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Elly woke in a strange room, on the
floor, her body layered thick with what felt like cum, thick and
wet and smelling heavenly.

Alarmed, she rolled around on the
floor, trying to get her bearings. She was in a dark room—a hotel
room, judging from the long air conditioning unit along the wall
and tiny television set on top of a flimsy shelf.

She was naked—or nearly so, wearing
only the tight fishnet stockings she had worn to spice up her day a
little bit on the advice of her best friend, Rhonda. She remembered
having no real intention of engaging in any sexual intercourse that
night, and so was surprised to find her pussy sore from the sweet,
perfect feeling of being fucked hard and long.

Her entire body felt good, relaxed,
like she had been cumming over and over again, unable to stop
herself. Like she had been lost in an ocean of bliss, placed there
by someone with strong arms and an indomitable will.

Normally, having a black out and then
waking up to knowing she had been fucked probably would have
terrified her. But for some reason, she felt totally calm. She
knew, somehow, that nothing was wrong with feeling like she was.
She knew something monumental had occurred.

She struggled to get up off the floor,
and had to use the nearby desk to steady herself. The room was
dark, and so her voluptuous form was difficult to make out in the
mirror positioned over the desk and even if she looked down at
herself. Still, she could make out some things—her short red hair
was a mess, in tangles around her ears, and she wasn’t hurt or
bruised or anything like that.

She was sure now that she was in a
hotel room. That much seemed evident from what she could make of
the cheesy decor and the cheap furniture.

Snippets of memory began coming back
to her, hot kisses and passionate words, but then she heard the
noise.

It started slow, sort of insidious—the
way an alarm can be going off while you sleep, and your brain tries
to make up all kinds of excuses for why the sound is suddenly
there. Your dog is talking to you about the childhood friend you
haven’t seen in fifteen years, and all of a sudden it’s blaring mad
sounds from its mouth.

What she heard now approached her
consciousness a lot like that. She had heard it since she woke, but
at first she thought it was maybe her own body—sounds of distress
from whatever she was going through. Then she blamed it on someone
outside, and then on someone next door. And it was only turning
over toward the noise that she finally came to believe it was
coming from inside the room.

Hot, animal grunting and moaning.
Purrs and coos. Long strings of half-formed syllables sliding over
each other. That was the sound.

And the source was fucking. Not making
love, not sex. Fucking—hard fucking, the kind you saw in a porno
and wondered how the two taking part could do it for so long and
not break into pieces.

On top of the hotel bed was
a hulking hunk of a man, thick dark masculine hair layered over his
arms and chest. His naked ass was chiseled, tightening and flexing
as he thrust into the cunt of his chosen woman. Elly didn’t get a
good look at him, but she could have sworn his eyes
were…were glowing yellow
somehow.

Was it special contacts or something?
Drugs?

She realized, a warm glow
filling her body, that it must be his cum that was plastered all
over her body. Again, she knew she should be angry about that
somehow, but it was just…just so sexy that he had fucked her mind and
memory away and covered her in his seed.

Her inner submissive had been quiet
for so very long as she tried to work toward success in the
business world. Now that that side of Elly had a clear instance of
domination to see, her knees felt only like melting and her voice
like crying out in aching, perfect submission at long
last.

Clouds slid off from the moon outside,
and pale light flowed into the room. Elly could see the woman on
bottom, struggling and moaning and grinding her sexy ass upwards
for more as her man held tight to her arms, restraining her
movement. His hands groped her tits, manhandling her
completely.

“Oh Master,” cried the hot blond being drilled. “Yes, Master.
Fuck me, Master. Fuck it all away. I need it. I deserve it. Please,
Master, more!”

Elly gasped, seeing who the beautiful
woman was.

There, face being plastered into the
wall from the hard forceful thrusts of the hugely hung hunk, was
her best friend, Rhonda.

Why was she here? Why
was Elly here?
What was happening?

And why was Rhonda, a thoroughly
public lesbian, moaning to a man and calling him Master?
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Earlier that night, Elly had been
waiting at the bar in the downstairs of the hotel lobby. Her friend
Rhonda was due to arrive any minute now. Elly was nursing a short
vodka and tonic as she waited, not really wanting to get drunk, but
bored enough to indulge a desire for a little bit of a
buzz.

The hotel had a special on vodka and
tonics until nine in the evening, and was only ten minutes from
where Elly worked, and fifteen from where Rhonda worked, all of
which together was more than enough reason to choose it as a
convenient starting point for fun on Friday nights.

It was six o’clock on a Friday now,
and there was not much of a crowd at the bar, even with their
special—at that moment it was just Elly, the bartender, and a
couple of congenial old drunks who each bought Elly a drink without
expecting anything in return.

She took a little time to relish the
fact that she was still found pretty enough for such a gesture—her
voluptuous, red-headed form often had her being over-critical of
her appearance, even though she worked out regularly and paid
attention to her diet. She was all hips and breasts, and tried to
dress in a manner that flattered both.

Elly had, so far, been taking part in
a rather long week. Her job running social media for a local chain
of music shops was fun—she enjoyed blogging and tumbling and
tweeting and so forth, and thought she did a good job of
advertising promotions and even offering a few new promotions as
well.

Even so, this week had been sort of
killer. Every new task she gave herself also had ten thousand
roadblocks, most of these from the new regional manager, Chris.
Chris had taken it upon himself to decide that he was the only one
in the entire chain of successful stores who knew how to act and
work. So, everything that Elly was allowed to do was cut back, and
even that little bit that she could still do was ordered to be
closely supervised by Chris again.

Unfortunately, since Chris had ordered
essentially every other employee to cut back like Elly and to be
supervised by him like Elly, work slowed to a crawl. Eventually,
she hoped, he would realize this was not an effective management
style.

Until that point, however, she was
stuck twiddling her thumbs and spinning her big mental hamster
wheel.

So, Elly was excited to be out and
about. Rhonda was a counselor by trade, and didn’t mind letting her
good friends use her to vent a little bit. Elly was positive that
after a few minutes of spilling out her guts to the spunky,
good-natured and fiery remarks of Rhonda that she would be able to
really let loose and have a great time.

She and Rhonda had fooled around a bit
ages ago in college, which is where they met. But, it had never
progressed further than making out. Still, Elly had to admit that
her blonde friend—a former ballet dancer who still retained her
slender, lithe form—was a knockout. And something about her smile
made Elly’s heart race from time to time. She couldn't help but
feel attracted to Rhonda's killer smile, or her sexy penchant for
deciding to do long yoga stretches in the middle of a conversation,
or the tall, tall heels that she walked around in so
effortlessly.

Elly entertained a few thoughts of
meeting a man in the bar, and quickly pushed them away. She didn’t
have time for a man in her life right now with work being so busy.
Besides, Rhonda certainly seemed to be doing fine without ever
being with a man—without ever wanting one in her life at all! So
Elly felt wrong to get all worked about how she hadn’t had a
honest-to-god hard cock inside of her for ages, and almost never
talked about this with Rhonda.

Even the few men Elly had been with
didn’t really fill her up like she had wanted. Elly’s sexual needs
were rather intense—she longed to be dominated and ruled in the
bedroom. When a man just willing to just go with the flow, that was
nice at times, but when it came to sex, Elly was desperate to be
ordered around.

Taking a long sip of her vodka and
tonic, Elly concluded that tonight, like every other night, was not
going to be the magic time wherein she would be able to desperately
kneel and beg a fuck-king of a stud to drill her cunt hard like she
deserved.

Then, through the double-doors of the
other end of the bar, a man walked in.

No, the man walked in. Elly couldn’t
tear her eyes off of him, and found her hands gravitating toward
her blouse, unbuttoning it without any conscious effort. Her
breaths picked up, becoming hot and heavy, and her entire body felt
flushed. Little beads of sweat formed from behind her
ears.

Elly had trouble even identifying
exactly what it was she found so mesmerizing about him. He was
plainly dressed, in jeans and a button-up short sleeve shirt, his
leather shoes scuffed a bit. In truth, he looked a little lost and
very awkward, and while he was not skinny, he was only a few steps
up from that, with a thin layering of muscle around his narrow bone
frame. He had dark eyes and dark hair, his square jaw freshly
shaven.

Elly never really thought
of herself as having a type, appearance-wise—she was always far
more interested in what a man had to say. But one look at this man,
this stud, and
she could not help but think that everything he was fascinated
her.

Something in his face, honest-looking
and open, made her think—hope—that he recognized her immediate
attraction.

She wished she was wearing something
more flirty. Her dress was cute—short and blue, going just past her
knees, and doing a decent job of showing off her sexy hips and
especially her fabulously built chest, which she had often though
men viewed as her best asset. She rather liked her legs, though,
and so enjoyed decorating them from time to time to give any
potential onlookers something else to think about—tonight it was
the fishnet stockings and fun leather ankle-boots with a modest
amount of heel.

He sat down at the bar just one stool
away, clearly having trouble keeping his eyes off of her. For the
first time since she could remember, Elly decided to take the
initiative.

“What are you drinking?” she asked him, flashing him a
smile.

“Oh…uh, decisions! Right.” His brow furrowed. “Whatever’s on
tap, I suppose.”

She gestured to the bartender to get
the man a beer. Then she went back to smiling at him. She felt like
she couldn’t do anything but smile at him. The bartender quickly
gave the stud his drink—he took a sip and smiled.

“Thanks.” His voice was level and cool as he raised the beer
to her.

She smiled broadly.
“You’re welcome.”

They sat in minute silence for a bit,
both of them just staring at the other.

“Good night so far?” she ventured.

“Oh, ah…yes? Sure. It’s been okay. Nothing bad has happened,
so that’s a good start.”

“You met a pretty girl who bought you a drink.”

“I
did do that,” he said, smiling and laughing a bit.

She slid forward, letting her arm rest
on stool next to him. If he wanted, he could look right down her
shirt. Her breasts were full 36D cups—sometimes a hassle when
shopping for clothes, but definitely not when trying to pick up the
most attractive man she had ever been in front of. His gaze dropped
immediately. She felt a warm flush spread over her skin. She
squeezed her shoulders in, letting her breasts touch and form a
delicious line for him to enjoy.

“So now that I’ve bought you a drink, will you tell me your
name?”

He looked surprised. “Oh, it’s
William. You…you didn’t know?”

She shook her head, tossing her short
hair a bit. “Why would I know that?”

“You…you’re my date, right? Monica?”

She shook her head no, pulling herself
in closer to him—she sat on the stool right next to him, formerly
empty. He didn’t draw away. Whoever Monica was, Elly was ready to
kick her ass out of there to keep talking with William.

“I really wish I was right now, though,” she said. “I’m Elly, and I’m
actually waiting for a friend of mine also.”

Her leg, almost of its own volition,
closed across the space between them and slid up his. He let out a
long gasp, slowly sucking in one full bottom lip.

“Me too.”

His hand slipped into hers. It felt so
natural, so right, so hot, that Elly didn’t dare to even think
about pulling away. She rotated her thumb on his palm, putting her
other hand on top of his. His hands were so large, so strong. She
liked them immediately.

“I
think that, the two of us, being independent adults, can decide to
start a date right now.”

“And the people waiting for us?”

She shrugged. “Screw ‘em?”

Her hand traipsed down from
his and down to his inner thigh, squeezing there. He was already
hard—and already she knew he was a fucking monster down there.
That. Was. Hot.

He moved his own hand forward, sliding
over the fishnet stockings and up toward the instant-oven that her
pussy had become. She was sure he could feel the wet, hot warmth
pushing out from her body down there. Her every atom sang for him
to slide more, to probe deeper.

This was insane. She knew
nothing about this man. She didn't know anything beyond his name
and the primal threads of attraction pulling her into him. But she
didn't care. She
didn't want to
know more. The only thing she wanted more of was his cock, and
there was nothing that she was going to allow to get into her way
for that.

There was a cough from behind the bar.
The bartender was wiping up Elly’s drink, which had spilled somehow
in her daze of lust.

“Not to sound cliche,” said the bartender, “but maybe you two
should get a room?”

Within short order they were giggling
at the front desk, holding each other's hands where they were
weren’t holding each other's waists.

Never before had she
felt anything like this! Her heart was fluttering, her mind filling with
pleasant pink fog. Everything about him was so
captivating.

They fumbled through the room check-in
process—neither of them thought to bring up the possibility of
waiting until they could get to their respective places of
living—and quickly made their way into an elevator.

“This is amazing, right?” he asked her, holding her tight,
kissing her forehead. “I mean, this is really amazing.”

She nodded urgently, dabbing little
kisses on his chest and neck. “Yes.” She felt such hot, perfect
strength in his muscles. “Oh god, yes,” she whispered.

Elly wrapped her arms around William’s
neck and drew him in to the corner of the elevator for a searingly
hot kiss.

He slid his mouth over hers, gripping
her waist tight against his fit, well-formed body.

Despite some persistent, lingering
doubts about whether any of this was a good idea, she kissed him
back. Hard. She kissed him with everything she had.

Her lushly curved body, tight and
small and fiercely busty, when faced with his compact and svelte
muscles, could have no other reaction than to want him to hold her
and kiss her tight. Her hands ran through his thick dark hair even
as his swept through the short, cute red sweep of her hair. One
long leg slipped up his, trying to feel as much of him as she
could.

The kiss was perhaps the
most erotic experience of Elly’s all-around frustrated sex
life. Her knees went weak—her leg around
his was practically holding her up. He was a fantastic kisser, his
tongue dancing with hers, sliding over it in heavenly waves. Her
inner submissive was begging for her to kneel right there, to call
him Master, to announce that she was his to rule.

The elevator door dinged open. They
fumbled down the hall, losing their clothes along their way. His
jacket dropped down, and then hers, and then his shirt—ripped away
with a moan by Elly. She actually ripped it off, breaking several
buttons in the process.

He didn’t seem to care, and especially
not when she ran her plump mouth over his solid chest, licking from
his nipple up to his neck and biting at his jaw.

One of them—she wasn’t sure
anymore—got the door open, and they spilled inside the dark room,
not even bothering to turn on the lights. She pushed him down on
the bed and disposed of his shoes and pants.

His cock, hard already, stood at very
tall attention.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “I’ve
never…never been this hard. I don’t think it’s ever been
this big…”

 

Elly felt her insides bubbling with
hot, slippery need at his words. He was big—enormous, even. His
cock was easily ten inches, and as thick as her fist. She wasn’t
sure she could take it all…but she sure as hell didn’t care
anymore.

If either of them were able to think,
they may have noticed an enormous tension in the air, hanging among
their lust. Sensational volumes of power, swirling around them,
waiting to be unlocked. Something ancient, something fated, using
them as agents of destiny.

But of course, their minds could focus
only on each other.

William leaned into her, her big tits
crushed even more. His lips reached hers to join in another
sizzling kiss. Roughly and quickly, he slid his hand up between her
crotch and began stroking her slit through the slim, silky fabric
of her panties.

Elly moaned, her pleasure
palpable.

“Rip them down,” she purred.
“Take me. Take me now!”

Her own need surprised her,
it had surprised her this whole time, but she didn’t care anymore.
She was so turned on and he was so hunky and right there. Very quickly, her
panties stopped being part of the equation.

She straddled his lap, guiding his
big, thick cock with her hand.“I want to ride you,” she moaned,
kissing him deeply. “It’ll go soooo deep.”

“Y-yeah,” he grunted. “Yeah.
It’s just I’ve never…never been ridden before,” he
blurted.

“It’s okay. It’s so good…”
she continued to position. “Oh my god, yes, just slip it right
there and yessss yessss…”

She moaned hotly as she lowered her
volcanic cunt down onto his giant cock, using her sexily muscled
thighs to push up and down. The lips of her cunt formed a perfectly
wet, hot entrance for his meat to shove in and out of, and soon
they were grinding and pushing into each other with
ease.

Her arousal level was so high that she
could not help but need to cum almost right away. She had always
felt her sexual stamina was fairly normal, but something about this
stud had her feeling so fucking insane with lust!

And she felt it was true about him as
well—that something inside of her, and only her, had unlocked this
lust in him. That she was the only one capable of making him feel
this way, the only one capable of unleashing this hot rock-hard
unrestrained passion that he gave her, bouncing her on his
thighs.

As if her thoughts had been
transmitted somehow, a low, primal, guttural roar emptied out from
William’s lungs as he thrust into her again and again. His head
lunged forward, his teeth clamping down on her shoulder, biting
hard—not hard enough to break the skin, but definitely hard enough
to leave a mark. His eyes had somehow turned a burning yellow,
filled with intensity.

The lights in the dark room all
suddenly turned on at once, and then just as quickly overloaded,
showering sparks down on them.

The pleasure rocking through her body
was so intense that she didn’t even have time to wonder how it had
happened. Had she unlocked something in him after all? How had the
power surged?

She couldn’t focus on these
thoughts. Her orgasm was imminent, and so was his. He began
thrusting upward more and more, gripping her tightly with hands
that seemed to feel stronger and stronger as they continued. It was
such a sudden shift—one thrust was mostly her bouncing up and down,
and the next was all him, completely controlling the weight of her
body as he filled her with his incredible rod. She thought she
could even feel it growing
inside of her, filling her tight hot entrance
even more!

He was so fucking perfect, so fucking
good, and her pussy was so wonderfully filled by his mammoth rod.
It pushed up harder, higher, filling up more and more of her body,
and—she felt—her very soul.

He came hard, spraying up inside of
her with a delicious hot creampie. The feeling of his perfectly hot
masculine jizz filling up inside of her tight, warm pussy was too
much for her mind to handle. She came with him, her body shaken to
the core. He came forward again, biting her shoulder. She let him,
holding his head tight, loving the feel of his teeth pushing into
her body.

He was in control. It was almost like
he was marking her. That was so hot.

For a moment, he looked at her in the
eyes. His eyes seemed like they lit up the room—so big and glowing
and yellow. How had that happened?

She decided she didn’t care. He was
soooo perfect and her body was soooo dreamy and relaxed.

He bit her again, harder this time, on
her other shoulder, his fingers gripping her like she was meat,
like she was his toy. Despite herself, she enjoyed it.

Her body, so relaxed, began to slip
off of his cock. She tried to work with it, but her muscles were so
weak, like some enormous inner strength that she had not been aware
of had been spent when he fucked her. Landing to the floor with a
thump, his still-hard, still-wet cock was right in front of
her.

Looking down at her with those
sunglobe eyes, William grabbed her by the hair and slapped her face
with his cock.

Again, Elly couldn’t help but feel she
was being marked. As she looked up into his fiendish eyes, she
didn’t see William in there any longer—instead she saw some primal,
territorial being, some fiercely masculine unit of studly fucking
that saw her only as an object.

She whimpered, feeling so helplessly
turned on. She knew that something very odd, something possibly
even very dangerous was happening to her, but how was she supposed
to care about that when this alpha stud had marked her as his
property?

The thought that she was good enough
to be owned by such a complete stud had her pussy filling up with
lust again. Her pretty mouth worked up and down, trying to form
words of adoration.

“Suck it,” he commanded, his
voice low and booming. “You suck me off. Be a good
slut.”

The command made her completely weak
inside. She didn’t know how to refuse him. Most every part of her
didn’t want to. The thought of being dominated by him again—and
this time knowing that was what was happening all the way through
the act—made her even wetter than anything else that had happened
that night.

Her lips slid over his cock, and every
cell of her body exploded in applause. He tasted. So. Fucking.
Good!

She slurped up and down his cock,
doing everything she could think of to please him. She licked up
and down his rod and slid her lips on the head with wet kisses. Her
hand jacked up and down the long length of shaft that her throat
simply couldn’t take down.

But he wanted her to take it anyway.
Hold her hair in one hand, he cranked her neck back and began to
shove his cock deep down her mouth and into her throat. The massive
length went deeper, deeper, deeper—much farther than Elly could
ever have thought she could take him. It was like her body was
changing just to fit him, just to accommodate this stud! His
incredible wealth of meat was entered all the way into her body so
that her lips were touching his incredible crotch…and then he
pulled out and shoved in again!

In and out like that he used her,
abused her mouth like she had been designed for his pleasure. Maybe
she had. Her body began vibrating with the need to cum again, and
she could feel his own balls tensing up as he fucked her face and
her throat.

He came again, shooting his hot load
all over her face and body, practically drowning her in an endless
stream of white hot jizz.

She could only murmur in surprise, her
pussy drowning in wet hot lust, as he walked away and looked out
the window of the hotel.

Moaning wordlessly, she crawled after
his now tall, hulk-like form. His cum dripped off of her. She slid
her tongue around and captured some of it—it tasted heavenly. His
body seemed to be growing more and more muscles by the second, his
cock looking even more enormous. The thick head of it pressed up
against the window pane and stained it with his and Elly’s
juices.

“You’ve done something to
me,” he said.

His voice had become monstrously deep,
like there was someone else living inside of his body now. She
noticed again how his muscles had become more defined, his body
even more wonderfully ripped than before. It was pornographic just
to look at the hard edges of his ass, his pecs, his triceps and
biceps, all bulging with hot strength. His cock stood at full
attention, presiding over Elly’s kneeling form like some king in a
court.

He bent over, pulling her chin up with
a single finger the size of three of Elly’s put together. He was
like some animal current given form, some primal being, some force
of nature.

“You’ve done something to me…and I’m going to thank you for
it.”

Then he tossed her on the bed, and the
rest was a blissful darkness.
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Now that she had been able
to think about it, Elly could barely remember what he did to her on
the bed now after seeing his transformation—the only thing that
filled up her memories was pleasure. Hard, forceful, rough pleasure
penetrating into her body again and again, almost more than she
could stand. Or, perhaps it was
more than she could stand. That’s why she didn’t
remember anything.

Looking at Rhonda, though, and the way
her face kept slapping against the bed frame as William pumped into
her from behind, she could venture a few guesses about what had
happened to her.

It wasn’t so hard to figure out how
Rhonda had arrived up there—she arrived at the hotel bar, and her
always-punctual friend Elly was nowhere to be found. Rhonda asked
the bartender, and perhaps was confused by his description of
straitlaced Elly seeming to fall all over herself to get at some
stranger. A good friend, she decided to investigate any foul play.
Instead, she met the hunk-god that William had become…and was
unable to stop herself from begging for his cock to fill her up
like she had never known she always needed.

The hunk seemed to notice that Elly
was watching. He grinned at her, his yellow eyes glowing. His
fucking increased, his thrusts more forceful.

Elly found her breath
catching, her cunt quivering with need. She knew that wasn’t
William—she knew that whoever it was might not even be
human, but she couldn’t
help wanting him.

With a deep roar he came, spraying
inside of Rhonda and then pushing her off to spray all over her.
The amount of his cum was almost beyond belief—covering Rhonda’s
whole body. Rhonda was lost in orgasm, as if each new sensation she
felt with his cum inside of her was worthy of another orgasm. Elly
shivered, dragging a finger up her body and tasting—the same cum
covering her, covering Rhonda.

Something about the both of them being
marked, being owned by this alpha stud, was so very hot to her. It
made her knees feel like jelly. Her and her best friend, property.
God, she hoped he would order them to make out so he could
watch.

But the stud slipped out of Rhonda and
seemed to become smaller. Not just his cock softening after the
huge orgasm—all of him became smaller. Muscles, hair,
everything.

He turned to look at her—and she saw
William’s scared face inside of the stud’s form.

“What’s…what’s happened?” he asked, looking around at the
wreckage of the room.

His voice sounded equal parts
terrified and amazed. That was rather how Elly felt, though with a
heaping dosage of arousal on top of that.

“You…you fucked me, William. You fucked me…” she bit her lip,
whimpering a bit. “You fucked us an incredible amount. And her,
too.”

“Her?”

In a daze, he looked over at Rhonda,
who was humming happily, gobbling down heaps of cum she found all
over the bed and her body. It was like ambrosia to her.

“Your slave, Master,” Rhonda cooed with perfect
delight.

Elly had never heard her friend so
content, or so perfectly sexified.

Rhonda continued.
“I am your slave, now
and forever. Thank you so much for fucking all of my horrible will
away.”

“I
did…I did what?”
William put a hand to his head. “Oh god. I did fucking
what?”

Elly stepped forward. “You…you don’t
know?”

“Of course I don’t know! I’ve never even…I mean with you…I
mean that was my first time. Ever. With anybody! I got set up on
that date by my sister. She thought I was too…too introspective, I
don’t know. A shut-in.”

A glimmering feeling of
pride swelled within Elly, even though she knew it shouldn’t have.
She was his first. Her alpha god had been brought to this earth by whatever
special force her hot cunt had laying in wait.

“No,” he wiped his face, pacing. “No, I can remember now.
Images. It’s like looking through a lens or something. I felt…I
feel something with you. Something really, really old. Like we’re
magnets or something. Am I nuts? Do you feel that?”

Elly definitely did. She nodded
eagerly. “I don’t know what it is. And I know that what’s happened
to Rhonda is wrong, but…” she rushed toward him and then held back,
holding her hands around her sides. “...but oh my god I still just
want you so much, William. I can’t explain it.”

He sat down on a chair. It took all of
Elly’s willpower not to hop on his lap and stroke his hair and kiss
his cute face. He pointed at Rhonda.

“I
don’t know exactly what’s happened…but I did everything to that
one—”

“Rhonda.”

“Right, Rhonda. I did everything to her that I did to you. And
you’re not…”

“Mindless? Hypnotized by lust? Your complete devoted
servant?”

Bits of anger had leaked into her
voice. Elly couldn’t tell if it was because Rhonda’s life had
abruptly been shattered, or because the same hadn’t been done to
her.

“Right. Look, I know you must be mad with me, but…” he took a
breath, holding his chest. “That wasn’t me. I don’t know what’s
inside me. I just know that something about you unlocked it…and
something about you is able to withstand it. And if…Elly, if it
comes out again, I might take someone else. Please…you’re the only
one who can help me. You must feel that. I think you’re immune
somehow. Otherwise you’d be…you’d be just like her.”

She had noticed that too…and she
couldn’t ignore that surge of power she had felt when they fucked
for the first time. Certainly, much of it had come from him, but
she also felt something coming from within herself as well. Was
there something special about her, interacting with whatever it was
that had unleashed in him?

Sighing, she came closer to
him. Despite herself, she felt even a little bad for him. Who would want to
completely wipe out the mind of some complete stranger? It was a
terrible thing to have on a conscience.

Even if—some naughty and
terrible and quite vocal part of her mind whispered—even if
it was sort of
hot.

Even if that was the sort of thing
that she fantasized about so often—having a stud in control of her
life, her every decision. A stud so powerful that he could take
whoever he wanted—an alpha stud god who needed her to even become
that stud to begin with…and needed her to tame him as well. Her
pussy sent thrills of pleasure up and down her body at the
thought.

She took his hand and drew close to
him.

“I
do feel it, William. I’ll help you. I’ll do whatever I
can.”

“I
have an idea about that, but I don’t know if you’ll like
it.”

“Yes?”

She hoped he was going to suggest
kissing him. She felt herself needing to do that again now that she
had touched him.

“I think...I think this...this thing inside
me. I think it's tied to my arousal. I think if I'm turned on for
too long, it comes out. And then even if it cums a lot, it's still
not sated. Not until every woman I see...it sees, is filled. So I
have to nip it in the bud. So could you...I mean—”

“You need to me to make you
not be aroused?”

He smiled, sheepish. “Yeah. Could you
just, you know, stroke me off? I…I need it, Elly. To stay in
control. I need...I need you.”

Her heart leapt. Oh god yes. She could
do that. She wanted to so bad. Trying not to let her need and lust
show so nakedly on her face, she nodded and slipped down onto one
of his legs, stroking his naked, stiffening cock. Feeling tender,
she kissed his forehead as she began. He kissed her
back.

“I
can’t help but feel the most disastrous feelings for you,
Elly.”

“I
know,” she said. “Me too.”

And Elly held this man so tight, this
man who had so quickly become her entire world, stroking his thick,
hard cock in the quiet hotel room. She kissed him, trying to lose
herself in his lips, his hardness, and struggled to keep her mind
free of thoughts of what she had gotten into, and whether she ever
wanted to get out.
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