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Bound by forces they had no
comprehension of, William, Elly, and the newly-christened slave
Rhonda arrived at Elly’s small one-story house in the suburbs early
in the morning, trying to sort out what to do next.

Well, that was only
accurate up to a point. Elly certainly wanted to know what to do next, but
she was busy trying to negotiate between parallel parking on the
street and stroking William’s cock, trying to keep his new urges
under control. In the backseat, Rhonda was watching the redheaded
Elly’s efforts with longing, fingering her clit and giving herself
orgasm after shuddering orgasm, which William had allowed her to do
on the way there after much begging from Rhonda.

The voluptuous Elly stroked William so
diligently because if he went too long without orgasming, they had
discovered, his arousal level would build up enough reserves to
unleash the massively built, incredibly dominant stud god hidden
somewhere inside of him. And then, he might break the minds and
wills of more women just like he had done to Rhonda. For whatever
reason, Elly was immune.

It was, Elly had to admit, a very odd
situation all around.

Of course, Elly loved stroking him.
She loved the feel of his cock in her hands, how strong he was, how
slick his rod felt from his precum and all the numerous times he
had cum since they had met only hours before.

He stared at her with clear lust in
the seat across from her, moaning and groaning through another
round of spurting, covering her hand with his white gooey gift. She
put the car into park and licked her hand dry, trying to show him
how much he meant to her, already, even after just meeting him mere
hours before in the hotel where they had come from.

Their connection was raw, hot,
animalistic. She didn’t know why it was so strong. She didn’t
care.

It was six in the morning now, and
Saturday. Elly had hoped that would be early enough for no one to
see them—she didn’t really know how to explain the man who was
naked except for a pair of torn pants (William’s alter-ego had
destroyed much of his clothing) and her friend Rhonda who was
doting after the half-naked William and calling him Master. They
drove William’s car, as it had been closer to them in the parking
lot next to the hotel where they had all met.

“Okay,” he said, nodding. “I’m ready.”

Already, she could see his member
stiffening slightly as he looked at her. She felt a rush of pride
move through her. His stamina and endurance had apparently
increased quite a bit with the awakening of whatever beast was
inside of him. Elly wore her dress from the night before, short and
blue, showing off quite a bit of leg.

They stepped out of the car and rushed
across the short lawn to get inside Elly’s house. She heard a door
open next door, and saw her neighbor Katya begin arranging the
trash cans to take them out to the curb. She was dressed in a tight
pair of shorts and a faded gray tee. Waving her hands, Elly rushed
William and Rhonda inside, turning around to smile at
Katya.

The cute young eighteen year-old had
long straight blond hair that stretched halfway down her back. She
was rather slender—and would have seemed almost dangerously skinny
if not for the clear lean musculature filling her arms, torso, and
legs. Her eyes were enormous and blue and somehow managed to always
captivate Elly’s attention when they were talking.

“Hey there, stranger,” said Katya, beaming a bright smile.
“Having guests over?”

“Oh, yeah. Yep. Guests!”

Elly really had no idea how to answer.
Her mind, while somewhat alert, was also thoroughly exhausted by
the night’s erotic events. An arrangement of weird nods and hand
wavy motions accompanied all her words.

“Did you guys go clubbing all night or something?”

Elly nodded, still not knowing what to
do with her eyes or mouth.

“You just, y’know. I’ve never seen you stay out
before.”

A long, elaborate shrug pushed through
Elly’s body, seemingly of its own volition. Words started spilling
out of her, all by themselves.

“Oh we just had, you know, sort of a late night. It’s been a
weird night all around!” Elly tried to laugh. “I guess we’ll see
you later okay bye!”

And with that, Elly rushed inside,
feeling bad.

Katya was a sweet girl, new in town.
She was going to school at the university downtown not too far from
where Elly worked. They had run into each other a number of times,
and so far, Elly had turned down Katya’s frequent offers to grab a
cup of coffee.

Katya had been asking about three or
four times a week, as a matter of fact.

That was frequent, wasn’t it? That was
really frequent. She must have really been looking for a
friend.

It wasn’t that Elly wasn’t happy to
talk with her. She just hadn’t had time. She hoped that Katya
didn’t think she disliked her—and with the way Elly just blew her
off, now Katya had even more reason to think that was the
case.

Great. World’s worst
neighbor.

Elly sighed. She could worry about it
later.

Inside her small house, William was
already fending off the lithe, slender Rhonda. She bit down on her
thick lower lip, gazing needfully at her Master.

He had sat down on the couch, and
Rhonda was there in front of him, on her knees, begging with her
hands up.

“May I just nuzzle your feet, Master?” she asked. “I promise
not to suck your toes if you don’t want me to. But please, can I
curl up next to them?”

William looked over at Elly, desperate
for help. Elly thought he looked a bit cute, and had to resist the
urge to tell him to let the poor girl be his footwarmer.

Rhonda was her friend, her
dearest friend, this was totally true. And Elly did want her friend to have her mind
and her will to herself. But at the same time…Elly’s cunt just got
so quivery and hot from imagining Rhonda sucking off her new lover.
These competing desires seemed to be par for the course when it
came to William.

“What if you got us some drinks, Rhonda?” suggested
Elly.

Rhonda, excitedly, nodded up at
William. “Master? Would you like a drink?”

“Yes. Some…some water, please. With ice. And whatever Elly
wants.”

Rhonda turned to Elly, that same
vacant, pleasant emptiness in her eyes.

“None for me, thanks.”

The interior of Elly’s home was
quaint, nice. She had framed posters of old sixties rock-and-roll
bands on the red-painted walls for a sort of vintage look. Her
living room had the standard arrangement of television, couch,
coffee table, and a few potted plants in the corners. Her bedroom
was down the hall at the end of the living room, as was the
bathroom and the laundry room. The kitchen, next to the entryway,
was at the other end.

William tugged her close, pulling her
down on the couch on top of him. They kissed for a moment. She
loved his lips, the shape of them. Such perfectly shaped, perfectly
thick lips. She dragged her teeth off them as he pulled
away.

“I
really need you to stroke me off again.”

“Already?”

“Yeah.”

His cheeks were flushed. He was
embarrassed! That was cute. She pulled his pants down, admiring his
wiry musculature. He was so cut. The turn of his obliques melding
down to his hips made her heart race.

“I’m sorry. She’s just…so hot. And so eager.
It’s…so…”

Elly was already stroking him. Elly
enjoyed giving him the handjobs, but she had to make them so quick!
She knew that William was afraid of his dominant side—his
alter-ego. Stud-ego. Studform.

Mmmph. Elly had to struggle with
herself not to let that happen. It was so tempting to encourage
that hot, wickedly dominating side of his come out to play, to
dominate her. Maybe...maybe if he was out long enough, then he
could shatter whatever immunity Elly seemed to have? Then she
wouldn't have to have any cares or worries ever again. Just hot,
blissful obedience to her Master.

She knew it was wrong to want that,
but...god. He was so fucking hot like that!

“Yeah, Master,” she moaned,
sliding her hand up and down on his cock. “Tell me what your slave
is to you…”

She got a thrill from calling him
that.

“El…Elly…”

Rhonda strutted back over and handed
William his drink. Shaking a bit, he took it.

Taking a long sip, he kept his eyes on
her. She imagined the slippery feel of the drink sliding down his
throat, and wanted her own special drink just from him.

She knew that they needed to spend
some time on fixing their problem, on focusing on whatever it was
that was happening to them.

William wasn't the only one who had
power awakened within him. Something had woken up in Elly as well
in the hotel. Something that had both woken William's studform, but
also calmed it as well, something that had been able to bring
William back to himself. It was like—if Elly was willing to give in
to her romantic thoughts—like they were made for each
other.

She could feel that power within her,
even now, pushing and tingling her insides, like her soul was on
fire. But William was so close, and so good, and so warm and it
felt so nice to snuggle up against him and hear him
speak.

“That…that’s so hot…” he
said finally, taking a long sip from his water glass. “When you
call me Master. I like that a lot. But I’m afraid if you keep
talking like that, I’m going to change again.”

She slowed her strokes. “You’re
right.”

“Can we talk about something
else?”

She slipped her legs over his, sliding
her thigh forward gently into his crotch. Fuck, he was sooo hot. He
had a lantern jaw and deep dark eyes that made him just so
impossible to ignore.

Still stroking his thick,
precum-slathered cock softly, she stared at him soulfully as his
hands slid up and down her soft thighs. Occasionally, he would lean
forward and give her a squeeze on her ass, her hips, her waist with
his free hand. She didn’t mind in the slightest. She liked the way
he touched her, his hands so rough but still so gentle.

They couldn’t just stare at each other
this whole time—though it seemed William was very content doing
just that. She set his glass down on the nearby coffee table,
wanting his hands more free to adore her.

“So, Mr. Mysterious William.
What do you do?” she asked him.

She certainly felt like she should
know something about him other than the fact that she was desperate
for his cock practically all the time.

He smiled, shaking his head. “I’m a
security guard, for now. My brother is too, and he landed me the
job when I got laid off.”

“You used to be in
business?”

“No, I was a firefighter.
Just for about six months, though. Budget cuts, plus my rookie
status, meant I was one of the first to go. I still volunteer,
but…”

“It’s not the
same.”

“Right.” He toyed with the
blue fabric of her dress. “What about you? What do you
do?”

“I'm just working in an
office right now. I do social media stuff. Nothing exciting like
security.”

He laughed. “Trust me. It's not that
exciting. It's better that way.”

“Did you save anybody? As a
firefighter, I mean.”

He shrugged. “Sure. I mean,
probably. Where I was, we had a lot of brushfires. So we saved a
lot of houses, a lot of livestock. We had to work in tandem with
park rangers, local police, that sort of thing. But nobody out of a
burning building, if that’s what you mean.”

She leaned forward, pressing her big
tits, so perfectly primed in her tight dress, against his
arm.

“I bet you would have,” she
purred, feeling flirtatious. “I bet you would have saved so many
people. You’re so very brave.”

“I’m brave, huh?”

“Oh yes. I have a sense
about these matters, and I can sense all sorts of good things about
you.”

Rhonda appeared to be waiting for the
slightest pause in Elly and William’s conversation, which had
appeared now. Her eyes were latched firmly onto William's cock,
still being stroked by Elly.

“Please, Master? May I touch it? May I serve you? Oh Master,
please?”

She was sliding her fingers over her
crotch, not quite being ordered to touch her pussy and so therefore
not doing it.

“Rhonda…Rhonda, stop that,” said William, making a face. “Stop
touching yourself.”

She did, clearly in discomfort. Elly
was worried.

“Rhonda…are you okay?”

Rhonda clearly heard her, but did not
respond. Perhaps in her Master’s presence, she felt obligated only
to respond to whatever he said. William picked up on this as
well.

“Rhonda, are you all right?” he asked.

“I
am in your presence, Master. All is wonderful and well.”

“You look like you're in
pain. You sound like it, too.”

“I…I cannot lie, Master. Not pleasuring you is discomfiting
for me. And to see you in pleasure, without touching myself…that is
very difficult. I feel as though my soul is being spread apart,
like bread dough.”

“Oh god,” said William, head rolling back.

Elly took a breath.
“What do we do?”

“I
don’t know…I don’t know!”

He tried to sit up on the couch
somewhat. Elly followed him, keeping her hand on his perfect cock.
God, she wanted to just sink her mouth down and suck him for the
rest of the day.

William continued. “I mean,
I don’t want to force myself on her, but if it’s
hurting her not to
pleasure herself…”

Elly couldn’t help but feel turned on
the thought of her man ordering her best friend around. It seemed
completely right, somehow, for Rhonda to be doing it. She was a
slave, now. She was a slave and William was her Master. Whenever
they could change that, maybe they would, but for now, that was the
reality of the situation. They should just accept it and make the
best of it.

And have her man fuck as many women as
possible. Elly suppressed a moan with the thought.

“You should do it.”

William nodded, shrugging and making a
face.

“I’m sorry, I know she’s your friend, I just—”

“Shh, it’s okay,” Elly put a finger to his lips, smiling
wickedly. “I know you don’t want her enslaved. And neither do I.
We’ll fix that, somehow. But while she’s like that…we may as well
enjoy it, right?”

“What?”

Elly started picking up the pace with
her strokes. His cock twitched hotly in her hand. She leaned in and
whispered in his ear.

“I
think it’s really hot you’ve enslaved my friend, William. I really
do. I…I find it so fucking hot that you’re the only cock that’s
ever been inside of her...I find that so hot, Master.”

He moaned at the title,
just like she had wanted.

“And I find it even hotter
that you could make her do whatever you say. I think that’s so, so
sexy.”

“Oh fuck. Oh…oh, Elly…”

William’s cock strengthened once again
in her hands. Elly purred with the need to see him cum
again.

Elly wanted her friend to return to
normal. She really did. And yet, she couldn’t help but feel that it
would be so hot, so incredibly, earth-shakingly, pussy-wettingly
hot if Rhonda never did. If her will was lost, forever. If she was
serving and adoring Elly and especially William for the rest of her
life.

Something about that made the hot
lusty engines of Elly’s wicked mind purr in attention.

“Yeah,” Elly moaned. “Cum for me, baby, please? Cum thinking
about my friend being your slave. Cum thinking about us
both serving you…cum
because you’re my Master.”

“Oh god, Elly…”

“Call me your slave? Please, Master? Say I’m your
slave.”

“You’re my slave,” he moaned, like a chant. “You’re my slave.
You’re my fucking slave. You’re my slave oh fuck oh
Elly…”

“Tell Rhonda to touch
herself, please? Tell her to cum? Call her your slave
too!”

“Rhonda...cum for me slave.
Touch yourself and cum, slave.”

Rhonda moaned with delight. “Yes,
Master!”

Watching Rhonda respond immediately,
needing only the barest of touches before another wave of orgasms
rushed through her, must have been too much for William. With a
long shuddering moan, holding Elly tight, he came, spurting all
over Elly's dress.

She loved watching the bliss cross
over his handsome face. Staring into his eyes while he came was
like some kind of perfect dream come true. She licked up his cum,
sliding each and every bit into her mouth. After breathing hard for
several moments, he stood up, gently moving her off of his
lap.

“I
need a shower, all right? I think I’m okay for now. But I’d like
some time to think.”

Elly was amazed—and always had been,
really—at the ability of an orgasm for men to clear their heads.
Her orgasms only left her more turned on, usually. They turned her
thoughts to sorghum. With a man, it seemed like the orgasm just
cleared out his docket, and let him focus on other things. William
was, apparently, not so different in that regard.

She watched the ass of her man as he
walked into the bathroom, so nicely shaped, and let out a long
sigh.

Fuck, I love
him.

And then she
thought—oh no.

She…she loved him. Oh wow. Oh no. Oh…oh god,
could she really be sure about that?

It was just that she had never felt
anything like this before. This felt so good, so real and
permanent. Everything about him was so endlessly fascinating and
her entire body felt like it was lit on fire when he was near and
ohh oh god…

There was a gentle knock at the door.
Elly, still in a daze, didn't bother to change out of her
cum-stained dress or even move Rhonda somewhere less visible as she
walked over to answer it.

It was Katya—dressed now completely
differently than she had been before.

She wore a tiny denim skirt with a
metal-studded belt. Her long, tanned legs looked splendid and
polished. She had not a hair out of place, framing her youthful,
vibrant face. Her halter top was tight, allowing the firm, perky
lift of her breasts to be on sexy display.

“We need to talk,” Katya said, barely looking at Elly as she
rushed inside.

“Wait, no—”

It was too late. She walked right by
Rhonda fingering herself, moaning and purring against the ground in
a post-orgasmic haze, whispering “Master…Masterrr…”

Elly was certain that Katya was going
to call the cops as soon as she saw the slender blonde having her
way with herself. Instead, she merely raised an eyebrow.

“I
suppose that’s why I noticed such spikes of raw power emanating
from here. Do you know that every second she thinks about him,
she’s only more and more enslaved? That’s some seriously powerful
stuff, Elly.”

Elly closed the door,
shaking her head. “I…what? You what?
Second what?”

Katya smiled. Her eyes, clear and blue
and large, dominated much of her beautiful face.

“Right. Sorry. You don’t know.”

She grabbed Elly’s hands. Her grip was
soft, her palms softer.

“Sit down with me, yes?”

They both sat down on the nearby
couch, facing each other. Katya kept her hands attached to Elly’s.
On the other end of the house, Elly heard the shower
starting.

“You need to hear something, and you need to hear it right
away. It’s the only way any of this is going to make any sense at
all.”

“O-okay?”

Elly’s head was spinning. She felt
like Katya’s grip was the only thing keeping her attached to the
ground.

“You’re a witch, Elly. That’s why I’ve been trying to talk
with you.”

“Wh-what?”

“You’re a witch. I’m a witch too. We are both witches, you and
I. We possess immense amounts of power and are part of an
incredibly ancient sisterhood.”

Elly waited for signs of a joke. Some
glimmering of a smile floating around Katya’s lips. But there was
nothing—just brutal, stark sincerity. She could hear Rhonda’s
gentle schlicking sounds in the background, her moans punctuating
the constant quivers of her pleasure.

“That’s…that’s a lot to take in.”

“I
know, dear. But you need to know it. There’s so much you need to
know—so much you need to train! There is, I can sense, a rather
large reserve of power within you, and the sooner you learn how to
control it, the better off you’ll be.”

Elly tried to look away from Katya's
gaze, finding it a bit hard. Looking away from such a beautiful
woman had not been high on Elly's priority list as of
late.

“What do you mean? Can’t I just…just ignore it? I’ve been
doing that so far.”

“Ignore it?” Katya drew back, like she had been slapped. “No.
No, you can’t do that. It’s a wonderful thing, being gifted, and
besides that, when witches go too long without using power, the
result can be…rather unfortunate.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know how if you’re constantly pouring hot water into a
tupperware, and it gets all melty and weird? It’s sort of like
that.”

“Oh. Oh god.”

“Right. So we’re going to learn, yes?”

“Yes.”

God, yes. Anything not to have melty
parts. She wondered if she could learn from home. Was witching like
a correspondence course? Were there schools? Tutors? She had so
many questions running through her mind—and they all seemed valid.
She decided to start small.

“Why didn’t I know earlier?”

“Witchery isn’t puberty, dear.” Katya let out a small,
slightly condescending laugh. “It takes time to develop and set in.
It takes years and years and years. Many witches don’t even know
about their powers until they’re forty or fifty. I was fifty-eight
when I found out.”

“Fifty-eight? What are you talking about?”

Katya giggled and tossed her long,
lustrous blond hair back. “I know, right? I look amazing, don’t
I?”

“Well, yes.”

“That’s
part of our gift. We’re immortal. Sort of. We need to…well.” Katya
made a face. “This next part is sensitive, so I need you to hear me out,
all right?”

This sounded bad.

“It’s sensitive?”

“You may not like it. And it involves hurting people. Well,
mortals, anyway. I know you think of them as people right now, but
once you’ve lived a few hundred years, that opinion starts shifting
around.”

“You don’t think of mortals—” Elly stopped herself. “You don’t
think of people as people?”

“More like children squabbling around in a playground. You’ll
see. But look, we stay immortal through draining.”

Elly's heart started pounding, and not
in a good way.

“That…that sounds probably exactly as evil as I imagine it
is.”

“'Evil’ is such a harsh word. Try 'necessary.'”

At this point, Elly wasn't sure if she
could try anything that Katya said.

 

The problem was that, if
Elly was willing to sift through the haze of lust that had been the
last twelve hours or so, there wasn't any other explanation for
what she had seen and felt that even began to make the slightest
bit of sense. And now that she had a name for it—that she was
a witch, of all
things—she was already starting to attach herself to the
idea.

Magic. Real.

Yes, she could believe
that.

“So...” Elly struggled. “...we drain just any old
person?”

Katya shook her head,
smiling and gripping Elly's hand tighter. “No, of course not. That would
be evil. And draining a normal mortal wouldn’t
last us very long, besides. A few years, maybe. No—there are men.
Special men. Men with power. Lots and lots of it. They don’t know
about it—sort of like how you didn’t.”

A deep dread started to form inside of
Elly's heart.

“You’re drawn to William, dear, because there’s an enormous
reserve of power inside of him. Your power is awakening…and the
threads of fate just sort of started pulling you two into each
other by proximity. It’s completely preordained that you would
drain him with me, Elly.”

“Drain him? Are you kidding? I love
him!”

She said that with such conviction, as
if it had been true for ten thousand years. That is sort of what it
felt like—even though the truth was that she had only known (if she
could call it knowing) for less than ten minutes.

“Oh, dear.” Katya tsked, shaking her head. “Oh dear, dear,
dear. That won’t do at all. You don’t understand, do you? We can
harvest his power…I can share him with you. If what I've been
sensing is correct, he’s powerful enough to give us both at least a
good two or three hundred years of youth and beauty. Could you
imagine?”

“I
do understand all that, I think,” said Elly. “But I’m not sure if
you do. Understand me, I mean.”

“Look, if you’re worried about losing a good fuck, I
completely understand, dear. I really do.” Katya nodded
sympathetically. “But imagine! You’ll be as hot as you like for two
hundred years! Do you know how many doors open up to gorgeous
women? I’ve earned over five figures just last month from men who
were in love with me.”

“And I suppose you didn’t use any magic to convince him of
that.”

Katya smiled with a rather
lascivious amount of guilt. “Well, maybe
a little just to
push their minds in the right direction…but that was only speeding
up the inevitable.”

Elly sighed, brushing her hair back.
Katya really was so very fucking pretty. Her recently re-awakened
bisexual side—so thoroughly indulged in with Rhonda—was having
trouble not noticing Katya’s clear beauty. So, it was an easy thing
to imagine Katya extorting or blackmailing or just plain convincing
men to give her money through her beauty.

But, this wasn't going to work. Elly
couldn't allow anything to happen to Katya.

“I
mean,” said Elly. “I really, really appreciate that you are…trying
to show me the ropes, here. I do. I think it’s very…” Elly searched
for tact. “…very gracious of you. But I just can’t drain the man I
love. Can’t there be…other men? You’re so gorgeous now. Certainly
you’ve got many years of beauty ahead of you. Why not just
wait?”

Katya's face had become
very serious. “A find like this isn’t
something we wait on, Elly. There’s bigger concerns.”

“Bigger concerns? Like what?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“I am worried about it.”

Katya shrugged. “I think, that if
you've seen what's happened to Rhonda there, then you already know
our concerns.”

“Oh...” Elly sighed. “Oh
god.”

“He won't stop, Elly. Your
immunity has lasted you this long, but if he has enough power built
up inside of him, it won't matter. He'll take everyone he
sees.”

“I just...I thought I
was...different.” Elly's head drooped down.

“I'm sorry,
dear.”

A terrific sadness had replaced the
dread inside of Elly—or had landed on top of it, and now the two
wrestled for dominance in her roiling belly.

“No, I
mean, I could feel it. I could feel that it didn't affect me.” As
she said the words, the memory of the feeling became that much more
clear. “That it almost...didn't want to, I think.”

“I understand. I'm just
telling you that whatever you thought you felt was just a result of
our natural immunity from being witches. I'm as immune as you
are.”

Elly wasn't sure she
believed that. But maybe she just didn't want to believe it.

God, she wished she knew more about
magic!

“I don't care. I don't
care!” Elly stood up, pointing at the door. “I’m sorry, but I need you to leave, please. I just, I don’t
want any part of it. I want you to leave until William and I can
figure this out, okay?”

Katya stood up with her. She cupped
Elly's face—her hands were filled with warmth, and sent a long, hot
shiver through Elly's body.

“Ah, well. It’s a shame you don’t want to cooperate. I suppose
you can just hang out in the closet, okay?”

Elly tried to say something in
response, but then felt the hot tendrils of Katya’s magic slinking
around her. She realized suddenly they had been wrapping around her
for quite some time now—it was only now, though, that she realized
they were there. Like a snake in hiding, they struck and
constricted—and Elly couldn’t move or speak.

Casually, Katya picked her
up—levitating her off the ground and leading her through the small
house on a sparkling leash—and slipped her into the bedroom
closet.

“I
know you’re thinking, ‘You bitch. What are you doing?’
Right?”

Katya giggled. Her tits bounced in her
tiny top.

“Well…um,
that’s sort of a dumb question though, right? Obviously, based on
the conversation we just
had, I’m going to completely seduce the love of
your life and then transform him into a lifeless husk, duh. And
make you watch, also. Because you need to learn this lesson to be a
proper witch.”

Elly continued to struggle as Katya
levitated her into the bedroom—locking the door behind her to keep
Rhonda out—and then into the closet. She shut the door.

Elly could see through the slats of
the closet into the room—her queen-sized bed with its green sheets,
the beige walls, the dresser with the long mirror on top. Idly, she
wished she had less shoes—her legs were mashed against at least
half a dozen pairs and it wasn't very comfortable in
there.

She could hear the water of the shower
turn off. Katya smiled and winked at Elly, and arranged herself on
the bed. Elly watched her try out a few poses—bent over, laying
supine, elbows-up on her belly. Her body, with each pose, looked
more and more sexy.

She could hear William step out of the
shower and grab a towel off the rack, drying himself.

“Elly?”

Katya had settled on just a normal
sitting position, her legs crossed and swinging. Her legs were
long, exquisitely muscled, and bronzed.

After another minute, William walked
out, looking down at himself and the teddy-bear plus hearts shirt
he had stretched over his broad chest. “Elly, I put on a shirt of
yours. I hope that’s all right. It doesn’t really fit, but it was
the only thing you had. Some sweat pants too.”

Inanely, Elly worried that he would
think that she was some insane shut-in when he had seen the gross
amount of sweat pants and flannel pajama bottoms she had. It got
cold in the house, dammit!

She sighed, frustrated with
herself—that was really not the main issue at hand right
now.

“Hi there, stud.”

Katya’s voice dripped sex.
In fact, all of her did. Where only minutes before, her body
language, posture, gestures and even her intonation bespoke of an
innocent teenage girl who was just learning the ways of the world,
now that was all changed. Now, Katya was pure teenage seductress, a
girl who had been with all kinds of men—but who especially needed the one she saw
now.

Elly could sense sharp tugging
sensations in the air—strings of magic wrapping around William,
pulling him toward Katya. And if she focused on those sensations,
she could just almost see sharp, twinkling, glittering bands
running through the air.

Magic.

“Who are you?” asked William.

“I’m Katya, darling. Didn’t Elly mention me to
you?”

“Elly? No. Where is Elly?”

“She’s out. She went to get you some new clothes. She thought
you would need them.” Katya smirked. “It looks like she was
right.”

“Listen, I don’t know who you are, but you…you’ve got to get
out of here.”

“Do I? But I just got here, and this bed is
so comfy. Come try it.
You look like you need to relax a little.”

William shook his head.
“What were you going to talk with Elly
about? I can…I can tell her, and you two can meet again
later.”

“She said…she said some things that I found really
hot.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” William gulped.

“She said you were just…irresistible. And that you turned all
these women into slaves.”

“Just...just one woman.”

“Mmm.” Katya tossed her
hair back, touching one erect, visible nipple. That’s sooo hot. I
bet you could turn anybody you thought was hot into your slave,
couldn’t you?”

“No. I mean, maybe. I mean, I don’t know. I’m not sure how it
works.”

Inexplicably, Elly was so fucking
turned on by this. Katya was doing a hell of a job of making the
room hot. She was, in fact, rooting for William to turn into his
dominant side. Turn, she screamed at him with her thoughts. Turn!
That's the only way you can live!

Katya slid a finger down her neck to
her breasts.

“Do you think I’m really hot, William?”

He nodded dumbly, eyes tracing the
line her finger was making. Katya had centuries of seduction
experience wrapped in the body of a hot, tight, perfect eighteen
year-old girl. She was irresistible. Elly found herself not blaming
William at all for falling for the witch babe.

“I
could be all yours, you know. Alllll yours. You wouldn’t have to
worry about Elly at all. Or you could have me and her together.
Would you like that? Would you like to fuck both of us? To own both
of us? Sir?”

William groaned long and deep, his
voice beginning to sound otherworldly. He wrapped his hands around
his chest.

“Please…I can feel…I can feel it trying to get out. You don’t
know what you’re asking. I’m going to…going to…”

“You’re going to what, Sir? You’re going to get all big and
hunky? You’re going to fucking own me?” Katya slipped up on the
bed, getting on all fours and slipping up her tight skirt to show
William her ass—and her complete lack of panties. “Go on, then.
I want it. I
can handle it.
Get fucking big. Fucking own
me, baby.”

Through the slat in the closet, Elly
watched him change. For a moment, it just seemed like he was
shaking. Then a long, deep rumbling filled the house. The walls
cracked open, and the radiator in the corner burst
apart.

The shirt of hers that he had put on
ripped apart, practically dissolving. The pants split open and then
fell down in tatters, his massive cock quickly rising to hardness.
It was enormous. He was enormous. Easily over seven foot tall and
four hundred pounds of solid, incredible muscle. Each part of him
was chiseled from stone—god, to even suggest that he had a six-pack
was ridiculous. He had a ten-pack at least.

Outside the room, they could hear
Rhonda moaning and purring against the door, calling out for her
Master. Elly could imagine her best friend’s fingers buried deep
inside of her pussy, needing so bad to see her Alpha Stud
God.

Elly was feeling much the same way.
Her pussy was on fire. Oh god, she wanted to touch herself so bad!
Now that she had seen the Stud again, she couldn't imagine being
anywhere but on her knees. Her submissive nature was crying out for
release.

She had never been one for monogamy.
Before she had met William, when she imagined herself being
attached to someone, it always constructed in her mind as more of a
partnership. She and that partner would look out for each other,
and be the first priority to each other, no matter what.

If Elly decided to sleep with someone
else, that shouldn’t have been a problem for her ideal partner—and
if her partner decided to sleep with someone else, Elly had decided
not to have a problem with that.

It was only now, though, as she
watched William (or Other-William) about to fuck Katya that Elly
realized how much her man fucking another woman really turned her
on.

Katya’s big blue eyes had become even
bigger, her perfectly formed mouth trembling with lust. She dropped
to her knees, her hands tugging at her tiny top, trying to strip it
off herself..

“Oh…oh my…oh my fucking shit…”

Elly could see all of the tendrils of
Katya’s magic glowing bright red in the room—and then shattering
into small clouds of sparks as the Stud walked right through
them.

“Oh…oh my god.” Katya had succeeded now in
ripping off her top, revealing the pert, perky nature of her full,
sexy tits. “Oh my god. I was wrong. I was
so wrong. Oh my god, please! Please fuck me! Please, take me
now!”

Katya’s immediate transformation—from
haughty seductress to needy slut—was both gratifying, terrifying,
and electrifying for Elly. She was so turned on by the thought of
that vain, arrogant witch getting her mind fucked away by her
Man…and she knew that she would be able to watch. William would go
on to live, and go on to conquer, and she would be right at his
side, begging him to do it more and more.

The Stud was fully hard now, his cock
as hard as a crowbar. He pushed Katya down to her knees on the
bed—his cock was level with her torso. He dwarfed the hot witch,
and she looked like she enjoyed the size difference, that it turned
her on how he could break her in half without even much of an
effort.

“Naughty little slut,” he
boomed, “trying to control that whelp of a man. You should know
better.”

Katya nodded
enthusiastically. “I should
know better, Master. I should be
taught a fucking lesson.”

Gripping her by the throat, he brought
her gorgeous face up to his gigantic mouth.

“You worship me, now. I am all that is to you.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, her eyes full of terror and need.
“All that is!”

Elly knew, intrinsically, that all of
Katya’s terror was terror of not being good enough to please her
new Master. It was the terror that he would let her will return,
that he would end his total and complete dominance of her mind. He
pushed her down back on all fours, her ass up at him.

Thrusting violently, he pushed his
enormous, unprotected cock deep inside Katya's tight, needy pussy.
A hot, long bulge was visible beneath the flesh of Katya’s taut,
tiny sexy belly.

Katya's hair flew all over, her tits
bouncing, as he drilled into her again and again.

Elly was so turned on as she watched.
There were just so many angles of him she could see now! His
amazingly chiseled ass, flexing and unflexing. The massive and
intricate lines of his heavily muscled back. The mountains of his
shoulders, the throbbing hot rocks of his triceps.

And the pleasure that he was giving!
The pleasure he was receiving! There was something so incredibly
erotic about watching the man of her dreams thrust and fuck harder
and harder into Katya’s fertile cunt, owning her, more and more of
Katya’s weak, frivolous will being dissolved and eradicated with
each new mighty pound of his enormous bare cock.

He was a God. He was a Stud God on
this earth.

And he was there…just for
Elly.

Elly realized she could move. She
could go and worship just like she needed! She burst out of the
closet.

Immediately she slid on top of the bed
with him. He took her by the throat and drew her near. His grip on
her body, on her throat, felt so right and so hot.

“More witch cunt,” he growled. “Good.”

His mouth came over hers, his hot,
rough tongue pushing down inside of her mouth. Elly moaned, bliss
filling up her body.

“Oh yeah, Master,” moaned Katya, her Stud’s cock filling her
completely. “Kiss her. Kiss your chosen girl. Kiss your fucking
mate. Yeah!”

“That’s right, girl,” said the Stud. “You are my
mate.”

His mate. The very word made Elly's cunt
fill with hot bliss. There was nothing else she could imagine being
better than to be the one chosen, by him, to be his
forever.

The only thing better was—and in her
heart of hearts she knew this to be the truth—that it wasn’t just
him who had chosen her. It was, as Katya had intimated earlier,
something more along the lines of the universe dictating it. That
they had met because the music of the cosmos needed their union to
sing at its very loudest.

“I'm your mate,” Elly
moaned. “I'm your mate!”

“Beg me to cum,” he
ordered. “Beg me to own this slut.”

“Please!” she moaned
obediently. “Own her! Cum in her! Please, Master, cum! I need to
see it, oh my god!”

And at her behest, the Stud God came,
spilling himself inside of Katya. His exhalation was deep and long,
his huge hands digging hard into Katya's tight, young, small
body.

His magnificent pleasure filled the
room, the house. Elly could hear Rhonda cumming outside the door,
and could certainly see Katya cumming as her pussy overflowed with
his white, hot, gooey seed. He pulled out and sprayed down Katya's
back, covering her body and hair with his yummy jizz.

Elly came with him too—and felt
herself releasing something as she did. Something old, something
powerful...something that wrapped around William even as she
wrapped herself around him.

And so, breathing hard, the hot yellow
light fled from the Stud's eyes, and he slowly shrank down and
reverted back to his normal William self.

“Fuck.” He put a hand on
his face. “It happened again, didn't it?”

In his daze, he looked at Katya,
staring up at him with complete worship.

“Do not fret, Master,” she moaned, turning over on the bed,
smearing his cum everywhere. “You will be yourself again. We can
make sure of it. I know spells that can aid your
transformation.”

“You can make me normal?”

“Oh yes. You will be your normal, studly self forever…and this
mortal form will fade from you forever.”

He withdrew from her, like she had
opened a bag of snakes.

“No,” he said, throwing his hands up in the air. “No, that’s
not what I want. I…that other one…he’s different. It’s me, but it’s
not, do you understand?”

Elly nodded, moving toward him. She
wanted to touch him, to love him, so badly. “I think so. It opens
up things you want, but…those things, all of them feel like they’re
out of your control.”

“Yes,” he said, looking at her with some relief. “How did
you—”

“Because that’s how I feel every time I look at you.” She
slipped her hands around his waist, staring up at him, trying to
exude every bit of her feeling for him. “Because…because I’m in
love with you, William. Already. I am, completely. And I can’t help
it, and it’s shaping every decision I make…and I already just gave
in to it and I want to help you do whatever makes you feel
right.”

William's mouth opened and then closed
again. “Wow…wow.”

He drew her closer. His breaths landed
on her lips, so hot. But he didn't kiss her.

“Elly, I…I think I may feel
the same way, but it’s not fair to say it to you.”

“N-not fair? What do you mean?”

“I
mean…I mean you…you have to go. It’s not safe for you here, with
me. She thought she was safe, right? She must have. She had
some...some plan? That's what this other side is telling me. That
she was dangerous, and I took care of the danger. Well, what if
whatever’s protecting you goes away?”

Tears started forming in Elly's eyes. She
shook her head.

“I
won’t go. I won’t, ever. I need you, William. I love you! This is
real, true love!”

“Yes,” moaned Katya. “I love you too, Master! True
love!”

He waved his hand at Katya in
frustration “Do you see? Do you see how difficult this is? You love
me...she loves me. I am...I'm flattered, I'm conflicted, I'm
totally confused. I don't know what to trust, Elly.”

Her love was
different, though. It
was. She needed him…needed him in a way that only she could. It wasn’t
because of his power, it was because of him.

But for William…it must have been so
hard to see the difference. He shook his head again.

“I’m sorry, Elly. If you won’t go, then I have to. I can’t let
whatever’s in me hurt you. I care too much about you.”

She hung her head down. “Cared” for
her. Didn’t “love” her. Why couldn’t he just say it? She saw it in
his eyes…or she thought she did. She hoped she did.

Taking a long breath, she tried to
think. She took a few breaths, doing her best to ignore the strong
sense of sex she was inundated with. Katya stayed on the bed,
panting needfully.

As she thought, William dressed once
more in Elly’s clothes—this time sweatpants and a
hoodie.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Okay. I left your keys by the door.
But, take Rhonda.”

She walked over to the bedroom door
and opened it, where Rhonda crawled in, like a puppy left out in
the rain.

“What?”

He tried to keep Rhonda at bay,
holding the top of her head with one hand and squirming his hips
back.

“You have to. She’ll be in pain without you. And you need
someone…someone who can keep you normal. It may as well be her.
She’ll follow orders to the letter.”

Rhonda beamed, nodding. Mouthing
“please” silently.

Eventually he nodded.
“You’re right.”

Knees slipping together, Rhonda
slipped her arms around William’s waist and whispered out a chorus
of thank-yous.

Elly felt stabs of jealousy attack her
heart.

She had no problem with William
sleeping with Rhonda—but for her to be the only one he slept with!
It was going to drive her wild…but at least it was someone he could
trust. Rhonda would never betray him, not for anything.

William stepped over to the bed once
more and grabbed Katya, who immediately let out a long sigh of
shuddery lust.

“Serve Elly,” he said. “Serve her like you serve me. Take
pleasure from her commands. Protect her, and love her.”

“Yes, Master. I would
adore to do
that.”

Katya turned to Elly and knelt
down.

“Mistress,” she breathed. “My darling, perfect
Mistress.”

Elly felt her heart and her cunt
quivering, despite the situation.

“Goodbye, Elly.”

He kissed her then, holding her jaw up
to his. It was a kiss more passionate, more fevered, more filled
with need than any of their others. It was a kiss farewell,
forever, with each passing instant that their lips touched made
more passionate, more fevered until Elly thought it would never
end.

And then William stepped away from her
and out the door, out of the house, and out of her life.

Despair filled Elly for several
minutes. She sat down on the bed, a horrible emptiness encompassing
her entire being, even with the gorgeous Katya slipping down to
kiss and nuzzle against her leg.

“Mistress…” Katya breathed.

“Please don’t call me that. I don’t…I don’t want to be that.
Is there something else we can use?”

Katya struggled for a moment. “Sister,
perhaps? We are both in the Sisterhood, after all.”

“Yes. That’s all right.”

“I
love him so much, Sister.”

Elly nodded. “I do too.”

“He ordered me to help you, serve you.”

Elly nodded again. Katya grasped her
hands.

“What he didn’t tell us to do was to not find him. He didn’t
tell us to solve this, somehow.”

Hope, frail and naked, perked up
inside of Elly's heart.

“How can we solve this?”

“I
can teach you the art of our gift. And…and then we can try and
negotiate with the Queen.”

“The Queen?”

“The WitchQueen. If we do nothing, she will kill him. Her
power is ancient...older than this world, perhaps.” Horror slid
over Katya’s face as she said the words. “She’ll kill him…and we’ll
never get to be with him again. With his
power so awake now, he won’t be able to hide himself from others as
he has been. There are so many who wish him harm, Elly. We must
protect him. We must protect him, or the Witch Queen herself will
slaughter him.”
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