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Stephanie's Public Ride

––––––––

The incomparably gorgeous nineteen year-old Stephanie walked into the bank, clearly knowing that she was going to get whatever she wanted.

One look at her at any time—one teensy, tiny little glance—let the common passer-by know that everything that Stephanie wanted, she got. 

Everything about her, from her perfectly made-up face to the hot mini-dress outfit she had on—barely covering essentials—let onlookers know that she was in control of her destiny.

It wasn’t just that she was gorgeous—although, of course, Stephanie was gorgeous. She was wet-dream inspiringly, pants-tentingly, drool-puddlingly beautiful, and she loved it. Her hair was thick and dark, her tits were perfect and big, and her legs were long. Her body was tight, fit, and looked spectacular in the parade of tiny dresses, skirts, and tops that she decorated it with. She was her own personal barbie doll. She was the All-American beauty queen. 

But her beauty wasn’t the only way that a passer-by knew that Stephanie was going to get what she wanted. It was the confidence on her face. 

In this country, where so much privilege was given to a hot young white girl who adored her body, she was a goddess—and she knew it. And she loved it. And she knew that her loving it made herself that much hotter. 

So, it was more than confidence. It was outright arrogance. It was haughtiness, vanity, self-love to the nth degree. And there was nothing Stephanie was more certain of than the fact that she deserved such self-love completely. 

At a certain point, it was just immature and false of her to pretend like she wasn’t as gorgeous as she knew she was. It wasn’t like she was forcing men to give her what she wanted when she smiled at them with the lusty inspiration that only she could deliver. They wanted to give her everything she wanted. She just let them do it, that was all.

Who could blame such a beauty for simply being alive and enjoying what privileges arrived at her door because of the way she looked?

This is how she rationalized her behavior, anyway. Even, and especially, when it turned sort of evil. 

She had little doubt that, today, in the bank, would be another evil sort of day.

For her part, she had dressed for the role. Her terrifically hot, nineteen year old body was overtly watchable, with her wearing a teensy yellow dress. Every movement she took, every tiny little slip of her torso made her amazing breasts jiggle and bounce out in the open. Her sexy dark hair was arranged perfectly, like a hot lover caressing her youthful beauty. Tall, sexy brown boots with hot, clicking six-inch heels adorned her legs, so incredibly hot—formed her legs into a perfect vertical line up to the amazing tilt of her impeccable ass. 

Everyone in the bank stopped what they were doing when she walked in, explicitly looking at her. She was used to such reactions. 

“Excuse me,” she said to the stunned female clerk at the front, who fumbled uselessly over her collection of pens, spilled to the counter when she saw her approaching. “I’d like to see the bank manager, please.”

Stuttering, she pointed behind herself to the open door in the back. 

“I can just walk right back?”

She nodded dumbly, staring directly into her hot cleavage. 

“Thanks, baby,” she said with a giggle.

She knew that later, the clerk would finger her hot young pussy to Stephanie. She would think about Stephanie walking into the back, and begging her to lick her pussy right in front of all her fellow-employees. 

Too bad Stephanie would never, ever subject herself to anything like that. She was still a virgin, after all. She wanted to go as long as she could—take as much money from helpless men and women as she could—without ever having a cock inside of her or a woman's tongue on her cunt. Fucking in public, then, was never, ever going to happen. Unless maybe she married a billionaire.

Stephanie hadn’t always been this way, of course. 

Or rather, she had always been pretty, but she hadn’t always been such a snob about it.

A few years ago, her ne’er-do-well brother had needed money to pay off a debt to a drug dealer. Desperate, he had asked Stephanie to turn a trick or two to help him out. 

Not wanting to see her brother dead, she had agreed—but then found out that men would pay just to see her gorgeous body in front of them. She didn’t have to have sex with them—she didn’t even have to kiss them! All she had to do was dress really sexy and ask for money. Most men would give her at least a little—sometimes even a hundred dollars or more—just to see her smile.

That was power. She loved that power.

And after her brother’s debt was paid, she wasn’t done with her taste of power. She wanted as much of it as she could possibly get—and of course, the more money she had, the more powerful she was as well. There was nothing, she knew, like being rich and beautiful, and she was dead-set on enjoying every bit of it that she could.

Ready to seduce yet another man, she slid into the doorway of the bank manager. 

“Knock knoooock,” she called out, not actually bothering to knock.

“Now is not a good tiiiiimmeeee...” the bank manager’s voice faded out, seeing the angelic form pushing inside of his office.

The manager sat behind his desk, the glow of the computer screen bathing over his face in the dark office. Papers littered the surface of the desk in front of him. Stephanie had crushed her tits up against the door frame, pushing one leg up the wall like it was a long-absent lover. 

“Oh, really?” Stephanie slid one sexy leg up the other, her perfect thighs touching. “That’s too bad. I guess I can go.”

“No!” The manager called out. “No, no. No need for that.” He smiled, taking his glasses off and then putting them back on, eyes wide. “Please, have a seat.”

Stephanie smiled and shut the door behind her, sitting down and crossing her legs elaborately. She was positive he noted that her sheer panties were bright yellow—matching her dress—and made mostly of imagination. 

“W-what can I help you with today, miss?”

Stephanie uncrossed and crossed her legs again, giggling happily. The bank manager laughed too, not seeming to know why.

“Well, I've just heard so many good things about you,” she said. “And I wanted to do business with you! Isn't that great?”

The bank manager smiled. “Yes, that's very great! That's what I like to hear.”

Stephanie nodded. “And like, I’ve heard that you guys here have just like, the best rates possible.”

“Yes,” said the bank manager, looking quite pleased with himself. “We’ve got loans with rates as low as five percent, as a matter of fact.”

She nodded slowly, as if only slightly understanding. In truth, she had a more than passing understanding of finances—the many men she was embezzling could attest to that. At a very young age, Stephanie had learned that married men would do almost anything, or pay any sum, to keep their wives from finding out how madly in love they were with a gorgeous teenage gold-digger. 

She had seven guys on her payroll now...and hoped to have another on the way in the form of this bank manager. 

“Well like, I’d love a really special sort of loan, you know?”

“Certainly, ma’am. I’d just have to know what kind, and then we can get started.”

Looking satisfied, he took a sip from his cup of coffee. His eyes stayed affixed to her prominent, jiggly young bust.

“It’s just, like,” she began, toying with her fingers, looking hopeful, “I was wondering what it would be like to have a loan at zero percent interest?”

He coughed up his coffee, laughing.

“Zero percent? There’s...there’s no such thing, my dear. I’m very sorry, but—”

His voice cut off as she stood up abruptly, strutted around his desk and sat down on top of it, right in front of him. Her legs crossed once more, and her tall heel slid up his pant leg. He definitely saw her panties again. Closer now. Maybe he even saw that her young pussy was shaved. 

“B-boots.” He muttered, staring intently at her gorgeous boot-clad legs. “Y-your boots are...they’re...um...right there.”

“Gosh, aren’t they?” she giggled. “Do you like that?”

The heels pushed harder against his thigh, and then his side. Not painfully...just with intense, constant erotic pressure. She didn’t meet his gaze, focusing instead entirely on the movement of her boot. As if that was the most interesting thing in the world happening. 

She knew that, to him, it certainly was. There was a ring on his finger...pictures of his wife on the desk. He didn't care about any of those things right then. Not with her around. No man could.

“Yes. Like that,” he said, voice catching as her boot heel traveled up his ribs. “I mean, I don’t know that this is appropriate, ma’am. Perhaps you should ohhh...”

Her heel had dropped down to his inner thigh, pushing intently forward toward his crotch. The pressure still constant and almost needy.

Stephanie giggled. “Now, what if you just, like, gave me a grant. Can’t you give student grants?”

“I mean—god you're gorgeous! I just c-can't—god! I can't just give you...”

Leaning forward, she took his hand and then unzipped his pants. Her face touched her own boot-clad knee—she was very flexible. 

Giggling still, she took his thick hand and placed it on his cock, the tip of her boot sliding into his balls. 

“Look at that,” she said, leaning back and pushing her hands up the side of her own body, like she was really turned on. “Gosh, you can stroke it really well by just looking at my big ol’ boobies, can’t you baby?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” he breathed, glasses bent.

For several seconds, he just stroked his cock as she had suggested, openly drooling at the sight of her.

“Now, about that student grant...”

His face became pained. “No. I mean...some...sometimes. There’s a very special, selective process, a-and...” Even as he answered, he could not stop stroking himself.

“Gosh, really? Aren’t I super selective?”

Her hands worked up her body again, adoring her amazing curves. She pushed the tip of her boot just that much harder into his crotch—gentle but insistent. His hand worked up and down his pole harder, harder. 

“Y-yeah...selective...” he blubbered.

Stephanie smiled. She had him now. “Give me five thousand dollars, and I’ll ask you to cum for me.”

“W-what?”

“Give me all that money, and I’ll ask you to cum for me...and you’ll get to watch those hot, dirty words moaning out of my hot little mouth. You’ll get to imagine me saying it again and again, every time you fuck that haggard old wife of yours. You’ll get to think about my perfect hot body every time you enter inside of her.”

His eyes had gotten wide with each new word she said. She knew he could imagine perfectly what she was already saying. 

“Oh my god, please!” he groaned.

“And you'll give me what I want?”

“Yes, oh god, yes, please!”

Stephanie smiled. She would keep her end of the bargain—a deal was a deal, after all.

Squeezing her hot young tits, she licked her lips and purred, “Cum for me, baby. Go on and give it all to me.”

He came, of course, spurting hot white goo all over his hand and pants. He didn’t seem to care that he had made a mess of himself—that everyone in the office would know what had happened.

Stephanie—while not orgasmic—was certainly satisfied. She felt like this certainly was what sex must be like. Totally exerting her control, exactly how she wanted, and completely winning out over the will of another. There was no other high worth her while.

Within two minutes, she had coaxed him up to another hard-on...and up to another five-thousand dollars on top of the sum she had originally planned.

And so, fifteen minutes after walking into the bank, she walked out of the bank ten grand richer with absolutely everyone gaping at her. She was certain each and every last person was completely in love with her—she viewed them as potential clients. It wasn't bad for day’s work.

High on the thrill of the conquest, she walked two miles down—stopping traffic in her mind-meltingly hot outfit at every intersection—to the mall. She planned to have every last red cent of the money spent within a half-hour or so. 

Stephanie always knew how to spend money.

The Hanger was having a sale, after all, and like, what better way was there for a super-babe like her to spend her afternoon than to blow ten grand on hot fur coats and sexy jewel-studded heels at a way-cool luxury store?

Entering the store—with its endless rows of designer dresses and tops and skirts, and long lines of gorgeous footwear—she enjoyed the little gasping inhalations of breath as she walked by the old, ugly snobs who just couldn’t hang with her. 

She knew she was so much fucking hotter than them—and she loved every second of it. There was nothing like being better than others, nothing like looking at yourself in the mirror and just knowing that every other girl who walked your way was consumed with the thought of how incredible she looked, and how their own bodies were inferior in comparison. 

Stephanie just loved making other girls feel inferior. It was a fun pastime. 

Seeing an opportunity for a fun time, she spotted a slightly curvy redhead admiring a cute pink halter top that said it was on sale for just three hundred dollars. Stephanie pulled up next to her, grabbing the tiniest size of the very same top. 

On Stephanie, such a size would fit perfectly, highlighting her incredible frame and showing off her obscenely gorgeous cleavage, both. 

As if that wasn’t enough, the direct comparison, Stephanie caught the girl watching her in the mirror.

“You’ll look fantastic in that,” the girl said.

Stephanie laughed and nodded—of course she would. She looked fantastic in everything. 

“Oh yes, I know,” she said, so enthusiastic. “I just didn't know if it really did me justice, you know? Do you ever have that problem?”

“Problem?” said the girl, confused.

“You know, worried that something won't make you look as hot as you already know you are? Of course I'd look good in it, but I'm made to look spectacular, right?”

The girl looked wistfully at Stephanie's amazingly busty form, shrugged, her eyes wide.

“I'm sorry,” Stephanie said. “I suppose that you just have trouble finding something that...'works' for you, huh? And here I am, going on and on about how easy it is to find something that looks good. That must be so hard, dear.”

With so much malevolence layered into Stephanie's words, it was a wonder that the girl was still standing in front of the gorgeous brunette and not burnt to a crisp. And yet, there she stood, frowning slightly, gears working over the words Stephanie had lobbed at her.

Smiling wickedly, and wanting to humiliate the girl a little bit more, Stephanie slid the top against her hot body.

“Do you see how, here, it would just taper around my neck and my arms, and for you...” Stephanie held it up against the girl. “Well, it kind of gets pressed out? Like it doesn’t quite fit?”

The girl’s face became pained. “There are...maybe if I picked a larger size...”

“Oh,” Stephanie tsked. “Honey. I don’t know if they make them large enough for you here.”

“Um...oh.” She pointed at the top lamely. “It’s just...I like that color, and... I thought I would look cute, so...”

“You know,” Stephanie said, “I’m just not sure this would compliment your figure well.” She put her hands together, as if a great idea had exploded in her mind. “Did you know that there’s a plus-size store just up the way, next to the frozen yogurt place?”

“Oh. Right.” Her hair fell over her eyes, which had begun to water.

Stephanie put a beautiful hand on the redhead’s shoulder. “It’s just...not everybody is built for designer clothes, you know? Maybe you should aim lower?”

The girl scampered off. Stephanie took satisfaction in knowing that she was probably going to cry somewhere. How fun!

She had to keep other inferior girls in their place. After all, if she didn’t do that, then there would be no end of chattel running around, filling up her flawless vision.

Satisfied with having destroyed the girl's ego, Stephanie tossed the pink top to the ground. Some clerk would pick it up, probably thankful for the opportunity to touch something she had touched already.

All the clerks in The Hanger knew Stephanie by name—especially the male ones. They were all too young for her to extort really effectively—most of them were quite handsome, actually—and so she enjoyed flirting with them and occasionally asking for lower prices. With the high volume of cash she spent there, most of the time they did drop the prices for her. Last week she had gotten a three-grand pair of shoes for just two thousand nine hundred and fifty dollars!

She was, she knew, a totally expert negotiator.

Just as she was about to go check out the fur coats upstairs, someone dared to put a hand on her shoulder. She turned around, furious, and saw a middle-aged, dark-haired man smiling at her. 

“Randall?” she asked, sort of amazed. “What are you doing in this store?”

Randall was the owner of the music shop on the other side of town where she worked, or “worked” to be more accurate. He was kind of a dork, in her lofty opinion. Stephanie had gotten a job at his shop because she had a sort of fantasy about dating some kind of musician—too bad nearly everyone that came in the shop were just aspiring musicians. 

She was determined to hold out for another month or so, but after that, she was going to move on to bigger and better things.

The Hanger was, to be blunt, just too high class for someone like Randall. Hell, really just talking with Stephanie at all was a little too high class for someone like Randall, she thought. 

The only reason Stephanie paid him any attention at all to begin with was because she worked for him. Well, sort of. Only loose definitions of the term “worked for” would work for anyone that Stephanie had been placed under the employ of. She was too manipulative to truly work for someone.

“I'm glad I found you,” he said. 

“Duh?” said Stephanie, not surprised.

“Yes, well,” he shrugged, tugging with the buttons on his shirt. “I’d like for you to come have lunch with me.”

“Uh, duh?” She giggled, looking around herself to find others who were laughing with her. Ah, too bad—there was no one around. 

“So you’ll come?”

“As if, Randall! I’ve got way better things to do with my time today.”

He put his hands together. “Just come and...come have lunch with me. Please? It will be my treat.”

“Um, again, that would be a duh? But no. I’m not doing it.”

“Please come with me,” he said again. “Please. Your job is at stake.”

“Fine,” she huffed. “But I am not walking next to you.”

* * * * *

Stephanie sat down across from Randall at the small food court table, obviously annoyed with him. 

She was annoyed with all sorts of things. The gall of him to ask to sit down with her, first of all. Didn’t he realize she was practically royalty?

She was annoyed with his haircut—so drab and low-rent. She was annoyed with his clothes—his stupid button-up blue plaid and his plain ill-fitting jeans. She was annoyed with his face, and the way that his eyes devoured her form, and the fact that she was around him at all and not being paid for it.

Most of all, though, she was annoyed that he wasn’t properly appreciating her time.

The one time, after a thousand suggestions and hints and asks and outright beggings that she finally lowered herself to go out to lunch with him, and where does he take her? The food court at the mall. 

God, even the third-rate steakhouse at the edge of the mall parking lot would have been better than this!

There were people all around them, talking and commiserating. Reflecting on good times, maybe. Most of them had shopping bags, chugging down gross sodas and eating overly expensive foods. She had no idea how anyone lived like those idiots did. It seemed a kind of animal existence, to her. She felt, as she sat at the tiny bench for their tiny table right in the middle of the herd, completely justified in her haughty opinion of herself. Everyone else she saw was just killing themselves, hamburger by hamburger, soda by soda.

Her own meal was a small non-fat yogurt—the only thing, really, at the mall that she would allow her perfect figure to take in. Randall bought nothing at all for himself, content apparently to drink in the vision of Stephanie. She didn't blame him.

She picked at the yogurt, not really able to bring herself to actually eat it.

Whenever she looked up from the tiny meal, she saw Randall—who shifted constantly from ogling her practically divine beauty to frowning at her. 

Finally, she had had enough.

“I just don’t get it,” she snapped. 

He looked a bit surprised. “Don’t get what?” 

“You look all...agitated. Like, upset. With me. What would you be upset with me for?”

His surprise only grew. “Why am I upset with you? Do you not remember what happened yesterday?”

Stephanie did remember, of course. It was hard to forget a day when she had been so incredibly “on” as a seductress queen.

She had walked into his office in the music store wearing a teensy tiny pink lycra skirt and a cut-off vintage white tee-shirt that only just covered her nipples. If she reached up too high, the lower-half of her breasts were automatically exposed. She had on five-inch heeled black ankle boots to top off the look. 

Randall was in the back of the shop, running through accounts and tallying receipts.

“Hi there, handsome...I had a favor to ask for you.”

She was already tugging at the bottom of her shirt, pulling it down. 

“Oh, Jesus...” he said, eyes wide. “Stephanie, please. Don’t do this.”

Perhaps he was scared because, just days prior, she had convinced him to give her a considerable raise by just licking a popsicle in front of him.

She pouted. “You haven’t even heard what I was going to say.”

“Y-you’re right. I’m sorry. Go ahead.”

She slipped onto his desk and put a heel on his leg—her tactics, while rote perhaps, worked incredibly well.

“Won’t you give me a higher raise, baby?”

His eyes were wide, practically rolling into the back of his head.

“I already gave you...oh god, your legs,” he gasped. “Oh god. Oh fuck.”

Her dainty hands twisted at the thin fabric of her shirt. “I know you gave me a hundred percent raise already...but baby, there’s a new fur coat out at the Hanger that I would just love to have.”

“Can’t I just b-buy you the coat?” He was sweating now.

She grinned, then. “Oh god, buy me the coat and give me another hundred percent raise? You’re such a dear.”

He had gotten the footjob treatment—her high-heeled bootsies slipping up and down over his hot, hard cock until he finally came in his pants. Not a drop of it got on her or her clothing, of course. 

As she reminisced, Randall had pulled out a small device and placed it on the table.

Stephanie recognized it—or its ilk—from the store. It was a whatsathingy. 

A ummm....oh, right. 

It was a metronome. It stood like a small pyramid, its little wand pointing straight up. 

“What’s that for?” she asked.

“This?” he clicked a switch on the back of the metronome. The wand shook back and forth. Its clicks could be heard just over the buzz of the crowd around them.“This is something to pay you back for all the grief you’ve given me.”

“Grief?” She giggled. “Come on, baby. You didn’t sound so ‘griefed’ when you were thanking me after you finished.”

“That’s not—” he stopped himself, almost as soon as his voice raised. “Nevermind that. This,” he pointed at the device, “this is for hypnotizing you.”

Stephanie, despite herself, gave out a laugh. 

“Um, okay,” she giggled. She let the giggle go on a little long—giving him a show with her jiggly tits. “I’ll have to admit, I wasn’t expecting that. So like, points for originality. But seriously, why is that out?”

A group of young teenage girls walked by, smiling and laughing, holding an array of pink bags. Stephanie thought arrogantly how she could make all of them cry within just a minute or two with the right display of herself and the right words. She let the thought warm her, like a nice glass of cider. 

Randall shook his head. “It’s for hypnotizing you, Stephanie. You don’t listen to me. You never listen to anybody. That’s going to change, now. You’re going to become a very nice, very sweet girl.”

Stephanie very much doubted that.

“You’re going to hypnotize me,” she deadpanned. “In public.”

“Yes.” He looked intently at the device, the wand still swinging. “I’m not really positive how it’s all supposed to work yet. This man came in last night, after you...after you left. He traded me the metronome for some guitar picks. He had three gorgeous bikini girls on his arms.”

“Bikini girls?”

“Well, they were wearing bikinis. You decide what to call them.”

She shrugged. “Okay.”

“And he said that the metronome would change my life. I tried it on Greg, you know, at work?”

“I know Greg.”

She did. Greg, tattooed and fat, hit on her endlessly. He was sort of a pain.

“Well it didn’t work, really, until some customers came in. Now he barks like a dog whenever I say potatoes.”

“Why potatoes?”

“Why not?” He shrugged. 

“It’s just sort of a dumb word, you know?”

“You pick a word, then. Listen, the point is, it’s working on you now, okay?”

“Okay.” She shook her head, rolling her eyes elaborately. “I think you’ve kept me here long enough. It’s time for me to go, okay? I’ll see you tomorrow, and I want to get paid when I do.”

“Oh.” He laughed suddenly. “You’re not leaving, babe. You’re going to stick around here for as long as I want.”

She rolled her eyes. “Whatever.”

Then she stood up.

Except...her legs didn’t move. Her body didn’t move at all, actually, except for a few trembles in her toes.

“What’s the matter?” He grinned wide. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“Randall! I think I may be paralyzed! I can’t move!”

“Sure you can. Wiggle your left foot.”

As if on command—his command—she did.

“Oh my god!”

Panic struck her. Then, a slow coolness settled over her mind. She shut her eyes, focusing.

“No, that’s not real.” She tried to keep her voice calm. “That’s just...I don’t know. The power of suggestion or something. I’ve watched crime shows. I know that’s real.”

“It is real.” Randall smiled. “This is all very real. And the suggestions I give to you are indomitably powerful—and becoming more powerful by the moment.”

Stephanie was desperately still trying to come up with rational explanations, and desperately trying to move. None of it was working very well.

“What did you do?” She asked, squirming futilely. “Did you drug my yogurt? Is that why I can’t move?” She could talk, though. And she could open and shut her eyes. None of this made sense! “But it’s like...selective paralysis, or something?” she ventured.

“Stephanie,” he chided. “Come now. You know what this is. You should say it.”

Unbidden, she felt the words rising up out of her mouth—“This is hypnosis.”

But she refused to open her mouth and say it properly. Instead, the sounds sort of pushed through her closed lips, creating a string of gibberish. Randall laughed at her. 

The metronome ticked on, pushing the sounds of its endless tocks into her brain.

“Really? You’re resisting? Don’t be so childish. Accepting your situation would be the most adult thing to do here.”

“I don’t care about the most adult thing to do!” Her voice rose. 

“Don’t raise your voice. In fact,” he considered, “I don’t want you speaking anything unless it’s coated in your admiration.”

“You can’t control what I say, creep,” she gushed happily. 

Horrified by her own tone of voice, she put a hand to her mouth. She said it like he was the absolute, sexiest man she had ever met.

With luxurious fervor, she breathed, “Wh-why am I talking like I’m so...so turned on?” 

His response was just to smile and lean back. “You know. Don’t pretend you don’t.”

Abruptly, she stopped pretending that she didn’t know what was happening. There was no getting around it. 

He was hypnotizing her.

The metronome tocked along happily.

“Why don’t you go ahead and rub my cock with your expensive heel there, like you were doing yesterday?”

Valiantly, she continued to try to resist. She set her beautiful jaw.

“As if, nerd,” she rolled her eyes. “I’m only ever going to do that if I want to do that.”

But again, completely without her volition, her high-heeled foot slid up Randall’s leg, just like it had the other day. 

“Enjoy it,” he said. 

“Ew,” she cooed and shook her head. “No way.”

“I said, 'enjoy it.'”

She felt a tug of insistence in her brain...but she was able to ignore it. For now. It was very compelling, though.

“And I said, 'ew, no way!,'” she cooed again.

He frowned. “I suppose I can’t control your emotions...not yet, anyway. Why don’t you act like you enjoy it?”

“Oh, yes sir,” she purred happily. “I can absolutely do that.”

All of a sudden her heel's strokes on his cock became slower, longer, more loving and sensuous. The tip of her toes slid down all the way into his crotch and then caressed the full length of his pants-covered cock, applying such loving pressure, before sliding back up again.

Inwardly, she absolutely hated herself for everything she was doing. But she couldn’t stop herself from showing him how much “fun” she was having. She smiled with purest delight.

Nearby, people were starting to notice what she was doing. This was a crowded place, after all. Young men two tables over were pointing and whispering hurriedly, their mouths open in amazement. 

Her cunt, much to her surprise, started to moisten with arousal. Embarrassment filled her, but she couldn't show it. She wasn't allowed. If she did something against what he said, m-maybe...maybe the metronome would stop running, and that seemed like an impossibility for her.

The metronome had to keep going. It had to. Stephanie was the only one good enough to make it run like it was. 

“Can we move to a place with a tablecloth or something?” she asked, coating each word with sugar.

“Oh, you’re worried about what people can see?” Randall shrugged. “Very well. Come over here and sit next to me. Give me a handjob.”

“What?” she blurted out hotly, already sliding around the bench. “H-here?”

Her voice, at his command, made it sound like she was going to receive a million dollars in a suitcase.

“Yes. Get to it.”

Moving over next to him, she slid her perfect young body against his. And then, breathing slow, she unzipped his pants and pulled out his already very stiff cock. He arranged a jacket around her hand to hide her activity—which didn't really work at all, as anyone could still see she was openly adoring his rod—and then she set to stroking. 

She matched her strokes with the rhythm of the metronome, nice and slow and steady. So long as she did that, the metronome would keep running. That was what was important. Right?

“There,” she said with admiration as slick as the precum forming on her hand. “I’m stroking you off. I’m stroking you off in public. Can I stop now?”

“Say, ‘Sir.’ After everything you ask me or tell me.”

She would not! No way! Not that!

The metronome tocked away, ignoring her protests.

“Of course, Sir,” she purred. “May I please stop, sir?”

“No. You can stop when I say.”

He leaned back, letting her work. She watched as he caught the attention of onlookers and told them to look even closer. That he was just having a great time. 

“Look at her,” he called. “Isn't she a fantastic gal?”

Stephanie, under the swaying, permanent power of the metronome, could only smile and nod. Eventually, Randall turned back to her and gripped her chin. 

“I’ve wanted to kiss you for a long time now, Stephanie.”

“Oh.”

“Ask me to kiss you.”

Tock. Tock. Tock. That was all the sound in her head, now. Just that magic metronome. Any competing thoughts were drowned out completely.

“Please, Sir” she purred. “Kiss me, Sir.”

“Want me to kiss you.”

“I want you to kiss me.”

And Stephanie, shocked, realized that she actually did.

Her mind had changed. Her mind had been changed. And as she leaned her plush, soft, luxurious lips into his, she felt herself falling more and more into lust. Her tight, hot, virgin teen pussy moistened as he kissed her deeper and deeper, his tongue slipping over hers.

“You have to do what I say,” he said, breathing against her mouth.

“You're right, Sir. I have to do what you say.”

Grinning, he openly groped her hot young tits. 

“I’m going to fuck you now, Stephanie.”

Her pussy tightened involuntarily and moistened even further. “Yes, Sir.”

Around them, people were laughing in disbelief, pointing and staring.

Tock. Tock. Tock. 

It was very easy to want him to fuck her. So of course, she decided to want it. 

“I’m going to fuck you right here in front of everyone, all these people, and you want that. You want it because you’re my hypnotized slut. Forever.”

She answered without even thinking, “Yes Sir!”

She was his hypnotized slut. Oh god. There was no getting around it now. She was his hypnotized slut forever.

He got up, his cock flailing around in the food court, and bent her over on the table. There was a chorus of gasps. A couple of guys shouted out their stark approval. 

“Announce it,” he growled. “Tell everyone how you need my cock.”

“Please!” she moaned. “Please, baby!”

“Sir.” he corrected. 

Right, of course. That was so right.

“Please, Sir! Fuck me! Fuck me right now!”

Her voice carried up over the entire food court. Everyone was watching now, silent—no one turned away. 

“Fuck me in front of all of them! I need your fucking cock! Oh my god, Sir, I need it so much!”

With a happy grunt, he shoved his hot, hard cock inside of her slick entrance. Right away, he had stolen her virginity—right in front of everyone watching.

At first, his thrusts inside of her matched the metronome. She loved that. His hot, thick bare rod pushing inside her tight wet folds in perfect time with the tock, tock, tocking of her mind melting away. 

Then, he fucked her harder, harder. Not letting up in the least. He was out of time with the metronome, but Stephanie stopped caring. All she wanted, really, was more cock inside of her. 

Randall pulled her tiny dress up, exposing her sexy teenage tits to the whole crowd. Moaning, he rammed into her cunt, her tits jiggling on top of the hard, dirty food court table surface.

“Beg me to cum,” he commanded her.

“Cum in me, Sir!”

Hips pumping wildly, he exploded inside of her unprotected cunt. His warmth filled her, and she came as well, overcome with the pleasure of obedience. Her legs felt weak, her body completely devoid of strength, but full of bliss. In the gasping silence after their orgasms, only the tocking of the metronome remained.

Pulling away, he let her fall forward onto the table, her body totally violated. He leaned forward and clicked off the metronome. Stephanie felt like he had turned off some deep, primal part of her mind.

Randall's thick load of cum spilled out of her fertile pussy, covering her legs and her ridiculously expensive boots. The thought crossed her mind, briefly, that he might have gotten her pregnant. She struggled to find a problem with that.

With a grunt, he slapped her ass and pulled up his pants. Then, he started walking away.

But, n-no! She had to do what he said!

“S-sir!” she cried, waddling after him, trying to hold in as much of his hot, perfect cum in her pussy as she could. “Won’t you let me come with you?”

He stopped and turned, eyeing her up and down. Around him, people's mouths were agape. They still couldn't believe what they were seeing. Even the mall security seemed flabbergasted, just watching from the other end of the food court. 

“Oh,” he said. “I don’t know. Do you really think you’ve earned that right?”

She stepped forward hopefully. “Yes?”

“I tell you what. I want you to go around and personally apologize to all the men you’ve been extorting. And to everyone else you've made feel bad over the years.”

“Apologize?” 

It was almost a foreign word to her. It sounded sort of Russian.

“That’s right. With that hot little slut mouth of yours. And when you’re done with that, we’ll talk about how you can apologize to me.”

She had no choice. She was happy to comply.

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, so eager to prove herself and her worthiness to him. “Anything you say. Thank you for this opportunity, Master.”

And she bounced off happily, her dress in tatters, cum still pooling in her hot pussy. Everyone was looking, but she didn’t care. She had no shame at all. All that mattered was that she was a good girl from now on.

# # #

Knocking Up The Bride

––––––––

The sun was shining, birds were singing, the sky was clear and blue, and Marissa couldn’t have asked for a better day to get married. Marissa had stationed herself in her dressing room at the top floor of a refashioned barn, admiring her reflection. She had asked to be alone, mostly to not have anyone interfere while she luxuriated in her own reflection from the tall, double-wide mirror positioned in corner of the room. 

She had the mirror brought in on special order. She wouldn’t ever spend more then two hours in some place without a mirror such as this. No one used to Marissa's gorgeous appearance could be very comfortable without seeing it in all its splendor for very long—and Marissa was no exception to this rule.

Hers was to be an outside wedding, taking place at an old plantation in the country dedicated to providing beautiful vistas for beautiful brides like her.

And Marissa was a beautiful bride. She didn’t know much—her grades had never been that great in high school or for what little she had bothered to do in college—but she knew that much. Some women got by on their work ethic, or their intelligence, or their talents. Marissa had none of those things, really. What she did have, though, was an incredible amount of beauty, and she knew that put her on a higher level than other women—she knew that meant she was to be rewarded and celebrated just for existing and naturally being better than the people around her.

Everywhere she went, men gazed at her long legs and forgot to charge her for clothes or for drinks and food. Store clerks got caught up staring down her cleavage and didn’t seem to mind so much when they offered up hundreds of dollars from the register just so that she might come back one day. Police officers let themselves look into her amazing emerald eyes or her jawdroppingly gorgeous face, and forgot all about why they were going to give her a ticket for driving over a hundred miles an hour in opposite lanes of traffic. For what little time she spent in college, she didn't attend any of her classes or pay a single cent of tuition—men fell all over themselves to give her good grades and set up special grant programs just for her to use. Her beauty was entrancing, bewitching, and total.

Marissa may have been lacking in any practical skills, but her beauty more than made up for it. Why learn to do anything practical when she could just giggle, smile, and ask sweetly for what she wanted—and have dozens of applicants begging to do as she asked within a matter of minutes?

Her beauty was why she was marrying Warren. He was a very respectable man working in the energy business, from a very old, rich family—the Vanderhalls. As far as looks, he was average, nothing special. A tall man with a frequently furrowed brow who was nearly twice Marissa’s twenty-one years. 

But what he did have, in multitudes and multitudes, was wealth. Even his bank accounts had bank accounts. Marissa’s personal wealth—even with all the money she had embezzled and flirted for and so forth after the years—would be little more than drops in an ocean after a little less than an hour from now, when the ceremony was complete.

Adjusting the flowers in her gorgeous mane of chestnut hair, she took one last look in the mirror. 

Perfect. Just perfect. Her ivory gown—not white, ivory—clung to her dynamite curves with almost palpable pleasure, as if it was holding on for dear life, unable to imagine a life without touching her perfect hourglass figure. A long strand of diamonds slid down into her sensational cleavage, which was displayed ably by the dress. 

The necklace matched the earrings decorating her ears. A single ivory, ruffled strap draped around her pristine neck, holding it all up. Her thick chestnut hair waterfalled down her back, nearly touching her tight, perfect ass. The dress’s tightness stopped at just around her knees, where it suddenly widened out and became thoroughly ruffly, leading into a dozen-foot long train. Every inch of the dress was inlaid with diamonds and other bright jewels, the fabric itself formed from the most expensive silks on the planet. The dress had cost something around seven million dollars, a cost which Marissa was rather pleased about.

The rich men in the wedding audience would want to give money to her just from the privilege of seeing her dressed so fabulously. And she would keep the dress on tonight as she gave Warren his wedding handjob, trying to up her monthly allowance.

A hundred thousand dollars a month just wasn’t enough for a needy, greedy, perfect luxury babe like her, after all! Who was he trying to fool, giving her that kind of money?

They hadn’t had sex, of course. Probably that would wait until Marissa wanted something really big, like her own personal yacht, or a dance club in Europe, something like that. Sex didn’t hold very much interest for Marissa. She could get everything she wanted without it—why bother?

Even so, she loved her husband-to-be so very much. Warren was everything to her. Really, Marissa had no idea how she had ever lived without him. How else would she have been able to wear diamonds whenever she wanted? How else was she supposed to only grace designer clothes with her divine body? How else would she be able to live in a fifty thousand square foot house—sometimes, on the weekends when she wasn’t in their real house perhaps—and order around the cavalcade of servants that she had been born to direct?

It was all due to Warren. Warren made it possible.

The only problem with Warren was his family. 

Most of his family was fine, actually. His mother was quite pleasant and had gone out of her way to help with the preparations and hired several planners, knowing that Marissa otherwise would have had to do it all herself, being without parents now for several years. Her mother and father had died in a car crash—that was partly how she had met Warren. He was someone who Helen—one of Marissa’s very best friends—pointed Marissa in the direction of for support and for someone who could listen.

And, also, someone who was loaded to the gills.

No, the problem with Warren’s family wasn’t with his parents. It was with his brother, Vincent. He was just...well.

Vincent was a major creep.

As if listening in on her thoughts, the man himself came in through the door to her dressing room at that exact moment. He was tall and skinny, dark shaggy hair hanging over his face. 

“Oh, hi Vincent.”

“Hello, gorgeous. You look totally beautiful today, babe.”

She sighed. In addition to being a total creep, Vincent was a total nerd. He wasn’t even dressed properly for the wedding. He had on some lame slogan t-shirt with a collection of planets on it, gym shorts, and blue sneakers. Marissa couldn’t believe it, or him. 

Wasn’t he supposed to be part of the wedding party? The marriage was in less than half-an-hour!

She began somewhat cautiously. “Shouldn’t you be dressed, Vincent? The wedding starts very soon.”

Her voice was soft, measured—every word was as luxurious as a ruby or an emerald, and as soft as a mountain of silk.

He walked forward, halfway between Marissa and the door. 

“I love the way you look in that dress, Marissa. Your breasts in particular look exquisite.”

“My breasts?”

“Yes. They’re very globular. You have them pressed up and together, and it just looks splendid.”

She rolled her eyes. He was such a creep!

Of course, she did look rather spectacular. Warren deserved to see her looking as perfect as possible on their special day. It would keep him going to give her more and more of his money just like she deserved.

So Marissa’s breasts did look great. Marissa’s favorite part of her body, though, was her hair. It was naturally long, stretching in a thick, blanket-like mass all the way down past her ass. She had been growing it out just for the wedding, knowing that Warren loved her hair long. Men, actually, just all men, loved her hair long. It was dark and shiny, reflecting like the infinite expanse of the universe with every movement that she made. 

Once, Warren had asked her to jerk him off with her hair. She hadn’t complied, even after a lot of insistence on his part. Now that she knew what he wanted, it would be easier to get what she wanted later on.

Marissa didn’t really “get” sex. She didn’t know what all the fuss was about, given her own lackluster orgasms from masturbating when she was bored. She also didn’t get why everyone seemed to base so many decisions off of it. So as far as it went, she didn’t really care. 

She supposed sex was eventually going to be necessary for the life she wanted—having a child or two and all of that. But at the same time, she wondered if she could just skip the sex part of that these days with technology. Artificial insemination, and avoid that whole awkward, icky process of sex altogether. Wouldn’t that be nice?

Warren would agree to it, of course. He would do anything she said. He was a man, and men hardly had any choice at all when it came to what she wanted. 

Meanwhile, Vincent was still staring at her. He had closed the door, keeping his eyes on her tits.

“Vincent, did you just come in here to talk about me?”

“Yes, your breasts in particular. I’d say they’re at least a thirty-six ‘dee’ cup,’” he actually used the air quotes, “is that right?”

“Not that it’s any of your business, but yes. They are.”

“Splendid. That’s an excellent breast size for a woman, I feel. A good size of breasts for a woman who will have my children and develop milk-filled breasts for me to enjoy at my leisure.”

Marissa didn’t really know how to respond to that. Was he drunk?

“Okay, well...that’s super weird. Why don’t you get out of here, okay? I have to finish getting ready.”

“Believe me, beautiful. You’re ready. I can smell how fertile you are. You’re ovulating, as a matter of fact. Not that you would need to be, my seed hardly cares anymore. One shot and it’s a done deal.”

Okay, that was really off-putting.

She pointed, now. “You sort of have to, Vincent, I’m telling you to.”

“I’m afraid not, no, no. Not today. No, not at all.”

This was starting to get worrisome. It was best just to extricate herself from the situation altogether. Marissa couldn’t even recall a time that a man wouldn’t do as she said.

She sighed. “Fine, then. I’m leaving.”

He walked over to the door, turning the lock and putting the key in his pocket. 

“No,” he said. “No, no. I don’t think that you are.”

Marissa was getting scared now. What was going on? What was on Vincent’s mind? Was this some kind of joke?

His face had become very withdrawn, his eyes completely predatory. He was looking at her like she was a piece of meat. She was used to that from men—but this was different. He wasn’t looking at her with lustful longing. He was looking at her like he was going to hold her down. Blood shot hard through her veins as her heart rate went up higher and higher. 

“Vincent, let me out. I have to go.”

He moved closer to her. “I’m not going to let you out. I’m not going to let you do anything. From now on, you’ll do what I say.”

And then, apropos of nothing, he dropped his shorts. Just like that. One second they were up around his waist, and the next second he had kicked them away. He wasn’t even wearing his flip-flops anymore.

“Vincent!” She gasped. “This is...this is completely inappropriate, and I don’t think—”

Rushing forward, he closed the small distance between them and gripped her by the throat.

“Shut up, now. You be quiet. All the time, at dinners. At outings. You are talking. Stop talking. That is the first thing I will institute with you. No more talking. You’re too pretty to talk, beautiful. You just look pretty, like that.”

“I’ll scream,” Marissa’s voice was ragged. “I will! You let me go—”

He tightened his grip.

“No,” he said. “You will not. You will be a good girl.”

He pushed her down, grip staying tight, until she was on her knees right in front of his cock. She couldn’t believe it. She was in her wedding dress! This was her special day! How could he do this? How could he...could he...

How could have such an enormous, rock hard cock? Wasn’t it soft just a second ago?

Oh god. It was a fucking giant! Its veins bulged on the thick shaft.

“My cock is special now.” He ran a hand through her luxurious hair, taking his time. “I’m going to show you just how special. I already showed the doctor at the doctor’s office, and the three girls living across the street. They were like you. They didn’t believe me. But then they got to look at my cock for a while. They started to understand. I wonder how long it takes. Are you understanding, Marissa? Are you getting it yet?”

Marissa squirmed on her knees. Even though she hated what was going on, she had to admit there was something...something special about Vincent’s cock. Light bent around it, somehow, and every time she tried to focus on it, her consciousness shifted sideways to some empty, vacant little place. 

It was so nice to think about nothing at all. The wedding put so many stresses on her body, her mind. Wasn’t it good just to relax a little bit and have nothing happening in her head?

Well, yes, but...n-no! No! His fucking hand was around her neck! Her life was in mortal danger!

And...and...well, wasn’t that sort of hot? That he was just controlling her like that And isn’t that cock so fucking big and sexy and deserving of praise?

“Do you see it, Marissa? Do you see it, you little slut?”

She was salivating with his cock right there in front of her. Why was she salivating? Was it because the cock looked incredibly fucking tasty?

She had never even sucked a cock before. It was demeaning. It was unclean. She would never do it for Warren—they had agreed. It was only on very special occasions, when he really deserved it, like his birthday or maybe if he got a promotion or gave her some one-of-a-kind piece of jewelry.

“No,” she moaned.

He removed his hand from her throat. She moaned, entirely stunned to find herself disappointed. Moving upward, his hands gripped her thick mass of hair, holding her tight. The tip of his thick, meaty rod ran across her lips and then up and down her cheek. Soon, the wet trail of her saliva coated her own face. Hot, horribly needy breaths were shaking out of her. Why couldn’t she control herself? What was happening?

“Nooo...”

He pushed the cockmeat across her face once more, spreading her lips with the shaft, and then withdrew it. 

Fuck, it tasted so good. She needed more of it in her mouth. 

Marissa didn’t really have a choice, did she? She had to kiss it. It was such a good cock. She couldn’t just have it in front of her and not kiss it. It was like being in front of an enormous red button that said “Do Not Press.”

He pushed into against her moaning mouth again, and all she could will herself to do was kiss it lovingly.

“Noooo....” She moaned between kisses.

Her pussy was sopping wet now. She was ruining her pretty dress. She didn’t care.

He pulled away. “You’re right. I can see you don’t want it.”

“No!” she cried, grabbing at his ass cheeks. “Please, no! Put it in me! Put it in my mouth!”

With a shrug, he did just that. Delivering his cock with forceful exuberance, Vincent rolled his head back. His meat pressed right past her mouth and entered her throat. She had no gag reflex whatsoever—it was like her contact with the cock was changing her instantly to be an even better fuckpet just for it!

Oh god! It was so good! It was so fucking good! It was better than the paltry little orgasms she gave herself when she spaced out the time to masturbate! It was bliss—pure bliss! Her pussy quivered and erupted with pleasure, hot wetness spreading down her thighs. Her nipples became fully erect, and every inch of her skin felt like it was lit on fire.

He pushed himself down her throat harder, and she came. Her orgasm rocketed up and then back down her body, every tiny neuron floating with pleasure. Then he pulled out—his cockhead just barely leaving her lips, and shoved back in again. She came, again. And again. Each time, her orgasms toppling on top of each other, stacked like building blocks. Constructing a brand new understanding of life in her mind. 

This was the pleasure she deserved, she realized. Vincent was helping her. He was giving her what she needed. She was so fucking gorgeous. She deserved to feel like this, all the time.

“I’m gonna cum, slave,” he moaned. I’m gonna cum right in your slave throat.”

“Mmmhmm!”

Her turnaround was complete. She loved his cum. She lived for it. He called her his slave—and that's what she was. Totally. She was his hot fucking brideslave!

When he shot down her mouth in thick, drippingly hot, gooey spurts, she swallowed every last drop. Taking her time, she licked up and down the shaft of his cock, luxuriating over the head, wrapping her thick sexy lips there and swallowing all she could. 

He stroked her hair again. “Tell me. Tell me what you feel about me.”

Vincent was smiling, as if he already knew what she would say.

“I love you now. I like loving you. I remember loving Warren, and I like loving you better. I don’t really care about him at all now. I’ll hurt him to show you how much I love you, Sir. I’ll suck you off at the altar. Right there in front of my whole family and your family too. I'm so glad I never fucked him. He didn't deserve me. But you deserve me. I barely deserve you. I'm so happy you chose me! What if you and he both came to the honeymoon? We could make Warren watch us fuck. He’ll do anything I say. He’ll just be sitting in the corner, crying and jerking his sad little cock while I worship your greatness. Oh please? Please let me do something like that for you?”

He groaned, holding her head tight. “Is that right? You’ll hurt my brother for me? You’ll hurt your true love?”

“He’s not my true love. You’re my true love. You’re my only love. I want to steal all his money so you have it instead. All of it! Every last penny! I want to do every last little thing you ever wanted me to. I want to...”

She gasped, suddenly realizing something. He was getting harder and harder—he could probably control how hard he was. He could probably control when he came. If she turned him on enough, he’d probably cum just to reward her. What was it he had said earlier, about her being fertile?

She could use that to make him cum again. She loved that idea, anyway.

“I want you to fucking make me pregnant, Master. I want you to do it! I want your cock spilling inside me and filling me up with a baby, so you can show off how much you fucking own me. There’ll be no getting around it. I’ll suck your cock while I’m preggo and put videos of my whore actions up on the internet so Warren can cry even more.”

Her plan of getting his cum worked completely. He smiled, telling her she was a good girl, and shot another hot load down her mouth.

Just then, her maid of honor, Helen, unlocked the door from the outside and stepped in.

Helen was completely beautiful—redheaded, long-legged, and totally stacked. Where Marissa had the kind of exotic, supermodel-esque sort of beauty, Helen had a corn-fed All-American beauty pageant sort of loveliness that made most guys just go completely ga-ga for her. She had never had a job in her life and still managed to make over sixty thousand a year just from donations from men who thought she was gorgeous. She and Marissa had often worked in tandem, taking down businesses as a team. It worked very well until Marissa met Warren.

“Marissa? I heard some noise, and—”

Helen gasped, dropping her handful of flowers. 

“Marissa, what the fuck? What the hell is happening? Vincent? Vincent, what are you doing?”

Vincent withdrew his cock from Marissa’s mouth with a sigh, turning over toward Helen. Waiting. Marissa understood. Eventually, Helen would look. 

Marissa could help. She wanted her Master to have lots of fuckslaves waiting and attending on him. If he had a fuckslave for every one of his needs, that only increased the chances that all he would use her for was to breed her hot body.

“It’s Vincent’s cock,” breathed Marissa happily. “Can’t you see it?”

She pointed, licking her lips and fingering her cunt through the long rips in her dress. Her dress was completely torn now. It had cost so many millions of dollars and she didn’t care at all. All that mattered was her Master's pleasure.

“See what? I see you acting like a slut on your own wedding day!”

During this exchange, Vincent simply calmly stroked his cock. 

“No, look closer.” Marissa kept pointing. “I didn’t see it at first either. But you have to look really hard.”

“Oh my god.” Helen rolled her eyes. “Fine. If I got down there like an idiot and looked, would you shut up about it already?”

Marissa nodded. 

Helen bunched up her dress and got to her knees, crawling awkwardly toward Vincent. 

“You see? Nothing. Nothing but a big, fat, delicious, yummy yummy yummy cock that’s soooo...soooo...soooo...”

Helen drifted off. Her hand came up to Vincent’s cock, and then went down. Then it came up again, gently stroking the shaft with two fingers. He twitched, smiling.

“...soooo wonderful...” Helen moaned.

“That’s a good girl,” Vincent said softly. “Why don’t you give it a lick?”

Helen nodded, as if that was the best idea her good girl mind had ever encountered. She gave him a long, enthusiastic lick, like she was luxuriating over an ice cream cone. 

Marissa joined her, each of them trading licks on their new Master’s long, wonderful cock. Each new lick triggered some deep, primitive part of Marissa’s brain and made it completely obsessed with pleasing Vincent. From the ground up, her brain was being rewired to love everything that Vincent was and ever would be. 

“I love Master's cock,” moaned Helen.

“Oh yes,” purred Marissa. “I adore it. I adore him.”

Helen moaned weakly in response, too turned on after another lick to even form words. 

Both of these gorgeous debutantes, who had never been refused anything in their lives due to their extraordinary beauty, were now unable and unwilling to refuse their new Master anything. 

Grunting with pleasure, Vincent put his hands around Helen’s throat and fucked her face, ramming his hips into her head. Just as quickly, he pushed her away and slipped his cock right into Marissa’s open and waiting mouth. When his hands wrapped around her throat, she came. There was just no stopping it. She loved being choked by him so fucking much! She stared up at him with her big green eyes, loving all that he was. 

She couldn’t speak with his cock so firmly jammed into her mouth and throat, but if she could, she would be begging for more.

Luckily, Helen started speaking for her. “Choke her like the hot slut she is, Master! Hot fucking brideslut, just for you. She doesn’t care about Warren anymore. Nobody does. We don’t care about any wedding. We only want to be wedded to you. To your big fat fucking cock. We want to be baptized in your cum, Master. Choke her, please! Choke your fucking broodslut!

As a reward perhaps for such hot words, Vincent pulled out of Marissa and started chokefucking Helen once more. 

“Yes, Master!” moaned Marissa. “Fuck her so fucking hard! Fuck that gorgeous face of hers! Fuck her throat. Take her how you deserve. Own her. Own her!”

Vincent passed between them for several minutes like this, fucking Helen’s face, then Marissa’s. Each time, the girl not being favored would up her dirty talk, begging her Master to fuck the other even harder, just like he deserved. 

Finally though, he slowed down.

“Now, who wants my cum more? Who wants it in their cunt? My cock is very special now, as I’ve said. I know you’ll get pregnant from the very first load. You won’t be able to help it. The first girl had twins, we already know. They’re developing very fast. My sperm is special like that. The second two had triplets. I think whoever’s next will have quintuplets. Who wants to get knocked up?”

They both obediently raised their hands. He seemed somewhat disappointed in Marissa.

“I said, who wants to get knocked up first?”

Helen raised her hand again, but this time, Marissa shoved Helen down. She looked down snidely at her best friend. 

“You came here for me, Master. She was just an afterthought. A dessert, maybe. But I’m the main course.”

She cast a haughty look over at Helen, tossing her hair back. “I’m fucking better than her, Master. I deserve to have your babies before she does.” She considered for a moment. “More than all those other bitches, too. I deserve to have even more than them. More than anyone. Nobody deserves your cum like I do.”

A wicked smile danced across his face.

“You’re right, Marissa.” He bent down and picked up Helen by the throat. “Tell her she’s better than you, Helenslut. Tell her she deserves it more.”

Helen nodded, her mind immediately changed just because her Master told her to change it.

“You deserve it more, Marissa. You’re a better slut for him. You’re his slaveslutwife. You’re his brideprize. He’s gonna fucking fill you up. He’s gonna give you even more fucking babies inside of you than he does for me!”

Marissa laid back on the carpet, spreading her legs wide and pushing her dress up. She had to rip it to make it work—she didn’t care. Seven million dollars to make it? Didn’t matter, in comparison to her Master’s cock.

“Oh yes, please! Do it like she says! Leave a prize in me, Sir! Leave a fucking baby in me! Make him raise it! Leave seven fucking babies in me! Eight! Give me fucking octuplets, please! I wanna be the most pregnant bitch in the world for you! Put a fucking litter in me!”

Growling roughly, he tossed Helen down and drove his cock inside of Marissa’s cunt. She came immediately. Her tight, virginal walls easily spread apart before his massive girth. 

“I’m gonna fill you up slut,” he groaned, shoving harder inside her. “You’re mine now. You’re mine. Mine!”

“Yours!” Marissa moaned with him, cumming nonstop. “Yours! All yours!”

“Fuck her, Sir!” Helen begged, so desperate to see her Master's pleasure. “Fuck your bride! Get her full of your cum!”

“Yeah,” Vincent moaned. “Yeah, you fucking sluts. I'll show you. I'll give you what you really need.”

His orgasm was on its way, Marissa could tell. She needed it so bad!

“Yes, please!” She moaned. “Do it! Fuck me harder! Fill me with your cum, please my Master!”

With a long groan, his enormous load shot inside of her, ten times the amount he had delivered when filling up her stomach. Helen gasped, her own orgasms now inextricably tied to her Master's, cumming when he came. Probably all those other sluts who he had impregnated were cumming too, miles away.

Marissa's own pleasure was beyond comprehension. Her orgasms only intensified, breaking apart the fabric of her consciousness. Her mind melted, like an ice cube dropped into a supernova. 

The pleasure was just too much. She passed out with Vincent still pouring himself inside of her.

When Marissa woke up out of her cum-happy daze, she saw Vincent spilling himself inside of Helen. Helen was screaming out filthy obscenities, swearing to murder and steal and burn almost everyone she had ever met just for the privilege of taking this alpha male’s seed.

Marissa smiled. Good. That was what her Master deserved, loyal cunts who would do anything for him at all.

She felt her stomach. It was already...already starting to bulge! She was swelling with life. Vincent was sooo right. His sperm WAS special. He had left a baby in there for her...and probably much more than one. What a perfect present for the day she was wedded to his cock. 

# # #

The Billionaire's Love Potion

––––––––

The solution was ready. 

Hannah had studied it for over two weeks now in her laboratory, running it through every possible test she could think of. There were no traces of poisons or toxins, no cancerous materials, and nothing, in fact, that seemed out of the ordinary at all. It was, chemically speaking, just water.

But water didn’t stick to glass the way this solution did, slinking around like it was loathe to leave any small place. Water did not hum when you let off the stopper to the flask it was inside of. Water did not produce hot flashes of lusty warmth the second you touched the glass surrounding it. 

The effects it produced were inexplicable; or rather, they could be explained only by something that Hannah refused adamantly to believe in:

Magic. 

There, she said it. Or, she thought it. 

“Magic,” she said, her shrill voice reverberating through her lab. 

Okay. There. She had said it.

It was late afternoon on a Tuesday, and outside her expensive corporate laboratory, fall was fading away and winter coming down. Hannah was glad for the cold—she found it easier, always, to bundle up rather than to cool off. Her body, skinny as it was, made it a rather large task to bundle up. In the lab that day, she wore a succession of cozy sweaters—three in total—the combination of which made her seem like a somewhat normally proportion, if rather lumpy, individual. 

She had never been entirely happy with her body, which felt to her much more like a collection of strange sticks and oddly placed stones. She wondered idly if this solution would have any effects on her appearance. Maybe? Who knew? The trial runs with the rodents had pointed to that possibility, certainly—that her body would change entirely as a result of taking.

And for the love Hannah had on her mind, she was certainly willing to risk it.

The solution—she refused to call it a “love potion”—had been given to her a little more than two weeks ago. 

She had been walking downtown, trying to grab some Chinese food before finally going to bed and dreaming away the night, thinking about the love of her life, Remington Card. 

Card was her boss, technically. More technically, he was the boss of her boss’s boss’s boss’s boss, each new boss having more and more successions of millions and millions of dollars, all the way up to Remington—who had billions. But, Remington Card was incredibly invested in the goings-on of the research & development section of Card Corporation, which is how Hannah happened across him so often. She was head of a very specific section of R&D—the Domestic Chemical Department. 

Hannah’s job, essentially, was to manufacture lust, or love, or attraction, or whatever it was you wanted to call it. Card was convinced there was enormous money in such a thing—and probably he was right. 

She imagined that an actual love potion would be highly illegal, but also highly sought after—and certainly Card, billionaire that he was, probably knew no shortage of millionaires who would pay top dollar for such a creation. 

So it was a bit ironic—or was it just amusingly convenient? Irony was difficult—that she was the one to actual stumble across a love potion, if that’s indeed what this little vial of solution was.

Ugh, drat. She cursed herself, staring at the small vial on the counter-top. There she went again, calling it a love potion. 

She couldn’t help herself, though. She wanted it to be true. She wanted to be Card’s dream come true. He was certainly hers—and he barely knew she even existed.

Card was tall, strong, and handsome—no, dreamy. He had that magical male ability to always have the sexiest amount of two-three day stubble, combined with perfectly messy hair—that made a woman like Hannah want to snuggle and fuck him at the same time, each as hard as humanly possible. 

Hannah felt his opposite in every way. Her hair was either too sticky-straight or too non-responsive to any attention. Her skin was frequently plagued with what, indeed, seemed like the plague, a succession of horrible pockmarks trailing up her neck and around her face and down to her arms at the most uncomfortable and unattractive positions.

As best she could, Hannah tried to ignore her attraction of Card during the daytime. This was incredibly hard. It was even harder, strangely enough, when he showed up at the lab with his smoky-eyed, dark-haired supermodel girlfriend, showing off the “cool science that all these geeks get up to,” in his words. Karen, the supermodel’s name was. 

Hannah hated her instantly, her perfect hair, her effortless walk in ridiculously high heels, the way she wore her incredibly slutty and tight dress with such elegance and prestige, making it look exactly like the ten thousand dollars it no doubt cost her (or would have, perhaps, if it wasn’t given to her for free. Those models had such an easy time of it.).

At any rate, a few weeks ago, Hannah bought Chinese food for dinner. She craved General Tso chicken—and when such a craving occurred, the only thing for it was General Tso. 

Walking outside into the cool air with her order in her hands, she saw an old woman crossing the street, a myriad of bags in her hands—but the traffic light was green, and a bus roared down on her. Without thinking, Hannah dropped her prized chicken dinner and grabbed the woman—strangely light, despite all the bags she carried—and they tumbled to the sidewalk on the other side of the street. The bus roared past, just barely missing them. 

“Thank you, sweetie,” said the old woman, her voice...strangely young, despite all the wrinkles on her face. “I don’t know that anyone else would have saved me.”

“No, no,” said Hannah, shaking her head and standing up. She took a moment to dust herself off, staring wistfully at the General Tso across the street. A stray dog trotted by and started slurping and drooling all over the open bag. 

Oh, good. That's just what she needed.

Hannah sighed again. “No,” she said again, barely even knowing she was talking. “I just did what anyone would do.”

The bag lady continued. “You have a heavy heart, my dear. Yes?”

It was even heavier, watching the dog snarf down the dinner she had dreamt of all day. She had caught the Chinese place just before closing, having stayed at work all day—and there was no way she would make it back now.

“Yes,” said Hannah distantly. “Heavy, indeed.”

“Such a shame, for such a nice heart. I like to reward nice hearts. Here,” Hannah heard the bag lady shift. “A potion for you, to help your way.”

Something heavy landed in her pocket.

“Potion, what?” Hannah looked down at the woman—who wasn’t there any longer.

In her head, she heard someone say—very distinctly, “A love potion. Liquid lust, to take the heart of your desire. Add his hair to a mouthful, and drink.”

But the woman was gone. Her bags were gone. All evidence of her, gone in the darkness somewhere. 

And in Hannah’s pocket, heavy and thick, was the vial. 

It was a ridiculous thing to have happen to a person. She could hardly believe it at all. Who was the old woman? 

Let's say, for the sake of argument, she was some kind of genie or faerie or whatever. Was she just wandering around, street by street, waiting for someone to save her so she could give away a love potion and vanish into thin air?

Ridiculous. 

But even so, the strange vial full of strange substance sat in front of Hannah right there in the lab, waiting to be used. Next to it, on a glass slide, was a pluck of Remington Card's hair.

Getting Remington’s hair had been easy. She had told him there were some puzzling DNA results she had to ferret out the meaning of, and would he please send her some hair so that she could exclude his genetic material from her findings? He came down to the lab so very often, after all, and she needed to be thorough.

Of course he complied.

Hannah took the vial of liquid lust, if that’s what it was, into her hands, examining it closely. It was clear—oddly enough—like mountain spring water, or perhaps a fine vodka. 

She wanted to believe it so very badly. Certainly, on the rodents she had tested it on, there had been noticeable effects. Females became doted on by their male counterparts, fucked endlessly but also looked after. They got first pick of food and were protected as they rested, that sort of thing. 

The implications filled Hannah with longing.

To have Remington look after her....secure her, take care of her—to have him fuck her with easy, happy, endless love in his eyes! Hannah needed that so very badly. Ever since she had witnessed the results of the experiments with the rodents, she could hardly imagine, anymore, life without such care and devotion to her. 

Dropping the hair into a small beaker, she mixed it with a small portion of the liquid from the vial. Smoke drifted upward, the mixture turning a dark violet color. Hannah eyed it with surprise—certainly, that was not how water reacted with hair.

Maybe...maybe it was all really true? Maybe he could be hers?

She loved Remington Card with all her heart. And so, taking a small little breath, she downed the liquid.

Bliss—strong and hot—overwhelmed her almost instantly. A chain of orgasms struck through her body—starting from her delightfully hot pussy and spreading ever outward, electrifying every atom in her cells—and she cried out in purest pleasure. Falling to the floor, her flailing feet knocked over an entire tray of test formulas, somehow avoiding the shattering of all that glass and the spray of the dangerously combined chemicals. 

Beyond her spot in the lab, she heard windows burst open and doors shattering outward, an entire shock wave of lust traveling through the nearby area.

As she writhed on the floor, her limbs lengthened—her torso elongating and ass tightening and reforming with hot musculature. The succession of hot, immediate growths ripped away at her pants, leaving them in shreds underneath her.. Her breasts swelled—from a paltry flat chest that barely existed to a suddenly full, bouncy, delicious pair of 38DDs. She had strength now, and ripped off her multiple sweaters as if they were paper.

Sliding over, she saw the reflection of her face in a shattered beaker, clear as day. Her newly-wet pussy quivered as she saw herself.

She was...

She was...

She was...sex incarnate.

Her lips, so plush and puffy, expertly advertising their ability to hold a hot conversation and suck a cock for days. Her hair, so dark and long and vibrant and voluminous, wrapping down past her waist. Her eyes, tilted just slightly and brilliant azure. Her nose, elegant and refined, a drink of vintage wine. Her cheekbones—her cheekbones! Sculpted and hot enough to melt through glass. 

At the other end of the lab, someone crunched down through the toppled glass and the wreckage that the shock wave of the potion had created.

“Hello? Doctor Russell? Are you....youuuuu....”

His voice trailed off as she stood up, showing the newly-arrived security guard the full extent of her glorious, fae-like beauty.

The security guard’s gun fell to his side. “Youuuu...youuuuuu.....” He said dumbly, over and over again. His gun dropped to the floor.

“Hello, handsome.” Her voice was sultry and hot. Her voice was sex incarnate. It was the sound clouds made when they slid across the dark midnight sky, sheathing over the moon. It was not her voice at all...and yet, of course, it really was, now. “Do you...have...something, for me?”

With a helpless look on his face, the guard unzipped his pants, pulled out his straining cock and started to stroke it. It was immensely hard, already. 

“Oh my fucking god look at you,” he moaned, eyes wild. “You’re so fucking hot. You’re so fucking hot. You’re not even doing anything and you’re so fucking hot.”

Hannah’s entire mind felt like it was being immolated in lust. “You’ll do anything for me, won’t you baby?”

Somehow, she knew he would. She knew all kinds of things now. 

She knew the potion had worked, completely.

“Oh my god!” the guard cried, jacking harder and harder. “Oh my god, yes! Oh shit! God! You’re so fucking hot!”

And then he came. His spurts of goo landed on the wrecked floor between them. Unimpressive—as she knew anyone who wasn't Remington would be unimpressive to her.

“Holy fuck,” he moaned, in incredible surprise. “I’m still hard. How am I...oh goddd...” he moaned looking at her again. His strokes continued, almost as if suspended by a marionette. “I can’t stop. Why can’t I fucking stop?”

“You don’t need to stop, though, do you baby? All you need to do is worship me.”

Like a soft blanket around a newborn babe, arrogance had swaddled around Hannah’s mind. There was not a doubt in her mind that she deserved such self-praise. She was a goddess.

“Please...please, I have a family...” he groaned.

Hannah laughed richly. “And?”

“Tell them I don’t need them anymore, okay?” He kept stroking and stroking, clearly unable to help himself. “I can’t...c-can’t stop doing this. I’ll never stop. I’ll fucking die tomorrow maybe and I don’t care, oh my god. You’re so fucking gorgeous! Please...p-please just keep looking at me.”

Hannah did, watching him exhaust himself after only a paltry four more orgasms. Her smile grew all the while. When she leaned over and kissed his unconscious form, she saw him twitching even more, trying to cum—but completely drained. 

Her smile only grew and grew. 

* * * * *

An hour later, walking down a busy street in the early evening with men falling down and calling after her as she passed, Hannah was totally confident in what would happen for the rest of her life. 

She was going to own Remington just how she wanted. Her beauty was so incomprehensibly perfect now. Everywhere she walked and strutted and existed, men fell to their knees, jerking off helplessly and promising her all sorts of things. Bank accounts. Houses. Cars. Firstborn children. All for just a smile. 

Certainly, her outfit represented her love of herself. She had walked into the sexiest, most upscale clothing shop in town—The Outfit—and walked out with their premiere dress. Platinum and tight, with one sleeve, it hugged her ass perfectly. The leather thigh-high boots wrapped up her luscious legs, showing off a beautiful foot of perfect skin between the tops of the boots and the hem of her tiny dress. Along with it, she took a gorgeous mink jacket. 

The manager asked her to take more—more, please! He cried when she turned him down.

Up ahead of Hannah now was the enormous downtown condominium where Remington lived. Hannah was planning on just walking right up to his door and demanding to be let in. It wasn't as if anyone could stop her. Hell, it wasn't as if anyone wanted to, anymore.

And then...

Then, Remington stepped outside, waving to the doorman. He saw her, and stopped for a moment, shock and instant lust on his face.

Hannah, on pure instinct, dropped to her knees in front of him, smoky dark boots hitting the concrete. The men around him—bodyguards—had dropped to their knees as well, putting their heads to the concrete in abject worship of her.

“Oh my god,” she moaned. “Fucking take me, please? Fucking own my body right now. God, please, baby?”

Remington looked at her slowly, his eyes crawling over every exquisite inch of her tight, big-breasted form. 

Men had been jerking off to her as she walked by all day, promising to love her, steal for her, murder for her if she wanted. 

And still, Hannah could only hope and pray that she was pretty enough for him. Would he still want to give her his babies? God, but she wanted to give him an heir. As many as he wanted.

That such a complete one-eighty of her attitude had occurred was entirely lost on her. The second she saw him, she no longer had any recognition of the thought that she had wanted to lustfully enslave Remington the same way that she had enslaved every man who had come across her already. No, she wanted only to serve him, to love him, to obey him, to do every last little thing he asked. 

That was the love potion at work. She hadn't known exactly what it was she was supposed to be until he laid eyes on her—but now she knew. She was supposed to be unattainable. She was supposed to be a goddess. Because that's what the dream girl of a billionaire like Remington Card was—a girl completely and utterly unattainable by anyone but him.

He took her by the hand and shoved her into the limo. There were no words—just hot, severe, certain actions that he took. 

Hannah adored his certainty, his decisions—she adored everything about him. The small mole on the side of his neck. The tiny strand of hair falling down his forehead. The way he roughly grabbed her tits and briefly put his hand around her throat, growling in lust as he kissed her furiously.

Their lips melding at last, Hannah's world felt more than complete. She came, her body bucking against his. The bliss was hot and electric—but even with as suddenly as it happened, she wanted more. There would never be enough Remington in her life.

His pants somehow were gone. His cock appeared to her as a holy totem—hard even to look at. It felt blasphemous to want him, to be good enough to take him.

“Suck me,” he commanded. “Be a good girl.”

Somehow, he knew the score. 

Hannah didn't consider it that much. When a man was confronted with his dream girl, how else was he supposed to act but as if he were in a dream? And Hannah loved that thought—that she was making his dreams come true with every action she took, with every hot beat of her heart as she closed the distance between her mouth and his cock.

Her lips crawled over the hard edges of his divine rod, instantly feeling her love double and re-double with everything that she had. She came with every slide upward, every slurp downward—every taste a new reason for her pussy to back flip in pleasure.

“You really like this, don’t you?” His voice had the tinge of disbelief. 

“Mmmhmm!”

For what felt like hours, they continued like this. She patiently and happily worshiped his cock, her tongue lavishing all over it. She licked it ravenously, like it was a popsicle. She sucked him greedily, like she would learn the meaning of life from his perfect fountain. Maybe she would—maybe she had. 

His cockhead pushed deep down her throat, and she did her best to suckle him—going so far as to swallow she felt him inside her throat. The better to tighten her body all around his perfection. 

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Fuck, that's so good. You're gonna taste me, baby. You're gonna...gonna...”

Bucking up and down on his cock, she felt his balls tighten, his shaft tense. He was going to gift her! Oh god!

Huge volumes of his load unleashed on her. Perfect white spray overwhelmed her, shooting down her throat in gooey streaks, filling her mouth with his sticky matter. When she pulled away, he continued to spray her face down with his cum—sprayed all over the face of this perfect goddess, who was too perfect for anyone but him.

And then he took her out to his estate in the country, far away from the city and everyone who could see her.

* * * * *

Holding his new lover close in his enormous, luxurious bed, Remington was more than a little surprised at the behavior of Hannah. He had no idea she had such a crush on him.

Of course, if she had told him just a day before, he would have laughed in her face. Probably she knew that. 

It had been, in fact, quite a shock when she had told him that she was Hannah at all. Though, of course he believed her, if only because it would be ludicrous for anyone who wasn’t Hannah, or Dr. Russell as he had known her, to pretend that she was such a nobody. 

She truly had been nothing, before. An insignificant cog in the works, as much of a lab rat as her own lab rats. 

But now...now she was a goddess. His goddess. The dream woman that he had always wanted to have—an impossibly gorgeous woman, inspiring all around her to instant love and worship...who only ever wanted and desired him.

This was why he had dated supermodels and starlets, of course. Some deep, primal part of him got off on being worshiped and loved by those who were obsessed over. 

Of course, that was also why he had ordered all that research into pheromones and attraction. He didn't trust the love of any of those women. Remington's time with starlets and supermodels and the like had created a very deep mistrust for that sort of woman—they only ever seemed to be with him for his money, or more usually, to bump their status in the eyes of others. They wouldn't ever commit all the way—and give him the heir he deserved.

He wanted someone to love him for him...just as he wanted to love a woman for who she was. The only niche in that plan is that who he wanted a woman to be was something that didn't exist, really.

Until...Hannah.

He had told himself endlessly that if he ever found such a woman, he would love her immediately. And Remington did love Hannah, he found. 

He held her now, snuggling her close, but at the same time, fucking her furiously with his unprotected cock. Or, perhaps she fucked him? With how lithe and smooth her hips sank down again and again on his member, it was hard to tell. But they held each other so tight, staring endlessly in the other’s eyes, searching perhaps for new angles of devotion and adoration. 

He knew, without a doubt, with all the bare loads he was loading into her cunt, that she would be pregnant soon. The thought warmed his cold, rich soul.

“I need you,” the goddess purred at him over and over. “I love you. I want you. I need you. I love you. I want you.”

The chanting felt like it kept him hard...as did her incredible attentions. She had this perfect way of  wrapping his neck with her hair and burying his face in her big, delicious breasts...

He felt like he could die happy.

Seven times, he had come in the three hours since she had knelt down to him in the street. Her own number of orgasms were impossible to measure—they seemed constant.

Just thinking of that—causing constant pleasure to this goddess just from existing in front of her—was endlessly exciting to Remington.

“Remington?” he heard a voice call out. “Remington, darling?”

It was Karen.

Fuck.

Fuck! How had she known he was here? That was the entire reason he had come to the country estate. It was isolated and away from prying eyes. 

If he wanted to be with Hannah, at some point, he was going to have to do some explaining...or else cover her body up somehow. 

But until he figured out what to do about it, he had resolved to hide in his luxurious country mansion estate. It was built down into the ground, with multiple floors going underground. 

Karen's beautiful walk—high heels tapping in staccato rhythm through the echo-filled chambers of the mostly empty abode—was easily audible over the soft, breathy need of Hannah's worshipful moans.

He couldn’t stop fucking Hannah. Her pussy was too tight, too perfect, her legs wrapped his waist in too loving a way. Her body too fertile and plush. She must have noticed his mental discomfort, though, because she tossed the silk bedsheets over his body, blocking view of the outside world, and cupped his face in her hands.

“Don’t worry about her,” Hannah cooed. “She’s nothing to you, baby. I’m your real girlfriend now, aren’t I? I’m your favorite little fuckpet.”

“Unh,” he groaned, drilling harder under the sheets. It was so hot that Hannah wanted to top Karen—wanted to top the supermodel. “Yeah. Yeah.”

“Please, baby? Please tell me you love me more than Karen?”

“Fuck...fuck, Hannah...”

“You know you want to say it. I wouldn’t even know to say it unless you told me so...”

God, she was so right. She was so right. It turned him on so much—Karen being replaced. Her quintessential hotness, even with as perfect and sublimely beautiful as she was, still being totally done away with and cast all the way down his hierarchy of potential lovers, just for the love of Hannah’s divine body and soft, lovely gaze.

And, hips grinding harder into Hannah, his orgasm approached.

“Yeah, baby!” Hannah moaned in ecstasy, cumming herself already. “Please cum in me? Please cum in me right now? I need it! I need it.” Her voice so husky and raw. “Your babygirl goddess needs her man's cum, please? Please cum in me, please make me fucking pregnant, and tell me how you love me more than her, baby, please? Please?”

His mouth pushed forward over hers as he came, his balls unleashing a torrent of cum. He kissed her harder, losing himself in this mashing of tongues and lips to this woman who was everything he had ever wanted. Pulling away from the kiss, still cumming hard, he remembered what she wanted to hear. What they both wanted to hear.

“I love you more than Karen!” He grunted loudly, writhing with Hannah in the expensive silk sheets, his body bucking forcefully into hers. “I fucking need you, Hannah!”

A shattered voice filled the bedroom.“What?”

Remington shoved his head out of the sheets, still obscuring Hannah. There was Karen, at the door, tears forming in her beautiful dark eyes. Her tight white dress clung to her spectacularly, her perfect model breasts on splendid display. Remington, still cumming inside of Hannah’s eager, hot, dripping pussy was unable to stop himself. And so somehow, even if it was just a bit, the sight of Karen’s despair helped him along to orgasm.

Knowing this, guilt and shame joined his pleasure, even as he turned back under the sheets to Hannah’s loving, jealously hot gaze. Hannah actually licked her lips—the whole notion of being “caught” turning her on.

Something foul and mean-spirited spilled out of Karen's mouth—Remington didn't catch all of it, still staring somewhat helplessly at Hannah's beauty, but he was pretty sure he was pretty well covered in the “curse” department forever after.

But eventually the bliss of orgasm faded, and some semblance of reason returned to his mind.

His cock covered completely in Hannah’s juices, he extricated himself from Hannah's grasp and the soft sheets of the bed, floundered over a series of fluffy pillows and stumbled onto the floor, walking naked after Karen.

“Karen!” he called. “Karen! Come on. Wait!”

“Fuck you, Remington! You’re an asshole!”

“Wait!” he called again, admiringly watching her luscious ass push against the tight material of her minidress. She was certainly a beauty.

She turned around. “I’m not going to wait. You told me you loved me, that you would take care of me forever, and now you’ve gone off and fucked some other woman, Remington! You told me I was your whole world!”

The look on her face stunned Remington into silence. He could provide no rejoinder, no protest. She really did love him. Or, she had. The guilt that had been washed away somewhat by Hannah’s hot orgasmic whispers in his ear came back full-force now. His body was weak with the guilt, warm and cold shivers running up and down him. 

Taking a few hesitant steps toward Karen, he held up one shaky hand. 

“Please...” he said weakly. “I’m...I’m sorry...”

But she turned then, and walked out the door. 

At the tall window near the door, Remington watched her leave. She got into her convertible and then turned—and he knew she could see him looking. 

Behind him, he heard high heels clicking on the wood floor. Hannah—having slipped on heels already, just the way he would have asked her to—slid up against him, tugging suddenly at his quickly-hardening cock. 

“Watch her go, baby,” Hannah moaned. “Watch that bitch take off. You don’t need her. You’ve got me.”

“Fuck,” he moaned, knees somewhat weak at Hannah’s hands on his member. “You...you know she can see us?”

Karen could see them in the tall, wide window, and easily. A wide, shocked glance covered her face. She angrily turned her convertible on and sped out from the driveway.

“Oh yeah, lover,” Hannah said with a giggle. “I knew that.”

Regaining some composure and shaking his head, Remington slid out from Hannah's grasp walked over to a nearby couch, shaking his head. 

“You are one twisted, evil bitch, you know that?”

Her gorgeous face took on a twisted, evil grin, just to satisfy his urge for confirmation, and she nodded happily, strutting after him. Her naked, buoyant breasts were perky and firm, even without a bra.

“That’s just how you want me, lover. You want a girl so fucked up and twisted and evil that she’ll do anything at all in the world, so long as she gets to be the very first in line to pleasing your cock. You don’t care that I don’t care about anyone else in this entire world, do you?” She slid down onto his lap, straddling him. His hardening cock slid up underneath the velvety folds of her pussy and her tits pressed hard against his chest. “The emotions of everyone else? They’re just tangential to you. Just ways to get others to please you, somehow. Because that’s all that matters to me...and I know that’s how you want it.”

God, it really was. His cock lengthened even more underneath her naked body—and the wet folds of her entrance rubbed harder on top of his shaft.

“Now,” she purred. “Won’t you please, please fuck me again with your holy cock?”

He could. He did.

* * * * *

The diner was busy for the time of day—after the rush hour—and Karen of course blamed this on her own presence. Men seemed to follow her around—one of the unfortunate luxuries of being a supermodel. She had a cup of coffee, and Hannah had nothing at all.

“So,” said Hannah, her voice so velvety and smooth. “Thank you for coming. I do appreciate you meeting me here.”

Karen rolled her eyes. She hardly believed she had agreed to this, just a couple of days after this incredibly evil bitch had torn her heart in half. But something in Hannah’s voice made it so...so hard to say no. She didn’t know what it was. Maybe that’s why she was there, today. 

Yes, sure. Karen had to find out why she had come; that’s why she had come. Didn’t that make sense?

She hoped so.

It was strangely warm in the diner. Yes, hot. That was strange for this time of year, when usually cool gusts of wind were pushing through the open door of the diner anytime someone slipped inside from out of the encroaching cold. Karen adjusted the collar of her white silk blouse, hidden underneath a dark cashmere sweater. Smoky fleece tights adorned her legs, matching the tight pair of shorts she had on.

Hannah certainly wasn’t dressed like it was hot—no, she seemed ready for the coldest winter on record. The only part of Hannah's face that Karen could see were her nose, her cheekbones, and her lips. Everything else was covered by thick, dark sunglasses or the fur hood over her head. She wore a thick fur overcoat—a chinchilla, the same outrageously expensive one that Remington had promised to buy her—worth over two hundred thousand dollars. 

Chump change to him.

Karen, with reluctant ease, had to admit that it looked better on Hannah than it did on her. 

And god, that was a thought Karen didn't have often. Hardly anyone looked better than her—that was her whole pride and joy, her reason for moving along in the world. At twenty-six, she was one of the highest paid supermodels in the entire market, known for her chameleon-like ability to make any piece of clothing look disastrously sexy. 

And there was Hannah, looking better than Karen in something. 

That...aroused something strange in Karen.

For the strangest reason, as Karen saw that curve of Hannah’s cheekbone, she wanted to put it on her wall. Or save the image of the cheekbone, perhaps, to her computer...give it a folder all its own, just one she could look up any old time she had been having a tough day. She could load it up, this lovely curved bit of Hannah, grab a glass of wine, spread her legs out and just slide her fingers all the way down, and just...adore it endlessly...

Wait, what?

She realized with a start that Hannah had been talking.

“Were you listening to me, sweetie?” said Hannah.

“Oh, um, no.” Karen squirmed, embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry.”

God, huh? Why was she being so...so...so submissive and apologetic? This bitch stole her man! Her billionaire, for god’s sake! If anyone had a proper case to be furious with Hannah, it was most definitely Karen!

The horrible cunt had gone so far as to give Remington a handjob as he watched Karen drive off, after all! The nerve!

And yet...something about that. Something about...Hannah’s face...it had stayed in Karen’s mind. Like a virus, incubating and testing, waiting for its turn to strike.

The last four times Karen had cum in the past week—which was all the times Karen had cum in the past week, adoring her perfect supermodel body in her comfortably huge bed—she had been imagining Hannah’s face as she stroked off Remington. 

She would have cum many, many more times—certainly she had felt like it—but she had been trying too hard to exercise self-control. It was hard, it was all so hard. It was hard, especially, to imagine Hannah’s face—she never really got a clear look at her. But Karen knew there was something...important there. Something furiously hot and all-encompassing to know about, in Hannah's look.

Hannah was...saying something. Something incredibly important that Karen had to listen to and understand as the perfect truth for the rest of her life. But Karen couldn’t focus. It was too easy to imagine how perfectly beautiful Hannah looked in her amazing fur. It was so right that Hannah wore a fur like that. She was such a luxuriously beautiful woman. A goddess. And a goddess like her belonged in fur. 

Maybe that was the real reason Karen was here. To have a good, long look at the woman, the goddess, who was taking up the entirety of her thoughts. 

After all, Karen thought as Hannah continued to speak in her perfect voice, it was sort of hot that Remington had broken up with her. 

Now that Hannah made Karen think about it, the whole thing was...well, it was kind of great that he was so incredible and so perfect, that he had found someone better than a supermodel. It didn’t mean Karen was any less hot, it just meant Remington was that wonderful.

“Wonderful...” said Karen dumbly. 

Hannah nodded happily. “That’s so lovely, dear. I think so too.”

Rubbing her eyes and looking down for a moment, Karen tried to let her thoughts clear. They were so fuzzy, so pink and happy. Each thought bobbed by like a float on a parade—pretty and sort of fun, but not of much use. The scent in the air was soooo thick, so heavy and sexy. It had been growing and growing, she realized, ever since they sat down. 

“I’m sorry I can’t pay attention very well, madam,” she said to Hannah, not quite realizing that she was being so subservient. “It’s just, you’re really hard to be around.”

Hannah giggled. “Yeah, babes. I know. You are too, you know.”

“No, I know I’m aloof. You kind of like, have to be, when you get to my level? Otherwise you have conversations three hours long with every jackass you come across. But, I mean, you’re...you’re so fucking pretty. It’s distracting.”

Hannah giggled. Karen wanted to record the sound and put it on a ten-hour loop that she could listen to every time she fell asleep for the rest of her life. 

“I know it is,” said Hannah. “That’s how I was able to drug your coffee.”

“What?”

“I drugged your drink. Just now. While I was talking.”

“But...but why did you do that, madam?”

This time, Karen noticed the affectation. Why had she called her “madam?” Why had she done that? What was...what was going on with her?

She felt high, she realized. High on lust and beauty, her mind becoming increasingly one-track. Her pussy was completely soaked, her dress underneath even more soaked. She sat in a puddle of her own juices, her thighs squirming against each other as she focused more and more on those gorgeous, ineffably perfect cheekbones of Hannah. She couldn’t turn away from them, no more than she could stop herself from doing what Hannah said, and thinking what Hannah told her to think.

“I drugged your coffee,” giggled Hannah, “because I want you to drink it.”

“Oh,” said Karen. That certainly made sense.

“Go on. Drink it.”

Still, Karen resisted. “Y-you drugged it, though.”

“I know!” Hannah reached forward and squeezed Karen's hand. It was the single greatest moment of bliss that Karen had ever experienced. “I drugged it with a special love potion, and you’re still going to drink it for me. Isn’t that great? You just think I’m so pretty that you’ll do anything at all that I suggest. Isn’t that so hot and fun? So go on.”

At the booth adjacent to theirs, a girl started going down on her boyfriend. She sucked his cock loudly, proclaiming how perfect and sexy he was, how turned on she was. Their waitress walked up and summarily stripped down her shirt, joining the girlfriend in worship of the boyfriend’s cock. 

At the other end of the restaurant, a wife gave her husband a slow, lazy, loving handjob, adoring him with soft little kisses. 

Two businesswomen made out passionately, their blouses undone and forgotten about on a pile on the floor.

There was such a strong, sexual vibe in the room—created entirely by Hannah, Karen realized. No one was immune to the lust that this goddess put out. All anyone could think about, in her presence, was fucking. 

Karen was caught up in the wave of lust herself. It guided her all the way to grabbing her coffee and putting it against her lips. 

She hesitated for just a moment more. Hannah, smiling, shrugged off her fur hood, revealing the full glory of her shoulders, her intoxicatingly beautiful mass of chestnut locks, her elegant neck. Karen, feeling a hot pulsing ball of lust unleash in her pussy, moaned and drank the drugged drink down. Would it kill her? Would it wipe out her mind? It didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered was Hannah.

Hannah let her fur down all the way, displaying the perfect valley of her tits in her tiny red dress. The full extent of her absolutely phenomenal beauty unleashed on the patrons of the cafe. There was a shock wave of orgasm all around—all eyes focused intently on Hannah. 

In the booth adjacent, the girlfriend and redheaded waitress continued suckling at the man’s cock as it streamed out hot cum, though they fingered themselves rapturously now, unable to tear their eyes away—and the man’s eyes were firmly locked on Hannah, paying no attention at all to the two beauties attending his spasming meat. The suddenly-lesbian businesswomen each fingered the other’s cunts, loving Hannah, moaning out praises to their new goddesses.

“You see, Master was so very nice to me. To reward me for getting pregnant with his perfect seed, he wanted me to have a lover of my own, just like I’m his special magical lover! Except, what he forgot was that, like, what turns me on is now exactly what turns him on.”

If Hannah was pregnant, she was only just so. There was no bulge showing. But then, in such a short time, for her to be pregnant already...god, she must have so, so fertile...

Karen, already so very beautiful, noticed very little change in her own body as the potion did its work. Her breasts became slightly more full—her lips just a shade thicker, her hair stretching on down to the tip of her ass. She was the same, just tighter, sexier, and permanently young. 

“So, you, babes, are gonna be like, just almost as good as I am for him. That way, he can fuck two babes who deserve him at once! Isn't that hot?”

Karen nodded happily, her pussy vibrating with orgasm as she stared happily into Hannah's bright blue eyes.

All around them, in the cafe, men were jerking off, watching them helplessly as Hannah slid over to Karen and delivered a series of scintillatingly hot kisses. Women fingered their cunts. Everyone knelt, drooling out phrases of prayer and happiness.

Then, suddenly, Remington arrived. 

And just like that, Karen's worship of Hannah subsided, just slightly, and rededicated entirely back on to Remington. 

He was absolutely everything in the world to Karen. If there was a God, she was certain it was him. He looked around, noticing with some amusement the enormity of lust that had exploded in the small diner. 

“You certainly seemed to have had an effect,” he said casually to Hannah, stroking her hair and pulling her up into his arms.

Hannah rose like a helplessly happy kitten, melting into the strong arms of the billionaire. All that power she held over the diner, all the lust she inspired and created—it was all for him. Karen watched, literally, all of Hannah’s control and power melt down to nothing with her overwhelming love for Remington arriving suddenly on her face.

“Oh, darling,” Hannah cooed between wet, needy kisses along Remington’s face and neck. “I do hope I fucked her mind correctly for you.”

“Did she give you any trouble?”

“Trouble?” Hannah scoffed, sliding a jeweled hand down her sensational body. “Please. Could anyone ever possibly give me any trouble with anything?”

Karen could see Remington liked that response, liked that haughtiness. She recalled how she held her own arrogance and vanity back in the past—but she would do nothing of the sort now. She had to be Remington’s perfect girlfriend for Hannah. 

He approached Karen, Hannah still hanging on to his side. “You hurt me, running away like that.”

“I know I did, sir,” said Karen, almost tearing up. “I’m so, so sorry, it was so wrong of me! You deserve to have anyone you want! You should have all the hot babes in the world vying for your cock, sir! Please, please let me make it up to you somehow?”

Smiling, Remington pushed Hannah to her knees, and then unzipped his pants. His cock, veiny and bulging, was thick and sausage-like. Hannah immediately attended it, licking the head and sliding her tongue around the long shaft.

“Go on, girls. Do your man right. Show me how good you can be.”

Moaning, Karen fell forward with Hannah on her man’s cock, sliding her wet, puffy lips up and down the immense shaft. Her hot supermodel mouth mixed and criss-crossed with Hannah’s, the two superhumanly beautiful women making out on the cock of the man totally in charge of their lives. 

They each loved him totally. 

“Need him,” Hannah moaned. “Serve him,” Karen gushed.

Remington pushed his cock forward, fucking his cock between their hot faces for several strokes. They pushed hard on his shaft, wanting it to be as padded as possible by their pillowy wet lips. 

He took Karen’s hair and shoved his thick rod down her throat—easily lubricated just for him by the streams of heavy, hot precum shooting out from his cock—and then pulled out and shoved his cock down Hannah’s throat. When he did, he took several wraps of Karen’s long, silky hair, and tugged her hard against his crotch—where she lovingly and dotingly licked his balls with orgasmic relish. 

Back and forth he went like this—fucking Hannah's throat, then Karen's, then Hannah's again. Each time, the other girl licked and dragged her tongue up and down what spare inches of shaft and balls they could slide into their sexy, needy mouths. 

At every second, Karen could not stop cumming. Hannah's fingers had crawled up into her pussy, and Karen's into Hannah's. Both of their lusciously hot cunts hummed with constant bliss, pulsing and pulsing with need.

“You are both such good girls,” Remington moaned.

Spurting and spasming, his cock erupted all over their faces. Hot, wonderful jizz showered all over Karen and Hannah. Thick and gooey seed dripped down their faces as they kissed and licked his big dick. Giggling and cooing, they licked each other's faces clean, and then Remington's massive meat. He stroked their hair as they worked...getting a little worked up again in the process. He was so virile. Soon, he would get them as pregnant as they needed. Their fertile bodies were made to deliver anything to him.

Karen loved it all so much, her pussy constantly pumping out new happy orgasms to drill away at her memories of any other way to live.. She loved being Hannah’s dream girl...and so, being just slightly being Remington’s dream girl as well. 

She couldn’t wait to have her own dream girl to pay tribute to Remington, and do to someone else what Hannah had done to her. And then she would guide that dream girl to get another...and another...and another...

It was no less than her billionaire deserved.

# # #

Billionaire's New Plaything

––––––––

(This story, like all stories whether you know it or not, has gone through many a draft. I was under the belief that I had completed this tale in totality. However, He decided that I would revise it, one last time, as He entered me again and again. You will find these last notes of revision, inspired by his massive manhood, in this very format. Italics to indicate the severity of my pleasure as he takes me. Parenthesis to show you how well He has closed me in. Everything for Him.)

* * * * *

My story is not one for the faint of heart, and through necessity, I have been as thorough as possible. If you are with me, dear reader, stay strong—for I spared no detail in this recollection of the breaking of hitherto-thought-to-be-indomitable wills.

Oh yes, that’s right. I thought I was indomitable. I thought nothing could break me. I was so disillusioned and somehow conversely naive that I believed that anyone who would submit to being owned had suffered through some terrible life experience, or was simply born wrong. 

I had no idea it could simply be placed upon me, whether I liked it or not, so long as the man doing the placing was strong enough to enforce his will. And I had no idea that submission was so very, very sweet.

There are many places to begin this tale, and through the introductions of many people—but I would like to start with myself meeting with my new editor, learning of the assignment that would change my destiny forever.

“Come on, Francesca,” I insisted. “You can’t be serious.”

“I would advise you not to tell me the limits of my seriousness, Hannah. In fact,” said Francesca, leaning back in her expensive leather chair, “when it comes to advising, you’re not in a place to do anything at all for me.”

We were alone in the office of Francesca Hilton, lead editor of The City Times, one of the last few real print newspapers in the city of St. Claire. The office was well-furnished, with an expensive leather couch in one corner. The shades over the impressively large windows were the wooden kind that clacked lightly as the air-conditioning kicked on. 

At twenty-seven years of age, I had once been a star reporter...but now I was reduced to my current state, squabbling about scraps of stories about shady billionaires. 

“Clarke?” I asked, in disbelief.

“Yes.”

“Mason Clarke?”

“That’s right. He’s earned somewhat of a...shall we say, infamous reputation as of late. As of his entire career, really. Given that he funds almost the entirety of our efforts here, I would like for you to correct that.”

I tried to put aside the incredibly unethical portions of that. One look at Francesca and you would know—from the intricate detailing of her jewelry down to the ornate arrangement of her hair—that ethics mattered very little to her so long as she was paid enough to look good. So, I tried a different tactic—wasting resources.

“You know I’ve covered wars, right?” I poked at her desk. “You know I’ve been knee-deep in the mud of Africa writing about famine, right? You know that those stories—those award-winning stories—were why you hired me, right?”

“I do.” Francesca let out a leisurely-but-annoyed breath. “I also know that after your scandal with that governor down south, you’d be lucky to find work at any newspaper at all, even this one—which you clearly feel is so far beneath your thoroughly-seasoned reach.”

I said nothing to that. It was hard to deny that I felt I was above the paper. The City Times was a rag, pure and simple. That it was a rag run by a woman had given me some hope of finding some common ground—a little bit of sisterhood and a sympathetic ear to my tale of that repulsive pig called a governor.

But, no. Francesca didn’t want to hear my side of the story. No one did. After the governor's wife had made that ludicrously melodramatic statement on television, no one wanted to hear what I had to say.

I was disgraced, utterly.

This was my irony now—a journalist with a story that no one wanted to hear. In my more suspicious moments over the past few months, I had gotten the idea that someone had called each and every news outlet that I had ever sent a story to over the past five years of my career and paid them off (or threatened them with a shutdown).

(He gloats to me now. That was the case. He arranged every second of my indoctrination.)

Then, one day as I was busy drowning my sorrows in a bottle of brandy—a fine vintage that I received as part of a bonus just six months prior, for prize-winning work on the conflict in the Middle-East—I got the call from The City Times. Desperate, I had taken the job, and for almost half my usual rate. 

“Nothing to say?” Francesca asked, blowing at her red-painted nails. “No clever rejoinder? Very well. You’ll do the piece on Clarke. You will be pleasant and admiring of him. He likes his women better that way.”

The older beauty had begun to pull at her collar in a way that indicated heat in the room, but in fact, I was rather cool.

“So he’s a sexist, is what you’re saying.”

Francesca smiled. It was a pleasant smile—everything about Francesca was pleasant to look at, in fact. If, at that time, I had been given to my more bisexual tendencies from college not so very long ago, I would have perhaps even devoted some fantasizing time to the exquisite curve of Francesca’s breasts in her tight silk blouse. She reminded me a great deal of some professors I had been given the fortunate opportunity to experiment with. For a more mature woman—not much past forty, I should think—she had an incredibly tight body, shiny dark blond hair, and a devilishly seductive face. 

“Sexist?” She shook her head. “I should think not. He has very...established opinions, about people and their places. He is much more powerful than you. You would do well to abide by his thoughts so long as you are in his domain.” 

So he was incredibly sexist, is what I heard.

“Are you worried he might find you unsatisfactory to look at?” She shook her head admonishingly—as if to encourage me, in an oxymoronic reproachful way. “I assure you, you’re well-equipped in that area. Probably the best girl in this office when it comes to such aesthetics, in fact.”

“Excuse me?”

I was rather taken aback, of course. You would be too, if your same-sex boss just flat-out said you were the prettiest of your kind in an office. Was that why she was sending me to him at all?

But, she seemed to not notice my protestation.

“You don’t have to do the job, of course, but...” Francesca gave a little half-hearted shrug. “I think someone with such a precarious job position might wish to tread lightly for a while. You’ll be sent back to Africa soon enough, my dear. Or, you know,” she waved a hand, “whatever other stinky little mudhole you’d like. But for now? You’ll interview Mason Clarke, and you’ll be a perfect lady as you do it. You will dress well and act well, and I will hear about it if you don’t. Do you understand?”

I stood up, boiling inside, ready to leave the office without another word.

“I asked you a question.” Francesca rapped her desk sharply. “Do you consent, Hannah?”

Through gritted teeth, I pushed out a reply. “Yes. That will be fine.”

“Wonderful.” A shade of rapture passed over her face. I thought, at the time, it was because she had gotten her way—but this was a misjudgment of where her intentions originated. “I’ll call him immediately and make the appointment. Don’t be late. In fact, be early. He despises tardiness, and being on time will only force him to delay something more important than you.”

My skin crawled with shame—and even more shame compounding on that, knowing that this was exactly how Francesca wanted me to feel. 

* * * * *

At some point—this point, as a matter of fact—we should shift our perspectives over to another lovely young woman whose fate is inextricably tied with my own: Lily Kyle. At the time of my report on Clarke, she had just begun her (eventually rather brief) term as his personal assistant at the age of nineteen. In the end, she did not have the correct temperament or constitution to serve him in that capacity.

However, make no mistake—Lily is a lovely young woman. I am sure, over the course of this recollection, you will come to the same conclusion. 

I don’t mean just physically—her heart is very warm and giving, and always she is thinking of the best ways to please others. Her sense of humor, though rather wry at times, is also very forgiving, and I’ve hardly ever met another woman so quick to accept the flaws of others. 

Given all that, of course, when I say that she is a lovely young woman, I also very much do refer to her physical manner. She would have hardly ended up in Mr. Clarke’s employ if she wasn’t completely beautiful.

She has a particular kind of beauty that makes her a treasure to men such as Clarke. Her features are exquisite, finely carved and deliciously proportioned. Her lips are delicate, her eyes wide and dark, her hair flowing loosely down past her slender shoulders—and that is the key word, slender. Everything about her was slight. Indeed, despite how long her legs are or how incredibly busty her chest is, she is, in a word, fae. Fragile. Breakable. 

I can only imagine now how Mr. Clarke saw her...a beauty to be destroyed and rebuilt in the image of his own decision. 

In the past, I read a report that most men fantasized about killing their spouses in the heat of the moment during intercourse. These men would insist that it was nothing to do with an actual desire to see their loved ones dead, but rather that their passion was so intense, their desire to escalate the heat of the situation so great, that if they could annihilate their wives with their fucking and then somehow bring them back right after, they would. 

Seeing Lily, in all her delicate beauty, I think I understand that feeling. I can hardly contain myself around her now...though perhaps I am revealing too much, already.

That first day of work, she tells me that she wore a schoolgirl-like green plaid skirt and a wide-buttoned peasant blouse. She hadn’t considered it at the time, she says, but now she realizes she was really asking for it with such a clearly “fuck-me” outfit. She wishes, now, that she had worn a good pair of pumps—that would have sped the process up considerably.

(I feel it is my duty to reveal that Lily fingered herself as she recounted all this to me—such is His influence when we recall the changes He has forced upon us. His will is miraculous. We are better for it, and Him.)

She arrived briskly at five in the morning at the Clarke Complex. The complex was located at the edge of the city, inside of several rounds of gates, each razor-wired and electrified, and beyond a small forest garden. Clarke enjoys nature; he enjoys making shapes of nature. He wants it under his control.

The complex itself had five different buildings. Lily worked in the largest of these, in the office directly outside of Clarke's.

Evette, her trainer, waited for Lily outside the main complex office. The lovely young blonde—no more than twenty-eight or twenty-nine, was always dressed impeccably, that day being no different; she had on a tight, mini skirted golden suit, highlighting her already golden skin and fine cheekbones. Her dark blue eyes were bursting with resentment and bitterness for no other reason than that Lily was existing in front of her.

“You’re late,” said Evette, as Lily approached with a quickly-dissipating smile. “How the fuck are you already late?”

“I’m sorry,” said Lily. “I thought it was...I thought five-thirty was the time I was supposed to be here?”

“Only to see if you were dumb enough to come on time. Twenty minutes early is still wasting time you could have spent being here. Come on.” She gestured for Lily to follow.

Evette’s every movement was graceful, elegant. She wore towering high-heels, and strutted in them like she had been born in them. Lily, in her more modest flats, still appeared to stumble along, her large bags—an oversized purse and a large tote-bag with her lunch and a few books to read in any spare time (such naivete)—clumsily chugging behind her. 

As soon as they entered the brisk sixty-five degree office, Evette noticed Lily’s struggle with her bags through the narrow glass doors. 

“Here,” she said, smiling and taking Lily’s bags.

Lily was relieved. Finally—a little help!

But no. Evette rifled through Lily’s purse, taking out only her credit card. “You’ll be issued your true debit card in a week. It’s the only one you’ll need. I suppose this one will do in the meantime.”

“M-my ID...”

“You’ll be issued a true ID within the hour. You would have already had it, if you hadn’t decided to be late.”

“But—” Lily quieted, watching Evette summarily inspect and them dump out all the contents of her bags into the trash.

“All of this is useless.”

Clunk, clunk, clunk, all of it down into the trash—including her phone. Perhaps it was the cooler temperature, but Evette's nipples had clearly become erect as she worked.

“I-I had a lunch...”

“I saw. You want to look like a pig?” Evette scoffed. “We serve our own lunch. Something healthy and...” she eyed Lily critically. “...proportionate.”

Lily could only gulp in response. This had been one hell of a first five minutes. What was the first day going to be like?

In truth, her first day of work was not actually her first day—she was trained in a satellite office for two weeks under the tutelage of a series of progressively more beautiful women, each more severe than the last. By the time she ended up at Clarke’s office downtown, she was a something of a nervous wreck, absolutely certain she would never be good enough to please his seemingly endless list of demands and codes (he had a very literal list, kept in a password-protected sharable document that she was expected to check-in on every morning at four AM)—as well as being certain that she wasn’t nearly attractive enough to maintain the standard of high beauty Clarke seemed adamant about surrounding himself with. 

Perhaps we should back up a bit. Perhaps you are wondering how this man, of any possible men, could possibly arrange Lily in such a tizzy without even having met her—with her only seeing pictures of him and reading the company pamphlets about his achievements?

Clarke is a billionaire—a self-made man. He started his fortune by inheriting the lucrative mining business of his father (after edging his mother, brothers, and sisters out of the will), and then a series of wise investments had made him one of the richest men in the world by the age of thirty-two. His billion-dollar business traded in most everything—all manner of finance, raw materials, development, research, and manufacturing running through the funnel of his control. Even his shadow corporations had shadow corporations. The GDP of his organization was the seventh biggest in the world, and Clarke held complete control over all of it.

As such was his right, he felt, he surrounded himself with beautiful women in his office. Occasionally there was the rare male presence—often kept underpaid and given yearly “bonuses” in the form of organized trysts with girls from the office. Otherwise, all the girls—more than four dozen—were exclusively devoted to Clarke.

From an aesthetic perspective, it would not be difficult to imagine why. Clarke thought of himself—justifiably, I should say—as the picture of male masculinity. He expected worship and deference from everyone around him at all times. He was well past six foot five, and weighed almost three hundred pounds—all of which was solid muscle. His dark hair was thick and well-managed, the bottom half of his face decorated with a rugged dark beard. He dressed impeccably—always in the finest suits, having completely bought out the finest tailor in town.

There is a cult of personality in his office developed exclusively to worship him, to not mince words. Clarke expects this. He expects the girls in his office to call each other frequently, comparing outfits, deriding anyone who came into work under-dressed or who is beginning to show signs of aging (no one in his main office is under the age of forty), or complementing anyone who he might have gotten pregnant. 

The girls know he expects all this—they know, indeed, that other girls had been hired to monitor the phone calls and website visits of their computers, laptops, and company-owned smartphones (all bills are paid by Clarke, but at the price of privacy. Most girls get over it quickly). They even set up a company message board with password-locked secret forums detailing the best way to convince Clarke to take them by the hair and fuck them against the wall, or to choke them while they do his laundry, and other such highly-specific scenarios. Each act is a sort of badge, with more badges earning more respect in the office...and thus more opportunity for even more badges.

Anyone even hinted to have a boyfriend (or, in truth, even seen in public with another man) is summarily fired, after holding a private tribunal designed purely for humiliation. 

It is a brutal, uncaring place for any who do not fit in. And Lily, on her very first day, had just been through the grinder of two weeks of indoctrination of how horribly important Clarke was to everyone in the office, and also should be to her.

Lily was well-compensated, I should say. They all were. This is how Clarke pulls them in. He can afford to reward the beauties he surrounds himself with quite handsomely. 

Of course, after first being hired, she did not know all of the above. None of his women do. There were hints of it, here and there, but certainly no real rulebook of power structures and hierarchies that spelled out that she was hired mostly as a potential member of an extended harem. 

There is allure to the newcomer, Lily explains—and certainly I could see that. The pay is insanely high. All the people you work with are beautiful and incredibly good at their jobs—and insanely dedicated. They are lost in their work, totally focused on serving a single, pure purpose—pleasing Mr. Clarke.

Most new hirees do not figure out the hidden purpose of the office until it’s too late, and they are already buying into its philosophy. Some, even after they know its dark purposes, find themselves too integrated to ever extricate themselves—this was the case with Evette, I found out much later.

She learned of what Clarke had in store for her, and tried to run. He found her in an elevator in her apartment building. 

It took him just thirty floors to convince her to stay. The outfit she had on—now tattered and cum-stained—is in a glass display case in her home. 

As I mentioned, the pay is quite high for the industry average. However, the pay scale is a bit misleading. 

Sure, it’s well into the ten figures per month. But these girls have to look good, constantly. More than eighty percent of that goes back into buying clothes, buying jewelry, buying make-up (and how many of those businesses do you think eventually trace back to Clarke?). 

Clarke, demanding that his girls be on time, also owns fifty percent of the housing the girls pay rent to. He also owns the gym on the Compound that they are required to be members of, and their monthly dues are based on quarterly appearance appraisals (decided, of course, by Clarke’s own decision). Therefore, an informal ranking system is formally developed, with those paying the least every quarter being the most highly favored—and highly envied.

Their work day begins at four in the morning, and often ends at midnight. Even working only three and a half days out of the week, they are expected only to rest for the other three and a half-days—Clarke requires them to look fresh.

But how does he keep such an iron grip on them? How does one man build such a level of devotion amongst a group of otherwise incredibly intelligent and beautiful women? They were all on tracks to be famous or highly successful—starlets, models (in the case of Lily), lawyers, doctors—and now, eager, willing servants.

All of them in the same position as Lily. And they viewed her now with disdain, firmly believing that it was only with much conflict and struggle would any new girl actually find her true worth. 

Time passed in the office quickly, Lily found on that first day. There was always something to do. Evette kept her busy learning the office codes, learning the phone numbers to all the other offices and desks and all the extensions to voice mails. Of course, Lily had learned all of this at her training in the satellite offices—but the numbers were different, there. This was a training tactic, to see how much information she would be willing to take in.

Later in the day, Lily had found enough courage to actually finally visit with Mr. Clarke, and perhaps ask if he knew why so many of the women were acting with such unrestrained ice toward Lily.

“What are you doing?” Evette asked her.

Lily was in the middle of approaching the enormous metal doors at the top of a series of red-carpeted steps into Clarke's office.

“I was going in...to introduce myself?”

“Introduce yourself?” Evette laughed, shaking her head. “He’s already quite familiar with you. You don’t need to introduce yourself in the slightest.”

Disheartened, Lily let the matter drop, and continued about her duties—filing and answering phone calls at Evette’s direction. With each file and every call answered, Evette had notes and criticisms: Lily would have saved time if she started looking from the back of the pile—soon she would memorize where everything was—or she should put the inflection on the “Th” of “thank” in the “thank you” of her welcoming spiel in every call. Things like that. 

Evette was very specific—she had done this sort of training dozens of times, most likely. 

Halfway through the day, an attractive young brunette—very similar in appearance to Lily—appeared and, after some clandestine discussion with Evette, slipped into Clarke’s office. 

“That was Sandy,” Evette revealed after watching the immense doors close. “She’s on rather thin ice.”

“Oh. Why?” Lily asked, and then, “Is it okay to ask why?”

“Of course. You have to know what to avoid.” Evette smiled. “She missed work last week. Her brother was in the hospital, something like that. A weak excuse. I missed my own mother’s funeral, do you know that? Clarke needed me. He’s so important.”

Her eyes had gained a sort of demonically fervent glaze. Lily found herself, at the same time, both repulsed and inextricably drawn toward such fervor.

“Besides,” Evette shrugged. “I’m sure you noticed she’s getting a bit on in years. Past thirty-six.” She tsked, as if this was something Sandy could have prevented. “And not pregnant, either. Waste of potential, I feel.”

“Potential? I’m not sure...I don’t understand.”

Evette smiled. It was a beautiful, wicked thing. “You will, dear. Don’t worry. You have a bright future here, I can tell.”

Five minutes later, a pair of Clarke’s gorgeous, Valkyrie-like secretaries stepped out from the office, towing Sandy between them. She was sobbing and moaning, her make-up streaming down her face. 

“Nooo!” she cried. “Please, no! One more day! Please! One more! N-nooo! Let me...l-let me woork for him! Pleeaase...”

Her voice was lost as the secretaries turned the corner. Evette continued working as if nothing had happened, though Lily of course noticed a particularly satisfied, almost blissful smile on Evette’s face as she set about her duties. Like she was happy that there was one less girl in the office to compete with, or even stranger, like she was delighted that there was one less person around not worthy of her titanic boss.

Over the next several hours, Lily tried to ignore how tumultuous the event made her feel. There was rather a lot to focus on, after all. As one of Clarke’s assistants, Lily had responsibilities for several tasks—making his food, cleaning the office, filing his papers, answering his calls (there were always more calls). 

Any man that came in while she and the other girls were filing papers would have seen easily a half-dozen girls bent over at the waist in tiny short skirts and nylons. High heels and long, ornately arranged hair were the fashion of the office. Those unlucky enough to not be properly busty showed off even more leg, or forewent the expensive blouses of their compatriots and simply only wore their sexy tight jackets with the bottoms unbuttoned, displaying their lovingly toned torsos.

As she worked, toting carts and boxes from one end of the office to the other, Lily once came across a camp of three girls lounging in the hallway, daydreaming, apparently, while staring at something on their phone. Upon closer inspection, Lily found out that it was a picture of Clarke from a blog—one praising his business intelligence and financial acumen.

“You’re so right, Cassandra,” said one tight young babe. “We’re so lucky to have you write down all these thoughts for us.”

On a bathroom trip later on to freshen up her makeup, Lily found out that Cassandra was the writer of the blog that they had all been swooning at. It was as if...it was as if the attraction to Clarke had become a sort of self-sustaining economy, with the creativity of the girls bolstering one another up as they dreamed up even more ways to admire him. 

Why did that make Lily’s pussy pulse so pleasurably? 

There was no one else in the bathroom. It would be such a simple, easy thing for her to slide her fingers down and...and start to touch herself, just a little.

But, no. What was she thinking?

Was she actually, truly, thinking of getting off at the thought of so many women helplessly throwing themselves into the service of one man?

Was that why she had stuck with this job for so long? Evette had said she had seen something in Lily...was it a willingness to serve, as they all served?

Stepping out of the bathroom, just barely avoiding slipping her fingers down into her panties to relieve her tension, she told herself she was being too suspicious. Too inquisitive. She was there to do a job. So were all the rest. If they admired Clarke, so much the better! That meant he was a good boss, right? 

Finally, at half-past seven in the evening, the day was just starting to wind down. Evette had let her hair down from a tight, intricate bun and let it slide down her slender shoulders. Her blouse was opened by several buttons, revealing the expensive lace bra underneath that apparently needed very little help in holding up her ample, buoyant breasts. With a smile, the blonde approached Lily.

“Here,” said Evette. 

In her hands was a small manila folder. Its contents were slight, almost unnoticeable from the outside. Lily never did find out what the folder contained. My own guess? Nothing at all. But she, and I, will never truly know. 

“What is it?” Lily asked.

“That’s not for you to ask. You should learn that. Give it to Clarke for me, okay? He’s expecting it.”

“Y-yes,” said Lily. “Okay. Sure. You got it.”

“One affirmative is all that’s necessary. Stop wasting your breath.”

“R-right!” Lily gulped. “Okay. I mean...shoot.”

“Just. Go.”

Without another word, Lily gathered herself up and cracked open the immense metal doors of the office. It was like entering a throne room, vast and expansive, with tall windows letting in the light from the lampposts outside. Or, maybe not a throne room, maybe more of a cathedral—a long nave of gold-and-red carpet ending at the choir of three different busty, long-haired secretaries typing away, with the high altar at the very back in the form of Clarke’s immense desk. 

It was a room designed to intimidate people—as indeed all of the complex was. As you are no doubt quite certain of, that purpose was working very well on Lily.

She approached with great caution guiding her movements, under the impression that she would certainly break something or commit some unforgivable faux pas—this is simply the way she viewed herself. She was not a beautiful young woman with her entire life ahead of her, as she had been when she first entered Clarke’s employ; no, she had been beaten down and remolded into a nervous, unsure nymph, purely frightened of the conquering might of the terrible knight who now ruled over her land.

He could crush her. He had crushed others. Thoughts of that poor girl, Sandy, echoed in her mind. 

In front of his desk were three gorgeous secretaries. As well, all around them and Clarke was a tangible feeling of lust, like an aura of hard, passionate fucking that would never fade out. Lily didn't know if it was from them or from Clarke...or from both. Any explanation was possible.

For the first time, she was in his presence. It was an overwhelming feeling. He was an extraordinarily handsome man—almost disarmingly so, except for the obviousness of all his muscles bulging beneath his finely tailored suit. 

“Here is, um,” Lily gulped. “Here’s a-a-um, a file. H-here it is.” 

She dropped it down onto his desk, as if it might catch fire should her unworthy hands hold it any longer.

He barely noticed, attending to business on his computer.

“Thank you.”

There was a long, pregnant pause between them. He turned to look at her then, letting his eyes dance over her form. She felt measured...and found wanting, in so many more ways than one.

“I-I-I um, Mister Clarke?”

The secretaries stopped typing, each watching intently now. They had not been expecting this.

He smiled briefly. “Yes?”

“It’s just...I...well, I’m L-Lily.”

“I know that.”

“Right! Of course you do. Of course you do. It’s j-just I w-wanted to t-tell you how, um, h-how grateful I am—”

“Yes, yes. Quite all right. Get back to work.”

She stood still. It was now or never.

“No?” He was bemused. “No work for you?”

“No! I mean, yes! I’ll happily work! I love this job. It’s so good. You’re so good.” She somehow stumbled, just standing still. “I mean, please. I had a, um, a thought? A request? I didn’t know if...if I could ask you to listen, for just a moment?”

The more words that exited her mouth, the stranger she felt. It was like she was vomiting into an old tomb—something sacred and ancient was being violated by her every action.

“Very well,” said Clarke. He looked at his watch. “You have forty-five seconds.”

“Thank you!” Lily enthused. “This means so much to me, and—”

“Thirty-eight seconds.”

“Oh god, okay.” Lily tried to stammer out her pitch. “I have a friend...Joan. She works for Books-For-All, a charity. They have this idea about delivering e-readers to villages in third-world countries and teaching them how to use them...so that they can all have access to books...”

As she continued, she saw Clarke’s face become more and more clouded and angered.

“I’m sorry,” she said. “I c-can stop. It’s okay. Nevermind.”

She gathered up the files from his desk and began to walk out.

“Wait,” he said.

“Yes?” Hope dared to enter her mind, once more.

“This friend of yours...” He waved his hand. “Joan, you said?”

“Yes, Sir. That’s correct, Sir.”

“She’s been her friend for a while? You’ve...shared similar interests, that sort of thing? Been on double dates together, all of that?”

“Oh yes! Since high school.”

A long smile crept over his handsome face. If Lily knew him better, she would know to be somewhat alarmed.

(If she knew him even better than that, she would know to be aroused. Any woman who knows him long enough is aroused, no matter what.)

“All right. Set up the appointment. Two days from now, I have fifteen minutes free at two o’clock.”

Lily left his office incredibly pleased. Inspired by Evette’s example, she added an extra wiggle to her ass, exaggerating her normal walk into a strut. She turned just slightly as she exited...and noticed Clarke still watching her firm behind. 

It was entirely possible, she knew, that he had only obliged to her request because of finding her physically attractive. And that made her feel...

Pride. She felt pride at being objectified like that.

From the rush of the sexual heat in his office that he had thrust upon her, she barely had enough sense left in her head to be ashamed of that.

* * * * *

I suspect my impression upon first entering the Clarke Compound was much the same as Lily’s.

Indeed, we were similar people in many respects. Both of us were young, beautiful professionals. Though, again, we would hardly know each other if we weren’t—especially the part about us both being beautiful. Clarke did not allow the “unworthy” into his line of vision. He still does not. This is part of his allure, I am sure you understand.

Tall guard towers—sporting very large men with very large guns—flanked the immense marble gates at the edge of the compound.

In the forested garden around the compound buildings, a group of women—some highly favored girls, I found out later—socialized heatedly with books in hand.

These were Clarke’s memoirs and musings, a favorite paperback amongst his girls. There were seven of them—he wrote the first, and the others he commissioned to girls under his employ, ordering them to write how they believed women and men should act in deference to Clarke. They were, somewhat surprisingly, much harsher than he ever was. I have read all of them by this point.

(It is important to me to know how harsh all the books are. I must outdo them. I must show how endless the devotion to him can be, and I must show the cruelty that is on such rich display in his honor. It is a paramount importance to do this.)

I was quickly finding, as Lily had already found, that the compound was all designed to be very intimidating. And indeed, I was intimidated.

I was also put off, once I stepped out of my car and entered the bustling compound, by how flawless all the girls seemed. All of them were dressed in tiny business outfits with hot short skirts and sexy designer blouses, every pair of heels sparkling or leather or attached to long, tight pairs of boots. Each girl was more beautiful than the last—long hair, short hair; busty, slender; voluptuous, athletic; tall, short; dark, light; White, Latino, Asian, Black; Nordic, Native American, Indian, Mediterranean. 

It seemed Clarke’s tastes were quite boundless, so long as the woman in question was the most pristine example of her kind. This was a place known amongst its employees for creating immensely bitter rivalries, and none were more bitter than the ones created between girls of a similar type. God help you should you ever step into a room with two gorgeous redheads with the same task in mind. 

It shook me a bit, how intimidated I was. I was never someone to take much care about my looks. I run every day for exercise, and it keeps me in shape—but genetics had given me a lot of “favors” in the regard of appearances. 

However, it is better, as I have been instructed frequently, if I am not so humble.

I have high cheekbones, bright blue eyes, pouty full lips, and a long elegant body that is much more busty than it has any right to be, with heaving, buoyant 36D breasts. My hair, bright and blond, has since grown out (He does so enjoy long hair, tugging it now as He has His way with me), but at the time I had it arranged in a short ponytail that accentuated the naturally elegant shape of my jawline and neck. If you imagine a sort of Olympian Swedish swimmer who could easily pose on the cover for some men’s magazine, probably you have the right idea when it comes to me.

(It used to be that I was ashamed of this fact. My beauty was a sign of privilege, and was therefore to be made a source of my self-loathing. Now it is a source of my pride, for elevating my status in the only realm of this world that matters. Privileges are to be celebrated, not shamed.)

Keeping very much in mind Francesca’s warning to dress well, I took care—or so I thought—to not give anyone any reason to complain back to her that I took this opportunity lightly. 

As well, as you may have expected, I had a plan or two of my own in mind to subvert Francesca's wishes, and I did not want to be tossed into the realm of not-important-enough by this sexist pig when I pitched my ideas.

So, seeking the advice of a friend or two in the fashion reporting business, I made sure to dress smart and sexy. I had on a modest blue dress that clung tightly to my body. Over that, I had a gray loose-knit sweater, which served mostly to further accentuate how top-heavy I am. Sexy, lady-like pump heels decorated my feet.

I hadn’t dressed up like this in...well, a very long time. I was practically a virgin, even at the age of twenty-seven. Any sexual experiences I had were not very exciting, and frankly I wasn’t sold on the idea of being in relationships like everyone else in my age group seemed to rush toward. 

I was fairly certain that, despite my “genetic predisposition” toward sex, if that’s what you want to call my outward appearance, my mental predisposition toward the act was too big a hurdle to overcome. Sex was simply never something I wanted very much, even after having it.

(Sex with someone who is not Clarke compared to with Him is like comparing a model rocket to an intercontinental ballistic missile. They are both going in the same direction, more or less, but one is rather more explosive than the other.)

At the front, I met a startling beautiful young blonde, about my age. Immediately, the first thing I noticed about her was how incredibly well put together she was. Her whole body was displayed prominently in her tiny white mini skirted suit. Her legs were tanned and polished. The tops of her breasts shiny and hot. Her golden hair layered over to one side.

“I’m Evette,” she said, holding out a hand. It was like touching a cloud from heaven. “Welcome to Mr. Clarke’s compound. You must be Hannah?”

“Yes.” It was all I could manage, even after regaining my composure. This woman was an experience, that was certain.

Evette led me in to the office. It was at this point that I noticed Lily for the first time, though she hardly registered in my mind with so many other beauties filling the office. I did, however, note that she was a rather tiny woman, especially for how tall she was, and I noticed that whereas most of the other women had a strong undercurrent of self-assured confidence running through their bones, she looked decidedly worried about something omnipresent and unsolvable. Little did I know at the time, of course, that she was truly worried about whether she was good enough. 

(This is the only thing worth worrying about. Lily even at this early stage showed herself to be a proper employee.)

There were three women in his office already, all clearly secretaries—two beautiful young white freckled brunettes, and a chocolate-skinned girl with amazingly thick black hair. They had three computer stations in front of his desk, each one adjustable for standing or sitting. Currently, each was arranged in a sitting position. Their posture was perfect. At that time, though, only two were at the stations.

As I walked forward, the oldest brunette was walking away from Clarke’s desk with a flushed face, wiping her mouth. She shot me a murderous glance, as did the other two secretaries. Their faces were flushed also, as if whatever the first had been involved with had interested them a great deal. I can only assume now, and probably rightly so, that she had been enjoying a very long fellatio session with her boss. 

Simultaneously, the two seated secretaries uncrossed and then crossed their legs, moaning softly. The head secretary sat down and began tip-tapping at her computer, joining the typing chorus of the other two. 

“Mister Clarke?” I asked, on my best behavior. Smiling prettily.

He smiled. “That’s correct. Welcome.”

Of course, the first thing I noticed about him was his immense size. You could hardly not notice it. His muscles filled his suit to its entirety. I felt like he could run a marathon with me the palm of one hand. But, he wasn't just jacked—there was a panther-like grace to his movements. Everything measured, nothing clumsy. He knew exactly how strong he was, and exactly how to move his strength. He struck me immediately as the type of man who was good at every kind of athletics—the sort who would be able to do a triple back flip off a diving board with no problem at all.

I noticed he didn’t ask for my name. If he didn’t seem so very put together, if not every single aspect of his appearance and this entire office were clearly constructed with such clear awareness of intent, I may have let it slip. But clearly he didn’t think my name was important. I was a piece of meat that arrived, and in a package that was not as nice as what he was used to.

“My name is Hannah Wilson. May I sit?”

I gestured toward the chair in front of his desk. He considered for a moment. 

“Normally, that’s strictly for business discussions. A man’s chair. You wouldn’t be very comfortable in it, I’m afraid. It’s not suited to your...” His eyes ran up and down my body. I could feel their presence undressing me, forcefully so. “...qualifications.”

I tried to contain myself. “Then where do you suppose I ought to sit?”

“Oh, you may stand. That is no issue for me.”

Clearly, I thought, this was a man who had no thoughts for the desires or wants of others.

(Of course this was wrong. He has every thought for those things. He shapes them to his own wishes—that is his endless talent.)

“Very well. Francesca, you may know her—”

“I know Francesca quite well, yes. A charming woman. You could learn a thing or two from her.”

“Er...yes. Perhaps. Anyway. She gave me this list of questions for you.”

I had a piece of paper in my hands, taken from my bag.

“Very well.” He leaned back in his chair. “Let’s hear them.”

“Really, it’s not worth your time.” Abruptly, I handed the list to one of his secretaries. “I’m sure that any one of these girls could answer it as well as you could.”

He laughed—it was a rich, booming noise. “Better than me, I expect. But if you knew that, why did you come all the way here?”

Now we were getting down to it.

“Francesca respects your opinion. I would even go so far as to say she is driven by it.”

“You would only go that far?”

I didn’t know what to make of that. How would that not be as far as it went? 

“Yes,” I said, a bit flustered. “I could be an asset to you in ways better than this silly fluff. I’m a hell of a writer.”

“I know,” he said, breaking my flow once again. 

“Really?”

“I read your work on the famine. Compelling stuff. That’s why I requested you here.”

“It has nothing to do with my looks?”

“Is that how you would care to be categorized, then?” He raised an eyebrow. “By your looks? Because, without offense, I can easily name a number of blondes doing better than you, and that’s only limiting myself to the first quarter of the alphabet.”

(This was a lie. He meant total offense. I deserved it. I deserved to be offended. What a stupid slut I was, to believe I had real worth outside of his grasp.)

I took a moment to compose myself, trying to restrain my rage. I knew, of course, that he was trying to get me to classify myself like that—to think of myself only in terms of looks.

Frowning now, I leaned over on his desk to accentuate my point. “I’ll not mince words—I know your business is corrupt. It’s a huge business. Corruption is in the territory of what you do. I can recognize my own limits, also. I won’t be able to stop every corrupt businessman that has ever lived. So, I have no particular reason to stop you if I can focus on some others.”

“I’m failing to see what all this has to do with me, and you being an asset.”

Of course, he could easily see what I wanted to propose. He just wanted me to spell it out. I realized, suddenly, that he could easily see down the front of my dress—and that his eyes were glued on my cleavage. 

I tried and failed to ignore the hot thrill it gave me, knowing this strong beast of a billionaire was enjoying the sight of my cleavage. At any rate, I carried on.

“Very well. I want to go to work for you. Make competitors look bad. You’ll profit.” I shrugged. “Just like anybody would, like any competitor of any company I expose. But, you’d be directing me where to go. I earn back my reputation, and you earn more profits.”

“The Times is a rag. Everyone knows that. Hell, I know it, and I own the damn thing, practically. Why would anyone be directed by your opinion?”

“Because, Mr. Clarke” I smiled, sitting down elaborately in the chair across from him. “You’re going to get me a job somewhere better.”

* * * * *

As you’ve already noticed, no doubt, at certain times here during this travelogue of this journey through the darkest edges of erotic delights, I am narrating for Lily. This is a necessity. I have to speak for Lily, now. She’s not much good at writing on her own. I am fairly certain Mr. Clarke took care of that. His uses for her, while many and indeed pleasurable for her, had little to do with her ability to create words. As such, Lily herself has little use for those abilities now.

With this being the case, I may take some liberties in the story—describing how she is feeling and thinking, what she sees and hears, that sort of thing. No doubt you, as an educated reader, are familiar with such liberties, and perhaps even expect them, or enjoy them, notating silently how they add further to your conception of the narrator’s plight and personality. 

Despite these freedoms with which to interpret Lily’s mindset and the multitude of opinions that could be devised about my own intentions, the paths of Lily and myself are so similar, and my contact with her after this entire ordeal has been so frequent, that I feel I can communicate her plight with some accuracy and honesty. 

That is my goal, at any rate.

The day after my interview with Clarke, Lily walked into his office much as she had several times already during the previous two days of her tenure. In the attempts since her first visit, she had gained some composure, and had managed to not crumble completely before the apparent strength of his presence. Her walk had become even more pronouncedly sexy, taking care to enact the lessons learned under the harsh tutelage of Evette. One foot in front of the other, hips swaying, hair bouncing, breasts bouncing even more, and adding a sexy, pliant pose whenever she was required to stop. She had taken to letting her hands sit out at a ninety-degree angle to her body, and biting her lower lip, as if in anticipation of something brutal and hot. 

This is how she approached him now. Clarke, straining the tight bounds of another finely tailored suit, seemed to enjoy it, his eyes locked on her body as she closed the distance.

An hour earlier, Joan—Lily’s close friend for whom she had set up an appointment with Clarke—had entered the expansive office. And so, Lily walked in feeling rather chipper, as Joan hadn’t walked out yet. She assumed the meeting was going swimmingly, as she had hoped it would. In truth, it didn’t surprise her that Joan was doing so well. 

Her high school and college friend had always had an enormous, caring heart and also always had been something of a genius when it came to planning and organizing. That Joan worked for charities, trying to create as many opportunities as she could for underprivileged youths and members of urban communities, then, was no surprise to Lily. Whenever they had late-night dinners downtown, inevitably after a couple of drinks and tapas, their conversations would turn to the problems in the cities.

“It’s just totally unfair, you know?” Joan would be making aggressive gestures with a drink in her hands. “These people, they rise from nothing. They rise up with nothing. Nobody tries to help them.”

“You’re trying to help them.” Lily wanted to be supportive.

“Oh, totally! And we do everything we can. But how much is that? They get some new books, or a new shirt, some help understanding how to fill out a form. It’s help they need. It’s always help they need. But it’s never all the help they can use. And then you know, all those people look at them like they’re not trying hard enough. Everybody on the bottom,” Joan shook her head. “They’re being asked to build combustion engines with sticks and stones. The tools just aren’t there in their lives.”

Joan could go on for hours like that. Say anything you like about her views or her profession, but she was passionate about people. She only wanted the best for everyone she came into contact with.

This was why Lily had that flicker of hope and confidence as she entered Clarke’s office. She felt certain that Joan had broken through Clarke’s steely exterior, and showed him how much he did indeed care about his fellow man. 

It only made a certain amount of sense, Lily reflected. Businessmen were often philanthropists. They knew they couldn’t be successful while everyone underneath them did poorly. And, after all, Clarke was willing to pay someone like Lily as highly as he did—certainly he would be willing to hand out his money to someone in need! Yes, that must have been true.

You can see, I am sure, knowing what we already know, the flaws in all of this logic. 

Clarke didn’t care about people other than himself. The people around himself that he built up were only built up to enable greater pleasure, aesthetic and sexual, for himself.

But, Lily certainly didn’t know this. It’s easy to judge her, all her misconceptions. Almost like yelling at a character in a horror movie to run out of the house—the monster’s in there! 

But they don’t know they’re surrounded by monsters. She’s never met a monster before in her life. She believes that, up to this point, everyone is basically of a type; some people are just harder nuts to crack, that was all. 

She had no experience with someone like Clarke, quite frankly, because there is no one else like him. There is no preparation for what he can do to the mind, the soul. There is no primer for domination other than being totally and utterly dominated.

So, as Lily approached his desk and did not see Joan around, she felt confused. 

At first, she merely assumed Joan had used some back exit, or perhaps had even slipped out while Lily was away from the desk. But, it wasn’t like Joan to leave without saying anything, and it certainly didn’t ring any bells in Lily’s head that Clarke had a back exit somewhere (or at least, not one that he would tell others about).

Clarke was sitting down. His secretaries were sitting in front of him, like normal. Three young platinum blondes, today, all looking quite a bit like myself, in truth. Apparently I had left some impression on Clarke. Each one was touching her breasts, breathing softly, waiting eagerly for a command from her boss. Beads of sweat had formed on their delectable chests, dripping down into the open gaps of their tanned cleavage. Clarke was at his desk, one hand under the surface, with a sort of consternation on his face. 

From somewhere—Lily couldn’t tell where—she heard a muffled, hot moaning sound.

“Mister...” Lily faltered for a moment. “Mister C-Clarke. I have that file you asked for.”

“Wonderful. Place it on the desk, there.”

He didn't bother to point.

“Can I ask...how did the meeting with Joan go?”

A twisted smile appeared on his face. “I’m sure she would say it was...fulfilling.”

The blondes around Lily giggled, touching their breasts harder. Lily knew what was happening—she knew—but still her mind denied it. Her body denied it. Her everything denied it. Joan wasn’t into guys. There was no way it was happening.

“Did she...I mean...did she see herself out?”

Clarke shook his head, smiling coldly at Lily. He would answer no more than what was asked.

Clarke leaned forward, staring intently at the swell of Lily's supple breasts in her suit. Again, Lily heard muffled, almost dismayed, suckling sounds, this time clearly emanating from under his desk.

“M-Mister Clarke, a-am I...” Lily gulped. “Am I interrupting something? Ought I to leave?”

“What, because of her?” He pointed downward. “No. She is less good at this than I would have hoped. It has been sometimes since I’ve experienced such a purely virgin mouth. I thought the uniqueness of the experience would lend it some zest, but frankly?” He tsked. “I think I prefer expertise.”

Roughly, then, he stood up and ripped the poor girl off from his cock. She collapsed to the floor behind him. It was only now that Lily got a good look at her—it was Joan.

“Oh my god.” Lily put a hand to her mouth, backing up.

“No,” said Clarke. “God has no my place in my office, my dear.”

“Sh-she’s a lesbian!”

Clarke laughed. “Oh yes, I forgot, you still believe in such things. Don’t worry.” He petted Joan, who had crawled up to grab his leg. “She’s certainly corrected now. Though she’ll still lick your pussy, if I ask her. Would you like that?”

“I-I-I-lick? Lick my...?” Lily’s face burned furiously. “N-no! No, not at all!”

(Of course, she fantasized about such things. One can hardly be in Clarke’s presence without thinking of the best way to please Him. It is clear He loves the female form, loves to adore and decorate and celebrate it. What better way to show Him your appreciation of His appreciation than through some carefully placed attentions on a woman’s body?)

Lily's mind raced. She should call the cops, the authorities.

But what would she say? Come to this secret compound off the highway and arrest the most influential businessman in the region?

And the look on Joan’s face...there was no way anyone would believe it wasn’t consensual. Even Lily thought it was consensual, and she could name all three of Joan’s most recent girlfriends. Besides, it wasn’t as if Joan carried a card around saying she was a lesbian...and even if she did, that didn’t somehow preclude her from enjoying hot, massive cock from the sexiest, richest man in the city. A man who, by the by, wouldn’t stop staring at Lily and her body, his huge, visible cock only getting harder as he did. 

Oh god, Lily realized. 

He was doing all that just to fuck with her head.

“Lily?” he said finally.

“Y-yes? Sir?”

“Don’t you have work to do?”

“Oh. Um. I mean...”

“Don’t you?”

“Yes.”

He dragged Joan’s moaning, wet face along his giant cock. “Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir.” She gulped audibly. “Of course, Sir.”

“Then I suggest you leave me to it...and go about your business.”

Obediently, meekly, and even a bit happily, Lily did as he said.

All she could think of how it was such a relief to be told exactly what to do.

* * * * *

Clarke still had not given me a straight answer after my offer. That was fine, I thought at the time. It was a big offer. He needed to think about it, weigh the pros and the cons.

Little did I know at the time, however, that Clarke’s decision-making ability—and the speed thereof—was a major reason why he was as successful as he was. He had never spent more than thirty seconds on most of his decisions, because his purpose was always crystal-clear to him. 

This is what separated him from other men—outside of the effortlessly huge musculature, incredible work ethic, and massive cock. He had no qualms about what he wanted, and because there was no iffiness there, the only thing left on his mind was to go after the objects of his limitless desire. He was quite remarkable in that respect. 

(He is great remarkable in every respect. To say otherwise is a falsehood. To suggest otherwise is a sin. This well I know, now. Thank you, Sir.)

So, because I had walked out of his office without a firm answer, I tried on the Tuesday that I saw him originally to take matters into my own hands a bit, and show some initiative. If he wasn’t going to accept my offer, I was still going to find out as much as I could about his business. 

As a result of my natural story-telling instincts—Francesca’s desire for a puff-piece be damned, I thought—before I left, I arranged for a short meeting with some of the workers around the main office for interviews after my initial meeting with Clarke. The office manager, Evette, seemed rather receptive to the idea.

In short, I was glad that she had. I was willing to work for Clarke, but I did not trust him in the slightest. Obviously, even in my short time there, I could tell how sensationally severe he was, and as a result, I could tell also that something was drastically and decidedly “off” about his staff. If I was going to be, technically, on his staff—even in a remote location—I wanted to know all I could about him and how to handle him.

(Foolishness. There is no handling Him.)

So, Wednesday, I dressed up—much better than last time, determined not to let those damned secretaries show me up. I wore a tiny, swishy red dress with a scooping neck and a tight black jacket. Professional? Not really. Sexy as hell? You bet. I turned heads all the way to the parking lot to pick up my car. Lots of cars honked at me. I flashed them a little smile—I couldn’t help it, even knowing I was only encouraging those idiot men to be sexist pigs. I just felt...good, showing off.

I felt like I was supposed to show off. 

I suppose I couldn’t help but think, in the back of my mind somewhere, that Clarke would know I had arrived, and would see me on his security cameras. He would know I had dressed up, in some way or another, for him.

This is his influence. Do you understand? He is impossible to live up to, and yet you cannot help but try. To gain the favor of such an implacable man is a monumental task—the kind that mountain climbers boast of when they climb Everest, or politicians brag about when winning elections in landslides in evenly-split districts. An impossibility...but one that always seems just out of reach, if only the strategy was to change.

So, head on fire with lusty pride, wearing a stylish pair of tight black boots with tall heels, this is how I returned the same day that Lily “caught”—or rather, was arranged to catch—Clarke fucking Joan’s mouth.

This is also how I came across Joan in the lobby on her knees, fingering herself madly.

Around her, the gorgeous short-skirted staffers clicked away on their high heels, studiously avoiding the display Joan made of herself and tapping on their tablets.

Of course, I was alarmed—thinking perhaps this poor attractive young woman was even having some kind of seizure. I knew that such things were possible, had been documented—women unable to stop themselves from orgasming during epileptic episodes, that sort of thing. But when I tried to pick the poor dear up, she quickly pushed me away.

“He ordered me to,” she moaned, settling back down into her kneeling pose before his portrait on the wall. “He ordered me...his picture...”

I could put it all together myself, of course. He ordered her to finger herself to orgasm whenever she came across his image, no matter where she was. And somehow, he had the ability to make sure she followed that order.

He knew there was a picture of himself in the lobby. 

What a sick, cruel bastard, I thought. 

I had no idea.

(My ideas of His cruelty are constantly evolving. Now I know the cruelest thing He did to me was make me wait so long before receiving the blessing of His cock.)

Someone tapped me on the shoulder. “You’re here for the interviews, aren’t you, dear?”

It was Evette. 

I knew that there was no way she could have known what I was going to wear. I knew that, intellectually. But at the same time, when I saw her in a crisp red mockery of a business suit, with a tiny black jacket and an even tinier micro-skirt that barely stretched past the carved structure of her incredibly built ass, showing off those long tanned legs of hers, I could not help but feel a stab of insane paranoia. 

She had found out what I was wearing and wanted to one-up me!

Do you see? Do you see what Clarke does? The week before, I never would have stooped my thinking to such baseless and odd accusations. I never would have even allowed the questions that created it. And yet, there I was, looking at Evette’s perfectly arranged form with more than just a little jealousy.

“Why don’t you come with me, dear? This area is a bit...” she shrugged, eyeing not-subtly at Joan, “...a bit crowded, shall we say?”

“Don’t you think we ought to help her, first?”

“Oh, her?” Evette shook her head. “No. She’ll sort herself out.”

“Sort herself out?” I shook my head in disbelief. “What does that mean?”

“Whatever you would like it to mean. It’s an office matter. Nothing of your concern.”

“A woman fingering herself in the lobby of a business office is certainly my concern!” I whispered harshly.

Joan moaned and laughed, vibrating and writhing with pleasure. I believe she was cumming.

“Is that so?” said Evette. “Perhaps you should put out an ad.”

“That’s not what I mean, and you know it.”

She held out her arm. “Why don’t you come with me, and tell me what you mean?”

“No,” I said, stamping my foot. I felt girlish and stupid, but I didn’t care. “I’m not going one more step until you explain to me what’s happening.”

Evette smiled, the picture of elegance. 

“Very well. But please, first, come with me.”

She was adamant, and so was I...but she had all the information. I relented and took her arm. Her touch was warm, soft, reassuring. After a few minutes of walking the busy halls, not saying anything, not really doing anything except for touching Evette and breathing in her heady, spicy scent, I found myself starting to forget about Joan.

Evette’s diamonds sparkled in the bright light of the hallway. Down the way, near a turn, another beautiful Asian girl leaned helplessly against a wall, massaging one breast and biting her lip after walking past one of the motivational posters. 

It read: “DO YOUR DUTY. REAP THE REWARD.”

Of course, this was more than a bit ominous. I had to wonder...

Were there some kind of hypnotic messages in the posters? 

Was I being affected, if there were?

Or, if not hypnotic messages in the posters, then something else. A chemical in the air? Some subspace sound that only the female gender could hear? Maybe the plants...all those potted plants everywhere, maybe they were secreting some kind of special pollen made to encourage women to procreate and obey?

Of course, there was an even more horrifying answer—that there was no secret technique to his domination. That before him, the wills of those less than him simply crumbled to dust, given enough time and pressure. That all women were destined to either be fucked or rejected by him—but there was no in-between so long as you entered his presence. 

“That’s it,” I said suddenly, stopping in the hallway. “That’s it, really. Tell me what’s going on here, or I’m just going to leave.”

“I’m not sure what you mean, dear. Perhaps you can explain yourself, like an adult?”

“Like an—” I tried to head off my steam. “Fine. Why is no one paying attention to the girl who is clearly having a breakdown and fingering herself in the lobby?”

“Are you a medical expert, Ms. Wilson?”

“No.”

“Neither am I. Neither is anyone here in this particular complex. How do you think it would look if one of us, even with the best of intentions, intervened in the middle of a psychotic breakdown—your words, remember—and only reinforced the damage being done?”

“Well...I...I mean...”

“That girl’s fragile mental state is her own doing. You aren’t seriously suggesting that this office wants a girl masturbating and interrupting the work flow, can you?”

“But...she said that he ordered...” I stopped, realizing how ridiculous it all seemed.

“Oh yes.” Evette rolled her eyes. “Let’s believe what she’s saying. Are you ready to start falling on your knees as well, just because she said she had to?”

Her words certainly had the tinge of logic to them. And there was such certainty in what she said. And yet...there was the way those other girls in the office looked at the poor dear as she touched herself, looking at the large portrait. Like they were jealous of her ability to drop everything and finger her pussy at his image.

“Well, what about her?”

I pointed at the Asian girl down the hallway—but she was gone.

“Her, who?”

“There was...there was a girl. A beautiful girl who was...she was grabbing herself...”

“Very well. Let’s go find her, shall we?”

I have to admit to stifling several cravings that cropped up as I watched the sensational sculpted ass of Evette swaying in front of me. My body, ever since entering Clarke’s office, had awakened to dozens of new arousing sensations that I had long since thought were closed off to me. But in the presence of so much beauty, so much dominance, so much obedience...it was terribly hard to keep my mind straight.

(No longer do I have to stifle such cravings. Another of His gifts to me. I admit to them freely, and Evette obliges me just as freely. Her ass feels as delightful and firm as it looks.)

We found the young, lovely Asian at her desk down the hall. From the flowery plaque on her cubicle, I discovered her name was Mindy.

I realized only now, up close, that she was pregnant. Her form was impeccably toned, still. She would no doubt not have a single sign of the pregnancy a month after delivering.

All around her cubicle were posters of smiling, happy pregnant women. They were scantily clad, but on the arms of large, physically imposing men—none of whom had faces that could be seen.

“A Mother’s Duty is Her Own Reward.”

“Fertility creates Prosperity.”

“Following the Plan Eliminates Confusion.”

They were all a little troubling, of course. But I saw Mindy looking at them, and could see only contentment. Reassurance. I...I supposed I could begin to see how she would be reassured by them. How a certain mindset could enjoy knowing exactly what to do, how to do it, and when to do it. There was some good to be made of that.

(How easy it is, you see, for those uninitiated to find the appeal in submission. It is a domination by inches...as all true domination is.)

Evette cleared her throat, and Mindy turned and greeted us. Her breasts hung heavy in her skimpy blouse—clearly designed to show off the wealth of cleavage she now possessed as a pregnant woman. Her tits were positively brimming with milk, I had no doubt. In fact, I half-suspected that the shadows on her shirt that I noticed were in fact stains from a bit too much lactation...but that’s neither here nor there. 

The woman was pregnant, and like many fortunate pregnant women you may have seen in your time, she had an aura of beauty about her made her positively glow.

“Hi Evette!” she chirped brightly. “And hello...”

“Hannah,” I said, offering a hand. “Hannah Wilson. I’m a reporter for The City Times.”

“Oh, I love that paper,” she gushed. Her handshake was soft and pliant. “Mr. Clarke speaks so highly of it.”

Her opinion, his opinion. Inextricably linked. A good little worker bee.

“Thank you,” I said, uneasy. I didn’t exactly enjoy being known as a representative of The City Times, but what was I to do? That was my place at the moment. 

Sensing my unease, Evette took over.

“Ms. Wilson here says she saw you in the hallway, doing something...untoward. Perhaps looking at a picture of Mr. Clarke. Is this true?”

“Oh!” Mindy sat up straight. “I’m so embarrassed. I’m sorry. You’re right. It’s this little gal here,” she patted her tummy—bulging with life. 

I felt something that, at the time, I did not know how to define. In fact, I think I refused to define it. But it was jealousy, I can tell you that much. I was jealous of this happy, beautiful, fertile woman.

“I’m so pregnant,” Mindy giggled. “Sometimes I have to...you know. Arrange myself. Hormones make me a bit hot. I have to undo buttons, redo buttons...I’m sure you understand, don’t you?”

“Yes,” said Evette. “Do you understand?”

All I could manage was some meek, barely-worded reply. Embarrassment flooded me. I didn’t know how to carry on. The office was getting to me something fierce.

I only realized later, much later, that the one question I should have asked was who got her pregnant.

* * * * *

As you must expect, Lily and I got together and began to share our suspicions. Why else would I be narrating for her? Why else, indeed, would our stories be interlacing? I suspect that you have wondered when we would meet up this entire time, thus far.

Perhaps your questions swept even further than just the possibility of our meeting. 

Would sparks fly? Would my hidden lesbian lusts be unlocked by her tender form? Would I take her home with me and protect her tiny, lithe frame, convincing her to accompany me on a cross-country road trip as we fled from Clarke and solved mysteries along the way? 

Perhaps your imagination is not as overactive as mine.

In any case, here is how we met:

As I exited the building after a series of increasingly brief interviews with non-cooperative employees, still feeling rather embarrassed by my interaction with Evette and Mindy, Lily was trying to drag Joan—who had now orgasmed a number of times in the hallway—out to Lily's car. The outside was warm and empty of other souls, and the only sounds that could be heard in the small, exclusive parking lot were Joan’s moans as she struggled against Lily’s grip.

“Please go in, Joan.” Lily was trying to place her friend in the backseat. “It’s for your own good.”

“His good is my good...is my good...”

I watched this for some time, trying to tell myself that I just didn’t know how to help—and that I wasn’t, in fact, admiring the long lines of Lily’s legs in her nylon stockings, or just completely amazed by the heat sweltering up through my body as I witnessed Joan’s increasingly orgasmic overtures of obedience.

Finally, Lily slipped her friend into the car. Like a switch had been flipped, Joan stopped struggling, slipping down onto the back of the seat and shoving her fingers in her pussy. Quietly, she hummed and let out a happy little orgasm every so often, almost like she had come down with a case of blissful hiccups.

Now was my chance. I approached, waving my hand.

“Hello,” I said. “Can I help?”

Lily’s face was red. “I’m sorry. My friend, she’s sick, I think, and...”

“It’s all right.” I tried to look reassuring. “My name is Hannah Wilson. I’m a reporter.”

“Lily,” she said, holding out her hand.

Soft and pliant, just like Mindy’s had been. I made nothing of it at the time.

(A woman’s hands are made purely for service. They are not to be hardened in any fashion, under any circumstances. This is His will. Only lesser servants are allowed to scrub dishes and attend to stubborn stains in the carpet or upholstery.)

“You’re a reporter, you say?”

She looked slightly suspicious.

“I was doing a piece on Mr. Clarke for The City Times,” I explained. “I saw your friend as I entered, earlier.”

“I didn’t see you. That must have been when I was on the phone with the hospital. They, the hospital I mean, they said they won’t come out here. They said Clarke has his own medical facilities.”

“But the facilities here won’t take her?”

She shook her head. “She has to be an employee for them to work on her. It’s a big...a big fuck-up, if you’ll excuse my language.”

I laughed. “Of course. So now you have to drive her to a hospital?”

“That’s right.”

“Listen,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulders. “I don’t want to alarm you, but I think something incredibly sinister is happening in this place. I’d like to speak with you later, after you get your friend sorted. Would that be all right? I could come by your apartment?”

“Y-yes,” she said, after a moment of consideration. “I’ve got the rest of the day off, and all I have to do for that is to work seventy-two hours over the next three weekends. It was a very fair deal. Evette is so wonderful to make that kind of deal with me. She said Mr. Clarke would just barely approve, but she could convince him.” At that point, she must have seen the look on my face. “I’ll be happy to meet you, is what I’m saying.” 

In short order, she wrote down her address for me, and a number, and then drove off with her friend.

Hours later, I met her. Her apartment was small. Most of her things were in boxes—she was moving soon, she explained, to be closer to Clarke’s compound. This is what all the good girls did.

I hadn’t changed out of my outfit from earlier—walking through the streets of the city, I found myself once again earning compliment after compliment. Men seemed to enjoy the way the boots shaped my legs, especially. Each new flirtatious advance brought with it a welcome rush of lust.

When Lily answered the door, I had another rush of lust hit me. Lily had decided that it was completely appropriate, apparently, to answer the door wearing a brief white silk robe and smoky lingerie, complete with stockings and garters. My mouth hung open a bit as I saw her. Her breasts, so supple and perky, threatened to slide out from the soft sheets of her robe at any time.

“I’m sorry I’m so underdressed,” she said. “I just got out of the bath...and after a long day, what a good girl really loves is just to dress up as pretty as can be.” She put a dainty, gloved hand on mine. “Clarke can call at any time. I’m sure you understand.”

“I’m sure I do,” I said, not truly understanding at all.

At this point, she hadn’t yet slept with Clarke. Yet his influence on her thinking was quite clear. It was evident that I had a hard time ahead  of me of convincing her of the trouble she was in.

She guided me over to the small living room, where she had prepared a small glass of wine for each of us, set on top of an overturned box. 

I got to know a little about her particulars—born on the coast, swept away by the allure of the big city, turned down a lucrative offer to model department store lingerie in order to take up the even more lucrative offer that Clarke’s representatives had given her. 

But before too long—and after the glass of wine had thoroughly encouraged my mind to float and bounce—I got down to brass tacks.

“I’d like to talk to you about Joan.”

Lily had taken in just as much wine as me by this point, but with her slender frame, it did twice the damage. This must have been why, when she crossed her legs, it seemed that she very deliberately flashed her crotch at me. 

Her panties were completely transparent—and I knew straightaway that she was completely waxed in the lower half of her body.

“Very well. She’s doing well at the hospital, they said. They put her under a mild sedative.”

“How long did she spend with him for her to get in that sort of state?”

“I don’t know.” Lily put a hand to her head, trying to think. “No more than...an hour? Two hours?”

“And now, she’s like that. Like I saw her.”

“Yes.”

“It doesn’t seem...possible.” I put my glass down. “It doesn’t seem real.”

“I know!”

Suddenly, tears unleashed from her eyes. Concerned, I moved over to the couch to sit next to her and console her, and without very much doing at all, Lily fell completely into my arms and lap, sobbing all the while. My responsibility, now, was to accommodate her grief. She was a woman overwhelmed, that much was certain.

For a long time, I let her sob. 

Bizarrely, her make-up had stayed perfect the whole time. Investments in the most expensive kind, perhaps, or maybe Clarke demanded that they wear it. No matter what, his girls must be prepared.

“He must be behind all this somehow,” I said. “He must be influencing you, too. Everyone at the office. You’re all obsessed with him!”

“I-I don’t know about that.” Her voice cracked. “Everyone is just...just very dedicated.”

“Lily, did you see what happened to Joan?”

“Y-yes.” She was trembling so hard, now. I wrapped her closer, trying to settle her. Her body was warm...so very warm. “Of course I did. Mentally, she’s never been...I mean she’s quite explosive. You know. Prone to outbursts. And she’s been under quite a lot of strain from this most recent venture of hers, and—”

“Lily.” I gripped her shoulders. They were so slight, so slender, even in my hands. “Listen to me. There’s no amount of stress in the world that can force a woman down on her knees and change her from a respectable lady into a...a...an insane person touching herself to the photo of a man.” I laughed bitterly. “Not in public, anyway.”

She straightened, her trembling ceasing. “Clearly there is.”

“What?”

“You said no force can make that happen.” With a nearby tissue, she wiped her eyes and face clean. “Clearly there’s something.”

“I think it’s someone, Lily. I think it’s Clarke. There’s no other rational explanation. He...he drugged her or hypnotized her or something.”

Very quickly, she realized the even more frightening realization that I had held earlier. Her shoulders slumped down.

“What if he didn’t?” she asked quietly. 

“What?”

“What if...what if it was just how strong he was? How dominant?” She sat back in the couch, closing her eyes. “You haven’t seen him like I have, Hannah. You don’t know...you don’t know the way he is.”

“You’re right. I don’t understand. I don’t know what’s happening to those poor girls at your office...or to you.”

I noticed for the first time that her hands had started to glide up and down her body, touching herself openly in front of me. Right next to me, in fact.

“It seems...sort of hopeless, doesn’t it? It seems like we might as well just give in now.”

I wanted to touch her again, to reassure her, but the way she was touching herself didn’t invite such concern. Her display in her tiny outfit was incredibly arousing. My breath had started to get very heated, seeping into every word I said.

“He just...” Lily paused, tweaking her nipples. Her robe fell down past her tiny shoulders. “...he just took her...and you’re not turned on by that? He didn’t care what she wanted, what she thought. He just took everything about her and made it belong to him. That’s so...so...”

“Evil?”

“...erotic.” Her voice was breathy, now, layered with arousal. “I think every girl in the office has been fucked by him. Every girl but me.”

I allowed that to sink in for a moment, watching intently as she slipped her hands over her young tits. 

“Lily, that probably means...that means...”

“Yes. That he’ll want to fuck me, soon. And you, too.”

“Me?”

“You were in his office, weren’t you?” Her hands slid forward onto mine. They were soft, warm. I didn’t pull away. “He’s going to want you too, Hannah. You won’t be able to stop him. You should...you should give in. We should both give in.”

Finally, she opened her eyes. So bright and blue, full of lust. Drunk with it, in fact, much more than she was with the wine. 

She pulled me in, then, seeing the aroused look on my face. “Help me? Make me think of something else?”

Her lips were on me, quick and fierce. Her mouth, so soft and small, so wet...

I had been so lonely, for so very long, and she was so pretty and available...my hands slip up her stockinged thighs, stroking and feeling. She was so sweet, so giving, her thighs widening out just for me...I could feel the heat from her pussy calling out to me.

But no. I couldn’t do it.

“I’m so sorry, Lily.”

Even as I pulled away, guilt overwhelmed me for letting it go on as far as it had. And yes, also, for denying her. I could see on her face how badly she needed someone—anyone—who wasn’t Clarke. But it just wasn’t in me to be that person for her.

I pulled away further still. She tried to slide after me, but I pushed her back.

“I’m sorry,” I said again. “Really, I am. But you’re too...you’re too vulnerable right now. It wouldn’t be right.”

Often I wonder now how things might have changed if I had complied with her request. Would she have been so horny, so unfulfilled as to transform into the sexpot she is now?

(I wonder also...perhaps He set up the entire affair. Testing my will. Perhaps he had already arranged for me to be tempted by Lily long ago. Or, perhaps he had arranged for Lily to be rebuffed by me. His game is long and expanded, with the pieces ever-evolving and revolving. There are no surprises for him, only delights.)

I left the apartment then, leaving Lily by herself to sort out all her issues, like the coward I once was.

* * * * *

The next day at noon, while I was still wracking myself with guilt over the previous night’s episode, Lily called me.

I was in my apartment downtown. It was a small place with one bedroom, one bath, a kitchen combined with a small living room. The wallpaper was tacky yellow and there was no television or couch. I liked having uncomfortable places to live. It was a way to encourage myself to continue to get out of there and track down stories. 

Before I answered, I tried to prepare myself. Would Lily apologize? Should I? Would she ignore the issue altogether?

If she did that last one, of course I would bring it up. That was simply the type of personality I had. I hate to let any sort of discomfort stand between two people, especially two people with a budding sort of friendly relationship. 

I flipped open my phone—just as I did, I remembered that she may not be calling about our personal issues at all. What if she had news about my offer to Clarke? Had he accepted, finally?

“Hello?” I ventured.

Always a venture when answering a phone. I dislike saying the person’s name, even though I know who’s called. For whatever reason, it strikes me as presumptuous. Impolite.

“Hello, Hannah.” Her voice was soft, quiet. Defeated, dare I say. “I have some...I have some news.”

“Okay.”

My hypothesis about Clarke’s decision immediately gained traction in my head. Yes! Profit! Success!

“We’ve been invited to dinner. By Clarke. To his estate.”

She said each snippet like she was hammering away at a coffin.

“His estate? He has an estate outside of the complex?”

“He’s a billionaire, Hannah. He has lots of estates.”

“What’s this about? Has he accepted my offer?”

“I don’t know. He said...he told me he wanted me there because he brings all the new girls there. And he wanted you there, too.”

This certainly meant I would be under his employ from now on. This was very good news!

(Better than I ever would have thought.)

“Wonderful. How do I get there?”

“You don’t have to worry about that. You’ll be picked up. Be at the top of your roof in two hours. Someone will be coming by with a dress. I have to go.”

“A dress? The top of my roof? What do you mean—”

But she had hung up.

Of course, it didn’t take too much doing for me to imagine that it would be a helicopter picking me up. In my research of the man so far, I knew that Clarke had some houses in other parts of the world, but as of yet I hadn’t picked up addressed on any of them. Like with the rest of my research, it was only a matter of time—but time, it seemed, was one luxury that Clarke had no intention of supplying me with. 

My mind raced. Certainly this dinner could be a formality of his; a way for him to show his non-business self and relax a bit around new business partners. 

On the other hand, maybe this was a way for Clarke to unveil his...whatever it was. His method. The way he controlled women. If he took all his new employees there, and they were all gorgeously willing sex servants for him...that was an unsettling thought.

I wanted to believe that there was no strange, secret method, nor anything truly nefarious at all. I wanted to believe that all the women he had under his employ were simply taken with him. He was rich, after all, and incredibly handsome, and a massive sort of man. They all seemed to be, the women who I met, the sort who would be swept away by someone like that.

(Yes. They were indicative of “most women.”)

But, if it required a helicopter to get there...

There was the possibility that the helicopter was simply for expediency’s sake. It was so many miles away, something like that, and a helicopter could get there quicker. However, it was very possible that the helicopter was necessary because of the remoteness of the location.

That possibility scared me. Because if there was some method he employed, and if the estate was remote, then he was trying to trap me.

Use reason, my mind said. Come now! If he were going to transform you into his sex pot, why not do it already? Hadn’t he done it to that Joan girl in just a few hours? Hadn’t he had plenty of opportunity to enact his will on Lily already, and you?

(An easy rationalization. What the fragile female mind fails to comprehend is the thrill of the hunt, and the willingness of the alpha predator to draw the process out to enjoy the breaking all the more.)

At the end of the day, what I believed—what I had an undying faith in—was my own exclusivity. I honestly felt that whatever worked on those other girls couldn't possibly work on me. I was too smart, too fast, and too good. Sure, I found Clarke attractive as hell—but that didn't mean I was going to become his little fucktoy just because he wanted me to. I didn't care what his methods were—those other girls were weak. I was strong.

But, just to feel safe, I called my own pilot friend, Carl. 

I had met Carl in the Middle-East when he was still in the Air Force, and had actually been one of the reasons he was working as a freelance pilot today, after having introduced him to all manner of high-power executives and politicians. Normally, as I’m sure you’re aware by now, I hate to rub shoulders with those sorts, but I thought that having a favor from a pilot in my back pocket would come in handy some day.

Needless to say, that day had arrived. And there I was, thinking once upon a time I would have needed his number only to arrange a helicopter ride for a niece’s birthday or something like that. 

Carl was an older man—near sixty—and had a gruff, no-nonsense attitude. He didn’t even bother to ask me what the situation was.

“You have a GPS?”

“I have my phone...”

“Fine. I’ll sync it up with mine as soon as we’re done talking. Keep it on you, and I’ll be able to find you. Let’s call it ten-thirty for the rendezvous. If you don't want me to pick you up, you better call before then.”

And that was that.

As Lily promised, in about half-an-hour, a girl did swing by with something for me to wear. Her name was Marie—a pretty young brunette with a thick French accent. She did not bother to hold in her disdain for my living space, which I immediately found as inadequate as she did. Thoughts of trying to explain the utility of living in such an inferior space evaporated in my head beneath the cold, callous sneer of that beautiful, arrogant face. Instead, I sighed and swallowed my protest, wanting to just get on with this whole affair.

In a small box, she handed me a lovely, sparkling blue gown, complete with a pair of long silk evening gloves and an expensive pair of designer high heels.

It was the most over-sexualized outfit someone with a body like mine could wear.

“I’m not wearing this.”

She shrugged. “Very well.” Her sexy accent coated every syllable. “You will not be going, in that case.”

“Just because I won’t wear a gown?”

“Mr. Clarke has orders. These orders are to be carried out to their fullest.”

I sighed. It seemed that, unless I wanted to be destitute and disgraced forever, I would have to arrange myself for at least one night for Clarke’s odd pleasures.

Twenty minutes later, I was dressed in the gorgeous and extremely well-fitting gown. My cleavage was on better display than it had been in years—the two perfectly shaped globes of my breasts crushed together and pushed upward for the enjoyment of any boob-lover. On the sides were long, long slits that went up past my hips and showed off the sides of the cheeks of my ass, enough to make Clarke’s mouth water, I bet. 

We would have been ready to go then, but the French girl opened up her small briefcase, sat me down, and did my hair and make-up. Within the hour, I was completely arranged with smoky eyeshadow and girlish pink lipstick, my golden locks dangling down past my shoulders in a golden wave.

“There,” Marie said finally. “I suppose that will have to do.”

I had looked as good as I ever had, and there was clear disappointment on her face. Disappointment, I sensed, that perhaps I would not be acceptable for Mr. Clarke.

I too had to admit a little pre-emptive disappointment that I wouldn’t make him want me. With all this trouble...it would have been a waste if he didn’t. 

I didn’t want to do anything about that feeling, of course. I wouldn’t dare debase myself to the point where I would allow him to have sex with me. He was going to be my employer, after all.

A helicopter arrived to pick me up promptly at eight. Marie left me alone with the pilot—the woman pilot. I was surprised; in all my time traveling and reporting, I had come across very few women helicopter pilots. She refused to speak with me other than to give orders: sit down, put this on, strap this strap, all of that. 

(Such a good servant, to know exactly what her place was. An ideal to be reproduced whenever possible.)

Finally, we took off...and I had a feeling already that I would never come back the same.

* * * * *

Clarke’s estate in the mountainous forest beyond the city was large, but not so large as you might imagine. He is a man, I have found in the time afterward, of exceeding practicality. For him to have some sweeping enormous estate in the wilderness for him to go when he wished to relax would make no sense. When he wanted to relax, he would largely only bring himself. 

At work, it was his role to impress others, to intimidate them. He needed lots of space for all his employees and their jobs. 

The cabin estate, on the other hand, was spacious—it had a fully-equipped kitchen with servants, quarters for the servants (quite small, though of course they professed to love the living arrangement), three bathrooms, a living room, a guest room, and a master bedroom and three guest bedrooms—spacious, yes, but excessively so? Not at all. 

There was enough of it, also, to have a small helicopter pad open up in the land outside via a series of retractable panels—one of the benefits of being a billionaire is that you get to have panels open up for almost everything. In the showers in the bathroom, for example, there were tiles that opened up to reveal flat screen televisions. 

Lily was there already, another helicopter having dropped her off. I imagined he had some aircraft carrier floating in the Pacific, waiting to do his bidding at a moment’s notice. This was a joke I made to myself, of course...but I couldn’t disprove it.

(Today, such a thought only makes more sense. He deserves a military at his disposal. The thought of so many uniforms enforcing His will...it is bliss.)

Lily was dressed similarly to myself, in a dark red evening gown, gloves, and incredibly expensive heels. I looked my own heels up on the way over on my phone—they cost over ten thousand dollars per shoe. My pussy, as you might imagine, became slightly moist at the thought of him so carelessly spending such incredible amounts of money on me.

I did notice, with a certain satisfaction, that Lily’s neckline was scooping down low, almost to her navel, whereas my own was a horizontal line across my breasts. Clearly, he wanted to accentuate my cleavage and trim figure; Lily did not have nearly as much bust as I did to show off, even though she was just a bit more slender. 

Immediately upon reflecting on this, I devoted twice as much mental effort on shaming myself for noticing the comparison. This wasn’t a competition, Hannah!

(Of course it was. I am still unsure who won.)

Shortly after arriving at the helipad, the gorgeous young servants herded us through the front door and into a dining room, whereupon we were immediately left alone together.

I, of course, wanted to discuss the night before.

“Listen, Lily...”

She shook her head. “I think I know what you’re going to say. I don’t really want to hear it, right now. I’m very...very disturbed by our present condition.”

I frowned. “It’s not so bad. We show him a little skin, eat his food, and then we go home. That’s all. Just...follow my lead. You’ll be fine.”

“And what if he does...whatever he does? What then?”

“I think I’m too strong for that, to be frank. So I’ll help you along. And besides...”

I was just about to detail my escape plan, but then I heard something hot and pleasured emanate through the ornately-carved closed door of the dining room.

“Do you...do you hear that?” I put my head to the door. 

There was another long chorus of giggling moans.

“No.” She crossed her arms stubbornly. “I’m sorry. I don’t know that I have it in me to hear anything. What were you going to say? What besides? Besides what?”

“Stop being petulant. This is serious. I think he’s fucking someone.”

“Good. Maybe he won’t have any energy for us, then.”

(Of course, he still did. It was foolish of her to think otherwise. She knows better, now.)

She seemed to already accept her fate. I would not.

(The greater fools always take longer to surrender. Lily was a good girl for knowing her fate and was treated as such.)

It was clearly the sound of fucking, I found after a moment. I heard a woman chanting for Clarke to cum over and over. Loud grunting and satisfied moans indicated that he had. 

Not knowing what else to do, Lily and I sat down at the table in silence, staring at anything but each other. It was a beautiful little dining room, complete with golden lamps in the corners and a deer's head on one wall. 

Finally, Clarke entered the room. He looked magnificent, dressed casually in a pair of slacks and a button-up shirt that wasn't all the way buttoned. His chest hair accentuated the salivatingly sexy shape of his pectoral muscles.

“Let’s eat, shall we?” He clapped his hands. 

In short order, the cook brought out the meal, describing the entire course in French. I don’t really know what to call it all, still. It was duck, I think, roasted, sprinkled with chopped vegetables and served with bread on the side. 

It was the single-most delicious meal I had ever smelled in my life.

A cold fear came over me. What if he had drugged the food? 

“Not hungry, Hannah?”

“I...no.”

I pushed the food away, my stomach growling.

“Really? You seem very hungry. Look at Lily. She’s eating. What a good girl.”

He leaned over and stroked her chin. Any hunger she had for the meal was far outpaced by the hunger on her eyes, then, for him. I knew that pleasing him was the only true nourishment she required...and my suspicion about the food was only confirmed.

“That’s how you’ve done it, then.”

“Done what?”

“Drugs in the food. That’s how you get them.”

“Drugs in the...you think I drugged the food?”

He laughed. Of all the ego-shattering actions for him to take, that was by far the worst. I wish he would have slapped me instead, for exposing his dirty plan.

(I still wish He would slap me. I beg Him to every night. I was so wrong to have denied Him. I deserve my punishment. When I am lucky and good, He obliges me.)

“What is it, then? Subliminal messages?”

“Subliminals? No.” He laughed heartily. “My, you have some imagination.”

“Then...then the drinking water! Computer screens, flickering out mind messages!”

“You think I’ve somehow drugged them all? Everything you’ve posited would have some effect on me. I eat the food here. I drink the water. I don’t have in any earplugs, and I use the computers all the time.”

I had no adequate response for that.

“Well...” I crossed my arms, only half-aware of the way it was making my breasts prop upward even more. “You certainly have a distinct grip on them all.”

He leaned back. “That’s because I deserve to. That’s all. I know it. My cock, it's...special. It emits a certain pheremone making women suggestible. Making men weak around me. And when I fuck a woman with it, she becomes...very agreeable indeed. How many men do you know who know what they deserve? How many women? Under my employ, these women have no doubt as to their place in life, just as I have no doubt in mine. They are...suited for my employ.”

“You...what you did to Joan...”

He scoffed. “She’s been leaving messages with Evette every day for the past week, begging for my cock just 'one more time.' She had a wonderful time. I won’t hear otherwise.”

Fuck. Why was my pussy squirming with so much need, hearing this awful diatribe?

“There is an order to this world. I am at the top of it. Beautiful women...women such as yourself,” he grinned, “you are directly below me. As you should be. All others are not worthy of attention or merit. But, they are plentiful, and so they have created laws and morals and ethics and statutes and blah blah blah...” he shook his large head. “Uselessness, is what they have created. A falseness to what proper order there is. Me on top. You at my feet. My cock ruling you.”

Again, my cunt pulsed, bemoaning its emptiness—desperate for something huge and hard to fill it, knowing the whole time that what I really wanted was to ride his massive shaft.

“You should look at yourself,” he said, smiling broadly. “I can see your lust for me. For that idea. You talk big about being your own woman...but deep down you know you’re just a tool to give me pleasure. That’s why you wanted to enter my employ. You long for the chance to serve me, as any woman does. Your cunt sings to me, Hannah. You cannot lie.”

He snapped his fingers. To my complete surprise—though at the same time, weirdly fulfilling an expectation I had possessed this entire time—Francesca walked in. 

She was wearing the exact same outfit as I was, though it was ripped in places where he had torn it during the course of their loud lovemaking session earlier. Obediently, she slid onto his lap, one knee draped over his impressive bulge. Her other heel slid on the floor, all powerlessness. Her face was full of obedience. 

Obedience, yes...and pleasure.

“This is your future, Hannah,” he said, sliding his hand up between the crack of her ass. She moaned—clearly his fingers were large and broad enough that he was pressing against her clit. 

“Oh yesss,” Francesca moaned. “It’s her future, Sir. Her future. She can’t run from it. She’ll replace me like the good girl she is...”

“Come here,” he said, gesturing to me. “Push her down. Take her place. She is old now. No longer worthy of my time. You despise her, yes? You hate her? Show me.”

I stood up. I didn’t know if it was to run or to do just as he said. For the life of me, both decisions seemed equally likely.

But, whichever way my inclinations would have landed, it didn’t end up mattering. Lily stood up, a soft horrible moan exiting out through her mouth. 

“I-I can’t...” Lily shook her head. “I won’t listen to this anymore! I won’t! You’re a m-monster! A monster!”

And she stood up and ran out the door.

* * * * *

Despite her frail appearance, Lily was actually a fine runner. Once upon a time she would run marathons every year. Now, of course, she runs marathons every time Mr. Clarke decides to have his way with her. As a lover, he is highly conditioned. It is not unusual for a woman to spend hours with him, gathering up dozens of orgasms to his three or four. 

Lily powered through the front doors of the cabin and then took off in a dead heat with the wind, pushing through branches and bushes with no regard to how they scratched her skin and tugged at her hair.

Panic ran through her. She was convinced that Clarke was directly behind her, all the while as she ran.

Of course, this was contrary to the case, at least for a time. In reality, Clarke was in no rush at all. I knew because, horror-struck, I was still in the dining room with him as he facefucked Francesca’s eager, slobbering body. She made moans of desire and need, but his overwhelming strength and speed had drained her completely.

The whole time he fucked Francesca’s mouth, he stared at me. He knew what was on my mind, I was sure. He knew that, given the chance, I more than likely would happily trade places with Francesca. To have my mouth wrap around his enormous cock like hers did, to have my throat filled with so much meat, to taste all that greatness...I don’t know how I stopped myself from grabbing Francesca and pushing her aside right then and there. 

Perhaps I was able to stop myself only because he had not ordered me to do it, yet. 

What had I been thinking, coming here? Wearing what he told me to do, eating what he told me—in other words, following his every order? Did I think I would outwit him on his own turf? Did I think somehow I was exempt from his grasp simply because I was dimly aware of his intentions?

I doubt, now, that I ever had any illusions about his desire for me. If I did, I was fooling myself. I could see it clearly then, in his eyes as he fucked Francesca’s mouth.

He wanted me.

There was so much lust in the air, so much pure sexual heat pouring off the pair, the master and his willing servant. I was touching my breasts, squeezing my easily-accessible nipples. It was obvious he wanted me to do that, too.

His pace picked up, and I could see that he was going to cum. Francesca already had, multiple times, her body shaking every time she had an orgasm. No doubt her blissful overtures just made her body tighten all the harder on her Man’s cock. 

With a series of grunts, his entire body trembled, and he came down her throat. I watched as the volume of it was too much for Francesca, leaking down out from her grateful mouth. She slid down to the ground, trembling in ecstasy just like Joan had back at the compound..

Clarke got up, cleaned off his cock with Francesca’s hair and then zipped himself up. He left a tornado’s wreckage of lust in the room. I was left there with Francesca, trying to come up with my next move.

Meanwhile, Lily was still running. She had been blocked three times already—twice by a long, irregular cliff face and then by a series of impassable boulders.

After crashing through a series of bushes, her gown torn almost to bits, the slender, supple tone of her body easily visible, she came to the top of a tall hill. Beneath her, she saw the unmistakable snaking pattern of a highway. Headlights skirted through its surface. 

For a moment, she thought she might get away. She would scream until she made it to the road, and hope for someone decent to pick her up. No doubt they would believe her tale—the half-naked woman covered in scratches certainly had been through some sort of ordeal. And with her so frail, so fae, so easily protected, any red-blooded man would hop at the chance to defend her.

But, of course, Clarke caught up with her.

“Stupid little girl.” He slapped her just once, lightly, and still knocked her all the way to the ground. “Did you really believe I would let you go? Did you think that was ever a possibility?” He shook his head. “You were mine from the second you showed up to work.”

Lily could only whimper. It was impossible to know how he may have caught up with her so quickly. Maybe a tracking device in her dress, maybe his scent of smell was as magnified as the rest of his manliness.

(Even to this day, He will not tell me. I must earn his trust. I eagerly await such an opportunity). 

With one hand holding her by the hair, Clarke let out his cock—and Lily's eyes struggled not to roll back into her head from the sudden shock of fervor that swept over her.

The manner of her thinking was equal parts horror and lust. She knew his cock was enormous—she had seen his bulge through his pants; hell, she had even seen it from afar. But up close was a different story.

Up close...his cock was monstrous. Unreal. It was one thing to conceive that the head of it was the size of a tangerine. It was quite another to have that big fleshy fruit pressed against her supple, paltry wall of lips and teeth, demanding entrance.

“Take it,” he growled, tugging up at her hair. Lily squealed and batted at his thighs. He slapped her again. “Take it,” he said again. “I can smell your cunt. I know you want it.”

She truly, truly did want it. All she had left to do was submit to the desire.

“Y-yes...” she moaned at last, her voice barely audible. “Yes, please...”

Her plan, she told me, was to test the waters a bit. Lick the cock, kiss it maybe, take it slow.

Of course, Clarke had no intention of allowing her to take it slow. The second she began to give in, he was on her, pushing his meat deep down into her mouth and then her throat, filling up her esophagus with his enormous meat almost instantly. Her body convulsed, choking and swallowing, and of course that only drove Clarke on all the more. 

She was mad with lust for him. So tired of resisting, so tired of fighting. It was such a brilliant relief for him to finally enact his will on her. She was so thrilled to have him push his meat into her body again and again, to taste every part of him that she could.

“I’m going to cum,” he announced harshly, driving into her mouth even harder. “I’m going to cum right in your hot little mouth.”

She could only moan in encouragement, staring up at him with worshipful longing in her eyes. She needed it. She needed his cum so bad. She had needed it all week long, and now, finally, she was going to get it. 

Finally, he unleashed, his glorious seed pumping down directly into her throat and belly. There was nothing for her to do but to be filled with his spray—and then, when he pulled out, covered by it as he let himself explode onto her face. Streams of delectable hot goo layered down her pretty face, covering her totally.

With that done, he picked her tired, limp body up over his shoulder, and began the trek back to his estate where he would bathe and comfort her.

* * * * *

I knew Lily was being taken. Forced, maybe. Owned, definitely. I could almost hear her screams from my room, the terror, the horror...and then the bliss. The worshipful praise. It would be like a switch had turned on inside of her...one reached only by the majesty of Mr. Clarke’s cock. 

(I am going to have a harder and harder time of keeping my composure. The recollection of this experience is so vivid in my mind. I can hardly contain my excitement. And He is entering me as I write, watching me write out this praise. Fuck me, my Lord! My Sir! Oh God! It’s so good!

He slows, knowing how difficult He is making it to concentrate with every thrust.

Lily wanted Him every step of the way. He assures me of this.

Speaking of Him in a way that may be expected, in terms of disdain or fright as my former self would have done, will be harder and harder. Do you know how perfect His cock is? Do you know how glorious serving Him is? I didn’t know. Such a fool. A wasted life. I must try harder to write in terms of not knowing. He wills it. His will is my life.)

In my room, I ripped my cumbersome gown down to size, leaving everything from the mid-thigh down on the ground, and cutting a slit in the middle so I could sprint at full speed. I still had heels on—but I could run in heels. I didn’t want to risk injuring my feet in the wild landscape of the forest. 

In my purse was my phone. If the helicopter ride there was any indication, Carl would be able to track me down in less than thirty minutes. It was ten o'clock now, so he would be on his way soon—I just had to get to a point where my cell signal was good enough to reach him.

(Such a foolish little idiot cunt I was, thinking I could stay free. Watch me as I run through His perfect estate, through the forest which is His by right, the trees which grow purely for His glory. I am a fool, thinking I could last longer than thirty seconds without Him willing it; let alone thirty minutes)

Outside it was dark, cold. I wished I had been allowed to bring a jacket. 

I knew that Carl would try to land close to the phone's signal, but he needed a place to do it, a clearing.

I had no idea, of course, that my own decision to run so closely mimicked Lily’s.

Stumbling through the darkness of the forest, I searched and searched for a place for him to come down. All I had to do was get to a decent spot for a landing, and Carl would swing by and pick me up soon.

My life depended on it, I was almost certain...and if not my life, my will. My mind. I wasn’t sure what was worse—to die at Clarke’s hand, or to have my will erased by him.

(Such foolishness. Do you not see? Both would be honors, for they would involve me as the recipient of Master’s will). 

I ran and ran through the darkness of the forest—light in the distance! Certainly, it was moonlight.

No. It was the cabin, again.

I had come in a full circle, right back around to where I started. Perhaps that was what I wanted all along. He made my cunt so fucking wet. And the first thing I thought, seeing that cabin, was how maybe now I would finally be fucked like I had been wanting this whole time.

(Do you see? My life revolved around Him, even then. I was unable to stop myself from returning. I am convinced now my feet moved of their own accord, my body wanting what my mind would not allow. That is why He had to break my will. It was in the way of my true desires. You are not your thoughts or your emotions. You are merely a passenger, an observer to the brain’s machinations. He replaced my thinking self with something better—obedience.)

He stood there, at the door, a tower of muscled flesh. Completely nude. Lily was on her knees before his naked majesty, lightly milking his cock into her mouth. Like an obedient sow. Like some trained fuckpet.

I whimpered and shivered horribly. My destiny had been written out in front of me this whole time, and I was just trying to deny it, but I could not anymore. 

“You are mine, girl. Come here.”

I stayed frozen.

“I know your helicopter is coming. Come here, or I will have him shot down. You know I can do it. You know I will. His blood will be on your hands.”

Carl had a wife, a family. I couldn’t do that to him or to them. 

And I couldn’t deny the melody from the song of lust spilling out from my body any longer. I wanted to dive into his rhythms, embrace the madness of his employ. My mind raced with all the dirty things I imagined him doing to me; all the immoral things he would make me do.

Break my will into pieces. Reshape it how he likes. Just like all the others. Every newspaper praising him. Altering statistics and facts. Playing with journalists’ minds to distort their stories. 

He’ll make me write dirty stories just for Him, to show Him that I will make others want just what I was made to want.

(All this and more. All this and more!)

As I approached, he slid his hand over my face and pushed me down, using my body to make Lily stumbled backwards and over into the shrubs. His new toy forgotten as soon as he received his next. She giggled drunkenly, intoxicated with lust. No doubt I would be the same, soon enough. 

He took my phone and broke it to pieces with one immense, strong hand—no more signal. No more escape.

With his other hand, he pulled me in by my hair. I thought he wanted me to lick at the rod of his manhood, but he stopped me. 

“No, that was Lily’s duty. You...” He pushed me onto my back, down onto the ground. “You will have a different indoctrination.”

He got on his knees over me, then, Lily approaching and licking his biceps. His cockhead hovered before my needy, wet entrance.

“Beg for it,” he said, easily ripping away the remainders of my clothes. “Tell me how you want it.”

“I...I want...”

Just barely, he pushed the cockhead into my moist folds—just enough to show me how big he was, how incredible it would be when he took me. Then, he pulled out again.

“I want it!” I screamed. “Oh, please, Sir! I want it! Let me have it! I need your cock, please!”

Then, and only then, did he enter me.

His fucking was brutal, animalistic. His mouth clamped down on my shoulder, his huge hands roughly toying with my tits. My expensive gown torn to shreds. Each thrust was coupled with a lightning bolt of pleasure striking through my entire body—so much so that I couldn’t tell anymore whether I was awake or dreaming some bliss-filled nightmare. Every struck owned me more and more.

“I’m going to fill you up, slut,” he growled. He slapped my face and jerked me back to reality. He wanted me in the moment. He wanted me to know when he was going to have me cum just for him—at the same time he did.

“Fuck her, Sir!” Lily moaned. “Oh god, fuck her, please!”

He had her well-trained already. No doubt I would be cheering him on as he fucked other women in the future.

“You're sooo good,” I moaned. “So good! Oh fuck, it's sooo big!”

I tried to keep moaning out praise, but it was impossible to put words together with so much bliss entering me at the same time.

He grunted, his orgasm so near. “I’m gonna...gonna cum right in your hot cunt!”

His thrusts became more frequent, more sporadic. I knew he was so close. My orgasm was just on the cusp, ready to go.

Finally he unleashed inside me. His flood of white, perfect cum sprayed hot inside of my tight body, gifting me with all that potent goo. My own orgasm—or orgasms, really—arrived in time with his. He thrust right on my g-spot, and his cum hit me there as well; I couldn’t help but cum, again and again.

It was as he willed it.

* * * * *

Afterward—several hours afterward, the next day, in fact—he began to indoctrinate me as to the totality of his will upon me.

Of course, eager for the pleasure only he could provide, desperate for the control only he could enact, and made for the obedience only he could inspire, I gave in easily. I was receptive to everything he said. As he entered and re-entered his cock into me slowly, I cooed in his ear about how much sense it all made and how he was truly a god among men, and I tried—in the midst of my slow-burning midst—to think of suggestions for how he might expand his rule. 

Of course, I offered up the names of any beautiful women I knew in the business, as well as several friends. He deserves them all. One good friend of fifteen years is licking at my feet now, as I write this, a gift from Him for offering her up. Clarke takes care of his good girls.

(This same friend coos in His ear, now, as he prepares to cum inside me once more. So close!)

I am his pet now. Completely. Totally. 

I...I do love it. He makes me love it. And I’m grateful to him for that. 

(Oh my God. He says He’s going to make me cum when I finish reading. Just a few lines, now. He tells me that when I finish, He’s going to order me to clean Him off with my mouth.)

He allows me some of my will, still. I know he could just take it away if he wished. That’s his right. But he liked the way I challenge him, he says. I’m rather proud of that.

You’ll all see. He’ll take you too...or you won’t be good enough. That’s where the world is going.

Prepare.

# # #

* * * * *

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this sexy bundle, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––

Revenge On His Hot Assistants

All the women in Warren's life have betrayed him. He's drowning in debt, and nobody wants to see his stage hypnotist act. But then he finds a magic watch that lets him own the mind of anyone he comes across. Soon, he'll get everything and everyone he knows he deserves...

––––––––

Revenge On His Snobby Step

Warren is moments away from completing his ultimate conquest—that of his deliciously hot stepsister—when his wife interferes and steals the magic watch. Can he still fulfill his dreams of re-uniting his family in the most taboo way?

––––––––

Gang Up: Overload

In this post-apocalyptic tale, Abigail's long-time lover Case has spurned her. She turns to the brutal biker gang Brall to make Case jealous...but Brall is too much of an alpha stud to just let a beauty like Abigail walk away!

––––––––

Gang Up: Lust War

The post-apocalyptic biker gang war rages on between the studly warriors of the Family and the hunk soldiers of the Cauldron. Robin is trapped in her lies, and the only way out is to have her beautiful body served up to all the members of her gang at once.

––––––––

Gang Up: The Big Gang Theory

The violence in Temple reaches a boiling point, and the town looks as if it will be ruined forever. But luscious babes Robin and Abigail have a plan—a body-thrilling plot that will have the two fertile beauties on their knees in front of every member of BOTH warring gangs, ready to serve!

––––––––

Owned by Bare Lust – The Call Girl 

This call girl has specific rules...but they’re all thrown out of the window when a billionaire stud arrives who can bend her mind to his will.

––––––––

The Magic App – Taking The Librarian

Adam's saga to own the most gorgeous babe in town begins here, as he finds the mysterious Hypno-App and takes control of the imperiously sexy librarian, Alena!

––––––––

Maid For Pleasure – Maid Made Bare 4: Servicing The Biker Gang

Rugged, hard-as-nails biker stud Pace discovers the only way to bring his fractured gang together is by having them all gangbang a gorgeously fertile lactating bimbo maid!

––––––––

Bimbo Casino – No Restrictions

Overworked couple Jonathan and Rosie arrive at the Shining Spiral Casino for what is supposed to be a free vacation, but they slowly transform into brainless lactating bimbos and hulking studs, ready to screw all day with their overly-fertile bodies!

––––––––

The Magic Remote – Controlling The Girl Next Door

With the Magic Remote, even a loser can control, own, and breed the gorgeous girl next door!

––––––––

Female Designs – Her Change In Style

This erotica is novella length! The super-serious Gloria Phine wears a strange pair of shoes, and soon she starts dressing sluttier and sluttier, and acts more and more like the gorgeous, sex-loving bimbo she’s always had hidden inside.

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

Risky Threesomes: An Unprotected Bundle

Three stories of bareback threesomes where men are in charge (where they should be) and women are eagerly doing every last thing they can to please their new alpha owners!

Bimbo Thoughts: A Female Designs Bundle

Magic clothes that transform business-minded women into big-breasted bimbos!

The Magic Remote Series

With the Magic Remote, the hot girl next door is your brand new slave. The sorority down the street is your brand new harem. And the detectives who come around asking questions? They’re no problem at all.

Owned at Home: A Totally Taboo Bundle

The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.

Stories of Giggles And Lust

Hot bimbo transformations abound in this bodaciously busty bimbo babe bundle! Three stories of gloriously sexy women enjoying their bodies to the fullest with the alpha studs and lucky fellows who can keep up with their fevered, lusty pace.

The Knocked Up Lust Bundle

This HUGE-SIZED bundle features six stories of fertile beauties and virile studs banging hardcore and consummating their lust in the most unprotected way they can!

The Bimbo Love Bundle!

All three transformative, lactating, gender-bending “Bimbo Outfits” stories are contained in ONE discount bundle!

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Her Mind, His Control, Your Bundle? Then you should read Gang Up: The Big Gang Theory by Nadia Nightside!
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The gang war isn’t the only thing in this town with no limits.
The busty, lovely Abigail will stop at nothing to be the side of studly biker gang boss Case, not caring if their relative love is completely taboo. And just the same, the huge and dangerous warlord Brall is addicted to his feelings for the beautiful young Robin, who reciprocates all of his lusty fevered emotion. All the mad, fertile lust in the air is tearing the town of Temple apart in a vicious gang war, and Case seems to be the only one with a level head. But, when a startling secret is revealed about who’s really behind all the chaos in Temple, the violence in the small post-apocalyptic settlement reaches a boiling point.
In the lust-driven madness of a town like Temple, there’s only one way to settle a dispute this big permanently. The town is too full of alpha studs and servile beauties to be anything but flooded with wet, hot sex. Robin and Abigail hold the key to ending the war—unbridled, unstoppable, uncontrollable, and unprotected rutting. Both seductive, fertile vixens will have to be taken by a huge group of strong, virile men from each gang…all at the same time.

	    

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.


Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 
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