he was six years older than her and only really started going to church when he started getting serious about her, so she had conceded that it was a forgivable mistake to have been with someone who wasn’t her. Wasn’t it godly to forgive someone, anyway?

Shutting down all attempts of sex on the promise of marriage was a big ask. Julia wasn’t stupid, despite her ideals driving most of her actions. Luckily, she had the body to back it up. 

Henry had told her that his friends never believed that she was a virgin because she was “so bangin’,” according to them. She had long blond hair, a tight midsection from years of marathon running, well-formed legs, soft features in her face that set off the brilliant angle of her jaw, and bright blue eyes. Plus—what she was really looking forward to showing off—a really great pair of breasts. 

36D.

Julia had been told just that number and letter alone did things to men. She had never really shown them off before; she didn’t want to advertise herself like some whore, or even worse a slut. 

But now that was married...where was the harm in showing off? It would all be for Henry’s attention one way or the other. Wasn’t that the right way for a wife to behave? 

She had even started—at home, in her single-bedroom apartment back in the states—modeling bikinis a little and trying to get used to objectifying herself a little bit. A good wife had to put in the work to keep her husband around, to keep his eyes from wondering too much; that was just common sense. And so, the nights before her marriage was official, she stood in the bathroom and posed this way and that in one bikini after another, trying out dirty talk. 

“K-knockers,” she said, flipping her hair. 

or

“Boobies. B-boobs.” It was hard to keep a straight face for that one. She kept busting into giggles that made her “boobs” jiggle.

or

“T...hrm.” She licked her lips. “Tiii...”

That one gave her some trouble. It felt so dirty and demeaning. 

On the flight to Isle Alfa, she had rested her hand on Henry’s upper thigh and inner crotch. She had seen a wife do it in a movie and had always idealized that moment for herself. Henry seemed to really like it, but he excused himself to the go the bathroom a few times, and always seemed more relaxed when he was done. Julia just assumed he was doing some breathing exercises in there; it was so stressful on a plane sometimes!

So, now, even though she was properly exhausted after their long flight, Julia couldn’t help but be a little disappointed that they had chosen to arrive in the late evening. She wanted to show off! She wanted everyone to know she was off the market and soon to be on her husband! She wanted to know what his penis felt like inside her vagina, and she was thrilled for people to find out that she wanted that!

Instead, the rather large owner stood behind the desk, eyeing Julia voraciously as Henry handed over his credit card. Julia knew he was the owner because that was how he introduced himself. 

“My name is Connor. This is my hotel.” 

He had shaken Henry’s hand and Julia watched the impromptu “man-off,” as Henry called them, with Connor squeezing Henry’s hand tighter than anticipated and Henry squirming and trying to squeeze back to protect his grip. It seemed very masculine and so, very dumb. Connor was much larger and stronger than Henry. Henry ran for his exercise—that was how he and Julia had met, at a marathon—but Connor looked like he lifted weights fourteen times a week. 

Julia didn’t get what all the fuss was about big, bodybuilder-type bodies. Sure, muscles were great, but—it just didn’t appeal to her in a sexual sense. She tried to imagine the poor girl who had to sleep with such a monster. Wasn’t all that mass scary on top of her?

“Now,” said Connor, typing on the computer in front of him. “I know we have you down for the Presidential suite. It’s amazing. Three rooms, a full bar, private pool area, specialized spa beds...”

As he ticked off the features, Julia felt her excitement grow. She had picked them all out herself. 

“But,” he smiled apologetically, “unfortunately, it can’t happen tonight. I’m really sorry, folks. There’s some kind of electrical problem. The lights don’t work, the television’s out, the water isn’t heating up...it’s real strange.”

Julia tried to keep her composure. Her honeymoon would be perfect. She had it all planned. 

Henry started to speak, but Julia cut him off. “There’s nothing you can do? We reserved this ages ago, and—”

Connor held up his hands in surrender. “Whoa. Got a feisty one there, do you, Hank? We’ve got another room ready for you already if you want it. Now, you can take your chances up and down the line with the rest of the hotels by the beach, but I’d advise you to be careful. There’s a real homelessness epidemic, nobody’s really sure what’s happening, but sometimes people don’t feel safe.”

Julia felt a little short-circuited. Of course, looking into another hotel had occurred to her almost immediately—she was a born planner—but being scared of homeless people was certainly the wrong tack. You needed to look out for your fellow man! There should be a shelter or something, and—

“Of course, tonight will be on us if you stay with us, for the inconvenience, and we’ll have the electrician out first thing tomorrow morning to get everything fixed up for you. How does that sound?”

Julia didn’t like the way he spoke to Henry but kept letting his eyes wander all over her body. It made her feel exposed. She also didn’t like being called a “feisty one.” Unlike with Henry—whose relative chasteness always felt obvious and made him feel more secure to Julia—Connor obviously, obviously had a lot of sex. All the time. There was an undeniable musk about him. 

Henry looked at Julia and then at Connor. Julia nodded—she kind of hated that she had to nod to Henry for him to act—and the men shook hands again. 

* * * * *
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THE ROOM CONNOR LED them to faced the expansive mountains just north of the beach, instead of the beach itself. Henry could see their massive shapes in the cloudless night; he was sure it would be quite a sight in the morning. Julia, to her credit, didn’t even complain that there wasn’t a beach view, though he was sure it was on her mind. It was something she had been quite insistent about in the preparations. 

He remembered all the conversations she’d had with one of the clerks of the hotel, calling her a “mindless bimbo” at least once. It was tantamount to Henry calling someone a “son of a bitch” in a previous life, before he’d reformed his act and dedicated himself as a Christian man and husband. Christian men didn’t need to swear, the pastor said. They could express their displeasure in other, less sinful ways. 

Henry sometimes wasn’t sure about what the church said—they sure were gosh-darned judgmental when they wanted to be and didn’t seem to want to leave that to God—but it was a way of life with a basically good message and philosophy and that was a heckuva lot better than what he’d used to do. All that drinking and gambling; it was a miracle he’d survived. 

Julia was a miracle too—and, if he could allow himself just a little sinning with his verbiage—he absolutely positively could not wait to fuck his miracle of a wife. He’d succumbed to onanism on the plane ride here—but he justified it by saying he was thinking about his wife, which he was. That hardly made up for all the times that he’d jerked off to Julia’s image before they were married, but Henry was a lawyer and figured he could make some case that since they ended up married, it was okay and would have been okay up until the point he married someone else...which would never happen.

They entered the room together—small, dingy, and with a distinctly unpleasant stale saltwater odor. The carpet dirty and stained where it wasn’t so stiff it cracked under their feet. Julia set her bags down next to the bed and he watched her decide not to be bothered by it all. Her shoulders moving up and then back and straightening her head. She was resolute—he’d seen this a hundred times. 

Then she turned at him with a smile on her face and Henry’s heart went up—they were going to do it. Here, in this room. Now, the very form of his every masturbation fantasy wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him long and thoroughly—the kind of kiss Henry had enjoyed more than a few times in his previous life, but had never received from his celibate girl. 

“We’re on an adventure,” she whispered to him. 

“It’s kind of romantic.” He grabbed her hips. “Together, you and me, even over the bumps on the road.”

She purred and nodded. “I’m so tired, but I can’t wait any longer. I want to have sex with you even if it’s sleepy and slow. Make yourself ready?” She nodded to the bathroom. “I want to use the bed. I want to be waiting for you there. I’ll call you when I’m ready?”

Eyes wide, Henry nodded and shuffled into the bathroom with his own bag. In quick order, he showered and brushed his teeth, and then sat on the toilet. Boxers? Naked? He deliberated for a long while, sure that at any moment he would be interrupted. 

He eventually settled on boxers. Minutes passed. To be honest, he was worried that he would have been interrupted during the shower. But more time passed...and then more. He knocked on the door cautiously; his cock was hard and he was ready to go, as ready as he had ever been in his whole life. 

When he walked into the room though, he saw Julia—his gorgeous wife, dolled up in bridal lingerie— passed out on the bed. 

Should he wake her? He was so hard, so needy, and she was dressed up just for him. It would be romantic, maybe. Like she had said—sleepy sex between husband and wife. Cuddling and making love, wouldn’t that be pleasant?

He sat down on the bed next to her. Gosh, it was comfortable. The one nice thing in this abomination of a room. The sheets seemed to wrap themselves around his legs. 

Just like that. Warm and comfy, just like a bed should be. Was there a white noise machine? He thought he heard whispers. For the first time—the darkness had obscured her face—he saw that Julia’s eyes were open. 

“Julia?” he asked, barely a whisper, reaching for her.

But just as he was about to touch her, he saw lights overhead. 

Funny. Real funny, the angle on them. How had he not seen them before? There was some kind of...some kind of spiral there...


* * * * *
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JULIA WOKE THE NEXT morning feeling invigorated, refreshed, amazing. She was young, she was beautiful, she was a wife, and she had a rocking body! What was not to love about life?

Sure, this room hadn’t been what she wanted—but hadn’t she slept amazing? She should focus on being grateful. 

By the time she had showered, readied her face, and put her day’s outfit—a daring black bikini with a sheer white wrap and a flirty pair of tall cork sandals. 

“Hey, sleepy!” she whipped a pillow into Henry’s face. “Get up! It’s a beach day!”

He groaned, turning over in the bed. She was a little mad at him for failing to fuck her—she twitched a little at the lapse into profanity—failing to make love to her last night. Why hadn’t he just woken her up? She had been so ready. Now the mood was gone, although she was desperately turned on even so. Sex, honestly, sounded great.

Just not right now. Not this second. And certainly not with Henry looking so dismal. He looked more than tired; he looked a bit...sallow? Like an old candle. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m really feeling sick.”

“Aw.” She put a hand on her hip, waiting for him to compliment her looks. “Do you want me to look after you?”

She hoped he said no. It wasn’t very wifely of her, but she wanted eyes on her. She felt so good! She wanted people to see! Her blond hair just seemed shinier than ever and she hadn’t even washed it, plus she had barely done any make-up at all and her lips were so gorgeously full. She woke up looking better than ever!

“No, no,” he groaned, turning over again. “I just think it’s this bed. I’ll feel better when we move to our suite. Just...go without me and I’ll be up and about for some shopping later.”

Shopping. S-H-O-P-P-I-N-G. The word hit Julia in a particularly special way. 

Spending his money. Didn’t that sound fun? She never had before. She had her own income. But wasn’t that odd? She was a wife. A wife should be taken care of by her man. 

She shelved the thought for now. The beach called to her. 

“If this doesn’t get any better,” he said, his voice weak, “we might really have to switch hotels.”

Pussy.

Wow. That thought came out of nowhere and yet—

Pussy. What a pussy. Why can’t he stand up for himself?

That thought came out of nowhere and yet it sent a jolt of pleasure up and down her spine. Why was that? What was going on?

Pondering that, she stepped outside and took in a breath of the lovely fresh air and let her eyes soak in the view of the beautiful mountains in full view. At the room just next to theirs, she saw an absolutely stacked young thing struggling with her door. 

“Hi!” the girl waved.

Julia had never seen a brunette with such a bimbo-ish disposition. 

“I was out like, just like, all night! I just need an hour in the wonder bed and then I’ll be ready to go!”

“Ready to go?”

“You know—back out to the beach to show off for men like we should!”

Julia was taken aback. She didn’t know how to react. The like we should struck her hard in particular. It was so obviously wrong, but the words to form a counterargument seemed to have left her. 

The brunette seemed to remember herself with a giggle and a smile. 

“Sorry! Hi! I’m Starla.”

“Julia.”

“It’s so nice to meet you! So nice to meet another young bride!”

Julia smirked a little. That was a weird way to put it. 

“How did you know?”

“That it’s nice to meet you? It feels good in my pussy, silly!”

“I, oh. What? Really? No.” Julia shook her head, despite her interest. It felt good in her pussy? Why was that intriguing instead of alarming? “That I was just married.”

“Oh. They put all the newlyweds here. I was newlywed too when I got here. That was um...four days ago?”

“You were newlywed?”

“Oh, yeah. It’s not really working out.” Her smile was happy, sexy, and relaxed. “We rushed in. But it’s okay. I found someone else. Do you want to meet him?”

Julia stumbled over her words. Julia had just met her. Why would she want to meet anyone in Starla’s life?

But. The question lingered, and so did Julia’s thoughts. Warmness spread up and down her body and into her pussy. 

Why...did...she want to meet this mystery man who had broken Starla’s marriage? Starla seemed really into him, and god, he must have a giant cock if he managed to break Starla in like he had, and why was that so terribly appealing to learn more about?

“How about tonight? Meet me at the hotel bar. We’ll be there. Okay? It’ll be a fun get-to-know-you. Bring your hubby if he’s not still sick.”

“How did you know he was sick?”

Starla shrugged. “I just assumed? Mine was too. Something here hits guys the wrong way. I feel spectacular, though.”

* * * * *
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IN THE PAST, WHEN JULIA had gone to the beach, her energy waned later in the afternoon. All the sunlight and swimming and sand-walking took its toll. 

But instead, today, as the bright sun shone down on her, she only felt more energetic. She felt fantastic. She sat on her towel, soaking up the rays and the thrumming, rhythmic sound of the waves, her book forgotten. The words just felt too hard to process. It was so much easier to look at everyone. 

The beach was full of bright, beautiful bodies. They were—which she did think was a little strange—almost entirely female. The few males she did see—always exceptionally tall, strong, and handsome, with that super hot bodybuilder physique that Julia had always lusted after since she was a little girl—were flanked by small groups of exceptionally gorgeous women who clung to their masculine bodies tightly like extra pieces of clothing. The ratio of girls to men seemed to be something like a hundred to one. 

And that didn’t make any sense to Julia. Obviously, that wasn’t the world-wide ratio of women to men. But more than that, this was a newlywed resort! Were they just all lesbians? Had Julia accidentally signed up for a lesbian newlywed resort? The thought mortified her a little bit. She had no issue with their obviously sinful lifestyle, it was just that it was rather inappropriate for her to be associated with it. 

Well, if that was the case, then she would have a really funny story to tell at Thanksgiving in a few years time when this was all over and done with. 

But—no. It would have said it was a lesbian resort, wouldn’t it? The pamphlets and websites had shown men and women—she even recalled one photo of nuptials at the beach between a man and a woman! So it couldn’t be that. 

And so that made things make even less sense because all of the women were sparkling, super, mega-gorgeous hot!

They had tight, lush bodies with sculpted booties and long legs. Heavy tits, gorgeous thick shiny hair of all lengths and colors. Their bikinis revealed all, leaving only nipples and pussy-holes to the imagination. Some of them forgot themselves or forgot to adjust, and even that was on display. 

Many girls paired up. They walked arm in arm, clearly intimate. Maybe they were all lesbians? Was there something here making girls like girls?

That was ridiculous, though. If that were true, then Julia would have started liking girls or at least had some inkling. But she was just people-watching. It’s not like she had followed Starla into her room after watching the incredible turn of her ass. And it’s not like she had fantasized about squeezing that ass all the way down to the beach. No. She had fantasized only just halfway down to the beach, which was totally acceptable, and now she was just people-watching.

People-watching, admiring her own body in its tiny bikini, licking her lips while she watched hot young body after hot young body pass her by. 

God. She was young, hot, and her body was equal parts hard and soft in all the right places, and no one was touching her, and it was really dumb. She had spent the last several months preparing for today on the beach—mile after mile of long running and carefully arranging her diet. 

And yet even so—even after binging the day before at her wedding and not exercising at all over the last three days—she looked somehow thinner than ever. Ribs more visible, her abs tight and her torso long. The gap between her thighs wide enough to hold an entire highball glass—she knew, because a string of gorgeous bikini-and-heels-clad waitresses kept bringing them to her. They didn’t taste strong, but they sure left Julia feeling fuzzy. 

She admired how the waitresses were able to walk so expertly in their tall heels on the sand. That they barely topped one hundred pounds—including their over-sized busts—must have helped with that. 

Julia was wet in addition to feeling fuzzy. It was kind of a new experience for her, feeling so aroused that she was wet. She rubbed her thighs together over her pussy to deal with and probably looked like some kind of insane flesh-scissor person. But she couldn’t help it! It would have been beyond the pale to slide her fingers down toward her cunt in the middle of broad daylight on the beach. 

Even though other girls were doing it. Lots and lots of other girls. At least two within earshot; she could hear the schlicks of their attentions over the rush of the ocean waves. She wanted to tell them to stop; she wanted to ask them how to do it right. They’d probably make fun of her but then maybe they would take pity on her and actually give her some advice? Because fuck she needed something inside her pussy, oh god...

She closed her eyes, trying to concentrate. The waves rushed, the chemicals in the drink spilling all over the neurons in her brain. Nearly an hour passed as she whimpered, sliding, nearly fingering herself, thinking of how to think her way out of this thinking problem.

It was the beach. The beach was the problem. All these hypnotic waves and hot bodies were doing something to her brain. She realized it suddenly and stood up. 

Thank god she had figured it out before she had spent too long there. The sun was coming down, so it had only been ten hours or so of staring and wishing she could touch her sinful pussy while she watched beautiful maybe-lesbians and some super-studs grinding on each other.

That was a perfectly normal amount of time. Eleven hours would have been overkill. 

It was hard to walk. She was so turned on. Her pussy seemed to be dictating her movements, exaggerating the length of her stride and the sway of her hips until every step was exaggerated, turning into a model’s strut. Her feet landed carefully in a line because she noticed when she did this, it meant her pussy was thrilled with the tiniest amount of flesh contact from her thin, long legs. 

Constantly edging. Her brain felt like it was on fire, but it was a fire that felt so good. 

When she walked into the cabana bar, she hardly felt like she knew what she was doing. Starla was there, sitting next to Connor in a small booth—of course she was—and Julia slipped in next to her.

They smiled at each other like years-old friends and Starla gave her a long, lingering kiss on one cheek that slipped over onto her lips for more than a few seconds. A perfectly acceptable, warm greeting for such a dear doll, Julia figured. 

The booth really only had room for maybe two and a half people. And even though Starla was ridiculously tiny (despite her gorgeous, absolutely stacked bust), Connor was enormously built and Julia had to press into Starla’s soft body to stay seated on the slender booth. That her ass and thighs were so incredibly wet—right away, even after toweling off when leaving the beach—because of Connor’s proximity did not help matters.

Starla helped by pressing harder into Connor, wrapping her leg around his thigh. Her hands were all over him—sliding through his mostly unbuttoned shirt and adoring his hard-as-steel muscles. Her wedding ring—and god, what a rock—was visible on her hands. So was Julia’s. 

Why was she sitting here? She had a husband.

“He’s not feeling well, though,” said Starla. 

Julia shook her head dumbly. Had she said that out loud?

She looked into Starla’s eyes. They were bright and blue—almost supernaturally blue, glowing blue—and calming. 

“He’s not feeling well,” said Starla, “and he’d love for you to have a good time. Wouldn’t he?”

“Y-yes,” Julia nodded. It felt so important to be agreeable. “Yes, of course.”

“We’ll have a great time together,” said Connor. “I guarantee it.”

He had been quiet this whole time, just gazing at Starla and then Julia and then back to Starla again. His gaze was like the directed heat of an oven. Julia was sweating, but it was the comfy kind of sweat. Her moist, dripping flesh sliding into Starla’s, both of them absolutely dripping with sweat and lust under the gaze of this Perfect Male. 

He had just the kind of body that Julia had always adored—strong, full of muscles, incredibly well-built. 

“He’s like a Greek God, isn’t he?” said Starla. “Like an Adonis.”

“Yes,” said Julia. 

“Is your husband as built as him?”

“No,” said Julia. “He’s...I mean, he’s attractive and all—”

This clearly annoyed Connor to hear. Julia stopped speaking immediately. It was so important not to upset a male with her speech. That wasn’t what good females did. A proper girl was seen and not heard, and if she was heard, then certainly not to bother an important man with what she had to say. 

“It’s easy to see why I left my husband for him, isn’t it?” said Starla. “I mean, because he’s so incredibly handsome. And built. And amazing. And wonderful.” Starla sighed. “And perfect.”

He cradled Starla’s face and leaned in for a long kiss. 

“Y-yes,” said Julia, watching them kiss. “Easy to see.”

It turned into a slow, urgent, happy make-out session. Jealous, mad and fervent, spread through every part of Julia—both of Connor and Julia. 

Starla’s hands traveled downward and unzipped his pants, pulling out his enormous cock, already fully hard. It was so big. Julia looked at it and drooled. Her head spun. This was so weird. She felt apart from herself. She should be running away in embarrassment. 

Instead she sat there, in a bikini and platform sandals, looking at basically two strangers in the midst of deep homewrecking foreplay. Starla’s entire body shuddered, clearly orgasming, as her long fingers wrapped around his Cock for the first time. 

“I’m not enough for him, you know,” said Starla. She turned to Julia as Connor continued to kiss her neck. Her perfect skin was flush with the heat of orgasm. 

“She’s really not,” he murmured. 

His hands went deep up into Starla’s thighs and then easily pushed aside her bikini bottom. Everything seemed so easy for Connor. His strength. His wealth. She was blown away by it. Julia felt obsessed with it. All day today, she realized, she had just been waiting to see him again. He was so clearly the object of all her needy desires. 

“I wish I was,” said Starla, “but that’s only because I want him to have everything he deserves.”

She was stroking so beautifully now. Julia didn’t know where to move her eyes. Everything she saw was like a glorious erotic painting come to life. A tall blond waitress brought by a refill of their drinks. She whimpered, looking at Connor and Starla, her knees knocking together. She wore a tiny red bikini and tall black heels and looked like she belonged in movies or at least some hot tv show about sexy teens with dumb problems. 

It was obvious she was in love with Connor. Lustful honey ran down her pussy and made her thighs shiny. A ring with another giant, expensive rock adorned her ring finger. 

She had been married too. Just like Starla. 

Just like Julia. 

The waitress looked like she might say something to Connor. Julia saw her physically needing to beg him, to kneel before him and sing songs for his Cock. Then she moved on, strutting deliberately and staring at him with worship the whole way through.. 

Julia nodded, understanding. If he wanted her attention, he would have said so. Females weren’t supposed to interfere with the business of males. 

She saw Starla’s future in the visage of the waitress. Maybe her own, too. 

Worth it, she decided. Look at that Cock!

While one of Starla’s hands stayed busy on Connor’s Cock, the other slipped over to Julia’s thighs and slid inside her cunt. It was such a quick, easy, natural movement that Julia didn’t think to protest. 

Starla knew exactly what to do. Way better than Julia herself, who had never even masturbated. It was sinful to do so. But now she was married, and so masturbating wasn’t that bad, and another girl’s hands in her pussy was totally fine because her pussy couldn’t tell if it were Julia’s fingers or someone else’s, right? And looking...looking at Connor instead of her husband...that was okay...that was okay because...

“...because you want me to be your real husband,” he finished. He had been looking at her deeply while Starla stroked him and kissed his neck. “It’s really stupid that you have some pussy wimp for a husband instead of me, isn’t it? Why isn’t he here? Shouldn’t he be protecting you from someone like me? I’m fucking up your mind. Fucking up your body. My girl here is fucking your pussy. And where is he? Your ‘protector?’ Nowhere to be found.”

“What a pussy.” Starla’s sneer said it all. 

“Do you think he could take me in a fight?” Connor grinned. “Do you think he would last any longer than I’d let him?”

“No,” said Julia. “H-he’s a w-wimp...fuck...”

God, Starla’s fingers felt so good! And Connor’s words...they were so evil but they felt so right inside her brain...like he was saying things she had been aware of for the longest time. At least twelve hours or so, and that was her whole life right now. 

“That’s who you want?” he asked. “Some wimpy, dopey, dupe who can’t be there when you need him most? He must have fucked you good, huh?”

“N-no,” Julia shook her head. “I’m a v-virgin.”

Starla’s fingers suddenly became more animated inside of Julia’s pussy. 

“A virgin?” Connor’s eyes lit up. “For real?”

“Y-yes.” She gulped, realizing her error. “Yes, sir.”

He nodded to Starla. 

“You need to taste Cock, babe,” said Starla. “It’s unreal that you haven’t. We have to solve this right away.”

Right away, part of Julia urged. Solve it. Right away. The Cock right there. Oh god. So big. So meaty. So delicious...

Julia squirmed. Drool fell from her lips. “No. I don’t know. I should go back to my room, and—”

“It’s not cheating,” said Starla. “Your husband doesn’t have Cock. Only Connor really possesses a Cock. It’s the Pure Cock of the One True Male. Can your husband say the same?”

She could hear Starla capitalizing all the important words; her pussy twitched at every new inflection.

“I...I don’t know.”

The drool made it hard to speak; she had a little lisp.

“Sure you do,” said Connor. “He’s got a little wimp dick, doesn’t he?”

Julia whimpered. She wanted to say that, but it was so awful and so difficult and so mean. But it was true. 

“If all he’s got is a little wimp dick,” said the still-stroking-and-fingering Starla—and the words sounded so lovely and seductive coming from her—”then it’s hardly cheating, is it? You’re not cheating with me right now, are you? Even though my fingers have been up inside your brilliant tight virgin cunt?”

“No.” This was an easy one. Julia knew this one. “I couldn’t be cheating. Husbands don’t have pussies. So it’s okay to touch other pussies.”

“It’s the same idea,” said Starla. “He’s got a little, teeny tiny, pathetic little wimp dick. Connor has Cock. He has the Only Cock in Existence, Julia. Look at it. Look at it swell. Look at how big it is from just seeing you. His Big Cock is aching to feel your Pure Virgin lips, Julia. Won’t you let it?”

Julia was already falling over Starla’s lap.

Moaning, relishing every sensation, she slid her virgin lips over Connor’s Cock and took him deep inside her mouth. There was no gag reflex, no second-guessing in the slightest. Her bimbo time on the beach had changed her on the inside as well, whether she knew it or not. 

Starla and Connor kept talking at her while she sucked him off. Starla holding Julia’s hair and head, guiding her up and down. 

She was just a bimbo. She was a beach bimbo babe. She belonged to Connor. She belonged to Cock. She needed Him. She needed His One True Cock more than anything else in life. This was her purpose now. 

Henry was a pussy. A little limp-dicked wimp who deserved to be humiliated and cucked. He’d let this happen to her. He was nowhere while she was taking Big Important Cock into her throat for the first time. He wasn’t her real Husband. Connor was her real Husband, now and forever. Her big rock ring would be replaced with one of his to let everyone know who ran her life for real.

Whimpering, shuddering, orgasms shook Julia’s body one right after another. Starla’s fingers beautifully attending her trembling, soaking pussy. Even with her eyes closed, all she saw was Cock. Beautiful, big, proud Cock belonging to Connor and Connor alone. 

Her Master. Her real Man. 

She sucked as hard as she could, licking and kissing and slurping, and he stayed so firm and true and tall. Nothing could shake him. Nothing could shake the Cock. 

This is what she was. She was property. She was property of a True Male. She was a female, but better than that—she was a pretty female, a prize, and that meant she was lucky enough to receive the beautiful and holy Cock of a Male in her mouth and throat. 

When her brains were truly mush—when she was absolutely gone, and all the resisting vestiges of her that may have been were skullfucked out of her entirely, Connor came into her mouth and down her throat, and she and Starla and the waitresses watching (fingering themselves this whole time) all came together. 

And Julia knew she was meant for this life, forever. 

* * * * *
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HENRY WAS HAVING A terrible day. First he came down with something that must have been the flu or food poisoning. He felt so weak he could hardly leave the bed.

And yet even with all that weakness, he had to admit that some part of it felt right—like he somehow deserved to feel weak. It made him feel correct to be so weak. If he was strong and capable, why wasn’t he with his wife? 

Why wasn’t he protecting her, fucking her? Didn’t that mean he was really and truly weak, that he had been his whole life? 

When evening came, he finally had enough strength to look out the window. He felt compelled to look by something—a feeling he couldn’t ignore—and then he was unable to turn away. 

Of course, he saw Julia sucking off the hotel owner and being fingered stupid by that hot-as-hell room neighbor. 

His wife. His wife! She was just out there, in front of everyone, in front of him, in plain view of his spot on the balcony, just sucking off another man. 

Wasn’t she a virgin? How could she act like such a tramp? How could she do this to him on their honeymoon? And why...

Why, for god’s sake, did it make him so hard he couldn’t even walk down there?

The whole time he watched her sucking off the larger, more handsome, richer alpha, the power in his legs left him. He knelt and watched and absently stroked himself, edging, whimpering, wishing he had the strength in his body to do anything else. 

But he was so weak. He felt like such a weak little bitch compared to the alpha god that Julia sucked off downstairs in the restaurant. And when he came—because he couldn’t help but come watching his wife pleasure another man and showing how amazing it made her feel to please someone with a big bull cock—his own orgasm felt like it delivered such a distantly small load, a tiny little pleasure that hardly overcame the massive humiliation he felt. 

When it was done, he watched her sexy strut as she made her way into the lobby. A few minutes later, she showed up at their door, letting herself in and humming happily to herself. 

He had managed, in that time, to straighten up, propping himself on the bedside dresser to keep his feet. Julia preened in front of the mirror, fussing happily. She had never looked better and she looked like she knew it.

“I’ve really got to give you a piece of my mind,” he said.

His voice was scratchy and dry. He sounded whiny. 

“Oh, really?” Julia sounded like he had told her the name of a constellation. “I’m so tired. Connor said I needed beauty sleep, and I just totally agree.”

“Well, we’ve got to settle this first. You were out there—a-and I saw you! You were su-sucking—”

He almost said sucking that God’s Cock for some reason. 

“—o-out there philandering with those...those two!”

“Was I?” Her smile was evil and knowing. Eager to pounce. “Me? Doing something with Connor and Starla? Are you sure you weren’t seeing things? You have been sick, you know.”

It was such an obvious gaslighting attempt that Henry was surprised at how utterly effective it was. Maybe he was just seeing things. He had been sick, didn’t he know?

B-but, no! He saw it! She had been right outside his window, like they were just displaying it for him to see! And she said the neighbor’s name when he hadn’t even known what it was!

“If I was sucking someone else’s godly, perfect Cock,” Julia cocked a hip to one side, “Like, if I had Connor’s Perfect Cock fucking my virgin throat, and you were watching, why are your boxers covered in your cum? Did you cum watching your wife sucking off a real bull of a man?”

“I-I-I...”

He continued to stutter as Julia stripped naked and got into the bed. Her movements were almost programmed. Ritualistic bordering on robotic. She immediately spread her knees wide, heels together, and started fingering herself—her pussy already practically glowing wet—and stared upward. 

“I’ve got to put my foot down here, Julia! I am your husband and I will be respected!”

“...yes,” she moaned. “Oh, yes.”

Her eyes were glassy and empty. Did that mean she was listening? It must. 

Why was she fingering herself? Wasn’t that odd?

But...but he was just such a simple wimp. Maybe it was something women did. It wasn’t like he would know. He didn’t know the first thing about making a woman happy. 

“We leave. We leave this place.” He put a knee on the bed to get a better look at her. “We leave right n—n...to-tomorrow. We leave right tomorrow. Right and early.”

“Yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir.”

She was fingering herself still. His beautiful wife, naked and exposed and glistening. He reached a hand toward her and then withdrew, feeling physically sick as he tried. He immediately lay down on the bed next to her, in the corner of the bed so as not to touch any part of her at all. That felt only proper and good; it was where a dickless wimp husband like him belonged compared to a beauty like his wife. 

Well good, thought Henry, settling into troubled sleep. I’m glad that’s settled at least.

* * * * *
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JUST A SPARE FEW HOURS later, Henry woke to the sounds of his wife’s pleasure.

“Yes!” she cried. “Oh fuck, yes! I’m cumming! I’m cumming already!”

Connor had her bent over the bed from the front of the room, so that Julia faced Henry while Connor thrust into her tight virgin cunt. Starla was at Connor’s side, casually cooing and stroking him, wearing a bright blue bikini and matching heels. Every so often she stole a glance at Henry and sneered. 

“Oh my god, Master!” Julia cried. “Oh my god, you are so fucking big!”

He was big. Henry could see his bulge inside of Julia’s tiny stomach. 

“Oh my god! You’re so much better than he could ever be! Holy fuck! Holy fuck! Oh my god, I can’t believe it! I want you to be my husband! I wish you were my husband instead!”

How Henry had slept through all of this until this point was beyond him. He felt like he had been drugged. All his movements sluggish and off. His thoughts felt slow. Like he had been drugged, and then specifically woken up at this moment.

Like whoever was arranging this specifically wanted him to experience this moment for his—obviously Connor’s—experience. 

Meanwhile Julia was smiling like a fuck-hungry pornstar bimbo and cheering on the homewrecking stud as he drilled her pussy into eternity and back. 

“God!” she moaned again. “You’re so incredible! You’re my king!”

Connor slapped and then gripped her ass tight. “You married the wrong fucking man.”

“I married the wrong fucking man! It should have been you!”

Henry was hard. Oh god, why was he hard watching this? He tried to hide, but it was useless. He was right in front of them, just like they had planned. He had been set-up. This was complete humiliation. 

“Look at him,” said Connor. “He’s excited by this. Do you think we should let him cum?”

He watched the distant, dim, bimbo-bitch gears turning in Julia’s head. He knew her answer before she even answered. 

“No!” Julia reached back and gripped Connor’s hand on her ass. “I don’t want him happy ever again. He thought he could take my happiness by keeping me from you!”

Connor took Starla and exited Julia for a moment, replacing his cock with Starla’s fingers. It clearly wasn’t enough for the sexy beach blonde bimbo. Connor then rounded the bed and grabbed Henry by the scruff of his neck.

“Sorry, pussy.” 

Connor shrugged, not sounding sorry at all. He walked him to the door like a dad wielding an old newspaper and tossed him out the door. 

Still wildly hard, he pushed himself up against the door, unable to stop himself. Programmed just like Julia had been programmed. Caught in a web of sex and denial and betrayal that he could no longer escape. 

He could still hear what was happening inside the room. He couldn’t help himself. He hugged his body to the door and stroked.

Their fucking had intensified; close to the end. Throwing him out had excited them both. 

“Fuck me full of your babies!” his wife cried. “Make it real! Make it permanent! Make me just like the others!”

“Good girl.” Connor’s voice was deep and commanding. “That’s a good girl.”

Julia came audibly once again, as she came more, and more, it was obvious Connor came inside her too. No doubt he was impregnating her—there certainly wasn’t any protection on his massive cock that Henry had been able to see, and Julia didn’t believe in birth control.

Henry sank to his knees, desperate to cum—but completely unable to. Connor ran his life now, and he wasn’t allowed. 

He was so fucking cucked. 

* * * * *
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ABOUT A WEEK LATER, Julia looked stunning in a tight, cleavage-baring white dress, riding with Master on their way for dinner. Elegantly and slowly, she sucked Connor’s cock, adoring him the way he deserved at all times. 

He had big important dinners with other men on the island, and they always brought beautiful girls with them to show off their most prized possessions. Julia was so lucky, so happy to already be one of her Master’s most desirable trophies. She wore this white dress just for him. 

Connor said he loved seeing his girls in white—how it was reminiscent of their wedding day. 

“But darling,” Julia had said when he first revealed this to her. “You weren’t there on my wedding day.”

He had smiled. “I didn’t say reminiscent for me.”

Julia could hardly remember her “husband” anymore. She only stayed married now to continue to drain his banking and investment accounts. All she knew was what she had to know, as a dutiful proud female property of a True Male—that he was a dickless dweeb who had never deserved her and had allowed her to become the fuckslave of someone much greater than he was. 

The car stopped and they stepped out—Connor taking a moment to unclasp Julia’s mouth and hands from his cock, a bridge of drool connecting her to him. She crawled after him, first licking his shoes like properly dutiful female property should, and then sliding her way up to his arm where she hung, overwhelmed by her helpless femininity before his All-Powerful Masculinity. 

A homeless man was nearby holding a sign. “Abandoned. Hopeless. Anything helps.”

There were lots of such homeless in the city. She knew there were—though she couldn’t say why she knew—exactly as many homeless men as hot young bikini-clad employees as Connor had at the hotel. 

She felt compelled to speak loudly for some reason. 

“You’re such a real man,” she moaned. “You’re the only real man there’s ever been for me. I’m so happy you took my virginity. I’m so happy no one else has ever come close to You, Master. I exist to breed for You and continue your line like a good girl should.”

He smiled. “I know.”

They walked up to the hostesses. There were three of them, each of them wearing a dress more daring and cleavage-revealing than the last. He greeted them in turn, squeezing their milk-heavy tits and patting the bellies that he had made so pregnant. Julia was so lucky to be currently favored by a man who could breed so often and so well. She couldn’t wait until her own bump started showing. She knew she was pregnant—Connor fucked her, so of course she was. He wouldn’t let it be another way. 

The homeless man had stood up, trying to come nearer to Julia. Choking himself on words he didn’t appear he could say, restrained by some invisible force. Like a dog sitting in front of a door that had been trained never to leave without hearing the command first. Something about him was familiar. Something that reminded her of weddings. 

Perhaps it was the way Master had mentioned he loved seeing her in white? 

Yes, that must have been it. But all the same...

“Master,” she said, the plea in her voice clear. “Can we have an outside table?”

He was deeply pleased by this. 

“Why?”

“I want it to see us, for some reason.” She referred to the street urchin. “I...don’t know how to explain. I want to see the police come and take him away.”

Connor shrugged, like he maybe wouldn’t do it. “I don’t know...the cops have gotten really brutal lately. Someone’s upped their pay to be particularly cruel to the ones they take in.”

Julia had a dim understanding that the police belonged to Connor, his own personal military force. And she understand the idea of someone paying them more to be extra cruel. But she couldn’t connect the dots otherwise. 

“That sounds amazing, sir. I want to watch and stroke You while we do. Please?”

Connor elaborately pretended to consider before finally grabbing the ass of a nearby hostess. 

“Put us outside. We want the show.”

Julia glowed with joy and immediately sank to her knees to attend to his brilliantly hard cock right there in front of the nefarious homeless filth. Her owner was so nice to indulge her!

# # #
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Photo Finish – Harem Models
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IT WAS ONE OF THOSE rare rainy Southern California days outside the small modeling studio, and it seemed like it would storm all afternoon. Lauren didn’t mind the rain or dark clouds, despite having moved to California and being promised all the good weather. She missed the windy, cool, overcast days from the Midwest, the blustery days that advertised such terrific change. She had never been much for literature or metaphor, but she did find something valuable in planet’s reminder that forces of nature were not something with which to contend.

Inside the studio, it was pleasant and dry and warm, and the shapely Lauren sat at her desk in the wide open floor-plan office. 

She thought that greasy-haired string-bean Boris could learn that same lesson about forces of nature—trying once again to openly ogle the models on hand, and once again testing the fury of the storm he rode into. Supermodel influencers—and daughters of the agency’s owner—Abigail and Molly posed for the camera in a spartan white living room setting in  skimpy outfits.

Boris was such a loser; when was he going to learn?

Like, obviously he knew mega-hotties like The Masters Agency’s premiere models Abigail and Molly wanted nothing to do with him. 

Heck, Lauren wanted nothing to do with him, and she wasn’t anywhere near the same league as Abigail and Molly (although she did take satisfaction in knowing that had a lot more to do with how hot Abigail and Molly were than anything about herself; Lauren was fit, tight, and sported ample breasts on her short frame. Her vibrant, pretty face won her prom queen and a regional beauty contest, but she actually had to work for a living instead of being professionally hot.).

Their agency space—owned and operated entirely by the imperious, exacting, and utterly gorgeous Corrie Masters—was half-office, half-photo studio. It was an influencer assembly line, churning out photos of pretty girls (when it didn’t just churn out the pretty girls themselves) wearing pretty clothes or advertising trendy mostly-useless products like fitness water and ratcheted ropes. 

They had green screens and a small attached warehouse full of different furniture to arrange for set dressing. Usually it was Lauren’s job to walk the warehouse, pick out the different set pieces for a shoot according to Corrie’s tastes, and Boris’s job to set it all up. 

It was also Lauren’s job to handle all the various “soft” administration duties—emails, schedules, invoices, answering the phone and making phone calls, and just generally being an agreeable face to the company. 

That’s why she wore the kind of outfit she did today. A tiny pleated short skirt and a midriff-baring t-shirt that was cut at the neckline to allow for a significant view of her ample cleavage. The shirt was tiny enough to fit a middle-schooler, but Lauren had a small frame—other than her incredibly pert 36DDs. She wore socks up to her knees and modest three-inch heels that still meant she was dwarfed by every girl who worked at the agency. 

Her appearance was paramount for the job—her boss, Corrie, told her in no uncertain terms that she could train anyone to do what Lauren did in about three hours, and that Lauren had been chosen because she seemed agreeable and she was hot enough to look like a model who had decided to get out of the game because of her height. 

Lauren was short, it was true. The models walking around often made her feel like she was in a land of hyper-fit, tall, thin giants. They were like another species of human. 

Boris’s job—which he ignored to stare at the heart-shaped ass of the model Abigail while she bent over to adjust her strappy high heel on set—was all the “hard” administrative tasks of the agency. 

He arranged their basic photography set-up, maintained their IT network, administered their security systems, and so on. In a pinch, he took pictures—but really this was just button-pressing while the models themselves assembled the photo composition. Most every girl these days, probably thanks to social media, seemed to have acreages of knowledge in their brain about f-stop, exposures, framing, lighting, and so on.

Their main photo studio space was almost like a movie set—a cut-out of a sort of mansion with clean tile floors, art piece furniture, tall mirrors, and white walls. Abigail and Molly posed on it now, wearing flirty, tight skirts and tight tights over tall, sexy ankle boots. Each wore a different halter top—Molly white, and Abigail red—deliberately displaying how much bounce and lift their tits had while also giving the camera plenty of their perfectly-muscled backs. 

They both had long, glamorous hair. Lauren was jealous. Her own hair was thick and lovely, but she had it cut in sort of a longish pixie cut which was long and thick enough to lose her hands inside but didn’t quite touch her shoulders. It really made her stand apart from the other girls at the studio. At one point, she had liked that, but being around their perfect, tight, fit bodies day after day—with her bisexual nature—had made her lust for them and their lifestyle more. She was growing her hair out now, but not fast enough. 

Maybe she could catch up with Molly. The more brunette of the sisters, their hair was a fair match—although Molly’s was always styled and feathered back. She would never catch up with Abigail, whose raven black hair was thick and shiny and healthy and draped more than halfway down her back. It was almost vantablack, obscuring whatever it covered in brilliant shiny dark locks.

The two sisters leaned in to one another, Molly’s hips riding Abigail’s thigh, and they hugged very tight with Abigail’s hands just barely touching Molly’s soft, preciously large tits. 

Abigail and Molly’s whole gimmick as InstaTap influencers was to tease girl-girl stuff. It was extra suggestive, of course, because they were sisters. They were adopted and not related by blood, but because they looked so similar, not everyone knew or believed that. 

They knew that guys got off on how hot they were, and how close they appeared. They had millions and millions of followers; photos of them around town often made the news. Just a few months ago, ticket sales for a football team’s games went through the roof because it was rumored they would be in attendance for the games.

Lauren knew for a fact that nothing illicit went on between them. They were close—they were sisters—but both firmly stood in the hetero camp (and in the “not going to bang my sister” camp besides). She knew the former from her own experience awkwardly asking each of them out on separate occasions. 

They had turned her down, of course, but seemed flattered. Lauren was rather attractive—just not on their level. It was extra embarrassing for Lauren because, while she had an open relationship with her girlfriend Beth, technically she was supposed to clear it with Beth before asking anyone. 

But Beth was sort of dreadfully ugly—even more so when compared to the girls who worked here—and always terrified that Lauren would run off with someone else. 

It wasn’t that crazy of a fear, to be honest. Her relationship with Beth was, on Lauren’s part, one mostly of convenience. Beth had a well-paying job and a nice apartment that Lauren was taking advantage of until she figured herself out. She had only moved to California a little while ago. Beth was in all possible ways a stepping stone for her; Lauren knew she was destined for great things one day. 

She just didn’t know what great things yet.  

Boris continued to watch Abigail and Molly pose, shifting and staring over a desk. Probably he was enjoying looking at them without a sneer on their faces. 

When either girl wasn’t talking to Boris—or, Lauren supposed, when they talked to someone on their level—they were quite charming and lovely. They smiled often, laughed frequently, flirted and made jokes, and understood the basic insanity of selling their beauty for money. That didn’t stop them from being self-obsessed, vain, and arrogant, but they were charming about it. 

But, with Boris there...it really shifted the vibe. Like anyone else who was ugly, poor, or otherwise inconveniencing them and their view, Boris was slime to them, and they let him know it constantly. 

Something stopped Abigail from posing—shifting her bent-over, hair-tossed angle upward and standing erect, whispering in Molly’s ear and shaking her head. 

Lauren followed Abigail’s eyeline back to—predictably—Boris.

Oh, god. She rolled her eyes. 

He was massaging his boner on the desk in front of him like a dog with a pillow. Gross! Did he have no shame at all?

She felt for Boris—she really did. He struck her as the kind of guy who would be a total loner no matter his circumstances, even if he was super hot and desirable (which he definitely wasn’t). 

She tried to be nicer to him than the models were, but that was like saying her kitchen knife wasn’t quite as sharp as their razors. It was hard to be nice to Boris—he invited disdain with everything about him. 

First, there was his greasy hair and complexion. His hair, dark and stringy, was so shiny with grease that it almost looked like hair gel. But of course, no styled hair would splay out so loose and long. His best look was wearing it in a short pony tail, and even that meant just calling attention to the geeky, extra-long “five”-head he sported and called attention to how he was clearly balding. 

And then he was just...not in shape. In a building full of beautiful, hyper-fit models, Boris stood out like a bright pink fungus in a field of emerald green grass. He wasn’t especially skinny or especially fat, but his flabby belly, tiny arms, and chicken legs made it seem as though several drumsticks had conjoined together with their meat at his center. 

He was undeniably too skinny for his frame, but also too bulbous for his height. His face didn’t help—his nose large and crooked, his eyes flat and dull, and a chin that essentially did not exist despite his scraggly goatee trying to replace it.

Then there was the way he dressed. T-shirts and shorts, mostly—and like, whatever. This was California, people dressed down. 

But his shirts didn’t fit, barely sliding over his belly and skating upwards to reveal his pasty, unwashed skin with every odd movement. And his shorts were sweat shorts, which meant his cock was constantly bulging out. 

That was the weird thing, perhaps the one item that kept some of the derision of Lauren and the other girls at bay. 

They could (and Abigail and Molly constantly did) call him gross, unkempt, fat, skinny, out-of-shape, greasy, ugly, big-nosed, rude, and nosy—but they couldn’t ever say he had a small dick. 

First of all, if they said anything about it, they all knew he was the type to whip it out to prove his worth, and no one wanted that. 

Second of all, and probably more important, it was obviously gigantic. 

Even now, shaking her head and rolling her eyes as she watched Boris ogle Abigail and Molly, Lauren easily saw how massive his cock was in his shorts. It very nearly draped over the desk he stood behind, almost oozing over the surface. 

To be honest, it was too big. Like everything else about Boris, it had been taken to an extreme that made it grotesque. It seemed more like an extra appendage than a sex organ, and certainly no part of Lauren ever wanted to have anything like that inside of her. 

Being bisexual, Lauren definitely knew that she far preferred cock to pussy, so this wasn’t a purely theoretical preference. 

The fling with Beth was just that—a fling. They had barely had sex and every time Lauren had been a pillow princess about it, flat out refusing to lick the much plainer girl’s pussy. She was kind of ashamed to admit it, but she had a strange superstition about Beth’s homeliness rubbing off on her if she licked her pussy. 

But in reality, Lauren knew that she was going to end up a man some day. She was just waiting for the right man to take her real virginity (her Midwestern upbringing let her believe that her sapphic encounters did not “count” as “true sex”). 

He would have the perfect sized cock for her perfect pussy, and when she took him in, he would tell her he loved her. 

And it would be midnight. 

And they’d have wine. 

In Paris. 

Wine from Italy, though. 

And...maybe grapes?

Anyway. She was stuck with Beth for now, who was fine enough, but not really anything like a final partner. She wasn’t attractive enough, for one (or one through a million, really), and hanging out with models all day really drove home to Lauren just how utterly devastating attractive girls were to her constantly roiling pussy. 

As disgusting as Boris was, at least Lauren kind of understood the reason he was so worked up. Abigail and Molly were easily two of the hottest women she had seen anywhere, and today they were in rare form. 

Abigail and Molly nodded to one another and approached Boris, hands on their hips. Tall, glamorous, impenetrable. They looked like Greek goddesses reprimanding a troll.

“You’re disgusting, do you know that?”

He grinned, his teeth yellowed from his constant coffee and energy-drink intake. 

“You love it.”

Even his voice was rather gross—nasally but also permanently congested. Lauren suspected all the unfiltered cheese and sugar in his diet had turned his blood into phlegm. 

“Oh my god, I can’t even bear to like, talk to you.” Molly walked away. “I hate him. Oh my god. Please, Abigail, make him go away. Mom!”

Molly ran to her mother’s office in the center of the floor. Abigail watched her go and then whipped her hair to one side—Lauren’s cunt pulsed, always finding her long, shimmering dark hair so sensational—and glared at Boris.

“You’re not supposed to terrify the talent, you loser.” She looked like she was looking around for something to throw at his boner, still protruding out on the desk. “How are you going to get paid if we can’t stand to have our photos taken around you?”

Boris shrugged. “You’ll have your photo taken anywhere. You love it. What I do is my business.”

“Not when you’re looking at us!”

“What do you think all those likes and shares do when they see your work, huh?”

Abigail had no quick repartee for that.

“I mean, I can tell you. And I think you know, and I think that’s why you do what you do. What’s the difference if I look at you here the same way they’re all drooling over you wherever they are?”

“Uh, because we don’t have to see them? It makes a big difference, moron.”

Molly stormed out from her mother’s office making a wagon-circling motion with her finger. 

“We’re out of here. I got us the day off. And you—” She stopped to look at Boris and smirked. “—You’re probably fired, loser. Fuck you very much.”

Lauren hoped not. They could fire Boris all they wanted after they found a replacement. But if they did it before that, then it would be down to Lauren to pick up the extra work, and there was no way the stingy Corrie was going to pay her for it. 

They left and Lauren, at her desk, watched them leave. Their legs were so stupidly, incredibly long in those heels. God, she would love to lick them, give them a night or two of the pillow princess treatment they so richly deserved for being so hot, and—

Boris’s heavy breathing was behind her. His old fish smell filled up her nostrils, and she knew his stupidly large cock was probably only inches away from her head as he gawked at Abigail and Molly’s behinds.

“See?” said Boris. “You like to look at them too.”

Lauren, cheeks burning, did not know how to respond. 

* * * * *
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BORIS WAS LATE COMING back from lunch, but then he always was. In fact, so was Lauren, and so were the models Nicole and Mikayla coming in for their shoot. Punctuality in the world of modeling was more of a mindset than a factual state observable by evidence.

Nicole and Mikayla would have been top-tier models at any other agency if they had not had the misfortune to be beneath Abigail and Molly. It was a mixed blessing, like most blessings related to fame. The exotic Nicole and mainstream Mikayla had far, far more eyes on them than they would have otherwise from being part of Abigail and Molly’s brand at the Masters Agency. But at the same time, they looked more like middle-of-the-road girls in comparison when at any other agency, they would have been pushed to the moon. 

No doubt Corrie knew this, and no doubt she gaslit and lied and otherwise manipulated Nicole and Mikayla constantly to keep their talent and beauty under her restrictive, perfectly-manicured thumb. 

Nicole had been born bad. She had grown up rich in Korea and was very accustomed to everyone catering to her every need because of the dual aspects of her wild wealth and incredibly beauty. Her frame, a lusciously tight hourglass with an ass that you could bounce a concrete block on, made her the instant subject of conversation and fantasies in every room she was in. 

Mikayla—who at one point had been a rather kind-hearted debutante from Georgia—almost immediately adopted Nicole’s attitude toward the help (people like Lauren). The gorgeous, pale, deeply blond bombshell was so dramatically pretty that Lauren sometimes had trouble looking directly at her, and not just because Mikayla would tongue-lash her for being a scum-sucking star-fucking dyke if she was caught. Mikayla was a terror to everyone Nicole was, and Nicole was a terror to everyone besides Corrie, Abigail, and Molly.

So. They came in late because they knew they could, and they knew nobody would say shit to them. They took their time putting on their clothes and doing their make-up, and did everything they could to delay work and make the lives of the help harder to show their power and control. 

But there was late, and then there was late. Boris was so late that he had missed Nicole and Mikayla arriving, which he never did. Lauren had begun to wonder if he had taken Abigail and Molly’s derision to heart—at last, at long last—and maybe decided to stay home or otherwise change his life. 

As much as she found Boris useful around this place, it was rather clear that being around so many dramatically gorgeous women all the time was really fucking with his head. Hell, it fucked with Lauren’s head, and she was a pretty good looking girl herself. She constantly fasted and worked out, dreaming of fitting in the same tight dresses that Abigail or Molly did and looking even half as elegant as them when given the perfect glam treatment by the right application of make-up. 

When Boris did arrive, it was half an hour after Nicole and Mikayla had stormed in, and he looked disheveled. 

In fact, he looked like he had been in some kind of a brawl. 

His eyes were puffy and his shirt was torn, buttons missing. An angry-looking bruise had formed on his cheek, and he stumbled through the door as if he'd been hit in the leg. His hair was wild and messy, standing up every which way from his head. He smelled of sweat and fear. 

It took a moment for him to regain his balance as he coughed out a hoarse chuckle. 

"Sorry I'm late," he said between ragged breaths. "Some idiot on the street claimed I stole his camera." He held up the device in question, a glimmering contraption that Lauren had never seen before. It was sleek and jade with an eye-catching red button on top of it. "I had to...you know. Straighten him out." 

There was no sincerity in his tone or face.

Lauren could almost taste the nervous energy pouring off him, like metallic-bitter coffee on her tongue. She tugged at her tight-fitting top, wishing he wouldn’t stare at her heavy, prominent breasts so openly. 

She could also feel something deeply strange and unexpected. Something about...something turned her on. 

It wasn’t Boris, was it? 

The thought made her skin crawl, even as a flush traveled from her chest to her neck and face. 

No. It couldn’t be. But it had started just when he walked in through the door. 

Boris examined the video camera in his hands critically, fingers searching. It featured a golden lens that sparkled and twinkled in the light. Lauren found her eyes trying to follow its path as he twisted the camera this way and that. 

“Boris...” said Lauren. “I think you stole that camera.”

“What?”

She was about to say, I think you stole that camera because you’re a giant creep. 

But his fumbling had turned the camera on. The power flitted to life, and Lauren felt her will collapsing before it. Her actions, thoughts, and souls boiled down to nothing but the golden lens staring down at her from the camera in his hands.

“I told you, I didn’t steal it. It’s just mine now.”

“...didn’t steal it...yours now...”

Her voice was soft and far away. Saying what she might have once thought, or once meant, was the hardest thing in the world. It was so much easier to just say and believe everything Boris had to say. 

“Lauren?” 

“...Lauren...” she slurred back to him. 

“Oh, fuck.”

“...oh fuck...”

She remained motionless as he excitedly paced around the tile floors of the studio. His fingers twitched, arms moving like he was conducting a symphony. 

“Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit...”

She repeated him again, but then, she didn’t. Her voice didn’t belong to her anymore, that was stupid. Nothing belonged to her. Any thought or action that crossed her mind would entirely come from him. He had the camera, after all, so that was only fair. 

Her pussy was so fucking wet. It was so hot to obey, to not exist except as a vector for his will. 

Boris moved fast. Within a few moments, he had set up the camera on a tripod in front of her desk so that it looked directly at her. Clapping his hands, he ran to the front door and locked it, closing the blinds, and then checked Corrie’s office. She was out on business way on the other side of town. There was no one else present except for Nicole and Mikayla, in the dressing room getting ready. 

“Okay...” he muttered. “So long as it’s...okay. And then it’s just...just her? Okay...okay...”

Lauren continued to listen, awaiting instruction, repeating him just in case it was important. 

Okay...so long...just her...okay...

A moment’s more tinkering, and he scampered over to her felt up her tits through her skimpy top. Her firm, sexy titflesh pushed through the gaps in his fingers. She did not resist at all; a flesh statue in his grip.

“This...this is normal for us,” he said.

It was normal for him to grab her tits. She had great tits, what else were they for? He groped and fondled her, squeezing her ass and breasts, making her moan in something that was a mix of surrender and arousal. 

“Yeah, yeah. You’re getting so turned on. You fucking slut. You’re my slut now.”

Her will to resist had evaporated under the camera’s lens, and now all she could focus on was pleasing him. She writhed and mewled in his hands, wordlessly begging for more and more; her previous irritation at his tardiness, his appearance, his lewd boorishness all forgotten in the face of this newfound bliss. Boris's touch made her slippery with desire.

He groaned at her sudden willingness, pushing and dry-humping himself against her until he started with a thought. 

“Oh.” He nodded. “Right. Shit.”

He put her hand on his huge cock, slipping it under the elastic band of his shorts. Her pussy trembled; he was so big. The empty space that had once been Lauren needed to feel big cock inside her so bad. Her fingers were loose, like she was holding laundry.  

“Stroke me good.”

Obediently, she began stroking his cock as he felt her up. Her grip tightened, squeezing with alacrity. He shuddered, precum spilling out all over her fingers, and kissed her. Lauren continued to stroke him absently, the feeling of his precum on her skin making her soak even more. Whatever was happening to her, it seemed to thrive on his arousal. 

“Kiss me back,” he said.

Oh. Right. Of course.

She kissed him gently as his teeth raked over her lips and tongue and face. 

“No,” he said. “You love me. You’re obsessed with me. Kiss me like I’m your everything.”

Lauren whimpered, so utterly close to her absolutely-everything man. She clutched herself tight to him, jacking his cock with one hand with her other wrapped around his neck. She wanted to whisper to him, to moan her devotion, but it wasn’t allowed. 

Oh baby, oh darling, oh sweetie fuck oh baby oh Boris oh...

She kept kissing and stroking even as he pulled back a bit, grinning. 

“Yeah, yeah,” he nodded. “Fuck yeah.”

“Fuck yeah...” Lauren whispered, pushing in again to kiss him more. 

“Cut that shit out.”

He pushed her down to her knees, shoving his shorts down with her. His meat wet with precum.

“Love...” she licked her lips, looking at his giant cock. “Obsessed...”

He pushed through her puffy, sexy lips with no ceremony. Lauren, not expecting this, gagged as his enormous hard length powered down her throat. Her hands flew out, tapping on his thighs, begging for air or direction. 

For several moments he just enjoyed himself, fucking her blank mind and her blank mouth and her unknowing gorgeous form. Lauren’s hands continued to helplessly flail. She knew only that she was giving Boris pleasure, and that was all that really mattered.

“You fucking love sucking my cock.”

She moaned affirmation. Her hands came around his legs and gripped his ass, holding tight. 

Love it...

“You need me to treat you as rough as possible.”

He slapped her. Lauren’s brain blinked with white hot pain, continuing to suck. He was so good to her to hit her like that. She needed it. Girls needed to be knocked around by their man; everyone knew that. He was keeping her in line. 

“There’s nothing wrong with this.”

...nothing...wrong...

He slapped her again and then fucked her face harder. She could feel make-up streaming from their combined sweat. 

“You love it when I use you like this.”

...like it...use me...

He did. 

Boris's cock slammed down her throat again and again, each thrust pushing her face deeper into his crotch. Lauren gagged and drooled, her eyes watering as she struggled to breathe around him. Her hands desperately clawed at his thighs, her nails leaving red trails on his skin. He was so rough, so powerful, and she couldn't get enough of it. His grip on her hair tightened, pulling her head back each time he slammed forward, her neck creaking in protest. Her moans vibrated around his shaft, only spurring him on further. 

As he fucked her harder, she kept shifting backwards. He felt gigantic inside of her, his cock like a lever for her whole body. Soon, he skullfucked her hard against her desk, banging the back of her head into it and denting the soft-metal drawers. 

Her ruined makeup smeared across his crotch as he fucked her greedy mouth, smudging her once-pristine face into a lewd mask. He tore at her tee shirt, bending over to feel up her tits even as he continued using her.

One hand grabbed her by the throat, controlling the depth of his invasions as he treated her like a toy made for his pleasure. Lauren's eyes watered and her nose squished against his abdomen with every harsh thrust, but she didn't care. All she wanted was to be a good slut for her love, to please him in any way he desired.

The taste of his salty precum filled her mouth and then emptied down into her stomach. Drool escaped her lips in long strings, painting his balls and thighs with evidence of her submission.

"That's it, whore," he growled, his breathing ragged with lust. "Take every fucking inch!"

She was a whore. That was so cool. She loved being a whore; it was a hot, fun surprise to know that’s exactly what she was when she had always loved being one.

"Fuck!" he bellowed, his grip on her hair turning painful as he slammed deep one last time. 

Blissful heat exploded in her mouth as Boris came, filling her with his warm, thick cum. His release was so powerful that it leaked from the corners of her lips, coating her chin and dripping down onto her breasts. He kept cumming—so much! Lauren thought—and pulled out and began to spray it all over Lauren’s face, neck, and exposed tits. 

Boris stepped back, panting and spent, his cock now limp in his pants. Lauren looked up at him through a mess of cum and makeup, her eyes glazed over with lust and gratitude. He admired his handiwork. Her pretty face now like a debauched pornstar's, smeared and cum-stained lips forming a lewd grin as she gasped for air. Her clothes disheveled and soaking with his ridiculous amount of cum.

"You're a filthy slut aren't you?" he purred, running his fingers through her matted hair.

Lauren could only nod, her eyes glassy with need and adoration as she gazed up at him. He was her everything now; the only man who could bring her this kind of pleasure. He knew he was a slut and a whore; what a man!

"Look at you," he gripped her face, pinching her jawbone and then her cheeks, "you're so fucking hot." His expression morphed into something predatory. "A real beauty like you deserves to be treated like the whore you are."

Lauren nodded. That was exactly right.

Boris caught on to the rhythm of his own words, fingers twitching once again. 

“But you’re my whore, understand? My slut. If you fuck anyone else, I’ll be very upset. And you hate that. In fact, you hate the idea of ever fucking anyone else. No other guy but me is even fuckable. The sight of them make you nauseous if you look at them too long. But looking at me and doing what I say makes you wet as fuck.”

Lauren nodded. His whore. His slut. Yes, of course. And other men were so fucking gross and icky. He was so right that she would hate being with anyone else. His cock filled her so perfectly. 

“God...I’d fuck you for real right now but there’s models to own. And you know they’re so much hotter than you, don’t you?”

Lauren nodded. “Yes, Boris. They’re so much hotter than me. You’re right.”

“Shut the fuck up. And call me Master, you got that? When it’s you and me, or me and anyone I own. You call me Master or I’ll stop giving you my cock.”

He had her complete attention and obedience. There was no way she would give up tasting or serving his perfect, masterful giant cock.

“Yes, Master.”

“Sound a little more happy, fuck. You sound like a robot. I want you happy.”

“Yes, Master!”

Of course, she was deliriously happy! Master was speaking to her. 

“That’s good. Girls should smile, shouldn’t they? At least, pretty ones. Yeah?”

“Yes, Master!” 

She smiled as prettily as she could. Her hair and make-up, tangled and smeared, must have enhanced the image for him. His cock grew as he looked at her. 

“I don’t want to fuck you as bad as I want to fuck Mikayla and Nicole...but I still want to fuck you. Damn.”

“Yes, Master. Please, Master!”

He thumbed her chin. His cock throbbed up against her throat and heavy tits, dragging along her skin. 

“You’re going to do everything I say, Lauren. You’re going to love doing everything you can to help me fuck and mind control Mikayla and Nicole.”

Right away, she felt the thoughts become true. It just made sense. Boris fucking Mikayla and Nicole? Heaven. She gasped a little in her excitement—and in turn, that seemed to excite Boris even more. She did it again, breathing hard, thinking of her Master fucking those girls. Again, Boris got more excited in turn, pushing his cock against her soft body and groaning. 

Mikayla, that ice queen, thinking she was too good for him. Too pure and cold. 

And Nicole? 

Lauren remembered the way Nicole sometimes looked at Mikayla when she thought no one was looking. Like she was delicious. They would do such beautiful things for Master’s pleasure.

Boris grabbed the camera and placed it closer to Lauren, angling it downward so it could see them both in perfect detail. Her arousal doubled, her obedience somehow magnifying under its lens. 

He snatched her up and bent her over her desk and spread her legs apart, positioning himself at her entrance. Lauren’s thighs quivered. She wasn’t so sure about being fucked. She was a virgin, and he didn’t wear protection, and she wasn’t on the pill or anything, and she thought she may have been ovulating, and—

“You love this,” he said. 

She loved that he could get her pregnant. That was so fucking cool. 

“Yes, Master!”

With one swift thrust, he entered her roughly, filling her completely and setting off fireworks in her abused, constantly reformatting mind. She screamed out in ecstasy as he pounded into her without mercy, his hips colliding against hers with enough force to leave bruises.

This was what she was made for, she thought with gleeful abandon. To be used and discarded by a real man like Boris. To help him bed others more deserving of his time and attention. It all made sense now. This was the natural order of things. He moaned above her, his breath hot on her neck as he slammed into her over and over again. 

"Tell me you love it."

"I love it," she moaned back, lost in pleasure as he fucked her harder and harder. "I love it so much."

He spanked her ass once before leaning in close to whisper in her ear, "You're going to cum for me. And when you do, your old life will be over forever. You’ll be nothing but my happy, devoted slave.” He fucked her harder and harder. Her big tits smooshing all over the desk. “You won’t care if I never fuck you again, just so long as you know I fuck hot models that you help me fuck. You got that? That’s your life’s purpose. Recruiting and manipulating and corralling the hottest women possible so I can fuck up their minds to be as obedient as you. You got that?”

The thought of all that obedience made Lauren gush, and she pulsed with pleasure as Boris pounded her harder and faster than ever before. She could almost feel his enormous cock expanding in her tight pussy, stretching her until she was wetter than ever before. If she had a choice, she'd do anything to please him, to make him happy. And if that meant fucking Mikayla and Nicole for him or fucking up their minds, then so be it. She'd do it and love every second of it.

“Yes, Master!”

At her words, she felt his balls surge against her backside. 

“Cum for me, slut,” he growled. “Cum right now.”

His own load painted her insides. Everything that Lauren had been disappeared.

* * * * *
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LAUREN HAD ONLY JUST enough time to touch-up her make-up so it didn’t look completely insane before the models decided they would start photographing. 

Mikayla and Nicole walked out to start the shoot. Or rather, they strutted out, as they always did. Lauren’s pussy quivered in anticipation, seeing their gorgeous bodies in their tight, sexy outfits, imagining them already as they would soon be—being fucked by Master how he deserved. 

The two were so self-obsessed that they didn’t notice that Lauren had changed outfits to wearing a prim white half-unbuttoned blouse and dark skirt. Her other one, destroyed and cum-covered, wasn't exactly subtle.

Lauren watched Mikayla and Nicole with a constantly throbbing, cumming pussy. Master told her that helping him should make her cum, and she was always helping him now, so she was always cumming, like a good slutty loyal whore. 

The setting was one of their normal ones—a frankly outlandish pure-white bedroom with a four-poster bed that had long sheer lavender curtains hanging from the posts and fake marble columns used as end tables. This photo shoot was for a local clothing line—AMUAREME—that specialized in particularly slinky, hot, tight clothing. 

On lesser women, their kinds of outfits looked trashy or slutty. But on Mikayla and Nicole, two perfect tens if ever there were any, they looked classy and hot.

Mikayla snapped her fingers at Boris as she walked out, arm-in-arm with Nicole. 

“Let’s do this now, little boy. I just did three hundred crunches and I look fucking fantastic.”

Mikayla had made herself up to be the epitome of the statuesque blond, every inch of her dripping with sex appeal and confidence. She glided across the floor, high heels clicking on the tile. Her dress, painted-on and crimson red, accentuated her golden hair and fair skin, drawing attention to her impossibly massive tits and the dress's low-cut cleavage. Her titflesh jiggled and danced with every step, her bronze skin radiating heat. Her hair, long and impossibly golden blonde (Lauren had never been able to believe it was natural, even though it clearly was) was done up in a messy updo, with strategic tendrils framing her face, which only enhanced her cheekbones and jawline.

Nicole's outfit, hot and tight and black, complimented Mikayla's well. Her skin, so utterly pale and soft, looked somehow even whiter next to the dark color. In contrast to Mikayla's bare legs, she wore smoky dark tights, and her heels—although tall like Mikayla's—had platforms instead of pure pumps like the blonde's. 

Nicole always drew eyes because an Asian girl with such naturally enormous tits was something of a rarity—her brilliant tits nearly busted out of her tiny dress with every small movement she made. 

It was clearly an engineered decision on Nicole's part to wear a size too small to show off her ultra-fit abs and massive breasts. 

Their make-up announced proudly, "Better than you." Pink, glossy lips that were just colorful enough to look sexy but natural enough to stay elegant. Dark eyeshadow and mascara provided smoky eyes, and a touch of color to their cheeks emphasized the naturally sexy contour of their cheekbones. 

Nicole smirked, seeing Boris's eyes on her bouncing tits in her tiny dress. Lauren supposed she was cataloguing his sins for later abuse, like usual.

Of course, Boris had other plans. 

Lauren knew—because it had worked on her—that the camera was making both girls more aroused. Instead of being disgusted by the thought of Boris’s arousal, she knew that both girls were a little puzzled by their lack of disgust and even their interest in the bulge he was packing. 

Their arousal was evident as they started taking pictures. Standing side by side, Mikayla and Nicole posed for the camera, eagerly putting their bodies on display. They knew millions would be stroking or touching to them soon, and what they did wasn't even pornographic. They were just too hot not to want to touch yourself. Lauren knew that, as they worked, she softly touched herself and came behind her desk. Every thought of hers featured the future versions of the girls—mere minutes away now—where they dropped to their knees in service of Boris. 

The jade camera's presence intensified the electricity between the models. They brushed and bumped and ground up against one another. Flushing. Cooing. Giggling. 

The air was getting thick with their heat. Boris let them pose for a long time. Lauren assumed he enjoyed the way the camera made the models pose with such open arousal.

Mikayla and Nicole seemed to be in some kind of pose-off. Mikayla bent over and pushed herself against Nicole. Then Nicole, with hard nipples pushing through the fabric of her dress, slid her body across Mikayla's. Then, countering, Mikayla slid onto the bed with her legs wrapped around Nicole's waist. 

They went on like this, measures and counter-measures. Teasing kissing and intimate touching just like Abigail and Molly always did, only these two seemed to really be teasing one another. Daring the other to really go for the kiss. 

And Boris, although this was all his doing, seemed to have missed all of it. 

Lauren realized only after being spellbound by Nicole and Mikayla that he hadn't just been letting them pose. Instead of watching, he fiddled with his camera, muttering to himself in frustration. Mikayla and Nicole noticed only slowly, but Lauren could see they were starting to notice. 

Lauren understood how the two models would find them out almost right away. Normally, during a photo shoot, because everything was digital, the photos taken appeared on the computer screens in front of Lauren. Her computer was off, though, meaning that something about the set-up was different; they probably noticed subconsciously and were only just putting it together. And it would only take a few moments for the girls to find out. 

On cue, Mikayla and Nicole suddenly stopped posing. They crossed their arms. No response. They sat on the bed. No response. They clapped their hands. 

No response. 

If there was one thing a model can't stand, it's being ignored. They walked toward Boris at his mess of a desk. 

Lauren watched her Master fumble with the magical camera, desperately trying to get it to cooperate. She wished she could help in some way, but he had forbidden her from interacting with the camera without his express permission. 

Mikayla and Nicole walked towards him, waving, tilting their eyebrows up, trying to get his attention however they could. He did not look up. 

Lauren knew that this was his one chance at these goddesses and he couldn't afford to mess it up. Boris seemed to know it too. Sweat beaded on his brow as he clicked the buttons and twisted the dials in a desperate attempt to take control. 

Mikayla and Nicole sensed something was off. They exchanged knowing, annoyed glances. 

Nicole cleared her throat. "Excuse me, photographer guy? Are you getting all this?" 

Startled, Boris looked up from his camera and stuttered an excuse, "Um... uh... just... adjusting... lighting. Lauren...would you...Lauren, stop them, help!"

Mikayla and Nicole went after the camera. Mikayla grabbed Boris and pushed him down into a chair while Nicole held the camera. 

“What’s this thing, you perv?” Nicole snapped. “You want to take photos for your own dirty collection or something?”

“God. We knew you did stuff like that anyway, but this is like...totally brazen.”

Lauren stalked around the sides, looking for her moment. It would have to be perfect or else they would be on to her. 

“Is that why I’m feeling so fucking weird?” asked Nicole. “Oh my god. You freak. Did you drug us or something? I swear to god, I’m going to call the—”

In her anger, Nicole held the camera out to one side. Lauren grabbed it and quickly turned the camera on, focusing it entirely on Nicole and Mikayla. 

It was easy, really; Master had told her to help, and so she had, knowing that her entire life’s purpose was to operate the camera. 

Mikayla and Nicole froze. Nicole’s expression of shock and anger at Lauren grabbing the camera perfectly highlighted her ludicrously sexy cheekbones and full, pouty, glossy lips. Mikayla, meanwhile, had frozen leaned over Boris with her finger pointed in his face. 

“Here you are, Master,” said Lauren. “Two new beautiful girls to serve you, just like you deserve.”

Grinning, Boris looked up at Mikayla and groped her tits, watching her eyes light up with shame, arousal, and need. Lauren knew that being under the camera’s direct control made all sexual contact completely consensual, even if a girl felt conflicted—when she had been controlled, all she wanted was to be felt up, fucked, and used. 

“It’s important that both of you listen to me and do what I say.”

“Do...what you say...” Mikayla and Nicole repeated. 

“You need to do what I say.” He still groped Mikayla’s firm, big titties. “You love to do what I say. You don’t have to understand it. You just know it’s true.”

“...need it...love it...know it’s true...” they nodded. 

“These dresses are hot,” he said. “But you both have sexier outfits. Go dress in the sexiest outfits possible. Like you’re going on a date with the love of your life, a guy you truly need to fuck you hard. Grab your outfits, but undress and dress where I can see you. Do it now.”

Blank-eyed, Mikayla and Nicole ran to the dressing room to get themselves ready. 

"Perfect,” said Boris. “Now we can have some fun." 

Lauren hummed with delight. She was so excited for her Master’s pleasure. He casually grabbed the camera out of her hands and focused it on her. She felt its easy, blanking influence root out whatever part of her mind was left that was in charge of resistance to her Master's will. 

“They’re the prizes, Lauren. You’re just eye candy.”

“I’m eye candy.”

Of course she was. That made so much sense. They were the prizes. They were paid to be hot. She was just a pretty girl who helped them and him. 

“You love being my eye candy fuckdoll. You love sucking and serving me however I want. You especially love to serve me while I look at them.”

Lauren’s knees knocked together. The need to drop down and suck him right that instant was almost overwhelming. She ached to taste him, slurp him, lick him while he ogled his prizes. 

And such prizes they were. They had returned from the dressing room with outfits in hand. 

Their eyes still blank, each girl stripped down. Lauren whimpered with helpless arousal. Their thighs were slick too. They were hot, horny, aching—just she had been before the camera had even started its proper work on her. It put girls in the right state of mind to be controlled like they needed to be. 

She found something so erotic about watching a super fit girl get dressed. The way they had to bend. The view from the side and their utterly flat tummies with picture-perfect obliques framing their abs, their sparkling sexy hair falling down to one side. 

He took Lauren by the shoulders and pushed her down, redirecting the camera onto the two models. He fucked Lauren's mouth slowly, like he was stroking himself off with her mouth. Not expending himself, not yet. Wanting to stay perfectly ready. 

Mikayla stood in front of the full-length mirror, her eyes glazed over as she mindlessly disrobed with the red dress pooling at her feet. Her skin glowed. 

"Fucking...fuck." Boris groaned, looking at her while slowly stroking himself with Lauren's mouth. 

Lauren mewled. It was an honor to be owned by such a poet. 

Even entranced, Mikayla moved with easy grace, making the swift movements of her undressing and dressing seem almost more like a dance or striptease than the blind obedience she gave now. 

Her tits, so huge, easily 36E, bounced and jiggled with each movement as she pulled out and immediately slipped on a tight, gold-sequined dress. The slit up the side allowed for a glimpse of her long, toned leg, while the deep V-neckline plunged low enough to show off half of her luscious breasts.

Meanwhile, Nicole had similarly undressed, revealing all of her rock-hard gymbunny body. She had spent countless hours at the gym—all of which would now be retroactively devoted to her new Master. 

With the same mindless, tranced, empty gaze as Mikayla, she slipped on a brilliant red cocktail dress that clung to her tight, round ass. Its halter top enhanced the natural structure of her collarbones and shoulders, toned and shining. 

“Focus on Nicole,” he said to Lauren, handing the camera over to her. His cock was still in her mouth, slowly sliding in and out of her esophagus. “I want Mikayla to see what’s going to happen to her.”

Obediently, Lauren set the camera to focus on the gorgeous Asian now freshly dressed. Boris beckoned both girls to come close until they were just within arm’s reach. Mikayla cut a pose with her arms under her heavy tits, pushing them up. 

“Smile, Mikayla.”

A smile plastered on Mikayla’s face, fake and empty and brilliantly sexy. He looked at Nicole.

“Pose like you want my attention. Like you want me to fuck you.”

Nicole stood tall, posing proudly, her thick gorgeous hair tossed to one side in her signature style. With her hip jutted, leg out, tits positioned forward, and jawline prominently displayed, everything about her spoke arrogance. But in her eyes, Lauren saw fear about her entire situation and the desire instilled in her from the camera. 

Boris fucked Lauren's mouth a little faster.

Nicole's fear made sense, she supposed. And it made Lauren deeply wet. Nicole had just seen Lauren—who once upon a time had hated Boris just like Nicole hated him—act as Boris’s total obedient and subservient slave. She saw Lauren’s entire attitude change from aloof, distant disdain to warm, urging, happy subservience. 

And she had heard, of course, the reference to Lauren as eye candy while Nicole and Mikayla were the prizes. And if he fucked up his eye candy as much as he had fucked up Lauren’s head, how much would he fuck with his prizes?

“Hold the camera on Nicole,” he instructed Lauren. “Don’t take it off her for an instant. No matter how hard I fuck your throat. Got it?”

She nodded. “Yes Master. Thank you, Master.”

She loved being given tasks by him. It was what good girl eye candy was for. 

He roughly pushed himself down Lauren’s mouth now, no longer taking it gently. Then he grabbed Nicole and pulled her close. 

“You’ve been such a bitch to me,” he said.

It was true. Lauren had barely sucked his cock at all, just like a bitch. She had to make it up to him and exist however he wanted. His cock pushed further down her throat and she moaned, smooshing her nose against his crotch hair, hoping for more.

It occurred to her, distantly, that he could have also been talking to Nicole. The camera was focused on her, after all. Everything he said would be a command for the hot Asian model.

Ogling and groping Nicole, he grabbed her body and pulled it tight into Lauren. Every groping motion wiggled and moved Lauren's head, meaning that as he fucked Lauren's pretty mouth, he also pounded her head forward with Nicole's hot body. He tugged Nicole's hair, slapped her heavy breasts, raked his nails down her front. 

“Fuck, fuck,” he groaned. “I can do whatever I want to you!”

He grabbed Nicole by the throat, enjoying her motionlessness. Still he kept pounding away at Lauren’s throat, and soon had them positioned so that Nicole was bent over backwards on top of her as he worked—choking Nicole and fucking Lauren’s throat. 

“You’re my slut from now on,” he growled into Nicole’s ear. “You’re my slut and nothing else. Other men don’t even fucking exist for you.”

“They don’t...they don’t exist...”

“Other men are useless to you. You don’t even register them as human.”

“They’re not even human...”

Lauren had her eyes closed now, fixating on her Master's pleasure. But she could imagine him looking to Mikayla and seeing the terror in her eyes at her unstoppable lust while she watched Nicole turn into Boris's perfect, loyal slave. Knowing that, no matter what, she was next. 

“I’m the only man in your life. I'm your Master. You are my fuckslave. I’m the only one you want to fuck. You can’t stop thinking about me. I’m your entire life.”

“You’re my only man. You're my Master. I am your fuckslave. The one I want to fuck. I can’t stop thinking about you. You’re my entire li—life!”

Her voice cut off as he choked her hard, cumming down Lauren’s throat. As he came, sputtering and spitting, he commanded Nicole to cum with him. Both of them gyrated into Lauren’s head, Nicole’s hot cunt sliding only inches away from his cumming cock while he emptied himself into Lauren’s throat.

Finally, he released them both. 

Lauren, on her knees, struggled to catch her breath as cum oozed down her chin and her throat. Mikayla still posed like an elegant mannequin. 

He couldn't stop smiling. Lauren saw herself in one of the studio’s many mirrors set up all around the photo area. Destroyed, again. Her hip, chic outfit was ripped and torn and tugged and stretched where it was even still intact. 

She was so proud. This is how Master had used her, so it must be how eye candy was supposed to look. 

"You. You're next."

Her Master was insatiable. Had he always been this way? Was it the camera? It didn't matter.

He took Nicole now and trapped his cock between his belly and hers, rubbing himself on her luxurious outfit while he kissed her neck and chin. 

“Fuck, you are so gorgeous,” he groaned. “I fucking love how hot you are. It’s the only thing that matters about you.”

“I’m so gorgeous,” Nicole nodded, cumming helplessly. “It’s the only thing that matters about me.”

Her repetition helped him notice that Lauren was still filming Nicole. He gestured for her to turn the camera away for a moment. 

Kissing Nicole—who kissed him back with fiery, exotic passion—he pushed her into Mikayla and began to crush the sexy, busty blonde against the studio wall. Mikayla’s position barely changed—holding her pose as ordered as much as possible with the weight of the two people on top of her. But her eyes still betrayed the horror of what she witnessed and the lust she felt from the camera's influence.

Boris could see it too. He smiled, stroking her face even as Nicole ached and ground against him. His cock, enormous and hard, streamed precum all over Nicole’s gorgeous dress. 

“Tell her what you think about me.” He pushed Nicole’s face into Mikayla’s. The Asian’s hot lips slipping against the blonde’s jaw. “Tell her who I am to you.”

“He’s my Master,” Nicole breathed. Her voice and body language triumphant. “I love him so much. I need him to fuck me. I need his big, big cock. I need it inside me. Oh...Master, please...”

“Tell her what I’ve done to you.”

“He fucked up my brain,” Nicole giggled. “I didn’t think he could. I thought I was too strong. I thought if I knew what he was going to do, I would stop it. But I didn’t stand a chance. It happened right away. I lost instantly.”

“Tell her what I’m going to do to her.”

“He’s going to fuck you up.” Nicole gasped as Boris picked her up and pushed her dress up, ripping her panties apart with his straining hard cock. “He’s going to fuck up your brain. He’s going to fuck you...fuck you...fuck...youuuu...ooo—Master!”

He pushed himself up inside of Nicole, pushing her against Mikayla, creating a cascade of orgasms from the tight, young, perfect-bodied supermodel. She wrapped herself around him completely.

“Film her, now.” 

He was obviously talking to Lauren. She was ready, putting Mikayla inside the camera’s focus and pressing Record. 

He huffed while fucking into Nicole. “You’re my fucking slave now.”

“I’m your slave now.”

Lauren mouthed it with them both. Nicole repeated it with glee, and Mikayla announced it like she was giving a sermon. 

“You’re my fuckslave now.”

“Your fuckslave now.”

“You need to cum just from being around me.”

Right away, Mikayla came, bucking behind Nicole and pushing her fellow supermodel up against Boris’s body even as he fucked Nicole into her.

“...need...need to cum...”

As Boris continued to savagely thrust into Nicole, his thick, throbbing cock plunging into her depths, Lauren watched through hooded eyes, consumed by a heady mix of lust and something else she couldn't quite place. It felt like a cocktail of pride, desire, and a dash of envy - in the most delicious way. She had never seen a man so masterful, so completely in control of his partner's pleasure. It was both frightening and captivating, like staring into the eyes of a wild beast.

Nicole's body arched beneath him like a bow being drawn taut, each thrust of his hips sending her soaring higher and higher. Her high-heeled feet dangled above the ground, thighs clamped around his waist as she rode the wave after wave of ecstasy he relentlessly delivered her. 

"Oh fuck," Nicole moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. "He's so big... fucking... fuck me... harder... yes! Yes!"

Boris's balls slapped against Nicole's ass, the sound muffled by the fabric of her ruined dress as he relentlessly plowed her. 

Boris's glistening shaft disappeared and reappeared from Nicole's swollen folds. Lauren moaned and gasped, cumming constantly as she witnessed her Master's pleasure. The memory of his cum flooding her womb made her clench and throb with need. She hoped so bad that she was pregnant for him. It would be such a display of his unstoppable virility to have her tight, gorgeous body carrying his seed. 

Nicole's face contorted in ecstasy, mascara smudged yet beautiful, as she whimpered and begged for more. "Yes... yes... don't stop... fuck me... fuck me like you own me... oh, God!"

Boris's breathing grew ragged, his balls slapping harder and harder against Nicole's ass with every deep plunge. His cock swelled even more within her tight heat, bulging in her belly, clearly stretching her beyond anything she'd ever known. And every single thrust just pushed her into Mikayla's utterly mindfucked body.

"I'm... I'm... gonna cum," he growled through gritted teeth.

Nicole's pussy clenched around him even tighter, as if trying to milk every drop of his potent seed from his rock-hard shaft. "Yes!" she screamed, her voice hoarse and guttural. "Cum in me, Master! Fill me up!"

As if they were puppets on a string, Lauren and Mikayla both gasped in unison, "Cum in her, Master! Cum in her tight cunt!"

It was all the encouragement he needed. Boris exploded inside of Nicole, filling her womb with his sticky seed. She lost it again, cumming so hard that her whole body shuddered. Boris did it again and again, making sure to pull out and cum on her stomach before sliding back inside. Jet after jet of thick, hot cum splashed onto her belly and soaked through her luxurious outfit.

The room was drenched with the scent of sex, musk, and domination as Boris finally pulled out of Nicole's quivering body. His cock, still hard and glistening with their combined juices, stood as a testament to his masculinity. 

Nicole collapsed against Mikayla, both gasping for air, their faces flushed and dripping with sweat. Boris reached down, grabbing a handful of his cum-soaked seed from Nicole's stomach and held it out to Mikayla.

"Taste it." 

Mikayla leaned in, licking luxuriously.

Something sparked in Boris. His cock throbbed—not spent yet. He grabbed Mikayla's hair and shoved her toward Nicole. 

"Kiss her. Share my cum."

Nicole gathered up a big mess of it and kissed Mikayla hard, slipping the cum in on one side, so that it slid against their lips even as they kissed as hard as possible for their Master's pleasure. 

"Yeah," he said, still holding Mikayla's hair. "That's right. Fuck yeah. Yeah."

If the two models were shy about kissing one another, they hid any such feelings perfectly. Lauren assumed they were both so turned on—and especially Nicole so completely well-fucked—that kissing beautiful women seemed like a perfect idea. 

He snapped his fingers at Lauren. “Both of them. Now.”

He meant the camera. She focused it on both of them and nodded to Boris when it was ready.

“I’m your boyfriend," said Boris.

They answered together, even as Nicole gathered more cum for them to kiss into. 

“You’re my boyfriend.”

“I’m your everything.”

“You’re my everything.”

“You’re just bitches to me. You like it that way.”

“We’re just bitches to you and we like it that way.”

Long tendrils of his cum stuck to their lips as they kissed and spoke.

“You love that I have so much power over you.”

“We love that you have so much power over us.”

“You think other girls need my power over them too.”

“I think other girls need your power.”

“You think ugly girls are worthless.”

“Ugly girls are worthless.”

Both girls shivered with orgasm at that one, unable to help themselves. Boris must have hit a base instinct there, like it was something they already deeply believed.

So hot. 

“You know only pretty girls are worth my time.”

“Only...only pretty girls...”

Both Mikayla and Nicole came again at this pronouncement, knowing how pretty they were, and knowing that meant they were worth Master’s time, the most precious resource in the world. Boris, hard and practically humping the air between the two girls, seemed at a loss for what else to say. Mikayla and Nicole still made out madly, moaning into each other's mouths with their Master's cum between them.

"Fuck," he groaned. "God, fuck. I want it. Now."

He was completely without ceremony. He pushed Mikayla to the ground on all fours and entered up inside of her rough and fast. He pistoned immediately, looking to empty himself. He didn't give a fuck about fucking well or long, just unloading his cum inside of a hot young supermodel pussy. 

Nicole immediately snuggled up next to him, cooing and cheering him on. Her voice dark and urgent and soft:

Look at how you fuck her, Master. Look at how you fuck your slave.

You’re so powerful. How do you do it?

I love you, Master. I love that you’re fucking this hot girl, Master.

Please, Master, breed her? Let me watch you make her pregnant?

He did not last long and he clearly did not want to. Boris's cock swelled even more, again bulging in a tiny torso, and he groaned deeply as he approached the pinnacle of his climax. 

Lauren watched with bated breath, mesmerized by the erotic spectacle before her. She was wet with arousal and jealousy, her pussy throbbing for attention. Meanwhile, Mikayla's perfect pussy clenched around Boris's shaft, squeezing him tightly, as if begging for his hot, potent seed to fill her womb.

"Fuck yeah!" Boris roared. His entire body tensed and shuddered as he began to cum. The first jet of his thick, hot cum shot deep inside Mikayla's unprotected pussy, marking her as his own. A second later, a second and third spurt followed, each one just as powerful as the last. Mikayla moaned in pleasure-filled ecstasy, her walls milking every drop out of him. Her moans of pleasure only served to heighten Lauren's arousal, and she ground her thighs together, desperate for relief even as she came helplessly watching her Master's liquid pleasure shower Mikayla in a ludicrous amount of seed.

Boris pulled out of Mikayla, his cock glistening with their combined juices, though it was already starting to harden again. He stood before them, a living embodiment of masculine power and control. "You two," he said, jerking his thumb at Nicole and Mikayla, "Clean me off."

As if in a trance, the two supermodels knelt before him, taking turns lapping his length clean. They ran their tongues up and down his shaft, around his balls, and everywhere else he pointed. They were nothing more than human fleshlights now, existing solely for his pleasure and amusement. Boris looked down at them with smug, exhausted satisfaction as they all fell down into one another. After a while, gripping their soft bodies tight, he slumbered.

Mikayla and Nicole sleepily adored their new Master with their soft, gentle kisses all over his body. All three of them now completely owned and totally destroyed by their Master. 

Lauren—not fucked quite as hard—still had a little bit of her energy left. 

Master had told her to be a good slave. To never stop recruiting for him. 

Lauren picked up the camera. She had to keep serving him; it wasn’t enough that they belonged to him. There had to be nothing else. Just like her. 

She focused the camera on Nicole. 

“You’re his slave,” she said. 

Nicole’s eyes rapidly started moving, indicating that she heard and obeyed. 

“Every dream you have is about serving Master. Only he matters to you...”

Lauren continued for hours into the late evening—trading off between Nicole and Mikayla—until Master finally woke and took them home to fuck them again. Nicole and Mikayla clung to him constantly, every part of their subconscious minds now belonging to him as much as their conscious brains. 

It was so good to give her Master everything he deserved. 

# # #
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        I never meant for it to happen. One minute I'm tinkering in my garage with a new design for a high-efficiency toaster, the next my hard-bodied daughter Morgan and her ultra-fit influencer best friend Emma are standing in my workshop, their eyes glazed over with empty-headed, obedient, pliant lust.
 
They hate me. Have for years. Morgan still blames me for the divorce, and Emma—God, Emma with her perfect barely legal body poured into designer athleisure, her millions of followers hanging on every pouty selfie—she looks at me like I'm something she stepped in.
 
But now? Now they're smiling at me. Actually *smiling*.
 
The device is barely operational. I should destroy it. Should pretend this never happened. Instead, I hear myself telling Morgan that she's proud of me. That Emma loves showing off for me, and that Morgan is proud to have a bestie that her Dad thinks is so hot.
 
I should stop. But I've made them want it. And now they keep telling me how much they want more…
 
God help me, I can't resist.
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