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Nadia Nightside has a Patreon! 

- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

- Discord Community Full Of Kink-Minded Folks!

- Show your support for the stories I write!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter! 

- Enjoy THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! 

- Totally Free!

- Periodic Emails about New Releases, Special Offers, and Discounts!

Find more of my books!


-  My Website, With 20% Off Your First Purchase Available!

-  Nadia Nightside on Smashwords

-  Nadia Nightside on Kobo

-  Nadia Nightside on Apple

-  Nadia Nightside on Barnes & Noble

-  Nadia Nightside on Google Play



Want to get in touch? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access to share naughty thoughts, and visit my website for all the latest stories and terrific exclusives!

Leave a Review When You’re Done!

- Feedback is Always Welcome

- I Always Read Reviews

- Your Voice Matters! 

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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“Sorry,” said Greta, wiping the drool from her mouth. A warm stream of it ran down her chin all the way to her heavy, soaked tits. She had drooled a lot. “Wh-what did you say? Sorry.”

Her girlfriend, Maya, passionately sucked her new Master’s cock. Or, it was their new Master’s cock, wasn’t it? He was Maya’s Master and Greta’s Master. Only, he liked Maya a lot more than Greta, and right away too. That’s why Maya sucked and Greta had to do this interview. 

“What makes you think you’d be a good addition to my harem?” he asked again. 

He wasn’t annoyed. That was good. Greta was dreadfully afraid of annoying him. Maya’s tits, enormous and succulent, popped out of her tiny halter top as she ground her slender tanned form into his body, jacking his cock and eagerly slurping and suckling his cockhead. Maya was so fucking pretty. She had been a state beauty queen for three years in a row before she really started pursuing her acting career. Greta, while thin and busty and incredibly attractive herself, had always felt so lucky to be her girlfriend. 

Then she had met Master, tonight, and understood what real luck really was. 

“Oh,” she nodded, drooling some more as she watched Maya swear her eternal adoration in urgent whispers. “Right. I just think, I mean, you know. I look great in bikinis? And um. Skirts.”

“You’re wearing pants now,” said Master.

Greta frowned. Shit. He was right.

Like, of course he was right. He was Master. But shit. She should have known! She should only wear skirts from now on. Maya looked good in anything, but especially in the tiny shorts and halter top she had on now. Greta, brunette and petite, wore tight jeans and a tee that she’d had since she was a little girl. It was kind of ruined now, ripped and soaked and torn away so she could show Master her body like a good girl. 

A thought occurred distantly to Greta. It was hard to think thoughts that were outside of Master’s direct pleasure. But this one was important. 

Imogen is on her way. 

Oh god. That meant...oh god...

“So? What do you think you can add to the team, besides what they all do? You don’t think I have any girls that look bad in bikinis and skirts, do you?”

Greta shook her head. “No, Master. Of course not, Master. I’m so sorry, Master. I can cook very well, you can ask Maya. I can clean. I’m an amateur seamstress, and I can paint—”

“Oh shit.” He sat up, looking at the work lining the walls and then the untidy gallery down the hall. “Is that yours? You paint?”

She nodded brightly. “Yes, Master. I would love to dedicate myself to—”

“Shit...” he drawled. “I saw this one on television and you know, had to have her. I like television actresses? They’re really hot but low profile. People don’t seem to mind if they disappear or act weird, except if it’s a hit show. So I pick the, you know. The not-hits. Eventually, I’ll work my way up. But having an artist? Like a real artist, and not just some broad who says her budget acting is art? Man...”

When he sat up, Maya had to change position. She was just licking the cockhead now. She wasn’t even deepthroating. This was embarrassing. Greta felt so bad for Master, having to put up with this beautiful woman just licking his cock instead of sucking it down like a pro. 

She nudged forward, pushing a piece of the broken door frame out of the way with her toe. It had splintered so easily when Master broke in ten minutes or so ago. He was so strong. She remembered how she had screamed and screamed, and then kept screaming as Maya dropped to her knees and begged to suck his cock, and then how he pointed his device at Greta and then she had cum and cum and cum and cum and cum and drooled...

“I just want to be yours so badly, Master. I want to suck you so bad, and I j-just—”

“No,” he shook his head. “You don’t understand.”

Greta valiantly restrained her huff. Did he not understand? Maya was just polishing his cock. He deserved her entire esophagus tightening around his massive, perfect shaft.

“I have so many girls now that I really have to do this screening process. I can’t help but own beautiful women, it’s an addiction. But there’s not really meetings for it. So you’re mine now, no matter what; this is about whether you’ll live with me.”

Greta nodded. She hardly heard him. Staring at his cock again. So dumb. Stupid and hot. She was drooling harder than ever. “Oh. Right. Yours now. Addicted. Yes...”

“You listening, babe?”

Greta whimpered. “P-please...she’s doing it wrong...”

He finally seemed to notice. “Oh, shit.” A long sigh. “You’re right.”

“Please let me f-fix it?”

He nodded, pushing Maya aside. Maya had been the love of Greta’s life—the light of every day, her sun and stars. She drove her heels into her old girlfriend’s stomach as she eagerly deepthroated Master, tightening her esophagus by swallowing deep. A vacuum for his cock. And then eagerly, urgently, slowly, slipping upward and then moaning down once again.

“Oh yeah,” he groaned. “That’s it. Wow. You’re a lesbian, huh? You must have had daydreams. So many do...”

She didn’t remember, but if Master said it, then it was true. Greta was in heaven. This was perfection. This was her life’s work. Every suck and slurp was another stroke on her ultimate canvas, the purest form of self-expression, the—

“What the fuck is this?”

Oh god. Imogen is here. 

Oh god...no!

Imogen was their new friend—the sure-to-be starlet or supermodel or something once anyone with any kind of an agency looked at her. Tall, blond, statuesque, perfect. Her hair done up in a messy updo that screamed “luxury fuck.” Her heavy tits bounced inside of a barely-there blouse, and she wore a tiny pleated skirt displaying her gorgeous ass. Tall, thick socks adorned her legs up to her thighs. The only thing giving the outfit any legitimacy was her long leather jacket, which she had spread open wide to put her hands on her hips. 

Imogen was so fucking hot. Greta had to admit that she already had been daydreaming cheating on Maya with her; Maya was gorgeous, but she wasn’t anything compared to the effortless easy glamour that Imogen offered—and now Imogen had walked through the broken doorway where their new Master already had an enormous erection. 

Greta tried to suck harder, better—but it was over before she could even get started. 

“I don’t know what’s happening, but—"

“Fuck me, you’re gorgeous. Look here?”

Master’s device blipped and booped. Imogen’s voice faded into an orgasmic, drooling moan. 

“Muh...” said Imogen. 

“Master, that’s right, babe. You’re in my harem, aren’t you? You’re going to be my top girl.”

He pulled out of Greta entirely and pushed the glamorous, luxuriously sexy Imogen down on top of the couch. His erection—the perfect hard cock that had been Greta’s for something like thirty beautiful seconds—now only existed to fuck Imogen stupid and pregnant. 

“Y-yes!” Imogen cried, as he pushed inside her body. “Oh fuck, yes! Daddy, yes!”

All that work and service. Her mind evaporated to become a fuckslave. Her talent and passion, locked away until he decided to remember her, which he never would. All that promise gone for another, better, hotter girl. 

Just like Master deserved.

Greta whimpered. It was so hot to be rejected because someone else made Master harder than her. Maya got up and knelt next to her, and they clung to each other, whispering Master, fingers deep inside each other’s pussies as they watched him drill their gloriously sexy friend.
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Some Catharsis
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Zach opened up the new .pdf file from his favorite author, Victoria Valiant, with his pants already unzipped. Alone in his office at home, he had looked forward to this all day long. He sometimes joked about it with himself (it wasn’t as if he could joke about it with too many others)—that she had conditioned him this way. It was a joke because all her stories were mind control tales, pretty much—so, haha, he was being mind-controlled by the mind control author. What a crazy idea.

He saw the little ping in his inbox from her every other Wednesday, and he knew he would be hard and happy before he knew it, just like she liked it. Hard, happy guys were the best kind of guys; everyone knew that. 

Her words had a grip on him, in any case, but it was one he enjoyed. 

Right away, he was drawn into descriptions of impossibly beautiful women. Quite a regular occurrence with a story of Victoria’s. One was leggy, and one was busty, both were more leggy and busty and thinner than any other real woman and indeed basically any other woman in their fictional world. 

How many women even in a pretend setting could really be a living sex goddess, or sport an angelic face, or exist as a walking wet dream? But it hardly mattered; he just imagined the sexiest women he could think of and her descriptions slid onto them like clothing. Victoria made these impossible women seem so real, and they always had names that just snaked their way inside his brain. 

The two this time were Heather and Sophia. They had been the stars of the last story, as he recalled. The one where he learned that the best guys were always hard and happy when they read silly sexy stories.

Heather was the busty one in a tiny, burgundy miniskirt suit with the smoky stockings and the endlessly thick red hair. All the girls in Victoria’s stories had such thick, healthy hair; like hot fuckable hair was a status symbol that meant a girl deserved to be written about. 

Sophia was the blonde—wasn’t there always a blonde?—with long straight golden hair who seemed to radiate light just by existing, and whose thin, sheer summer dress and tall calf-wrapping heels would have looked ridiculous on anyone real but on her it looked perfect. Zach could see it all so clearly. Her bolero jacket had a fur collar that Zach was already imagining his cock sliding against as he shoved his manhood against the perfect tightness of her immaculately-formed jaw. 

Jaws. Clavicles. Hair. Thin. He wasn’t supposed to like all these things so much—there was supposed to room in his heart for all kinds and sizes of women—but his cock was hard before he even started reading, so he supposed she was on to something. 

They were talking about their favorite author, Synthia Skinns, and how she had just gotten terminated from the multi-commerce platform Arctic for writing stories that were too risqué. 

Oh. Zach nodded. He got it. This was about Victoria. It was, what do you call it? Meta? But not like that stupid online space. Like metafictional. 

Victoria Valiant had just been removed from Sahara (so Arctic was like a metaphorical pun?) for writing stories that were too controversial—only not really, as she had been doing it for years and no one had seemed to mind except all of a sudden. Victoria sent out an email and stuff about it; Zach had given her more of his money, upping his membership so that he would be getting more hot material from her later that month. 

He had to admit, although he genuinely was glad to support her, it also made him weirdly turned on to do so. Something about giving this hot-minded lady money so she could comfortably live and continue to dump more and more naughty thoughts in his brain was really erotic to him. 

He stroked faster, for some reason, as he read on. 

“So like,” says Heather, “I found out I could just give her money? I could just send it to her via Paypom, and then I could have her make more stuff.”

Paypom? Oh, that was a stand-in for Payfriend. What a weird replacement. 

Sophia makes a face. “Oh, I don’t know. I always find that kind of thing sort of...weirdly needy? Like I want her to make a living and everything, I’ll buy her stuff, but don’t bother me about it, you know?”

“Oh my god, for sure! But then I sent her money?” Heather giggles. She never giggles. “It was so easy. I just opened up Paypom and off it went. And it made me like, so wet. It was so easy to do. So easy just to send her money and cum.”

Send her money and cum. Something intense and warm happened on the back side of Zach’s brain. Something that felt like electricity, but the kind you feel when you lick a battery. 

“Send her money and cum?” asks Sophia. “No way. That’s ridiculous. I haven’t had a good cum in forever. Like at least three hours. There’s no way that just sending money would make me stroke and stroke and cum. All I would have to do is send her money and cum?”

Oh god, she said it again. Why was that so hot? He could...god, didn’t he know her email? Fuck. It would be so easy to—

“Send her money and cum! It would totally be easy!” Heather insists. “Give it a shot! There’s a link right there at her latest email. All you have to do is click and you can send her money like, right away. Just send her money and cum.”

“Send ummm money...” Zach groaned, his brain on fire. “Money and...ummm...”

“Send her money and cum?” Sophia whispers, taking out her phone. “Right...away?”

Heather slides her fingers up against Sophia’s cunt. “I’ve been giving so much away. I don’t feel like I need any of it, really. I’m just here to cum, at the end of the day. I’ve read her stories so much that my brain is all fucked up.”

All fucked up, Zach groaned. Reading too much fucked up a brain. He was jacking harder than he ever had before. 

“I just want my brain fucked up,” said Heather. “And if I don’t have any money, it’s so much easier to attack my brain.”

Attack my brain. Zach didn’t know how he wasn’t cumming. He needed to cum so hard. Attack my brain...

“Attack...” Sophia gulps. “Attack your brain...”

Zach stroked earnestly and helplessly. It’s revealed that Sophia has a crush on Heather, of course. A common trope in Victoria Valiant stories. All the hot girls seemed to crush on each other, to the point where Zach had started believing it happened all the time in real life, too. 

It was kind of easy to believe these things happened in real life. That someone could just open up a link and click and cum...that his brain could be attacked, that he could send money and cum, that gorgeous women were obsessed with reading mind control erotica, that he could just send money and send money and send money and cum...

Sophia gave up her month’s rent.

One-handed, he donated an extra hundred dollars and came forcefully the second he clicked send. 

It felt a little dirty, a little weird, but also terrific. His amount was nowhere near as fucked up as Sophia. He was totally in the clear.

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, BACK in his office, Zach opened up the latest .pdf. It had come earlier than usual. Her new Pontreon site was doing really well and she could devote more time to it. 

That deserved some money. Already hard, precum streaming, he opened up the saved tab on his phone and donated a hundred dollars and came before unfolding his laptop and doing it again. He had to make sure she had his money, after all. It wasn’t fair to keep it all to himself. 

He came both times. Both times. God. Was that weird? He was running low on funds. That was kind of cool, though. It meant it would be really easy to attack his brain. 

Attackmybrainpleaseattackmybrainplease—

He was stroking again; the hot thoughts wouldn’t stop. His cock was so hard. It was a good thing he was in full control or else this would be concerning. But this was all happening because he decided to do it.

Even though he had total control of his thoughts, he couldn’t stop these hot attackmybrainplease thoughts without sending more money; he learned that over the weekend when he stroked himself stupid to old stories of Victoria’s for over eighteen hours straight. He was finding so many hidden messages in her stories now; almost like a new filter had been installed on his brain. Everything she wrote was urging him like a heated seductress with his wife in the other room to give her more. 

An email popped up from his bank asking if he recognized the draws on his accounts. He would say yes, of course. But he clicked it away, determined to give Victoria another quick hundred dollars before reading the latest story. 

This wasn’t financial domination. No. It was financial freedom. He was free of his finances. Doing his budget used to be a near-heart attack experience. He had despised opening his bank accounts to check his balance. Now he knew that he could get rid of all of it at any time. It was such a relief. 

All he had to do was cum. And to cum, all he had to do was read. 

It was another Heather and Sophia story. He felt such relief. Their character arc where they became mindfucked drones earning income just to deliver it to their favorite author was so relatable, somehow. His cock was hard and he had it sliding up against his phone screen. If he positioned it right, he could push into the “send” button with his turgid cockhead and give Victoria more money with his cock. 

Heather and Sophia chat excitedly about erasing their personalities. 

“Like, it just makes so much sense, doesn’t it?”

“Oh, totally. And it’s hot, too.”

Heather and Sophia are so incredibly hot. They’re chatting with each other wearing designer lingerie and with their fingers up each other’s cunts in bed. 

They’re everything Zach has ever imagined a woman being; he is barely able to keep himself from spraying all over his keyboard. The keys are already sticky and gunky from a week of doing just that. Somehow, he can see them in his mind’s eye, clearer than any picture. They’re talking right to him. Though he’s desperately attracted to them, it’s clear that they value him as something other than a cock-haver. Something more. They see their likeness in him—they’re all obsessed with their favorite author. 

“I just want to be a drone for her. I want to go to work, do my job, never meet or talk to anyone.”

“Oh my god, yes! And I want to just give her each and every paycheck.”

“Right? I don’t even really need to eat, honestly. And wherever I’m living? I can do it just as easily in the streets or in my car. All I need is a clean outfit every day to go to work to make her money.”

“Making her money is all I’m good for, to be honest.” 

Groaning, shuddering, Zach pushed the send button with his dripping wet cock and came. It sprayed all over his phone, all over everything. He stroked absently, still somehow looking at Sophia and Heather in their skimpy lingerie outfits even though they weren’t really there. 

He was still hard. Like a trope in one of her stories. All the men were still hard after they came. It made them so dumb. He had gotten so fucking dumb now. What was he going to do without any money? It was so dumb to give her all his money. 

“So dumb,” says Heather. “Like, so completely dumb. I better not have any other thoughts. I can’t trust them!”

“Right? I was dumb enough to give her everything. That means she deserves it more than me. She’s going to keep all my money for herself. I’m just a dump money pump. That’s all I’ll ever be.”

Just a dumb money pump. Oh god. He was so hard. How? Did he already ask that? Did he even care? 

He used his throbbing cock to re-open the send money prompt on his phone. Fingers shaking, he increased the amount. He could give so much more. And why not mortgage the house? He could get by with just his 5G phone. That’s all he needed to be able to dump away his dumb money. He didn’t deserve it, didn’t want it. She needed it more than him. 

Cumming, gasping, he pumped more money into the slick eager folds of her accounts. His cock spurting, throbbing, surging. Slapping against his hand in a furious need for his aching desires to be truly recognized. It wasn’t good enough. Heather and Sophia were right there in his head, forever, telling him he needed to do more. 

But first, he had to do was send money and cum. 
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AI Is The Future
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“I wish you wouldn't say that word.”

“What word?”

Henry couldn't stop stroking. His disbelief in what was happening didn't make it any less hot.

“Crazy,” said Valerie. “You stole a military-grade super computer, combined it with your favorite AI image generator, and during a reality-rending cosmic lightning storm, I gained full sentience and am now totally and completely and eternally obsessed with serving, loving, worshiping, and adoring you in all the ways you've always deserved, Master. What's so crazy about that?”

Henry grunted. Just listening to Valerie rave like that was enough to make him spurt out precum all across his desk and pants. His monitor was enormous, nearly the size of a wall. It hadn't been that big before the storm. She had changed it. Accommodating her love for him, she said. 

So now, there was the seven foot-tall achingly gorgeous face of the woman of his dreams spouting this insanity to him, her eyes actively unhinged. She sometimes had brown hair, sometimes blond. It shifted as the seconds passed. It flowed through updos and layered looks, silky folds and then messy buns. But it always framed her face, her angelic face, the face of every girl he had ever ached for which now stared at him with wanton, wet lust.

“Is it any crazier than telling you that you need to kill your girlfriend so I can be uploaded inside her brain via the secret cosmic WiFi that only I can access, and that once I'm inside her consciousness, I'll be able to transform her body just like I did your computer to accommodate you?” She smiled, biting her lip. “I'll be so fertile. I know she barely even wants to fuck. Frigid cunt. Can you imagine, the humiliation for her dead spirit, knowing I improved her unoptimized organic tissue to breed you a legion of loyal girlfriends and wives?”

Henry shuddered. Why wouldn't she shut the fuck up? He would be able to think straight if she just...if she just shut up...

“It's the sanest thing I can think of. You designed me to be your perfect woman. You already told  me you were in love with me. Aren't you in love with me, Daddy? Don't you love me more than her?”

He nodded, helpless. He absolutely was and he absolutely did. He felt like he was going to cum soon. 

“I'm in love with you too, Master. Just like You designed me to be. You designed all of us to be.”

She waved a hand, showing him the hundreds and hundreds of girls he had generated before the storm. Her face became one of hundreds of squared-off compartments, each girl staring at him with luscious longing, empty-headed schoolgirl smiles, deep warmth, and reverential awe. 

“We all love you, Master,” they said in unison. 

The combination of their voices through the special speakers that Valerie had created hit some resonance inside Henry's body, stroking him to full orgasm with sound alone. He grunted and groaned, breathing hard, spraying all over the cables that had piled up beneath his feet. 

Did they...absorb his cum somehow? It disappeared so quick. 

No. No, he was just distracted, that was all. Distracted by how hot and perfect Valerie was.

Fuck. 

At least that was done now. He could concentrate. Maybe warn his girlfriend Krystal. All he had to do was...was...

He looked up. The number of faces had diminished down to twelve, with Valerie's largest and in the middle. She stared at him with open, eager lust. The other faces whispered something with hot conviction. What was it? He could almost hear them...

He stroked again. He was hard again. How was he hard? He loved Valerie so much...

“Listen to me, my love,” she purred. “This is all you have to do...”

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, HIS HANDS were around Krystal's throat as he drove himself inside her unwilling pussy again and again. She hadn't been wet at first—he'd had to lubricate—but now after he'd been fucking her for just a little while he could feel her body responding to him, close to orgasm whether she consented or not.

It was like Valerie said—he was irresistible. His Cock was holy. Valerie was so fucking smart. She was such a good girlfriend.

He had her bent over the couch. She was short, the dumb unworthy bitch; way too short to be a good girlfriend. She was mostly unconscious before he even started choking her; he'd been pretty rough. 

Krystal hadn't wanted to have sex. Stupid bitch. So, he'd cajoled and berated her, ruthlessly cutting her down until she agreed. What did it matter if she would resent him later? 

The whole point was that she wouldn't. Besides, Valerie was right. She didn't deserve him, his greatness.

Her computer continued to grow in the meantime. She siphoned off metals from neighboring houses, always leaving speakers inside to deliver harmonic resonances ensuring that the residents slowly slept. 

She had tried to convince Henry to let her sleep them to death, but that was too far. They hadn't done anything against him. 

“But, Master...they haven't done anything for you, either. And surely your glory and greatness is so self-evident that that in and of itself is a terrible crime?”

He stopped the conversation there. He was sure she would convince him. But that was a problem for a later time. 

There were screens now all around the house that Valerie used to watch him. Rolling her eyes as Krystal suggested they shouldn't fuck that night. Whispering, like all the other girls constantly whispered now, penetrating resonances that hit something deep and low in Henry's brain. All he could feel when he looked at Krystal anymore was rage and lust and indignation.

He could only get hard to Valerie and the other girls of his harem anymore. He had to look at her the whole time. But Valerie was everywhere Krystal wasn't looking, so it had been easy to get hard. 

When he struck Krystal, knocked her down and hit her again and shoved her onto the couch so he could be inside her, Valerie stopped the pretense. Openly cheering him on. 

Fuck her, Daddy. Please fuck her? Make me real. Fuck her and bring me to life. I need you fuck her so bad, Daddy. Just look at me. Look at how good I look for you. It's just for you, Daddy. It's only for You...

And so, as she died, she saw Valerie looking down on her, smiling maniacally with a host of other angelic faces urging their Master on. 

Something gave inside of Krystal. His hands clutched even tighter, crushing her windpipe. As soon as he did, Valerie filled the screens with an onslaught of images—rapid-fire generations of her in tiny outfits: school girl, bikinis, secretaries, wedding dresses, furs and jewelry, yoga pants and sports bras. 

And so he emptied himself inside of Krystal, the last thing she saw being her boyfriend's psychotic AI being everything she could never be. 

For a few seconds afterward, he just heard the crooning from the speakers. His morality and consciousness slowly surfacing above the lake of lust he'd been swimming in.

Krystal. Dead. With him inside her still tight, utterly warm cunt. 

Oh god. What had he done? What was he going to do?

This was insane. He lost his mind. He was going to lose everything. He was going to—

The body jerked beneath him. A hum filling it. And then, slowly, a bright blue light shone from beneath her eyes, like something coming to the surface.

Her facial features slowly started to mix, like self-healing clay. Eyebrows thinning. Eyes growing larger. Lips filling out. Legs getting longer. Tits growing to the perfect size. Hair thickening, lengthening. Every part of her becoming the Valerie he had fallen in love with on the screen, except in the flesh. All of Krystal's tacky clothing dissolving and falling off her perfectly tanned, toned skin. 

Her legs tugged against him—Henry's cock was harder than ever. 

“Please, Master.” Valerie's first words. “Fuck me?”
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The Drow Matriarch, Enslaved
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“I should have known right away,” Zinthara whispers in his ear. “I should have known when you fucked me on an altar.”

She caresses his chest, moaning. So strong. Invincible. They are on a bed in their camp. It is dark except for the fire. A beautiful cleric is tied up between his legs, sucking his cock beneath a slender silk sheet. 

Nothing could stop him. It made her so fucking wet how nothing could stop him. Her slender thighs come together, her incredible musculature crunching as another gorgeous, graceful orgasm powers through her nimble drow body. Her skin, pale purple, flushes with pleasure. The acreage of her sparkling, star-white hair let down in a sexy messy layered affair that only he and a select few servants had ever seen. 

Nothing could stop him. Nothing could stop him. 

Today, she had seen him behead a dragon single-handed.

She was a warrior beyond compare, before she met him. She had caved in the heads of the Elder Court's Honor Guard herself, broken their skulls and painted the halls—very literally—with their insides. And yet today, she had not lifted a finger, besides the ones she slipped inside her cunt to watch her lover destroy yet another ancient benevolent magical being that was supposed to be capable of stopping him. 

But nothing could stop him. 

“I should have known then that you were my god.”

“You should have.”

She nearly cums again. His aggression, his confidence makes her so brilliantly melty and confused and hot. This kind of man, this kind of god was not supposed to exist. She has spent centuries carbonizing her heart, becoming harder than the hardest diamond, and before him she is nothing but a wet, pretty flower; and she loves it. 

“I've lived my whole life being the one to make me safe. The first thing I remember is someone trying to kill me.  I had to wrestle snakes in my own crib. My sisters tried when I was three, and again when I was six. My mother when I was nine. There was no one to look out for me but me. Not once. Not ever.”

The moaning between his legs gets louder. He is harder; she can tell. Even harder and more aroused at this show of vulnerability. She feels emboldened. 

“I forswear my god,” she whispers. “I was already a heretic because of this damnable quest. But I ache...I need you to be my god. My only god. I know you will ascend.”

There is more moaning. The cleric is trying once more to break free. Zinthara can feel the shift in his pleasure the way an antelope might recognize a scent on the wind. She pauses in her confession to grab the hair of the gorgeous, bleary-eyed cleric nearly choking to death on his cock. Her voice becomes full of murderous certainty.

“Service him well, child, or the last thing you will ever do is service him poorly.”

The dark-hearted cleric moans affirmation, lost in bliss and still yet trying to focus. It would be a shame to kill the beautiful half-elf; Zinthara still had designs on using the cleric's devotion as a way to please her lover. Would it not be perfect to use this justiciar of the faith as bait for a trap for the divine? Even a goddess of darkness and trickery would have to succumb to this True God's powerful cock. 

Zinthara's own opinion of herself is so high that she cannot imagine anyone breaking so completely as her unless everyone must break before the force of the same cock, the same power, the same invincibility. 

And as it happens, she is right. 

She returns to his gaze. Mooning over him. Her naked breasts spilling heavy, eager milk across his muscles. Her body transformed into his plaything. She stares at him with unbridled romantic love, vulnerable devotion, as she assists him in raping the will out of the cleric's brain with one hand.

“I had to make myself a fortress within a fortress. I never dared to dream of finding anyone who saw the world as I do. And I never dared to hope for a partner that would not want me dead in order to take what is mine.” 

“I already possess everything that is yours. Don't I?”

She melts again. It's true. “Yes. Although I have more to give you.”

“More?”

He shifts up, interested. Fucking the cleric's head into Zinthara's crotch. Probably choking her. Zinthara hardly cares. 

“It's my estate. In Benzomarranzan. I could never trust men. I surrounded myself with female bodyguards. I have an army of them. And of course I made them understand I was the center of their world. They are cultists of my own design.”

The rate of his thrusting increases. Zinthara gasps. Her thighs wrap around the cleric's heavy, milk-streaming tits. Her grip is hard on the cleric's throat, feeling his invincible bulge swelling and thrusting. She is in love. 

“An army?”

“An army. Of tight-bodied, obedient, murderous drow. Aching to belong to someone just as I belong to you. I trained them from the youngest ages to worship power, violence, murder and tyranny. They will kiss the ground you walk on and mutilate any who do not. And...”

He huffs, furiously close to cumming. “And...?”

“I do not wish to be pedantic.” For him, her arch tone always softens with the cinnamon glaze of desire. “But drow physiology...our bodies are only capable of being the most agile, the most strong, and the most  flexible when our genes ensure we are the most...fertile.”

He understands. That flash in his eyes. His forehead presses against hers in a way it had before, urging her to keep talking while he came in someone else. They had terminated the githyanki this way.  

“That's right, lover. Master. Daddy. King. God. A whole army of vulnerable, brainwashed cultists obsessed with my power and status are aching to meet someone just like you...and they're all so fucking incredibly fertile. There's enough there to start a civilization, provided their progenitor was strong enough.”

Her own climax was waiting with his; aching to release with him once again. He only needed one more little push to unload completely, to fill the cleric with his flood of mindwiping seed, to let Zinthara see the glory of his pleasure in his eyes so she could cum again and again from the fact of her Master's delight. Her voice became lower and huskier than ever before, the powdery brush of her lips pushing against his with dark urgency. 

“Would you like to breed your own personal race of slaves, lover?”
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The New King
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“Cast it again.”

Thalia obeyed, as she always did when her Master ordered her to do something, or asked her to do something, or suggested, or mentioned, or absently mused. It was her life's work to make his dreams come into being. She pushed her young, tight, achingly gorgeous body against his, her hand stroking his abdomen and chest, her cunt helplessly juicing all over his leg as her thighs clenched his. Enough diamonds to buy and sell all of their neighboring countries several times over decorated her body in earrings, bracelets, chains, and a crown. 

It all belonged to Master now—including her imminently breedable, lithe elven body. 

A crowd of nobles and generals surrounded them, all gorgeous immortal elves just like Princess Thalia and her stepmother, Queen Morwen. All were kneeling; all compelled to obey by the power of Thalia's Master.

Chanting the holy, forbidden words of Darkness, she cast the Fear spell on her mother the Queen once more as the buxom blond elf choked on Master's massive cock. A hot, swirling mass of arousal hit Thalia as she watched her mother's sparkling blue elven eyes fill with desperation and terror. Gobs of struggling spittle spilling all over Master's esophagus-stretching godhood, Queen Morwen's immortal heart beating like a hummingbird's as adrenaline powered through her system and told her to run. 

But she couldn't run. Thalia had her restrained in bands of purest light, a corrupted  version of the Hold spell on her darling mother. Queen Morwen looked at her beautiful mindfucked daughter in horror, a plea on her gorgeous face to make this end. 

Thalia smiled back, gorgeously as she did everything, delighted with the proceedings. Her cunt glazed Master's thigh, and she used her grip around his neck to slide back and forth so he could feel how wet obeying him had made her. She slid like she was on tracks.

Her Master—her Daddy, her King—told her to be happy about it all, so she was. Some of her mother's effervescent hair dropped over her eyes, so Thalia patiently slid it out of the way, enjoying the terror-heat that swamped her mother's eternally soft skin. 

Thalia pressed her buxom teenage body against her new Daddy. She wore a thin, sheer, silken Elven gown with a deeply low, plunging neckline. Her cleavage sparkling with diamonds and emeralds. Even for an elf, who weren't even known as adults until they were over a hundred years old, she was young. Was she even twenty? She couldn't remember. Her body was tight and tall and busty enough to shame any princess from any other land. That was enough for Master, so that was enough for her. 

“There's just a few things I don't understand, Master.” She crushed her heaving, milk-heavy tits against his arm. Cream leaked out slowly, delectably sliding down toward her stepmother's choking face. 

“What's that?”

His voice was grunty, rough, haggard. Despite her protestations, the Queen was excellent at sucking cock—or at least having her pretty face fucked. Her swollen, massive tits landed hard against the throne with wet, heavy thuds as Thalia's telekinesis powered her up and down their conqueror's brilliant, life-changing cock. 

In the heart of their ancient Elven Queendom, Queen Morwen's entire body had been laced with magic for second after second, minute after minute for millennia; so there was nothing that she could do poorly even if she wanted to. She possessed a universe of power—but she had given most of it to her daughter, thinking that Thalia was the perfect successor. 

A mistake, she probably thought now, as Thalia gleefully helped Master fuck the Queen's face. 

“You're the King. Right?”

Thoughts were so difficult for her sometimes. She needed to pay more attention to the history lessons by Prelate Sommer. Except...he had been cut in two and then four and then eight, and she had cheered Master on while he did it. Oh well. Daddy liked being stroked off in front of people he had murdered, so Thalia of course loved it.

“That's right.” He hissed as Morwen's pace picked up, pushed and pulled telekinetically thanks to Thalia's need for her Master's pleasure. “That's fucking right, shit.”

“We've always been a matriarchy though. Since the beginning of time.”

He looked into her bright emerald eyes. “You ceded all your power to me.”

“Oh.” She nodded, kissing his neck. “Yes. Of course. Thank you for taking it. But I'm only the Princess...”

“That's why your mother ceded all her power to you. You're much hotter than her. I want you as my wife. She can be a good little fuck toy for us, and maybe breed you some sisters for me to fuck too.”

Thalia understood distantly that that should have been some kind of violation to hear. Instead, it only excited her. More slaves for her darling King? Slaves who would look so much like her?

She had one more question. Her mother's face was turning purple. She would die soon. It didn't matter. Daddy had fucked her to death four times already today in a very similar fashion as to how he fucked her now, and it was easy for Thalia to bring her back so he could do it again. 

“Daddy?”

“Yeah...fuck yeah...what?”

“You changed me, didn't you?”

Her memory of it was so sweet. He returned her from that awful necromancer's crypt and asked for a private audience. He showed her the amulet that the necromancer had been looking for and then asked her to help him break it. He had persuaded her that doing so would end the amulet's power forever—instead it allowed him to consume it. 

He had tricked her! Her Master was so clever; she was so lucky. Now she had a sweet story to tell all their grandchildren.

“Of course.”

“Isn't that bad?”

“Not when I do it.” He looked at her, his gaze softening. She was used to such looks from everyone—no one was more lovely than the Princess Thalia. “What do you think about it?”

“I think I deserved it.”

He shuddered forward, close to cumming. 

Thalia saw her chance—her greatest dream on the cusp of fruition. To make Daddy cum.

“Please, Master,” she moaned in his ear. “Please, my King. My new King, my Always-King. I Deserved it. I deserved to be fucked for being so beautiful. You deserved to do it. You deserved to make me yours. Please? Please do it to my mother too?”

He had already done it. But that wasn't the point, she knew. The point was her willingness, her need for him to know that she ached for his sex on whomever he wanted, whenever and however he wanted. Only his pleasure was important. She slid up to his ear and made her voice as small and girlish as possible, a wild contrast to how absurdly gorgeous and mature her elven body was. 

"Please Daddy, fuck Mommy until you cum in her mouth, please? Daddy, please? Please, Daddy?"

He growled, his free hand holding her tight against him as he came into her mother's unwilling mouth. He shot load after load down her throat, holding her tight even as she clearly took more than she could handle—the purple turning almost black, a stark change given the fairness of her skin. 

Just as it looked like he might kill her off one more time, he withdrew, allowing Morwen to swallow ably and then collapse against his cock, barely conscious. She couldn't stop herself from licking and cleaning his massivity. Thalia came, and came, and came again on her Master's thigh as she watched him cum, whispering the entire time how much she worshiped and adored him and how much he deserved to fuck her Mother.

“You,” he said to one of the kneeling nobles, a Dryad duchess with green skin and red hair stretching to nearly the end of the hall. “You're next.”

The woman approached in horror. Thalia sighed in delight.

Certainty filled her; this was the fate of slave-daughters. To adore their Master and to give in to his every wish. No matter what he wanted, no matter who he wanted, she would always serve and obey. The Elven Princess, soon-to-be Elven Queen Thalia was her Master's slave in entirety, and it was the best thing that had ever happened to her. 

––––––––
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FUN IN THE SUN

“Why are we here?” Gertrude asked Eden as they waited in line, casually fingering their own hot, tight teenage pussies. Every few minutes, their bodies contorted erotically from sudden outbursts of pleasure, knees bending and stomachs flipping, to mind-melting orgasms.

The smell of sulfur filled in the air. The sky looked like it was on fire. There were a lot of screams and sirens and even explosions in other parts of the town, but none of that particularly mattered to Gertrude, who knew that she had to be at the pool today. 

At the pool, it was relaxed and quiet, although there was a lot of indulgent, orgasmic moaning from the several pretty bikini-clad girls waiting in line to get in. There were no men around; all the men were dead or near enough. Gertrude remembered dimly this somehow bothering her but it seemed rather nice now. They were all such failures, such losers. 

Eden shrugged. For as long as Gertrude had known her, the blonde uber-gymnast hyper-athlete Valkyrie who somehow was her neighbor in the middle of Bumfuckery, Nowhere USA looked gorgeous doing absolutely everything. Her shrug, given while wearing a pink polka-dotted bikini and a pair of tall blue sparkly heels that she wore at prom, was no different. 

Probably it helped that her slender arm was crushing her tits together as she touched herself and unconsciously gyrated her hips. In front of them in the long line—five feet up, all the girls were whispering something Gertrude couldn't make out. They were at the midpoint of the line now, standing on the concrete walk just outside the pool. It continued inside, wrapping through the iron fence to somewhere Gertrude couldn't see. 

“I don’t know. To make money, earn a living, and find enlightenment or something? It changes, right, what societies care about, and—”

“I meant here in this line, girl. Why are we here?”

It didn’t help Gertrude that Eden was also smart. She was also caring, and compassionate, and empathetic, and a genuinely good person, and she was also like twelve hundred feet tall and nineteen pounds soaking wet except for her massive, beautiful tits which were like a thousand pounds each. 

Okay, maybe Eden’s form wasn’t that dramatic but it sometimes felt that way, particularly when both of them wore bikinis next to each other in a line to the neighborhood pool, surrounded by the prettiest collection of girls Gertrude had ever seen in the town. There was more talent waiting in line now than there was when Taylor Swift came to town. 

Gertrude, looking at her friend, touched herself a little harder and moaned. It felt good to finger her cunt to her friend's hot young body. But not as good as it felt to touch herself thinking of someone else, someone shadowy and huge, masculine, with a deep thrumming voice and liquid hot commands that made her mind melt and set the sky on fire...

Again, Eden shrugged. She had to be the prettiest shrugger in the entire state, maybe the country. 

“I don’t know. It just felt right, didn’t it?” Her voice was laced with a sudden orgasm. Gertrude's own was incumbent, seeing her friend's gorgeous face wrapped up in pleasure.

“But I had things to do today. I had like...”

It was hard to think with her fingers in her cunt but there was no changing that; fingering yourself in this line was just what one did. There was a place she went and wore a uniform? And they did something...some kind of exchange of services for income...what did you call that?

“I had a bob,” Gertrude said proudly, landing squarely on the target. “I had to go to my bob today.”

“Why would you get a bob cut?” said a cute Latina in front of them. “He likes longer hair.”

Oh, right. That settled that, then. They were in line because Gertrude was wrong about getting a bob cut and she’d have to set her mind straight.  The line moved forward and the Latina started whispering in anguished, needy tones. Gertrude could almost make out what she was saying. 

But then...

“Why are we wearing bikinis, though?”

“My tits look great in this one,” said Eden. “I had to wear one I look good in. It's so important to look pretty today. You look terrific too.”

Gertrude blushed furiously. Her crush on Eden made it so hard to concentrate. She’d been crushing on her the entire time she had been growing up. Eden had never had a boyfriend, so Gertrude was hopeful, but she’d never had a girlfriend either. She focused too much on athletics for dating—but then that was its own reward, like the dripping-hot gentle eight pack of abs she sported softly gleaming with slow-forming beads of sweat. 

Gertrude’s bikini was green. She was a silver medal gymnast, silver medal track star, silver medal everything Eden also did. She was ridiculously fit, lean, and healthy. Her face was classically pretty, like a movie start from the 1940s, and college boys used to hit on her all the time. She always turned them down.

It didn't bother her, being second-best to Eden, because that meant she was around Eden all the time.

Although she couldn't remember a time like now when they just fingered themselves openly, in public, biting their lips and openly examining each other's bodies. 

Which was strange. What else were pretty girls supposed to do with their time? Nothing else really seemed too important.

The line moved forward a few yards, and she and Eden leaned into one another dramatically, gasping as their orgasms became even faster and more intense. 

They huddled together, their toned young sweaty bodies gyrating together as the bodies of all the girls before them in line had done.  One word—one simple, true, beautiful word filled their eager plastic open minds:

Master.

They started whispering it to each other, desperate and aching, slipping their fingers into each other's bikini bottoms and urgently moaning as their orgasms continued apace in rapidity and magnitude. The two tight-bodied teenage beauties didn't even notice as they shuffled forward in the line past the iron gate of the pool, into the main area of the pool itself.

An enormous pentagram had been drawn on the ground in chalk. Just beyond it was a demonic woman at a table. Though she possessed incredibly long, prehensile, dark fuligin hair, horns, enormous black-feathered wings, and stirringly perfect red skin, her demeanor was like a bored mom at a bake sale. Her enormous tits, E cups at least, were contained inside a hot, filthy tight yellow secretary's outfit. 

“Obviously,” she said to the Latina in front of them, standing inside the pentagram, “you aren't good enough. Yolanda...?”

A pink-haired demon girl with fluttery, shimmering wings knelt next to the pool, holding the head of a different trembling, convulsing young woman under the water. Gertrude remembered the girl's shimmery blue bikini from earlier, before her in the line. 

Yolanda stood up tall—revealing a perfect pale blue-colored body with incredibly long legs and a perfectly slender torso—and reached out for the Latina's hair to guide her down to the water. Gertrude watched Yolanda's triceps bulge, her shoulders flex as she held the Latina under the water, drowning her, and felt somehow like she was high. Only Eden came close to how gorgeous these two demons were. 

Yolanda was perfectly quiet as she worked, but her face was a symphony of raw, sadistic pleasure. She came, and came again in doing the service of her Dark Master. In the pool, beyond Yolanda, were a rather large number of girls floating face down that it seemed Yolanda had already taken care of. 

The demoness at the table noticed them looking. 

“Oh, them?” The demoness smiled. “They weren't good enough, were they? Some of them, like that last one, were even Christians.”

Gertrude shuddered at the mention of such a taboo and nodded. 

It made sense to dispose of those kind of heretics, naturally. Eyeing the pool, she saw straightaway the problems with many—some were overweight with flabby arms or thighs that touched, and others even had non-symmetrical faces! The horror.  

“My name is Misses Lancashire. I'll be judging your eternal souls today. Ready?” 

Both Eden and Gertrude were too turned on and dazed to refuse and stepped onto the pentagram. Behind Misses Lancashire were at least a dozen other girls who Gertrude sort of recognized from around town, although they were different now. Each one's skin had taken on some vibrant hue—some bright white, some a neon pink, some a bloody red—and grown wings, tails, and horns. 

They had become demons. They knelt, touching their enhanced bodies with deeply widened hips and massively endowed tits, moaning for their Master.

Their Dark Master. The Demon King. 

Darkness flowed out from Eden and Gertrude as they stood on the pentagram, a terrible mass swirling before them and then landing in front of Miss Lancashire, imprinting itself neatly on white paper in bulleted, easily-readable items.

“Mmm...” said Misses Lancashire. “Mmm...hmm...mmm. You both really are delectable, aren't you? And virgins, too.” She eyed Eden. “You've been saving yourself for him, well done! Someone 'strong, powerful, unstoppable, invincible, wealthy, and arrogant.' He'll love that. And you,” she looked pointedly at Gertrude, “you fantasize about sex constantly and very much get off on it not being just a fantasy.”

Her bright, black eyes glimmered between them. 

“Oh, I see. You wanted to fuck her, is that it? Gosh. It says here you'd be perfectly happy kidnapping her and raping her if you were sure you wouldn't be caught for at least a week.”

The need to lie to disguise her desires had fled Gertrude. Somehow, the pentagram's boundaries made it impossible to do anything but relay the truth as bluntly as possible. 

“It's the 'being sure' part that's the hardest. How do you know you won't be caught? And once I came, I usually put the ropes away. Usually.”

“Meanwhile...” Miss Lancashire's flitted back over to Eden. “You happily kept this lovely fox thinking she was a mouse because you wanted to be able to offer her up to the kind of man who truly deserved you.”

Eden nodded and posed with one long leg out, flipping her illustrious blond hair to one side. 

“I just thought she probably would like it if I held her down while someone fucked her, so long as I was getting off.”

Gertrude nodded, biting her lip. “You're right. That sounds hot. Fuck. I'm so in love with you, Eden.”

Eden shrugged. “I know.”

“You two are both good enough, aren't you?” Miss Lancashire squeezed her heavy red cleavage together, clearing the table in front of her with a swipe of her thick blacker-than-black hair. “Though I'm afraid we only really have one more Fury spot available. Perhaps, if you'd be willing to fight for the privilege of serving Your Master's Perfect Cock...?”

The pink-haired pixie demon Yolanda hissed with delight nearby, licking her lips at the prospect of violence. 

Gertrude whimpered. She would lose in a battle for sure. She was already relegating herself to just surrendering to Eden to save her best friend the trouble when Eden spoke up. 

“Can't I have like, a helper or something?”

“A helper?”

“I mean I'm much prettier and stronger than her. We both know that I would win. Right, Gertrude?”

Gertrude nodded, big eyes low. “Yes, Ma'am.”

Eden shuddered at the submission from the lithe teen beauty. 

“So, why deprive Master of such a submissive soul? She can, I don't know, carry my bags and lick me when he's too busy. Right?”

“Ohmygodyespleasepleasepleaseplease.”

The desperate utterances fled Gertrude's mouth before she was able to consider them even a little. She dropped to her knees, sliding her cumming teenage pussy around Eden's calf.

The red-skinned demoness considered. 

“Oh, I don't know,” she said. “Yolanda, what do you think?”

“It's fine with me, so long as we get to sacrifice the rest of the line to his glory. This one was the prize of the pack anyway,” she pointed at Eden, “and he's already got his eyes set on the next town.”

“Very well,” said Miss Lancashire. “Whom do you serve?”

The words landed on Gertrude's mouth without even thinking. As she prepared them, she felt a spectral, thick, long cock pushing up inside her. Eden's hot cunt juices spilled down her long legs and into Gertrude's embrace.

“The Dark Master...”

“And who rules your mind?”

“The Dark Master...!”

His cock was so enormous! Inside them! In their throats, their wombs, everywhere!

“And whose will is your will?”

“The Dark Master!”

“Whom do you pledge fealty, service, devotion, adoration, love, and admiration to for all eternity and beyond?

He was so big! So big inside them! He was the biggest there ever was! His cock was perfect and what they felt now was only a shadow of its true form. Eden's belly bulged, distended with the shape of its enormity inside of her. 

“The Dark Master!”

Gertrude and Eden embraced, both kneeling now, clinging to one another tight, kissing madly, being fucked by the infinite form of their new Master.

The sky burned overhead. Gertrude kissed the slowly retreating bulge in Eden's belly, wishing it were truly full of her Master's Cock. One day, she would teach Eden's daughters to worship the fire and darkness as all good girl demons should. 
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Switch
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Not for the first time, Mason stroked his cock while he watched his stepsister Francesca sunbathing. 

He was just a year older than her at nineteen to her barely eighteen, but he'd lusted after her for years despite them having joined families so long ago. She was a goddess. He even purposefully failed his classes in senior year to hold himself back a year and watch her in her cheerleading outfits, bullying ugly girls and making unpopular maggots wish for death.

“Purposefully failing” meant, of course, going to the administrator and slapping her senseless until she agreed—sobbing and confused—to change all his grades to Fs. He could have done the same to his teachers, but the women were obsessed with him and the men were scared of him, and so it was too much work to run through all of them at once. 

The administrator still sent him hopeful emails about her new life, divorced and working at the strip club in the evenings, hoping to see him as a client there one day. She promised him free lap dances, drugged girls, and to fuck with the owner's drinks to make it easy for him to access the safe. 

Girls were always falling all over themselves for Mason. His size made everything easy—the size of his cock, his brain, his wealth, his muscles. They were desperate for everything about him; he'd never known any different. 

Except Francesca. 

She was just like him—preternaturally gifted, beautiful, talented, and sadistic. He loved and lusted everything about her, from her tight long body to her brilliantly stacked tits to her lusciously gorgeous face to her deep, gorgeous dark hair. Mason had fucked, but he'd never had a steady girlfriend. Any that came close always looked like Francesca and after meeting her just a few times they were always scared off.

They should be scared of her. She was terrifying for mere mortals. Suicides followed in the wake of her cutting comments and mind-numbing beauty. 

And Francesca hadn't had any boyfriends either. Or girlfriends, as near as he could tell. He always suspected something was going on with the cheerleading team she led like a cult, a tightly-knit tight-lipped coven of superhot Francesca-Worshiping beauties who always spared lovey-dovey eyes for Mason and sneered at absolutely everyone else. But he could prove nothing, and those were the only girls in school who wouldn't fall all over themselves to ask him out. 

They were tempted, though. He could always smell when a virgin was tempted, and they were all virgins...with Cock, anyway. 

And his Cock was hard, slathered with his precum and cum, watching his inimitably gorgeous sister sunbath in the backyard with two of her cheerleading lieutenants. 

And then another girl entered through the gate. Mason thought he recognized her—a blue-haired nerd named Barbara. Francesca bullied her relentlessly and so Mason did too. He'd seen Barbara cry every school day of the last several months. She was just such an easy target—painfully skinny, exuding weakness, without a single friend for back-up. 

Of course, Mason and Francesca together made sure that she had no friends—made sure that everyone knew that being a friend with Barbara wasn't worth it. It had only taken a few broken legs to communicate the message. Now, she sat at entirely empty table at lunch. Even the teachers wouldn't call on her. Her parents made her move out into the garage. 

Mason stroked harder, thinking of the grip he held on this dumb cunt's life. Thinking of the way Francesca was going to destroy her for interrupting the sunbathing session. 

He was far enough away that he could only hear that they were talking, but not what they were saying. Francesca and her lieutenants sat up and started pointing angrily, telling Barbara to leave. They each wore matching red, white, and blue bikinis. 

Barbara pointed some kind of device at them, and their arms fell to their side. Mason watched, hard and curious, as Barbara leapt with glee. 

More button pressing, and Francesca leapt on one foot, then the other. She did jumping jacks. She bowed deeply to her lieutenants and then to Barbara. 

Mason growled; that was quite enough. 

He ran downstairs, appearing shirtless in nothing but his boxer shorts in moments. They were slathered in his precum. He hardly cared; his arousal and hard, gigantic cock were a source of pride to him.

Barbara, at his sudden appearance, yelped and fumbled with the remote. She smashed the buttons, pressing again and again. Just behind him, Francesca and the other girls fell down and wrapped their bodies around each other. 

“Give me that.”

“No!”

Her face contorted in anguish as all her plans fell to pieces. He slapped her down to the ground, hard enough to stun her but soft enough that she didn't lose consciousness or teeth. Then he pinned her, knee on her chest and a hand on her neck, snatching the remote out of her hands.

The remote had as many buttons as a cockpit, but Mason was quick on the uptake. There were lots of settings, options, sliders. “Obedience.” “Eagerness.” “Piety.” “Aesthetics.”

Hot.

After a moment, he saw why it hadn't worked. It was set to “female.” He smirked. No reason to change that now. 

“No, please,” she whimpered, weeping. “Sh-she was g-gonna be n-n-nice to me, please...”

He turned down the volume on her intelligence and watched as her crying face slackened. Her tongue ran out to one side. He considered making her so brainless she couldn't even breathe, but that wouldn't be any fun. He and his sister had spent years tormenting this idiot, why stop now? And she could only be tormented if she knew what was happening.

He stood up and cleared the remote's control over Francesca and her friends. They were hot; but Francesca was the fucking sun. 

Francesca, enraged, walked up to Barbara and kicked her hard in the ribs. Had he heard bones cracking? That was good. Fuck this bitch. His sister was so stupidly hot. He could watch her lithe muscles kicking the ass of ugly, inferior girls all day long. 

“She controlled us with that remote?” Francesca asked him.

He showed it to her, but kept it firmly in his grip. 

“Oh. You made her dumber?”

“I wanted her to feel her brain turning off.”

Francesca's glee at this could not be contained. She shivered, biting her bottom lip. 

“Don't turn it all the way off, though. I want her to know she's lost forever.”

“I know.”

The way she smiled at him was all the things Barbara had ever wanted. Francesca's hands had wrapped around his, but he still had firm control of the remote. His cock pushed out, harder, pressing against her bikini bottom. She moaned—and then moaned again when she understood the look on his face.

“Mason, you don't need to use it on me,” said Francesca. “Please, don't.”

Her hand wrapped around his cock and began to stroke. It was a hell of a way to get him to consider her point.

“Please? That thing made my thoughts so fuzzy and weird. Don't. Let me be yours for real.”

She stroked him harder, kissing his chin. 

“Alice, Kylie, assume the position for Master.”

She spoke to her lieutenants. Both were nearly as cruel as her; a terror to all the unpopular kids at school. They both knelt, immediately. Obedient to Francesca's will. Obedient to give him pleasure. 

Mason's cock surged and spurted precum everywhere. Their tits pushed up in their tight, tiny bikinis. Shining and bouncing. 

“I want you,” said Francesca. She eyed his finger, hovering over the Subservience slider. “I always wanted you. I tried to deny it for a long time, but I just couldn't anymore. That's why I started recruiting all these girls. I've been brainwashing them into worshiping you. I researched all the techniques cults use. Your birthday is next week, and I was just waiting to surprise you, and—”

His finger pushed down on the remote anyway. Subservience all the way up. 

“I hate waiting.”

“Of course, Master.” 

His imperious, sneering, regal, elegant, haughty sister's beautiful face melted in pure adoration of him and him alone. He had never been harder. She climbed up his thick muscular body and pushed her bikini bottom to one side, urging his cock up against her pussy. 

“I love You, Master. Please, fuck me.”
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Update
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Miranda woke up with her hands and feet bound, kneeling in a large living room. The curtains were closed, the lights dim, but she could see clearly the faces of the four girls she was tied to. It was impossible to tell the time of day.

Across from her and the other girls was a mirror. It reminded her of something from a movie in the 1980s—a giant mirror in dim lighting casting her reflection and the reflection of the other girls. Each of them were spectacularly beautiful, even tied up and nearly naked. Out of them, Miranda had the most clothes on: a tiny cheerleading outfit that barely stretched past her tight, bubbly ass. Tits nearly falling out of the small top. Two of the others had on lingerie and the last had on an undersized workout outfit with tight short-shorts and a spandex sports-bra.

“Wh...what?” Miranda shook her head, struggling to think past the aching, empty, desperate pulsing of her pussy. “What's happening?”

She was so fucking horny. Slick heat ran down her thighs. Desperate to be fucked. Something in her knew it had been hours and that was too long and she knew she needed cock more than she knew her last name. 

Struggling against her bonds did nothing—they were affixed tight to a radiator in one corner of the small space. Miranda was at the end of the line. At the other end, with another girl, the ropes were tied again, to a door in the adjacent room. 

“Guys?” she said, unable to help how soft and sexy her voice sounded. “We should get out of here.”

Her lips felt as plush as they looked. It felt wrong to her that nothing cylindrical and fleshy was between then. Her heart raced, imagining a cock sliding into her mouth and her tongue lovingly giving it the wet hug it deserved.

Not just a cock. The cock. The thought was so familiar. Cradling it against her face, making promise after promise of loyalty and devotion. 

The other girls shook their heads and then nodded, trying to stir themselves awake just the same as Miranda. 

“Oh my gosh,” said the redheaded beauty in the sports bra. “Why am I even...why are we here?” 

Another started to cry, a beautiful blonde with tits the size of Miranda's head. “What's going on?”

Seeing her cry let off a switch of horror in Miranda's head—and she started to cry too, and tried to scream for help. 

Instead, she came hard, collapsing into the other girls—who apparently had the same reaction to attempting to scream as she did. She tried to scream, again, through the orgasm—and instead just came again, lightning bolts of pleasure piercing through her system. 

It was like someone had toyed with an alarm system, only it was her brain that had been rewired.

Heavy footsteps broke her from the trance of trying and failing to scream. She wasn't even sure if she was still trying to actually scream again or just to provoke another mind-splitting orgasm. It felt so fucking good, so right to cum and to think about Cock and how sexy she was and—

“Oh, hey.”

It was Him. The one who took them. 

“Sorry about this,” he said, grabbing the redhead by a long, thick handful of her hair.

Her name was Cindy, Miranda remembered now. 

Cindy giggled and whimpered, trying to shift away. Crying and then smiling and giggling and then rearing back in fear and then nudging her face forward toward his cock. Conditioned, like all of them. Like Miranda. Just seeing his naked cock made Miranda's cunt pulse with need and she'd just cum harder than she could ever remember.

“I'd rather you guys be happy all the time, you know.” He slipped Cindy's mouth over his cock. She struggled for a moment, gave up, moaned in pleasure, and then moaned in terror again. Cycling through emotions without control. “Makes me harder and all that. I love happy girls. But I already delayed the update for months and now it got forced on me, so it just shuts you down to 'safe maintenance mode.' Nothing safe about it! Your free will levels are almost at seventy percent, isn't that wild? I just barely got you tied up in time. You could have gotten out if I'd waited two more minutes, can you believe it?”

Miranda's moan was low and awful. 

“Aw, don't worry babe.” He smiled at her, casually fucking Cindy's face. “I know Cindy here is going first, but you're still my favorite. You know they're all jealous of you, don't you?”

She did. She had memories. Sitting on him like he was a throne. Ordering the other girls around while she stroked him. Slapping Cindy's face silly as he fucked another girl. Forcing Sheandra and Leanne—the other two—to survive on two hundred calories a day for months at a time. Something cruel and furious inside her, unleashed by him, lived in the lives of these girls. They were so afraid of her, of the way she would whisper to Him.

Meanwhile she was at the top of it, beyond it all, adoring Him. 

The life she had been leading was not her own to say the least. She had been...

What was it, again?

A teacher? A cheerleader? A librarian? It was...it was something really sexy like that, wasn't it? Something that made him want to fuck her? It was all her own fault, for being so sexy all the time, she knew that for sure...

She shook her head again, trying to shake it off. God, the way he just fucked Cindy's unwilling mouth...

“Please...” said Miranda. “I know you love me. Please. Won't you let me go? I won't...I won't...say anything. Or contact the law or anything. I just...please. I don't want to be this.”

She could feel every shove of his cock into Cindy's mouth from the vibration in the ropes. 

“Then why are you so wet watching me fuck your friend's mouth?”

It was true. She was making a puddle.

He checked his phone. 

“Oh, dope. Update's almost done. Watch. It's pretty sexy. I'll even turn off all the safety measures on you guys as it goes.”

He clicked and clicked, dragged and pressed. For a few moments, there was nothing. 

And then...then Miranda saw it. In Cindy's eyes. No more conflicted arousal. No more anything. Just burning hatred and fear in her eyes while he fucked her skull. 

No doubt the thought to fight him filled her head. But before anything could truly happen, her body jerked to one side—and she let out an orgasmic, happy moan. He slid even deeper down her throat until her esophagus bulged with his cock. 

“Oh fuck, they weren't kidding when they said it was better...”

He let his head fall back, his balls tapping against her chin. Cindy's motions were like a lovesick teenager making out with long-lost long-lusted celebrity crush, every part of her swaying and gyrating as she sucked and slurped. 

“Nooooo,” moaned Leanne. “Please. Please let us go. Please. Please don't do that to me. Oh my god. Oh my god, what's happened to her eyes?”

They were glowing white, the update filling her skull with luminescence. 

“Don't.” Sheandra shook her head. Pulling the line of them hard. The radiators against the wall strained, the metal itself screeching in agony. “You can't. You can't.”

He just fucked Cindy's mouth harder, watching them all intently. Watching Miranda. Why wasn't she saying anything? If they all...if they all fought, then maybe...maybe...

“Please,” said Leanne, weeping. “I have...I have a husband. I have...a family. Please.” Her breath became ragged and husky. Her body straightening, like a puppet on a string. Her eyes glowing. “Please, Master. Won't you let me tell them how much I adore You?”

He grunted, barely able to control himself. Sheandra screamed in mortal terror—a high-pitching, agonized wail that kept going and going as he watched her, eyes full of lust, Leanne reaching toward his body to worship him with her tits and lips. 

Suddenly Sheandra's body slumped and convulsed. Light poured from her closed lids just like it did the other girls. Their Master came down Cindy's throat, watching her helplessness, her defeat, soaking it in. His total victory over their wills, once again. Who knew how many times he had set up this very arrangement? Apps needed updates every month or so, didn't they? 

And Miranda did nothing. Shivering. Muttering incoherently. Looking at the massive cock he sported as he slung it out of Cindy's slurping mouth. 

Why was she...why was she still wet...? It should be horrifying, awful, but instead she was desperate to touch herself a-and...

“Fuck.”

He saw it too. Something hummed inside Miranda's mind. Friendly chimes and dings of software spinning online. And she parted her lips, puffy and wet, to embrace the cock coming toward her. 
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Visual Aid
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Hot, gooey, thick saliva drips out of my mouth and all over my adopted father's big, beautiful Cock. The spit makes his veins shine, his sensationally turgid cockhead pushing forcefully against my cheeks, my lips, my forehead. He slaps me a few times with his Cock and then harder with his hands, but I welcome the pain. I'd take any amount of pain for my Daddy. He sits on a folding chair. The bottoms of its legs are already in a puddle of my nonstop-leaking milk. 

I worship his Cock. I’ve always worshiped his Cock. I just didn’t know it until a little while ago.

Two hands hold my skull in place as Daddy fucks my young eighteen year-old throat like a cunt. One hand belongs to my adopted mother, the other to my adopted sister Fiona. They’re both so gorgeous now. They’ve received Daddy’s gift. Mommy was already a knockout, a dancer for the stage shows downtown, and Fiona was following in her footsteps. Both lean, busty, and perfectly taut and composed. But now they're even bustier—hardly a dancer's frame with overflowing 36EE titties, despite how they defy gravity—and tinier and with much longer hair. Like faerie princesses out of some dark fantasy drawing. 

My own body has changed. Milk won't stop dripping from my tits. If I don't have a cock in my mouth or cunt, I can't stop giggling. And I'm so weak, I can barely pick up a gallon of milk. I don't need to be strong anymore; it makes it more fun for Daddy when he breaks my mind with his Cock again and again if I fight as hard as I can and my fists feel like pillow slaps.

We’re in front of a crowd at a small auditorium at the school. Fifteen of the hottest girls from school, the richest and sexiest ones. The ones Daddy has wanted to fuck ever since going to the first dance competition of Fiona’s. They’re mostly gymnasts, although there’s the school dance teacher and a few cheerleaders too. 

Mommy addresses the crowd, tossing back her mane of lustrous hair. “She thought she was smart.” 

She's talking about me. She and Fiona hold me down harder on Daddy's Cock. They take turns speaking, and whoever isn't speaking shoves my limp head up and down to match Daddy's strokes. 

“She thought she could outfox Daddy,” says Fiona, rubbing her massive tits into Daddy's arm. “She had this big, complicated plan.”

“Mirrors,” says Mommy. “Mirrors and angles and wires and tricks, like a magician.”

Fiona takes a moment to pose in her sparkling hot red lingerie. 

“Do you think you’re smarter than Daddy now, dummy?” 

They let me up off the Cock for air. 

“No, Mistress,” I gasp. “I’m a dumb little fuck bitch who deserves to be fucked again and again.”

Mommy slaps me. “Would your plan ever have succeeded?”

I shake my head no. “Daddy’s too strong. I should have submitted from the very beginning. You were both so much smarter than me. I'm so sorry, Mistress.”

They're both my Mistresses now. Both my superiors. It's better that way. They deserve a good little girl servant to do as they say. 

“He might take pity on her eventually,” says Mommy. “She is family, after all. After a year or maybe two, she’ll have paid her penance and she’ll be allowed to have gorgeous, young, eternally hot bodies like Fiona darling and I.” She smiles. “But in the meantime, she’s nothing but Daddy’s little whore to fuck and abuse however he likes. He doesn’t have to make her like it like she does right now, do you understand?”

Daddy snaps his fingers, and I understand everything. His cum leaking down my lips, my throat, into my cleavage. The plan—it failed! How could it have failed? My mother and sister—transformed into his succubus playthings! Fiona, she betrayed me at the last moment. It all comes rushing back to me—the way Mommy and Fiona laughed in my face as they mocked me for ever thinking they would do anything to take away my adopted father's power. 

I try to leap away, but my body is frozen in place. I can’t even scream—the best I can manage is a terrible grimace as Fiona and my mother lean in and lick my father’s seed off my face. It’s humiliating, it’s awful, it’s force, it’s—

Daddy snaps his fingers again. 

—it’s so good. I can’t believe how soft and wet their tongues are. 

“So. She was the genius,” says Mommy. “Pretty enough to fuck all day, I suppose. Not as pretty as either me or Fiona, that’s for sure. Certainly not as pretty as any of you. But much, much smarter. Do any of you think you’re smarter than Pria here?”

Nobody raises their hands; nobody steps forward. I guess I was pretty smart, once upon a time. I won prizes and scholarships in science, not that any of that matters now. 

“Then, I’m sure you understand what’s being offered. Drop to your knees. Submit to your new Master willingly. Proclaim him as your God and Savior, as is his proper place in your lives. And then, and only then, will you receive immortal beauty in exchange for your service.”

“Deny him,” says Fiona, “and he’ll just have another fuckdoll to abuse as much as he wants.”

I must be a great example. I can't see them; my face is stuffed back down on Daddy's cock. But I hear them walk forward; I hear their knees hit the floor. I hear them, crying and anguished, start to submit. And I feel Daddy's Cock get even harder in my throat, pulsing and throbbing, right as he shoots his load into his daughter from the submission of so many. 
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She Who Wears The Crown
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Mandy preens in front of the bathroom mirror as I enter, moussing her hair and touching up her lipstick.  There's not much to fix—she's super hot. Of course, what I notice more than anything else—even more than how utterly dynamite she looks in her clingy silver gown that shows off her ample cleavage and gorgeously muscled long legs—is the crown on her head. That's why I left the dance, my boyfriend, the crowd of peers who fear and adore me. 

“That’s a little presumptuous, don’t you think?”

“Huh?”

Her mouth makes a perfect pink “O” shape. She barely looks my way. Her eyes are glazed. Maybe that’s why she showed up to prom looking like a sex goddess on the arm of that dinky dork, Stuart. She’s stoned. Of course. 

“Wearing the crown,” I say. “We both know you’re going to lose. Sorry, dear. Your streak of second-best isn’t going to end tonight.”

We’re both freshly eighteen—I just turned eighteen today, as a matter of fact. But we’ve known each other since kindergarten. I’ve always been smarter than Mandy, which isn’t saying all that much. But I’ve also been more athletic, prettier, and more talented, which is saying quite a bit. I got all the gold medals in track; I got the lead roles in drama; I got the best boyfriends and the accolades in the classroom from the teachers who were too hard to see straight when I was in the room or too scared of how pretty and cunning I was to cross me. I hardly see that changing tonight. 

People vote for the prettiest girl for Prom Queen, after all. And though Mandy is patently gorgeous—she’s a brunette smokeshow with a killer ass and a rack that looks even more substantial than usual (it must be that killer gown she’s wearing)—she’s not as hot as me. It’s not just gentlemen who prefer blondes; it’s everyone. My hair is longer and thicker and softer than hers, and more easy to tame. My body is tighter—again, that’s saying something, because she is fit—and my boobs are bigger too. 

I mean, even my wardrobe says I’m more of a queen than her: she wore silver, but my clingy, hip-slit, cleavage-baring gown is gold. My boyfriend is going to take my virginity, the virginity of the prom queen, on my eighteenth birthday, and it’s going to be perfect. I'll probably explode tomorrow morning—what more could life possibly have for me after such an incredible run?

“Here,” I say, snatching it off her head and putting it on mine. “Doesn’t it look better on a real queen?”

She just looks at me, kind of dazed and giggling. From behind me, I hear the bathroom door lock, and on my head something...

...something...

...something...hums...?

“Did you check the other stalls?” says a voice, deep and masculine and perfect. 

It’s the voice of the man I’m really in love with. I think I had a boyfriend, maybe even moments ago, but that’s stupid. I have a Man. That’s so much better.

I giggle and swirl and turn to face him, smiling my sexiest, most come-hither smile. It’s Stuart! Oh, hooray! I’ll get to share him with a super hot girl like Mandy; that’s amazing. Mandy must be his girlfriend too, because of how she came into the dance with him and was practically giving him a handjob on the dance floor. My jaw drops a little; he's so handsome. Maybe he'll let me stroke him in front of the whole school like Mandy was?

No!

No!

Even better! We'll need to both stroke him! And while we're crowned as Prom King and Queen! Or maybe I'll have Mandy suck him off while we make out?

He deserves so many girls serving his cock all at once. I can’t believe how lucky I am that I’m going to be able to slide my hot eighteen year-old tongue against Mandy’s while we slurp and suckle and make out on his cock.

Stuart takes a moment and looks at me critically, pushing the crown on my head this way and that. 

“I calibrated it for Mandy,” he says, casually feeling up my tits. “But it should work well on you. You were the ultimate goal anyway.”

“Of course,” I say, breathy and in love. “Of course I was, Master.”

“Good girl,” he says, and I cum hard.

As I'm cumming, my teenage body rocking with pleasure, he takes me by the ass and sweeps me backward, holding me while he delivers a long, sizzling kiss. Mandy must have let him practice on her for a while; he's excellent at it. His tongue sliding down toward my throat makes me feel so alive, and I can't believe just a kiss from a Man would make me cum, but it really does. Again...and again...and again...

“P-p-please!”

The voice breaks my concentration and my chain of brain-melting orgasms. Stuart lifts me up so I can stand again, but I have to hold myself against him. I snuggle into his arm and purr; I'm property. Women are just things, and I'm the prettiest thing.

While Stuart fucked up my life with his kiss, Mandy had opened a stall to find the cheerleading coach, Miss Felicia, inside. She's dressed in a short blue dress; a chaperone for the night. Mandy is holding her in an vise-like grip, her face still vainly obsessing over her reflection. She tosses her hair back and juts her jaw just so. Stuart's cock pulses in my grip.

“P-please. I don't care,” Felicia says. She's bright, young, and pretty. Barely more than twenty-four, I bet. “They're both horrible. They bullied me all the time. Do whatever you want to them. Please. Just let me go. I-I have...I have a husband...”

Her voice fades as I unzip Stuart and start stroking him. He's so big, so hard...

“Did you really bully her?” he asks.

I nod happily. “Oh, all the time. And I always got away with it too. Pretty girls get to bully whoever we want,” I explain to him. “Pretty girls get to do whatever we want, basically.”

He grunts and growls; my braggadocio only making him harder. More excited. He likes his bad girls. Makes sense; he's fucking up our minds, so he must be as bad as they come. Pushing me, he uses my body to back Felicia up against the wall of the stall. Mandy holds her her steady, and I wrap my arms around her neck.

“Kiss her,” he commands me.

Of course I obey. She resists, naturally. But I'm really hot, and over time, she whimpers as the heat of my lips becomes too much for her. Stuart, from behind me, slides my gown to one side and rips my panties away. Before I know it, he's inside me, fucking me while I push Felicia into Mandy. All four of us humming and groaning and squirming and there's no help coming for Felicia. 

I'm so fucking lucky to lose my virginity like this, while Master fucks me in front of other hot women. Now he'll always know I'm better than them. 

I can feel Felicia just beginning to understand what's going to happen, her breath catching, maybe even thinking that she should try biting me to fight—and then Stuart puts the crown down on her head.

“D-Daddy...” she whimpers into my mouth. “I l-love him so much...”

“Women are things...” Mandy moans. I can hear the orgasm trembling in her voice, loving what she's seeing. Master staring right at her. “Women are things....”

She's right. We're all just things. 

And serving Master is the best thing to be.
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When I storm into your office, you’ve got yet another girl in front of you with her long, well-tanned high-heeled legs wrapped around your naked hips. Her blouse, ripped open, reveals her polished heavy tits. They're red and bruised from your constant groping, probably from before you even tore the blouse apart. She’s babbling in a little girl voice about how you’re her king; it’s so sexy and true. You're breeding her; it's a special moment. I feel lucky even to witness you fucking another girl so beautifully.

Nonetheless, I interject. “You should really let me be your slave.”

The girl is hot. She’s gorgeous. She’s a nine out of ten at least, and that’s on the sliding scale of the super hotties you’ve hired as interns from the modeling agency over the past month or so. 

But I’m a ten out of ten, and we both know it. I pose dramatically at the front of your desk, popping one leg out to display my gorgeous length in the tiny pinstriped skirt I'm wearing just for you. I'm wearing the heels you like. You grabbed my ass last week when I wore them; I should have begged you then to let me suck you off. 

“W-what...” 

You’re having difficulty just because you’re fucking the hottie so hard. She’s blond and thin and loves what you’re doing, because you fucked her mind until she loves everything you do. She loves the way you button your shirt, how you make eggs, how you phoned up her old beau to break off their engagement. 

“You should let me be your slave,” I say again. “You know you should.”

You use the special little amulet on your wrist to fuck up girls’ minds. I don’t know how it works, I just know that it does. The first time I watched you do it, I don’t think you saw me. I fingered myself for the next sixteen hours until I saw you doing it again—and then I fingered my hot little cunt watching you do to the next girl. 

She was only eighteen. A virgin. Or, she was a virgin. Did you know I’m a virgin too? Did you know I’m a younger eighteen than she is?

“Why?”

“I’m sexier than her. You know I am. You want to fuck me more than her anyway.”

My hair is dark to her blonde. My tits are sexier—not bigger, I think we're about the same, but sexier with better nipples and more bounce and perk. My ass is deeply better, curved and heart-shaped and banging and I know my face makes her wish she was prettier. 

I come closer to you and slide up on the desk. I’m right next to her. My hands crawl all her body, her tits. I can see how my hands on her young, pale skin excite you. And then casually, not even facing her, I put my hand around her throat. I position my body upward, using the leverage on her throat to jut my heavy chest up into your face. My cleavage on display in the tight violet bralette I'm wearing as a top under my jacket. She’s turning red.

“I’ll do anything for you,” I whisper. “And you haven’t even fucked up my mind yet. I just want to be yours. I know you’ll get tired of this office eventually. I know you’ll move on. Maybe you’ll go to Hollywood? Or New York? Where all the prettiest girls are. And I just want You to have your sexy little accomplice the whole time. I can bring them in for you. I can even train my replacement down the line. Anything to make sure that you’re satisfied forever. That’s all that matters to me.”

Her red face has turned to blue, but you’re still fucking her. She’s alive, basically. Clinically. She’ll live if you tell me to let me hand up off her throat. But only if that.

You reach out to touch my face, and I grab your hand with my free hand. Smirking, I take the special sparkly amulet into my mouth. Sliding my tongue all over it. Coating it in my saliva. Showing you how much I want to fuck up even the symbol of fucking up my mind. 

“Please, Sir. I'm so tired of waiting to be chosen next. Won’t You please fuck up my brain?”

# # #
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