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- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)
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Nadia's Note: This is a collection of short-shorts—hyper-focused flash fiction erotica designed entirely to bring fantasies to life as fast as possible and to provide fast, hot climactic reading. Each piece is around 500-1500 words; I deliver new content like this at least every two weeks to my Patreon! They currently have access to a whole OTHER beautiful hot mess of Hot Shots like these, plus exclusive serials and early access to stories. Check it out!
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Turning The Page
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Big tits, that’s what it was all about. Big, juicy, pert tits on display in a tight bikini on top of a tight body. Riley breathed in, breathed out in front of the full-length hotel mirror. Her young, eighteen year-old cleavage swelling and receding. Thick, shiny chestnut hair layered on one side of her pretty face. Each breath pushing the limits of her one-size-too-small bikini. 

She’d dieted—fasted, really—for a month before this trip to make this look work. Now that she was doing it, she couldn’t get enough of her reflection. She turned this way and that, that way and this. Staring. Biting her lips. Looking good enough to fuck herself. She loved this, a mission coming together the way it had. 

Her ass was pretty good in the string bikini bottom—she could bounce a dime off it—but really it was her tits that drew in the guys. 

And that’s what Fiona wanted, so that’s what Riley was going to deliver. She’d do anything for Fiona. That’s why she was in this preposterously sexy bikini in the first place, mussing her hair for an hour and making sure she looked terrific from all angles. If she didn’t look up to snuff, then Fiona would snuff her right out of her exclusive friend group. 

Riley had helped push plenty of other girls out of Fiona’s atmosphere, so she knew the threat all too well. 

The alarm on her phone went off and she finally stepped away from the mirror. There was plenty of time now to walk downstairs and scout out the hotel bar and sitting area before Fiona got there so that Riley could maximize the amount of time she spent next to her long-time crush. 

But when she walked into the adjoining room, she was met with a sight she absolutely could not believe from the last member of their “bikini road trip” trio—Willa.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Riley couldn’t believe it. “Are you reading? Are you seriously reading right now?”

Willa, sitting on the hotel bed, had pushed herself entirely into the corner. She was hunched over with something in her hands. 

“Huh?”

She didn’t look up. Riley was furious. 

“Fiona will be downstairs in like, five minutes, she wants us in bikinis to walk the beach, and like...you’re not even dressed!”

Willa didn’t move. She turned the page in the book. A little gasp escaped, like something had happened and she was surprised. 

“Willa!”

“Huh?” the blonde said. “Are you talking to me?” 

When did Willa even read? When did Willa even learn to read? She was the absolute dumbest person Riley knew. That was the only reason why Riley hadn’t fought Fiona when Fiona suggested bringing her along. Willa wasn’t a threat to anyone. 

Well, it wasn’t the only reason. The others were all wrapped up in how fucking gorgeous Fiona was, Riley’s massive crush on Fiona for years now since they had been in middle school, and what a giant rich bully bitch Fiona was about everything. She had paid for their hotel rooms here (or her rich daddy had); the unspoken agreement was that since Fiona paid for the room, Riley and Willa would do what she wanted. 

Riley would have done so anyway. She loved being Fiona’s lieutenant. Anything to be close to her and carrying out her will and to be rewarded with a knowing glance or a just-to-long-to-be-only-appreciate hug. 

She knew Fiona was not truly bisexual—in fact if anything, she seemed asexual, or maybe power-sexual—but all the hints Fiona dropped here and there that she might kiss Riley or touch her breasts or even more were the manna that Riley lived on. 

Willa—dumb, blonde, pretty, slender, and new to the school—was clearly another project of Fiona’s, just like Riley had been (and perhaps was still). Riley took it on the chin with aplomb, rationalizing that the surest way to be replaced was to be unpleasant.

She could complain and be completely righteous to do so—and she would righteous herself right out of ever seeing Fiona smile at her again.  

No, that was a fool’s way to go about life. Enthusiastic, capable people didn’t get replaced. 

The plan for the road trip was entirely up to Fiona, then, and Fiona wanted to walk to the beach in bikinis and then walk its length up and down for a few hours. She wanted eyes on her. She wanted to be flanked by two pretty-but-not-as-pretty girls as she did. 

She wanted them all to wear color-coded bikinis and platform sandals—blue and silver for herself, red and silver for Riley, and green and silver for Willa—and she wanted them to begin precisely at 10 AM. 

And she wanted—perhaps most critically—Riley to apply sunscreen lotion to her back and neck in the lobby. 

The thought of Fiona’s supple, perfect, luscious skin under Riley’s fingers had made Riley’s fingers slip inside her own supple, perfect, luscious slit for hours the previous night. She’d had very little sleep at this point. The fasting made sleep harder anyway, all that adrenaline telling her to get up and go hunt a buffalo or whatever. 

And now, after having had plenty of time to unpack after arriving here an hour ago, Willa was reading. 

Riley, raging, stormed across the room and made to snatch the book. 

Then she saw Willa’s blouse was open. Her tits out. Heavy, gorgeous, milk-filled tits. Riley knew they were milk-filled because she could see them dripping all over the technicolor pages of the book. 

“What...what...the hell?”

Willa didn’t have tits. That was kind of a whole thing with her. Willa was slender and tiny and frail and pretty in that Disney Princess sort of way. 

Riley had the tits. She had the best tits. They drew men and girls in when she went out with Fiona and then Fiona, invariably, would take over—better personality, better charm, better face, that kind of thing. Riley was very happy with this arrangement, being of use to the one woman she dreamed of being useful to. 

“Why do you have tits?”

This was an existential crisis. Had Riley missed them somehow? How the Willa been hiding herself just to shame her now, like this?

But, no. They were cheerleaders. Riley had seen Willa naked plenty of times in the locker room. Her barely legal body was sensationally slender, but also without any impactful breasts. Riley had made a mental note. 

Didn’t matter. The book was unimportant. Fiona was important. Riley grabbed the book and—

—She had to look at a few words on the brightly colored page just to make sure she was grabbing it and—

—oh, the colors shifted, that was interesting—

—it was important that her grip was just right and she should just make sure that—

—they shifted and they spoke, and there lines, weren’t there? Beautiful lines that—

—she should just...

...beautiful colors—beautiful lines—beautiful book...

...she should...

...she...

—she needed to wipe the page clean. That was all. She could take away the sexy wonderful book as soon as she wiped it clean. Yes. It was such a beautiful book. Why let it be dirty? But she couldn’t walk away for paper towels—couldn’t let go of the book. The beautiful book. The wonderful, sexy, delightful book. What if there was a bigger mess from Willa? 

What if the book needed her? 

She studied the pages. Heat filling her hot, pulsing snatch. A flush crept from her substantial cleavage up to her neck and past her ears. It seemed to be whispering something, something so important and...

Oh yes. Yes, certainly.

Her fingers. Yes. She could use her fingers to clear away the milk. The milk was thick and creamy and slid right onto her fingers with ease. It was warm. Smelled delicious. Willa, fellow book lover, smelled delicious. 

Riley’s own breasts felt full, bursting, ready to leak. Wouldn’t that be something? Two beautiful book lovers with bursting breasts leaking lovely liquid all over the pretty pages...

How to make sure this sexy milk didn’t threaten the book again? 

The trash was so far away. It would be unclean to wipe her fingers on herself or the bed sheets where she now sat snugly next to Willa, their heads sliding together and oohing in appreciation of every word they read. 

Her mouth was a receptacle. 

Oh, yes. That was right. 

Moaning, she slipped her fingers into her mouth and swallowed Willa’s milk. So good. So tasty, just like the book said it would be. It was such a smart book. The smartest book there ever was!

Willa’s hand slipped up between Riley’s thighs. Riley’s cunt, young and virgin and pink, was dripping wet. 

“Y-yes,” Riley whispered. “Yes. Fuck us.”

Her own hand moved to Willa’s puffy, needy slit. 

“F-fuck us, please,” Willa whimpered. “Fuck our brains...”

They worked together to turn the pages, trading off the balance in their delicate fingers. Riley’s gorgeous tits began to leak. With their fingers busy—too busy to clean the milk—they watched in wonder as it sprouted more lines and colors from the beautiful pages of the perfect, amazing, mind-melting book. 

An hour later, Fiona casually strolled in wearing her bikini. Dark-eyed, tall, and glamorously sexy, She was not surprised to see the scene with Willa and Riley. She bit her lip, obviously turned on. 

The two girls, totally transformed, were on their knees in the corner now with the book floating in front of their eyes. They had given it so much of themselves, and in return, it gave them new bodies. 

Flapping its pages briefly, the book fluttered over in front of Fiona. She whimpered at its nearness, knees knocking together. 

“D-did I do good?” she asked, girlish and simpering. “Did I do like you wanted?”

The book fluttered its pages in reply. 

“A-and...you’ll do like you promised?” she asked.

More fluttering, this time more sternly. 

“Y-yes. Of course. You need more. More girls. More pretty girls to own and rule. I understand. But when I do, I’ll be pretty forever?”

More fluttering, even more sternly. 

“Y-yes, Master. Of course. Pretty forever...and yours forever. That’s all I want. Thank you, Master. I’ll go collect more pretty girls for you now, Master.”

Fiona walked out confidently into the bright sun. Riley and Willa followed her, giggling mindlessly and chatting about being mindfucked property. Every word they said, every thought they had, was poured into their head over the past few hours. They would only ever recite words from the book ever again. Fiona smiled at them, her cunt gushing with the thought of returning later tonight, sharing the book with more girls, perhaps rubbing it all over themselves while they licked each others’ pussies and read even more powerful, dangerous passages from its occult depths. With Riley and Willa like this, it would be even easier than ever to bring back fresh souls for her glorious new Master.
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Bimbo Out of Time
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“I...deserve it...” Cecilia moaned. “I deserve to be forced...”

It was too early in the morning and she was finger-fucking herself in the bed and she was by herself in the house and she could say whatever the fuck she wanted. 

“Men are gods...” she whimpered. “Men are gods. Force me...please force me...”

The orgasm came and went quickly, too quick for Cecilia’s liking. 

Before long, it was just morning again—no more heated arousal or willingness for a fun little playtime left in her. She waited for sleep to come back—and the doorbell rang.

Sleep had been hard last night. Cecilia had several nightmares about something she couldn’t remember anymore. Probably sex. She was always having nightmares about sex, but then she would wake up soooo turned on and she’d rush to a site like bdsmlr or something and quickly finger herself to all that filthy fucking misogynist bullshit about how she deserved to be forced and brainwashed for being a girl...

Anyway sleep had been hard, Cecilia had just cum to go back to sleep, and then the doorbell rang and she was fully awake with no time to enjoy the post-cum haze. 

She stepped groggily through the house, wondering who was at the door. It was a Sunday, for god’s sake. She had broken things off with her boyfriend Lester a week ago, and he was the only person she knew in this stupid city, so what was happening? 

If it was some asshole with a god pamphlet...god help me, if it’s some asshole with a god pamphlet, I’m going to shove it—

“Nevermind!”

The voice came from behind her. Cecilia jumped, terrified, her insides actually wrenching, as she turned and stumbled backwards over the couch. 

“What the fuck?”

The woman in her house was tall, classically gorgeous, thin, completely fit, busty, and all-in-all just like a fucking living, breathing supermodel or something. She wore a hot, skintight catsuit with her brilliant cleavage spilling out. 

“I forgot I didn’t have to knock!” She giggled. Her hair looked like there was a fan or a breeze in the room or something, constantly waving and shifting in the sexiest way possible. “The machine moves you through time AND space. Duh! I could have just landed right on top of you!”

She waved a bright, cheery, bracelet at her that sparkled with electric energy. The machine. 

“What...” None of this had improved Cecilia’s outlook. “What the fuck?”

“He’s going to be here in like, ten minutes?” said the beauty. “And he thought it would be hot if I watched.”

Cecilia stood up completely and brushed herself off. There were bread and cheese crumbs all over the couch. Whoever this woman was, she wasn’t a threat. Cecilia held out her hands.

“I...look, I don’t know who you are or how you got in, but...please leave.”

“I’m you!”

Cecilia laughed. The woman was clearly high on something. No one was this happy. 

“Sure. Okay. Well, can you be me on your way out?”

“No, no. I’m you from the future. See?” 

She pressed one of the orbs on her little bracelet and Cecilia collapsed from a heavy, hard-hitting orgasm. Her entire world became pleasure.

“See?” said the girl. “We have all kinds of stuff in the future.”

“I don’t—” Cecilia gasped. “I don’t understand...”

Was she in fucking love with this girl? She would be if she could make her feel like that again, holy hell. What was going on? 

She looked again at her face. 

Oh god.

It really was Cecilia—if Cecilia was twenty pounds lighter, with a nose job and better lips and skin and brighter eyes.

The other girl—future Cecilia—sat down in front of Cecilia on the couch after zapping it clean with her bracelet. 

“So like, um...Master’s gonna be here in like seven minutes now. And he’s going to fuck your brain.” Future Cecilia smiled cheerily. “He’s got a special device he designed and he’s going to fuck you and fuck you until you break and beg him to own you, and then he’s going to fuck you some more. I remember it all very clearly. It was a gift he gave to me, the memory of his first fuck. I begged him to let me keep it. He’s so terrific.”

“W-who?”

“Master! Oh. You might know him as Lester? Yeah.” She giggled. “That’s right. You were really a dumb bitch to break it off with him. He loved you so much he invented mind control to get you back! And also like, body control. Obviously. You’re such a sloppy bitch, oh my god. I can’t believe you ate all this bread.” She dusted more crumbs off the couch. “And then, later, after he mind controls a bunch of people, he invents time travel and sent me back here to video him raping you for the first time.”

“I...I...” Cecilia couldn’t process this. “Why?”

“Because it’s really hot if he fucks me while he watches it? Duh.”

“But...this can’t be real. There’s like, time paradoxes, and—”

“Don’t worry about that. I’m too dumb to understand that kind of thing, so it doesn’t affect me. All I need to know is I’m Master’s Thirty-Seventh Most Favorite Slave.”

Despite herself, Cecilia felt insulted. “I’m not even first?” 

“He invents mind control, idiot. He’s got to fuck, like, Scarlett Johansson and Romee Strijd and stuff, duh.” Future Cecilia giggles. “Don’t get your panties in a bunch. He still fucks you at least once a year. We’re lucky.”

A knock at the door. 

“Oh!” Future Cecilia whispered. “That’s him! I’m so excited!” 

Cecilia moaned and stumbled up on her feet after her, but Future Cecilia pressed something on her bracelet again and disappeared.

She felt like she was losing her mind. Another knock at the door. 

Cecilia answered it—it was Lester. Of course?

“Oh my god, so, I’m actually glad you’re here,” said Cecilia. “See, I was just here. I mean, another me. A future version, and—”

He put the remote to her head. 

Her new Master’s enormity penetrated every part of her mind. Forever. 

Future Cecilia, watching just nearby, moaned inside the light-and-sound-bending cocoon from her bracelet as her young Master pushed Old Cecilia down to the ground and had his way for her. This was so fucking hot. 

She deserved to be forced.
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Help With The Move
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Jared struggled with the weight of the heavy crate, his feet sliding all the way to edge of the stairwell for more leverage. It was that unfortunate combination of large, heavy, and unwieldy that made it hell to maneuver up a stairwell. The sides sloped outward, and the front and back were angled almost like a canoe. Like a square canoe.

He’d been traveling with it now for ten floors and he was ready to give up.

“Here we go,” said the stranger who’d asked for his help. “We’re here. Thank you again.”

The stranger was tall, with broad shoulders and thick dark hair styled to one side. Jared hadn’t meant to help the man. He’d almost told him to screw off, and now he’d wished he’d had. 

But his girlfriend had just left him and he couldn’t believe it and more than that, he couldn’t believe he was so stupid as to let her go. Kelly had been a ten out of ten, even if she was horrific to argue with. A law prodigy with the body of a Swimsuit Illustrated model; he could never get on the right side unless it was her side. He had stayed up all night the night before thinking of ways to win her back, rejecting each in turn. 

It was almost surreal to him how all the references he had for getting back with a woman were from movies, and all of those plots involved intricate conspiracies to trick a girl into love. Besides the ethical problems of such a venture, who had the fucking time for that?

So: browbeaten, heartbroken, and exhausted is how the dark-eyed stranger moving in down the street had caught Jared on his way back from the coffee shop. And Jared said yes, because—hell, why not improve something, anything at all?

And of course, Kelly was coming by later to move herself out. What better way to not help her than if he insisted he’d already helped someone move today?

He and the stranger pushed through the door at the top of the stairwell and into another door just beyond—into a penthouse with spartan, black-and-white décor and floor-to-ceiling windows. 

“Just let it down here,” said the stranger, guiding them to one side of the massive entryway. 

The penthouse was enormous, but the first thing that hit Jared was the smell. Its cavernous opening was filled from top to bottom with the delightful, musky smell of feminine lust. He thought, unbidden, of wet thighs squirming, tall heels crossing, glossy lips biting at one corner. 

Not far from the entry was the living room, where three girls were locked in a steamy embrace on a leather couch. One of them wore—sort of, if it counts as “wearing” when the fabric is mostly ripped off—dark navy lingerie, while the other two were dressed up like school girls and tugged one another’s pigtails as they traded off places at lingerie-lady’s pussy. 

Behind him, just behind the door he’d entered through, a pair of gorgeous young beauties dropped to their knees, busty blondes featuring string bikinis and click-clattering high heels. Their faces, blank and beautiful, promised eternal sexual obedience. 

“Master,” they begged together. “Please, may we? Please?”

The Master in question was clearly the stranger; the girls didn’t even seem to know Jared was there. 

The living room, now that Jared’s eyes had focused a bit more, was mostly just that three-girl couch and an enormous bed. He hadn’t put it together because the mattress was below floor-level, inside one of those sunken conversation pits. The “conversation” must have been intense, because from what Jared could see, everyone’s tongues were flapping hard, deliberately, and methodically. All those lumps he saw as pillows were squirming pairs and trios of girls caught under the covers, giggling and licking and kissing. 

“Gosh, it’s a lot to take in for someone outside this whole mess, isn’t it?” said the stranger, looking at the dozens of women fucking and moaning for their Master. “I’m sorry. Look, why don’t I pay you for your trouble?”

“What?” Jared was trying to get his head together. He guessed this guy was super rich and had some kind of bdsm fetish. Good for him? Wow. “No. I mean...” he trailed off, looking at another girl who was approaching. She wore a tiny white dress and looked about as thin as he’d ever seen anyone ever, except with a rack that could rival any porn star’s. “God.”

He tried not to drool. The girl’s eyes were violet; her hair deep platinum blond. She reminded him of some kind of ultra-sexual fairy. Her hips, so lusciously pronounced, kept the clingy fabric of her dress in place to reveal even more thigh. Her cunt flashed as she walked; it was bare, smooth, and shiny, just like everything that wasn’t the thick, delightfully playful mane of her hair.

“You deserve payment,” said the stranger. “I was going to make you do it, you know, but then you went and offered anyway. And you really helped. Bambi and Candi broke the elevator earlier; they’re the,” he pointed a thumb at the kneeling-door girls, “excitable types. These gals ain’t really fit for heavy lifting.”

“You’re so strong, Master,” said the new girl in white, leaning against him. “Why would we ever need to lift anything?”

Her voice was intoxicating, convincing. The guy was strong, Jared realized. Why would these girls ever need to lift anything?

“So I tell you what, I’ve gone a bit overboard. I was sort of thinking it the other day, you know, when I had thirteen girls suck me off in a row and it took up almost the entire day before my six-woman milk bath?”

The stranger said all of this as if it were a normal set of circumstances and so Jared just nodded sagely. He didn’t know what anyone else could be expected to do, given that sentence.

“But anyway, seeing you in here really makes that hit home. I’ve just got way too many sex slaves. I really over-indulged. Just take your pick of the litter. Any of them.”

Jared felt drunk, or high, or otherwise intoxicated. “What?”

“Yeah, really!” The stranger clapped his hands and smiled. “Any last one. They’ve all been top of the pack at some point. No difference to me. I can just make them believe whatever I want anyway. If they were the bottom yesterday, I tell him they were always the best, and they believe it.”

“No, I mean...” Jared tried to keep up. “You mean these girls...” his voice became a hushed whisper. “...are you saying they’re slaves or something?”

“No ‘or something’ about it, my friend! Don’t worry a bit. They’re slaves to the bone. They’ll do whatever you want. Exciting, isn’t it?”

The stranger clapped Jared on the shoulder in comradery. At the same time, the platinum-haired girl in white stroked the stranger’s now-exposed cock. 

“I can’t take a slave from you for moving you in.”

Jared wished his voice wouldn’t crack so much. 

“Would two do the job, then?”

“What?”

“Okay, three.” He shrugged and raised his eyebrows at white-dress girl, a real look at this fucking guy! kind of expression. “I won’t do higher than three. That throws the ratios off if I do, and I love my ratios.”

The woman in white nodded urgently and her hand urgently stroked the stranger’s cock. “He loves his ratios.”

“Look,” said Jared. “I mean...this is wrong. You must have like three dozen girls in here. We can’t do this.”

“You’re right.” The stranger laughed. “He’s right, hon. I really went beyond the pale. I tell you what—why don’t you just take the machine, and you can have all the slaves you want?”

“The machine?”

The stranger pointed at the square canoe. “Yeah. It’s all yours. I’ve got all the pussy I could ever want, and they’re always modifiable, so it’s for the best, really. I’ve had it for too long. Go nuts.”

Jared looked at the crate for a long time, longer than he intended to. Longer than the conversation would have allowed. When his voice finally returned to him, it was broken and hoarse. 

“You just...” Jared approached the crate. “You took women against their will. Made them yours. Put yourself in control of their bodies. Forever. Just with this machine?”

“Yes, you will,” said the woman in white. She pushed up against his side and back. Her hand was on his crotch now, utterly clean from before. “I’ll show you how. I know all about it.”

“What?” 

Jared looked for the stranger, but he was gone inside the crowd in the living room. There was chanting and moaning; it filled the walls. The woman in white found his gaze; she was so fucking gorgeous. Jared’s knees felt weak. 

“He said I belong to you now,” she whispered, “and to forget all about him, and to show you how the machine worked, and to make all your dreams come true.”

Jared dared not look away, lest this dream stop. “He said all that?”

“Who said what?” she giggled and unzipped him. “You’re the only man alive to me, Master.” His cock slid right into her palm. She was so fucking good at stroking. “Please, let me show you how to use the machine so you can fuck up my mind for you?”

He thought of Kelly. Returning to his apartment in just a few hours. The crate was heavy, and awkward, and large, but if he was clever with the stairs, he could probably get in back in time...
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About Last Night


[image: image]


Henry woke up with a terrific hangover. What had been in those drinks?

More importantly, what had he been in? Or rather what, as in who—he remembered coming home with someone, but the details escaped him. He’d gone out with his buddies after work. Henry did accounting for a small business that managed inventory for other businesses, and people were always going out for drinks. He’d finally relented and gone with them. 

Now, his balls felt drained. His brain was a thunderous, glitchy mess of heavy crinkling tinfoil. 

He was in some girl’s room. The paisley-colored sheets smelled terrific and the walls featured floating shelves full of knick-knacks and photos of friends. Stumbling, groaning, he looked at the pictures, wondering who it was he’d gone home with. He remembered a brunette with great tits. Mostly he remembered the tits. There were several pretty girls in the photos on the shelves, and almost all of them featured in every photo. Unfortunately, they were the kind of “everybody smile and make a face!” party photos that made it hard to really make out particular features.

Smells of meat cooking from the interior pulled him out of the bedroom. The place was a small, shotgun-style apartment with a narrow hallway connecting the rooms. There was another bedroom, a bathroom, and then a living room connected to the kitchen. Bin-store art on the walls in unmatching photo frames.

Inside the kitchen, he saw a gorgeously stacked, young brunette wearing tiny black lace panties, a pale blue bralette, and tall-tall heels. She attended sizzling bacon. Eggs were kept warm on one side of the stove. 

“Oh, hi, darling!”

She embraced him with a long, knowing, luxurious kiss. Her leg slipping up between his thighs, massaging his crotch, and Henry’s body responded immediately. The drained feeling he’d had earlier slipped away. This girl was warm, thin, busty, beautiful, and completely into him. She kissed him like she was utterly lost for him. 

“I’m so utterly lost for you,” she whispered, despite being alone with him. “You’re everything to me. I called in sick today so that we can have our fun.” She nodded to the food on the stove. “I thought you might be hungry after the marathon you put me through last night. You’re a god. My own personal god on earth. I adore you. I need you to know.”

The more she said, the harder Henry grew. On a modest rating scale, this girl was a twenty-seven billion out of ten. She could be a model. Her jaw so clearly defined, her perfect nose, flawless skin, tight toned muscles everywhere...he’d never even talked to a girl this hot, let alone fucked her—or fucked her how she was describing. 

In point of fact, Henry was a virgin. Or apparently had been. And the fact that he’d lost his virginity and didn’t know it might have been embarrassing, if he hadn’t scored with the hottest woman he’d ever seen.

What had happened last night? He would have wanted to fuck her based on her body alone. But her face made him tremendously weak, made him want to jerk off to her. 

“Listen...” he struggled for her name for a moment, “...baby.”

“It’s Mona.” She smiled. “It’s okay that you don’t remember. I don’t expect someone as great as you to remember every girl’s name. I love you. My name is Mona.”

She spoke with a strange, affected lilt to her voice that made him think of religious zealots.

“Listen, Mona...I think, you know...”

“Here.” She put her hand to her stomach. It was flat, taut, and exceptionally toned. “I think I can feel something growing already. Daughters, of course.” Her voice became a low, conspiratorial whisper. “I’ll raise them right for you, Sir.”

“Fucking...”

Shocked and aroused and dismayed at his own arousal at this bizarrely erotic revelation and implication, Henry backed up into the living room and immediately tripped over someone’s legs. Rolling, scrambling, trying to pull himself up on what was nearest—and found himself on his knees with another girl’s ass firmly pressed against his crotch. Her hands tied up behind her back. Legs tied tight around the ankles. Naked except for heels and a bra. This one was blond. 

“Rochelle didn’t understand when I woke her up this morning,” said Mona. “So I thought you’d just have to fuck her too. I tied her up to make it easier. I do assume you’ll want to fuck her and make her your breeding slave just like me?”

Mona knelt down next to him and produced his cock from his boxers, already hard from Mona’s earlier kiss and attention. 

“It will be force at first,” Mona explained. “She’ll say no. She’ll say it a lot.” She stroked him the entire time she said this. “She’ll protest and moan and cry and beg you to stop. But no one will know. No one except you, me, and her. And when you’re done, all of us will be delighted that you did it.” She slapped Rochelle’s ass, who whimpered in terror. “To be honest, darling? I’m jealous of her. I took you in my mouth because I lost a bet with her. Not that like, you’re so awful? But you weren’t really my type. She thought it was like, kind of an apropos ‘payment’ for losing the bet to suck you off. But the second I tasted you...” Her eyes lit up with fervor. “...heaven. And I wish you had forced me. I deserved it. You deserve to fucked whoever you want. You are god.  She’s so lucky to be fucked by you.”

His cock was at full attention now. Mona had it trapped under her hand and on top of Rochelle’s ass cheeks. Everything was soft and warm and insistent. Even the way Rochelle squirmed only intensified the eroticism of the moment, her quivering sending bolts of excitement through Henry’s bones. The way Mona stared at him, worshipful, adoring, encouraging had his head spinning. 

Mona lifted her head and sniffed. “The bacon is about to burn. I thought you might want to indoctrinate her while you waited for your breakfast? But we can do it after you eat. Up to you. Although we do have Hailey coming over in an hour? So you don’t want to dally too long. She’s even prettier than either of us, and richer too. Quite the socialite. Once she’s under your thumb, you’ll have no trouble fucking more and more wealthy and beautiful women until half the world answers to you. Then we can just, I don’t know, kill the rest? It’s up to you, darling.” She stood up abruptly. “I’ve got to get that bacon!”

Henry tried to grab something to steady himself. The only thing near was Rochelle’s hips, and then her ass cheeks. Trying to crawl away, she instead spread her legs out wide and pushed her taut, naked ass up more. Her pussy bare and dripping wet. His cock slid over the entrance by instinct. 

Mona returned with the bacon and eggs piled up on a small plate. 

“Would you like me to hold her down for you?”
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Legalize It
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“You know,” Denise held the bridge of her nose between her fingers, an old stress-habit. “Just because slavery is legal now doesn’t mean we have to buy a slave.”

The slave in question was in their bookshelf-lined study, drooling and mindlessly fingering her cunt. Naked. Blonde. Perky, delightful tits and a young, fit body. Denise drank a small glass of evening wine, wearing a short, tight polka dot dress with tall white heels. The outfit perfectly displayed her regal height, which labeled her (and accurately) from far distances as someone from a family of note and wealth, and its sleeveless style displayed the hard, defined arms she worked tirelessly to maintain. 

Her husband, Carson—the buyer in question—enjoyed a scotch on a leather couch with a rapidly growing hard-on beneath his trousers watching the show put on by his new property.

“Come now, my dear,” said Carson. “Where’s your sense of adventure?”

Its name—no, her name Denise tried to remind herself, this was a person still (more or less...probably less)—was Miranda. She rather looked like a younger version of Denise—a tiny bit fitter, although without being any prettier. Denise did not like to admit to her vanity, despite arranging much of her life around it—gym appointments, rejuvenation procedures, acres of money spent on cosmetic creams and tinctures. But even so, she recognized now that if her husband, Carson, had bought not only a slave but a slave prettier than her, she would have been quite upset. 

Their sex life was stunning and grand. It would have to be, Denise mused, fucking someone like her. Carson never complained, and she gave him nothing to complain about. She sucked him off every weekend morning, and he took a lot of long weekends as a result. It just so happened that during those weekends was also when Denise had lovely ideas about ways to spend her husband’s money—but he just so happened not to mind. Quite the opposite, actually. 

Last weekend, she’d wanted to stop by the jewelry shop, and after picking out her new pair of earrings, she’d had to stroke Carson off to calm him down enough to be seen in public. His trousers were always so tight, and decorating his wife turned him on like nothing else. 

Buying a slave was just so like him. He was always chasing after the newest fads, the newest technologies, the newest experiences. 

“I suppose,” Denise took another sip of wine and sat down next to her husband, “I shouldn’t be surprised.”

“It will be grand!” he smiled. “And I don’t want you to think this has anything to do with you, but I did want to try out...well, you know.”

He meant a threesome, of course. 

“Those Barons got into your head, didn’t they? That’s where this came from.”

Their neighbors, naturally—always putting some bug in Carson’s ear.

Carson put a very serious hand on her leg. “They said it saved their marriage, that girl they got.”

“And does our marriage need saving?”

He shook his head. “Of course not, but—”

“And their slave was so much prettier than Jeanine, whereas clearly I’m outmatching this one blow-for-blow.”

“Yes, my dear. Of course, but—”

“How do we even know if it’s even any good at sex? It seems rather...mindless.”

“It’s the only thing it’s good at, at the moment.” From a small branded bag on the couch, he produced a remote and a collection of strange attachments and restraints. “Though we can fiddle with it later to clean and so on.”

Her husband’s hard-on grew. It was distracting. Enticing. Denise sighed, moistness welling up between her legs. Heat sliding through her body. She did love his cock inside her. 

“What do you want, exactly, my dear?”

She found it better to ask than to guess; less hurt feelings on the average that way. 

“We start with this. Hold out your hands.”

A bit puzzled, she complied, thinking maybe he would give her the remote. That would be kinky, she supposed...?

Instead, though, he wrapped them in a thick leather belt. Before she could do anything, he had done the same to her ankles, and then jammed some kind of headset onto her temple.

“This isn’t funny, Carson. Stop this. At once.”

He stood up completely and walked over to the slave, getting rid of his trousers. Casually, he guided Miranda’s hand onto his cock. She groaned orgasmically and began stroking. 

“You’re scaring me, Carson. I don’t like this.”

“I didn’t actually buy a slave, my love. This girl has been working for me for the past six months. Last week, I got a call that she was looking for a new job. But I do love looking at her. The things she wears...” He flushed. “Much of your wardrobe has been inspired by her, I’ll have you know. So no, not a slave. Come now. That’s so pedestrian. I went for the premium package!” His chest puffed up, like he had just downed an elephant. “What I bought is what’s on your head right now.”

It all fell into place. Panicking, Denise stood and tried to jump away. She fell immediately, too much of a task for her between the wine and the heels. The carpet, luckily, was plush. She now understood why Carson had insisted they do the unveiling in here. 

“B-but...” she gulped, rolling into the wall, trying to get away. “Darling. We love each other. Certainly, this isn’t necessary?”

He stopped, as if considering it for the first time. “Necessary?” He shrugged. “I suppose not.”

“I’ve been your loving, caring wife in every way. Have I ever let you down? Even once?”

“Of course not.” He smiled, tightening the restraints as he bent over. “But you haven’t been a slave either, have you? And like you said, you’re much prettier than Miranda. I want the very best slave I can have. That’s you. Besides...” he fiddled with the remote. “I’m told they’re all quite happy with their new lives.”

Denise screamed—

—and woke, in a pink-lensed world, drooling and dreaming on Master’s Cock. Her slave-sister was there with her, suckling his balls. They locked eyes, melting into each other’s gaze. 

“I love Master so much,” said Miranda. 

“So do I,” said Denise. “I love him the most.”

Master groaned his approval, and they came and came again, making out madly on his hard cock, urging him to soak them in his holy seed.
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Breaking In
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When Amelia returned to her dressing room on the studio lot, the editorial shoot finally done, she was ready for a bath. The day for her started at four in the morning, with a five o’clock arrival time on location, and while normally she was diligent about getting her eight hours of sleep, a nasty and public break-up with her girlfriend had kept her up well past midnight.

She had broken up with the pop star Deandra, of course. Nobody broke up with Amelia, not even when they were deeply unhappy with Amelia’s constant softly sadistic jibes and nags. Something in her liked to eat at other people, liked to see them torn down. A part of her even liked the sadness she gave to Deandra from the break-up; but now the whole situation was just constant gossip and speculation. Trying on the soul. Maybe the pretty bitch would make a song about it or something. Amelia made a mental note to sue for royalties if she did. 

Her tall, busty body was covered by a soft, white robe. Underneath that, her tight, almost supernaturally gifted frame was clad in lacy, sexy-as-fuck black lingerie that sparkled when she moved. Tall heels adorned her feet, and expensive jewelry dripped from her neck, wrists, and ears. Diamonds and emeralds on silver chains. 

Usually for photo shoots, they gave you fake stuff, really good looking fake stuff, but the editorial was for Haute—the top mag in the universe, basically—and the editorial was all about ultra high-class gifts for rich millionaire girlfriends or something. 

The photographer had a lot to say about the high-end idea of it all—they always did, photographers—but mostly all she had to do was stand and pose; her looks did all the work for her and everyone knew it. There was a talent to posing, modeling, and Amelia was born with an overwhelming disparity of it—to make men and women think they were the only thing in the world that existed for her. Careful countenances, adjusting her eyes, creasing her lips just so, that sort of thing.

But that really only worked because of her undeniable, light-bending beauty. 

All she wanted was a warm bath and a glass of wine. She didn’t see her visitors until she got in front of the mirror, ready to rub off her make-up and start the cool-down process. 

A man and a woman, sitting on the chair on the far end of the dressing room. 

Well, the man was sitting. He was handsome and immense; his cock the thickness of a sauce bottle. Amelia, a fully-fledged lesbian, felt almost painful pangs of desire and arousal at the sight of him and his deeply present cock. Meanwhile, the sexy blonde woman was sucking his cock, and doing so at such a loud volume—full of moans and pained whimpers—that Amelia was shocked she didn’t hear it from outside the door. 

“Oh hey, don’t,” said the man. “I want you looking your best. That’s why I’m here.”

He meant the make-up rub in her hands. A hard edge of defiance filled her and she moved to start wiping all the glamour off her face anyway before immediately leaving and calling security. 

Amelia was very used to men wanting things from her. She’d had more money than pretty much every man she’d met since she was eighteen, though, and took great pleasure in disappointing their expectations, suggestions, and demands. 

Instead, she obediently dropped the wipe, and then squeezed one tit and moaned with heavy-lidded arousal. 

Fear, striking and immediate, filled her. What the fuck? Why couldn’t she do what she wanted?

“Yeah, you can’t do that. I just write in here,” he held up a small, crimson notepad. “And things happen that I want. It’s pretty great. This is my sister, Brenda. She’s not being rude by not saying hi. If she doesn’t keep sucking my cock, she can’t cum. And if you try to do something I tell you not to, you’re just going to touch yourself and act turned on.”

The woman sucking this man’s cock was incredibly beautiful, Amelia realized. In fact, she looked a lot like Amelia herself—like a photoshoot of her come to life—except for the mass of golden hair she sported as opposed to Amelia’s own thick, dark mane.  

“Please,” said Brenda, her voice drowning in slobber and precum from his massive cock. “I can’t stop sucking him. He fucked my brain. Fucked my body. I can’t stop begging for him to fucked me all day and even though I want it so bad, I know it’s wrong and it makes me so hot...’

She shut herself up, sliding her lips back over his quivering, turgid cock. 

“Don’t mind that,” he said. “She just likes saying that.”

Amelia tried not to mind it. It was quite difficult, but she didn’t want to squeeze her tits for this asshole again. He didn’t even let her be aroused when she had squeezed her tit before. She had to act aroused. She had to. It was instinctual, immediate, uncompromising sensation that filled her without her compliance. 

And of course, she was amazing at acting aroused. She’d just acted aroused for six hours of photography, for god’s sake. 

This was preposterous, of course. All of this was deeply wrong. Frightening. But she kept her composure. That was her job. And believing an outlandish premise was part and parcel of every modeling job she’d ever done. The camera just took aim, and she did the work:

Oh yes, I’m your girlfriend, and I’ll look like this on date night if you just buy this dress and jewelry set.

You can totally afford this yacht and look just like this in a bikini.

Men will call you if you have sunglasses like these; it’s not the sixty hours of working out I put in every week; it’s the accessories that you can afford if you just put aside three months salary.

So, fine. A notepad that made reality what he wanted? One more job to power through. 

“You can talk. I know you got a lot to say. I’ve read your interviews. You have a lot of opinions. Some guys just want a rubber board, but for me, all that shit-talk makes you hotter, honestly.”

Amelia delicately ran her tongue across her lips, testing a few sounds, trying to see if there was a trap here.

“Didn’t you make her like that?”

“Yeah, well, don’t think too much about that. Or do. I like the show she puts on.” He tapped the notepad. “I gave her one thing to ask for. I figure I’d give all my girls one. But you’re girl number two. We’ll have to see how it goes. Anyway, all she asked for was to lose some weight. I turned her into you from a magazine cover about a year ago. You were definitely skinnier than her then.” He looked her up and down admiringly. “Still are. Goddamn. You really know how to put in the effort.”

“I’m number...two?”

There was so much other information in what he had just said, but of course she fixated on that. Amelia could not help but be insulted. 

“Shit. Give me a break. I just found this thing like, two days ago. It took a lot of careful writing to be able to get into this studio. Made a beeline straight for you. Been stroking my cock to you for years. Gotta say, it’s a trip to be sucked off by you—more or less, I mean—while I look at you. So anyway, what do you want?” He paused. “Oh, and drop that robe and strike a pose while you think about it.”

She stuck her leg out, dropping the robe and tossing her hair back. Again, all instinct. She licked her lips and flashed her eyes. The effect on him was dramatic; he grabbed Brenda by the skull and started fucking her face directly. 

Amelia’s mind raced. This asshole could ruin her life. Her entire career. Her mind. He could make her beg for sex and then force her anyway. Amelia had never been so fucking scared in her life. If she displeased him, even for an instant, she would face a living purgatory. 

No matter what she said, his cock was going inside her. No matter what she said, he would be raping her for days, months, years. No matter what she said she wanted.

But...

“If you don’t tell me something before Brenda makes me cum,” he grunted, “I’m just going to make you believe that you asked for bigger tits. I don’t think you need them, but if you say—”

“—make me want it!”

“What?”

“Make me excited by all this. All of you. Your power. I’m scared to death of you, holy fuck. But make me happy you’re here. Make me delighted. Make me in love with everything you’re doing. If you do, if I can just be your accomplice, I don’t know. I’m friends with so many girls. So many beautiful girls. And I’m sure Deandra will believe me if I text her and tell her I want her back. Then you can have the sexiest pop star around begging for your cock along with the sexiest model alive.”

She gulped. Deep, sobbing waves of embarrassment shook through her, but instead she just grabbed her tits and licked her lips. Apparently looking embarrassed or sad wasn’t allowed. Her breath caught as he started writing. 

This was so fucking stupid. So awful. Why the fuck hadn’t she told him to fuck off? Why the fuck hadn’t she gone down swinging? 

In fact, why wasn’t she swinging all the time? She could probably convince all her model friends to swing for a night. Invite them over for a super-retro key party. Then she and Master could kill the significant others and hangers-on, anyone who wasn’t a really hot woman—don’t need them around, to be honest—and have the girls watch one by one as Master fucked their minds right in front of them. 

Amelia would hold them for him, if she was lucky. God, wouldn’t that be fantastic? All those gorgeous babes, their minds fucked out of their skulls, completely brainwashed while Amelia held them for her Master and moaned in their ears about what good girls they would be. 

Brainwashing was so fucking sexy. Amelia was in love with the idea of her Master brainwashing girls. There were so many ways to do it. They could fuck up a girl’s brain every day and she would never even know they were pulling the strings...

And of course they would offer them the same thing—that “one wish” and all that—but Amelia would twist it around for them. Fuck with their heads. Make them wish for the wrong thing, or just convince Master to ignore it. He would listen to her. Amelia had a way with men.

Her body suddenly felt free. She could move anywhere, do anything. There was an ease to the feeling, a Mona, that was apparent only in the absence of some kind of control she no longer recalled. 

Her Master looked at her and only her, not paying any mind to her faulty clone and her proclamations of his deserved fucking of her pretty blond brain. Amelia strutted toward him, putting on all her charm and style. Letting him drink her in.

“I can’t believe you’re fucking your sister,” she whispered hotly, pushing Brenda’s head down on his cock. It was so sexy to see her own face turn purple on Master’s huge meat. “I can’t believe how lucky I am to be with you. To be with someone who wants that as bad as I do. I’m so glad you found me, Sir. I’m in love with you.” She kissed him then for a long, long time, an eager, hot kiss that made her think of teenage crushes. When they drew apart, her saliva trailed down his muscular chest. She gripped Brenda’s head a little harder and nodded at the crimson notebook. “Won’t you help break me in by breaking her more?”
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Orgasming just slightly, Lillian added a little more milk to the eggs she was preparing for her Husband’s breakfast. Her cunt, slick and virgin-tight despite being fucked for hours the night previous by her Husband’s massive cock, leaked the warm honey of her arousal down her silky, thin thighs. 

Eggs needed milk, everyone knew that. They needed the precisely right amount. Lillian’s was nourishing and plentiful even though her Husband hadn’t yet blessed her with a child—hopefully a daughter she could train up for Him some day. She slid her heavy, partially-drained tit back into her sparkling white cooking lingerie and resumed stirring with the spatula. 

“Darling?” she asked her Husband, who sat just a few yards away at the breakfast table, luxuriating in a blowjob from their busty, legs-sprawling neighbor. 

“Yes?

His cock must have twitched, because as he spoke, the neighbor’s heels clacked furiously on the floor. She looked like she was gagging; Husband’s bulge was thick in her tiny throat. 

“Do you promise you haven’t fucked up my brain?”

“Come now, love. We’ve talked about this. What makes you bring it up this time?”

Lillian didn’t remember bringing it up before. It was hard for her to remember; hard for her to notice so much of the time. She didn’t even notice how he had deflected his answer. She certainly didn’t think about how she used to have the sex appeal of a broken doorknob inside an abandoned building or about the promising career in architecture she used to have or the fact that their marriage had been in shambles only a month or so ago, with her divorce papers at the ready—until he had come back from his archaeological expedition with that shiny, shiny amulet.

She turned from the stove just slightly, ensuring that she was posing with proper seduction and deference to her Husband. Tits out, bending over, legs flexed, hips jutting just so. It was so important for a Wife to look presentable and proper for her Man, otherwise, he might stop just fucking the neighbors and start sleeping with them instead. 

“It’s just,” Lillian put a dainty hand to her head, pushing aside shining, curling locks of hair. “I don’t know...”

Her fingers caressed her lips as she tried to think. It was difficult for her. The texture of her puffy, seductive lips was soft and shiny. She felt her pussy becoming wet, or wetter, at the touch of her own orifice. Deep in thought, she posed this way and that for her Man, ensuring that he could see the way her legs looked in the tall, tall heels she wore, the deep plunge of her cleavage. 

The neighbor, Tonya, had shining, thick blond hair and an amazing, tight, gorgeously hot body. So did her daughter, Anne, who was there too, tied up and crying. She was a senior in high school, a cheerleading prodigy. Her body was so slender and sensual. While Lillian thought—or “thought,” what passed for thought these days at any rate—Tonya picked Anne up off her knees and took the gag out of her mouth. 

“N-no,” Anne whimpered. “P-please. Please, I d-don’t wa-want—” 

Her protests turned into soulful, eager slurps and sucks within about five seconds of sucking her new Man’s cock. That was the power of Lillian’s Husband. He was such a stud. She loved him so much. Every thirty seconds or so, Anne seemed to remember herself and tried to fight off his cock, but Tonya was right there to hold her steady and force her to keep at her duty until the pleasure took Anne over again. 

Lillian watched this with a dripping pussy, moaning in a low tone. Drool splattered all over her cleavage and the floor. Orgasms lapped at the currents of her thoughts like an ocean tide, unceasing, stronger all the time. She could cum just from watching him being sucked off by a barely willing cheerleader; he was such a Man. 

“Love,” said her Husband, holding Tonya’s hand on top of Anne’s head on his bulging cock. “What’s the issue?”

Lillian tried to remember. Her brain was so tiny and scattered. She had such big tits. Why was she trying to think when she had such big tits and a pretty face? She would do much better if she was sucking her Man’s cock. 

“I just...I thought I remembered...” she furrowed her brow. “...I thought maybe I used to cook wearing skirts?”

Her voice was weak. She was speaking out against her Man. What was wrong with her? The cheek of her defiance! She fought the urge to drop to her knees and beg for his forgiveness. She needed to know he valued her opinion and input.  

“Oh, yeah,” he nodded. “You did last week. But I asked for lingerie this week and you obliged me. It’s been great.” He leaned back, and Tonya pushed Anne up further on his cock. Another hot, wrestling action as Anne squirmed and then came from the orgasmic force of tasting her new owner’s Cock. 

“Do you want to change it or something?” he grunted, working with Tonya to thrust harder into Anne’s throat. “I trust you. You wanna wear skirts again?”

Lillian’s eggs would burn soon. That wasn’t allowed. She sensed a trap. His tone had taken a decidedly acidic turn.  

“I...” she turned back to the stove. “I just want to obey you, Husband.”

“Good girl.”

His tone let her know she had picked the right response. She turned back to his breakfast, humming happily, eager for the next round of orgasms that would drown out and hopefully eliminate these troubling thoughts about cooking in something that wasn’t lingerie and high heels for her Husband. 

He was a man, after all. He was her Man. He deserved these things—her obedience, her need for him to fuck and enslave other women, to be serviced by beautiful teenage cheerleaders at breakfast. Lillian was so lucky to be involved at all.

“Pretty soon,” he said, voice thick with pleasure from Anne’s efforts, “you’ll forget all about cooking any other way for me.”

Lillian needed that so bad. “Do you promise?”
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Tutoring Session
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“Marie? What the hell? Why is this door locked?”

Anya banged on it once more, demanding entry, but it was nothing doing. Her sister was deep in a tutoring session with the new kid across the street, Phillip. 

He was younger than both of them, but somehow he’d managed to make half the girls on the cheerleading team swoon over him. Anya, the beautiful and popular captain of the squad, was a little sick of hearing about him in the locker room. She didn’t see what the big deal was—he was just some guy. He was brawny with dark, burning-serious eyes and hair that was a little too long.

Nothing about him explained the way Laurel or Jeanine or Kate or Brianna were practically fingering themselves as they spoke about their respective dates with him as they showered after practice.

The door to her sister’s room only had a knob lock, nothing special. Stomping in her high heels, a little annoyed, Anya quickly gathered up a coat-hanger and opened it, shocked right away when she saw her younger sister on her knees sucking Phillip’s thick, engorged cock. 

His cock was stunningly huge, longer than her sister’s head and so thick she immediately had the odd thought of there’s no way it fits inside her little bird mouth. 

“Holy shit. Wow.” She shook her head. “Ooo-kay. Wait until Mom hears—”

She stopped what she was saying, eyes locking onto Phillip’s. He had been staring at her from the second she entered the room. 

Anya wore her cheerleading outfit along with her high heels. Midriff exposed. Legs on display. Her thick hair in a low pony. When Phillip stared at her like that, she felt like grabbing her body—like, protecting it, but then showing it off. The protection part wore off, but the showing off part didn’t, not at all. 

And there was something...something in his gaze. Something important. 

Something blanked. It was totally blank. She couldn’t blank. Had to blank.

But there was blank

No, no but blank

What if blank

Can blank

blank

Anya sat next to Phillip as Marie soulfully sucked him down. She was slobbering all over his manhood, making a mess. Anya carefully adjusted her seat to avoid the spittle. 

“Now, as I was saying,” said Phillip, “I know it’s a strange tutoring process, but Marie really seems to be benefitting from it.”

“Oh,” said Anya, nodding. “Yeah. Sure.”

Marie was really going at it. Anya could see her “benefits” dripping down her thighs; Marie was obviously cumming as she sucked Phillip’s cock. Anya didn’t entirely understand why; he was good-looking, for a man. But she had always been more into girls. That was why being a cheerleader was so fun—she got to look at all the pretty girls whenever she wanted, and—

“No.” She shook her head. She tried to stand, but her knees were so wobbly. “Something’s wrong. I don’t...I don’t understand...”

He grabbed her hand and she looked into his eyes again and—

blank 

Anya’s hand rested casually on her sister’s head, holding her on top of Phillip’s cock. Her cunt was so wet; why was it wet? Did this turn her on? Girls turned her on, and Marie was a girl. And cocks turned her on, and Phillip had a cock.

God, did he ever. She licked her lips, gripping Marie’s head a little tighter. He had such a cock. 

“You see?” said Phillip. “This tutoring session is improved by family reinforcement. I already taught your mother earlier.”

Anya had a dim memory of seeing her mother cooking dinner in high heels and a sheer night gown, and thinking it was odd, but then Phillip had come through and—

blank

And it was only natural that with such a handsome, hunk-stud guest coming over, that girls dress up a little. That was why she had put on these heels at his behest, after all. 

Wait, was that why she was wearing heels with a cheerleader uniform? That didn’t make sense at all. What would possess her to go along with—

blank

Her hand was deeply tied up in Marie’s hair now, pushing her tighter against his cock. 

“She’s a virgin,” Phillip explained. “A virgin cocksucker too. This is her very first time. It will be your first time as well.”

“I mean, kind of? Like—”

blank

“...like, does it count as breaking my virginity if I made out with a bo—”

blank

“...with a girl—”

blank

“...with my sister?”

They had spent long nights together looking at photos of Phillip and fingering each other and giggling and dreaming about how badly they wanted to be his girlfriend. They’d been crushing on him for years. This was a dream come true, holding Marie’s head down on his cock.

She pushed more firmly, enjoying how it made him groan and adjust. 

“No, you’re still a virgin for Master. Don’t worry.”

“Master?” Anya giggled. “You’re super hot, but—”

blank

“—but can’t I call you my King, darling? You’re such a stud. Master doesn’t do you justice.”

Anya’s whole being brimmed with obedience and adoration. 

“I’ll consider it. Master will do for now. Your sister calls me Master as well.”

Marie moaned in affirmation. Anya felt a sororital flood of warmth for her sister’s good taste.

“I know you’ve had such a bad history with your sister. The two of you are always competing.”

“No,” Anya laughed, and shook her head. “That’s not true. We get along great.”

“Forgive me,” said Phillip. “It must not be a competition because you always beat her so handily.”

blank

The school fashion show last year, where Anya humiliated Marie on stage in the final bikini contest. 

blank

She led the crowd in a pointing and laughing session at Marie, who she had covered in old green paint as a joke. It was so funny, so mean, and—

blank

Wait, school fashion show? Bikini contest? That wasn’t a thing! That was—

blank

Anya looked so fucking incredible in a bikini. Marie just couldn’t keep up. God, what a loser.

blank

Marie doing twenty backflips in a row on the cheerleading tryouts, and Anya doing fifty just to show the petty bitch her fucking place. 

blank

Seeing Marie with Phillip not more than ten minutes ago, sucking his cock on her bed, and wanting to destroy the love he had for Marie and take it for herself.

blank

Never satisfied unless she was winning and Marie was losing. A win without Marie going down wasn’t any kind of victory at all. 

blank

“You’re the sexiest babe I’ve ever seen, Anya,” Phillip said. “And I’ve seen a lot. You’re going to be such a beautiful woman at my side.”

“Oh,” Anya smiled and blushed. “Thank you. I know I’m pretty, but—”

blank

Anya was pretty much the hottest woman in existence? She hadn’t always known this, but being around Phillip made it seem extra true. She was the object of his biggest crush, and so therefore she had to be the hottest woman alive. There was really no in-between. 

She looked down at Marie, who was beating the mattress of the bed with one hand. Her face was turning blue. Anya had been pressing on her harder and harder. It felt good to push her sister down—and especially good to push her down on Master’s cock.

He liked feeling girls choke on his impossibly huge member.

“But what if she passes out?” said Anya. “What if she dies?”

“You’re so much hotter than her. What if she does?”

“That’s...that’s wrong, and—”

blank

“That’s so, soooo wrong, and that’s why I’ll fuck you if you stop—”

blank

“That’s so wrong, darling, and that’s why it’s so hot. Nothing can stop you.”

She straddled Marie’s head on his cock now—the Holy Cock, the only Cock that existed to her. She could feel her sister’s gurgling, choking sounds vibrating through and up into Anya’s pussy. 

“Please,” she moaned, gasping in delight as he shifted just enough to bring his cock out of Marie’s mouth and have it rest underneath the velvet-soft, slippery-wet folds of her pussy. “Please, let me show what a bad girl I can be for you, sir?”
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Diversity Hire
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Margaret could hardly believe her good fortune. On her bare knees, luxuriously sucking her Master’s cock in the corner office of her young business, another orgasm powered through her lithe, busty form as she tried to conceptualize just how lucky she was. 

Not only had she hired the man of her dreams, but she had managed to watch him fucking the brains out of her secretary for several minutes!

Of course, she hadn’t thought he was the man of her dreams at first. This was rather stupid of her. Despite owning and operating her own business from such a fresh young age—Margaret was barely twenty-five—she was rather stupid. She realized that now. Far too stupid to really be expected to do anything except look pretty and hang on her Master’s arm, hoping for his attention and some more of his Cock to suck.

She had hired her new Master about an hour ago during his first interview. Normally, she would have taken the time to do a follow-up interview, a background check, file his W-2, and all of that—but when she began the process, a wave of deserved stupidity hit her and she felt far too dumb to take all that time. She had been looking into his dreamy eyes when she the solution hit her, along with a soft, gasp-inducing orgasm.

“Why don’t you just start today?” she had asked, unbuttoning her blouse.

As she spoke, she put on her very best smile—the kind she reserved only for men she hoped would take her home and fuck her senseless.

Of course, she had never used or even considered such a smile before. She had left graduate school with a perfect 4.0 average and that didn’t leave a lot of time for considering men! She had purposefully built a female-friendly workplace, maintaining strictly equal pay and quickly firing men who crossed the line physically or verbally. Usually, the men she hired ended up hitting on the many, many pretty girls in the office, and then Margaret would hear about it and send them packing. 

As a devout believer in equality, though, she kept trying to find at least one man to work for her; it seemed wrong not to give it a shot. That was how her new Master found his way into her office and inside of her dumb, stupid, feminine girly-girl brain, so utterly powerless before the mind-breaking orgasmic power of his clearly dominant masculinity. 

Margaret, realizing his superiority during the interview, drooled and touched herself while he watched. That seemed perfectly normal; she was a dumb girl and could hardly be expected to do much else in front of a man like him.

Her body was tight, perfected through years of spiritually-enhancing yoga, and looking into her new Master’s eyes, she realized it was so stupid of her to ever once think that her gorgeous bod and happy, smiling, dumb-dumb pretty face were for anything other than being eye-candy for a man like Him. 

“That sounds great. I’d love to start as soon as possible.” He pointed at Margaret’s secretary, who had sat in for the entire interview. “She’ll show me around.”

“Natalie will show you around,” Margaret agreed readily.

It had been strange for the young, buxom redhead to sit in on an interview. It had never happened before. But their Master explained it was very normal for Natalie to want to stare at him and grope her body as he spoke to Margaret, and this was so reasonable that Margaret—feeling deeply stupid already—just had to agree. 

They left, leaving Margaret in a helplessly turned-on stupor. She couldn’t cum no matter how she tried—not even if she thought of her Master and the big, massive, mindbreaking cock he must be sporting. After about ten minutes of frustrated searching—it was so hard to know how to find something or someone when she was just a girl—Margaret found them in the store room. 

Wanting some kind of pretense for interrupted (she knew for a fact that they would already be intimate with one another), she had remembered she needed to fill out Master’s application and so brought it with her. She knew nothing about him, which was perfectly fine because she was a stupid girl and stupid girls didn’t need to know anything about men, really—but he had to at least fill out an application. 

When she opened the door, she saw him pushing Natalie up against the wall. She was crying as he groped her up and down. Her skirt was on the floor; panties shoved up to one side. His fingers inside her. 

“N-no,” Natalie whimpered. “Please. No. Don’t. Th-this feels wrong, it feels...” 

She moaned as his cock sprang free from his pants. Master was enormous. Pre-cum glistened all along the shaft and cockhead. Margaret, moaning too, dropped the application. It was only getting in the way of her fingering herself like she should when she saw the cock of a real man. 

“Something’s happening in my head...” Natalie whimpered. “...I don’t understaaaand...”

Margaret knew this might have been a scene from a horror movie of some kind. But the way Natalie posed and held her skull, twisting her tight body this way and that, sent spikes of pleasure through her whole body. His fingers deep inside her were covered in her honey. She was saying no, but her body screamed do it anyway.

“Look at me,” said Master.

Natalie tried to look away, instead. Roughly, he took her by the cheeks and forced her eyes on him. 

“Look at me,” he said again. “Look. All right? I know you don’t want to. It doesn’t matter to me. What you want doesn’t matter. Not anymore.”

“O-oh,” said Natalie, as if this explained everything. 

“To be honest with you, I want you to fight it. Think of my brain like a muscle. This is resistance training.”

“Train...training?”

She was drooling now, staring limply in his eyes. The fight had left her. Heavy globs of spit dripped down her lips and into her neck and cleavage. 

He tsked. “Pushover.”

His cock found entrance inside her and Natalie responded like he was her long-lost love—eagerly wrapping around her legs around him and holding him tight to her body. 

Margaret had to step forward now. It was a new sensation, walking with such gushing wetness between her legs, but something told her that she would have to get used to it. 

“This is...this is wrong...”

Why did she sound so turned on? Why couldn’t she do something?

Instead of calling the police, or screaming for help, or even running away, she pawed at his cock and his body, clutching his hip tightly between her thighs like she was a stripper and he had just tipped her ten thousand dollars. 

“I guess so,” he shrugged, still fucking Natalie. “What do you want to do about it?”

Margaret searched her soul. The answer was clear. 

“May I hold her down for you, sir, while I call more girls in for you as well?”

Now, a few hours later, back in her corner office, his cock was somehow still hard despite fucking and mindfucking his way through her entire staff. Each girl had broken up with her boyfriend—often publicly on social media, defaming their “tiny dicks” and “cuck beta simp pussy” personalities. 

“I’m going to give you a raise for sure,” she moaned over his massive, hard cock, licking it up and down. Her clothes were ripped up in a pile nearby.

“I think you already did,” he smirked. “Besides, what you’re going to give me is much more substantial than a raise.”

“Oh.” She giggled. “Right.” She pushed her tongue down his shaft in a long, deliberate lick. “Wait...what?”

“Why don’t you start writing down the numbers for your accounts, and we’ll talk about whether or not you’re secretary material for me? I don’t really give a shit about these other girls, but you were really turned on when you held them down. I didn’t do anything to make that happen. That’s...interesting to me.”

Her heart raced. Secretary for Master! That was such a huge jump from occasional worshipful cock-sucker. She had to impress. 

But her mind was still a bit dizzy. “Accounts? Which accounts, sir?”

“Banking, investments, all the rest. You do payroll, right? May as well give me all the info for everyone here. It just saves time. It’ll be mine before long anyway.”

Oh, right, of course. That was all going to be his before long anyway. So stupid of her not to know that already. 
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Enhance
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“Hey babe, did you know this thing has an ‘enhance’ function?”

He could practically hear Gianna rolling her eyes from the bathroom where she was getting ready, where she had been for nearly an hour.

Joseph didn’t know why you needed to spend so long getting ready to go to the pool—you just put on a swimsuit and got there, that was kind of the whole appeal—but Gianna was sensitive about appearances. Sitting on the bed, toying with his new camera, he could just make out the side angle of her reflection through the mirror on the door of the hotel closet.

“I didn’t even know they still made cameras,” she said. “Don’t call me babe, by the way. I’ve asked.”

“Right. Sorry.”

God forbid he try out a term of endearment on his girlfriend. His fault. Lots of things were his fault, lately. He could feel the break-up coming from a mile away. Probably she was waiting until after this trip was done; she’d been looking forward to the wedding of her best friend, Gwen, for months and months. Didn’t want to go through the trouble of breaking up and finding a new date, he expected.

Joseph sighed. At least there had been an open bar. Though that meant now, scrolling through the photos he had taken, he apparently didn’t remember half of what happened. They had one more day on this destination wedding, and today, after a day at the pool, they would go home and probably have a short uncomfortable conversation within the week and go their separate ways forever. 

Part of him wanted to go ahead and rip the band-aid off...but that would mean not going down to the pool and seeing the new brides, Gwen and Leanne, in their swimsuits. 

Swiping through the camera’s digital interface, he settled on a photo of Gwen. God, she was gorgeous. Thin, busty, blonde; like a movie starlet. And her dress, god. The kind of thing you only saw in a fashion show. She must have really been loaded to afford it. The other bride, Leanne, was also beautiful, but less flamboyant about it. She hadn’t gone full wedding dress; instead wearing a tight kind of sharkskin dress and modest heels. She hadn’t had many people on her side come; mostly everyone was there for Gwen. 

It was easy to see why—Gwen was charismatic, dynamic, and drop-dead gorgeous. And all the bridesmaids were truly hot like her, honestly—except Gianna. 

This was rather obvious when he landed on a photo with Gwen and her bridesmaids, including Gianna, all in the same group shot. Joseph’s girlfriend stuck out like a sore thumb. The bride looking like a supermodel in her tits-on-display cleavage baring white floral gown; the bridesmaids all in the same short, revealing pale green dresses. Comparisons were completely unavoidable. Gianna was...fleshy, compared to them. Plain. Her nose too round, her teeth just a bit crooked. His next girlfriend, he decided, would be rather more photogenic. 

The next photo was her by herself, kind of sneering at him as he took a photo of her by herself near their table. She chewed him out afterward for not being sensitive about the way her arms looked. Always something about her that wasn’t good enough; no wonder he didn’t think much of the way she looked. Gianna hardly let him enjoy her appearance on her own. 

He remembered Gwen eating up his photography, practically bowling over other girls to get in front of the lens. She seemed to take a sadistic glee in making sure she would be recorded looking how she did with them looking how they did. 

Joseph remembered, his cock beginning to stand to attention in his swim trunks, how Gwen had held Gianna tight for photo after photo even after it was clear that Gianna wanted to go, when her smile had clearly turned insincere and embarrassed. 

“Don’t bring that thing down to the pool, by the way.” Gianna stood at the entrance to the bathroom, a hand on her hips. “If you do, I’ll throw it in the water.”

“Come on. I paid a fortune for this thing.”

He had been hoping to snap a few photos of Gwen down by the water; he was sure she’d go for it. Or even Leanne. She wasn’t as flashy as Gwen, but the way her ass filled out that dress last night...

“You paid a fortune from some creepy vendor at the airport who didn’t even have a booth or a store! I told you not to, and I told you I don’t like having my photo taken.”

“Fine, fine.”

He didn’t want an argument. He’d leave it in his bag, maybe, and see if Gianna left early. She was always leaving places early when Gwen was around. 

Again he looked at the photo of Gianna sneering at him.

Enhance, it said. 

Oh, what the hell.

Giving the button a press produced a surprising result—Gianna’s grim, contemptuous sneer turned into a bright, cheery smile. And not just in a weird photoshopped way with the colors mixed and the lighting wrong. It looked genuinely like he had only taken a photo of her smiling all along. 

Enhance?

The screen flashed, the little button insistent. Joseph pressed it again. 

Her teeth, clearly crooked and yellow in the high-definition of the camera’s screen, straightened and whitened. 

“Wow,” he said. “Hey, Gianna, babe, would you come look at this?”

“Look at what, my love?”

The girl who walked out of the bathroom was fitter, bustier, and happier than his girlfriend had ever been. Her face was clear and smooth of any acne or worry-lines, her eyes bright and full of interest in whatever her man happened to be saying. Joseph noticed after a moment that—even though he had called her the dreaded babe—she was smiling more brightly than ever. Her smile looked even dumb, somehow, like her brain had lost capacity for more complex thoughts like dread or anxiety or shame. 

Joseph was no mathematician, but he could put two and two together. His finger hovered over the enhance button still; he pressed it down, feeling his cock swell as he did. 

Before his eyes, both the camera image of and the reality of his girlfriend changed. Dry, unwieldy hair became thick and soft and lustrous. Her tits doubled in size and then doubled again, swelling with lustful gusto inside the rapidly inadequate confines of her bikini. Muscle tone appeared up and down her torso, her arms, her thighs. 

“Whatever it is,” she said in a breathy, new, lusty voice, “may I suck you as you tell me, darling? Please?” 

She dropped to her knees and crawled before him, pulling down his trunks and moaning over the stiff, thunderous hard-on he suddenly had. 

The door knocked and then swiftly opened; they hadn’t closed or locked it. In communal vacation manner, nearly everyone had their door kept open via the swing bar lock kept in the jam. 

Standing there, suddenly shocked and amazed, were Gwen and Leanne arm in arm. They looked stunning in their bikinis; white for Gwen and black for Leanne. Joseph suspected Gwen had wanted to ferry up Gianna and possibly embarrass her about how she looked before they even stepped outside. He groaned, thrusting inside of his transformed girlfriend’s mouth even harder. 

“O-oh my god!” Gwen gasped. “What are you doing? Who is that? Where’s Gianna? Oh my god.”

“I knew you were wrong for her,” said Leanne. “You fucking pig.”

They slammed the door—cracking the bar off the hinge—and stormed away. Leanne wore sandals, but Gwen had been in heels—and they clicked imperiously, echoing across the halls.

Camera in hand, cock safely sucked, Joseph scrolled through his pictures. One of Gwen...one of Leanne...one of Gwen and Leanne...

No. This one. The one with he’d had one of the other guests take, with him, Gwen, Leanne, Gianna, and all the other bridesmaids together. 

Enhance? The button blinked and blinked. 

He smiled, pressing it harder than even before. Beneath him, Gianna suddenly had a difficult time wrapping her succulent, delicious mouth around his enlarged cock. It swelled in her tiny throat; her choking only made him harder. 

From outside, he heard heels again—only more pairs this time.

The door creaked open, and the girls beyond were already kneeling. Whimpering. Whispering. Pussies leaking hot dripping honey through their bikini bottoms and down onto the floor. As Gianna silently struggled to keep up with his rapidly enhancing bulk, Joseph prepared to hear the apology of the new brides and their retinue. 
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At The Gym
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Josephine wasn’t entirely sure what was happening, but that was okay. She was a simple bimbo slave, a shiny, sex-obsessed hard-bodied trophy, and she wasn’t really supposed to know what was happening. Knowledge was like, totally boring. All she had to do was kneel and look sexy and suck her man’s cock like she did now. 

They were in a gym, she knew that much. Something felt familiar about it, like it was her gym, like she had been here a lot in the past, like people knew her and had envied and even been afraid of her.

It was natural for others to be envious and fearful of a gorgeous babe like her. Her body was terrific and she could lift for days and do cardio for weeks at a time.

There was a mirror right there—the long wall of mirrors that every gym held—and she could see her startlingly sexy reflection easily. Dressed in tight orange and blue spandex that looked a size too small even on her completely toned, tiny body. The heaving, shiny, sweat-covered globes of her tits would make any top look small, probably. Her heavy mammaries crowded the space between her clavicles, her neck, her jaw, her pouty perfect glossy lips, and the long loving suckling blowjob she was giving to the man of her dreams as he did curl after curl with progressively heavier weights.

He was shirtless, and massive. Tall and thick and heavily muscled. Grunting, executing each lift with perfect form. Taking his time, lifting slowly, activating every tendon of the considerable muscle mass in his brick-hard body. 

Thick blond hair framed Josephine’s face, giving him a happy, polished view whenever he bothered to look down at her angelic visage. She thought her hair might have been darker once upon a time, but that was stupid, just like her. 

She was blonde; she had always been blonde, her man loved blondes. The spandex around her hips looked strained, threatening to rip, like her hips had gotten wider somehow after she put them on. But that was silly. Bodies didn’t just change. Josephine had always had a banging bimbo body, that’s why she knew she was nothing but a bimbo to be banged by Master. 

That thought, that word—Master—made her cum. Her mouth slipped over his cock further and she writhed erotically, mentally whispering desperate prayers for his cock to bless her with his cum down her throat. She was so eager to be filled.

A moaning of a different kind brought her out of her happy orgasmic trance. Something in the corner. A mass of defeated muscle. Spitting broken teeth on the ground. Someone large—or at least someone who might have appeared large were it not for the utterly gigantic form of her god and savior, her Master, right there. 

Josephine dimly recalled now. This bloodied idiot had somehow claimed that Josephine was his girlfriend. And then her Master, still holding the hundred-pound dumb bells that he had been so casually lifting and pumping for over twenty minutes at that point, beat the shit out of the dumb pussy and left him in the broken mess he was now. 

That was so hot. Alpha males asserting dominance and beating the shit out of their competition made a silly, dumb, vain bimbo like her wet. She liked it even more that he had asserted dominance because of her; claiming ownership. 

She was a trophy. A prize to be fought over. 

Her cunt gushed with another heart-pulsing orgasm.

High heels clacked on the floor behind her Master. Two pairs. She couldn’t quite make out who was approaching, but they sounded like walking in heels was an easy, natural thing for them. Two hands rested on the back of Josephine’s head, pushing her lips down against Master’s crotch. Her feet squirmed. Her air supply was immediately cut off, the bulge of her Master’s cock in her throat sliding against his thigh. 

“Is this your girlfriend?” said one girl. “She’s not pretty enough to be your only girlfriend, is she?”

“You should have other girlfriends,” said the other. “Like, really pretty ones.”

Josephine couldn’t get a good look at them from her vantage point. The lack of air quickly started to make her vision spotty. But they were both quite tall and thin and looked smashing in tight, stylish minidresses. Their legs looked polished, sublime. 

“The prettiest girls in the whole town.” She giggled. “Ones like us.”

“We heard you from across the street. At the clothing shop?”

Josephine squirmed for air, for life. Their hands pushed on her skull harder. Master’s cock only grew harder at her struggle.

“We smelled you.” Her voice was very quiet. “How could we smell you like that?”

“We want to know more.”

“We want to do all the things you say.”

They spoke together, as Josephine blacked out from the lack of air and wave after wave of orgasms:

“Please, Master?”

# # #
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