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W
 ANT TO GET IN TOUCH
 ? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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J
 ust a few weeks ago
 , I was at the top of my class.

Now my Master is on top of me—and god, he’s so fucking good.

My legs are pinned between his heavy, muscular chest and my precious, perky tits—perfect 36C knockers that feel like they’re getting bigger ever since he started fucking my mind.

He fucks me on top of his teacher’s desk. All around us are the empty chairs and desks of his classroom. My teeth rake against his chin and I’m whispering how much I fucking love him, because I really do.

I know I do—because he made
 me love him. So many people are always questioning whether they’re in love or not. I never do. Master is in charge of my love, in charge of my everything, and he’s brainwashed me into loving him. How lucky is that?

My hands are clasped around his thick neck and I’m begging, moaning, aching for mercy—but he has none. His Cock, filling up my preciously wet barely legal pussy, is all that matters, and both he and I know it. Every stroke that fucks my cunt fucks up my mind even worse. I’m programmed by him to believe that when his thick, gorgeous Cock penetrates my young eighteen year-old pussy, he owns me a little bit more.

Like this:

He thrusts in me, his turgidity pushing directly on my g-spot. I cum—every time he thrusts in me, I cum.

One thought in my mind drowns out the rest: Owned.


He shoved that thought into my mind, like he shoves his Cock in my cunt. He fucked my mind with that thought, fucked me with it so that I can't experience his Cock without
 that thought, and now when he fucks my cunt, he fucks my mind too.

He thrusts again, even harder this time.

Again I cum and think:


Owned
 .

Thrust.


Owned
 .

Thrust.

Owned.

He’s in charge of me, and fucking me like this only proves it.

I’ll do anything he says. I have all the time in the world to serve my Master.

* * * * *
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A few days ago:
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I
 don’t have time for
 this.

Mr. Astor has me sitting down in front of him in his class after school—after hours
 of this interminable day—and he wants me to do this stupid
 study session with him and it’s only his first day here!

“Chanel.” He’s sitting on the edge of his desk with his arms crossed, looking down at me. “I can tell you don’t want to be here. I understand. But I’m concerned about you.”

He's quite tall and well-built and has dark hair and blue eyes and I’m pretty sure I hate this asshole. I’m a fucking senior
 at the Luxuria Palaestra and I’m at the top of my class!

And that’s no small feat. This school is located in the most expansive and beautiful portion of the Swiss Alps. It’s an uber-exclusive private school entirely for girls aged eighteen to twenty. School is year-round with strenuous schedules and we fit four years of university education inside those two.

Each and every girl in attendance—and there’s about forty of us per class—is a dancer, selected for our physical fitness, balance, beauty, and intelligence—not to mention a fantastically thick bankroll (semester tuition runs easily into six figures). We are the cream of the cream, the one percent of the one percent—and I’m at the very
 top of that pile.

If he wasn’t so obviously such a nerd
 , I’d think he wanted to hold me back after class to just ogle me and hit on me. I am wearing some of my absolute tightest yoga pants today—the pink ones with the white stripes on the side.

Everyone I see wants to hit on me. I’m tall, toned, and gorgeous. I’ve got a dancer’s body and grace. Everything I do is infused with natural, God-Given beauty. I walk from class to class and dorm to dorm like I’m God’s Own Gift to the world, and you know what? I probably am.

Everything here is about me. This is a dancing school—and I crush
 dancing. I’ve already got offers on lock from companies in New York, Paris, and Moscow. This is a prestigious academic institution—and I crush
 academics. I could talk to you for hours about Claudius’s motivations in Hamlet
 or discuss statistical anomalies in voting data from 1964 or theorize about the breakdown of quantum mechanics inside the singularities of black holes.

And most particularly? Everything about this profession we're going after—dancing—is about aesthetics, and I crush
 aesthetics. I am
 aesthetics. I've got high cheekbones, brilliantly sculpted clavicles, a reality-bending jawline, beautifully built breasts, an ass so hard and round it should be illegal
 , legs that never quit, and bright dark eyes that might as well be concentrated orbs of the universe
 .

I'm so. Fucking. Gorgeous
 .

I Love
 it.

So I don't have time
 for this fucking bozo
 .

I roll my eyes at him. “There’s nothing to be concerned about.”

“You seem really hostile. May I ask what that’s about?”

“Nothing.”

“Come on,” he says. “I’m genuinely asking. It seems like I’ve made you mad. I can apologize, but not if I don’t know what I’ve done.”

“You’re just up in my business,” I explain. “There’s no reason to keep me here. I’m the smartest girl this school has got and I have been for the last year. You’re here, what? Like a day?”

He nods. “This is my first official day.”

“And you’re already keeping me
 back? This is ludicrous. I don’t have
 to be here, you know.”

“I know that. I appreciate that you stayed behind. I’m concerned about you.”

“You keep saying that. What are you concerned about?”

“Well, I looked over your recent work. What you turned in for Ms. Gibbs.”

He’s referring to the previous Literature instructor. She left quite suddenly one weekend. The rumor is that Ms. Lexington, the Headmistress, found her fingering herself stupid in a closet moaning some guy's name.

The extra
 rumor—the kind that only I and other select, exclusive people know about—is that she was admitted to a mental institution because she wouldn't stop
 moaning the guy's name when Ms. Lexington found her.

We all sort of had a crush on Ms. Gibbs—I mean, everyone here is a dancer and there’s no boys for miles, so we all have little crushes on everyone (and everyone especially
 has crushes on me)—and so I felt bad when I heard about the absence.

Mr. Astor is the first male teacher this school has had in over a decade. There was a scandal with the last one, of course, and if you ask me, they’re just asking for another scandal by hiring another male teacher again.

“What about it?”

“It’s littered with errors.” He pulls out a sheet and shows me. “You’ve got syntax problems all the way through. Run-ons. Fragments. I’ve seen your test scores. They don’t reflect this kind of work. I’m worried there’s some larger issue. Or that you might be slipping.”

“Slipping?”

I say the word with sudden, intense dread.

I’m the Lead Dancer in the Palaestra Group. I’m always on stage first; I take the lead in every production. If I slip—at all—there are fifty-nine girls dying
 to take my place. I love being above them; I define myself by being above others. I can’t be slipping.

And yet I look at the paper he hands me and I see right away what he’s talking about. We had been studying Chopin’s The Awakening
 . My thesis was about how the expression of her sensuality was ultimately what doomed her. But I can barely make heads or tails of what I’ve read, it looks so terrible. There’s all this red pen everywhere. There’s...there’s some kind of scent
 to the ink...

“Do you see what I mean?” Mr. Astor insists. “All those errors.”

“Errors.” I shake my head. I feel flushed and faint. “I don’t understand.”

“I know we just met, Chanel,” he explains, “but I care about you. I know you want to stay in first.”

I nod. Very much. That’s exactly what I want. I feel heated. My nipples are hardening, probably visible through the slender fabric of my top. I hope he doesn't notice.

“I want to help you with that. Now, this is a little unorthodox...” he reaches under his desk for a pair of headphones. “...but I’ve developed a method that’s had incredible results with students in the past. Of course, there’s never been a student I’ve had as clearly capable as you. So maybe it will do nothing to help. But then again, maybe, because you’re so much smarter than they are...”

“...it will help even more?”

He smiles. “That’s what I was hoping.”

I take the headphones from him. Really, I snatch
 them. “What do I do? Just listen at home? It’s like...study tapes?”

“Exactly. You listen, and it’s filling in the blanks of grammar for you. All those spaces where you don’t know what to do, or where you feel like you’re guessing, you’ll stop guessing. You’ll know for sure. You’ll be smarter. For the first few times, you should do it here with me, because you shouldn’t have any distractions—at least until we know you’ve really got the technique of active listening down.”

“Active listening?”

He pauses, looking surprised. “Oh. You haven’t heard of active listening?”

“I...” I feel my flush come back. “I...yes. I mean, well...no
 , but—”

“You’re so intelligent, I thought you would have known it already.”

This is exactly the kind of comment that needles into my brain and makes me feel simultaneously incredibly vulnerable and on-guard and off-balance. In fact...everything
 he’s said since he brought out this paper has made me feel that way. I look down at the ink again. Locks of my shiny black hair frame my vision. The letters seem to blur. I recognize the content, but the red ink...the ink is all I can see. And there’s that funny smell...

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, Chanel,” he reassures me. “You should never
 feel ashamed to learn. Learning makes you more powerful.”

I nod. It’s a strange thing to say, but he’s clearly trying to be nice. I want to help him be nice to me; everyone is always so nice to me. I’m so fucking pretty and capable and people fall all over themselves trying to please me and it makes me feel warm and complete inside and man
 , I’m just feeling extra honest right now...

“Active listening,” he explains, “will be simple for someone like you. You just have to listen as hard as you can. Focus entirely on the headphones, on what they’re transmitting. Don’t allow any distractions. The more you focus, the quicker you’ll learn. Can you do that?”

I nod eagerly. “Yes. Of course I can. This sounds easy.”

“It is in some ways,” he says. “But people do find their minds drifting. If you feel that—that’s bad. That means you have to double down on focusing. All right?”

“Okay.”

“Let’s give it a shot, huh?”

He takes the headphones from my hands and places them over my head. Right away there’s a slow, steady, thumpy beat that powers into my ears. He stands in front of me and says something—I can’t hear him—and then walks away. The lights turn off. The only thing left is a light on his desk, flickering.

It’s distracting. I’m not supposed to be distracted. I try to tell him, but I can’t even hear my own voice. These headphones cancel out everything. The beat is so thick. Like syrup. My thoughts feel slow and distorted. I’m trying to focus on the voices—there’s so many, so fast, up and down and coagulating like blood cells in my head—but that light on his desk is so...flickery...

And there’s something about the voices that’s off. They’re so breathy. Many voices, all of them girlish. They sound excited. Like, really
 excited. Pleasured. Orgasmic.

And they’re saying something like...

Like...

Good grammar is for girls who know better.

That’s something I heard for sure. Which is...odd, right?


Thinking right is speaking right. Writing better is thinking better
 .

Yes. Okay.

Good thinking is no thinking at all.

Huh?

No thinking at all.

No, but...


No thinking at all
 .

But I...


No thinking
 .

I...

No thinking.

No.

Thinking.

Thinking?

No.

Thinking.

The lights come on. I adjust to them slowly. When we started, it was light outside. I could see the landscape through the spots in the windows. Now it’s dark. How long has it been?

He’s in front of me, snapping his fingers. He takes the headphones off and cups my chin in one strong hand.

“You okay, Chanel?”

I giggle slightly and bite my lip. His fingers are so strong on my chin. There’s sticky wetness between my legs. I can smell his musk; he smells like such a man. My parents have been dead for ages, and they were never good enough for me, but looking at him I feel a strong and urgent tie to the word Daddy.


“I...I think so?” I’m shaking my head. I feel good. Like I’m floating. But also confused.

“It’s been two hours,” he explains. “A good first session.”

“Two
 hours?” I exclaim. I sit up straight. “That can’t be right. This is crazy. I feel like it’s been two minutes.”

“I know. That means you were able to absorb so much more than most girls do on their first run-through. I’m really impressed with you, Chanel.”

I titter at the compliment. His compliments make me feel airy and happy. He thinks I’m special
 .

“I think you could have kept going,” he says. “We maybe could have knocked it out completely. But I was afraid you had somewhere to be.”

“I...” I struggle, trying to think. Then I remember. “I do. Practice. And also my girlfriend...I mean...”

He’s not supposed to know that. We’re not supposed to have any romantic partners at school, let alone lesbian
 ones.

He smiles, though, and puts a hand on my shoulder. I giggle again, feeling weak. What’s wrong
 with me?

“I won’t tell, all right?” He winks. I feel weaker. He’s so cool. “Our secret, right? You can trust me.”

“I can trust you,” I say without thinking. “Thank you, Mr. Astor.”

“When it’s just us, Chanel? You can call me Marc, all right?”

“Yes, Marc. Thank you, Marc.”

I rush off, thighs still sticky and wet. I hope he doesn’t notice the wet kiss my cunt left on his seat.

* * * * *
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O
 UR NEXT SESSION IS
 at the end of the next day. I’m smiling and sitting up straight this time. Before, I was slumped and brooding. But that was disrespectful. Mr. Astor—Marc
 —is only trying to help. He’s such a good man. I trust him.

My long legs are placed firm in front of me, my skirt going just halfway down my long thighs. My back, so svelte and tight, is long and tall. My eyes gleam with purpose; my hair is back in a purposeful low, loose pony so that I can put on the headphones without any issues.

“Chanel, before we even get started, I’d like to say—it’s clear your attitude has turned around. I think you deserve to hear that when your focus is so clear.”

That word, deserve
 , makes my heart flip something funny. I have to take a second before I answer; my words feel slightly slurry when I do.

“Thank you, Marc. I was really trying to take good notes in class today.”

“I saw that. Did I also see you wearing your headphones in Ms. Radcliffe’s class?”

Ms. Radcliffe teaches calculus. She is—like all the female teachers—a former dancer herself who couldn’t quite make it in the big leagues. The Palaestra only hires former dance teachers because they want to be certain that the ultimate focus is entirely on dancing.

I know that I made it to practice last night—I must have, or else I would have had a thousand angry texts on my phone. But instead, I got several compliments from our instructor Ms. Goya about what a spectacular, calm grace I displayed.

The problem is, I barely remember it. I remember leaving the classroom with Marc, and I remember coming home and putting on my headphones for a little extra study time...but in between, there’s hardly anything.

Just like between my ears. Hardly anything.

“Chanel?”

“Oh.” I smile my best charming smile. “Sorry. Yes. They were on there. I thought that...well, we just had a group project to work on, so I thought I may as well wear them then to get some more studying in. But she said to take them off.”

“I see. It is a school policy, you know.”

“Yes.”

“And it’s important to follow the rules.”

“It’s important
 to follow the rules.”

I repeat him, emphasizing like that, without even much thinking about it. My hands go to my chest, nipples firm and erect, breasts swelling into my forearms. He can see down my button-up blouse right down my cleavage. I don't mind.

“Good. Now, that being said, I’ll have a talk with Ms. Radcliffe. I’m sure she’ll see my side of things before long. I want to applaud your efforts so far. You’re clearly putting so much of yourself in this.”

“Thank you,” I say again. “It is...can I say?”

“Go ahead.”

“It’s rather hard to do like you say. To...focus entirely. That’s why I keep trying. I keep feeling my brain drift. In fact, it feels like long stretches of time just—”

“You’re looking really sharp today, Chanel.”

I preen with the compliment, barely noticing that he cut me off. I do rather think I have on a cute outfit today—though of course I’m obscenely rich and massively beautiful and so all
 my outfits are cute. The skirt is a dark pleated green and black a-frame from Tom Ford; the blouse white silk from Michael Kors. I’m pretty sure this little diddy cost more than the entirety
 of Marc’s wardrobe, but it seems wrong to hold that against him. I think so much of him, after all.

But, I have to keep him in his place.

“I appreciate that, Mr. Astor. But, I don’t think that’s quite appropriate to say, do you?”

“You’re right, Chanel. I apologize. I just assumed you like hearing nice things about your appearance. You clearly don’t have to work for it very much, and I thought you’d enjoy knowing somebody else noticed how easy it is for you.”

“I...” I struggle to find the words to come back from this. He’s gotten straight to the heart of something deeply
 internal to me. I’m not supposed to talk about how easy it is for me to be as pretty as I am. Most people find it gauche. But it’s so
 easy for me, and I can’t be honest, and—

“But you’re right,” he says. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable. We’re here to improve your learning. You’ve been wearing them at home, too?”

“Yes, of course.” I act like it’s been ages since we started even though it was just yesterday. “In fact...”

I hesitate. I know I can trust him, but I don’t want to get him into trouble.

“What is it?’

“It’s kind of a funny thing about...that thing I’m definitely not
 doing.”

“Oh.” He smiles. “That thing that’s definitely not going on with Kitty, you mean?”

I gasp. “How did you...?”

“I’m not blind, Chanel. You two are passing notes and eyeballing each other every class.”

“Oh.”

“In fact, her studies have started to go down some. I’m a little worried. You might be a distraction.”

I frown. This worries me. I don’t want Kitty to be sent home because of poor performance. She’s an excellent dancer—not as good as me, but then, no one is—and she’s extra stupidly pretty.

She’s tall—an inch or two taller than me, honestly, and I’m mega tall—and blond, a true Norwegian Valkyrie. She’s classically, impossibly gorgeous, with bright blue eyes and a smile that completely melts my evil little heart. Sometimes I’ve even thought about telling her—trusting her—with all the wicked stuff that goes on in my head.

The ways I gaslight some of the other girls. The stuff I do to stay on top. The weight-gain products I’ve stuffed into the weight-loss shakes of girls lowest on the totem pole just to make them feel worse about themselves. Suggesting bad outfits for them to wear; forcing girls to get bad haircuts or I'll cut them from our dance practice. I have a lot of power as the top dancer; I'm practically a coach all by myself. If girls make me mad, they're out of my
 practice session and they go with the B squad—and someone from the B squad moves up with us.

I use the power exclusively to torture and abuse the ones beneath me. Why shouldn't I? They all want
 my spot.

All that kind of thing is practical—it keeps me where I belong, on top—but also deadly seriously erotic to me. Holding power over others. Fucking up their lives for my amusement and gain. It makes me wet. I know for a fact there's a girl named Sandra who hasn't eaten more than an apple in over a month. She'll probably drop out soon because she's so hungry she can't concentrate in class.


That
 makes me wet; doing that to her. Because I definitely
 did. Just a few hints here and there about her weight, the “sag” in her arms. In truth, she was perfectly beautiful. I just wanted to fuck with her. Now she'll have starved herself right out of this school. All that effort to get higher and instead she'll have wasted her family's money here. I don't think she can afford it, either.


God
 , I love that.

I wish I could tell
 someone about that. I wish I could tell Kitty, but she's far too sweet.

“Do you think...” I try to problem-solve. Marc seems so reasonable. “Do you think we could put her on the headphones too? Maybe she could join me tomorrow?”

“Maybe,” says Marc. “You’re showing so much progress already. I don’t know how much longer you’ll need these sessions.”

I feel a drop in my stomach. I like
 these sessions, though! Marc makes me feel so warm and safe; no one has ever done that before. Not even Kitty when she uses her hot blonde mouth to lick my sweet hot teenage cunt.

“She didn’t seem to mind when I put them on when we were hanging out last night,” I explain, trying to talk her up. “After practice.”

“I see. You two were...commiserating?”

“We were making out. We do that a lot.” That makes him blush; I understand. We’re both really gorgeous. What red-blooded man wouldn’t want to imagine beauties like Kitty and me making out? “And then I remembered the headphones...and I put them on right away.”

“What did she do then?”

“She knows what’s good for her. She didn’t complain. She let me do my thing.”

“Did she sleep over last night?”

I give him a warning look. “I can’t tell you everything
 , Marc.”

“You’re right.” He nods, holding up a hand in surrender. “I overstepped. I apologize.”

His willingness to make peace pleases me; I’d hate to put him on my shit-list. I’d ruin him like I have three other teachers at this school and I’d feel fantastic doing it just like I did for them, but at the same time...I do
 trust him.

“It’s all right. Just remember boundaries, okay?”

“You took the words right out of my mouth.” He nods. “Why don’t you put your headphones on and we’ll get started?”

I grab them, eagerly. Something about when they’re on feels so good
 . But I pause just for a moment right as I place them on my ears.

“Wait,” I say. “If I just need the headphones on, and I've shown that I can do a good job, and that’s our session, then why am I even here?”

He leans over and turns them on and I don’t hear his answer; they cancel out all the noise.

I’m sure it was a good answer.

He’s so full of good answers.

He’s so full of good
 .

He’s so full...

He’s so...

He’s...

He’s so handsome
 .

Ungh. It hits me like a ton of bricks.

He’s the most incredibly handsome man I’ve ever seen.

I’ve never met a man—any man—who makes me so giggly and light-headed and full of hot fluttery air as him. He’s like...he’s like some perfect combination of ideal husband, ideal boyfriend, ideal King, and ideal Daddy
 .

Ungh.


Daddy
 .

And I’m a good girl, such a beautiful girl, such a perfect beautiful flawless girl, and so I should just do what Daddy
 says to do. Yes. That’s good; that’s so
 fucking good...

I see his fingers snapping in front of me. The sound follows after what feels like several minutes.

“Da-da?”

“Shush, baby girl. Come back.”

With the headphones off, sound returns in stages. At first all I can hear is the high-pitched whine of the heating, but even that fades after a few minutes. It’s pitch black outside.

“I called dance practice for you,” he says. “You were really deep into it.”

“I...was?”

“Yes. I kept offering to stop, but you insisted on continuing. I’m proud of you, Chanel.”

“Ungh.”

I didn’t mean to groan like that. But I did. Audibly. And it’s matched with a hot wet feeling between my legs. There’s already been a lot
 of those apparently—I can definitely feel that I’ve been cumming, and probably over and over. I can barely move, I’m so worn out. As I moan, I rub my face into his hand—his strong hand, his Daddy
 hand...

“Marc?” I begin. “Did...did I...?”

“Please,” he says. “Call me Sir. We agreed.”

Oh, right.

“Please, Sir. Tell me. Did I...?”

“Learn a bunch? I think so. You did fantastic, Chanel.”

He leans in and kisses me on the forehead. I cum, obviously, right then. Feeling his lips touch my forehead. I moan and whimper and shake and my leg travels up his calf. He slides away like I’m an affectionate kitten.

“D-Daddy
 ...” I whisper.

“Shush, baby girl. It’s okay. You have to go home now.”

“Home?”

“Yes. And talk to Kitty like we said. You’ll be such a good girl for Daddy, won’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

I nod enthusiastically, though I have no idea what he’s talking about.

“Fantastic. And you’ll wear those heels and shorter skirts like you said you would, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” I say, strutting out without even realizing what I’ve said until minutes later.

* * * * *
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F
 OR OUR NEXT SESSION
 , my head is full of warm, pleasant air. Every time I listen to Sir’s headphones, my thoughts get fuzzier and hotter. It’s the way my head should
 be. I’ve realized how smart it is to think of nothing.

If you think of nothing, then you’ve got nothing
 in the way of learning new things.

New things like how hot I think Mr. Astor is, or how much I want to kiss him, or how fun it is to think about making him hard.

Those are the thoughts I think all the time now, and it’s all because of my headphones. I know it is. I know they’re changing me.

I think I even know that they’re changing me not to mind
 . And that’s cool too.

The only thing I know for sure is that we won’t sleep together. Like, he’s really handsome and all—he even
 makes me wet—but I can’t stomach the thought of having a man inside me without a lot of revulsion. Even thinking of touching
 his Cock makes me shudder, and not the good kind.

But then, why do I keep thinking about it anyway?

I walk into his classroom after hours once again and sit at my desk. He watches me hungrily all the way there with those deep blue eyes. He should. I look fucking fantastic today.

“Good afternoon, Chanel. You’re looking fantastic today, as always.”

Of course he’s right. I’m wearing thigh-high leather boots and a tight, tiny designer Fendi skirt. The blouse, Alberta Ferretti and soft blue silk, is already half-unbuttoned in preparation of seeing my biggest crush ever, Mr. Astor. I want him to look at my tits and I want him to know
 that I want that.

“I know,” I say, tossing my hair back and smiling, showing off my gorgeous jawline. “Thank you.”

He likes it when I say ‘I know’ to compliments; I can tell. He likes me vain; likes me arrogant. He likes his eyes on me; I love
 his eyes on me. I can see between his legs—gosh he's tall—that his bulge is already growing at the sight of me. He sits down behind his desk, probably to hide that big fucking monster he's sporting.

“I heard you had an altercation with Ms. Radcliffe?”

“Yes. She tried to make up with me.”

Good for her, too. I don’t know if it’s saved her from my wrath, but it’s at least delayed it. The volley of lies I was going to start to get her fired are chambered but not fired.

“Did she succeed? What happened?”

“She came up to me before class and insisted I wear my headphones if I wanted. She apologized she made me take them off.”

“Good girl.”

I can’t tell if he’s talking about me or Ms. Radcliffe. I realize I don’t care.

I keep talking. “She was saying all this kind of stuff like, ‘you’re so beautiful’ and ‘I can’t believe I offended you’ and ‘I can’t believe I treated you that way’ and ‘please forgive me’...stuff like that.”

“And did you? Forgive her?”

“I said I’d think about it.”

“Good girl. You deserve better.”

“I deserve better.”

“You deserve the best.”

“I deserve the best.
 ”

I repeat him because it just makes sense to repeat Marc—he’s so smart and good.

“Maybe you can make her cry again next time and take a video of it. Make her apologize to me for wasting my time too. That’s important, Chanel. She fucked with my
 time in your head, not just yours.”

He wants
 me to make her cry. Ungh. My crush on him intensifies. Make her cry and video it. God. What a hunk.

Is he...at all, like me? No one is. I'm so fucking alone with these needs I have, these bad
 thoughts. But him saying that...maybe...

I nod. “Yes, Sir. That makes so much sense. In fact...that reminds me...”

“Yes?”

“Your time, like time on headphones. I wanted to let you know I had Kitty wear them last night.”

He grunts audibly, shifting himself behind his desk. “How did that go?”

“She does what I say.” I shrug. “She always has. She’s terrified of losing me. I pretty much abuse her.”

It’s so liberating, saying the truth.

He shifts again in his seat, more this time. “How do you mean?”

“I mean I make her walk on eggshells on purpose. I ask for a drink and she brings it to me, and I tell her she brought me the wrong one even though it’s the right one. I tell her to do my laundry, and then I make a big deal about a stain only I can see, because it’s not really there. But she convinces herself that it is. You know what I mean?”

“I do. You do this...on purpose?”

“It makes me feel something. When other people feel bad it makes me feel...”

“Good? Turned on?”

I can't tell him that
 much yet. Even if he's guessed right to the heart of it.

“No.” I try to find a lie that will work. “Just...less empty.”

“I see. And you used this influence on Kitty to make her wear the headphones.”

I nod. “Partly because I’m pretty sure you’re messing with my mind.”

He coughs and sits back. He has to take a moment. “How do you mean?”

“I mean, I used to not even think about boys at all sexually. They were kind of gross. They still are, actually...except now I can’t stop thinking about you. And I call you things like Sir and Daddy in my head. And I want to kiss you all the time. I want to kiss you so
 much, Sir. Can we, please?”

“Not yet. Keep telling me about Kitty.”

“Well. I got to thinking how much I really enjoy fucking with her head. And you’re
 fucking with my head. So I thought, why not earn some points with you? Why not show you that I’m willing to do bad things for you? Why not show you that I can fuck with Kitty’s head, and then maybe you’ll want to fuck with my head more?” I hug my heavy tits, showcasing my cleavage. “Maybe you’ll want to kiss
 me more.”

He stands up and walks around the desk. His hard bulge is clearly outlined in his pants. I want to kiss it—kiss him
 —so fucking bad. I can taste it, my tits are heaving, my body is sweating and needy.

“It’s headphone time, Chanel.”

I moan girlishly. I can’t do anything but obey. I pick up the headphones off my desk and sit back, languid and moaning and touching myself openly, as their sounds turn on.

I used to be able to make out what the words said, but now I can’t anymore.

I used to be able to make out what the words said.

Now I can’t anymore.

I used to be able to make out

Now I can’t

I used to be able

Now I

I used to be

Now

Used

Now

I’m his to use
 now.

When the headphones come off my ears I’m on Marc’s lap. My panties are gone. I’m sliding my wet pussy up and down his crotch and shoving my heavy, perky tits in his face. I hear words coming out of my mouth.

“I love you, Daddy. It’s all for you
 , Daddy. I’m yours to use
 Daddy.”

Breathless, aching, hot. My thoughts slowly come back on. I realize where I’m at, what I’m doing, as his tongue is down my throat and mine is down his. I’ve never had a kiss like this before. A kiss so hot, so deep, so true. Oh, fuck, he burns me up
 inside!

Slowly I pull off of him.

“Daddy.” I say it like it’s his name. “What are we doing?”

He grins, looking up at me. I’m still grinding his thick, hard bulge with my bare pussy—grinding in time with the music from the headphones drilled into my skull.

“Sorry. Looks like I pushed them off, didn’t I?”

He’s talking about the headphones now on the floor. I stare at him with liquid wet eyes. I want to marry
 him. I have the biggest little girly crush and I can’t even help it. My lips slide along his chin and I moan and pulse my bare cunt harder along his bulge.

“Daddy, please
 ...”

“You’re right.” He stands up with me on his lap. “Here.”

Quick he pushes me down onto his desk and slides my panties back up my legs. I whimper and moan the whole time; I don’t understand.

“You’ve got to get home to Kitty,” he explains. “She needs her dose of Daddy’s headphones. Doesn’t she, sweetie?”

I nod eagerly. Daddy’s message has to spread. I can’t think of anything more important.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Good girl.”

He leans over and kisses me hard and I melt all over again.

As I leave, I push my panties off my heels where they fell and leave them for him. I stuff my fingers into my pussy and break down and fingerfuck myself right then and there, right outside his room; I make sure he hears me cum.

He needs to know how badly I need him to fuck me.

* * * * *
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J
 UST BEFORE MY AFTERNOON
 session with Daddy the next day, I’m stopped in the hallway by Denise Kline. We're near a stairwell under an exit light. I'm wearing an ultra tight Balmain wool mini-dress and sexy high-heeled Dolce & Gabbana ankle boots. I look like a model; I look better
 than a model because I know my mind is completely fucked for Daddy
 .

Denise is the kind of girl I love to hate. Smarter than average, prettier than average, but neither in any great capacity—and both in a way that only serves to make her more annoying. She’s like the living incarnation of every mid-00’s female sitcom protagonist, and has the stupid bouncy ribbon-tied ponytail to complete the look.

“You’ve missed practice for like two days in a row now,” Denise says. “They’re going to drop you.”

I’m barely paying attention to her. She’s so disgusting. I hear voices in my head constantly—voices that tell me to submit, that tell me to serve, that tell me that Daddy is my King is my God is Marc.

The voices are so right. They know everything. They know where I belong—on my knees in front of his big, bad, Daddy Cock and begging for more.

I can’t stop. I need his Cock. My will is lost.

Other boys are still disgusting. They're just boys. They're weak
 .

Daddy is Strong. Daddy is a Real Man
 .

I’m listening to my headphones nonstop. I took them off to talk to Denise but I still hear their hot giggly voice undertones. They’re so good. All I need is a little bit of their melody and I can fill in the blanks. I’ve even started hearing the chants and voices in white noise, like fans running. I’m so fucked
 .

I Love It.

I can’t stop.

I need his Cock.

My will is lost.

She can tell I’m not listening to her. She’s used to it. I’ve made no bones about the kind of scum I think she is. I lead the brigade that makes fun of her “above average” efforts during practice. As if that shit flies—only spectacular
 bodies will do for Daddy.

Daddy deserves only
 spectacular. Only
 perfect. Only
 amazing.

Daddy’s so
 good.

“I saw you outside his room yesterday.”

I shrug. “So?”

“So? I saw...I saw what you did
 , Chanel! I saw you...with your fingers...in there!”

She’s such a prude she can’t even say pussy. I laugh.

“So?”

She’s aghast. “So? So you can be expelled for having, you know...a relationship
 with a teacher!”

“What? No. I wish. We only made out a little.”

“Made out?” Denise looks stunned, like the stupid cow she is. “Like, as in, you kissed him?”

“Well, he kissed me, and then I kissed him. He kissed me first. He pretty much forced his way on me.” I sigh happily. “He’s a real man.”

“That’s...Chanel.” She shakes her head. “He’s taking advantage of you. I have to report this. Is that why you’ve been zoning out on your headphones so much? Has he damaged you?”

“It has nothing to do with that.” I’m adamant. I know it has everything to do with that. I don’t care. I’m so happy he’s fucked my mind. He runs my life. It’s so good. “Mind your own business.”

“If we have a professor
 who is sexually assaulting
 our students, that’s definitely my
 business, whether you like it or not. You should let me see those headphones.”

She reaches toward the headphones on my neck and I snatch my head back.

“As if. Why?”

“I’m worried. I’ve seen other girls starting to wear them and they're missing practice too. I saw Ms. Radcliffe
 wearing them. I’m worried there’s...something on them.”

Oh, there is
 . And I’ve leveled up
 , and she’s not jumping to my
 fucking level just because she wants my place in Daddy’s Harem.

“Don’t worry, then. It’s all fine. Mind your own business. Don’t be such a busybody.”

She crosses her arms one more time. “Chanel. Seriously.”

“Denise. Seriously.”

I’m bigger than her. Stronger. She’s stupid if she thinks she can take anything from me. A stupid, stupid cow.

“I’m going to expose him,” she says. “He can’t do this. This is wrong.”

She reaches toward me, trying to take my headphones away from me. Of course I knock her hands away. Several things happen all at once. She loses her balance just slightly on top of the stairs when I push her back. I see that she’s right in front of the stairs; I know that it’s the end of the day and I saw the Headmistress leave already. I know that the janitor squad won’t be back until morning.

I know from practice that Denise really, really
 doesn’t know how to fall.

She makes a little half-smile—holy shit, fine, I’ll back off, I shouldn’t have touched you—and I make an executive decision.

I push her square in the chest and send her head over heels backward down the hard stone steps. I see her land at several awkward angles.

“Moo moo, you fucking cow.”

There's a lot of blood. She looks bad. Her face “broke” her fall. I'm really fucking wet. I've never ruined anyone, never fucked anyone over
 , this directly before. 

I stand at the top of the stairs, triumphant. Watching with a brilliant sneer on my face; I did it all for Daddy.

There are tears in my eyes. I’m pretty sure they’re tears of happiness. I’m so fucked up; I’ve probably crippled Denise and it makes me feel warm and gooey inside because I know I did it for him.


Even more than that—I wanted
 to do it.

I wanted to hurt her.

I like hurting people.

And I know Daddy
 will understand.

* * * * *
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A
 FEW MINUTES LATER
 , I’m in Daddy’s room again. I’ve slid up on the front of his desk and turned my body sideways toward him, posing with my long torso and heavy tits in my tiny dress. He can see all the way up to my crotch, where I’m not wearing any panties at all. My heels click happily on the wood of his desk.

“You threw her off the stairs?” he repeats back to me.

“I pushed her. I didn’t pick her up. I mean it’s my fault she’s there bleeding, but let’s call it what it is.”

“She’s still there?”

“Yes. Bleeding out, probably. She wanted to hurt you, Daddy. So I hurt her.”

He shifts at his desk uncomfortably. He’s clearly turned on. I hear a moaning and a thud.

I realize suddenly what’s happening. He’s fucking someone’s face. Someone who isn’t me
 . What the fuck? After all the trouble I went through to fucking probably murder
 someone for him? Am I not good enough?

I whip around his desk, ignoring his protests.

“Hold on. Chanel. Wait...”

I see Kitty on her knees, in a hot red minidress and heels, sucking off Marc. He’s fucking her face so hard he’s nearly off his chair entirely. I breathe in, ready to react.

“Wait
 ,” he says.

And—I don’t know how or why—but I wait.

“Continue your story,” he says.

“Wh-what?”

“Tell me about how you hurt the girl.” He’s guiding Kitty’s head up and down his massive Cock. Really, he’s masturbating using her head like a fleshlight. It’s really fucking hot to see. Kitty is so pretty and his Cock is amazing. “Tell Daddy how much you care about him. I want to know.”

“Well...” I gulp. I don’t think I was expecting this.

“You are a good girl, aren’t you, Chanel?”

I preen. “Yes
 , Daddy.”

“And didn’t you push that bitch for me?”

“Oh yes
 , Daddy.”

“Then tell me all about it. Tell me what you want to do for Daddy.”

“Oh.”

I feel my cunt vibrating; I’m so close to cumming. He more than just doesn’t care
 that I hurt Denise; he’s excited
 by it!

O. M. G.

I'm more honest than I've ever been with anyone. “I want to hurt people. All the time. I always have. I like hurting them physically almost as much as I like hurting them emotionally. I like that how pretty I am fucks them up.”

He rams his cock into Kitty’s throat. I swear to fucking god I can nearly see it bulge through the back of her head he fucks into her so hard at that. He loves
 that. He loves
 that I love how pretty I am—that I’ve weaponized it.

“I mean, what am I supposed to say?” I continue. “It’s like I’m supposed to apologize all the time for just being born better than them. I’m sexier. I’m completely
 sexier. I’m completely
 better. I’m naturally
 better at everything they’re trying
 to do. And what, I’m supposed to not
 notice? I’m supposed to not
 say anything? I’m not a fucking coward
 , Daddy. I’m gorgeous
 . I’m amazing
 .”

“And I own you.”

“And you
 own me,” I agree, smiling brilliantly. “So, fuck
 people. You clearly don’t care. You’re so fucking bad. I love it, Daddy. I don’t like
 people. Most of them are just things to me. Things or obstacles or trophies. Kitty is a trophy. I picked her because she’s pretty and because I can fuck with her head really easy.”

“I noticed. She’s terrified of you.”

“She ought to be. I could ruin her life with a few sentences.”

“Now I can too. What do you think about that, Chanel?”

“I...” my pussy pulses with hot, sweet emotion. “I think Daddy Deserves whatever he wants.”

“Good girl, Chanel.”

I have to hold myself. I’m wracked with hot warmth I’ve never felt before. Is this what true love feels like? I fucking hope so. I’ve read about it for so long...will I finally feel it for myself?

“Daddy? I don’t want to not touch you anymore. Can I come touch you?”

He nods and waves me over. I slide onto his lap and hold Kitty’s head on his Cock. Her eyes are glazed over. She’s deep in the Headphone Zone.

“We can fuck her up however you like, Chanel.”

He kisses my neck, his hands sliding up my shirt.

“We can make her believe you’re her sister. We can make her believe I’m her Daddy too. She can be your best friend or your worst enemy.”

“I don’t like that. The enemy part. I want to fuck with her head, but not like that.”

“That’s fine,” he says. “Just an example. That’s the power we have now.”

“We?”

“I’d like to share it with the most gorgeous girl at school,” he says. “The one who’s so in love with me she’s willing to murder for me.”

“It’s not just that,” I explain. “I’ve always been willing to murder. To hurt. To kill. I—”

“I know, sweetheart. You just needed the right man to tell you how to focus your rage. Didn’t you? It’s good for you to feel angry. You are
 superior to them. You’re just not superior to me, are you?”

“No, Daddy.”

“You’re my little pet, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“You’re my murderous little enslaving fuckpet who is all too happy to fuck up other girls’ minds for me, aren’t you, babe?”

“Yes
 , Daddy.”

Oh, he gets
 it! He truly gets it! I’m so fucking enamored. So lucky. Oh my god. I’m breathing hard. My heavy, amazing tits are pushing hard against his chest.

“You look like you want to say something, Chanel.”

“I want to fuck you, Daddy. I want you to be my first.”

I slide my dripping wet cunt over Kitty’s head, rubbing myself on her pretty mindfucked skull. My dress rips open. I need him; he’s all that is Man. All that is Cock. I need him so fucking much.

“Please,” I insist. “You’re so fucking handsome. You know everything. Please. Please, fuck me?”

He kisses me long and deep—kisses me like a real fucking man. Kisses me like he knows he owns me, because he does. He kisses me with our tongues melding together, with a love so deep and real and dark that if it were put on display in a museum it would fucking murder the faint of heart.

Every bad thing I’ve done, every terrible deed, every thing that would have gotten me thrown in prison except no one wanted to believe I did it because I’m so gorgeous and talented—it was all for him.

I got rid of my parents with a fire when they started asking too many questions. And I know now I did it just for him.

I’m a bad girl just for him.

All my money, all my wealth, all my beauty, all my talent—it exists just for him.

I exist just for him.

I don’t need the headphones to tell me that anymore. I understand it completely. I believe it completely.

I don’t need his headphones to want to fuck up Kitty’s head. I don’t need mind control to want to be an evil bitch.

All I needed to be mind controlled for was so I really understood, really completely got
 , how to be his
 evil bitch.

I was always evil. Always terrible. Always going to murder someone else. Always going to make others pay for what I want—because there’s no way to be as rich and gorgeous and talented as I am without needing
 to punish others for not being the same.

All I needed to be taught was how to be his.
 It was the last piece of the puzzle.

And as I push Kitty’s head off his premium, perfect Cock and slide my wet, aching pussy down onto his length, cockhead pushing insistently at my slippery and needy entrance, I moan and shudder in his ear.

“I love you, Master.”

He likes
 that. He surges inside of me, feeling almost none of the virginal resistance I have there. My hymen shatters from his Cock and my pussy sends a thunderously hot orgasm up my spine.

That’s not how it’s supposed to work. It’s supposed to be painful.

But he fucked my mind so much that now I can only feel his Cock as pleasure—insane, long, thick, and pounding.

And he pounds me so fucking hard. My orgasm is just the first chip to fall in a stack of thousands. His thick, strong hands fit tight around my waist and rocket me up and slam me down, fucking me mercilessly hard against his meat. He’s so fucking big
 . I can feel him almost in my chest. I feel full, fulfilled, for the first time in my life.

From the way he started after I call him Master, I figure he must like that so
 much more than Daddy. So I keep calling him that.

“Fuck me, Master,” I moan. “Fuck me, Master
 . Fuck me harder! Make me pregnant! Make me fucking pregnant
 , Master!”

“Fuck yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck. You’re such a good slave. Such a good slave for Master.”

I love that word. Love slave
 . Loveslave. That’s me. I’m his loveslave. I’m his loveslave fuckpet for life. I love the way it makes his Cock pulse inside me when he thrusts upward.

Kitty is right next to us, brainwashed. Mindfucked. Completely gone. Eyes open but blank. I take Master’s hand and guide it over to her throat. He pumps into me harder. He loves it—loves that I want it.

“Yeah?” he squeezes his hand around her throat. “You want me to choke her?”

I wrap my hands around his and squeeze harder, until Kitty is turning purple. “I want us
 to choke her.”

“Fuck.” He can barely keep a grip on my hips, he’s bouncing me so hard. “Fuck. Fuck, Chanel
 ...”

And he cums inside of me. It’s so beautiful. We keep choking Kitty until it’s obvious she’s going to pass out, and then I/We let go only because we kiss madly, lips intermingling, my orgasm-laden voice one long string of “I love you, Master. I love only you. Only You! Only You! I love you, Master!”

When finally the moment passes, Kitty is moaning, cumming uncontrollably on the ground, her color returning to her. She’ll have bruises for days.

Nnnf. Good. The bitch will have to learn who’s in charge of her.

“I didn’t think you were going to let go of her,” he says.

“Neither did I.”

“Maybe next time you won’t.”

I raise an eyebrow. “And lose out on a perfectly hot slave to suck Your Cock with, Master?”

“I can always find another. I’m really good at it, you know.”

I melt into him again, kissing him madly, more long rounds of how badly and intently I love him. He’s so fucking perfect. He knows just
 what to say.

“I’m surprised at you,” he says, when we finally break. He leans down and slowly takes the headphones off Kitty’s head. “I didn’t tell you to do any of this evil shit. That’s all you.”

He could be orchestrating this whole conversation—could have put the dialogue into my head to play it all out in front of him like a video game quick save; fucking my mind and re-fucking my mind until I say it exactly how he wants.

That’s part of what makes it so hot—I have no idea what’s truly my
 will and what’s his
 will. That means I have no control, no responsibility, and no apologies.

“You don’t like it?” I raise a perfect eyebrow.

“I love it. I knew I brainwashed the most gorgeous
 girl here. I just didn’t know I brainwashed the most evil
 girl, that’s all.”

“You’re mindfucking girls left and right.” I drag a finger down his chest. God, I want to fuck him again already.
 “You’re pretty evil yourself.”

He smiles and kisses my neck. I love the way he grabs my hair and pulls me where he wants me.

“I guess we’re a good match, then. I don’t think I would have even thought to fuck your mind into being an evil pet for me.”

I bite my lip, making big eyes at him. “Does that mean you won’t fuck my mind anymore? Because...Master? I kind of like it.”

That excites him. His cock surges to life against the folds of my pussy. He’s such a man; so fucking ready to go again already. I giggle with delight. Kitty moans upward, starting to kiss and drag her tits along his calves.

“Just promise me one thing,” I ask, earnest as I push my tits against his chest. His cock spurts precum around my thighs. Ungh. I love him.

“What’s that?”

“Don’t ever make me a good girl.”

He pushes his hard, straining cock back inside my pussy—now completely claimed by him. “Never.”

# # #
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Hypno Headphones – The Headmistress
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I
 giggle stupidly and
 moan as my new Master’s Cock slaps against my face. He likes bringing me down; likes humiliating me.

We’re on the floor of an office that belongs to him. There’s me, him, and a few of his favorites. The favorites wear delectable lingerie in pink and white and get to cling to his body with sliding thighs and urging, moaning grasps and slick tight wet young eighteen year-old pussies. Their hands roam up and down his body, centering all around his massive Cock, his Beacon of Masculinity. Cum drips and leaks from it, spilling everywhere. Spilling all over me.

I’m naked before him, of course. I’m too stupid for clothes. I’m too stupid for a lot of things now.

Other girls he’s taken don’t know that he’s their new
 Master. I do, though. He wants me to know, wants me to remember.

He wants me in my place.

When this started, I thought it was almost like a game. I thought I could control him, manipulate him until I got what I wanted.

But I was wrong—so wrong.

It’s not a game anymore. It’s life and death.

“Come on, dummy,” he grips me by the hair, lifting me up and over to his Cock. “Do your job. Do what you were made for.”

I giggle again—my brain is so stupid
 now—and slide my lips down on his massive shaft. The other girls around us coo and gasp in jealousy. They all wish they could be as dumb as I am, as completely brainfucked and empty.

It’s life and death because serving Master’s Cock is my life now and my mind is completely dead, thanks to him.

He made me so stupid. I’ll never have to think again.

* * * * *
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M
 ARC ASTOR STRUTS INTO
 my office. Like a cat left in a house with open jugs of unspoiled milk, lanky and sliding between all the options, not a care in the world, he walks in and sits down. He's quite tall and muscular and wears stylish charcoal gray suit pants and a tight button-up blue shirt. The dramatic lines of his biceps and pectorals are extremely visible. It’s the end of the day and he’s left his coat in his own office, probably thinking this would only take a moment.

Blue eyes stare back at me. Probably thinking I’m barely worth his time
 .

I hate him. I can’t stand
 him. He makes me feel so stupid
 .

“What’s this about, Headmistress?”

“You needn’t be so formal,” I say. “Ms. Lexington will do fine.”

This is a prestige dancing school, one of the top in the world. And, appropriately, we advertise as being at
 the top of the world, located in the alps. Our grounds are state-of-the-art when it comes to everything from instruction to heating. My office is a robust 78 degrees and even so I feel a bit chilly most days, which is why I’m wearing a dark brown sweater and tights.

As he came in, I was adjusting some papers on my desk. A show to make myself look busy. In actuality, I’ve been preparing for this confrontation all day. In fact, I’ve been anxious
 about it—anxious about even waiting this long. What if he does what he does all day while I wait?

He probably has been! The pig.

But there’s no choice. I don’t want anyone else around on campus. I need to be able to corner him.

“Ms. Lexington. What’s this about?”

“Do you really have to ask?” I push a long blond lock of hair out of my eyes.

He gestures slightly with his hands. “The weather?”

There was a blizzard over the weekend and the roads are out; we’re all stuck here at the school with each other. No one can go in or out. That’s partly how I noticed the problem.

“You’re going to talk to me about headphones, Mr. Astor.”

“Headphones?”

“The ones you’ve been handing out on this campus like candy. The ones that are changing our students. My
 students. My girls.”

He looks at me, confused. If I didn’t have solid proof he was doing what I’m going to say he is, I would have believed his expression. He’s clearly practiced in deceit. I can’t believe he fooled me. I hired him, and now he’s done this to my girls...and it’s all my fault.

He can’t get away with this.

I mean, he won’t
 get away with this.

“I can’t imagine I know what you mean, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington.”

He needs to be kept in his place. I’m sure this is how he works. Slowly working down the morals of these innocent girls. Start with calling them “babe” or “sweetheart” or “dearie,” and the next thing you know, she’s completely corrupt and doing whatever he says just because he’s the only man on campus. I won’t have it!

“Of course. Ms. Lexington. I’ve handed out a few pairs of headphones for studying. They’re specially designed to help with instruction. But they’re expensive. I don’t have enough to just give to everyone.”

“Oh? Then why is the entire student body wearing them?”

I turn my monitor and show him pictures. I have a folder collected. Girl after girl, class after class, all wearing headphones. Even some of the teachers are wearing them!

All the girls on campus are dancers. Even the teachers—even me
 —we’re all dancers or have been. I contribute every year in the winter festival dance, which they’ve been preparing now for a month. I’ll have a five minute section to myself; I’m not worried about it. I stay fit and make regular, daily visits to the studio where I keep flexible and taut.

It was coming out of the studio the other day, just as the blizzard hit us, when I became suspicious. I saw Mr. Astor talking with a student there after hours—Chanel Toro, one of our prized and most promising dancers.

If a collection of the world’s best dancers came together to make the ideal female form for dancing—the most flawless, capable, gifted body and mind imaginable for what we do—they would have created Chanel. Her every single muscle is strong and lithe, graceful and competent. Her body is tall and narrow, thin
 , her neck elongated, her breasts high and perky and perfectly poised. She has long, thick dark hair and smoldering dark eyes that could burn the paint off walls. Her face features high cheekbones and drastically hollow cheeks, with smooth porcelain skin that seems almost synthetic it’s so flawless.

That it was after hours, which was strange enough. But then I saw him touching her cheek. I saw her moan and bite her lip—and then I saw them seeing me. I turned away, not wanting to start a scene and not even quite sure
 of what I saw—but it was enough for me to investigate.

Chanel Toro is exceptionally beautiful, even among our class of girls, all of whom are explicitly beautiful. It is, more or less, a requirement for entry here. This is an aesthetic, appearance-based art after all. And there’s something odd and shockingly invasive
 about all of them just listening to whatever he’s got on those headphones all the time.

I point at the monitor, flipping through pictures. “Do you see?”

“I see...some
 girls wearing the headphones I’ve prescribed, yes. But a lot of those are just headphones you can buy anywhere. Those there,” he points to one student. “Those have a brand logo on them. I’m at fault for...girls listening to music?”

“You know as well as I do that they’re not listening to music, Mr. Astor.”

“Then what are they listening to?”

“I...”

I don’t quite
 know. I just have a good idea. I change the subject.

“More pictures. Look at our students. Look at how they’re dressed.”

“Yes?”

I notice him looking. He can’t not. Each girl is chosen to be at this school for her physical fitness. They’re also all quite young; the youngest are eighteen years of age. So they’re beautiful and fit and long-limbed and encouraged to wear their hair long so that any recruiters who see them can imagine them for whatever roles they may want. If my breasts hadn’t come in as large as they did, a late growth-spurt, I might have been recruited myself.

“They’re wearing skirts! High heels! Sweaters with the cleavage exposed!”

“They’re adults, Ms. Lexington. They’re welcome to dress however they like, aren’t they?”

“They’re mostly dancers! I grew up with dancers. Trained
 with dancers. This isn’t
 how they dress—like they’re on the cover of fashion magazines competing for the attention of boys! Boys who aren't here
 , by the way. Boys who would just be you
 .”

“I'm hardly a boy, Ms. Lexington.”

“I'm well aware of that. Four weeks ago, look. Here. I have more pictures.”

I show him. The same girls, wearing completely different outfits.

“You see? Yoga pants. Sweats. Tights. Jeans
 , for god’s sake. But now, even over the last few days when it’s been freezing outside, they’re still wearing skirts. I’ve hardly seen
 a pair of pants other than on myself since you’ve shown up here! ”

“That’s too bad. You would fill out a nice skirt very nicely, Ms. Lexington.”

“Excuse
 me?”

He holds up a hand. “Let me see if I can get this straight. You’ve been collecting images of the girls—er, students—of this school, yes? You have before and after images. They’re wearing headphones and suddenly have a fashion sense. And you’ve compiled this theory or whatever it is...and I’m the one to blame? I’m the one with some kind of problem?”

“Don’t turn this around on me. I know what you’ve done
 , Mr. Astor. I have proof
 .”

“Proof of what?”

“Proof of conspiracy! Proof that you are taking advantage of our students! Do you see?”

Time to pull out the big guns.

I show him video I took two days ago. My breath is hot and ragged. I’ve seen it before. Numerous times. I had to watch it over and over again to get it right. At first, I couldn’t believe what I saw. I’ve had to see it this many times now just to inoculate my brain to it.

In my suspicions, I put up hidden cameras to watch Chanel around campus. To see if I could catch her and Marc in the act.

What I found was so much more despicable and terrible than just a tryst between a student and a teacher.

He’s controlling
 the girls somehow! And not just the girls, either. Teachers too.

We watch, together, footage from Ms. Radcliffe’s office just a thirty-six hours ago. She teaches calculus; a shapely brunette with probably the longest legs of any of the dancers on staff. Marc enters and walks around, casually. He doesn’t know he’s being watched. He tips over some of her pictures. Like a callous teenager. He pulls out a heavy bottle of liquor from her cabinet—which she should not
 have on campus, I have to remember to write her a citation for that—and pours himself a quick, stiff drink and then pours a little bit into her coffee. Then, shrugging, he pours in a lot more.

When Ms. Radcliffe comes in, she looks hot and bothered. Her hair is in a tussle. Her blouse buttoned up all the wrong ways. Buttons criss-crossing over. Her fingers sliding all over her skirt. Her waist so tiny; like a barbie doll. She backs into her office, not seeing Marc there. Pushes herself against the door, spreads her legs, and starts fingering her pussy.

There’s no sound in the video, but it’s clearly loud.

“Should we really be watching this?” Marc asks.

“You already did. Don’t try to hold the moral high ground with me.”

He does watch. I see him shifting his bulge as he does in the video. This monster is getting hard
 . Bile fills my throat. I want to kill him.

Finally, after Ms. Radcliffe very clearly cums and screams, her tight gorgeous dancer body wracked with pleasure, he clears his throat.

She tries to beg off, to explain herself. She oscillates between outrage and arousal. She’s clearly turned on that he’s there. He hands her a cup of the spiked coffee and gestures for her to sit down.

“Do you want to know what we were talking about?” he asks me.

“No.”

“It was about a student. That’s why she was so...disturbed.”

“I don’t care. Watch.”

“I know what’s happening. I know what’s going to happen. Vivian, can’t we talk about this?”

Some fear has struck his voice. Good. “No. And it’s Ms. Lexington.”

He sighs. “Yes, ma’am.”

As he talks to Ms. Radcliffe, he holds out a pair of his headphones. She gulps her coffee down—seemingly not minding the heavy alcohol content—and almost lunges for them. It’s clearly not the first time she’s seen them; there’s relief on her beautiful face. Three seconds after she has them on, she’s pushing between his legs, unzipping his pants, and revealing a monster-sized cock to jack off and wrap her plush, warm lips around.

“I could expose you,” I say. “Like you exposed her. Like you’ve no doubt done to countless
 students here.”

“I think the number could easily be counted. This school isn’t that big.”

“I could
 do that,” I’ve practiced this speech, he can’t stop me now. “But that would make me look bad. Hiring you in the first place.”

He appears to visibly relax. “All right.”

I hear him grunting as he watches himself being blown by what is clearly some kind of drunk, mind-altered instructor. In the video, the door opens. Chanel Toro walks in. So utterly gorgeous. An evil smile on her face. It’s like her mask has been taken off; that’s the same wicked smile she flashed at me when I saw her and Marc together after my time in the studio.

Her grades had a sharp spike downward recently, and she had been missing a lot of practice—which is required for every student, every day. Previously, she was my best
 student until Mr. Astor arrived, which up until I saw this video I had assumed was coincidence.

She struts toward Marc and kisses him long and slow. She’s not bothered in the slightest by the kneeling figure between his knees. In fact, she puts a hand on Ms. Radcliffe’s head and guides it up and down as she slowly french-kisses her scandalous lover.

I pause the video there, but there’s much more. I’ve seen it all several times. Chanel ends up sitting on top of Ms. Radcliffe’s head as she grinds her body into Marc’s, making out madly with him while Ms. Radcliffe slowly and obediently sucks, apparently not noticing anything except for the sound between her headphones.

“That’s who Ms. Radcliffe was all hot and bothered about,” he says. “If you were wondering.”

“I told you, I don’t care.”

“Aubrey has fallen for Chanel, hard. She’s obsessed with her. She calls her Mistress. Do you want to know what she calls me?”

“I. Don’t. Care
 .”

There’s little wonder about being hot and bothered about Chanel Toro. I’m as straight as a board and even my
 mind has drifted to her more than it should. She’s the kind of beauty who lights up a room; puts all eyes on herself and makes thoughts go blank.

“If you’re not going to expose me,” he says, “then what’s your solution?”

He's still giving me that milk-lapping cat smile.

“First, you’re going to...un
 do whatever you’ve done. To Chanel. To Ms. Radcliffe. To everyone else. You’ve done it, and so you can undo it.”

His smile persists. “Yes. I can. What else?”

“You’re going to pay me.”

This catches him off-guard. “Pay you?”

“To keep quiet.”

He’s an asshole, and I can’t afford to have the full display of his asshole-ness out in the public world. This school relies on privacy
 . The parents and families sending their children here expect their girls to be trained in exclusion and to perfection
 . If they are compromised like this—like what he’s done—it could ruin the school.

So, having him pay to keep himself out of jail is an insurance policy for me. As long as he’s paying, I know he’ll keep it secret.

“You don’t really pay me that much, Ms. Lexington.”

“You can control minds, can’t you? You’ll figure something out.”

He laughs. “I see. You don’t have a problem with what I do unless it affects your school, is that it?”

“That’s it.”

He looks me up and down for a moment. I hate his gaze.

“I don’t suppose I could trick you into wearing the headphones yourself, could I?”

“Of course not. I’m not stupid
 . Don’t talk to me like I’m stupid.”

“Just a joke. Of course you’re not stupid. I apologize, Vivian.”

“Ms. Lexington
 .”

“Mm.” He nods. “You know, I prefer Vivian.”

“I don’t care what you prefer. Do we have a deal or not?”

“We do. Here. I’ll even show you what I use to deprogram girls. I’ve prepared for this eventuality. They won’t remember a thing. They’ll remember...a brilliant school experience to tell all their rich friends about. You’ll have students forever. Do you want to see it?”

“Yes. Yes, of course I do. I’m not stupid. I have to see it to know you’re serious.”

He pulls out a small card from his coat pocket. It’s black and white. Or is it white and black? There are diamonds and rhomboids all along the surface. No, it’s spirals...spirals and stars...

“Do you see? Take a closer look. As smart as you are, you won’t understand it unless you’re looking really rather close. Zoom in, Vivian.”

Zoom in, he says. Like I’m a camera.

I try to roll my eyes, but I can’t. Instead, I feel my vision roll with the spirals...

But they’re not spirals anymore. They’re like...triangles? But no, it’s stars again. Stars and circles. Or is it pentagrams?

“Zoom in closer. Really look. You must be close to seeing it. Or are you stupid?”

“Not...stupid...” I say, dumbly.

I look closer. He must be right. His voice sounds
 right. I must be very close to seeing it.

I zoom in.

I zoom
 .

I...

I...

I have to see...

I have to listen
 ...

I have to...

Have to learn...


* * * * *
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“Y
 OU’RE MUCH DUMBER
 than I thought you would be, Vivian. This is going to take a while.”

His voice brings me back out of the warm place. The pink
 place. The pulsing place. I turn my head, groggy, noticing that I’m sitting in my office still.

I’m no longer behind my desk. Now Marc is behind my desk, like he’s in charge of the school. The headmaster.

Headmaster
 .


Master
 .

Ungh.

My seat is all sticky, like I’ve been dripping from my pussy. I know that’s crazy though. I don’t ever have sexual thoughts at work.

On the desk, my monitor is still playing the footage of Marc and Chanel fucking while Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—worships his balls. He’s watching it out of the corner of the eye.

I can’t help but watch too. Before, I remember thinking it was disgusting. Beyond pornographic. Like a picture of some relatives having sex—it was that disgusting to me.

But now I look at it and I’m fascinated. The smooth, beautiful lines of Chanel’s exceptional body. Marc’s strong hands up and down her form. God, he’s strong
 ...

“Do you see?” he says. “You’re not even paying attention now. I’m trying to explain to you how we’re going to get your girls un-brainwashed, and you can’t even pay attention. Vivian, I’m worried about how dumb you are.”

“I’m not dumb
 ,” I say, automatically feeling bad about contradicting him. “I’m just...I’m a little distracted. You showed me...something...”

He shakes his head. “I didn’t show you anything. We’ve been having this conversation for nearly an hour. I’ve been detailing all my plans for you, letting you know that you’re in charge. I’ve shown you how we’re going to help the girls. But you keep zoning out.”

Do I? It’s so hard to tell. I feel so empty inside. My head feels so fuzzy.

There’s a soft schlucking sound. At first I think it’s the air conditioning. But why is it coming from under his desk...?

“I’m not zoning out. I’m trying to concentrate. You’re telling me a lot.”

His smile is pure condescension. “It’s not that much, honey. You’re just not up for it. I was afraid of this.”

I stamp my foot. “Don’t talk
 to me like that. I’m not...not your ‘honey!’ I am in charge
 of this school and you are an employee
 of mine!”

“An employee you really want to fuck.”

“I...I, what?”

I gasp, feeling a flush crawl up my cheeks and forehead. My entire body taut.

“You want to fuck me, Vivian. You clearly do. You’ve been flirting with me this whole session. I think that’s why you can’t concentrate. You’re dumb for me.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“No.” I shake my head. “I’m not...I’m not dumb
 .”

“You’re pretty dumb,” he says again.

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

That schlocking, slurping sound picks up. It sounds like it’s coming from his side of the office.

“I’m not
 attracted to you,” I insist. Lying. “This is...this is...something is happening. Did you do something to me?”

I stand up, trying to gain my bearings. Arousal oozes down my thighs and drips down onto my plush carpet. I feel woozy.

I’m not wearing my pants anymore, I realize. I had pants on, and they’re gone now. That’s why my seat is sticky. My blouse is working like a dress.

A really short, pussy-juice-soaked dress.

Marc doesn’t seem to mind that I don’t have pants on.

If he doesn’t mind, it’s no big deal.

He decides.

I moan softly. It’s like there’s someone else in my head, making me moan, making me pulse.


“If you’re not attracted to me,” he says, “then why have you only stared at either me—the guy you want to fuck so bad you’re dripping all over that seat—and the footage you
 made of me fucking other women?”

I shake my head. “This is crazy. This isn’t how it was supposed to go...”

“You made this footage,” he points at the screen where he’s brilliantly fucking the tight, fertile body of Chanel into a wall, knocking over books and knick-knacks of Ms. Radcliffe’s office. “I didn’t make it. You studied it. For hours, I bet. It didn’t stick with you? You didn’t fantasize about my cock in your
 body instead of Chanel’s? You didn’t have any curiosity about what those headphones would do for you?”


Cock
 .

That word really fucks me up.

Cock. Inside me. Inside Chanel.


Cock
 .

Inside other girls. Any girl he wants.


Cock
 .

Big. Long. Thick. Thick especially. Pumping fertile bodies full of virile seed.


Cock
 .

Inside my thoughts. Inside my head.

Cock. Cock. Cock.

“Yes,” he says. “Cock. My cock.”

I’m drooling, I realize. I wipe it away and shake my head. “I said that out loud?”

He nods, smiling. There’s moaning under the desk. I think I’ve figured out what’s happening there. As I walk over, Marc just smiles at me.

Between his legs is Chanel Toro. She’s come into the office at some point. When? How did I miss her?

Her outfit is amazing. A tight denim skirt, expensive Wolford tights, thigh-high suede boots, and a leather jacket. No top—just her amazing, big, beautiful tits stuffed inside a leather jacket. The kind of look only a truly bad girl can get away with.

She’s worshiping his Cock. Rubbing her gorgeous face all over it. Fucking his hot spit-lubed shaft between her incredible jawline and her hand and then into her mouth and then slurping down and groaning eagerly as he fucks her throat. Then she slides out, jacks him softly, slowly, and with pure love. Whispering soft words of adoration and prayer to his Cock.

“You're so
 good...so
 strong...oh.”

She looks at me and sneers.

The look is pure evil. She would be delighted to murder me just to make her Man hard. She hates me to my core
 . It scares me, some, the depth of her emotions for me, for him.

But one feeling overtakes me, even harder than the instant lust and fear: jealousy
 .

I’m jealous of her place between his legs. With his Cock
 .

His Cock.

When I look up again at Marc, he’s holding a pair of headphones in his hands.


Mouth on His Cock
 .

“You’re too dumb to do what she’s doing, Vivian.”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

“I’m...too dumb?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I’m so fucking turned on. I haven’t stopped dripping all over the carpet.

“Way too dumb. The only way you’ll get smart enough to suck me off like she’s doing is to use my headphones.”

Suck Him off.

Suck.

Him.

Off.

I shake my head. “N-no. They’re bad. You’re using them...to...”

“To make girls smart enough to suck my cock. Like Chanel’s doing. Like you want to do.”

Suck His Cock.

I’m so fucking turned on I nearly drop to my knees right there. But somehow I hold strong. I gather my hands around my big tits, holding myself, shaking my head.

“No. This is wrong. You’re doing something to me. To us. I can feel...I can feel you in my brain! I won’t let you. I’ll expose you!”

“And then you’ll expose the school. You’ll lose everything.”

“I’m already
 losing everything!” I stamp my foot again. “I’m losing my mind. Nothing is worth this. I-I-I—”

I try to run. I try to turn and run and get out. I know that I could—I would have made it. He wouldn’t have been able to stop me with Chanel riding his Cock with her mouth like she was doing. I would hole up in my penthouse and fix my head. Detox somehow.

But a pair of firm, toned feminine arms wrap around my torso and tackle me to the ground.

“Chanel, please!” I shout. “He’s fucking up your brain! Don’t let him!”

But it’s not Chanel. Twisting, I see Aubrey Radcliffe above me. Her eyes filled with murderous lust, rage, and adoration.

“How dare you try to get away,” she shakes her head. “He only wants to make you smarter. He just wants to fuck your brain until you need to suck his Cock. What's wrong with that?”

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

I struggle and kick but she pins my arms behind me and pushes me around until I’m on my knees.

Marc stands up from his desk and Chanel comes around with him, hanging off his gloriously built body. He takes off the rest of his clothes now, naked. Heavily defined abs. Hard pectorals. Built thighs. Massive shoulders. His Cock so fucking big and hard.

She strokes him and locks her jawline up against his chest and shoulder. Her cunt drags up and down his hip, leaving a wet hot trail; she’s obviously not wearing panties. I’d be surprised if she’s worn any in the past several weeks.

“God, you’re dumb,” says Chanel. “’Here’s my brilliant plan! I’ll tell a mind-controlling evil bastard that I’ll expose him if he doesn’t un-mindfuck all the hot fertile virgins in his possession! I’ll keep it all to myself and trap him in an office! Surely, nothing can go wrong!’ What a fucking maroon. How did you get in charge of a school
 ?”

Shame burns through me. I keep struggling. I have to be able to get away. He can’t get away with this. He can’t
 !

“Can I snap her neck for you, Daddy?” Chanel asks. His Cock pulses in her stroking hands. “I don’t want
 her to be around anymore.”

He shakes his head, and I feel my body de-tense just slightly. At least he doesn’t want me dead. But he will destroy my mind. Is that any better?

“She’ll be gone, one way or the other. She might as well be gone but still around for me to fuck her life up. She’ll be so fucking pregnant and stupid that she won’t know what school is anymore, let alone that she worked at one.”

Aubrey, attached to my body and covering my mouth, moans and hugs me tight. It’s an erotic, aroused hug. I feel her damp cunt pressing into my backside.

Chanel reacts like she’s been given a bouquet of flowers, pulling him in for a hungry kiss. “You’re so romantic, Daddy. I love how bad You are.”

He smiles. “I know.”

I squeal, squirming my mouth away from Aubrey’s grip. “You won’t get away with this. People will know
 . People will talk!
 ”

He comes closer to me. I can smell his Cock. I want it so fucking bad. It’s so big and so hard. Precum spurts all over the front of my clothes. I can feel it on my tits through the fabric. God. Oh God. I want it. I want everything he’s offering. But...but...

Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him. Dumb for Him.

...but it’s so wrong!

“You’re the only one who could have stopped me,” he says. “And you’re too fucking dumb to do it right. Sorry, sweetheart. I win. Evil wins.”

Chanel’s jacking him harder than ever now, breathing hot, obviously cumming at his triumph, his bragging at beating me.

He holds a card over his Cock. It looks so familiar. There’s...stars. No, spirals. Squares and diamonds. There’s...

Circles?

I have to look at it; I don’t have a choice.

I have to zoom in
 ...

I barely notice as the headphones in his other hand are shoved down over my ears.

And I barely notice...

I barely notice...

I barely...

I...

I barely...

I barely think
 ...

I’m too dumb
 to think.

I’m too dumb.

I’m so. Fucking. Stupid.

* * * * *
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“G
 OD, YOU’RE
 so
 big,” Chanel moans. “How are you so
 big?”

“Genetics.”

“Nnnf. I know I say it a lot.”

“You do.”

“But you’re so
 big. I didn’t think cock could be
 this big.”

My head slowly comes back online, listening to Chanel talk to Daddy. I mean Daddy. His name is Daddy, not Daddy.

Oh. Oh my. I’m all fucked up, aren’t I?

They’re sitting behind my desk. She’s on his lap, curled up next to him, rubbing her head against his neck and shoulders. Her thick mane of dark hair slides up and down his body as she slowly and deliberately strokes his Cock. He’s moved the chair up on a tipped-over bookshelf of mine, placing it deliberately higher so that anyone in the office can see the women serving him. He’s completely naked. His body is stunning. Mouth-watering. Scintillating abs and thick, powerful thighs, hard pectorals and brilliantly pumped biceps. Aubrey is at his feet servicing his balls and I’m terribly jealous of her. Of Chanel. Of them both.

I want their spots. I want to suck him, service him, submit to him.


Submit to Daddy
 .

“Ungh.”

I don’t even notice I’ve moaned until a few seconds later.

“Oh,” says Chanel, sneering at me. “She’s awake.”


Submit
 . Obey. Please
 .

“I want you to walk her through it,” he tells her. “She needs a guiding hand. She’s too dumb to do anything else but obey now.”

That’s right. I am really dumb. I try to tell them I understand how dumb I am.


Submit
 . Obey. Please
 .

Instead I say, “Daadddy...”

I’m touching myself all over, I realize. My hands don’t feel like they belong to me. I’ve torn my top off and am sitting in a disheveled mess of myself. My panties are gone, practically dissolved in a puddle of my juices on the floor. Pants are gone. Just me, sitting mostly naked on a leather chair, my cheeks sticking and squeaking against the material as I continue to look at Daddy and cum and cum and cum for Him
 and look at Daddy. My fingers press hard into my nipples and tweak and tilt them. I’m covered in a deep, hot sweat and shudder with every last breath.

I try again to insist how dumb I am, to let him know I’m on board with him. I’m on their side!


Submit
 . Obey. Please
 .

Instead, again, I say, “Daaaady...”

“That’s right sweetie.” He smiles, guiding Chanel’s perfect mouth down to his Cock. She’s all too happy to comply. “I told you how fucking stupid you were, didn’t I?”

That’s a question and demands an answer. I feel something in my brain open up, an ability to talk.

“Yes
 , Daddy.”

“You didn’t believe me, though, did you?”

Chanel shifts to get between Daddy’s knees so she can stroke her mouth up and down up his cock. She shoves Aubrey away. Like a lioness taking ownership of her kill. Aubrey’s head bangs against the bookshelf throne but Chanel doesn’t seem to care. Aubrey’s motionless except for the twitching of her nervous system. She might be having a seizure. Marc sees it, sees what his chosen one Chanel did for him, did for his Cock, and plants a hand down on the back of Chanel’s head. Holding her head down while he fucks her tight, cunt-like throat.

It turns him on when Chanel is vicious for him.

“You’re such a good slave,” he groans. “Such a real fucking queen for me...my slavequeen.”

Chanel moans her accord, sucking and slurping as hard as she can. His balls are so big that when they tense up, readying for his load, it’s visible even as far away as I am. His abs tighten. Body flushed. He wraps a leg down on Chanel’s back just to hold her there tighter and then grunting, shoots his massive load down her throat. He cums so much that I can see it spilling from Chanel’s mouth even though she’s so pristinely designed to take his big Cock into her body.

When he’s done, she spends several minutes obediently swallowing and licking and swallowing more, cleaning him like an obedient sex-kitten. The sneer and arrogance has left her; she is brimming full of crushing, aching love like a fresh newlywed.

Finally, though, he points at me and gestures for her to do her duty. Chanel stands, wiping the cum from her mouth and then elegantly licking it away. Her tongue is precious and long and pink; I love it. I love everything about her.

She stands me up and takes me to the desk and forces my head down on the table. It bangs hard.

“Oops,” she says, clearly amused at banging my skull into the wood. “Sorry
 ...”

All her arrogance and vanity returns, just like that. Gone only for Him. She knows she can get away with anything with her strong Godlike Master behind her, supporting her every move because of how sexy she is.

That’s so hot
 .

There’s a briefcase near the door of the office. Chanel grabs it and brings it over to the desk and extracts papers from it to place in front of me.

“What...what are?” I ask, drooling.

I know
 I can make smarter sound wordy things with my mouth. But Chanel is just so pretty
 and Daddy is so handsome
 that it’s too hard
 to think of them.

“These are papers detailing your bank accounts,” Chanel points, “the school’s accounts, the school’s leadership, emergency powers in case of crises, a statement declaring how you are unfit to be in charge, and a suicide note.” She winks at me. “Just in case we get tired of you. Which I already am, to be honest.”

So they can take all my money, all my power, all my position, all my responsibility, and then if they feel wicked enough so that they can get rid of me at any time.

“Oh,” I nod. “Thank you! That sounds totally neat.”

I didn’t know that’s how I felt about it until I said it, but now that I have, I have to agree with me! It sounds so totally cool. I don’t want that stuff anyway. I don’t even want to be alive if they’re tired of me.

I sign each paper with Chanel’s hand on mine. Cool air from the A/C kicks on and makes my nipples hard, exposed as they are. Titties like mine should always be on display. I giggle helplessly with the pen because I’ve forgotten some how to write. She has to help me. She’s good to me. I should never complain about anything Chanel does.

Chanel claps her hands when we’re done and turns to Master.

“What do you think, Daddy?”

He considers for a moment. He’s already hard again. God. He must be God.

“I think I want her to suck me off,” he says. Then he holds up the headphones. “And, I think she could use one last session.”

I drop down to my knees obediently, giggling and clapping. “Yay! Thank you, Daddy!”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

I crawl over to him. Chanel helps me, dragging me by the hair and slapping my ass hard. She’s leaving marks and bruises. My whole body will be one big bruise tomorrow if she keeps this up. That’s so hot. She forces me down onto his crotch and slides his hardening Cock through my open, willing lips as the headphones slide down on my ears.

And I Know His Cock.

I Know His Cock.

I Know His...

I Know...

I...

Know...

Nothing.

I know I know nothing at all.

* * * * *
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M
 ASTER’S COCK IS INSIDE
 my mouth!

Master’s Cock!

The ONE Cock!

The TRUE Cock!

The ONLY Cock!

It’s inside
 my mouth!

And not just that, he’s soooo fucking big that he’s inside my throat, too!

And not just like, a little
 inside my throat. He’s deep
 in there. He’s Godly Deep, which makes sense, since he is basically God.

His DeepFucking ThroatBreaking GodCock is so far deep inside me that I can’t even remember the taste of anything else.


His
 taste is sensational. So salty and warm and good
 . I moan and urge him further. I want him to fuck my throat like he fucks Chanel’s cunt. I want it to be brutal and lifechanging. If I’m hospitalized because of how badly and rough he fucks my throat, that’s a success for me. That means Daddy really
 wanted to make me his total and complete fuckslave and just couldn’t hold back.

It’s hard to make sense of my surroundings. Every so often I open my eyes and look up at him just to let him know how fucked he’s made my brain. I’m sure my big blue eyes are glassy and glossy and empty, just like my stupid little brain.

I’m so stupid. I’m so fucking dumb. I’ve never been this happy.

Aubrey is motionless at one side of me. She might be unconscious, she might be dead altogether. That bump she took against the corner of the shelf was pretty nasty. I don’t care because Daddy doesn’t care. Daddy can fuck up any hot babe he likes; one going down because it made his favorite
 happy is just hot for him so it’s hot for me.

All I care about is worshiping his Cock like I should. Like a good girl. Like a good bimbo. If I do it well enough, he might tell me how stupid I am for him again!

“Daadddy...” I moan, licking his shaft.

Chanel and Daddy stop their intense make-out session for a moment, clearly enjoying one another. Just looking in each other’s eyes. They love each other so much. Whatever derision Daddy seems to have for me and the other girls, he doesn’t have it for Chanel. She’s truly his One and Only. He Loves her totally; it’s obvious. I don’t need to be mindfucked to think that—although now that I am mindfucked, I can’t not
 think that.

“And what do we do with her?”

“With Vivian?”

Chanel shoves a knee in my face from her perch on his lap. Another bruise I’ll have tomorrow. I’ll wear it like a badge of honor. There’s so many girls at this school who don’t get bruises from Headmistress Chanel at all.

I’m so lucky to be a student here. I know they could get rid of me at any time and then I wouldn’t be able to have Daddy’s Cock ever!

“Yes. I want you to decide.”

“You’re in charge, Daddy. You decide everything.”

He likes that. They kiss for a long time. I feel their drool slide over my face and I slurp on it and tongue it against His Cock.

“I want you to decide,” he grunts again. I can feel him getting harder as he bosses her around, which is amazing because he already felt hard as steel. “That’s my decision. I want my Queen to make an executive order.”

I feel Chanel’s hand grab the back of my head forcefully. His fingers are so long. So perfectly designed for stroking DaddyMaster’s Cock. I love her so much. She guides me up and down; I do it obediently. I’m too stupid to do anything else. My head and throat is like a Cock-suction device in her hands

“Is she good at that?” she asks.

“Not as good as you.”

“No one is.” He pulses, harder. Loves her arrogance. “Is she acceptable?”

“I’d say much better than acceptable. She is, let’s say, seventy percent of how good you are.”

This praise overwhelms me. I never thought I would hear such kind words in my whole life! I moan against Daddy’s Cock, slurping him down deeper than I ever have. My lips touching his rough, masculine pubic hair. Chanel shoves me deeper against him.

“I want her to choke,” she growls. “I want her to fucking choke. And if she dies right now, then she dies. The only way she gets to serve you is if she can take this.”

I feel the air stripping out of my body. My lungs burn.

“If she can’t handle this, she’s not worthy.”

Even as the air leaves my body, my mouth gets strangely wetter. Drool on overdrive.

“I’ll kill her, Daddy,” Chanel moans. I hope it’s just hot talk, but I don’t know anymore. Actually, I don’t care
 , so long as he’s hard. “I’ll kill her on Your Cock for You. Your Cock will have killed her. That’s so hot.”

Chanel’s rubbing her tight teen cunt into the side of my head. I can feel her clit pushing against my ear. Thighs wrapping around my skull. Holding me tight—choking on his Cock
 with her legs!

She’s getting off by torturing me this way. So fucking evil.

I love her so
 much!

“Cum in her, baby,” she groans to Marc. “Cum in her or I choke her out on your cock. I win either way. You’re such a man. You’re so fucking strong...”

His Cock throbs inside my throat, my esophagus tightening around it. I feel him powering up. He just came a few minutes ago and already he’s ready to go again. He was born for this. A true fucking man. A real
 fucking man.

“You’re a real
 fucking man,” Chanel moans in his ear. “A true
 fucking man. Only you can do this to us. We belong to you. You deserve this...you deserve
 this...”

Like we have a hive mind of worshiping consciousness. I’d giggle if my throat wasn’t full of cock. I try anyway and it just makes me tighten down on his shaft and moan. We do
 have a hive mind—he made sure of it. He’s so fucking good.

“Please cum,” Chanel begs. “Please Daddy? Please, Master?”

Another heavy load of his massive cock shoots down my throat. It’s sticky and hot and fills up my belly. I’ve never been so full before in my whole life. I feel complete—tasting his cum, knowing his cum, filled with his cum. It’s what I was born for.

But there’s so much of it and he just keeps going. I can’t take nearly as much as Chanel can. Maybe, maybe
 seventy percent, but numbers are super hard. Is that like, half?

Gasping, flailing unconsciously, I collapse to the ground. It takes me a few minutes to get my breath back. My lungs and mouth and throat are so fucking sticky
 . As I try to compose myself, above me Chanel is still on Master’s lap. She’s delicately stroking him and whispering in his ear.

“Oh, Daddy,” Chanel moans, “You’re still
 hard. How are you still hard?”

“You know how. Genetics. I was born to take control of you.”

She nods and nods my head on his Cock using her grip. “I do. I just...I’m always so impressed.”

“Good girl.”

Chanel audibly cums at the praise. Her body shaking, writhing, dripping all over his sticky lap. He’s got so much complete control over us. Both of us. But there’s only one he truly cares about, and it’s her. I’m so lucky to be in their presence.

“Now,” he continues. “What shall we do with her?”

Chanel considers. “If she’s acceptable at sucking cock—seventy percent Chanel, as you said—and you think she’s reasonably pretty...”

“I love your vanity, darling, but call things what they are. She’s definitely beautiful. Just not as beautiful as you.”

“No one is.”

“I know. What’s your decision?”

“We could just keep her as a breeder? God knows she’s never had a child. And she can take care of the baby you stuffed inside me as well. Those big tits of hers will give all kinds of milk.”

“What about your milk?”

“That’s for You, Daddy.”

Another long kiss. Gosh, they’re so fucking in love.

Minutes pass and they break it off. “So what should we do with her now?”

Chanel moans in his ear. “I want to watch you get her pregnant, Daddy. I want her marked with your seed. I don’t want her to ever be able to get away.”

He nods and slides Chanel down from his lap and pushes me down on the ground. This used to be my office. I used to run a whole school here, I think? Now I’m just a dumb giggly bimbo who just needs Cock Cock and More Cock all the time.

“Oh my god,” I moan. “Like, oh my god. Oh my god, are you going to fuck me? With that? But you’re so big. I don’t know if...I don’t know if it will fit in me, oh my god...”

I haven’t been fucked since I was a teenager.

Except...I am a teenager? I’m a student. At this school? And we’re all like, barely eighteen...

I can barely make sense of what I’m thinking when Master shoves his brilliantly huge Cock inside me. Chanel is right there on his hips, shoving him in deeper, cheering him on.

“Fuck
 her,” she chants. “Fuck
 her. Fuck her
 . Fuck
 her. Fuck her.
 ”

She’s rubbing her tits all down his back. I see small beads of milk already starting to form from her breasts; she is
 pregnant for him. God, how is she still so fit? She was born to be his. Born to be God’s Favorite Pet.

And I’m being Fucked. By. God.

He’s so big I can nearly feel his Cock shoving into my stomach. I’ve never been violated like this. Fucked like this. Owned
 like this.

I want to form so many words—My God, My Daddy, I love You so much! You mean everything to me! I never thought anyone could mean anything like this!


Instead I just giggle and moan and gasp, blurting out sexy drooling cascades of “Dadddyy...Master...Daddy...”

Inside of me. Daddy is inside
 of Me! He’s so fucking big and amazing and wonderful. I’m so happy and I’m cumming nonstop.

The first orgasm hit when he shoved inside me. After that they just kept arriving. Cumming from looking at the intensity on Chanel’s face as he fucks his newest mindfucked slave. Cumming from watching the beads of milk on her tits turn into a sexy stream of fluid that runs down their bodies and funnels down to his Cock, slamming into my tight young pussy. Cumming from seeing the passion of ownership on his face. Cumming from the intensity of feeling that his Cock gives me—like nothing else ever! He crushes down on my big titties, his body so much bigger and stronger than mine. I feel enveloped by his strength, his power. He owns every part of me.

“You’re so big!” I moan. “You’re so
 big!”

His thrusts pick up in intensity and Chanel changes her chant.

“Cum
 in her, Master. Cum in
 her, Master. Cum in her
 , Master. Cum in her, Master
 . Cum
 in her, Master!”

He empties inside me and I can feel his amazing seed rush into every part of me. Flooding my insides. Flooding my womb. I’m so clearly designed to be a hyper-fertile fuckpet for Daddy and he’s so clearly fertile and I’m so clearly
 pregnant now, the second even a droplet of his amazing seed enters me.

And, trust me, he delivers much more than a droplet.

He pulls out of me, his Cock dripping with so many hot juices, and Chanel instantly slides down to her knees and cradles his enormity with her big, perfect teenage tits. Cum spurts out and covers her heavy tits, making them shine even more than her milk does.

“Still
 hard,” Chanel moans, seeing his wet, dripping, shooting Cock pull out from my tight pussy’s grasp. “Oh Daddy. Oh Marc
 . Oh Master, please. I need it. I need it...” she leans back, stroking her clit and spreading her legs wide while still holding it tight within her cleavage. “Daddy, I need You
 inside me please...”

Marc pushes me away to focus on her. She’s the main event. I’m discarded, thrown away. Set off to one side as he pushes Chanel down and enters into her lithe, gorgeous body.

She sneers at me as she envelops him with her long arms, giving me an evil wink. Letting me know that she’s better than me.

I knew that she was. I know my place. I’m an object. Not even a trophy. I’m so stupid. I’m pregnant now, and full of cum, and mindfucked, and a complete slave who will be discarded as soon as it’s convenient for these two.

Daddy was always going to get away with this.

I love him.

He makes me feel so
 stupid.

# # #
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Hypno Headphones – The New Student
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I
 'm on my knees, sucking
 the Cock of my Master with the sexiest girl I've ever seen.

Headphones pump deep hot trance knowledge into our skulls; with every thumping of the bass, we love our Master more. With every synthesizer note pulsing, we love each other more.

We lick and slurp and adore his Cock, our young eighteen year-old pink tongues slobbering and forming a long, heady, erotic pool of dripping warm saliva that extends from his balls down to our tits and even to our precious, hot, uncovered pussies. Jets of precum and cum erupt from his massive turgid member, so big and so strong. He can cum for hours and not get tired; he's such a fucking man
 .

I'm so lucky to have my mind fucked by him and by her.

Because she fucked my mind too. I used to be a good girl. I used to be a virgin. I used to be someone who would never get off on evil thoughts like mind controlling other girls for a Master or holding babes in place to put wicked thought-warping hypno headphones on their sexy skulls.

But now I'm cumming with my partner-in-crime. Cumming as I lick and suck and slurp on Master's Cock, as his evil hot headphones fill up my mind with terrible thoughts of stealing and enslaving for him—only for Him.

It's so weird now to think of this new, wonderful, cum-happy, Cock-Worshiping life as anything but normal.

* * * * *
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A few days earlier:
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I
 t’s my first day at
 the Luxuria Palaestra, and already things are...weird.

This is the most prestigious dance school in the world. Girls come here as amateurs and leave as professionals with some of the best contracts available—working for companies in Moscow, New York, LA, and so on. I one-hundred percent belong here. I’ve been dancing since I was four years-old. I’ve been training for this my whole life. I’ve gone to countless workshops, spent tens of thousands of hours practicing, and have even been to special physical therapy sessions to elongate my muscles and bones to make my body taller and more flexible.

Like any good dancer, I’m in perfect shape, with barely an ounce of fat on me. You have to be thin to be a dancer so that other dancers can fling you around with ease, after all. But, unlike a lot of dancers, I’m also crushingly tit-heavy. My tits worry me; I’m afraid that at 36D cups they’re too big for me to be successful for long, especially as I age. My daily routine relies on several core and back strength exercises, which is why my ab and back muscles are so perfectly defined. My hair is long and blond; my eyes are blue. I think in America, some would look at me and think “bimbo.” But I’m definitely
 not.

I’m from Norway and where I’m from, tall and statuesque and busty are pretty much the norm.

I wish I spoke the language better. I can read and write it better than I can speak it. The girls here all seem to speak English very well—it’s the standard international language—but I can barely follow them. They’re so fast when they speak! And they all seem so completely distracted.

When I say weird—let’s start there. The weirdness starts with their distraction, and how they’re all
 wearing headphones.

I’m in my dorm room now, trying to sort myself out. Tomorrow is the first day of the Spring semester, and I’m the only new student. That means that everyone else who was new this year started at the same time in the Fall. That would be weird enough.

Once I went to a dance seminar for a long weekend—four days. I arrived there early to learn more from the teacher. Teachers are so important in my country; we respect them completely. One girl, due to unavoidable circumstances with her flights and a family emergency, arrived a day late. The day before she arrived, myself and the teacher and the other three students got to know each other really well. Even though the new girl was there for the last three days—seventy-five percent of the time!—it was never the same with her. That connection never felt as close.

These girls here have had four months
 to connect! Plus, they all speak English really well—the same language that is my absolute worst.

And the headphones. They have those little wireless earbuds or just giant headphones on. All manner of colors—pink, purple, rose, mint green. They seem to be listening to them constantly. What's that all about?

Classes start tomorrow. I’m relying on my ability to wow them in the studio to overcome any barriers.

“Knock knock!”

I turn and look to see who is entering, and immediately am confronted by the absolutely most stupendously gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen.

She’s young; probably around my age, which is just eighteen a few months ago (the main reason I am only starting here now is because you must be eighteen and over and I only became of age in October).

“I’m Chanel.” She holds out a hand, which I take. “You’re Alisha?”

I nod. I’m normally never shy—I put my body on display whenever I dance, after all—but Chanel’s gaze is direct and her eyes are smoldering coals, and I feel inadequate and small in her presence. Her hand is soft and warm.

“Yes.” I’m painfully aware of my accent; her own voice sounds so perfect. “My first day.”

“You’re completely beautiful.” She takes my hand and examines it. She looks me up and down. I feel inspected. I might have minded except for how beautiful she
 is. “You’re gorgeous. Just gorgeous.”

“Oh.” I titter. “Thank you.”

“You’ll fit in wonderfully here. You’re so lovely
 .” Her voice, her entire demeanor, is ravenous. Like she wants to consume me. Her eyes, so black and burning, feel like they’re going to set me on fire. “So incredibly gorgeous. Gosh. He didn’t tell me you would be so gorgeous. I bet it’s a surprise for me.”

I don’t entirely follow what she’s saying. I blame it on my language barrier. So I just smile and titter once more, shrugging as she continues to rub and touch my hands. It’s hard to let go. I find the action incredibly attractive. I hope she’s single. I’m definitely
 pretty enough to be her girlfriend if I play my cards right.

In my heart, I’m a romantic, and the wheels are already turning, telling the story to others in the future—it was my first day, she was the first one to greet me, it was love at first sight, we had brilliantly hot needy sex for seven straight days even though I'd never had sex before at all with anyone...


She smiles and looks at the one box I brought in. “Where’s the rest of your things?”

“Oh.” I shake my head. “No. That is all.”

She raises an eyebrow. “But...your clothes?”

I shrug. “I have some tights. Some sweats. I thought...mostly dancing, yes? So...”

“I see.”

She nods, clearly not seeing. I look at her again, feeling like it’s the first time. Like a work of art; every time you look at someone this uncontrollably hot
 , it feels like the first time. I only really saw her general outline and her face before, but her outfit is killer as well.

She wears a tiny red leather skirt with unnecessary, non-working black chunky zippers. It rides up in a v-shape in front of her crotch, revealing a thigh-gap that’s at least three inches wide. Her legs are decorated in smoky tights leading down to a pair of tall, tall high-heeled ankle boots, and her top is a brilliantly tight cleavage-baring polo that looks like it came directly off the rack from a fashion designer’s workshop.

Now that I think of it, that’s another
 thing that’s been odd about this school. Not only are all the girls completely beautiful—which I expected, it is a dance school after all—and not only are they all wearing headphones or ear buds (Chanel has her headphones around her long, sculpted neck while she speaks with me)—but they’re also all immaculately dressed.

In fact, the whole school looks like the set for some kind of fashion catalog. I mean, with girls this young and tight and fit, you don’t have to do much to make it all rather erotic. Normally, dancers would be wearing comfortable dancing clothes—tights, yoga pants, shorts, workout gear. Anything that allows freedom of movement.

But like Chanel, they all seem to be dressing more to show off. They have all been in heels. Tight, skimpy tops. Skirts. Especially skirts, and especially dresses—the tight, constricting kinds that show off their lovely curves and hips.

“Is there...” I search for the English word. “...dress code?”

“Not formally. There is a lot to know, though. It might just be easier to take the indoctrination course.”

“Indoctri...” I struggle. “I don’t know this word. Sorry.”

I smile and laugh, my go-to mechanism when I feel a bit overwhelmed. And Chanel is definitely Grade-A Overwhelming
 with how hot she is. I’m a little bit in love. I love the shape of her nose. It’s so perfect
 .

“Think like...a tutorial.” My hands in hers, she sits me down on the bed. “You know that one?”

I nod. “Yes. Like for class?”

“Yes. But in audio form.”

She hands me her headphones and gestures for me to put them on.

“Now?”

“Yes.” She nods firmly. “Now. It’s important to indoctrinate you, Alisha. He demands it.”

“Who is ‘he’?”

But before she answers—or maybe she won’t answer at all—she takes my hands into her own and shoves the headphones down over my ears.

There’s heavy thumping sounds. Thick bass. Words that I can’t really make out all the way. It’s a nice, pleasant song. One I’d be happy to hear again.

I feel happy when I hear it, though I can’t explain why.

I feel happy.

I feel...

I feel totally fine? I’m not sure what I’m supposed to learn
 from this.

Chanel looks at me expectantly. And with something...much more in her gaze. Much darker.

It looks like desire, only more pronounced. She pushes a hand up her own skirt and then puts a hand on my thigh.

I flip the headphones off and back away.

“What are you doing?”

She looks at me with annoyance and curiosity. Eyebrow raising.  A bit of a sneer. “He said he’d made it more powerful than ever. It’s worked on the other girls.”

I stand up. Something really weird is happening. “Who is he? What are you saying? What is this-this—this!?”

My frustration with the language is reaching a breaking point. I want to yell at her, a little. I’m massively attracted to her, obviously, but I still would like a bit of romancing before being touched
 . I’m a virgin even if I’m a lesbian, and just because I like girls doesn’t mean I want to automatically and immediately
 bang every one that I see.

Chanel’s face launches into a wide, charming smile. “I’m sorry. It’s just a little prank.”

“Prank?”

“A joke. On the new girl. I...thought you’d think it was funny.”

“Oh. Ha.”

I cross my arms.

“Don’t be like that. We’re doing it to include you.”

“’We?’”

“Me and the other girls. I’m...the head of the social committee. You see? And the head of our studio, naturally.”

I’m still wary. “Naturally.”

“It was a joke. It was in poor taste. I apologize.”

She takes my hands again. I want to pull them away, but I can’t. She’s soft and warm. And I feel an urge—from nowhere—to do as she says.

“I don’t think I understand the joke. Headphones and music and...touching?”

Chanel’s eyes sparkle. “You’ll understand soon. I promise.”

* * * * *
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T
 HE NEXT DAY, I’M UP
 before six am to prepare for class. I want to keep up with the other girls and how I saw them dressed yesterday, but also I don’t want to look like I’m trying too hard. And what if that was all part of Chanel’s strange joke?

I compromise with doing my hair for a long while. I brush it twice as much as normal and build up some long waves. I still wear yoga pants but also a tight, form-fitting sweater. It’s very likely that I’ll see Chanel again, and despite the weirdness yesterday, I want her to like what she sees.

I hope she’s single.

It’s hard to imagine in a school like this. Even as I bounce off toward class, massively excited about the opportunities here, I’m blown away by the beauty of each girl I see. Blond, brunette, redhead, dark and light complexions, every eye color, every height, but all of them in perfect shape and with empty, happy smiles on their faces.

And headphones and earbuds everywhere.

If this is a joke, it is starting to go too far. There must be something
 about the headphones that I’m just not getting. Some cultural block. Where I'm from, it's rude to have headphones on all the time
 . You have to make room in your brain for other people!

As I walk into the main classroom hall—an ancient building with tall ceilings and brilliantly sepia-toned masonry—I notice that the hall is full of girls, all of them smiling and chatting idly. They talk about their outfits, mostly, and some about boys. They all keep referring to a “he” or a “him” as if everyone knows who everyone is dating. And they all
 seem to be dating. And it all
 sounds intensely serious. I hear lots of chatter like:

“I think he’ll move me up in the hierarchy soon. I’ve been working so hard—”

“—and he’s going to take me out Friday. I feel so lucky! I’m so in love. It won't just be me, of course. I think I'll be on right leg duty. But—”

“—he told me he loved my legs last night. I creamed for like, an hour afterward. You know that kind of deep, life-altering orgasm that is like a before-and-after moment? I had like, a hundred of those. My brain feels so
 clean, and I love him so
 much, and...”

Incredibly intimate detail just to hear from passing by! Just as I feared, these girls are already completely in tune with each other, and I’m in terrible jeopardy of being left out. Or, there was this conversation from two startlingly beautiful brunettes:

“He’s just so fucking handsome, you know?”

“Like, for sure. He’s the sexiest guy I’ve ever seen.”

“All I want to do, all day, is get between his legs and suck his cock.”

“I really want to stroke him off. I like talking dirty to him while he’s hard. He gets so
 turned on by that.”

“I’ll have to try it! Does he fuck you afterward?”

“Of course. Usually he cums first and then fucks me right after and fucks again. God. What a man
 , right?”

“Totally. How can he stay hard for so long? I feel like I’m not good enough for him.”

“Neither of us are. That’s why he needs all of us.”

I didn’t cut in, and I didn’t stare. For too long. These were two jaw-droppingly gorgeous
 babes having these conversations—smiling brightly and touching themselves. Touching each other
 . As in—their tits rubbing against each other in an incredibly familiar way. Their hands sliding up and down their sides and necks as if they can barely contain the heat. I can practically smell the wet moisture gathering in their panties. And they’re clearly—clearly!—dating the same guy!


And they don’t care!

What is happening?

Speakers line every wall, every ceiling. An abundance of them. They look newly installed. There is an announcement from a calm, authoritative male voice, so crystal clear he sounds like he’s directly next to me, speaking into my ear from only inches away.

“Good morning, girls. As a treat for our first day of class, I’m playing some welcoming tunes. Listen
 to them. Appreciate
 them. Learn
 from them. Accept
 them.”

The speaker shuts off with a click and a slow, thumping music begins to play. It's very soft at first. It reminds me a lot of what was on Chanel's headphones last night.

“Who was that?” I ask a nearby girl, an olive-skinned beauty wearing a tight fuchsia romper.

She takes a moment to register the question, clearly listening to her earbuds. “Oh. That? That’s the Master
 .”

She moans slightly, as do all the girls around her. They giggle and writhe, touching their bodies suggestively. Perhaps he is cute, and they all have a collective schoolgirl crush on them? I’ve never much seen the point of boys, but lots of girls at my last school had a crush on one particular math teacher.

“The headmaster? Of the school?”

She giggles. “If you like. You'll learn. And accept. And listen. And, y'know, appreciate
 .”

I don’t know what to make of this, but I don’t want to be late. My first class is dance history.

Despite how early I arrived at the hall, I’m the last one there. The teacher, a brilliantly fit redhead wearing a sharp, tight pencil skirt and tight-fitting sheer-white blouse, smiles and points to a seat.

“Welcome, Alisha. We’re so glad you’re here.” Her eyes are exotic and blue, like polished stones. “Take a seat there next to Chanel, would you?”

Chanel winks at me as I sit down.

“I kept it open for you,” she whispers in my ear, lips brushing my skin. I shiver.


Fuck
 , she’s so hot.

“Alisha,” says Chanel. “We read your file last night to better take care of you. I have a quick question though. Can you tell me what’s on this card?”

She holds it out for me to look at. It’s the size of a playing card, maybe a little larger. There are squiggly black and silver lines all over it.

I shrug. “Just some lines.”

“They’re not moving?”

“No.”

She nodded. “I thought so. We’re pretty sure it only works on certain types of brains, and from your profile and psyche tests we already figured it wouldn’t work on you. We really lucked out with it one time, otherwise it would have gotten violent
 with Ms. Lexington.” She sighs wistfully. “Which is too bad. Violence turns me on, you know?”

I shake my head. I don’t think I’m understanding. “I...you talk very fast. And what do you mean by...my file?”

She smiles. “Don’t worry about it. It looks like we’ll stick with the new music and the simple repetitions.”

As if on cue—rather conveniently so—the music pouring out from the speakers turns up in intensity and volume as the teacher—a Ms. Kalloway—begins the lecture. The music is rather similar to what little I heard from Chanel’s headphones the day before. Is there a connection? I should probably listen to find out. The music is simpler, but there’s voices there, I think. Very soft. They’re easier to understand than yesterday. I want to pay attention to Ms. Kalloway’s lecture because it’s important to pay attention. It’s just so
 important to listen.

It’s important to listen.

It’s important to...

Important to...

Important to listen
 .

I listen to Ms. Kalloway as she explains the beginnings of the history of dance. Gosh, she has terrific breasts. I can see almost all of her cleavage. Women are born dancers—or, real women are. Women who can’t dance appropriately barely even deserve to be called women at all.

Women need to be fit, happy, and beautiful to dance for their man. Because men are why women exist—it’s a historical truth. Women belong on the arms of men. Trophies. Eyecandy. Decorations. Things. Objects.

Our heads are just pretty shells for their Will and Thought. Men are always so smart. Men are always right. Women just need to go along with the flow, to do what they can to stay out of men’s way and make men feel good, respected, honored, and pleasured. Dance does all of these things at once—especially intimate dance. Which is why it’s so important to know
 how to dance.

Ms. Kalloway has been speaking—I've seen her lips move—but I hear all of this like it's transmitted directly into my brain. Her words are like a fire eating up my frontal lobe. My nipples are hard and my body pulses with happy, horny energy.

I feel a trickle of drool leave my lips. I can see the clock on the wall behind her and nearly an hour has passed even though it feels like two minutes. I keep feeling like I’m about to do something, like I need to get up and go take care of something like

getoutrunthey’refuckingyoufuckingyouupgetoutrun!

but I can’t think of what it would be. It’s hard to think. I’m just a girl so it’s very hard for me to think and that’s natural.

Ms. Kalloway says so, and I should listen to her. She’s my teacher. It’s important to listen to teachers. Her words are so simple and direct; my language barrier is hardly ever an issue. The few times where I don’t understand, she course-corrects right away. It’s like she’s teaching just to me. She keeps unbuttoning her blouse. Her tits are right over my head and it's so nice
 to feel them when she pushes their fleshy hot warmth against my face.

Chanel’s hand is on my thigh, very high up. Touching my pussy. Fingering the folds there. I'm so desperately wet. I feel like I keep moaning but all I can hear is the music and Ms. Kalloway's voice.

Ms. Kalloway says not to worry about how Chanel touches me, so I don’t. Chanel is so pretty. I’m devastatingly aroused by her. I’m actually pretty sure I’m in love with her.

“Thank you,” says Chanel. “I’m in love with how gorgeous you are. I think you’re the most gorgeous babe here now.” She giggles. “Besides me, of course.”

I know that I should
 feel mortified that she heard me tell her I love her. But I don’t. It’s very natural. Everything is natural. I should just listen
 and appreciate
 and learn
 and accept
 . Her fingers slide deeper into my pussy and I cum, and cum, and cum...

I’m not sure how, but I end up in a different class. The music keeps playing overhead. I hear moans in the classroom behind me. I think
 the walls have changed? But maybe it’s just the teacher? She’s a stunning young brunette who says her name is Ms. Radcliffe. She’s there to teach us mathematics.

Chanel is still right next to me. She says she’s my girlfriend now. That’s so nice. That’s so good
 . I always wanted a girlfriend like Chanel. I always wanted Chanel. I always
 wanted Chanel. Chanel is my girlfriend and has always
 been my girlfriend and I’ve always wanted her so that’s so fucking good
 .

I Listen
 and Learn
 from Ms. Radcliffe:

Mathematics are for boys and men. Girls don’t need to know math. Math is for businesses and hard stuff like adding. I don’t need to know any numbers harder than what I need to cook with. I need to know how to add cups and tablespoons and teaspoons. I need to know that three teaspoons are one tablespoon.

But I don’t need to know algebra. I don’t need to know calculus. Girls are cumming behind me. I can hear them saying someone’s name. It sounds like Marc, or Master, or Daddy. The hot smell of girl-fucking fills every room here. Hot honey dripping from young cunts, sliding into fingers perfumed with wet needy saliva and eager tongues. And all those tongues, when they're not urging at a desperately aroused clit, make that name again:

Master.

Master.

Master!

I feel Chanel’s hand around my throat as her fingers go deeper into my pussy. I’m not wearing panties anymore. Me plus Chanel equals No Panties. That’s the kind of math I need.

Math is evil for girls. It’s bad. I should just shut down my brain if someone tries to talk numbers to me. I don’t care about numbers or math. The most important number is my weight, and the closer it is to zero, the better. I need to be closer to zero for Chanel to be happy with me, and that’s so important.

There are other classes too. I learn so much just in one day. I’m so lucky
 to be here! They’re teaching me everything I need to know in such a short time span. I learn all about how little I need to know how to read. Just basic words are good enough! I need to unlearn
 like thousands of words! And I don’t need to know so many languages. I used to know parts of Italian and French and German in addition to my own language. All I need is English. It’s sexy that I have an accent, though.

The last class of the day is dance. It’s just theoretical today since it’s the first day of the semester. Chanel and I are curled up in each other's laps. She keeps kissing me on the neck and throat and clavicles. I want to kiss her back—she's so pretty—
 but it's too important to pay attention. I can't break attention for a single second.

We watch professional dancers in action. They’re in dimly lit clubs with neon lights and tall metal poles. They strip slowly and sexily and make big shows of how gloriously hot they are. They revel in their gorgeous bodies. These are real women
 with real potential
 and these are the kinds of dancers I’ve always wanted to be
 .

I’m learning
 .

“You're a stripper,” Chanel moans in my ear. “You're a born stripper.”

“I'm a born stripper.”

“You were made to strip for Daddy.”

“Made to...strip for Daddy
 ...”

I don't know who Daddy is but I know I should strip for him. Chanel says so.

“Your body is erotic art. You need to show off.”

“Need to...need to show off...”

“Do you want to see me show off, Alisha?”

“Yes!
 ”

Oh god, more than anything. And she steps up on the stage. Disrobing as she does. Her top falling off. Skirt sliding down. I see her bare ass, no panties. No bra. Her back so perfectly porcelain, so perfectly formed. She's just about to turn...

My brain...

My brain...

My brain shuts off. I can't handle anymore.

It's all blackness.

* * * * *
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T
 HE NEXT MORNING, THE
 spell—or whatever it was—seems to have faded some.

I sit in a daze, my door locked, refusing to leave. I'm wearing a long sweater and thigh-high thick-knit wool socks and that's all. Panties just get in the way—which is a truth I hate, but it is
 a truth. I'm touching myself almost constantly; my pussy is on fire with desire.

This is insane.

This is insane!


My first day of class at the Luxuria Palaestra, and literally all I did was sit next to like, the completely gorgeous girl of my dreams and let her fingerfuck me while my brain filled up with thoughts that definitely weren’t
 mine.

And the weird thing is that the thoughts felt
 like mine! I have real thoughts—good thoughts—all the time. They make sense to me. I love them. I love thinking about what a good dancer I am or how I look in a red dress or how much I love Chanel.

But I don’t
 need to think about like, how math isn’t important. Or how reading is just for boys. Gosh! What the entire fuck?

I do...I do love
 Chanel, right? That’s a real thought?

My stomach fills briefly with a deep pitted dread that she might be in on this somehow, that my love for her is somehow manufactured. But then I think about her, about her face
 , about her body, about her fingers sliding up into my pussy over and over again and making me cum while I bite my teeth into her soft, slight shoulder...

I have to cum. Just thinking about her, that little bit, I have to cum right away.

Easy to take care of with just the memory of Chanel. I feel I’m hot-wired to cum on command at the thought of her. My long nimble fingers find my dripping wet pussy—soaking at the mere thought of her name—and slide inside and I cum almost right away.

Dripping. Shivering. Shaking. Sweating and moaning her name. Like I have the flu, the Chanel flu.

“Oh god,” I moan, pushing my face into my mattress to hide my moans. “Oh god. Oh fuck
 I love her so much
 ...”

But do I? I feel so sure of it. But then, yesterday I felt so sure that I didn’t need math, that it was a stupid thing just for boys, and that girls are pure little pretty decorations who just need to get on their knees and serve the Man, the One Man, the One Male, to do as I’m told and finger my hot pussy and think of Chanel Chanel Chanel until...

Oh fuck, I’ve got to cum again.

I do, sliding myself in for the second orgasm in about two minutes, moaning, falling off the bed this time and giggling helplessly. God, she’s so pretty.


Usually when I cum I get some clarity—or at least drowsiness. A kind of near-dream state where thoughts slipstream into strange connections and lull me into a state of deep, disconnected awareness.

But now I’m only more
 alert but somehow less
 cognizant. I’m just thinking of Chanel. How pretty she is. How much I love her. How I can’t live without her. How I’m so lucky to be her girlfriend for what feels like years
 after only being here for a day...

Fuck. My mind is so
 fucked. What the fuck is happening to me?

I need to get out of here, but I don’t have any money. All my available money has gone into paying for this
 place—room and board is egregiously expensive. The scholarship I have only covers tuition but not room and board.

I try to look at my checking account but I can’t make sense of the numbers—numbers are for men
 —and I give up after about five minutes and cry on the floor. I’m still horribly aroused and I can’t keep my fingers away from myself so I’m just sitting on the ground, in fetal position, touching myself and whimpering and crying.

Thinking about Chanel. Still. She's not part of this, right? I have to save her. I have to get her out too whenever I get out.

I don’t understand what’s happening. I pull out my phone and try to read and re-read my bank statement and I can’t even make sense of the words
 . I used to be so good at reading English!

There’s a knock on my door.

“Alisha?”

It’s Chanel.

“Alisha? Let me in, baby. We need to talk. You’ve missed class. That’s not allowed.”

“I don’t care!”

I have to lock myself in here until I get my head straight. But what if Chanel
 is being affected too?

Maybe...maybe we could lock each other in until we get better? Just snuggle and fuck and cuddle and lick each other until we’re well?

But what if she’s
 in on it? I’m having new
 thoughts. Thoughts that feel like mine but aren’t. What if my love for her is one of those thoughts?

She can’t...they can’t manufacture
 love, can they? Manufacture consent like that?

Her voice becomes quiet. “Alisha? Are you okay?”

I try to stay quiet. I don’t know who or what to trust. I don’t even know if I can trust myself.

“Alisha?” There’s concern in her voice now. “Please, talk to me, baby. I want to help. I’m worried about you.”

Everything she says tugs me in all the right ways.

“I don’t...I don’t know. I’m so confused...”

“Let me in and we can talk about it. I just want to see you.” Her voice drops very low. “I really, really
 need to see you. You’re so fucking pretty. I want to touch you again. I want to taste
 you...”

She doesn’t mean my lips. I moan, my fingers sliding up against my pussy.

“Please?” she says again. “I want to taste you. Between your legs. I want to know what my tongue feels like when it drags up and down your clit. I want to taste your juices on my tongue. I want to make you cum
 , Alisha...please? We said we would love each other forever...”

We did
 say that. I remember saying that. And it’s so important
 to do what you’ve said you would do...

Before I can even stop myself, my hands are opening the door.

Chanel is there with an evil smile on her face. She’s flanked by Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe. I don’t understand. All of them are wearing nothing but beautiful lacy lingerie and tall heels. Chanel’s is white, contrasting gorgeously with her thick dark hair. Tit-heavy blonde Ms. Lexington is in red, and the ultra-fit Ms. Radcliffe is in blue.

I notice for the first time that Chanel is pregnant. I can't believe I didn't see it before. She's so slender—so utterly thin and tiny—that the bump wasn't that hard for her to obscure in her revealing clothing. But her smooth, toned belly is obviously sporting a delicious baby bump, her navel sticking out like a third nipple.

God. It just makes her hotter. She's so...maternal
 . So in charge.

The teachers take me by my arms and sit me down forcefully on the bed.

“As if I’d lick your pussy.” Chanel sneers. “Or anyone’s. I’m a pillow queen, babe. I have my
 pussy licked, not the other way around. God, you’re desperate. You’re too fucking pretty
 to be so desperate, Alisha. That’s why I need to fix you.”

I shake my head. “Fix me? Wh-what is happening? Chanel? I love you. Please. Why are they here?”

There’s no strength left in my bones. The Chanel Flu has wiped me out. I don’t even struggle against Ms. Lexington and Ms. Radcliffe.

“You’ll understand everything soon enough. Won’t she, Vivian?”

Ms. Lexington nods. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you
 understand, Aubrey?”

“Yes
 , Mistress.” Ms. Radcliffe—Aubrey—sounds as love struck as I feel.

Both teachers are full of gratitude just for the opportunity
 to answer a question of Chanel's. I can smell the heat from their pussies. I can see them dripping in their panties next to me, staining my bed.

Chanel holds out a pair of headphones. They’re heavy, black and gold.

“Master warned me this is his most powerful trance yet. It’s going to wipe you clean.”

“Clean,
 ” Vivian and Aubrey echo.

“Do you want me to wipe you clean, Alisha?”

“Clean
 ,” they echo again.

I shake my head, crying. Tears running down my cheeks. “I don’t understand. No. Please.”

“You would be perfect,” says Chanel. “Utterly perfect. You’re so fucking hot
 . I want you for my girlfriend. But you’ve got that language issue and it makes you too hard to change subtly, like Daddy and I did with Bingo and Bongo here.” She points at the gorgeous women restraining me. “It’s got to be a brute force assault or else we won’t really change your personality. And I really
 want to change your personality. I understand Master so much better lately. Why he wants me above all the others. It’s because of what I believe. Are you following me, Alisha?”

She’s so fucking pretty
 . I want to hate her. I want to struggle and leave. But all I can do is stare dumbly at how fucking pretty
 she is.

“I’m a bad
 girl, Alisha. Believe it or not, what I’m going to do to you? It’s like, the nicest thing I’ll ever have done for anyone, outside of completely giving myself up for Master’s service. Though maybe it’s even nicer
 than that, you know? Because this is all
 my idea. Although...” she puts a finger on one plush lip. “Maybe it’s not? Maybe he’s just letting me think it’s my idea?”

“I don’t know what you mean. Please. I am confused. Please, stop this. Let me go.”

She leans down and kisses me. My body can’t help but respond; my nipples are so fucking hard, and my pussy clenches and drips. My jaw moves against hers; I love kissing her. There’s a strong undeniable thought-feeling inside of me that I’ve always
 loved kissing her.

“You don’t really want to leave me, do you, Alisha?”

I whimper in response. My cunt is so wet.

“I didn’t think so. So...as I was saying. I’m a bad girl. Daddy loves
 that I’m a bad girl. He thinks it’s really hot that I’m perfectly content to enslave girls for him and even murder for him if he wants me to. That devotion is special
 to him. And I want to make you
 as special to me
 as I am to him
 . Which, means, of course, that you’ll be a bad
 girl and that he’ll really, really want to fuck you all the time like he does to me...so we’ll be like, I don’t know, fuckslave sisterpets for him? Isn’t that hot?”

Vivian and Aubrey both moan and nod, kissing my neck. Their lips are so soft and warm. They’re barely even holding my arms anymore. How can Chanel be so evil when what she's set up feels so fucking good?

One hand from each travels to my thighs, then between
 my thighs, teaming up to touch my wet trembling pussy.

Chanel leans in until her knee is pushing Vivian and Aubrey’s hands up into my cunt. Lightning bolts of pleasure sing through my spine. I’m convulsing with need. Her tits hang in front of my face, my tongue dangling and needy.

“I’m going to wipe your whole mind clean,” says Chanel. “I’m going to wipe out every last part of you. I’m going to do it for him. Because I love him. Because he matters more to me than you do by a loooong shot. Because wiping you clean and building you from the ground up into being a wicked, manipulative, arrogant, vain, haughty, evil bitch who needs more than anything else to simply make her Master hard will make him really
 happy. And hard.” She slides her tits across my face, grabbing me by the back of my head. Milk drips from them. It tastes like sweet nectar. “And happy. And hard. And happy. And hard
 ...”

Aubrey—or maybe it’s Vivian, I can’t tell—slide into me three fingers deep. I’m so needy and willing that my pussy clenches hard and my hips gyrate forward. They chant with Chanel:

“Happy...and...hard
 ....and happy...and hard...”


“If you love me,” says Chanel, “if you really
 love me, you’ll ask me to wipe you clean. Then I’ll love you. For real.”

She slides my head up so my sculpted chin rests in her heavy breasts, looking me deep in the eyes. Her headphones rest in one hand, sliding against my cheek.

“All you have to say is ‘please.’” She smirks. “So? Do you love me, Alisha?”

It doesn’t matter that she’s made me want to say it. It doesn’t matter that she’s put the thought in my head.

I shudder and nod. “Oh, god
 yes.”

“Good girl. And do you want me to love you?”

I nod again, taking the opportunity to rub my face in her breasts. Her milk shines on my cheeks.

“Then beg for it. Beg for me to wipe you clean.”

I shake my head, but I say, “Please, Chanel...”

I think I was going to ask her to stop. I was going to ask for this to end. A part of me, though, wants her to love me back so intensely. A part of me wanted to find out what was on the other side...

That’s the part she heard, of course. She slides the headphones on and...

And...

And...


Clean
 .

* * * * *
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A
 DELICATE, LONG-FINGERED
 hand is on the back of my beautiful head, pushing me down harder as I suck, slurp, and lick my Master’s Cock. It doesn’t need to be there—I love
 sucking his Cock. But I like
 that it’s there.

I like it so much that my hand is around her
 head too—Chanel’s head, my fucksister’s head—holding her tight against his shaft and balls as she licks and kisses and sucks. We hold each other tight and trade off positions, each wanting the other to choke and gurgle and groan on his turgid, massive meat as it crowds the small, hot, wet space inside our throats.

We're both so fucking gorgeous
 . We deserve this honor more than any of the other bitches and squalid sluts out there. Master needs Queens pleasuring him, deserves
 Goddesses of Beauty and Fertility attending his needs, and Chanel and I are definitely that. I'm surprised the air doesn't catch fire around us.

Marc Astor—my Master—is up on a throne in his office; an affectation he acquired I think after Chanel called him her King for the thousandth time. It was easy to order some of the lesser girls—the ones he’s not going to spend time fucking—to build it for him. It would have been hard to go to town on his Cock like this like we are, because he’s so high up, except that I had the bright idea of putting Vivian and Aubrey underneath us as footstools.

It’s uncomfortable for them—our knees keep hitting their faces and even though Chanel and I are both incredibly fit and light, holding up weight for the hour or so we’ve been sucking down Master’s hot loads must be wearing them down. I’m sure they’ll have bruises all over their bodies tomorrow.

I don’t care, though.

I’m a bad
 girl.

More importantly, I’m a bad
 girl for my Master
 .

Their pain, their discomfort, doesn't matter to me. No one's does. I don't care if someone dies—I don't care if a lot of people
 die—so long as his Cock is hard
 and he is happy.


On our walk over, Chanel told me a hot little story about how some idiot had tried to get in the way of her worshiping Master's Cock, so Chanel pushed her down the stairs and left her to die. That's so hot
 . She's like, my idol. I wish I could do something like that for Master to prove my devotion.

It's a little complicated because I was the last girl on campus to submit to him—and only because I arrived here so late. So I'll have to prove my devotion in other ways. There are
 some girls who aren't particularly rich or
 pretty here at the school. Sure, they're in shape, but they're not really adding
 to the vibe, you know?

I've already started daydreaming about just lining some of them next to some stairs to push them down. Or maybe off windows? Maybe I could convince them that if they starve themselves—never eat or drink water again—that Master would want to fuck them?

He wouldn't, of course. Master's Cock is reserved for truly special, incredibly hot pieces of ass. Real sexy, bimbo bad girl trophies like me and Chanel. We're so fucking hot that we know when he takes us back to civilization we're going to give heart attacks and strokes to any old men who gaggle at us—which is, of course, going to be all
 of them.

So, then, those starving girls I'm daydreaming will have let themselves waste away for nothing at my suggestion.


That's
 pretty evil. I think he would love that—the manipulation, the subtlety. That would be really hot for him, I think. To have brute force fuck-you-up slave Chanel, and send-you-on-an-ego-death-trip Alisha.

Ungh.

“I love him so
 much,” I moan.

Chanel nods, kissing me and then his Cock. “I
 love him so much.”

Chanel strokes him with her beautiful hands and then moans something about him taking my virginity, but that’s just silly. Master has fucked me countless times. I Love his Cock inside me. I Love being fucked by him. How could I Love being fucked
 by him if he’s never fucked me before?

His voice is like the voice of God. Which makes sense, because to Me, he is
 God. Sucking and stroking and licking him feels so good—constantly orgasmic. Holy. This must be what Heaven feels like.

“Already?” he asks her. “We've only been going a few minutes...”

Chanel gives him the low-lovey-eyes look. “I want you inside her. Please?”

He smiles. “I can't turn you down when you ask so nicely. What about it, Alisha? You want this Cock inside you?”

“Yes, Master! Please, Master!”

There's no hesitation. He would have moved me even if I didn't want to go. He would have forced
 me; that's so hot. I love it when Master forces girls to do his bidding. He lifts me up—so fucking strong—and sets me down on top of his lap.

His Cock pushes through my slippery wet folds with almost no resistance. There's a moment of discomfort—I feel him pushing through
 something, like a hymen, only again that doesn't make sense, because with how much I know
 he's fucked me there's no way I'm a virgin...

“So fucking
 tight...” he groans. “Might even be tighter than you were, Chanel...”

Jealousy marks Chanel's face, but it's surpassed by the heat she feels at our Master's pleasure.

“Good, Daddy.” She puts her face right next to mine, kissing my neck and shoulders, squeezing my tits. “I want
 her tight for you. I knew she would be. That's why I chose her...”

He starts lifting me up and down his Cock and thrusts upward into me. I gyrate my hips, holding the edges of his throne, urging my hot teen pussy up and down.

Chanel helps too—perfectly in tune with her Master's fucking, she pushes me down when he pushes up, and slides her slick cunt against my bare skin to lift me up when he pulls down. Her sexy baby bump slides up and down his side; her delicious milk dripping down his arm, through the valley of his hard abs, and mixing in to the precum and pussy honey pooling around his Cock. There's not a moment when his Cock isn't deep inside me, when her heavy, milk-dripping tits aren't sliding all over my shoulders and arms.

His face buries in my big, healthy, happy tits. A better pair of tits he won't find anywhere—they're even bigger than Chanel's
 , and she's pregnant. My pussy clenches with orgasm as his tongue runs across my nipples.

“Oh god, Daddy...you're so good...”

Voices—my voice—our
 voices get fevered as he fucks me harder and gets closer to cumming.

“Oh, he’s gonna cum in you,” moans Chanel. “Oh fuck, I’m so jealous. I’m so jealous
 . Oh, fuck, please do it, Daddy! Please cum in her!”

“Please cum in me! Yes Master! Yes, Daddy! Please fucking cum in me! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant just like her!”

He erupts inside of me. There’s so much cum I can’t even believe it. It powers into my g-spot and I cum again and again. I cum from the sensation and then I cum harder, knowing he's
 cumming. That's the most important thing—that Master cums. Nothing is more important than that.

I'm crying, I'm so happy. Biting his shoulder. Chanel biting me. All of us thrusting, sliding, dripping, cumming together.

I know I'm pregnant. I know I'm right behind Chanel—that we'll be pregnant for him, only ever him, at the same time.

Inside of me, Master's Cock stirs even as he shoots a few more post-surge loads. He's not satisfied, I can tell. He's too turned on by what Chanel was doing—shoving me up and down his Cock like that. That's fine by me.

Eagerly, I slip off of his still-hard Cock and urge Chanel on top. She's as wet as I am except for all the cum dripping from my pussy. She slides right on his Cock just like I did—except for one difference.

See, she held me down on his Cock by my hips and shoulders.

But me?

I'm holding Chanel down by her throat
 .

“A-Alisha...?”

Right away she can't breathe. I'm holding her hard
 . Choking her. Forcing the air out of her body.

“How's this for wicked, Daddy?”

Almost right away, he's fucking her harder than he even fucked me. It turns him on—seeing me do this to her. Take power away from her like this.

I choke Chanel harder, urging him to fuck her harder. She spurts and sputters, struggling to speak. Cumming hard; her cunt clenching on Master's Cock. Struggling to breathe. I'm not choking her safely
 . I don't care if she dies
 on his Cock if it makes him happy and hard
 .

“Please Daddy? I promise I won't let her go no matter how much she begs. I'll choke her out
 , Daddy. I'll do whatever
 you want me to do.”

Chanel looks at me, a kind of triumph in her eyes even as they get glassy and dazed from her nonstop orgasms and lack of oxygen. She's made me this way; she's so proud. And I know I'll get payback for it later—and I don't mind at all.

I start cumming just from rubbing my freshly-pregnant body against Chanel's dynamite form. Seeing her fucked by Master. She's cumming because she can't not—Daddy's Cock is inside her and girls always
 cum from Daddy's Cock. And I can see he's cumming too, or just about to. Wrapping his hands around mine. Holding her tight on his Cock. Entire gorgeous body flexing, tensing, starting to blow his load.

“I love you, girls.”

We moan and cum together, Chanel sounding like she's on her last breath even as her body convulses with pleasure. He erupts inside of her and his leftover seed spills out from her tight young pregnant pussy all over my legs and the slaves beneath us.

Chanel's turning purple. Daddy looks at our hands around her throat.

Maybe I'll let go. Maybe I won't. I'll let Daddy Decide. Either way, I'll be happy—because he'll be hard
 .

I'm a bad
 girl now.

# # #
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Ron
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M
 ichael from school
 walks me home on the biggest day of my life. It's a Friday. He's a muscle-bound, muscle-headed jock, with nothing but sex on his tiny little brain.

Around me, that's easy to fathom. I know I'm the hottest eighteen year-old girl at school. I'm used to guys only thinking about hot, hardcore, endlessly erotic fucking around me. Even my teachers have crushes on me—including the women. Between my angelically proportioned body, my divine face, my long long legs or my big, hot young tits, I'm the total package. I'm everything a lover could ever want.

And I am, as I tell Michael, completely unavailable.

We stop in front of my house.

“What do you mean, unavailable?”

I'm not sure if he means he wants a further explanation, or if it's just too many syllables for him to handle.

Look, here's the deal—Michael is a hunk. By any measure of the word, he's a total stud. He's got thick blonde curls and thick, hard football-ready muscles.

But it doesn't matter, because he's not my Daddy.

“I mean, I don't want to go out with you, Michael. I'm uninterested.”

He scoffs. “What are you, a lesbo or something? I don't mind. I can bang a lesbo.”

I roll my eyes. “No, I'm not . . . look, just go away, okay? No one wants you here. And if you're not out of here by the time my Dad gets home, I'll have him kick your ass.”

He storms off, his thick feet thudding on the pavement.

“Whatever,” he mutters. “You're a slut anyway.”

If only he knew.

My Daddy, Ron, isn't my real Dad, of course.He adopted me and Blake, my adopted brother, when we were both very young. Blake is overseas now, serving in the military. He's been there for two years, visiting only sporadically. I miss Blake horribly, and think about him often...whenever I’m not thinking about Daddy, that is.

Being so alone with my Daddy during these peak years of maturation, I've had a lot of time to develop my feelings for the strong, masculine presence only he provides.

He works all day with his hands, the owner of a small construction firm in the city. Often, he's required to pitch in to make deadlines. So often, as a result, he comes home sweaty and filling the house with his musk.

Those are the nights I cum the very hardest when I masturbate, thinking of him, feeling his presence all around me.

I look completely hot today. As the most popular girl in school, it's pretty much expected, even though I'm eighteen and about to graduate. My tight blue dress clings to my body in all the right places, and my platform sandals show off my calves and ass like all good heels do.

But it's not enough. Not for my Daddy.

Tonight is going to be perfect.

He's been working hard all week long, and he doesn't have to go back to work until Monday. He's been swearing, in the brief hours this week that I've been able to talk to him, that he's going to turn off his cellphone so we can have some quality time together.

I step into my room, and put on my outfit. I'm going to show him what quality time means to me.

* * * * *
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A
 N HOUR LATER, I TAKE
 a deep breath, staring at my tiny little outfit in the mirror. Pure white thigh-high socks decorate my perfect legs, little red bows on the backs of them.

Red polkadotted platform mary janes are on my feet, arching my ass up high underneath my teensy red pleated skirt.

My thin dark sweater is tight over my luscious young breasts, resting on my abdomen, showing just a bit of my toned, tight little tummy. My cleavage is on incredible display, half-globes of luscious teen titflesh ripe for the squeezing and teasing.

The whole ensemble just advertises my pure, virgin hot body, and even with as naughty as each individual piece is, somehow my gorgeous face, my just-too-long mass of gorgeous black tresses that reaches down to my ass makes it somehow innocent.

I giggle. As if, somehow, I came upon how incredibly hot I am by accident.

I need this outfit to be perfect, I need all of me to be perfect, because today's the day. I'm finally going to show Him how I really feel, what he means to me, what I need to be for him.

It's getting close to the time where he should be coming home, now.

I've been preparing for ages, making mental plans, practicing and re-practicing speeches to convince him to have me. I'm so desperately in need of his approval, of his control...and his perfect touch.

I pose in front of the mirror, clasping my hands together up under my bouyant tits and putting on my very best pout.

"Please, Sir.."

Oh god, I hope he thinks I'm pretty enough.

It's not that I think I'm unattractive. Far from it.

Like I said, I know I'm the hottest girl in the school. That's why I'm already the dance team captain (though I act more like the dance team queen, which I know I deserve to, since I'm just so much fucking better
 than the rest of the girls), and why I haven't done any actual homework in ages.

Schoolwork just seems so unimportant when I need to spend all my free time learning and reading about the best recipes, the best cleaning tips, and the top hundred ways to please a strong man.

How else could I possibly be the bestest daughter ever to my big, strong Daddy if I wasn't focused on that sort of thing?

Instead, I let the stupid little weak boys at school get in fights over who gets to do all my lame schoolwork for me—all I want to perfect is Daddy's favorite meals, and to make his home look like the palace he deserves.

All the time, Daddy brings home women that he picks up. He's so handsome and rugged. I can hear him fucking them mercilessly, pounding them against the walls. They stumble out early in the morning, barely able to walk. My cunt gushes with the memory of these half-broken sluts.

Lately, I've heard them calling him “Daddy.” Because he's so strong and dominant, I know it's at his instruction that they do that.

Each girl has been hotter than the last. I watch him take him into his room. I kneel in the doorway, peeking in.

Then, I watch him fuck all the girls he takes home, fingering my hot cunt the whole time. His door is always ajar. It's like he wants me to see.

It's like he wants me to get all jealous and riled up.

I know that, in lots of ways, I'm just a product of my environment. It's totally possible that Daddy's been training my whole life to be his special little fuckdoll. I find that just totally, completely hot. Wouldn’t that be perfect if he had been training me, owning me like that for my whole life?

Fuck. Yes.

And when Daddy gets home in just a few minutes, I'll have him all to myself for the entire weekend. I'm so excited. I know my adopted mother, who Daddy kicked out, will be so
 jealous.

She had been trying to get in the way of Daddy fucking whoever he wanted, always whining and complaining about how many hot cunts he was blessing with his hot Daddyseed. She criticized him for babying me, for keeping me cooped up in the house, for touching me in too familiar a fashion.

Daddy kicked her ass out. That's good. She was just in the way. It was so right
 that he kicked mother out for not understanding his right to fuck whoever he wanted.

Up in my room, brushing my hair so it's as hot and silky and pristine as possible, my pussy gets soaking wet as I think about everything I wish I could do for Daddy.

I wish he would let us suck him off after a hard day's work.

I wish he'd bend me over while I made him a meal, and fuck my face into the counter.

I wish he would keep me locked in his shower with my hands tied behind my back so every morning and evening, I would get a stomach full of his hot cum shot down my throat as he facefucked his precious daughterslut in the shower.

I just need
 him to feel the same. Each little gentle slap of my butt, each playful ruffle of my hair, each time I "jokingly" sit in his lap as he watches television—these have been my little slices of heaven, my pieces of evidence to compile an argument that yes, he wants me too. That no, it isn't just my imagination.

I hope desperately that it isn't just my imagination that his perfectly formed muscles tense up when he sees me brushing my amazing, long dark hair with the bathroom door open. Or that his compliments about my tinier skirts have been him wanting to see me in even tinier
 skirts.

I hear his car pulling up the drive.

I gasp and rush downstairs, pulling his favorite dinner out of the oven and on to the dining room table. A thin, tiny apron covers my sparse outfit. I clasp my hands together, my eyes lighting up as I see the door open.

"Daddy!" I squeal excitedly.

I strut toward him, seeing his eyes widen appreciatively at my presence. He is all hot and sweaty again, just like I'd hoped. His plain blue polo sticks to his muscles. Tight denim jeans hug his ass and couch his enormous fuckmeat between each thigh. His thick, dark hair is in some disarray.

I wrap my hands around his neck and give him a long, deep hug. My hefty young tits crush against his arm.

“I've missed
 you, Daddy,” I coo. “There's dinner waiting for you.”

“Good girl,” he strokes my hair. I smile prettily.

He bites one lip as he looks me up and down.

“You certainly are . . . all dressed up.”

That's putting it lightly. I can see he's trying to be delicate . . . he even looks a little embarrassed
 .

I know that's only because I'm turning him on so much.

I just know in my heart that every real owner of a hot babe is just waiting for this day, waiting for the day that his fuckdoll daughter admits to him how big of a heart-throb crush she has on him.

“Don't you like it, Daddy? Don't you like the way I'm dressed?”

“Of course I do, sweetheart. It's just rather . . . revealing.”

I nod happily.

“Isn't it, though?”

“The boys at school must have liked it a whole lot,” he laughs. “I'm surprised I didn't get a phone call or two.”

I shrug.

“They totally would have if I had worn it at school. But I didn't, Daddy. I put it on when I got home today. I got all naked, and showered special . . . because my body was all covered in sweat from dancing, Daddy. That's why I got naked. And showered. And rubbed soap all over and cleaned.”

His grip on my hips tightens.

“Yeah,” he says, nodding. “That's good. That's a good girl.”

“And then I put on this outfit just for my Daddy. I wanted to make sure you came home to a gorgeous good girl.”

“You certainly did.”

His fingers tighten even more.

“So you like it?”

“Of course, sweetheart,” he affirms again, though this time with a squeeze to my hip.

God, his hands are so close to my ass. I can't stand it. I want to slide my hand down to his and guide it down to the perfect curve of my cheeks. But . . . no. I can wait. He'll figure it out.

“You are such a catch, my dear. I'm sure you're going to make some boy at your school really happy.”

My eyes go down. “Oh, maybe so, Daddy, it's just . . .”

He is breathing deeply now. “Yes?”

“Daddy, I don't like
 any of the boys at school. They're not good
 enough for me.”

“Yeah,” he nods, staring deep into my cleavage. “Yeah, not good enough.”

“Right? They don't deserve
 a hot good girl like me.”

His hand starts sliding down my waist. I am sure he notices my breath catching. My big swallow. The way I hold in my breath so that my tits are pressing up and forward.

“I guess it's tough for me to think anybody is good enough for my little girl.”

Now's my chance. I slide forward and press my tits hard against his muscular chest.

Staring deep into his eyes, I lick my lips and say, “You are, Daddy. You're more than good enough.”

I slip up to my tippy toes and kiss him. I can't help it. His stubble is so thick and sexy along his chin. My lips land on his chin softly, and then my teeth come forward and rake his endlessly masculine jaw.

“Cassandra . . .” he breaths. “Don't play games with me.”

“Games, Daddy?”

“You can't act like this just because . . . you think it's funny.”

I kiss him again, along his neck. My hand drops to his crotch, hard stroking the big bulge there, and I slide my other hand over to his and put it on my tight teenage ass.

Moaning, I kiss him there for what feels like days. I've wanted to do this for the longest time.

“Is that funny, Daddy?”

Very calmly, very slowly, his hands come around my neck. He unwraps the apron around my body, like he's unwrapping a present. It falls to the floor, and he takes in a long breath.

One of his hands comes up, hovering over my breast. As if still unsure. I lean forward into his grip. His fingers tighten, and his thumb rubs over my nipple, pushing the flimsy sweater aside. I moan. He can see my complete lack of bra—and how my tits are so perfect that they don't even need one.

“You think you're ready for me, do you, sweetheart?”

He has a smile on his face now, open and leering.

“Oh yes
 , Daddy.”

“You know I'm going to fuck you and use you and spit you out. You've seen what I do to the women who come here. I'm going to do the same to you.”

I nod eagerly. “I want it, Daddy. I can handle it. I’m better than those sluts. I want it so bad
 .”

“Let's see if you do. Go get me my dinner. I’m hungry.”

Spinning me around, he slaps me on the ass to send me off to the kitchen.

He just makes so fucking wet. I can’t help it. My heart is thumping with desire as I make everything ready in the kitchen.

He sits down at the table. I bring him out his dinner—roast chicken with potatoes and broccoli.

I kneel down next to him as he eats, stroking his thigh needfully. His thick bulge hardens and pushes through his slacks. Salivating, I squeeze his thigh even harder. My hand comes up over his bulge, so tiny and small next to his enormity. I stroke it hard, in love with it, staring up at him with perfect lust.

“May I suck it, Daddy? Please? Can I suck you off as you eat? I've been practicing lots and lots . . . and it's my dream to delight your cock and swallow your cum as you eat a meal I made for you.”

He holds his fork up, considering for a moment.

“Very well. But you have to make sure it's good, or else we're done for the night.”

I’m breathing hard now. “Oh, yes
 Sir. Of course
 , Sir!”

He stands up slightly to let me strip off his pants, which I do immediately. I toss them against the wall, getting them completely out of the way. His bare thighs are ripped with muscle. The light is dim in the room already, and underneath the table, all that I can really make out is the fast-hardening head of his monstrously sized meat.

This is it, I tell myself. Dream come true this time.

Gently, tentatively, I slide my tongue down my Daddy’s cock.

The very first cock I’ve ever
 tasted.

It’s warm and a little salty. Delicious.

My tongue runs all the way down to his balls, lapping them up, sucking on them eagerly. One of my slender hands wraps around his thick, hard shaft, pumping him perfectly as I kiss his balls more and more.

Above me, I can hear him groaning a bit between chews.

“Suck it, Cassandra,” he says sternly. “You asked to suck it. Now do it. Be a good girl.”

I nod, my thick hair rubbing against his thigh. “Yes, Daddy!”

Obeying, my lips wrap around the head of his shaft. It’s so big. I have to open my jaw all the way to fit it inside.

For the past few months, I’ve been practicing with vegetables, trying to eliminate my gag reflex. I saw Daddy fucking all those women. I knew he was enormous. I started with celery, and then carrots, and then cucumbers.

It’s a good thing I kept upgrading, because Daddy is even bigger
 up close. His cock practically dwarfs my body, let alone my mouth. Taking him inside of me is like try to swallow an entire sausage all at once. He moves down one hand and pushes me forward more...more...more, stuffing my face full of his beautiful, wonderful cock.

It slides on down my throat. I can feel it bulging in my neck. It’s so fucking good. All I can do is moan appreciatively.

My moans are intelligible, of course, but I’m trying to say “Thank you, Daddy! Thank you so much!”

He starts pumping my head back and forth. I let my muscles relax, allowing him to guide me completely. It’s so good for Daddy to be in control. He should everything about me. He should just run everything.

“I’m gonna cum, good girl,” he gasps above me. “Do you want to taste it?”

“Mmmhmmm!”

“Here it comes, little girl. Brace yourself.”

He unleashes inside of me. First it sprays directly down my throat, the red hot seed pushing down to my tummy straightaway. Then he pulls out a little bit, spraying my face and my body with thick, potent Daddyseed.

God, he fucked my mouth so hard. He fucked my mouth while he ate dinner that I made him. Dream cum true. I can’t believe it.

“You know,” he said finally, breathing a little hard, “this really is good chicken.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I say into between deep swallows of his sticky goo.

Stroking him, I realize it takes longer and longer to reach the head of his cock.

“Oh my god, Daddy. Are you hard again already?”

I hear his fork clanging against the plate above me.

“Yes, I am. I'm done with my delicious dinner, and I’m hard for my hot little girl. That was just an appetizer, sweetheart. Are you ready for the main course?”

“Oh yes
 , Daddy!” I moan.

This is beyond my wildest imaginings. My Daddy getting hard again almost right away, to fuck my sweetheart Daddyloving pussy. Ohmygoddd.

He picks me up, then, first dragging me by my hair until I’m stood all the way up out from under the table, and then squatting down and tossing me over his shoulder. His hand comes down hard on my ass. Again. Again.

Each new strike, I cry out in a sweet mixture of pleasure and pain.

“Thank you, Daddy!” I gasp.

We go all the way upstairs to his bedroom. He tosses me on the bed.

“Ask for it, sweetie. Ask for your Daddy’s cock.”

“Oh yes, Daddy! Please
 , Daddy! Fuck your good girl daughter with your big monster cock! I need it inside of me! I need my Daddy to fuck me so hard, please!”

He gets on top of the bed with me, spreading my legs wide. For a second, he strokes my gorgeous face, the surface of it all shiny with his cum. Then he slides into me. He is gentle at first.

“You're my best girl,” he says softly. “My hot little darling. I'm going to take care of you.”

“I know you are, Daddy!” I moan out hotly. “I love you, Daddy!”

“I love you too, baby girl.”

It hurts just for a bit when he pushes inside of me, but then it’s nothing but pleasure. His thick, hard cock is so big, so good, so perfect and true, and I’ve never felt anything like what I do for him at that moment. I feel like my heart could burst, I adore my Daddy so much. He fucks me so well, so good, his baby girl, the hottest girl in school who’s devoted solely to doing everything that her Daddy wants.

It's so gentle, almost romantic . . . and then his eyes start roaming around my body. My tall tall heels, my sexy socks, my entire pantiless, braless outfit. How I’m already layered with his cum because I’m his complete fucking whore.

He starts to get it.

Daddy making love to me is hot. But that’s it. Just hot.

Daddy fucking me, though? Fucking me hard? My Daddy fucking me out of my silly stupid little girl mind is the reason I exist.

His pumps start to speed up. His cock enters and exits my slick cunt at will, perfectly attuned to the angle of approach, locked in to piledriving my pussy.

“That's it, Daddy,” I moan. “Fuck me hard!”

He speeds up even more. His meat is so thick and perfect inside of my cunt. I've never felt anything so wonderful.

“My hot little daughterslut,” he grunts. “You fucking sexy little girl. You’re such a good whore for Daddy.”

If the rest of my life was spent with my Daddy inside me, filling me, spraying my fertile body with his superhot seed, I would be content.

His hands wrap around my hair, pulling it tight. I love it. I love how he rules me so totally, gripping my tits hard and smashing them, his teeth ripping at my shoulder and taut belly. He’s fucking ruining me for any other kind of man.

“Cum in me, Daddy!” I moan hotly. “Don’t hold back! Don’t spill it anywhere else! Cum right in my belly, Daddy, yeah! Please
 , Daddy! Cum in my good girl belly!”

“Yeah,” he grunts out. “I’m gonna gift you with my fucking seed, you little slut. Right in your hot fucking daughtercunt. Take it! Take it!”

“Yes Daddy! Yes thank you Daddy!”

He cums as I scream for more, his wonderful gift filling me up entirely. I cum with him—how could I not? This is the culmination of everything I’ve ever wanted in my entire life. I want to be owned by my Daddy, and with his cum inside of me, I finally am.

Bliss rockets through my scorching hot body, the warmth of me matched only by the hotness of his seemingly-endless spurts of cum inside my belly.

Exhausted now, he collapses on top of me. I can feel his magically still-hard cock inside my body, filling up my slick wet folds. It feels so good to have my Daddy’s muscular weight resting on top me, protecting me, keeping me safe from every part of the world.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I moan happily, kissing his cheek. “Thank you for making me yours. Thank you for letting me tell you.”

I just needed to get all that off my chest.

# # #
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Blake
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I
 walk over to the
 door, checking for the fifth time to make sure it’s unlocked. Then I look out from right inside the doorway, where someone would stand once they opened the door after a long trip.

To the right, there’s the living room, full of comfy couches. To the left, there’s the study where I’ve laid down a series of blankets and some pillows. Right in front of the door is the thick rug, a great place for a hot, sweaty, needy rut with Blake's cock stuffing me silly.

Everything is completely clean. I made sure of it all day, cleaning and recleaning, polishing and repolishing. Every surface shines. The air smells crisp and fresh. The sheets are all turned, the beds all made. Each and every cushion is lovingly pumped and ready to be used. I love my role as housepet for my Daddy, but today, Daddy is out of town, and I belong to someone else.

Or, I want to, at any rate.

I need this to be totally perfect.

I need this to be perfect because today’s the day. At long last, my big brother is coming back home from his military service overseas.

Of course, he’s not my real big brother. My Daddy, Ron, adopted us both at a very young age from different families, but we grew up together. I’d trust him with anything. Blake is in some version of the special forces, and since I’ve turned eighteen, he’s hardly been around. If he had, I probably would have acted before today.

But today he comes back. I’m brimming with excitement, and my pussy is crawling with hot lascivious need. I need to tell him how I feel—I need to tell my big brother how I am so fucking desperate to be his personal loveslave cum dumpster.

I remember when I was very young, I told him about my very first crush. It had been an innocent, temporary thing. I thought I was SO in love with an older boy. When I told Blake, he just shook his head.

“You don’t want that guy,” he said solemnly, stroking my hair. “He’s not good enough for you. Hardly anyone is.”

I took that with me ever since.

And I know that he was completely right. Not
 just anybody was good enough for me. But Blake is.

I’ve had a crush on him now for the longest time. His body is completely chiseled, like he was carved out of the rock of all-that-is-man. He’s silent and strong, never complaining, never saying anything out of line. He’s a real sweetheart underneath all his steely exterior, but somehow, he’s never been with a girlfriend for very long.

I get the feeling, more and more, that it’s my
 fault he’s not with anyone. That he just can’t stop fucking other girls without thinking of me instead.

Most of the girls he’s dated have looked like me, as a matter of fact, though of course they’re not as hot as me. Hardly any girls are—I know that. Everyone in town knows that. It’s an easy thing to figure out when you’re as hot as I am—when you’re born on top of the mountain, it’s easy to see all the people still trying to climb. And that makes me so fucking turned on.

I’m tall, tanned, and gorgeous. I’ve got gorgeous long dark hair that I should practically charge people to see. If I charged the men in this town to jerk off just to the sight of my voluminous, sexy hair instead of fucking their drab old wives, I’d be a millionaire in a matter of weeks.

Of course, if all that was sexy about me was my hair, I’d hardly have good reason to be so arrogant and vain. Luckily for me, I’m the whole package. Of course, I could just tell you that I’m toned, but would that really communicate the achingly sexy turns of my midsection, so solid and complete as my abs connect with my obliques, leading lusciously down into my heartbreaking hips and ass? There’s not a drop of fat on my body, and my tits are enormous fuck-pillows, made for the adoration purely and totally of the Men in my family.

Oh yes, that’s right. Nobody gets to have me but my Daddy...and after today, my big brother. All this is hotness was just purely designed for their pleasure, as far as I’m concerned.

Other men can look, but they don’t get to have my perfect, angelic face looking into their eyes and telling them what a hot little naughty fuckslut whore I need to be just
 for them for the rest of my life. Think about that for a moment—the hottest face you’ve ever seen on a glamour magazine or in a celebrity rag, pouting and needing all the time, just hopping at the chance to do the slightest thing for her man, aching to be used and abused as a domesticated, housecleaning, meal-cooking fuckslut cum guzzling whore who needs more than anything else to be stuffed full of fantastic family cock.

That’s all
 that I am.

It’s too bad Daddy’s out of town, or else today could have been real
 fun. But he was away on business.

So, Blake is coming home from his tour to me, and me alone.

I’ve made sure that the occasion will be a special one for him. Besides arranging every possible room for constant, hot, hardcore fucking, I’ve dressed up just for him.

Decorating my body is the hottest, sluttiest prom gown I could find. My real prom was ages ago—more than five months ago, in fact, before I graduated high school.

But I didn’t go. Nobody at the school deserved me, and I knew I couldn’t go with my Daddy like I would have loved to. Instead, I stayed home with Daddy and sucked him off all night long in sexy pretty bridal lingerie, letting him know that more than anything else, I wanted to be his special daughter fuckwife.

But that didn’t mean I only
 wanted to be Daddy’s fuckwifepet.

Oh no. I need to be my brother’s pet too. He’s always been there for me. Whenever I’ve been sad or down, big bro was always there to let me know how much he cared. So now, I need to show him how much I care.

My gown is golden, with long slits down each leg, showing off my perfect hips and ass. The v-neck is perfectly arranged around my tits, a thick semi-circle of gemstones attending my bountiful young cleavage.

Sleek, hot golden silk gloves adorn my arms, going all the way up to my elbows. I love the way I look in gloves. I think it’s such a classy, hot way to announce to the man you care about that you don’t care about anything practical—you are saying to everyone how you can’t get your hands dirty, you can’t do anything that will make you unclean, because all of you is designed to be your man’s hot fuckdoll decoration who wants to give him a little extra softness as you stroke his big, fat thick cock.

That’s the only way these gloves will get dirty—if they’re covered in a mountain of my big bro’s cum.

Mmm. I can’t wait.

Hot gloves are like long hair—impractical for anything except for being gorgeous and announcing to the world that you want to be some man’s perfect little cockslut. That’s why my hair is so long, so teased and coiffed, its dark surface so shiny and wonderfully arranged. My six-inch heels—golden as well, with long silk ribbon straps that wrap all the way up around my calves and up past my knees—are also good for nothing but an announcement of how badly I want to be seen as a hot little whore.

Topping it all off, I have on the prom queen crown. I came by it legitimately—they gave the silly thing to me at school when I was taking finals. Or, more accurately, when I was hanging out in the hallway as some nerd took the finals for me in a last-ditch effort to prove his love for me.

Apparently, the school tried to give it to some other girl, but there was such an uproar over how I deserved it more—from teachers and students—that she was forced to let it go.

She probably cried about it.

Good.

This is probably the most amount of clothes I've worn at one time for the past few months, ever since I confessed to my Daddy how badly I needed to be his special perfect fuckpet. Usually, when I get home, I take all of my clothes off right away and dress in lingerie. The color is picked by Daddy, the outfit is chosen by me. Then I'll sit in the entryway, kneeling, waiting for him to come home. If I've been very good, he lets me finger my hot teenage cunt while I wait, so desperate to feel his manhood inside me.

The last week or so, Daddy has started choking me while he drills me from behind, spilling his seed deep inside my dripping wet pussy. I begged
 him to do it. It's so fucking hot, feeling him control me like that, feeling him have my life in his hands completely. He told me he wouldn't choke me until I turned him on enough—so I surprised him at his office with a naughty schoolgirl outfit on. He fucked me right there, in his office—and he had to choke my sexy collared neck just to keep everyone from hearing me scream and call him Master.

But my hot fucklord of a DaddyMaster hasn't made any rulings on whether I can fuck my hot big bro or not. Just other men aren't allowed—inferior men, who don't deserve me like my family men do. When I walked out of his office, all choked and fucked, there were open stares from the men in the office. They probably knew what was going on. I didn't care. Daddy doesn't either. He's such an alpha stud that they do anything he says without question, just like me.

He came home that night, fucking me ruthlessly once again, choking me with open relish, telling me how he caught and fired a man who was jerking off in his cubicle, moaning my name.

It always turns me on so much hearing about all the guys that love me, even though all I want to do all day long is make love to the men in my family. Only those men are good enough. They’re the only men I can really trust to never leave me, to treat me the way I really need and deserve.

I can hear the front door knob turning. I get in position at the stairway, pushing my tits up on the banister, one long perfect leg held out sexily.

He comes inside, still in uniform, setting down his big green duffel bag.

“Welcome back, big brother,” I coo happily. “I’m so
 happy you’ve come back!”

His missions overseas were so secret that he couldn't even tell us where he had been. All I know is that he’s definitely been in combat. He’s been able to tell us that over the phone.

God, that’s so hot to think about. My big hot brother fighting man to protect me and keep me safe.

And I know, too, that I need to have him protecting me, holding me tight—I need to have him filling me up and telling me everything will be all right forever. He's so fucking strong, so capable of fighting and defending, that I know I could believe him.

I used to guess that he was in the Middle-East, on the once or twice every six weeks when he could make a phone call.

“No, sis,” he said. “Think farther East.”

“Asia? But we don't have any forces in Asia.”

“Are you sure about that?”

But he wasn't allowed to say anymore.

In the house now, he stands up straight, looking me over with a bemused smile on his face. His neck is flushed, and I can tell he's aroused by the way his eyes focus on my tits, my bared hips.

I strut down the stairs, biting my lower lip in barely-repressed need.

His eyes roam over my outfit as I approach, just as they should. I’m dressed up for him. I belong to him, tonight.

I present myself for him, arching my back, holding my gloved hands up underneath my tits to push them up even more. I know I look fucking gorgeous. I know that half the guys at my old school would die happy just to see me like this—and they’d probably die from jerking themselves off too much, too. I don’t care.

All I care about right now is looking hot for Blake. My skin is shiny and smooth, so obviously made for nothing but touching, adoring, and loving—but only for the right kind of man. I'm so, so very lucky that Blake is just the right kind of man, and that I have him all to myself.

“I guess now I know why you weren’t at the airport to say hello.”

I nod happily, biting my lip, pressing my hot gloved hands hard against my chest.

“I didn’t think anyone would understand,” I breathe. “They wouldn’t understand the way that I need to be yours.”

Quickly, eagerly, I wrap my hands around his waist, drawing him close and nuzzling my cheek against his chin. I can feel his hands, somewhat unsure, moving over my backside.“Do you understand, big bro? I’m all grown up now. I can show you.”

His hands slide up my sides, two of his big fingers pushing into my spine, sending hot thrills through my entire body. I purr with his touch.

Then he pushes me away somewhat, shaking his head with a distant smile on his face.

“You grew up into such a hot little number, sis. I'm sure lots of guys are falling all over themselves to be with you. You don’t need to ruin your life by being with your brother.”

I push forward again. He holds me back in his strong hands. Even though it's not being used how I want, I revel in the feel of his strength on me.

“I don’t care about any of those other guys, big bro. I only want you. Do you like my prom dress?”

He nodded, eyes still a little wide. “Whoever you went with must have fucked...” He took a breath. “...must have really liked it.”

I giggle and smile. My tits bounce invitingly.

“I'm all dressed up like this because I didn't go to prom with anybody, big bro. Nobody at school deserved to go with me.”

“You're goddamn right.”

His response seems automatic. As if he can't help himself, his big, rock-solid arms slide around me and he holds me tight. Possessively. I feel sooo safe. Nothing could go wrong right now, not with him so close. So strong and good and protective. I need him to need me like I need him.

I stare up into his steely eyes, my tits crushed on his uniform, forming appealing half-gloves of pure lust.

“I wanted you to be my prom date, big bro. I want you to be my hot big bro boyfriend sir.”

He moans throatily, catching my chin under his fingers. His lips are so close to mine now.

“You know what happens to hot babes like me on prom night, right?”

“They have a good time?”

I nod. “They have a good time because their studs take them home and fuck them senseless.”

“Cassandra...” he shakes his head, trying to turn away. I stay near him. One of my perfect legs slides up his. “What are we doing? What are you saying?”

“I'm saying I want my hot big bro to hold me tight and fuck me and make me feel all safe. Please? I love you, Blake. I always have. I need you. I need only
 you. I’ll die
 if I can’t have—”

He moans and kisses me then, his hot brother tongue sliding into my mouth, making my little sister tongue all sloppy and wet with his warm saliva. Threads of it slide out of lips when he pulls away, staring at me deeply.

“Cassandra...” he shakes his head again. “I’m glad that you’ve blossomed, and...man, you have blossomed. But you and I both know that something like this can’t happen.”

I pout, fiddling with his uniform’s buttons. They’re actually easy to start moving apart. “Says who?”

“You know who.” He waved a hand. “Society.”

“I don’t care what society has to say. I want to fuck my big brother. I want your big brother cock jamming inside my little sister pussy, showing me what a hot, good slut I can be for you. I want that all
 the time, big bro. I want it right now
 . I've set up rooms for us, Blake. We have all
 weekend.”

He is breathing hard, looking down my chest. I position my tits upward so he can see. I want him to look. I want my big brother’s eyes all over me.

“What about...what about Dad?”

I look down, biting a lip.

“Don't worry about him. I don't think he'll mind. If he finds out...” I giggle. “Let's just say he doesn't have much moral authority in the matter.”

“You mean you...you and him...”

His breathing increases, ragged and hot. I can tell the idea of my Daddy fucking me really turns him on. I think that, beyond anything else, it lets him know how serious I am about fucking him. The boundaries are slipping away for him.

“That's right,” I purr. “He's been drilling me nightly. And I love it. I love the cock of my men in me. You're both so special to me...he just...disciplines me, how I need. Lets me be his happy little servant. But that's not all I need, big bro.”

Working swiftly, I drop his pants. He doesn't stop me, doesn't protest. Such good news. He wants this. He just needs a little more convincing. I don't mind. I love convincing him. I start stroking his cock. He's already hard—my brother, so fucking hard just for me! I love it. He loves it too, I can tell...but doubt adorns his face.

“I need a partner,” I say hotly. “Someone I can depend on...a man that I know will treat me right and fuck me hard. I just need so much cock, big bro, and Daddy doesn't have enough. But the two of you together...”

I stroke his cock even harder. Precum starts flowing out of the head, and I smear it around the shaft. My strokes become slick and fast. His giant veiny rod is so fucking big. Eight inches at least. I need it inside me, all that meat, filling me up. Oh my fucking god, I want it so much!

“You're so fucking manly and hot now, big bro,” I coo. “I bet the military has shown you all kinds of hot ways to hold a girl down. Why don’t you show me some of them?”

Hot schlicking sounds from my gloves attending his cock start filling the room. He nods, finally, gyrating his hips into the sizzling hot handjob I'm giving him.

“If this is going to happen, you’re going to do exactly what I tell you to.”

“Yes, Sir,” I breathe. “I wouldn’t think of doing anything else.”

He moves my hands away from his cock. I groan with need to keep touching it, but I obey. He picks me up with his hands on my waist, enormous biceps bulging. He sets me down right on the rug I’ve arranged in the entryway. Letting out a long breath, he slides on top of my body. His weight is so wonderful, so reassuring. His cock only feels harder and harder as he moves up my thighs, my abdomen. He's smearing my pretty gown with his cum, marking me as his. His hands crawl over my perfection, squeezing my tits harder and harder.

His lips are rough and welcome. Moaning, his tongue slides against mine. My gloved hands pull his face against mine, needing more and more of him. I love him so much. I want to shout it to the world. I love my big brother! I love him!

A smile crosses his face as he sinks his hand down to my pussy. He finds I’m totally bare there...and totally wet. He starts slinking down my body, kissing the soft slutty fabric of my gown.

“I’ve wanted to do this,” he growls, “for a very long time.”

I can’t fucking believe it, but my super stud military big brother goes down on me right then and there. He starts relentlessly eating my pussy. His lips push purposefully against my hot little clit, his tongue flicking out rhythmically. He grips my ass hard, harder, harder.
 I feel like I'm almost in the way
 of my own pussy for him. That's so hot.

He picks me up, his grip ironclad on my ass, still licking me with perfect rhythm. He bends me backward, my legs wrapped around his head, and he just drives his tongue against my clit again and again. Soon, I'm doing a handstand, bent over backwards as he licks my tight hot young teen pussy.

“Oh my god,” I moan into the rug. “Oh my god, Blake! Blake! Yes, Blake!”

His licking only increases. His tongue so lithe, so agile and strong. I love everything it’s doing. I love how he's bent me over. I can't get away, I can only need more and more.

“I’m gonna cum,” I moan.

I really am. I've never felt anything like this, not even with Daddy! He only licks me harder, his frequency increasing.

“I’m gonna cum! I-I-I’m go-gonna ohhhh Blake!”

His licks transform into hot, wet kisses as my orgasm arrives. The bliss finally boils over and the hot waves of orgasm spread through my body. Bent in half how I am, I still thrash and turn, my gorgeous young hot body so perfectly shaped to have just this exact feeling, to be rippling with lust and vibrating with such complete pleasure.

He moves my legs down from around his head to around his waist. I move my head around, and he's on top of me now in missionary position. I lock my heels where they are, pulling him in. He rips at my gown, sliding his perfect, pleasure-giving tongue over my tits. For several moments as I enjoy the post-orgasm bliss, he sucks at my hot young nipples.

Then, he whispers in my ear the hottest, most absolutely perfect thing I’ve ever heard in my life.

“I want to be inside you. Now.”

I can smell his breath, tasting just like my sexy hot teen cunt. I whimper out a yes.

“I need it too. I love you, Blake. I need my big bro inside me so bad.”

I can feel the length of his fully-hard cock sliding against my thighs and ass. It’s so big. It’s as big as Daddy’s—maybe even bigger!

With a long, shuddering sigh, he spreads my legs just slightly and enters my hot young pussy with his completely unprotected cock. His big, hulking rod fills me up, his military-carved muscles so hard and chiseled in the dim light of the room.

“Oh fuck, Blake,” I moan, running my gloved hands up his rock hard body. “You’re so good!”

I've never felt
 like this, so alive, so needy all at once! I just know his cock has been waiting for me for so long, just like I've been waiting for his. I've never felt so fertile in all my life.

“Yeah,” he grunts, thrusting slowly into me, taking his time. “Oh yeah, my hot sister babe.”

“Oh god, yes! Fuck me, brother! Fuck your hot sister's hot little pussy!”

He unclasps my legs from around his waist and positions them forward, framing my gorgeous face with my high-high heels. The position allows him to thrust in me unencumbered. He rams harder and harder, his length freeflowing into my pussy.

“F-fuck,” he moans. “So tight. My little sister is so fucking tight.”

“That’s right, big bro. You’re so fucking big that my little sister pussy can barely handle it. You’ll ruin me, big bro.”

That seemed to excite him a lot. Ruining me. Making me only fit for a cock like his. I’m in love with the idea myself. I can feel his body tensing up, his orgasm fast approaching. He must love that idea as much as I do. That’s so fucking hot. Big bro and little sis, thinking alike, having the same exact thoughts about fucking each other.

“Ruin
 me, Blake! Ruin your little sister! Fuck me until I’m broken for you! Put...put a baby in me,
 please! Please, big bro! Please please!”

“Oh fuck,” he moans. “I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna cum, sis. I'm gonna fucking fill you up.”

“Yes, please!” I moan excitedly. “Please fill me up! Please, big bro! Please let me fill your big fat fucking cock fill me up with your hot big brother seed, oh fucking please
 .”

My voice gets almost raspy with my begging, my need. His incredible hot goo explodes inside me, filling up my fertile body, and I cum again with him. I can't fucking believe it, cumming like that again so fast. My big brother is so good! The pleasure is too much, and I think I black out for several seconds, completely enraptured with his beautiful cock inside me, showing me how much he cares for me.

When I come to, he's staring down at me, clearly as in love with me as I am with him.

“Thank you, big bro,” I moan. “I love you so much. I needed you to fuck me like that.”

“I love you too, sis,” he whispers, kissing my beautiful face. “Thank you for telling me.”

“I'm so fucking lucky you're my big bro. You make me feel so good. So safe.”

I just needed to tell him that. The need to confess my adoration for him was burning up inside me. We have the whole rest of the weekend to explore how much I can do for him. Now all I need to do is get my Big Bro and Daddy together to let loose one last big secret.

# # #
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Forbidden Alpha Males: Ron & Blake
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I
 do one final pass
 of the game room. They’re both out right now, my men. I have to make sure everything is perfect before they return home. They are each expecting to fill me up. And oh god, I want them to. I want them to get me as pregnant as possible.

Over the past few months, I’ve become the perfect housepet for my adoptive father, Ron, and for Blake, who Ron also adopted a long time ago. I clean for them. I cook for them. I dress up for them.

In exchange, my Daddy and Big Bro stuff me full of their big cocks whenever I want them to. Or, whenever they want to—which is, again, when I want them to. It’s a perfect, wonderful little life.

Except for one thing—they both have started to resent that the other gets to have me.

The other night, they were each home for an hour...and they had a fight. Daddy was leering at me, making my knees all weak, and Blake slapped my ass just like I deserve for being his hot little bitch, and then they got into the worst scuffle. Eventually they stopped, but not before both of them got black eyes and sore necks.

It's just completely silly, the way they're competing. Other men? Men outside my family? They should be completely fucking jealous of them. I'm incredibly gorgeous, and I love every second of it.

But my Daddy is my Man. And Blake is my Man, too. And I need them both to understand how they both
 are my Men.

The only way to get them to understand that is for them to fuck me at the same time. And when they do, I have a bigger game in mind. You see, the only way to really seal the deal is I’m fucked so full of their cum that I’m completely fucking pregnant.

They've been fucking my unprotected pussy for some time now, but I'm not pregnant yet. And I need
 to be. I need them my men to pump me so full of cum that I get more pregnant than anybody ever has been. And I need them to do it at the same time. I want my Daddy and Big Bro to double-team me until I can't walk.

If I’m not fertile, then there’s simply no balance in the universe. I don’t believe that a girl as perfectly hot as I am—with my angelic face, rich long black curls, bouncy 36D breasts, and tight toned body—could be put on this earth to do much of anything else outside of fucking the men most suited for her and get filled with lots of babies like a proper woman.

Everything in the game room seems to be in place, passing the inspection of my discerning eye. The couch is free of obstructions—if they want to pin me down on top of it, stuffing my holes full of their big cocks, they’ll be able to. Or if they want to push me down onto the carpet, there’s nothing there that will get in their way. The rug is soft and plush, so their knees will easily be able to handle the different positions.

If, for some reason, they can contain themselves long enough to take me to the bedroom (which I would almost take as an affront, seeing as how perfectly sexy I look today), there are no obstacles in their way as they carry me or as I crawl after them, begging for more.

I am quite happy with either, being held and carried around or crawling after their thick, masculine bodies.

For the first time in a long time, both my men are going to be home this weekend. Usually, Daddy’s work has him working during the weekend, or Blake is out working at his job or doing his monthly drilling with the military.

So, usually, when one is home, the other isn’t. The schedules just haven’t worked out. Perhaps that has been for the best—they do have a lot of aggression toward each other, after all. They each want to be the only man to fuck me. Somehow, I need to make them understand that it can be just as good if they work together to fuck my perfect eighteen year-old cunt.

It’s late fall now, and I’m almost done with my first semester of college. I’ve had all kinds of propositions for dates, of course—even some of my professors have looked interested. Who fucking wouldn’t be? I’m a goddess.

I’m not interested in them, though. I don’t need any extra men in my life. All I need is my perfect Daddy, and my wonderful Big Bro. They’re more than enough men for me. And it’s all I can do to hope that I’m enough woman for the both of them.

Every day of my life is filled with my Daddy and Big Bro’s cocks.

Last night was Daddy’s turn, drilling me silly as I washed the dishes for him. The night before, I was with Blake, sucking him off while he watched a movie. Even so, all this raunchy, hardcore fucking . . . it just hasn't been enough.

I want my men to own me completely. I want to leave no doubt in their minds how completely I am theirs. They might still think this is a temporary thing. That I’ll get my fix of family cock, and move on to conquests that are somehow bigger or better.

But it's not a temporary thing. It's not a “for-now” thing. This is forever.

But do they know that? Do my wonderful men know how badly I need both of them in my life, forever?

Not just one or the other will do. I need both cocks in my life. My hot Daddy cock and my hot Big Bro cock. The sweet dominating power of my Master and the hot lovemaking prowess of my Stud. I need them filling me up at the same time, spilling their hot, gooey, lifegiving seed inside of me and proving to everyone what a complete slut I am for them and them alone.

Only having them fill me up and making me their personal broodmare fuckslut will let them know for sure. I need them to get me so totally pregnant. I need to have their babies. Then we’ll be a real family, forever. I need it. I need them to make me theirs in mind, soul, and especially body.

I’m all dressed up special just for them, as always. Over the past few months, I’ve gotten more and more creative with my outfits as I’ve learned what each of my hunks likes.

Blake really, really loves it when I wear gloves and short skirts. Daddy loves low-cut tops showing off my big tits, and hot high-heeled boots.

So, tonight is a compromise. I wear a tiny red minidress, its soft surface tight around my hips and clinging to the heavy globes of my sexy teenage tits. The loop of bare skin around my neck swoops low into my cleavage, showing off an incredible amount of the young, luscious skin I have available. Elbow-length leather gloves slide up tight around my toned arms. My legs are encased in matching black skintight leather boots that wrap up all the way up around my lovely, fit thighs. The heels are almost dangerously high—more than six inches—but I’ve been practicing walking in high heels a lot lately for my Daddy, and I can strut in them easily.

I look dynamite in this outfit, and both men shouldn’t be able to resist fucking me. I want my brother and Daddy to gangbang the shit out of me as soon as they walk through the door tonight.

I look down at myself, sliding my leather gloves up my hot teenage body. I love the way it looks when my leather-bound hands slide up around my tits, squeezing them together. I wish I had my brother’s cock between my big heavy globes, his precum spilling out and just making my tits slipperier...

Now I’m starting to get moist, the folds of my pussy wettening. For a moment, I consider pushing a hand up underneath the tight red fabric of my minidress to pleasure my pussy for a minute...but then I hear a car drive up. And then another, right after.

They’re both
 home. Oh, wonderful!

“Good evening, Sire,” I purr as my Daddy walks through the door in the entryway.

He is a large man, bulky with thick muscles. He has started wearing a beard, his dark hair highlighting the squareness of his jaw.

I can see he wants to kiss me, to hold me and take me immediately. But he stops, because Blake is right there. Blake is a bit leaner than Daddy, but still perfectly chiseled. I love licking his abs and moving my hands up and down his incredibly defined back. His shoulders are like beautiful rocks.

“Good evening, Stud,” I purr to Blake, running a gloved hand down my sex appeal-oozing side.

They each nod, a bit frozen, not knowing what to do. The want on their faces is completely tangible...and so is the dislike for the other. It’s time to fix all of that.

I strut forward in my sexy boots and grab Daddy’s hand, and then Blake’s.

“Come with me,” I purr, leading them back into the game room.

The game room is right next to the entryway, across from the living room.

I sit Blake down on the couch, and then Daddy next to him. Then I kneel down in front of them. My leather gloved hands stay on their knees.

“We have something to discuss,” I announce. “Something we need to clear the air about.”

I can tell from the looks on their still-bruised faces that they know what this is about.

“Cassandra, I don’t know that we really have to talk about all of this,” Blake says.

Daddy nods. “Yeah. There’s no call for it.”

I struggle not to roll my eyes. “Of course there is, boys. We’re a family. We discuss matters of importance.”

I take a deep breath, enjoying how both of their pairs of eyes lock onto my hot cleavage, trapped in this tiny, tiny dress.

“Now, I know you both know you've both been fucking me.”

They each nod, somewhat sheepish in front of the other. That's cute. They’re each so dominant and manly! I need them to understand how they shouldn’t have any shame in front of me.

“You've been fucking me hard. And long. And beautifully. I've loved each and every second of it. You're both wonderful. And I'm so
 sad it's caused such animosity between you . . . because you're both so very dear to me.”

My hands slide up their thighs, together. I get to feel both of them, like this, at the same time! I can hardly contain myself. I want to just dive on their cocks right away.

“Cassandra...” Daddy’s voice takes a warning tone.

For once, I choose to ignore it.

“You’re both
 my men. My perfect, perfect men. And I want you both to fuck me hard, forever. I want my Daddy’s cock inside me...and I want my Big Bro’s cock inside me. I want you to fuck me stupid, all the time. I want you to, whenever you can, to fuck me at the same time.”

My Big Bro lets out a hot, ragged breath as my gloved hand unzips his pants. He likes my gloves so much. I start stroking his cock first. Daddy looks somewhat displeased, so I put more of my young teen tits on his leg, biting my lower lip with the naughty sort of look I know he loves. Then I start to stroke his fast-developing hardness as well.

Each of them moans.

“Now, you see? Isn’t that nice? Both of you getting hard, together. Both of you getting hard for me. You both agree about so much
 ...wouldn’t it be hot if you agreed about this?”

They didn’t seem to know how to respond. Their cocks certainly did, though, getting harder and harder in my gloved hands.

“You both want me in your lives, right? Well I need both of my men’s big, hard thick cocks in me if I’m going to stay here. I just need them
 ...I need them both.
 ”

I slip forward and wrap my lips around Daddy’s cock. His reward for being so nice when I started stroking Blake first. My tongue slips around his sexy, big meat, and I roll my eyes back and moan as I taste him.

I can hear Blake mutter, “Oh fuck that’s hot.”

With a smile and a giggle, I pop my lips off of Daddy and slide over to Big Bro, giving Daddy a show as I shake my ass a bit, sliding my tongue around Blake’s cockhead and then moaning as I lower on down. I keep stroking Daddy, just as I keep stroking Blake, perfect rhythm, the same attention for both.

Daddy groans, “Fuck, my little girl...”

Once more I pop off the hot manly cock, continuing to stroke both of them. They’re harder now, both of them. I can feel their steel rods pushing out against the soft leather of my gloved hands.

“Isn’t that nice, Sirs? Isn’t that so good, your little family slut pleasing your cocks at the same time?”

“Y-yeah,” Daddy grunts.

“Oh yeah,” says Blake.

I nod happily, my tits bouncing. “That’s sooo good, Sirs. I’m sooo happy to please you both. Do you want to know what would please me the most, right now?”

In unison, they both ask, “What?”

“I want you both to fuck me,” I bite my lip, my eyes filling with need. “I want you to fuck me right in my unprotected pussy, and fill me up with your hot, impregnating seed.”

Daddy grins. Blake gulps a little, but is still clearly turned on. My thumbs run over the precum-slippery heads of their cocks. The precum oozes out so perfectly. It's so hot. I want to wear a suit of it.

“That’s right, Sirs. I want your babies. I want babies from you both. I want you each to fill me up with fucking triplets.”

“Oh fuck,” says Daddy. He reaches forward and slides a hand through my hair.

“Christ,” says Blake. “Fuck, Cassandra.”

Blake reaches forward and slides a hand through my hair as well. Their hands touch...and they don't seem to mind. Mmmph. That's so good.

My tits are bouncing against Daddy’s knees now, I’m stroking their cocks so hard. My hair falls into Blake’s lap. I can feel his fingers and Daddy's slide over each other's as he watches me stroking him, stroking Daddy.

“That's right, my Sirs. I need you to fill me up, again and again, bathing and overwhelming me with your thick hot baby batter. I need you to fuck as many babies in me as I can carry. We have to make sure both
 of you fill me up with your seed. It's important
 . Your cum, each of your cum . . . it's holy
 to me. I worship you both. Won’t you do it? Won’t you give your sisterdaughterslave the holiness she needs inside of her?”

“Yes,” says Daddy. “We sure can, sweetie.”

“Yeah,” says Blake. “We’ll fuck you until you can’t move, babe.”

My heart sings with joy. My pussy drips with anticipation.

“Thank you so much
 ,” I purr. “Who wants to go first?”

“I'm the father here,” says Daddy. “I'm first.”

Blake looks disappointed. I can't have that.

“Mmm, yummy,” I purr, moving over to Blake’s lap. “That means I get to suck my Big Bro off first.”

I slide my mouth over his cock again, this time taking his full length down my throat. My eyes are closed, but I can hear Daddy getting up and tossing his pants aside. His ripped, muscular body pushes up behind me and stands me up on my high heels, so I’m bent over completely as I suckle down on Blake’s hard rod.

Gripping me around my leather boot-clad thighs, Daddy shoves into my red hot pussy. His cock is so fucking huge. I can feel my cunt walls straining just to accommodate his monstrous length.

Daddy, fucking me from behind, slaps my ass raw. Again and again his hand comes down as my big bro fucks my whore sister mouth. As Daddy fucks me, he just pushes me harder onto Blake's cock.

“You're fucking her so hard,” says Blake. “You're fucking our slut just right.”

“Fuck yeah,” Daddy moans, pumping into me. “Is she sucking you off like a good girl? Is she doing her duty?”

“She so fucking is. She's gonna make me cum down her throat.”

I squeal with need. Oh fuck, I want them filling me up so bad! My hot teen body can barely take so much need, so much desire for these two.

“She's gonna make me cum, too.” Daddy slaps my ass again, and then squeezes my perfectly firm flesh there. “Are you ready for it, good girl? Are you ready for Daddy's cum?”

My mouth sliding around Blake's pulsating cock, all I can do is moan and groan in affirmative. I'm so ready.

Blake is ready too.

“I'm gonna cum,” he breathes, his ab muscles so sexy and tight. “I'm gonna cum right in my whore sister's mouth.”

“I can feel it too,” says Daddy. “I’m so fucking close.”

“Fuck her, Dad. Fuck my sister. Fuck your little slaveslut. Make her yours. Fuck her like she needs. Give her that fucking baby. Put a fucking baby in your daughter.”

It's too much for Daddy. He slaps my ass again and explodes inside of me, filling my ass with his liquid warmth. Blake releases at the same time, coating my throat with his seed. He pulls out after a moment, his hot goo exploding still all over my face. My fuckholes and my body are so covered in my family's cum. My teenage family fuckslut body is completely filled.

I slide out from Daddy’s grip and turn around. I'm not done.

You see, this has to be fair. They have to know that this is all about fairness. They both
 get what the other
 gets. So if Daddy's going to fuck my pussy, then my Stud should too.

I slide my cum-splashed lips Daddy’s still-trembling cock, my leather gloved hands gripping his ass hard as I abuse myself on his cock. It stiffens as my mouth slides over it—my holes are perfect for my Men, made to keep them so hard and warm.

My pussy, dripping cum, is right in front of Blake’s face. He's still sitting down.

“Fuck my pussy, Blake!” I coo, popping my mouth off of Daddy’s cock just enough to beg. “Please fuck me right away!”

Not willing to let me beg for long, my Daddy shoves his cock back inside my mouth, which is still coated with Blake's cum. The thick layer of cum from my Big Bro helps to lube my throat and lips as Daddy shoves inside of me again and again. His member gets stiffer and stiffer as it fills me up.

Even with my eyes closed as I luxuriate in sucking my Daddy's cock, I can hear Blake standing up and kicking his pants aside, just like Daddy did.

In my pussy, Blake finds a similar situation to what Daddy found with my mouth. His cock is just as big as Daddy’s, but now that I’ve been soaked inside with Daddy’s cum, my pussy takes him easily. His gargantuan meat pushes hard against the tight confines of my cunt, but everything there is so wet, so ready to be fucked forever. My tight, perfect snatch is already so completely lubed up that his cock is immediately hard, and his thrusts are immediately fast and furious. It seems like he can't wait to fill me full of his hot impregnating seed.

I can't wait for his cum to fill me too. I can feel Daddy's sweet goo dripping out of me, splashing on the ground as Blake drives into me.

“Fuck her, Blake,” groans Daddy. “Fuck your sister. Put your babies inside her. Make her give you those triplets. Take her cunt like you deserve.

Just like when Daddy was fucking me, every hot thrust of Blake shoves me harder into Daddy’s cock, forcing his amazing length deeper and deeper. I love the taste of his meat. I love BOTH of their perfect meat rods, shoving into me so fucking hard.

Blake shoves inside of me, groaning and moaning. He’s gonna cum, I can tell.

“Oh fuck, Cassandra. Cassandra...Cassandra...”

“That’s it, Blake,” says Daddy. “You fuck my daughter. You fuck our good girl. You fuck her right. You teach her how to be ours.”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Yeah, I'm gonna fucking breed her and give her that big fucking baby bump, oh god yeah...”

Squeezing my slapped-raw ass tight, my big bro comes right inside my pussy, filling me full of his hot impregnating sperm. I squeeze so tight as he comes, wanting none of it to spill. It’s so fucking good and hot, and just for me. My Daddy comes with him, grunting out hotly.

“Fucking give her those babies,” he moans, spurting down my throat. “Give them to her, yeah.”

His cum spurts all over my mouth even as Blake is still spilling inside of me. I slip his cock out and jerk it off, so his last hot spurts right on my face. For more than a minute, I just sit there, kissing Daddy's cock, feeling Blake's wonderful hardness inside my pussy. Then Blake slips out to sit down, and Daddy joins him.

We end it where we began. I sit my cum-soaked body in front of them, stroking their throbbing, hot cocks.

“Do you think you can show me how you own me? You both fucking own me. Look at all this cum on my face, you fucking Stud Master fucklords. Can you mark me again?”

They nod, each smiling. Their shoulders are leaning against each other, their heads nuzzling on one another. With a hot smile, I take my cum-soaked leather gloved hands and stroke them again.

Within short order, they're hard again for me. I'm so fucking hot. I must be so gorgeous to get them hard three times in a row.

“Look at her,” says Blake. “Look at our little family cockslut.”

“Our fucking slave,” says Daddy.

“Our incest whore. You'll take our whole fucking brood, won't you slut?”

I nod happily.

“I'll have all your babies. Every last one. Please mark me! Please mark me as yours!”

“Oh yeah, you're fucking ours,” groans Blake.

Their hands have crossed on each other's thighs. Their squeezing each other, even as they stroke my gorgeous, thick dark hair.

“So fucking ours. We're gonna cum for you, sweetie.”

“Yes, please! Cum for me, my Men,” I moan. “Please cum right in my face. Please shower me with your cum. With both of your fucking hot cocks full of cum, please! I need you to drown me in it. I need to be covered in it totally. Please.”

I can feel them both tensing up. I increase the tempo of my strokes.

“Y-yeah,” they each grunt. “Yeah...”

“Shower your princess. Shower your fucking incest slut. Shower your hot sexy baby girl sisterdaughter. Please, my Men. Please, Sirs. Please!”

They each start to groan. Within seconds, my Daddy and Big Bro's seed fountains on to my face. It all mixes together, soaking my face and my neck and chest entirely. I feel washed clean, overwhelmed with bliss. All their seed, all their happiness, and I get to bathe in it.

For several moments, they just stare at all the cum overlapping my face. I lick up as much of it as I can. Then I take a leather-gloved finger and start to gather it up, swallowing it down. It's so salty and delicious.

With a grateful moan, I crawl up into their laps, curling into a ball. I feel so safe and good, their strong arms wrapping around me possessively. They hold hands, each pulling me tighter. I know they’ll never fight over me again.

Inside my belly, there is a tremendous warmth. I feel so full, so happy, so good. I just know I'm pregnant. I have to be.

I have
 to be.

# # #
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Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this sexy bundle, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *
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I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:


See the
 hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my
  Facebook
 Author Page
 !



Be my friend on Facebook!



See what’s happening with me on Twitter
 @nadianightside.



And finally, enjoy some of my
 favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


* * * * *
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 HAT'S NEXT?
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W
 HAT OTHER THOROUGHLY
 hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:
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H
 ER CHANGE IN STYLE



This erotica is novella length! The super-serious Gloria Phine wears a strange pair of shoes, and soon she starts dressing sluttier and sluttier, and acts more and more like the gorgeous, sex-loving bimbo she’s always had hidden inside.
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B
 ANG THE GANG - CAPTURED



A gorgeous young woman is captured by the brutal rivals to the gang that owns her. This rival gang wants to initiate her into their ranks with a hot gang bang!
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O
 WNED BY BAREBACK –
 The Call Girl


This call girl has specific rules...but they’re all thrown out of the window when a billionaire stud arrives who can bend her mind to his will.
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O
 WNED BY BAREBACK –
 The Princess


A wicked counselor plots to own an entire kingdom by hypnotizing and breeding the gorgeous princess and her innocent barely legal aide.
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M
 AID MADE BARE



Sexy Claudette enters the employ of a billionaire couple who make her their servant in EVERY way...and then want her to carry their heir!
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M
 AID MADE BARE 2: MILK
 Maid


A sexy lactation fantasy including the hot, eager babes from “Maid Made Bare” and one new addition to their harem!
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T
 HE MAGIC APP – THE
 Big Dance


Adam's quest to own the entire town concludes as he overcomes the final obstacle to his ultimate goal―wiping out the mind and will of his dream girl, the haughty and gorgeous Camille!
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T
 HE MAGIC REMOTE –
 Controlling The Sorority


With the Magic Remote, even a loser can bang an entire sorority—and never use any sort of protection!
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K
 NOCKED UP LUST – TWO
 Sexy Students, One Stud Teacher


What happens when two gorgeous barely legal beauties absolutely MUST get out of detention early, with only their hunky teacher in the way? If you guessed incredibly hot bareback threesome action, you guessed correctly.
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G
 IGGLES & SEX – BECOMING
 His Bimbo


A frumpy BBW is transformed into the personal plaything of an amoral billionaire.
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G
 ET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:
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B
 IMBO THOUGHTS: A FEMALE
 Designs Bundle


Magic clothes that transform business-minded women into big-breasted bimbos!


The Magic App Bundle


The Magic App hypnotizes anyone Adam turns it toward. All he really wants is Camille, but she’s so arrogant and haughty that she keeps getting away...luckily for him, all his other new slaves are eager to give him everything he wants.


The Magic Remote Bundle


With the Magic Remote, the hot girl next door is your brand new slave. The sorority down the street is your brand new harem. And the detectives who come around asking questions? They’re no problem at all.


The Magical Mesmerism Bundle


The Magic Watch brooks no resistance. It owns everyone it is used upon. This bundle features a number of lucky fellows finding the Watch and improving their lives with the power of unadulterated ownership of gorgeous, fertile women.


Owned at Home - A Totally Taboo Bundle


The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.


Transformed! Nine Magically Erotic Stories


When sex meets sex magic, expect hugely endowed men and beautifully enhanced women to have the wildest sex ever imagined!


The Paid & Laid Series


Every woman in these hot stories are eager to get paid for every kind of dirty, sexy act you can imagine.


The Sold For Service Bundle


In this alternate reality, sexual slavery is part of everyday commerce. This series explores the hot situations that occur when beautiful innocents are sold to studly new masters—and eagerly do every last thing they want, even the most taboo and forbidden of acts...
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 OVE FUN, SEXY, FREE
 stories?
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S
 UBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts!




	
[image: image]



	
	
[image: image]









[image: image]




The Steps To Control: New Man of the House
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I
 t’s late on a Friday
 night, and Gerald, my adoptive father, grounded me just last night for the entire weekend. It’s really no fair at all.

“Constance, we have rules here,” he told me. “And I expect you to obey, like a good girl.”

Ugh.

All I was doing was talking to my boyfriend, Jerry, for just two minutes
 over Gerald’s stupid new curfew, and bam! Just like that, grounded for the whole weekend. My phone taken away, and my computer too. Can you believe it? Totally unfair.

I toss a stuffed bunny across my room. It bounces off some pink shelves, knocking a few containers of glitter to the floor. Luckily, they stay closed.

“It’s not fair,
 ” I say for the nineteenth time, pouting on my pinkified bed.

I hate all the stuffed animals in my room. And all the pink decorations, too. I came home last week and found out Stephanie, my adoptive mother, had just put all of this super girlish stuff up without even once
 asking me.

“You’re lucky to be here, Constance,” she said, in that weird new breathy sexy voice of hers. “You ought to be more grateful that I take an interest in making your surroundings clean and happy. Young good girls make a household happy”

Ugh, yeah right. I'm a totally mature young woman. I'm going to college in a few months, and hopefully far away from here. I don’t know what’s
 gotten into Stephanie. She and Gerald raised me for as long as I can remember, and it’s just...unsettling to hear her talk about our relationship like that.

The worst part about all of this is that Friday nights are suppose to be my nights to have fun. I get to go out with my friends in the cheerleading squad, stay out late, have a good time. Isn’t that what eighteen year-old cheerleaders are supposed to do? I miss Jerry terribly and I want to tell him how much I like him. I think I may even love
 him. He's just like, the best boyfriend ever. He's cute and funny and plays sports. What else could a girl want from a guy?

I'm still dressed in what I wore today, just for him, to keep me on his mind since I knew I wouldn't be able to hang out with him this weekend. It's a hot, tiny nearly-sheer white dress that shows off my sexy young legs perfectly. There's no straps over my shoulders, revealing with relish the sexy tanned skin of my shoulders and showing off the young vulnerability of my neck. My young, perfect cleavage is shown just
 enough to be super cute, while still pretending that I'm a totally classy girl.

Wearing a sexy hot dress like this, I want Jerry to push me against a locker and skip class with me. Tell me to take him somewhere private, maybe the cheerleader locker room. He didn't.

Sigh.

I just know that Gerald has like, the biggest grudge against me for being young and pretty and enjoying life. I’m tall and blond, my breasts a perky, perfect 36C, my eyes bright blue. It’s possible there are other girls who maybe have bigger boobs at school, or bodies even more toned, but nobody can light a candle to my amazing face. I’ve got hot cheekbones, a perfectly straight nose, and lips so swelteringly perfect that I probably make those old Greek goddesses jealous. And, from the way Gerald acts, I know he resents me for being so pretty and available and fun. I sometimes think he wants me as much as some of the guys at school, especially when he sees me in my tiny pleated cheer skirts.

I think maybe he's mad at me too because we used to be somewhat closer.

Today is his birthday. If he had just asked
 me to stay home, like a normal person, I would have made time for it.

I would have! I’m not some evil bitch.

But no. Instead, he’s commanded
 me to stay home. Like he’s some fucking king in a castle. Ugh.

It used to be on Friday nights, we’d have movie nights. We’d watch a fun little romcom or an old action movie, something cool. But he kept wanting to watch weirder and weirder stuff, things with lots of mind controlled heroines or beautiful naked young women. Once, he even suggested something that turned out to be softcore porn! He apologized afterward, saying he hadn’t known what it was, but like, I never felt quite right about it.

Nowadays, I just feel like he’s just like, the biggest, weirdest creep in the world. I don’t know what Stephanie sees in him. I certainly don’t know why it seems like, in the past few weeks, she’s become his total loveslave. It’s super weird.

Stephanie is downstairs right now, happily making dinner. Just three weeks ago, she was never home, working all the time, making a name for herself in business. I was certain she was due to become a VP at her company within a few months. Then she and Gerald had a really long conversation one afternoon when I wasn't home, and she announced at dinner—which she made, the first time in maybe five years—that she had quit her job to be a stay-at-home wife.

“Mom,” I said.

“Yes?”

“No. You’re a stay-at-home mom.”

“Oh,” her eyes went blank for a moment. Gerald nodded at her, and then she smiled and nodded too. “I suppose I am, dear. Thank you.”

Her voice has, since then, turned into something breathy and sweet, full of happy well-wishes and thoughtful advice. It isn’t exactly an unwelcome change, but it is a far cry from how she used to be—stern, cold, calculating. I had been sure they had been heading for a divorce.

There’s nothing else to do in this room. The pink wallpaper is making me want to vomit, as are the sparkles and stars trailing across the ceiling.

Frustrated, I go downstairs once more to make my case to Stephanie. Perhaps she’ll listen. She used to listen to me all the time. She was rather good at it. She wanted so much for me—to be an independent, successful woman like her.

I find her walking in glossy red high heels—four inches high, the tallest I’ve ever seen her in—her long dark hair draped down her back sexily, like she’s royalty, like she’s a queen. She wears a tiny dress underneath her apron, too tiny even to wear out at a club. Her thoroughly hefty bust swells against the dress and the apron both, revealing a good deal of cleavage. The fabric of the dress barely covers the curve of her tight, toned, perfect ass. I don’t inherit my looks from Stephanie, obviously, but she’s basically a brunette version of me in her mid-thirties.

She's preparing a cake for Gerald. I can see her icing out D-A-D-D-Y on the thick chocolate.

I used to admire her, being so beautiful, probably compelling men to do what she said in the boardrooms of big corporations by a sultry mix of looks, suave, and cunning. Now, the creature in front of me couldn’t cunning her way out of a paperbag, unless “Daddy” told her to first.

“Stephanie—” I start, but she wags her finger at me.

“Mommy, dear. You know your Daddy wants you calling me Mommy. It’s more...comfortable that way.”

She nods her head and smiles dimly, as if hearing him right then and agreeing.

“Mommy, then.” I get an odd little chill saying it. “Whatever. This grounding is totally unfair, and you know it.”

“Oh dear, that’s not a very helpful attitude.” Her voice is soft and breathy. “Your Daddy knows best. He knows...so
 much.” She begins pinching her breast. One of her hands slides lazily across the cabinet, spreading the ingredients all around. Flour goes everywhere, pasting her exposed cleavage.

I start to back away. “St-stephanie...Mommy...”

Her voice becomes even breathier, interspersed with moans. “I love him so
 much, dear. He always knows what’s right. He knows how to treat me so good...”

With a happy, orgasmic sigh, she slides back against the counter, sliding her hand up her thigh and inside the slip of her tiny dress. I’m speechless.

“Oh Daddy,” she whispers softly. “Oh...Daddy...
 ”

Soft schlicking sounds fill the kitchen. I can’t believe what I’m seeing. My mommy, I mean, Stephanie is fingering herself right there in front of me just thinking about Daddy!

Gerald, I mean. She’s thinking about Gerald.

That’s so...so fucked up. I have to get away.

I rush off to the entryway of the house, trying my best to ignore my mother’s burgeoning screams of ecstasy. I don’t even want to think
 about what must be going through her mind. Thinking about Daddy, I mean Gerald, fucking her! Ick!

But just as I start upstairs, Gerald walks inside, setting his briefcase down on the table.

“Good evening, dear. How are you? How about a kiss for Daddy's birthday?”

“Screw you,” I tell him, looking him right in the eyes.

He looks slightly amused, as if I’ve made a joke I don’t know about.

Upset at the scene I’ve just witnessed, I pop open his suitcase and grab the tablet from inside.

“I’m borrowing
 this,” I announce rudely. “You won’t let me use my computer, so this is happening, now.”

“I don’t think so, young lady. Entertainment is a privilege for those not breaking the rules.”

“Shut up! You can’t make
 me do anything,” I shout, my voice sharp. “You’re not my real dad!”

For a moment, he looks hurt. I feel terrible for having said it. Then he smiles, as if maybe I’ve unknowingly allowed him to do something.

“No. You’re right. Go ahead. Take the tablet.”

I do, too stubborn to apologize just yet.

Upstairs, in my bed, I buzz about on the internet for a few minutes. But shortly thereafter, the internet is shut off. I know it's him.

The tyrant! Taking away even the internet! What the hell am I supposed to do without internet?

Parents these days just do not respect their teens enough.

Fine, then. I decide that I’ll just read whatever’s on here. Surely there has to be something interesting.

Then I see what’s open on the library section. Pictures of hot, sexy young women in outrageous outfits, posing for the camera like they need hard, forceful cock pumping into their bodies. Each image is captioned with sexy titles. They’re books, I realize. These are covers of...of porn books?

The door opens. Gerald is there, a small smile on his face.

He’s a handsome man, after a fashion. He has thick dark brown hair and a lantern jaw. I don’t want to think about it, but Stephanie has been telling me over and over again how ripped, rugged, and hung he is. Hung like a fucking tripod, she tells me.

“Find anything you like, sweetheart?”

“Gerald, what is this stuff? ‘My Spicy Confession.’ ‘The Cheerleader’s Secret.’ These are all like, full of hot teens and older men fucking each other’s brains out. This is like, a joke, right?”

“Come on now, sweetheart. You know I like it better when you call me ‘Daddy.’”

Ew. No way.

I shook my head. “Yeah, right. I’m not doing anything for you until you tell me what these stories are all about.”

“It’s my birthday. You don’t want to do me the birthday honor of calling me Daddy? Not even once?”

“I don’t care
 that it’s your birthday. I hate
 you. And clearly you’re some...some disgusting pervert
 . Why do you have these stories? Does Stephanie know about them?”

“They’re about what you’re going to want, sweetie. You see, your Mommy, she was hesitant at first too. But I convinced her.”

A low feeling of dread spreads over my stomach. “What do you mean, what I’m going to want? Convinced Stephanie of what? What are you even saying?”

“I convinced her that serving me and doing exactly what I said was the only real way for her to move through life. She agrees now, of course. She’s my good girl. Just like you will be. I fuck her any way that I want, whenever I want. I could have her sucking me off right now while I talk to you. I could have her stroking my big, fat cock while I spanked you, and she’d get off on it if I ordered her to. I could be fucking her from behind and she'd beg for the privilege of holding you down so I could have my way with you. Do you understand? You’ll be getting off on that too, my darling girl. You won’t have a choice. You’re going to be the perfect gift for my birthday, sweetie.”

“Sh-shut up,” I say, sliding backward until I fall down a bit over my stupidly enormous pink bed. I struggle to regain my footing, hitting the shelves behind me. They’re full of  tacky glass snowglobes of fairy kingdoms and big ugly pink picture books. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, but it’s weird and fucked up and I want you to stop!”

He shakes his head, coming into the room. He holds the doorknob for a moment, as if considering shutting it. Then he smiles and swings it wide open. He doesn’t care who sees what’s next.

“I’m serious, G-Gerald! Stop! You’ve fucked up my room, and fucked up Stephanie somehow, and you’re just dead wrong if you think you’re going to do anything to me! I'm telling you—”

Just as soon as I was going to say something really mean, something about his dick I think, he pulls out this crystal from his pocket.

It’s soo....sooooo....

So shiny.

“Shiiiny,” I moan.

Nothing else enters my head. The crystal is so shiny and perfect. Its light enters my skull, not letting anything else in. No thoughts. No cares. No worries. Just the shiny, shiny crystal.

“Yes, dear. It’s very shiny, isn’t it? Very pretty.”

“Pretty,” I say dumbly.

All my thoughts are dripping away, like sorghum out of a pot. The crystal is sooo, sooooo pretty. I love it. I want to do anything it wants me to. I’ve never seen anything so pretty in my whole life.

“You’re totally safe, sweetheart.”

“Totally safe.” My voice tired, happy.

“You’re totally happy.”

“Totally happy.”

I am
 . Isn’t that great? Being happy? I could be happy all
 the time now. I love this crystal.

“Everything feels good.”

I nod absently. “Everything...feels good.
 ”

“You don’t need to think.”

“Don’t need to think.”

Distantly, I can sense Gerald coming close. The crystal right in front of my eyes. One of his hands comes onto my hips, gripping it firmly.

“You’re a good girl. Good girls don’t ever think.”

“Good girls don’t ever
 think.”

His hand slides up my body, going up underneath my shirt. That feels perfect, too. My sexy teen body is so tight and firm and soft beneath his rough hands.

“Thinking is just too hard on your own.”

“Too hard...on my own...”

His fingers are on my nipples. Exploring. Touching. Tweaking. It feels sooo good. Everything feels good.

“You don’t find those stories gross.”

“I don’t...don’t find those stories gross.”

“They’re actually pretty cool.”

“They’re pretty...cool.”

Real men fucking hot teens. Men of the house taking their good girls. That's so fucking cool.

“They turn you on.”

“They...they...”

This one is hard. I have some block about the stories. I can’t think of what it is. Thinking is sooo hard for girls...

I think I hear a sigh in the background. I can't see anything but the light of the crystal. I don’t know what it’s from. Slim, feminine hands go onto my panties, sliding them down from my slight dress. A hot, soft little tongue starts licking at my clit. It feels amazing. All I know is pleasure and obedience to the crystal.

“Men turn you on.”

“Men
 turn me on.”

That’s true enough. Men like Jerry, maybe. He’s my...my something. I forget. I try to think, but it’s so hard to think on my own...

“Real men turn you on.”

“Real men turn me on.
 ”

So does this hot fucking tongue on my pussy ohmygoddd....

“I’m a real man.”

“You’re
 a real man.”

Yesss...a real man. Just like...just like what's-his-name...

“I'm the only real man you know.”

“You're the only
 real man I know.”

Oh. That makes so much sense. That's so much easier. Gratitude floods through my simple little brain. More licking, more pleasure-pulses pounding through my pristine perfection.

“I turn you on.”

“You
 turn me on.”

I bite my lip. The tongue licking my cunt feels soooo fucking good. I am
 turned on. It must
 be him that's doing it.

“Daddy turns you on.”

“Daddy turns me on
 .”

“What Daddy likes turns you on.”

“What Daddy likes turns me on.”

Those licks just don’t stop! The pleasure keeps building and building, feeling so very fucking good.

“Daddy likes those stories.”

“Daddy
 likes those stories.”

“Those stories turn you on.”

“Those stories turn me on.”


Anything
 could turn me on right now. Whoever’s licking me is an expert, and I can sense longing in the licks. The person doing it—a woman, surely—has wanted me for a long, long time.

“You belong to Daddy.”

“I belong to Daddy
 .”

“I’m your Daddy.”

“You’re
 my Daddy.”

Oh my god yes yes I belong to him! Yes! I belong
 to Daddy!

“You don’t care about your boyfriend.”

“I d-don’t c-care
 about my...myyy boyfrieeeeend.”

I giggle, feeling myself riding on the waves of pre-orgasm. I don’t even know who
 my boyfriend is anymore.

“You’ll break up with your boyfriend.”

“I’ll b-break up with, ohgod w-with him
 .”

Oh course I will. I'll be happy
 to.

“You never liked him anyway.”

“I-I never
 liked him.”

“You’re so happy Mommy is my slave.”

“I'm s-sooo so happy Momm-mmyy is your slaaave
 ...”

I can’t hold it back anymore. The licking intensifies on my pussy and I can’t help but cum. I do so, hard, moaning and thrashing. My hands stay limp at my sides, my jaw opening and closing in helpless, obedient pleasure. I feel full, perfect emptiness floating inside of me for a long time.

But even as I return to reality, the crystal is there. My entire world, now. Before pleasure, during pleasure, after pleasure. All the make-up of my mind.

“You want to learn from Mommy.”

“Want
 to learn from Mommy.”

The licks haven't stopped, only slowed down a little. She's kissing me down there. Adoring my hot teen pussy.

“You want Mommy to teach you how to fuck.”

“Want Mommy to teach me how to fuck
 .”

“You want Mommy to teach you how to suck.”

“Want Mommy to teach me how to suck.
 ”

“You want to be Daddy’s dirty whoreslut.”

His voice is getting so vicious now. I'm enjoying it.

“Want to be Daddy’s
 dirty whoreslut.”

“You love being Daddy’s fuckslave.”

“Love
 being Daddy’s fuckslave.”

I return his viciousness in kind. The fierceness he communicates with.

“I am hypnotizing you to love being my fuckslave.”

“You are hypnotizing
 me to love being your fuckslave.”

Oh god, that's what's happening. Huh.

“You love being hypnotized.”

“I love
 being hypnotized.”

Oh god, that's what's happening? That's so fucking great and cool! That's the best fucking thing I've ever heard of! The licks and kisses on my tight teen cunt keep going, steadily more and more passionate once again.

“You love that I’ve changed you this way.”

“I love
 that you’ve changed me this way.”

I do. My Daddy is so wonderful and good, to make me want this bliss! He’s so right, so very fucking right about everything! Oh, Mommy was so right to love him like she does!

“The old you was wrong and silly.”

“The old me was wrong. Silly.”

I barely remember her. Who can remember silly things, anyway? Like some silly joke a person told you when you were a kid, that old me is long gone and best forgotten.

“Now you understand the proper way.”

“Understand...the proper way.”

Slowly, a fog recedes from my brain. I can see the man of my dreams, my DaddySir, right there in front of me, putting something away in his pocket. He’s so handsome and good, and I just know he has the biggest cock in the world.

I can see it, in fact. Mommy is there in front of us, between us, stroking his enormous, thick-veined cock with one gloved hand while she licks away at my pussy. That’s so fucking sexy. She must have been the one kissing and licking my pussy the entire time he was hypnotizing me. What a wonderful Mommy she is, to help Daddy like that!

I gasp, realizing she must have been hypnotized too! How lucky for her!

“Mommyyy...” I moan, seeing her.

She made me cum. She licked me until I had a hot little orgasm, just for her and Daddy.

With a wink, she moves away from my pussy, and turns around, facing Daddy.

“Kneel with your Mommy,” he orders, putting a hand on my shoulder.

I get down on my knees, obeying happily, of course.

“Suck him like this, sweetie,” Mommy shows me, gulping down Daddy’s cock.

Her perfect, sexy lips slide over it so easily. He runs his hands through her thick brunette hair, wrapping her long strands around his fingers and tugging hard. God, she even makes it sexy when she slides off, licking the head with a sexy little giggle. Her eyes are all glazed over. I bet mine are too.

“I can’t believe I only did that for the first time like two weeks ago,” she says happily. “I don’t know how I lived without his big Daddycock filling me up.”

She giggles again, and I giggle with her. She’s so sexy. I love her. I lean forward and kiss her right on the lips, loving her totally. She moans, and then slides us up back toward Daddy’s cock. His bulbous head slides between our lips, and Mommy guides me on top of it so I start to suck him down. It’s the biggest thing, bar none, that I’ve ever had in my mouth.

I try doing it like her, but I can’t take as much. He’s so fucking big!
 I gag and slide back, coughing a bit. Mommy looks at me sympathetically.

Daddy, above us both in every way, is stern and unforgiving.

“Try again,” he orders.

Of course I obey, sliding my teenage mouth forward, my big tits hitting his knee. Mommy is licking my neck, so sexy and natural. Her tits press against mine. Her apron is ripped and her dress is askew, her body on display for her man. Our Man. Our Daddy.

I gag again, but Daddy doesn’t care. He pushes his cock down my throat anyway, hard. I gag harder, and Daddy just keeps fucking my throat. He’s such
 a man. I can barely breath, his cock choking me, and he just punishes my hot teenage throatcunt harder and harder. I almost feel like I'm going to die. I wouldn't care. So long as he's happy.

Finally he relents, pulling out of me and then immediately letting Mommy slurp him down.

“This is what good fucksluts get,” he says to me, holding my hair tight. “Watch close. This is what good girls do for Daddy.”

He fucks her mouth harder and harder, and Mommy more than keeps up, she excels
 . She stares up at him with open lust, wanting more and more, wanting to be fucked and abused even harder than ever. His balls slap against her throat, and she just loves it.

I love it too. I hold her tight, loving to be able to be so close to her hot body.

I can see him tensing, his muscles flexing.

“Ask for it, sweetie,” he commands me. Ask to watch Daddy cum.”

“Oh yes, please Daddy!” I moan, fingering my hot cunt. “Please cum all over Mommy! Please! I need to watch it, please!”

Relenting at last, he pulls out of Mommy’s mouth and sprays all over her, covering her entire face in his big load. Hot, thick gooey white strands of perfect Daddycum land up and down her gorgeous face, marking her as his, totally. For a few moments, I am allowed just to witness, and be in awe.

I totally am.

“Clean Mommy,” he orders.

I lean forward with relish, licking Mommy’s beautiful face clean of cum. Daddy tastes soooo good. But...still. I wasn’t the one who was sprayed. It’s tough hiding my disappointment. He can sense it, of course.

“Are you jealous, sweetie?” he asks me.

I nod with big eyes.

“I’m soo jealous, Sir. I know she deserves your cum for being such a hot piece of slavefuckmeat for you, but I still want to choke on your cum. I don’t care if it kills me. I want to be filled with your hot perfect cum until I don’t know what side is up.”

As I spoke, Mommy was cleaning his cock with her mouth, moaning happily at my words. She loves how much I worship Daddy, how much I worship her husband. That’s so perfect, so wonderful. We worship him together. That’s how life should be for Daddy. He deserves his two Best Girls doing everything he says.

Mommy slides all the way off of Daddy’s cock, stroking him.

“Won’t you fuck her, Sir? Please? Please let me watch you fuck my daughter? I wanna see it. I want to watch you break her in, DaddyMaster. Please?”

In the grip of her soft, purposeful strokes, I can see Daddy’s cock has gotten so very big and thcik. He’s hard again. I can’t believe it. My Daddy is such a fucking miracle of man!

“Get on the bed, sweetie,” he commands me.

Of course I do as he says, hopping on the bed. I don’t have a choice. I don’t want one. I obey my Daddy.

“Spread your legs,” he says.

“Yes, Daddy,” I coo, obeying happily.

I spread them out all the way. My little gaudy anklets dangle, waiting for him. He climbs between my legs. His cock is so fucking huge. I would be scared I couldn’t take it inside me, except that of course I know my Daddy will take care of me. Nothing can hurt when he’s around. I’m always safe.

He enters my body with his thick bare meat, his thick rod pushing back my folds, taking my virginity exactly the way he should. It’s his to take. I’ve always
 belonged to him in body—now my mind and soul are along for the ride, as is proper.

His amazing shaft pushes harder into my slippery, wet velvety glove, and I can feel my fertile body straining to take all of him. He’s so fucking big!

“You’ll wreck me, Daddy!”

I say it with amazement, not fear. I love that he can destroy me with his cock. I hope that he ruins me for anything else for the rest of my life.

He starts picking up the speed of his thrusts. He likes it too, that he can totally destroy my teenage body however he wants. Mommy climbs up on the bed, licking his neck, holding him so tight.

“Yeah, fuck her,” Mommy moans. “Fuck our daughter. Fuck her harder, Sir. Fuck her SO hard. Fuck her fertile body until she’s broken, sir. Fuck into our hot fucking slave, Daddy! Fucking make her yours
 , Daddy! She’s so fucking yours!

His fucking only intensifies. His enormity pounds into my tiny teenage cunt again and again. I love being so hot and wet and tight just for him. I can hear him grunting at how I'm squeezing on his big fat rod.

“Yeah!” I moan happily. “Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck your little daughter! Fuck your hypnoslave daughter! I fucking love it! I hope you fucking make me more of your slave! I hope you break my mind forever, Daddy! I love it! I need
 it!”

My voice is almost raspy—dark and heavy from so much need, so many screams of joy. I can feel his orgasm approaching inside of him. His cock gets extra-hard, his balls retract just a bit, gearing up to spill inside me.

“Cum in her, Master!” my Mommy whines. “Cum in her like you deserve! Fucking claim her, Daddy! Please!”

“Please Daddy!” I whine with her. “Please Daddy! Please Daddy!”

It’s all I can say anymore. Bliss has completely taken my mind over. I’ve nothing left except perfect, hot thoughts of service and obedience. I cum, my body thrashing with the sudden rapture, and I can feel my Daddy release inside me.

It’s so fucking hot and good. His big, fat sexy creampie layering thick inside my hot pussy. He’s so good to me to fill me like that. I cum with his orgasm pouring inside of me, and my body thrashes wildly, holding him tight. He's my rockhard pillar through the storm of bliss that only he can provide. Mommy cums too, crying out, holding him as tight as I do. He can take it. He guides us through that overwhelming pleasure, giving us our perfect center. He's the man of the house.

He falls on top of me. His weight is so heavy and good. I feel so very safe, wrapped up with my perfect Mommy, my wonderful Daddy.

“Good girl,” they both whisper in my ears. “Good girl for Daddy.”

Daddy was totally right. I am the perfect gift for his birthday.

# # #
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The Steps To Control: Her Taboo Household
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“H
 ello? Is anybody home
 ?”

I hear my stepbrother’s voice resounding through the hallways of the house. Immediately, I get up from my spot where I’ve been waiting patiently—watching the wall while sitting on my bed and softly fingering my pussy—since I woke up and finished getting dressed early this morning, eight hours ago.

It’s important to obey orders. I always do. Daddy made sure that I did.

“Hello, Chris!” I call down. “I’m coming down now!”

My voice is cheerful and alert. It’s so important to let a man know he’s important and wonderful by being happy and active when he’s nearby.

I’m so very excited Chris is finally home from college.

Chris has always had a little trouble fitting in with others. He’s a genius, or near that, with computers—he’s been programming since he was ten, and when he turned eighteen he got a full ride at a prestigious technological university for some program he made up for optimizing search engines or something like that.

I’m not too sure about the specifics—all that knowledge is really just for big strong smart men, anyway. Chris had been headhunted by a few corporations, but Daddy insisted that he go to college.

I stand up in my room, stretching just a bit, my youthful, perky big breasts stretching out against the tight white fabric of my dress. Little trails of pussy juice slide down my deliciously tanned legs, completely uncovered by my short dress.

I’m a gorgeous eighteen year-old hottie, so wearing tight hot dresses just comes completely naturally to me. When I was in high school still, not that long ago at all, I was a cheerleading queen, and so my body is lusciously toned—I do yoga for four hours a day when I’m not being blissfully drilled by my big, strong MasterDaddy—and so my stomach is tight, my ass firm, and my arms lean and hot. My back ripples with tight, soft flesh, every part of me made for displaying. My hair is blonde and long, floating down toward my ass in straight golden strands, and my big blue eyes have a comfortable, hot emptiness to them.

Men like to know that women aren’t thinking much of anything, after all—if women were thinking, how would we know to obey, right away, whenever a big strong man gave us an order?

My Daddy, using his wonderful magic crystal, made me understand all of this. He hypnotized me thoroughly, brainwashing me over and over again, brainwashing my brainwashing, until my original personality—whatever that
 silly thing was—has now been completely wiped away.

All that's left now is a giggly, empty-headed, cheerleader pet.

That’s for the best, I know. If my original personality was so great, then why would Daddy want to destroy it? And if it was neat being who I used to be, then how come I’m so fucking turned on all the time at the thought of being nothing but a piece of property for a properly hot and strong man to own absolutely?

There’s nothing in the world hotter to me than being a eager, willing, hypnotized fuckslave...and right now, Daddy has ordered me to be the hot eager fuckslave to my nineteen year-old big brother.

Stepping down the stairs is a somewhat tricky proposition in my super cool blue acrylic six-inch platform heels. Their bright sky blue matches the sexy bright blue knee-socks I decided to wear today.

Well, decided is sort of a loose term. My Daddy gave me some parameters—You are his perfect homecoming gift. Look sexy for him. Do everything he says. Make him command you
 —and within those parameters I have some free reign.

Too much free reign, really. I would rather have my will obliterated completely. It’s such a pesky thing, floating around, interfering with all my decisions and pleasures. Real pleasure, real existence for a hot babe like me, is obedience to a strong, studly male. Daddy made me understand that.

My brother is the man of my dreams. I know he is. Daddy made me understand that, too.

Daddy had to fuck this understanding into me, of course. He made me love every second of it. And I did.

He even made me love that he had made me love it. Isn’t that so fucking hot? To be changed so completely, and just love that the change occurred—to love even that the love is manufactured? I don’t see the difference, myself. A manufactured love is one that I know is perfect for me—because it was crafted just for me by my perfect Daddy.

There’s nothing hotter to me than the fact that all my wants, all my desires are manufactured for me, and I need to let Chris know that.

Chris is in the study next to the entry, casually looking at a few books on the bookshelf right next to the doorway. His bag is at his feet, oblong and stuffed full.

“Hi Chris!” I chirp again, strutting down the stairs and onto the entryway. “You look so
 good.”

He looks somewhat stunned at my hot, tantalizingly clothed appearance. Good. I lean in for a hug, crushing my sexy big tits against his chest. For several seconds I nuzzle my nose into his neck, breathing hotly. His hands hang out awkwardly to the side, floating around my gorgeous teen bod.

He’s a lean young man, almost skinny, and sort of tall. He has a mess of dark hair that circles down around his eyes and large hands. I want those hands on my throat as his cock fills me up beyond all comprehension.

Chris has never had a girlfriend. In fact, I don’t even remember seeing him talk to girls at all, back when we used to go to school together. I remember a lot of mean pranks, as a matter of fact, some of them performed by me.

I don’t understand all that, now. He’s so hunky and cool. Everything he says and does is completely fascinating.

Still breathing hard, I move my mouth up to his ear, resisting the urge to lick and bite it.

“I’ve missed
 you, big brother. I’ve missed you so much
 .”

He pulls away just as the need to lick his ear almost overwhelms my self-control. I mean, Daddy didn’t explicitly say not to lick his ear, after all. Just to take it a little slow.

“I’ve...I’ve missed you too, Constance.”

He lets out a breath, staring my up and down. I pose for him, putting one leg forward, sliding a hand over the polished half-globes of titflesh that I have so proudly on display. His constant blushing is quite cute, actually.

Chris has been my stepbrother for the longest time. Over ten years, I think. I’ve seen him giving me glances after I matured totally—because what guy wouldn’t
 want to fuck the shit out of a hot babe like me? Of course, until today, I’ve treated him sort of shittily. Handing down mean remarks about his skinny frame, or about all the nerdy geeky stuff he does with computers. Lots of comments about how he probably only fucked computers.

That wasn’t very good of me. I have to make up for it.

“So you must have like...a date tonight?” he asks.

I giggle. Biting my lip, I stare nothing but heat at him.

“In a manner of speaking. I’ve been waiting all day
 just needing this really, really special stud to come home to me.”

“Oh. Someone...someone is coming over? Should I take off for a while and let you...whatever?”

I bat at his chest playfully. “No, silly. You. You're my date.”

“You put that on...for me?” His face speaks disbelief.

“Of course I did. I need you to feel special, Chris. You’re so very special. You deserve to feel like the man of the house. Daddy says that’s what you are now, so I ought to treat you like that.”

“I don’t...I don’t know that I follow you, Constance.”

I giggle again, stepping closer. I take one of his strong hands in mine. They’re so big and large next to my dainty little palms and fingers.

“Oh, that’s all right. You don’t have to follow me at all. In fact, I’m the one who wants to follow you, silly.”

Licking my lips, I move one high-heeled foot forward, sliding it up his leg.

“What the hell?”

He steps backward, shaking his head.

“What the hell are you doing, Constance? Why are you dressed like such a slut? And why are you...why are you coming on to me? I mean, goddamn Constance. Put some clothes on, huh?”

I shake my pretty head, pouting. “I’m not sure I understand what you mean, Chris.”

“I mean you’re all dressed like a whore, to be frank. It’s...it’s off-putting. Don’t do it.”

With another smile and a giggle, I drop to my knees in front of him. He’s right in front of the bookshelf now, unable to back up anymore. Intense, devastating longing fills my face as I stare at his crotch and then up at him, my fingers floating up to his thighs.

“Are you sure you don’t like it?”

I place my dainty hand on his crotch, feeling there. There’s activity...but not much. He still is trying to squirm away.

“Are you sure you don’t like the thought of you...and me...all alone all weekend, with me begging for you to fuck my hot teenager face just like you’ve been born to do?”

“Constance...Constance, holy god Constance...”

My fingers slide to his zipper, beginning to pull it down. I stop for just one moment, relishing the moment—a mistake. He takes advantage of my hesitation and slips away.

“You’re fucking crazy!”

He storms upstairs, going directly to his room and shutting the door. He leaves his bag behind.

I hope he starts jerking off. I hope he jerks off thinking about my socks, thinking about my sexy socked legs sliding around his, needing him, pulling him close. I hope my brother strokes his cock thinking about his hot little sister, needing him, begging him to unleash his hot perfect cock on her.

But, I have no way of knowing what he’s jerking off to, or even if he’s jerking off at all.

How disappointing.

Daddy will be very displeased if I don’t show Chris how he’s the real man of the house now. And I can do many things in this house, but displeasing Daddy is not one of them. I’d rather die.

So, the direct approach wasn’t working. Luckily Daddy left me with an alternative.

I strut back upstairs to my room and grab my special crystal out from the drawer in my room. It’s so wonderful. It’s sparkly and violet, about the size of a thumb. For a moment I just watch its perfect sparkles and vibrations, loving the sight of it.

Its power doesn’t affect the person who picks it up, of course. No one would ever get anything done with it if that were the case. Daddy explained all about how it works to me.

Daddy didn’t need the crystal anymore. He had hypnotized Mommy, the twenty-three year-old twin Latino sisters next door, and the beautiful Asian housekeeper of the millionaires down the street (after taking three-quarters of the millionaires' fortune, of course). For the rest of his life, he’ll be adored by gorgeous hot babes and do it all in perfect luxury, just like he deserves.

I stroll over to the door of Chris’s room down the hall, wearing the crystal like a pendant with it dangling in my cleavage.

For a few minutes, he ignores my insistent, rhythmic knocking.

Then, apparently, he has enough.

“Knock it off, will you?” he shouts through the door. “I’m trying to concentrate.”

“So am I!” I enthuse. “I’d like concentrate on a conversation with you.”

“I don’t care! You’ll probably try and...I don’t know, be weird again. It’s not cool, Constance.”

I stroke the door, kissing it just slightly. I want the heat of my need pressing in on him in every way.

“Please come out, Chris. Or let me come in. Let me apologize.”

“You can apologize from there.”

“Not properly though. I want to look you in the eyes so you know I mean it. Please?”

I hear a heavy sigh, and then he opens up the door.

“Hi handsome,” I giggle, making my breasts bounce.

He almost starts to roll his eyes and close the door again, frustrated with my obvious come-on, but the bounce of my breasts draws his eyes to my fingers, which are twirled around the sexy little pendant I wear.

“What’s that...what’s that in your...in your cleavage...?”

“I found this in Dad’s stuff. Cool, huh?”

His gaze begins to glaze. His jaw goes slack.

“Cool...huh?” He echoes dumbly.

“It’s like, so cool. You can’t stop staring at it.”

“Can’t stop staring.”

His hands slip off the door. I giggle and let myself into his room completely.

“You love the crystal in my cleavage.”

“Love the crystal. Your cleavage.”

His eyes have a distinct shininess to them—it's more than just the reflection of the crystal. It's like the crystal is in
 his eyes somehow, even though it's still right there in between my perfect young tits.

“You love my cleavage.”

“Love your cleavage.”

“You love
 the way I look today.”

“Love the way you look today.”

Giggling, I move even closer and unzip his pants. They come down easily.

“You know you deserve to be surrounded by hot women, all the time.”

“I deserve hot women, all the time. Surrounded.”

His cock is beautiful and huge. I love it. Daddy told me to love his cock. So, of course, I do. Happily, I start to stroke it.

“You deserve to have me looking hot for you.”

“Deserve...unh...to have you looking hot for me.”

His breaths become hot and torn as I stroke him. He doesn't watch my sexy hand around his big beautiful dick—he's focused entirely on the crystal.

“You deserve a hottie sister.”

“D-deserve a hottie sister.”

I stroke his cock in perfect rhythm with my words and his. It’s slick with precum now, and soooo hard just for me. Big sexy veins bulge along its meaty, thick surface.

“You want to fuck hot women.”

“Want to fuck...unhh....fuck hot women...”

“You want to fuck me
 .”

“I w-want to fuck...want to f-fuck...”

I step closer, pushing his head down into my warm, hot cleavage. His eyes right on top of the crystal now. I can feel his mouth just outside of the fabric of my dress, moving up and down.

“You want
 to fuck your sister.”

“I want to fuck
 my s-sister.”

“You don’t care about whether it’s right or wrong.”

“D-don’t care about unhh...right...unh...wrong...”

“You just want to do it.”

“...want to do it...”

His voice becomes more distant even as his cock becomes harder. I stroke his big veiny rod even faster. He’s so big now. His brother cock is so perfect.

“You deserve me.”

“...d-deserve you.”

“You want to fuck hot, fertile babes.”

“I want to fuck hot, fertile babes.”

“I'm a hot, fertile babe.”

“You're a hot, fertile babe.”

I can tell that he's been ready to cum for a while now. But he can't—not without an explicit order. Of course, I'm going to let him very soon. I couldn't live without his cum.

“You deserve all the girls you want.”

“...deserve...all the girls...”

“You love to control hot babes.”

“L-love to control hot babes.”

“You love to get hot babes pregnant.”

“I love to get hot babes pregnant.”

“I’m a hot babe.”

“You’re...hot b-babe.”

His breaths are heavily labored—the crystal must be most of his mindspace now. That's so hot.

“You can control hot babes with hypnotism.”

“Control...with hypnotism.”

“You can hypnotize babes with this crystal.”

“Hypnotize...with the crystal.”

It just makes so much sense for him to hypnotize babes. I want it to make so
 much sense to him to do this. I need him to know this, forever.

“You’ll hypnotize me all the time.”

“Hypnotize you...all the time.”

“You’ll own me. All of me.”

“Own you. All of you.”

“You deserve
 to own me and anyone else you want.”

“Deserve to own you...anyone else I want.”

I can't hold back my need anymore. I need him to spill inside of me. He's so ready to blow, and I'm so ready to suck.

“Cum for me, big brother. Cum when you feel my lips wrap around your cock. The second my mouth touches your shaft. Okay?”

“Yess...”

I kneel down beneath him and wrap my lips around his cock. Just as commanded, he cums the second I touch his perfect meat. His hot, heavy load of perfect brothercum shoots down my throat, spraying all over my mouth and pushing sweet, perfect warmth down my throat and tummy. He tastes so fucking good. I love it. I love my brother's cum inside me.

I stand back up after cleaning him dutifully, and put the crystal in his hands. I make sure to close his hand before I let go, not wanting to accidentally let myself be tranced by the trancee.

After several moments of standing still and wavering, he seems to snap out of the trance, his eyes regaining some semblance of consciousness. Is that what’s it like for me?

Mmph. I wish I had a video of him. Of me. Hypnotism is so fucking hot. I wish I could videotape Chris hypnotizing my fragile little girly mind and then watch it with him later on, stroking him off and thanking him for enslaving me so totally. Wouldn’t that be perfect?

“What’s...what’s...” Chris shakes his head. “Did you just suck me off?”

Nodding happily, I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him on the cheek. “Yes, Sir.”

He takes a moment to think about that.

“Good,” he says finally. “I deserve that. I deserve you sucking my cock.”

“You totally do, Sir. Would you like me to do it again?”

“Yeah, I...hold on.”

He opens up his hand, seeing the crystal inside.

“I...I know this...somehow...”

“It’s the hypnosis crystal,” I say. “You use it to control me.”

“I do?” He struggles for a moment. “I do love to hypnotize hot women...and you are a hot woman...and I totally deserve to have you serving me any way I like.”

Each word comes out feeling a little foreign, but I can tell he enjoys saying each phrase, enjoys meaning it.

“I agree completely.” I giggle happily. “Why don’t you try it and find out?”

“Suck me off for a minute, let me think.”

I do so, kneeling down and sliding my lips back around his perfect cock. My young teenage pussy is so amazingly sopping wet just from following orders.

“I remember now. You hypnotized me.”

I moan happily, so agreeable. He moves a hand through my perfectly straight blond hair. His face becomes very relaxed...and then very agitated.

“You have to understand, sis. I want to fuck you. I’ve always wanted to fuck you, even before you hypnotized me. It was never a matter of not wanting to fuck you. It was a matter of being a little afraid...”

I slide my mouth off his cock. “A-afraid, Sir?”

“Afraid that I would take it too far. You were a total cunt to me in high school, Constance. You made fun of me every day. You went out of your way to make sure I never got a girlfriend. And I was afraid that if I fucked you, I’d choke you and fuck your mouth so hard that you wouldn’t be able to go out in public for a week.”

My pussy starts to get even more dripping wet. A puddle begins to form on the carpet below me.

“Do it,” I urge him. “Do it Sir, please? Teach me my fucking lesson. Teach me how to be your proper
 slut. Make me pay
 for making fun of you.”

I slide up on the nearby bed, facing up, and tilt my head back toward him. “You can fuck my mouth just like this, Sir. You can fuck my throat, choke me, slap me, anything you like. Please?”

His enormous hardness moves over my face...and then he pulls out the crystal. My entire vision is taken up by the strength and size of his perfect cock,

“I’ve never...never been with a girl, Constance. Is that okay?”

“Is that okay?” I echo.

He shudders, stroking his cock over my face. My lack of will, of decision-making power, is absolute. The crystal owns me. He owns me.

“It’s okay,” he said.

“It’s okay.” Her voice was so reassuring.

“You think that’s hot.”

“I think it’s hot.”

God, it was so
 hot that he had never been with anyone else. I was so lucky to be with someone like that!

“You’re really happy I’m a virgin.”

“I’m really happy you’re a virgin.”

Virgins are great! There’s so much to teach! So much to do! Everything would be heavenly for him! What could be better?

“You always wanted to be my first.”

“I always
 wanted to be your first
 .”

Oh yes, I did! That's why I never wanted him to have a girlfriend! I wanted to be his very first girl.

“Other guys were just practice.”

“Other guys...just practice.
 ”

“You don’t care about...about Dad.”

“Don’t care about him.”

Why would I care about Dad? Who cared about him? I needed my Brother
 .

“You only want me.”

“Only
 want you.”

“You only want my brothercock.”

“Only
 w-want your brothercock.”

My tongue slides upward and gives it a little lick. It's everything I've ever wanted.

“You love it when I choke you.”

He wrapped a hand around my neck. I cum, instantly. My body thrashes, my mouth coming up to kiss and slide around his cock for several moments. . That’s what love is.

“I-I love
 it when you c-ch-choke me.”

“You know I’d never hurt you...more than you wanted.”

“I know you’d never hurt m-me more than I w-wanted.”

“You like it if I slap you a bit.”

“I’d love
 it if you’d s-slap me a-a bit.”

Right away, he slaps me. I cum again, thrashing, breathing hard, licking his cock right above me. He slaps one more time, a little less playfully. It stings. I cum anyway—I love
 it when he slaps me!

“You know you deserve it.”

“I know
 I deserve it.”

With a groan, the crystal moves away and he shoves his big fat meat inside of my mouth. With everything he has, he fucks my gorgeous plump teenage mouth like it's a hot pussy. His hands clasp around my throat, using that grip to drive my helplessly obedient body into his crotch. I’m nothing but his total plaything. I love that he has such perfect control.

“This is for sophomore year,” he grunts, fucking me as hard as he possibly can. My mouth remains a perfect vacuum.

“And for junior year...”

His fucking intensifies
 . I can’t even believe it!

“...And for senior year...”

If he fucked me any harder, he’d probably start leaving bruises. I would love it if he did. But instead he cums explosively, his seed piling down my throat, and then he pulls out and sprays all over my face.

“Thank you Master,” I gasp out, my voice somewhat raspy. “Thank you!”

“I’m not done with you,” he says.

“That’s wonderful, Master,” I sigh dreamily.

Such stamina!

Flipping me over onto all fours, he slides his semi-hard bare cock into my soaking wet pussy. Inside its hot, tight warmth, he gets fully hard again almost immediately...and especially so when his hand finds its way around my throat again.

My Master just loves to choke me, to show me how he owns me so completely. That's wonderful. I want him to revel in his ownership of me.

“You cum for me, you fucking sister slave,” he commands me. “You cum at each and every stroke.”

He thrusts his hot, perfect hardness inside of my fertile young body. I cum instantly, of course, following orders. A low, hot squeal exits my mouth, my mind overtaken by hot wonderful bliss. His big brother cock is so very wonderfully good. It fits in my special sister cunt so perfectly. I’ve never felt anything so hard and full in my life. I wish I could hold the fullness of him inside of me forever. With a raunchy moan, he begins to pump in my cunt with hot rhythm.

I cum with each and every stroke. I can’t help it. His cock pushes so hard against my clit, and he ordered me to cum for him, besides!

He pulls me backward with his grip on my throat—I’m soooo very flexible from my four hours of yoga a day—so that my face is right next to his. His free hand then comes around again with the crystal. I cum, thrashing in his grip, just from seeing it, just from his brother cock thrusting inside of me, and from knowing what he’s about to do. I love being hypnotized so much now.

Instantly upon seeing the crystal, I feel the ocean of his will surround me. I am nothing but his toy, his puppet; I am the reflection of his will in this world. That is all I long to be and want to be.

That feeling, combined with the constant orgasms provided from his cock sliding in and out of me, put me on another plane of existence. Every single thrust in my pussy feels like he is fucking reality itself, dominating it like he absolutely should. He deserves this. He deserves
 me.

“I’m the best you’ve ever had, sis.”

“The best I’ve ever had! You’re so fucking right! I love you!”

He fucks my pussy harder, wrapping his hand tight around my throat.

“I’m way better than anyone else.”

He so fucking is! It's getting harder and harder to breathe. I don't care.

“You’re way better than anyone else!”

“I’m better than him. You know who. Say it.”

“You’re better than Daddy!”

My voice is ragged, tiny. How could I possibly breath when there's so much pleasure pumping in my body? With his hand on my throat, I breath pleasure now.

“You don’t care about him anymore!”

“I don’t care about him at all!”

“You only
 care about what I want, and how to please me.”

“I only
 care about pleasing you!”

“You want to be filled by my seed.”

“I want to be filled with your seed!”

“You want me to get you fucking pregnant.”

“I want you get me fucking pregnant!”

He erupts inside of me, squeezing me one last time around my throat. I love it. His precious hot, white brothercum fills up my cunt, and finally his grip releases a bit. I gasp in sweet air, my heart rate skyrocketing. Everything I am, my brother owns and possesses. He even owns my right to breathe. That's so delicious.

He slides off of me and then pulls me close, my head down next to his abs. On the floor, I can see the phone is blinking red. There’s a message.

In all the ruckus, we must not have heard it. I know part of my duties are looking after the house, so I pick up the phone and listen for a moment—and then a broad smile crosses my face. It's from my adoptive sister.

“Claudia is coming to town soon,” I giggle into my BrotherMaster’s ear.

“Oh yeah? Your sister, Claudia?”

“That’s right. I want to hypnotize her, Master. Then you’ll get to have us both, Sir. You’ll get to fuck us both as much as you want.”

One look at the grin on his face lets me know that for my Master, that would be the most perfect gift of all.

# # #
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The Steps To Control: Relative Ownership
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I
 really can’t believe
 what I’m hearing.

“You hypnotized our sister?”

Chris smiles. “Oh yeah. Lots of times. I wasn’t the first one to do it, but I’ve made sure I’ll be the last one. I think I even got her pregnant, too. She's not showing yet, though.”

We’re in the kitchen of my parents’ house. I’m home for this one summer weekend, just to visit. Nobody told me that the only people living in the house now were my brother and sister—my parents long gone, to some permanent vacation in the tropics somewhere.

Constance isn’t my actual sister, just like Chris isn’t my actual brother. He’s my stepbrother, just like he's Constance's stepbrother. I was adopted in my Mom’s first marriage—so I'm Constance's adoptive sister—before Chris was part of my family. But it’s been so long now that I think of him as my brother, and as Constance as my little sister.

Chris is nineteen. He’s slim, with dark hair that sits on his head like some shaggy rodent, moving in all different directions. When I used to live with him and my mother and stepfather and Constance, I thought of him as nothing more than a nerd. He was always stuck upstairs on his computer, working on some new program or another. He eventually got a scholarship for his abilities with all that hardware.

I went off to college on a gymnastics and cheerleading scholarship. I’ll be in my junior year when school starts up again next fall. I’ve been doing gymnastics and cheer for more than ten years, and my body is sooo toned and tanned as a result, just like a good cheerleader's body should be. I can see Chris trying to peek down my slim white blouse as he stands in front of me in the kitchen, and struggle not to push his face away.

“How would you be the last one to do it? Are you gonna follow her around forever?”

He shakes his head. “Of course not. I’ve installed failsafes. If anyone else tries, she’ll just go to sleep until I tell her to wake up. Or after six hours, whichever is first.”

“You’ve...installed
 failsafes into our sister? Chris, come on. I know this isn’t true, but still. Cool it with your language, okay? She isn’t an object.”

He smiles again. “She very much is, if I want her to be. I used her as a table just the other day while I had Amy suck my cock.”

Amy was the asian housekeeper. I saw her leave just as I was coming in. She had a content, empty smile on her face. Her eyes were totally blank. I think she was eighteen—I think in fact she used to go to high school with Constance.

Huh.

That Chris is sure he had gotten his own sister pregnant troubles me. But he acts so cocky about, so content...it can't be true.

“While you had...” I roll my eyes. “I don’t believe you. How about that?”

He shrugs. “That’s fine. It’s not a very believable thing to say.”

“No, I mean I’m just not going to indulge this anymore. This conversation is over.”

I wave my hands in the air, turning my head and thinking of what to do next.

I'm home right now for more than just a visit. To be honest, my apartment is getting too expensive, and I really need to have a back-up plan in place. I’ve been spending all of my time partying, and my grades have suffered. I’ll pass, barely—but I’ve got no prospects for a job. I came home fully intended to beg my parents for some money, or at least a place to stay for a little while.

But Chris says he’s in charge of the house now...well, no way
 am I going to beg him for anything. Stupid little nerd.

I’ve been having a great time at college, but I do miss my family. I missed Constance most of all. She’s just two years younger than me, her at eighteen and me at twenty, and I...I have to admit, I’ve had a big crush on her for a while now. I know it’s sort of wrong, but I can’t help it. She’s so gorgeous. She’s like the definition of a major American dream girl with her big tits and straight blond hair.

I’m no slouch myself—my dark hair, long legs, and perky big tits get a lot of stares around campus, especially when I have my gymnastics gear on.

In fact, I’m totally beautiful. Sorry, I can’t help but say it. It’s totally true. It’s sort of vain to say that I’m so hot, but it would be disingenuous not to as well, right? It’s sort of funny to me how natural and easy it is to be so perfect and sexy, when other girls spend so much time trying to get just a fraction of what I’ve got without any effort at all.

I know it’s totally evil, but that kind of thought really makes me warm at night.

As for the rest of my family, well. Chris is...Chris is okay. He’s a major dweeb. It seems like he’s taken all that major dweebitude and turned it into major creepitude at college. Which is like...whatever. I’m just glad I don’t have to live with him anymore.

When we lived together, I used to catch him sneaking peaks at me in the shower!

Ick. My own brother, right? Constance used to tell me he'd send long stares her way as well.

I mean, it’s understandable. Constance is totally hot, and so am I.

Today I’m wearing a fun cream-colored skirt and a matching blouse. The blouse strains to fit over my big tits, not really doing that great of a job at it. That’s okay, though. I’ve got great boobs.

Even now, I can see him checking me out, trying to get a look down my shirt.

Well, too bad, creep! I’m not available for like, seven dozen reasons, not the least of which is that you’re my family!

I start walking off back to the car to grab my bag. Then, I’m going to lock myself up in my room and wait for Constance to say hi. Anything not to deal with Chris anymore.

“I can prove it,” he calls after me, right when I'm in front of the door to the outside.

Of course, that’s the only thing that could get me to stop.

“Prove it?”

He smiles and nods. “Certainly. You don’t think I’d say all of that and not have anything to back it up with, do you?”

Now it’s my turn to shrug. “Maybe not, but as far as I’m concerned, there’s no actual way to
 back all of that up.”

It’s not like I don’t understand why someone would
 want Constance under their control. Of course I’ve had lots of fantasies about such a thing myself.

I’ve always wanted Constance, at least a little bit. I've never actually been with a guy. In fact, I’m a fully fledged lesbian, a card-carrying member of the lick-her license league. And I think in part that had to have started with Constance. She’s so gorgeous—toned, trim, tanned, and titanically titted. I just want to kiss her from neck to her cleavage, just let my face sink in those beautiful teenage breasts and stay there for years before sinking to her hot, perfect snatch and licking, licking, licking
 ...

“Come on,” says Chris, breaking me from my daze. “Follow me.”

He grabs my hand and leads me upstairs. I shake my hand off of his, of course—it’s creepy, him holding my hand.

As we ascend, my cell phone buzzes. I have...eighteen messages from my girlfriend? That’s weird.

My girlfriend Maxine is your typical college nerd. She’s cute, wears thick horn-rimmed glasses, her bushy red hair always in a ponytail. I love kissing her freckles all the way down her soft, pale skin. I’d hate to think she’s upset with me for some reason.

I don’t remember her calling. I just spoke with her, like right before I came into the house, too.

Huh. I stare at the phone, trying to discern what’s been happening. A lot of these text messages seemed distressed—where are you? Answer me! I love you, please call me back!—
 and so on.

“Drat. I forgot about that,” he said, taking the phone.

“Hey...” I say, my hands trailing after it.

He's above me, at the top of the stairs.

“Don’t worry about it, okay? We’re talking about Constance.”

“We can talk about her after you give me my phone back.”

I put my hands on my hips. I try to be very intimidating.

There’s that damn smile again. “Tell you what. You come upstairs with me to see her, and I’ll give you your phone back. Deal?”

I nod reluctantly, stepping up to the top of the stairs with him. He walks me down the hall, putting a hand on my shoulder. I shake it off. He puts it right back, like he’s comfortable with it. Like I should welcome it. Instead, I put up with it.

“I’m glad you’re doing this with me. I like to talk about it.”

“You like to talk about it?”

“Sure. Don’t you like to talk about what interests you the most? Some days, I want to fuck her all day long. Other days? I think it’s nicer to let her pleasure herself. And most of the time, she just loves to be in trance. We figured out early that the person holding the crystal—that’s what’s doing the hypnotizing—the person holding the crystal can’t hypnotize themselves as they hold the crystal.”

“Of course,” I roll my eyes. “How would anyone ever be hypnotized if that were the case.”

He doesn’t seem to notice my sarcasm. “Exactly! So, we did
 find out that we can put on a recording of herself, and I can dangle the crystal on a coat rack and hang it down in front of her.”

I take a second to process this.

“So, you wrote a script that she had to memorize.”

“Right.”

“And you made a recording.”

“Right.”

“And you rearranged a coat rack.”

“Right.”

“And you did all this through trial and error.”

“Right.”

“Just so she could hypnotize herself?”

“Right!”

“For god’s sake, Chris, why?”

He looks genuinely surprised. “Because it’s really hot?”

Again I roll my eyes in disgust. “When did you start all of this?”

He considers. “I don’t know. A week or so ago?”

“No, I mean this whole...this particular session.”

“Oh. When she got up this morning. At eight.”

“So she’s just been in there, by herself, entrancing herself, for six hours?”

He nodded, smiling. “She must be must have soaked the carpet all the way through by now. Let’s look, huh?”

Without any further explanation, he opens the door. Inside is Constance, completely naked. Her body is folded into a pretzel on the ground, one hand between her naked thighs. She’s fingering herself furiously, looking at the crystal dangling down from the coat rack. I can see her face on a television nearby, smiling gently.

“Chris is everything to you.”

Constance, fingering madly, shudders with each word. “Chris...i-is...e-everything to m-me.”

“He is your Master.”

“He is my Master.
 ”

“Your only god is your Master.”

“My only
 god is my Master.”

“You need his cock more than you need to breathe.”

“Need
 his cock...more than I need to breathe...”

“You want his babies.”

“I want
 his babies...”

“Okay, that’s enough!” I cry.

Rushing forward, I turn off the television. I try snapping my fingers in Constance’s beautiful face, but she just smiles blankly, eyes deeply focused on the crystal. Behind me, Chris shuts the bedroom door.

Terrified, I step into a corner of the room, trying to get away. There’s a window on the other side of the room. Maybe I could...maybe I could open it? Jump out? It’s three stories of a straight fall down. That’s more than enough to break my neck.

“Calm down, Claudia.”

“I won’t calm down! Your babies
 ? What does she mean by that?”

“She means she wants me to breed her.”

He laughs at the look on my face.

“Oh, don’t worry babe. I want to breed her too. It’s totally consensual.”

“It is...it is not! You’ve brainwashed her!”

Constance giggles, apparently rising up out of her trance. “I brainwashed myself! I’m very good at it. Weren’t you paying attention?”

“You see? Why don’t you tell him what you believe now, Constance.”

My gorgeous blonde sister nods happily, so eager and obedient to my brother.

“God, I just want Master to fill me right the fuck up with his semen. I want him to give me the biggest fucking baby bump. I want to have that hot, sexy swell right in front, rising up underneath my tits...and mmm...fuck, do you see how big my tits already are? This will make them even bigger
 . Isn’t that so fucking sexy, Claudia? Big tits? Big ol’ little sis tits? Isn’t that something you’d like to see?”

I try to hide my very obvious and very sudden arousal. The thought of Constance with bigger tits is not a thought that easily banishes from my mind. And the thought of her pregnant...it awakens something very dark, and very primal, inside of me. I can’t shake the feeling that a pregnant body, all those curves, all that obvious fertility, is just incredibly hot to me, somehow.

I shake my head, though, trying to push out all those naughty thoughts.

“This isn’t happening,” I mutter. “This isn’t happening.”

Constance is on her knees, waiting for orders. Her tight young naked teen body is so slim and tight and hot and oh fuck I want it sooo baaad...

“It really is, sis. Just let it happen!”

“No! If this is all true, why aren’t I hypnotized, huh? I’m looking at the crystal!”

“That’s a great question. I’m glad you’ve been paying attention,” Chris nods. “The crystal takes intent.”

Casually, he walks over to Constance. They’re both right of front of me. I feel so powerless to stop any of it.

“Give me a good suck, sis. Show Claudia we mean it.”

Constance nods eagerly, stripping down his shorts and licking and kissing his thighs. I still think at this point it could be a joke. It could be a big, elaborate joke. His cock is so hard, though, so thick and long. It bulges out from him like some fucking primal force of nature. Constance takes a long look at it, sighing happily, and pushes her gorgeous teenage mouth up onto his meat, slurping him down. Her empty, vacant eyes stare up at Chris happily. A soft, contented sound purrs out from her body.

Oh god. It’s real. It’s really real. Oh god.

With Constance still sucking him, he picks up the crystal off the coat rack with one hand. I feel a pile of stones drop in my stomach. He turns and smiles at me.

I put up a hand. “Wait a minute, Chris...”

“You’ve never been very nice to me, Claudia.”

There’s nowhere left to back up to. He, and Constance adoring his cock, are in front of the door outside, to freedom.

“Chris, please...”

I can feel tears rising up in my eyes, sobs starting to break through my voice. I’m nearing hysterics already.

“You were never very nice to me, and you’ve never apologized for it. You called me a dweeb. You called me a nerd. You said I wasn’t good enough to lick your boots.”

His smile grows to majestically evil lengths.

“I’m sorry, C-Chris! I’m sorry! I was dumb! I’m so sorry!”

“You don’t have to be sorry. I’m just going to fix it for you. How’s that? I’m going to make it all better. Hating me? Disliking me? Thinking I’m some stupid dweeb?” He shakes his head, tsking. “That’s all going to change, now. Constance?”

My sister pops her mouth off of my brother’s cock. “Yes, Master?”

“Hold our sister down. Encourage her.”

“Of course
 , Master.”

Constance turns to me, erotic glee shining in her gorgeous blank eyes.

My knees feel so weak. I want to run, want to escape somehow. But I know, already, that all it would take for me to be enslaved is just a single glance at the crystal in Chris’s hand.

He’s just toying with me, now.

I close my eyes, turning away, turning into the corner. It’s the only way I can think of to fight back.

“You can’t make me look!” I scream. “You can’t!”

I can hear
 the smile in Chris’s voice now. “Of course I can, sis. I can make anybody do anything, now. Hell. I could probably even steal dear old Mom away from Dad. Would you like that? To learn how to suck your new Master’s cock from your own mother? I could make it happen. It wouldn’t be too hard.”

I try to ignore the hot flashes of arousal his words pump through my body. It’s so hard, though...

“You’re evil!”

“I’m powerful
 , sis. There’s a difference. You’ll figure it out here in a minute after I’ve taken care of that silly little will of yours. Constance?”

“Yes, Master?”

“Turn her around now.”

Constance does, obeying with a giggle. Her tits, so soft and plush, push up against my back. I can remember all the times that I’ve wanted nothing more than to feel those perfect young teenage tits just like how I am now.

My sister’s voice in my ear is pure sex. “Beg for it, sis. It’s so much better when it’s willing.”

“Constance, no...no, you can’t mean all this. You can’t. I’m your sister!”

“I know! That’s why it’ll be so fucking hot when he takes you. He’ll hypnotize us both at once!”

I can feel it—feel my own sister’s hot pussy juices sliding down her legs and dripping on my calves. It’s so warm, so hot and wet. It’s so hard not to want her.

I turn to look at her. I know I can get through to her, somehow. She’s behind me, so I can look at her without looking at the crystal dangling in my face. It’s a gamble, but it’s all I’ve got.

“Constance, please...please don’t. Please. I’m your sister.”

She isn’t paying attention, though. She’s looking at the crystal that Chris is dangling behind my skull. I can see it in her eyes.

I can see...

I can see the pretty, pretty crystal in her eyes. So...sooo pretty.

“Pretty...” I say dumbly.

“That’s right, sis. Turn around now.”

I turn and obey. I can’t help it. Anything Chris says, I have to obey. I have to believe. The crystal is so perfect.

“I seem to remember you being a lesbian. Is that right?”

“Is that...right?” I moan.

I don’t know. Maybe? Who knows. I’m whatever the crystal wants me to be.

He sighs. “You’re not a lesbian anymore.”

“Not a lesbian...”

“You’re bisexual.”

“I’m...bisexual...”

“You’re a selective
 bisexual.”

“Selective
 bisexual...”

“You only want to fuck one man.”

“Only want to fuck
 ...one man.”

“You only want to fuck me.”

“Only
 want to fuck you.
 ”

“You want to fuck your Master.”

“Only
 want to fuck my Master.
 ”

I can sense him moving Constance around me. She slips down beneath my legs, splayed out in front of me. I’m the corner now, Constance’s head between my legs.

“I am your Master.”

“You’re
 my Master.”

The words sound so natural and perfect. Like I’ve said them a thousand times before.

“You’re my slave.”

“I’m your slave
 .”

Constance's licks are so hot, so wet, so perfect and insistent. My body is so hot, so aroused.

“You love being my slave.”

“Love
 being your slave
 .”

“You love that your sister is my slave.”

“I love
 that my sister is your slave.”

I can hear a cock being stroked. The sound is unmistakable. Constance must have started stroking him, even as she continues licking me. That’s so perfect, so sexy. Oh my god. Master is getting his cock pleasured while he hypnotizes me. That’s sooo wonderful.

“You want me to have more slaves.”

“I want Master
 to have more
 slaves.”

Of course I do! Why wouldn't I? Who wouldn't want their Master to have lots and lots of eager slaves?

“You love having your mind erased by my control.”

“I love
 having my mind erased.”

Oh my god yes! Minds are stupid. I want all of mine gone.

“My control gives your life meaning.”

“Your control...g-gives m-my life meaning..”

“My cock is your totem of worship.”

“Your cock
 my totem
 .”

“My cock is your most sacred object.”

“M-most most! Most sacred object!”

Oh god Constance’s tongue! It’s so good! As her licking increases, the schlicking sounds of her hand on Master's cock increase in frequency as well.

“Nothing makes you whole like obedience to my cock.”

“Nothing makes me whole! Nothing but obedience to your cock!”

“You want to be fertile for me. You want your body filled by my lifegiving cum.”

“I want to be fertile
 for you. I want my body to be filled
 with your lifegiving cum!”

“When I cum, you cum.”

“You cum, I cum.”

The crystal moves away. I moan at first, disappointed—but then I realize it's been replaced by something even better. It's my Master's cock! So big, so perfectly attended by my sisterslave Constance.

Encouraged by Constance’s expert strokes, his wonderful pole spurts out hot, sticky goo into my face. A hot, sweet orgasm floats through my body, everything making so much sense. My thighs close around Constance's beautiful head. She's such a good slave, helping me cum and obey Master's orders. I am his slave, forever. I cum when he cums. I gobble up all his cum eagerly, sliding my tongue around my mouth and then my hands, needing to taste my worship.

Constance moves out of the way, slipping to my side. Her sweet, precious mouth attaches to a nipple. Master pushes me back onto my back and then pulls out the crystal one more time.

I follow the crystal, but I can feel
 him inside me, the first cock I’ve ever felt! It’s so fucking good!

His big, thick fuckmeat pushes hard into my slippery folds. I can’t fucking believe how good it is.

“Cum for me, slavesisters,” he says, thrusting inside of me hard.

I do, again. My body shakes and convulses with Constance’s.

“Thank you, Master,” Constance coos, holding me so tight.

I love my sisterslave and my BrotherMaster so fucking much! Constance is watching the crystal, just like I am, both of us so entranced by our hot stud of a brother.

“Cum for me again, slaves.”

We do, again, shouting out, “Yes Master!” as we do.

“You want my fucking babies. Say it.”

“We want your fucking babies, Master!”

Constance's body vibrates against me. I can tell she's cumming with each repeated phrase. She's so much better trained than I am. I can only hope to be as good.

“You want to be bred by me.”

“We want to be bred by you!”

“You want to make a whole brood for me.”

“A whole brood! Just for you!”

“Know what you are.”

He’s going to cum. I can feel it. Constance can too. Her own breathing is sooo ragged and excited, her orgasms piling on top of each other like a ten-car crash.

“Know...know...” my  voice becomes very low.

As he cums, he hisses in my ear, “Remember what you are.”

And I...do. Totally. His hot, perfect gooey seed fills my fertile womb, and I know totally that I am his hypnoslave. My orgasm spills over my entire body, lighting every nerve of fire with bliss, and I am his lovepuppet. I am his fuckdoll, entirely and totally.

Centuries seem to pass. I slowly fade out of trance. I cling to him helplessly, loving him totally, needing him. He is my light, my way, my force, my guidance in all things. I am nothing but the vehicle of his will, and that is all that I wish to be. I can feel his warmth still inside me. I hope that this time my fertile body has worshipped him properly, that I am carrying his child. That would be so wonderful.

We sleep.

After several hours, dawn arrives. I slip off the bed and grab the crystal. Then, mewling softly, kissing and licking its surface, I kneel down in front of the bed in front of him. My forehead touches the ground, my hands out in front of me.

“Please, Sire,” I coo. “Please. Do it again.”

He stirs, groggily. I can sense his knees swinging over the side of the bed.

“Please do it again, Sire.”

“Again? Really?”

“Yes, Sire. I love this game so much.”

“I’ve re-arranged your personality fifteen times in the past two weeks, Claudia.”

“I know, Sire. I love it each time. I think I’m very close to getting away next time. And then you can track me down and take me and fuck me in front of a whole crowd while I beg for more. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“You won’t get past the front door. You never even get down the hallway.”

“Please, Sire? It’s the most perfect gift in the whole world when you take away my mind.”

Another big breath from him. I can sense him thinking. Master has such big, important thoughts.

“God, you are just so fucking gorgeous, do you know that? It makes you very hard to say no to.”

“Yes, Sire. Thank you for saying so, Sire.”

He sighs. “Very well. But this is the last time. Then you’re going to call that old girlfriend of yours and we’re going to start a new game. I don't want her causing trouble.”

Elaborately, he draws the crystal up in front of my face. My entire mind focuses on it. Then he clears his throat for a moment.

“Until I tell you to remember who you are, you are no longer my slave. You are Claudia, Constance’s sister. Today, you get home from college. You are a lesbian, and a lesbian only. You don’t like your brother Chris very much. You think he’s a dweeb...”

# # #
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M
 ELANIE STEPPED OUT
 of the car, waving goodbye to Dawn and Rachel. Her slim, toned body was still damp with the sweat she had built up over the last two hours, and as a result her tanned skin was shiny and her blond hair—bunched up in a cute pony tail—was somewhat of a mess.

“See you guys tomorrow!” she said exuberantly. “Great practice today!”

They smiled and waved back as the car pulled away. It really had been a terrific practice. Thursday practices usually were, with everybody getting excited for the weekends. Everyone on the squad was learning their routines well, and their expertise was getting to a point where Melanie hardly felt she had to double-check on each girl as she led the cheers. As the eighteen year-old cheerleading captain at Pine River High School, she had a lot of responsibilities, and it was nice to be relieved of one.

Being beautiful was certainly one of those responsibilities, and Melanie had little trouble there. Blond, slender, and busty, she knew she was the total package, and so did everyone at her school.

She enjoyed it, though she didn’t try rubbing people’s faces in it. She just knew that there were tons of advantages to being pretty, and liked milking them when she could. She got free food, free clothes, and lots of help with studying. Just last week at the movie theater, some hapless usher with ten kinds of a crush on her hot bod let her in for free, and all her friends too.

Of course, he had thought maybe he would get a date out of the arrangement. As if.

Melanie had a lot of feelings about the boys at school, but most of them boiled down to the simple fact that she just didn’t think they were man enough for her. Melanie had hot, complex fantasies all the time, and often made use of the school bathrooms to indulge her pussy’s scorching hot desires.

Almost every single one of her fantasies boiled down to just one man—her stepfather, Alec.

The late afternoon air was cool and breezy against Melanie’s skin. She wore her tight, tight red shorts, framing her heart-shaped ass perfectly. Her perky 36DD tits bounced firmly in her blue sports bra, and tight knee-high socks ran up her beautifully tanned legs. In the driveway, Melanie noticed that the car of her stepfather, Alec, was parked.

Her Daddy was home. Mmmph. That was so great. Her pussy began to moisten just from the thought.

Maybe if she was lucky, he’d invite her to watch TV with him later and they could snuggle. If she got too hot and bothered doing that, she would run to the bathroom and finger her pussy until she came, biting a towel to muffle her screams. Then she’d strut back and snuggle right back next to him and snuggle once more, now reeking of sex.

She was only able to do those sorts of things when her mother Ruth was out of town, like she was now. Ruth (Melanie hardly ever called her “mother” or even “mom”) was out of town a lot for business, and would be gone for the rest of the week.

Melanie loved her Ruth, after a fashion, but of course her most vitriolic emotion toward Ruth was pure, unrestrained jealousy that she got to go to bed with Alec every single night. Melanie would do anything to wrap her hand around her Daddy’s cock, to guide him inside her, to wrap her legs around him SO tight and never let him pull out...

Taking a breath, she stepped through the front door of the house. It wouldn’t do to be a complete mess when she walked inside.

“Hiii, Daddy!” she called out.

“In here,” he called.

His voice came from the kitchen. He sounded a bit aggravated. Melanie wondered what was the matter.

For her Daddy, she always tried to be the model little girl. She never wanted him to have any reason to think poorly of her, ever. That was why she used her looks to get the best grades, and worked so hard to be an inspiring leader to the other girls on the cheerleading team, so that she could win tons of awards just for her Daddy.

She moved through the small two-story house, looking for her Daddy, hoping to put a smile on his face. The house was a bit cluttered, as was usual—Melanie tried to keep it clean for Daddy, but without her mother around to help, it just didn’t happen most of the time. Of course, Daddy didn’t do any of the cleaning—he was a man, after all. The man of the house. Her mother sometimes complained about that, but Melanie knew that was just the proper way for a man to be.

The lights were mostly off, and with the light fading outside, much of the house was dark. She found her Daddy sitting there in the kitchen, a grim look on his handsome face. He was handsome all around. Often she stole looks at him as he was working out with weights in the basement. He was totally jacked, keeping close tabs on his diet so he was almost bereft of body fat. His hair was dark, his chin thick with a handsome curly beard.

He looked mad at her, almost. Melanie couldn’t fathom why.

And even mad, she just loved
 him so much. She wanted to do everything her Daddy said. She wished, in fact, that he told her to do more and more. She would meet each new task with a smile, and a completely gushing pussy.

Some day, she would work up the nerve to tell him. She would slide on his lap like she always did and whisper in his ear, “Take me, Daddy. Spank me rotten and fuck me to my core. Please, Sir?”

It wouldn’t be today, of course, but she liked to dream.

She dreamed especially of having her Daddy fill her full of his sperm and not let her get up off the bed until she was good and pregnant. God, wouldn’t that be so fucking hot, to get pregnant for her Daddy just like he deserved? To just be his little broodpet, his hot little domesticated fuckmare that wanted to get pregnant for him anytime he wanted.

Of course, she said none of those things to him.

“What’s up, Daddy?” She kept her voice bright and cheerful.

He leaned forward onto the table, crossing his legs. Next to him was her notebook computer. The top two buttons of his dark dress shirt were undone, revealing the mass of dark, curly hair beneath. She bit her lip slightly, trying to repress her moan of arousal at seeing it. It was a practiced exercise with her, repressing her arousal around her Daddy.

“I was searching through your computer, looking for some recipes. You know, those brownies you make? I wanted to take them into work tomorrow.”

Oh. Oh no.

Well, that was fine, so long as he hadn’t looked through all her nested folders.

“Then I found a series of nested folders. Do you know what I found in those, Melanie?”

She gulped.

“I can...I can explain!”

“Can you? All those stories, Melanie. All these...pictures.”

She hung her head in shame.

“Stories of hot teenagers fucking their stepfathers. Pictures of hot young barely legal teens before older men. So many of them had captions. You know what they said. These teen girls begging for Daddy.”

She nodded. The names of the files had “Daddy” in them too.

HowiwantDaddytofillmeup078.

Daddysbigbeautifulcock032.

994Daddyslittlegirlinpleatedskirt.

His voice was thick, now. His eyes narrow. “Pregnant girls, too. So many of them, so very pregnant.”

His face was getting...was it getting hot
 ? Flushed?

He stood up. She tilted her head up, following his legs...and stopped at his crotch. There was a clear, evident bulge there. He stepped across the kitchen and put a hand on her shoulder, the other stroking her hair.

“Is that what you really want, my little girl? Do you want to feel Daddy inside of you?”

His bulge, so big, so manly, so dominating, was right there for the taking. She slid her hand forward tentatively, running her fingers over it. He did not draw away, and in fact pushed forward, groaning audibly. For several seconds, she ran her trembling fingers over his cock, so fucking impressed with his size. Her breathing had gotten faster and faster.

“Oh,” she whispered. “Oh, Daddy
 ...”

Her eyes were so big and wide, needing him completely. She bit her bottom lip, hardly able to verbalize her extreme need.

“Do you want my cock, little girl?”

“Yes, Daddy. I do. I want it so much! I want to be your perfect hot little fuckdaughter slut, please!”

He rolled his head back as she kept stroking him through his pants. His bulge only got bigger and bigger—much bigger than Melanie had imagined previously.

Fuck. Wow. God.

She needed that thing. Unzipping his pants, she let it loose. It was enormous. The shaft was bigger than eight inches, and was soooo thick. She wasn’t sure if it could even fit inside of her...but obviously she had to find out.

Clearly, Daddy needed to find out too. That was so wonderful. She was so happy to find out that she could be good for him just how she had always wanted.

He put his lips to her ear and whispered, “Are you a virgin for Daddy, baby girl? Have you been saving yourself for me?”

She nodded enthusiastically, beginning to stroke his cock with enthusiasm.

“Yes, Daddy. I have. I really have! I promise. I’ve never
 let another boy even touch
 me at school.”

That was completely true. Even with as many crushes as she knew the boys had, her Daddy was the only one she had been saving herself for. She had even started resigning herself to admitting that the only realistic option was to find an older man who somewhat resembled her Daddy...but now...now
 ...oh fuck. Were her dreams really coming true? It was so unreal.

He pushed her hand off of his cock, and she moaned with disappointment. That didn’t last for long, though.

His hands dropped to her wide hips and slid her shorts and her panties down. She shook and moaned, feeling his rough hands push against her bare, tanned skin. She hoped he noticed how wet she was, how tight and toned her thighs and ass were. He looked her up and down for a moment, appraising. Every breath of Melanie’s was thick and shuddery.

Without warning, he slid his hand onto her bare cunt. She gasped, tightening her luscious thighs around his big, strong fingers. She was so wet down there. Wet just for him. Drawing even closer to him, her big young eighteen year-old tits smashed hotly against his torso.

“Oh my god, yes!” she moaned, leaning forward and kissing his rough lips.

His thick beard covered his jaw, and she stroked the firm hairs with adoration as she slipped her tongue into his mouth. Her free hand slid back down to his cock, feeling it bulge and stiffen inside of her grip even more. It was pulsing. She felt so alive.


“Oh god, Melanie,” he moaned, feeling her stroke harder and harder. “Oh, my good little girl...”

It was hard to keep talking, because they kept kissing each other so insistently. Still, Melanie’s moans and her Daddy’s grunts more than made up for their lack of worded communication. They were clearly enjoying themselves. Melanie’s cunt only got wetter as her Daddy’s fingers slid inside again and again, pumping her so very well. He was such an expert at handing her cunt.

There must have been dozens of women he had taken over the years, but the only girl he really wanted know was his hot cheerleader daughter. The thought of her being so young, so virginal just for him, must have surely turned him on, and Melanie loved this.

Her strokes slid up and down, up and down. It was the first time she had ever given a handjob, but she had practiced in her room at night, sliding her hand up and down the post of her bed. That had been too small of a practice shaft, of course. Her Daddy’s cock was fucking huge. She just knew it was going to tear her apart.

It would tear her apart and then he would hold her and make it all better. Her stomach squirmed hotly with the thought and she bit his bearded chin, licking it.

“Oh Daddy,” she moaned. “Daddy, you’re gonna make me cum, Daddy.”

Her weakened knees slid into his thighs. His cock was pulsing, his balls tightening up. She could feel something wonderful was about to happen.

“That’s my good girl, keep stroking Daddy,” he encouraged her, fingering her as he did. “Keep...k-keep going, yeah. Yeah
 .”

His body tensed up completely and he started to shake, spilling his hot wealth of seed all over her stomach and her thighs. Hot strands of perfect white hot goo landed on top of her clit and his fingers, pushing dollops up cum up into her pussy with his attentions. She came the second after he did, so excited, so thrilled to see her Daddy orgasm because of what she had done.

Melanie had masturbated before, of course. But she had never cum so hard as she did when she made her Daddy cum all over her body. The two stared into each other’s eyes, their pleasure so perfect and private. Nobody was coming to disturb them. They were all alone, their forbidden love completely theirs to enact.

“Oh my god,” he grunted, holding her so tight and still pulsing. “My perfect little girl. You made me cum so hard.”

He kissed her on the forehead. Melanie had never felt so wonderful in her life. On top of the blissful orgasm, she had delivered her Daddy a hot, sweet, handfucking orgasm! Was there anything better?

“I can’t wait to do it again,” she breathed happily, still stroking. His cock was so slick and smooth. “Maybe tomorrow?”

He chuckled at her, petting her thick blond hair. “Oh no, sweetie. I’ve got plans for you. We’re going to be doing this all night.”

Melanie’s heart started pumping fast. “All...all
 night?”

His kisses started moving down from the top of her head to the side of her face. His hand came up toward her sports top, roughly handling her perfect young tits. “You didn’t think I was going to let my darling little girl stay a virgin forever, did you baby?”

A long, high-pitched squeal of equal parts glee and arousal escaped from her beautiful mouth. In her hand, she noticed he was already getting hard.

“Oh, Daddy
 ,” she moaned. “Daddy, you’re so fucking strong
 and good
 to get so hard already!”

She couldn’t hold back her amazement. He had cum so much all over her legs, her feet, her skirt, and yet still he was priming up for more.

Priming up to fuck her.

The handjob had lasted about five minutes. And from what little she knew about sex, she knew that the second orgasm from a man in a row typically took much, much longer to work toward. Her stomach fluttered as he picked her up, cradling her in his arms, his cock leading the way to the bedroom.

Oh god, he was going to fuck exhaust
 her. That was so fucking hot, oh god.

They entered the bedroom and he tossed her on the bed. Melanie giggled happily, so impressed with his strength. He took off the rest of his clothes, and she followed suit. Soon, they were both naked, staring at each other’s delightfully sexy bodies.

He came forward and began stroking his good girl’s hair. “I’m gonna fuck you on the same bed I fucked your mommy on, princess. What do you think of that?”

Kneeling on the bed before his naked body, Melanie had already started fingering her cunt.

“I like it, Daddy,” she moaned. “I like it a lot. I’m so lucky you want to fuck me more than Mommy.”

“I don’t just want to fuck you more, princess...”

She already knew what he was going to say. She knew what he was going to say, and she had been dreaming of him saying it for the longest time now.

“...I love you more. You’re my good little fuckpet. You’re the only reason I’m still around.”

Oh fuck
 . Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck! That was the hottest, most sinfully wonderful thing she had ever heard. Dealing with a shitty marriage just so he could try and bone his wife’s smoking hot daughter.

Melanie felt so proud, knowing she deserved that kind of attention from the man of the house.

He leaned forward and kissed her head.

“There’s a bag in there on the floor,” he said, pointing. “I bought it for your mother originally. But I think you would look better in it. Put it on.”

Melanie slipped off the bed and opened the bag. Inside was a collection of hot red lingerie. Eagerly, she slipped on the lacy red panties over her still-gushing pussy. Smears of her Daddy’s cum got on the lace as she pulled them up. Then she put on the scorching hot lacy red bra that pushed her tits up and together. Then the smoky dark stockings, complimented wonderfully by the six-inch heels of the platform heels that her mother most certainly would have never worn. The coupe de grace were the silk evening gloves, stretching up past her elbows. As she put all of this on, her Daddy watched, stroking his cock. She made it a show for him, showing such surprise and delight at each new piece.

“Put on her jewelry, too. Take her place.”


Take her place
 . Oh yes
 . That was what she wanted, what she needed more than anything else! To do what her Daddy said and take her mother’s place, and be a better fuckdoll for her Daddy than smelly old Ruth ever could be!

The jewelry box was full of diamonds. Melanie imagined for a moment how hot it was that probably many of the pieces her Daddy had bought, thinking of this very day, imagining his dear little girl putting them on just for him. She put on a pair of stud diamond earrings and a gorgeous, ornate golden necklace that stretched in shiny strings down to her cleavage.

Finally prepared, he looked speechless. He was amazed with her beauty. Good.

Now he would want her again and again. And again and again and again...

She strutted toward him, wrapping her gloved hands around his neck.

“How do you like me, Daddy? Am I better than that useless old hag?”

He squeezed her ass tight and then spanked her, as hard as he could. She yelped delightedly. The act stung her ass, but she could take it.

Smiling, he tugged her hair back and kissed her roughly, forcing his tongue between her lips. She moaned hotly, still yelping as he continued to spank her ass hard. She could feel his incredible hardness pushing at her crotch, sliding up in between her thighs. It was so wet, so hard! He would slide right inside of her so easily.

Grunting hard, he tossed her on the bed.

“It’s time, princess. Time to become a woman for your Daddy.”

Her heart rate jumped through the roof. She was confused for a moment, because he wasn’t looking for a condom. She knew he had lots of them. She had searched through his drawers, looking for porn mags, hoping to find out what turned him on so that she could instigate a situation just like this.

“You’re not gonna use...gonna use protection, Daddy?”

“Of course not,” he said. “My virgin girl doesn’t need me protected, does she? I read all
 your stories, baby girl.”

Oh. Oh
 . Oh fuck
 .

“You don’t just want to be fucked by me, do you little girl?”

She shook her head no, her blue eyes shiny and big.

“You want to be fucking filled by me, don’t you? You want Daddy to get you pregnant, don’t you, you dirty little fucktoy?”

“Yes, Daddy. Please. Please
 , Daddy. Fill me up and get me pregnant, please! Get me preggo like Ruth never was for you! You can fill me up with all the babies you want, please!”

Rushing forward, he flipped her over and ripped her panties off. He was not going to be gentle, not at all.

Good. She didn’t want to be made love to. She wanted her Daddy to fuck her and leave a hot creampie inside of her.

His enormous length pushed hard inside of her from behind. It hurt just for a moment, and then it was purest pleasure. He plowed into her, again and again, and as Melanie's mind wavered back from the pain, pleasure was there waiting to overcome her.

“Fucking own me, Daddy!” Melanie cried. “Fucking take
 my cunt. You fucking deserve it! You fucking teach Ruth a lesson, you fucking stud. Teach me
 a lesson! Oh my god. You're teaching me so good, Daddy!

Continuing to fuck her hard, he spanked her ass hard, harder, harder. Not letting up in the slightest. The spanking stung, but she knew her Daddy would never hurt her. He would use her as hard as he wanted, but he loved her too much for any of it to do lasting damage.

The only real lasting thing would be hot, wonderful pleasure. And that only increased as he fucked her harder, plowing deeper, spanking more ferociously. She took it all like a good girl, like a good fuckslutdaughter was supposed to.

She had
 to be good for her Daddy.

His orgasm was coming up. She could feel him tensing again.

“You cum for me,” he grunted. “You cum for your Daddy!”

Melanie obeyed, completely obedient to his cock. There was nothing in her life so important, so good, so hard and demanding of her complete subservience. She was so fucking in love with her Daddy's will and the hot thick perfect rod that represented it. Grunting and roaring, spanking her as hard as he could, he came. His cum poured inside her, hot white goo filling her up. She had only dreamed of being so very incredibly filled. It dripped out from her hot pussy as his body banged against hers in release.

The eruption from his cock was matched her own blistering hot orgasm. She screamed loud enough for the whole house to echo with her cries. She hoped the neighbors could hear. She hoped they asked questions, and she and Daddy sat down and explained to Ruth how she just wasn’t good enough to stick around in the house anymore.

Finally his spurts stopped. Melanie felt so hot and warm inside. Her Daddy rolled her over and fell on top of her, breathing hard next to her ear.

“Good girl,” he moaned. “Good little girl. We'll get you pregnant soon enough.” He put a hand on her belly. “We'll get you pregnant just like you need.”

Melanie could only moan happily in response. Of course she couldn’t really, but Melanie liked to pretend that she could feel herself swelling already. That she was getting full with a baby for her Daddy, that she was so fucking pregnant just for him. She knew it would be soon.

Because if she wasn’t pregant now, she was going to do whatever she could to make sure that she was from now on.

# # #
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“S
 OMETIMES...” GABRIELA
 took a breath, rubbing Melanie's hands. “Sometimes I daydream about Hector fucking me.”

Melanie was sleeping over at Gabriela’s house on a Friday, and the two eighteen year-olds were in the middle of a casual game of truth or dare. They sat on Gabriela's bed, cross-legged, across from one another. Hector was Gabriela’s stepbrother.

“Like, not just kissing me. Or like cuddling. I mean him being the one to take my virginity. Taking me hard
 .”

Gabriela was breathing hard with the confession, clearly anticipating Melanie's harsh rejection.

“Oh, wow,” said Melanie. “That’s really, really
 cool.”

Gabriela gulped. “Like, really? I always feel so dirty, saying things like that. “

Shaking her head vigorously, her lovely blond hair flying outward, Melanie squeezed Gabriela's hand reassuringly and then stroked it.

“No way. It’s super hot.”

Gabriela blushed, her lovely, smooth olive-skin reddening around her face and neck.

Melanie felt, rightly so, that she was the hottest girl at school. Still, if there was someone who could make a legitimate run for that title, it was Gabriela, her fellow cheerleader.

Where Melanie was blond, toned, and tall, Gabriela was brunette, even more toned, and short, with sexy Latino heritage making her look even more exotic. Gabriela was bustier than Melanie, sporting big, firm 40 DDs to Melanie’s own sumptuous 36DDs. Both girls were known for having the best tits in school, and each loved that they did, regularly planning outfits on how best to show off their perfect, perky young busts to make all the guys drool.

Since Melanie was cheerleading captain, she was able to adjust their uniforms to show off even more bust—and superiority, of course. A hot pair of breasts was where all the power in a high school came from.

They just adored being the hot cheerleaders at their school, the girls that all the guys dreamt about. They also both took wonderful satisfaction in the fact that they were perpetually single—Melanie, until now, hadn't realized that it was because they were both obsessed with the men in their family.

Gabriela shook her head finally, staring down at Melanie's hands, disbelief apparently re-entering her pretty head.

“I...I...come on, Melanie. Don’t make fun of me.”

“I’m not!” Melanie pushed closer to Gabriela on the thick bed, holding those soft hands tight. “I’m not, at all. I think it’s really, really hot how you want to fuck your brother, Gabriela.”

Melanie enjoyed the look of relief that swelled over Gabriela's face. In fact, she had her own secret that she wanted to tell Gabriela—that was why she had initiated this truth or dare game in Gabriela's bedroom to begin with.

Melanie was pregnant with her stepfather's child.

“Come here,” said Melanie, leaning forward. “Give me a hug. It's okay. It's so
 good, really.”

Gabriela did as Melanie said, coming in for the hug. Her luscious, hot young body was warm and amazingly tight against Melanie's. Melanie wondered if Gabriela could feel the hot new curve that was starting to form on her body.

Regularly, Melanie got wet at the thought that soon her tits were going to swell even larger as a result of her pregnancy, spilling out over a sexy baby bump that would drive her Daddy wild. Even now, with just two months of pregnancy, she was already developing a serious baby bump.

For now, she was hiding it—but soon, she wouldn’t bother. She hoped she got super fucking pregnant. As cheerleading captain, she was always in the best possible shape, her body tight, with a perfect hourglass shape. Her abs were tight and strong, stretching out over the bump as it grew, and she just knew soon it would be one more precious, sexy curve on her amazing body that already almost had too much hotness to know how to handle.

She hoped that men took one look at her and just knew
 how fucking fertile she was...and she hoped that seeing her made so big and pregnant would make her Daddy just want to do it again and again to her.

Just a few weeks ago, her Daddy had left her mother, Ruth. Or rather, Ruth had been ordered to leave after he and Melanie orchestrated some completely false domestic abuse charges against her. They celebrated her restraining order with Melanie sucking Daddy off in the same bedroom that Ruth had to use to pack her bags. Ruth had to watch, crying and preparing, as Melanie gulped down the wonderfully hot seed of the man who didn’t find his old wife good enough anymore. Melanie’s face and neck were bruised at the time, a purple collar of bruises decorating her body proudly.

Melanie had offered to have Daddy slap her and choke her, hard, to give her a bruise for the testimony. It worked like a charm. It also found its way into their nightly play, and now in addition to being her Daddy’s hot little broodslut, Melanie was his personal abuse toy, so happy to be slapped and choked by him while he fucked her rotten. Just the thought of him laying his hands on her like that made her flush. She was his total toy, his personal collection of fuckholes to enjoy.

Gabriela finally pushed back from the hug. Her beautiful, innocent face was so full of fear, needing to be accepted so bad.

“You really don't think it's nuts? Really?”

Melanie put her hand on Gabriela’s thigh, sliding it slowly upward. Gabriela’s breath caught.

“Oh yes, really. In fact, I think it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard,” Melanie moaned, pushing herself again right next to Gabriela, grabbing her even tighter than before.

This weekend, her Daddy was out of town, and so Melanie had orchestrated the sleepover with Gabriela. It had been a while since she had just been able to hang out with friends. Gabriela knew nothing about Melanie’s forbidden urges, and so this made it all the more amazing that Gabriela had decided to confide in her.

Melanie, staring openly at her best friend's gorgeous and exotic face, loved Gabriela for that—trusting her so much. Melanie just adored her friend for opening up to her with something so potentially explosive, and knew that she would always treasure Gabriela for it.

Of course, Melanie had other reasons for treasuring Gabriela. Melanie, outside of her large affection for her Daddy, had some seriously strong bisexual urges. Most of these were directed toward Gabriela. Often she would let her gaze linger on Gabriela’s ass as they got dressed for cheerleading practice, or the sexy, smooth gap of her cleavage. When Melanie wasn’t masturbating and thinking about her Daddy filling her up again, she was thinking about Gabriela’s sweet, hot young body and adoring it with her tongue.

Tonight, it was especially hard to reign those urges in. Being so close to her now, Melanie was able to luxuriate in Gabriela's exquisitely gorgeous teenage presence. Gabriela’s hot young teen body was barely covered—she wore only thin lacy aquamarine panties, with sexy striped thick knee-socks, a loose shirt on top of that. Her wealth of luxurious dark hair was done up in a long ponytail. Melanie was dressed in a similar fashion, only instead of an oversized shirt, she had opted for a loose, pink lace teddy that was entirely supported by her proud tits. Her long blond hair framed her angelic face as she bit her lips, ready to unleash her own confession.

“You're so...sooo pretty, Gabriela,” Melanie purred. “You're the prettiest girl I know.”

“Oh...Oh my gosh, Melanie, I don't—d-don't, I don't...”

“Shh.” Melanie put a finger to Gabriela's lips, and leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

Gabriela didn't pull away. Melanie felt triumphant. She kissed her again, on the forehead. The response now was a hot, needy shudder.

Yes!

Melanie would have been lying if she said she had zero designs on Gabriela that night. After the success of her desires with her Daddy, she was feeling greedy. She wanted more—Daddy gave her more than enough cock, but Melanie was in love with the idea of receiving even more forbidden affection.

Taking a hot breath, Melanie kissed her full on the lips—kissed a girl, just like that! And not just any girl, but the other hottest babe at school, her best friend! Gabriela let loose a moan, kissing her back.

Perhaps Gabriela had imagined this scenario before—had been planning telling Melanie about it. At best, she might have imagined the hug, maybe some gentle prodding to discuss the matter with Hector. How turned on must she have been, how beautiful a moment was it for her then to have her best friend in the whole world not only embrace her taboo attraction, but be turned on
 by it?

Melanie wanted that for herself.

Gabriela kissed back with everything she had. Her legs spread easily before Melanie’s encroaching hand. Melanie smiled as she kissed her, loving it.

“I don’t think you just daydream about Hector, Gabriela,” her fingers slid up to Gabriela’s panties, pulling them down easily. “I think you fantasize
 about him. I think you can’t help
 yourself.”

Gabriela gasped, her body so tight and hot next to Melanie’s. Her entrance was already wet, and Melanie’s fingers entered easily.

“You just drown in those hot fantasies, don’t you?”

“Oh fuck, Melanie!” Gabriela was squirming, kissing, grasping, overwhelmed with emotion. “Oh god, yes! I do! I totally do! Oh my god!”

“I know
 you do, Gabriela,” Melanie purred. “I know you do, because I have the same fantasies about my Daddy
 . Isn’t that so fucking hot?”

Gabriela’s only response was a pleasure-filled squeal, happily licking and sucking at Melanie's elegant neck.

“He’s fucked me lots and lots.” Melanie was breathing right in Gabriela's ear as she fingered her hard, pressing the small of Gabriela’s back with her free hand. “I’ve lost count how many times. He got me fucking pregnant
 , Gabriela.”

“Oh my god! Oh my god, Melanie! You’re gonna make me...you’re gonna make me...”

“I want Hector to fuck you, Gabriela. I want your big brother to fill you with his hot brother cock. You do what I say, and I’ll make sure he doesn’t just fuck you, Gabriela. I’ll make sure he leaves a fucking baby
 in you.”

“Oh my god! Oh my god
 ! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

Gabriela’s body convulsed with joy as orgasm rushed through her, holding tight to her best friend. Every few seconds she let out a hot little mew of appreciation and bliss, her body shaking uncontrollably.

The two teen cheerleader beauties lay there holding one another, kissing and coming down a bit from the high of bliss. Even so, Melanie’s thoughts were still thick with the heavy fog of arousal.

Gabriela stroked her new lover's face. “That was so fucking hot, Melanie, oh my god. I didn’t think I even liked girls, but...that was...that was so
 hot and I thought if I was ever going to be with anyone
 it would be you.”

“Oh...Gabriela.” Melanie was truly touched. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, too.”

The two sizzling-hot teen beauties kissed again, wrapping their legs around each other, holding as tight as they could. Gently, after a minute, Melanie pushed her friend back.

“It was all true, Gabriela. I wasn’t just saying it. All that about my Daddy.”

Gabriela bit one sexy lip. “Oh my god, really?”

Melanie kissed the edge of Gabriela’s chin. It was so delicious. The cheerleading captain loved her friend so much.

Melanie nodded. “My daddy filled me so fucking full
 of his cum, Gabriela. I swear he did.”

“Fuck.” Gabriela exhaled the word, moaning it aloud. “God, you’re so fucking lucky. And you’re all pregnant now?”

Once again, Melanie nodded. “Isn’t that totally fucking hot?”

“God, fuck yeah. I wish...” Gabriela stroked her scintillatingly hot cunt slowly. “I wish I could be preggo too. I wish we could do it together, Melanie.”

As if by magic, downstairs, a door slammed.

“Is that Hector?”

Gabriela nodded.

“Mmm...well, why couldn’t we make your dream come true, love?”

Gabriela, strangely shy, shook her head.

“Oh, Melanie...I don't know...”

Melanie leaned in for a wet, juicy kiss with her new girlfriend.

“Mmm...god, your stepbrother is such a hunk, you know?”

“I do
 know...but what am I gonna do about it? He’s not interested.”

Melanie giggled. “As if, girl.”

“What?”

“Come on.” Melanie stroked Gabriela's thigh insistently. “Every guy at school is totally hard for you. You think he’s any different? He wants to fill your hot sistercunt right up with his seed. He wants to fucking impregnate you and make you his forever.”

Gabriela’s head lolled back as Melanie's fingers slid up to her clit, as if she was on bliss overload.

“Don’t...don’t just say stuff like that, Melanie. It’s not cool. He’ll never...never go for it. I’m not lucky like you are.”

Melanie continued to circle her fingertip around Gabriela's clit, smiling as her lover's tits moved up and down in her big shirt.

“You can make your own luck. Call him in here...ask him for it. Just beg him. And if he doesn’t want to, I’ll come out and sweeten the deal. How’s that?”

“You’d do that? For me?”

“Of course I would! What’s a girlfriend for?”

Gabriela's eyes got really big. “We’re girlfriends?”

“Uh, like, totally! Why do you think I made you cum so hard?”

“Oh...oh Melanie
 ...”

Gabriela leaned in for another kiss. Their hot teen lips slid over each other’s, tongues dancing in the small bedroom. They could hear Hector thumping up the stairs.

“Go, now,” whispered Melanie hurriedly. “I’ll hide in the closet.”

“You’re gonna watch?”

Melanie nodded, a hot spark in her eyes. “Oh yeah. I’m gonna watch, and finger my cunt, and then I’m gonna cum when your brother does, pumping you full of his big bro sperm.”

Melanie kissed Gabriela hotly one more time, sliding her fingers up inside of her cunt. She wanted her hot and juicy and ready for her big brother. That turned Melanie on so much, knowing someone else would get fucked so hard by a family member. That she wasn’t the only one turned on by it.

Gabriela broke from the kiss, breathing hotly. “Fuck. You’re twisted, girl.”

Melanie nodded with a happy grin. Gabriela had no idea.

“Mmmhmm!” Melanie enthused.

Hector’s thumps came closer. His room was past Gabriela’s. Melanie slipped into the closet—it was the kind with wooden flaps like roman shades so a person could see out. Then she watched Gabriela straighten her hair just a bit and open the door.

“Hey, big bro,” Gabriela cooed into the hallway. “Could I talk to you for a minute?”

Hector came into view. He was, as Melanie said, a total stud. He had the same dark Latino olive skin as her, his muscles rippling and tight. He played basketball for the high school varsity squad.

“Sure. Aren’t you hanging with Melanie?”

“Oh, no. She had to go.”

Gabriela tugged him inside the room and shut the door, pressing her back against it. Her legs were bare underneath her shirt except for her sexy knee-high socks. She crossed her legs, running one sock-clad foot up her smooth, smooth skin.

Way to go, girl, thought Melanie. You’re starting to seal the deal.

“I thought I heard talking?”

“Oh, that was...just the radio.”

Good save, thought Melanie. Probably Hector was too smart to fall for that, but probably also he was too busy staring at the shiny wet surface of his sister’s thighs to put two and two together.

Melanie could still smell the fresh scent of lust after their harried lovemaking earlier, and so she knew that Hector’s mega-stud senses had probably already picked up on the fact that there was a very aroused, very fertile girl in the room with him.

Gabriela tugged, hard, at the neckline of her big shirt, stretching it down to expose her amazing cleavage. With her other hand, she let out her pony tail, shaking loose her incredible blanket of ebon dark hair.

Hector didn't seem to know what to do with all of this. “So...so, are you...you are...not wearing a whole lot right now.”

Gabriela giggled, approaching.

“I know, right? Don’t you like this outfit?”

She started tugging up the shirt even as she tugged down, until the fabric of the bottom was drifting right up above her pussy, bared just for him.

“Gabriela...”

He stepped back, and then hit the bed. He sat down. Gabriela licked her lips sexily, strutting toward him in her sexy knee-high socks.

“I need you, Hector.”

He wasn’t getting it. “Need me? Need me to what?”

A flash of disappointment ran over Gabriela's face—but she was quick to replace it with pure, brotherfuck-needing heat.

“I n-need—I need you inside me, Hector. Right away.”

Understanding, hot and sudden, swept over Hector’s face.

“Oh. Oh, fuck, Gabriela. I don’t know...”

“Yes you do. I’ve seen how you look at me, Hector. You want me to belong to you. You want to bend me over right now and fuck me rotten.”

She dropped down to her knees. Melanie let loose a hot little sigh, and started fingering her sopping wet pussy. She couldn't hold back any longer. This was too hot.

“I’m so fucking hot, Hector. How could you live with me and not think I’m so fucking hot? I live with you, and you’re a fucking stud, and all I can think about is how I want you to fuck my face like you own it. I want to feel your hot spunk shooting down my throat, big brother. Please? Please sir?”

He pulled her in then and kissed her. Gabriela groaned throatily, full of pleasure and need.

“Take my pants off,” he told her.

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice was so enthused, dripping with sex.

Right away, she did as he said. Melanie, meanwhile, was trying not to let her pleasure become audible as she continued to finger her hot little slit. Melanie couldn’t see Hector’s cock—but she could see Gabriela’s eyes. He must have been enormous.

Hector’s head slid back as Gabriela went to work. Melanie could hear the hot licking and sucking noises as Gabriela’s hot teen sister mouth slurped down her big brother’s cock.

“Fuck yeah,” Hector moaned. “Fuck
 yeah. Fuck yeah, you fucking sisterslut whore.”

Pleasure was building in Melanie’s hot pregnant teen body as she watched her best friend go down on her big stud brother and fingerfucked her own tight cunt. Hector began bucking his hips up into his sister’s face.

“I’m gonna cum, sis,” he moaned. “You fucking take it. You fucking swallow my cum. That’s right. You fucking swallow it down like a good sisterwhore oh oh ohhhh fuck!”

Gabriela moaned and slurped it down obediently. Melanie kept fingering her hot pussy as she watched Gabriela’s beautiful face get sprayed with hot brothergoo.

Popping her lips off, Gabriela kept one hand around his cock, smiling admiringly at Hector.

“That was so perfect, big bro. I’m so lucky to be your little sister.” She licked the tip of his huge rod, gobbling down another hot load of seed. “Do you think you can keep going?”

“For you, sis? Definitely.”

He was hardening already. Fuck, that was so cool, thought Melanie. She would jerk his cock off herself if she thought it would get him closer to getting Gabriela pregnant.

“It’s just that...”

Gabriela paused, stroking Hector’s cock dutifully.

“What?”

He was breathing hard, head tossed backward, clearly enjoying himself.

“It’s just...I don’t just want my big brother to fuck me,” she purred, jerking him insistently but slowly.

“Yeah? What does my little sister fuckslut want, then?”

“I want...I want...” she took a long breath.

Her big eyes went to the closet, clearly entreating Melanie.

“She wants you to get her fucking pregnant!” Melanie cried.

She couldn’t help it. Busting out of the closet, her fingers still firmly inside of her pussy, she walked toward the two. Hector turned, completely surprised and then completely aroused, looking at Melanie disheveled and clearly turned-on appearance.

“What the fuck?” cried Hector. “What are you doing here?”

He tried to stand up a little, but Gabriela kept stroking him hard, and his knees didn't seem ready to hold him yet.

“Can’t you tell? I wanted to watch. You’re such a big, hot, sisterfucking stud, Hector.”

Hot little schlicking noises bounced through the room as Melanie kept fingering her hot teenage cunt, and Gabriela continued to stroke her man. Melanie could see his cock fully now—it was huge! So thick and long! How had Gabriela gotten it inside of her tiny, hot mouth?

Hector’s eyes went wide. “Oh...oh fuck. You mean...”

“That’s right,” Melanie nodded. “Gabriela’s wanted you for so
 long...and I helped her figure out how to have you. I helped her realize that all she had to do was beg to be your sisterslut. Worked, didn’t it?”

“Yeah,” moaned Hector. “F-fuck yeah. That’s so hot, Melanie.”

“And now she needs you to get her super fucking pregnant with your big brother cum. She wants you to put a baby right inside her, you fucking stud.”

“Oh my god, yes!” Gabriela moaned, sliding her tongue across Hector’s cock now and looking up at him with fierce hunger. “Fill me up, big bro! Fill me with your fucking cum! Make me fucking pregnant!”

“Yeah,” he said again. “Yeah. You need to get big and swollen from my cum. You gotta have my big bro cum stuffing you up, don’t you?”

She nodded eagerly, licking her sexy plush lips.

“That's what I deserve, isn't it? To have a hot pregnant sister who's just too much of a slut to stop herself from fucking me.”

Gabriela stroked his huge veiny cock with glee. “Fuck
 yes, Sir! My big brother Sir!”

Animalistically, he growled and pushed her back on the bed. Gabriela was so wet already that it was nothing for his brilliantly hard cock to stuff inside of her. Gabriela howled with pleasure, her nails scraping on her big brother’s back.

“Yeah, big bro! My sexy fucking stud brother! Fuck me! Fuck your sister’s cunt!”

He ripped her shirt off, revealing the amazing expanse of Gabriela's perfect young teen tits. They bounced rhythmically with his thrusts inside of her. That is, until Hector leaned in and started mauling one with his teeth, his heavily muscled shoulders smooshing the other.

Feeling inspired, Melanie slipped up on top of the bed with Gabriela as Hector pounded her pussy relentlessly.

She would do it just like Daddy did to her. She would shape Gabriela's first sexual experience—make her want it like this from now on. All by herself, Melanie was going to craft another hot family-fucking chokeslut just like her.

With a hot, blissful moan, she wrapped her hand around Gabriela’s throat—just a bit too hard, right on the edge of dangerous. Enough to make breathing laborious. Gabriela’s eyes went wide with excitement and lust. Melanie could tell it excited her, that she fucking loved being held down while her brother drilled into her. It excited Melanie too, and her other hand still drove furiously into her own cunt, pushing her to the brink of an orgasm she could already tell was going to melt her mind.

“You don’t have a fucking choice, Gabriela,” Melanie hissed into her friend's ear. “There’s no turning back now. He’s gonna breed you. He’s gonna make you his property, forever.”

Gabriela’s sweltering hot moan was ragged and needy. Melanie turned to look up at Hector, his own eyes wide with lust. He looked on the edge of losing control. Melanie could guess why—the hottest babe in school holding down the other hottest babe in school—his super hot sister—so she could be fucking bred by her brother’s cock. What could possibly be hotter than that?

“She can’t get away, Sir,” Melanie moaned, the vibrations of her voice carrying across Gabriela's face. “Fuck her stupid. Fuck her until she can’t fucking think. Fuck her until she’s swollen with your seed, carrying your fucking brood for you. Please, Sir!”

With a long, earthy groan, Hector came inside of his sister’s cunt. Melanie, fingering herself so hard, came right when he did, so incredibly excited about his release. Gabriela came too—all three young rock-hard bodies shaking with beautiful release. Melanie bit Gabriela’s chin, shuddering and breathing, the two teen beauties lost in the pleasures of one another. Hector's big arms came down around them, so strong and reassuring.

Hector pulled out of Gabriela, inducing a soft disappointed moan from his lovely sister. His cock, still semi-erect, sat on her crotch next to a perfect young thigh.

“How about it?” asked Gabriela, her voice breathy and her face spacy. “Do you think you got me pregnant?”

“I don’t know,” said Hector. “I hope so.”

“You’re such a stud,” Melanie cooed, rubbing his back. “I just know you’ll keep fucking her until you do.”

Hector smiled and nodded, softly stroking his cock, looking at his sister’s cum-filled pussy. “You’re goddamn right I will.”

“Melanie...” Gabriela ran a hand down her girlfriend’s hot naked body. “I’ve just thought of something.”

“Yes?”

“It’s just like...Hector’s so fucking hot. And your Daddy must be so hunky and studly. Don’t they just deserve to fuck and impregnate all the hot cunts they can?”

Melanie bit her bottom lip, staring lustfully at Gabriela and then up at Hector. “They totally do. We’ll just have
 to find some way to make that happen.”

Hector leaned back and smiled. He was already getting hard again. Melanie was looking forward to watching him fuck her best friend, his sister, all weekend long. And as she did, she would start to plot exactly how she could get her Daddy and Hector to impregnate as many hot teenage virgins as possible.

# # #
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Taken By The Household





G
 ABRIELA, MELANIE,
 and their cheerleading squadmate Lauren were pressing their heads together over Melanie’s phone, listening. All three eighteen year-olds seemed very intent on the words pouring out of the phone.

“I need you,” said the man’s voice on the phone.

The voice belonged to Steven, Lauren’s boyfriend. Lauren was a tall, beautiful statuesque blond, with lovely perky teenage breasts and an lovely, helplessly erotic babyface.

“I need you so bad, Melanie, oh my god.” His voice was thick with lust. “I’m jerking off right now, just thinking about you. You’re so fucking hot. You’re hotter than Lauren. I want you more than I ever did for her. I never loved her. I was using her to get to you, to you and Gabriela. I need you both. I have to be inside you. I want to fill you up, just like you need. And if I can’t...if I can’t, I’ll just die. Please. Please call me back.”

With a disgusted look, Melanie tossed the phone on the ground.

“He left the same message on my phone,” said Gabriela, pulling it out to show her.

“No,” said Lauren, tearing up. “No, I can’t...I can’t handle any more!”

The beautiful young blonde put her face in hands, bent over. She wore a short pleated skirt and a white blouse—very much a sexy school girl look, which Lauren was only just figuring out how to advertise. She had on tall black knee socks as well, and though Lauren wore the whole ensemble with innocent intentions, her strikingly voluptuous body ensured that no one would look at her and see anything other than a sex bomb waiting to go off.

Melanie's breathtakingly beautiful body was adorned with tight denim shorts and a sheer blue top that did nothing to hide her impressive bosom or the curvy belly she had been developing the last few months as a result of her stepfather's attentions. Gabriela, olive-skinned and dark-haired, was similarly garbed, though she wore sexy platform sandals instead of the kinky red pump heels that Melanie sported.

They were in Melanie’s living room. It was a Friday night—and the rather pregnant, gorgeous eighteen year-old Melanie had many plans in motion that were all hopefully going to come to fruition tonight. She and her similarly gorgeous and pregnant best friend, Gabriela, had been working for weeks now. Their nefairous plan was to gather up other potential candidates to be fucked and bred by the same men that had fucked and bred Melanie and Gabriela. Almost nothing turned the two twisted teens on more than the thought of spreading the seed of their favorite men around.

“It’s all right,” said Melanie softly, her voice comforting as she put a hand around Lauren. “We can’t believe it either.”

Lauren looked up at her with teary eyes. “And you don’t know why he’s started doing this? You didn't like...encourage him?”

Of course they did.

“Of course not, girl,” Gabriela said, squeezing Lauren’ shoulder. “We’re your friends
 . Why on earth would we want to steal your boyfriend? I mean, you know that like, Gabriela and I...”

“That you’re fucking?” Lauren nodded. “I had suspicions, I guess.”

Melanie and Gabriela both cracked a soft little smile. For a moment, they leaned in to each other, their heads touching, sharing a lover's smile.

Melanie turned away. “Well, then you know that we don’t really have any interest in any new guys. Besides, I don’t know if you’ve seen me or Melanie lately at practice, but...”

“You’re pregnant,” Lauren finished, tears still streaming. “Really pregnant.”

Melanie nodded. “So obviously, we have men in our lives already.”

She looked a bit awed. “You guys like...sleep with each other, and with another guy, too?”

Melanie giggled, putting a hand to her pregnant belly. “Do you think this baby bump just arrived on its own?”

“No, it’s just...you must be having...so much sex...”

Lauren was awed. Melanie understood why, of course. Even pregnant, she was in perfect shape, her body a collection of sexy fertile curves and toned muscle. She didn’t over-indulge—everything she ate was perfectly healthy, made for keeping her entire body a temple of fertile sexiness. Her tummy, while of course not flat anymore like the lovely Lauren’s, was still very toned.

Gabriela, taking Melanie's initiative with a regular diet and workout regiment, was the same way.

Gabriela smiled. It was a dazzling action, able to weaken the knees of anyone who came across the Latina hottie. “We absolutely are having lots
 and lots
 of hot, steamy sex,” Gabriela purred, licking her lips while winking at Melanie. “Though of course, we each have a different guy.”

Melanie’s man was Alec, her stepfather. She only ever thought of him as her Daddy. Her wonderful, perfect Daddy who ordered her around and fucked her stupid and got her knocked up full with his babymaking breeding seed.

Gabriela, of course, had Darren, her Big Bro, who was so fucking good at pumping her up and fucking her senseless. Melanie and Gabriela loved each other, and loved the other’s man, as well. Of course, Melanie knew she was truly her Daddy’s property, and his cock and seed came first. But Daddy could share with Darren, since Darren shared Gabriela in the same way. It was a wonderful arrangement.

Lauren still looked aghast. Melanie gave Gabriela a little nod. It was time to act.

“Look, you can make this right,” said Gabriela, moving her hand up Lauren’s bare thigh.

Lauren barely seemed to notice the touch. Melanie and Gabriela had always been rather...touchy-feely, after all. “How do you mean?”

“I mean we know how to make Steven completely pissed and jealous. So pissed and jealous that he would never even think
 of hurting you again.”

Understanding began to show on Lauren’s face. “Do you mean...do you mean like making out with another guy?”

Melanie giggled. “Kind of. Why stop at making out, though?”

“You mean, sex?”

Lauren’s shock looked made Melanie and Gabriela both giggle with glee. Lauren flushed, embarassed.

“Well I mean...I mean, I’m not...Steven and I...we never...”

“You’re a virgin?” asked Gabriela.

Lauren nodded.

Melanie and Gabriela exchanged another steamy, heavy-lidded look. They each loved the thought of finding hot virgins for their men to fuck and impregnate. It was their life’s highest aspiration.

“That’s no problem at all. We have a guy...two guys, actually, who wouldn’t mind that in the least.”

“If you want, we can have one of them fuck you,” purred Gabriela.

“We can have them both fuck you,” cooed Melanie.

“B-both of them?”

“Totally. How else are you really going to show Steven what an asshole he was?”

Lauren nodded slowly. “Yes...yeah, that...that makes sense. You’re right...it’s just...when is this going to happen? When were you planning to make all of this go down?”

“Tonight,” purred Gabriela, wrapping an arm around Lauren.

Melanie nodded, shifting her hands into Lauren’s lap. “That’s right. Tonight. Won’t you stay? The other girls are getting here soon.”

“Other...other girls?”

“You think you’re the only one who’s been burned?”

Gabriela got up, heading off to the kitchen for a moment. Melanie took the lull to wrap one leg casually around Lauren’s thigh. Lauren noticed, obviously, Melanie’s baby bump sliding up the blonde’s side. It must have been very hard not to notice how swollen and needing of sucking Melanie’s tits were.

“We’re tired of all these guys hitting on us just because we’re hot. We want to teach them a lesson too.”

“But, it just seems like...if they were all hitting on you...and you arranged all this...”

Melanie pressed a finger to her lips. “Stop thinking so hard, sweetie. Have a drink.”

Gabriela came back into the living room and put a long island iced tea down in Lauren’s lap.

“Have a drink, sweetie,” said Gabriela. “You’ll feel better.”

“Oh, that’s good.”

“Isn’t it?” Melanie tilted the glass up under Lauren’s chin. “Have some more, dear. You look thirsty.”

Stealthily, Gabriela moved her hand up between Lauren’s thighs.

“Mmph...oh...Gabriela...your hand is...oh...”

As Gabriela slipped her fingers further into Lauren’s cunt, Melanie purred in the beauty’s ear sweet hot sounds of seduction.

“You’ll stay, won’t you baby? You’ll stay and teach those bastards a lesson with us, won’t you?”

“Y-Yes!” Lauren cried. “Yes! Yes!”

Melanie kept fingering her as Gabriela licked the young blonde's neck.

“That's so wonderful. I was afraid you'd go, and then Gabriela wouldn't be able to finger your hot little pussy. But you like it when she fingers your pussy, don't you sweetie?”

“Oh my god, yes!”

“You want Gabriela to keep going, don't you?”

“Y-yes! Fuck yes! Please!”

“Are you gonna cum for me, love? Are you you gonna give me and Gabby the hot sweet little cum that I want from you?”

“Y-yes! Yes! Oh my god! Melanie! Melanie, yes!”

Lauren shook in Melanie and Gabriela's grasp, her body convulsing with joy. She kissed Gabriela openly, hotly, until Melanie guided her chin over to herself and they mixed tongues as well. Eventually, they began to disentangle.

“That was...that was my first orgasm,” Lauren said, breathing hard.

“The first of many for the night, sweetie.”

Outside, Melanie heard a car pull up. Wonderful. The games were about to truly begin. With Gabriela keeping Lauren busy for the moment, Melanie gave the two beauties another round of hot, tongue-filled kisses and strutted out of the room.

As she made her way across the house to go answer the front door, she considered her plan.

It just wasn’t acceptable, that they were the only two on their team pregnant. Of the ten girls on the team, the hottest two couldn’t be the only pregnant chicks. That just wasn’t cool at all.

They had each propositioned the boyfriends of all three girls, the hottest girls on the squad who weren’t Melanie and Gabriela.

Even when they had propositioned Steven, he had resisted at first. Melanie and Gabriela had arrived at his house in the middle of a Saturday, just last week. They had some pretense about needing to discuss Lauren's birthday plans. Once inside, they sat him down while he played video games, trying valiantly to ignore them.

“You’re so cute,” purred Melanie, sliding a hand up his leg.

“Like, really, really cute,” said Gabriela.

“Are you sure that all you want to do when we’re around is look at that video game?”

He was getting flushed. “It’s not all I want to do, it’s just...”

“Just what?” Melanie stroked his neck.

“It’s just...I mean, my girlfriend. She’s your friend.”

“We don’t care,” said Melanie, sliding her tongue along his wrist.

“We only want you,” said Gabriela, putting one of his fingers in her mouth. “Don’t you want us?”

Melanie pulled out his cock, pushing down his shorts.

“Yeah, baby. Don’t you want us?”

Melanie hadn't liked touching a cock that wasn't one of her men, but it had to be done for the greater good. She just stroked it gingerly.

“You can have us...”

“But first you have to get rid of that pesky other bitch.”

“L-Lauren?”

“Of course.”

Gabriela pulled out a script from her bag. “You have to read this to her.”

“Go ahead and call her...”

“We’ll wait.”

Their smiles were pure teenage evil, and they knew it, and they loved it.

Of course, Steven left the message on Lauren's phone, breaking up with her coldly. Then, after Gabriela and Melanie scampered off, he left the two temptresses messages, which they hadn't asked for, but had now worked out rather well.

Other than tall, blonde Lauren, there were two other girls from the cheerleading squad set to arrive.

The first was eighteen year-old Tiffany, who was short, with an enormous mane of long ebony hair that stretched past her ass. She would regularly brush it during class instead of paying attention—she was known in the school as the most “adventurous” of the cheerleaders, and often went out of her way to give out handjobs and blowjobs in exchange for grades. Students, teachers, principals—it didn’t matter to Tiffany.

She had taken the least convincing—and in fact, she had been the first girl that Melanie and Gabriela propositioned. They weren’t altogether certain that they had to use subterfuge at all with her, but they did just in case things went sour. She had practically jumped at the chance to blow off and break up with her boyfriend of the week.

The last girl was Anna—the youngest member of the varsity cheerleading squad, only having turned eighteen just barely a month before. Her obvious Asian descent had molded her beauty, giving her large eyes, short height, a slim body, and sexy perky B cup breasts. She had been practically engaged to her boyfriend, dating him for several years. Of course, the boyfriend's loyalty was no match for the combined charms of Melanie and Gabriela. Melanie would have felt bad about destroying their relationship if it had been anywhere nearly as important as spreading her Daddy’s seed to as many hot cunts as possible.

Melanie walked into the bedroom where Darren and her Daddy were waiting, patiently fluffing each other’s cocks. It was so fucking hot, the two of them enjoying each other like that. They each were muscular behemoths, chiseled and ripped beyond compare. Their pecs were rock solid, their abs sliding out into almost an eight-pack of raw, animal sexuality.

“They’re here, Sirs.”

Her Daddy gestured for her to come over. She obeyed, eagerly, sliding her face into his waiting hand.

“You’re gonna bring them to me, just like I ordered,” he said. “You’re gonna have us get all those fucking sluts pregnant. Aren’t you, sweetie?”

She nodded enthusiastically, mixing her hand with Darren's and stroking his cock. “Yes, Sir. Of course, Daddy. It will be my pleasure.”

“That's my good girl. Make me proud.”

“Yes, Sir.”

After a smoking hot kiss, she stepped back outside and went downstairs. Gabriela had already let them in.

Tiffany and Anna had arrived together—in Tiffany’s car. That was good. That was wonderful. If Melanie had lingering doubts about anyone’s willingness, it was definitely Anna’s. The two dark-haired beauties, big-breasted Tiffany and shy Anna, had taken up a place across from Lauren on the coach. Each was wearing tight jeans and a t-shirt, though Anna wore a jacket. Melanie stopped in the kitchen on the way in and grabbed a big bottle of coffee-flavored liquor. It was one of many such bottles in the house, all to be used tonight. She wanted to degrade their willpower as much as possible.

She and Gabriela wouldn't be drinking any, of course—they were too pregnant to be drinking.

“Welcome, you guys!” She thrust the bottle immediately into Tiffany’s hands. “Everyone have a drink!”

Tiffany, of course, took a long chug. She was well known to be a lush. After an impressive display of swallowing, she licked her thick, luscious lips.

“Thanks, babe. I needed that. So,” she said, not wasting any time, “where are the men?”

She handed the bottle to Anna, who took a modest sip. She tried to pass it to Gabriela, who shook her head, gesturing for Anna to drink up. Anna’s eyes opened a little wide, and she took another drought.

“They’re waiting upstairs...” Melanie said with a grin. “Waiting for us to get ready. I thought we could socialize a little bit first.”

None of them had very much experience with alcohol. They passed the bottle around quickly—and Melanie went and grabbed another when the first was spent after only a few circles. In very short order, Lauren, Tiffany, and quiet Anna were all quite drunk.

“Okay girls,” said Melanie. “We all have to get dressed up for our men. I hope you all brought hot outfits?”

They had, each nodding and smiling.

Tiffany put on a black negligee, her enormous breasts practically holding up the entire outfit by themselves. She had matching black heels and a sexy white bow in her hair.

Lauren—who had only just informed of what was happening—didn’t change clothes at all. That was fine. Her little school girl look was more than hot enough, especially on a body like what Lauren rocked.

Anna put on tight spandex shorts and a sports bra. Tiffany giggled at her.

“What?” said Anna. “This is...this is the sexiest thing I own. I’m not...I’m not like you guys.”

The poor thing was embarrassed. Melanie strutted up to her and put her hands around her neck. Intimate, comfortable.

“I think you look terrific,” said Melanie. “I think you’re going to get them hard, right away.”

Anna blushed, her entire upper body red. “Oh, I don’t know. I’m not like you, you know. All sexy. I’m just...I mean I guess I’m pretty, but I’m not...”

Anna’s hair was coming down around her eyes. Melanie brushed it away.

“You’re so pretty,” Melanie purred. “They’re going to love you.”

Anna seemed somewhat uncomfortable with Melanie's proximity. Perhaps it was because of Melanie's outfit.

She and Gabriela had outdone them all, of course, but they had the benefit of extra planning. They wore matching outfits, though Melanie’s was yellow and Gabriela’s was green. They each had on sexy, tight fishnet stockings and tall, tall platform heels, matching their lacy g-string panties and push-up bras. Each had a collar with a metal ring, and a short wrist-length gloves. Their big, curvy bellies stood out sexily, their engorged tits nearly popping out of their tiny bras.

Melanie grabbed the nearby bottle off the coffee table and handed it to Anna, instructing her to keep drinking. Then she stepped over to Gabriela, unable to resist her girlfriend in her smoking hot green lingerie. Their hot, young teenage lips slid up and down the other's, and both girls started to become thoroughly wet. Their bra-clad tits pressed hard against each other’s, each teenage beauty so in love. Even as their legs intertwined, their hot baby bumps bumped and grinded.

“Oh, wow,” moaned Tiffany. “That’s super
 hot.”

Melanie pulled away and giggled. “Isn’t it, though?”

Lauren and Anna were flushing furiously. Melanie could see that Lauren wanted some, but didn’t want the others to know.

“Come here, sweetie,” she called to Lauren, gesturing with her fingers.

“Oh...I...”

Tiffany nodded encouragingly, licking her lips, even as Anna looked on incredulously.

Lauren couldn’t resist for long, though. She slipped into Melanie’s grasp, and Melanie rewarded her with a sizzling hot kiss, sliding her hand between Lauren’s firm, tanned butt cheeks.

Gabriela leaned in with the kiss. “Good girl,” she purred into Lauren’s ear, before licking at her chin and jaw once more.

The collection of lust-intoxicated teens wavered on their feet, trading hot kisses.

“Can I have some?” Tiffany raised her hand, her lovely face full of arousal.

Melanie smiled. “Of course. Come here, sweetie.”

Tiffany’s tits smashed against Melanie’s slight body.

“Oh my god, wow,” said Tiffany, running a hand up Melanie’s body. “You’re like, super pregnant.”

Melanie nodded proudly.

“Mmph...” moaned Tiffany. “Gabriela is too. I'm soooo jealous. That's so
 cool.”

Melanie and Gabriela’s eyes lit up.

“Really?”

“Uh, yeah? Like, my tits are my best feature, and everybody knows that getting all preggo just makes big tits even better.”

“It also you know...has other complications,” offered Anna, her voice slurred.

“Pssh, as if.” Tiffany waved a hand. “What’s complicated about getting fucked so full of cum that you can’t help but make yourself even more of a woman? I can’t wait
 to have a baby. Carl and I fought about it all the time. You know. For the whole two weeks that we dated.”

Anna and Lauren drifted onto the couch as Tiffany, Gabriela, and Melanie stayed upright in the corner, giggling and adoring each other's bodies.

Feeling daring, Melanie leaned into Tiffany’s ear. “I want to get you pregnant tonight, baby.”

Gabriela leaned in on the other ear. “We want your pussy to be fucking brimming with seed.”

“Oh my god, yeah...” Tiffany moaned. “Yeah, I want that. I want that so bad.”

“Do you like that naughty stuff? You like that hot taboo kind of stuff?” Melanie whispered.

With a hot little nod, Tiffany kissed Melanie’s lips. “Oh yes...”

“Want to hear something even hotter?” asked Gabriela, of one mind with Melanie.

The black-haired beauty’s blue eyes went wide. “Definitely.”

“We made him break up with you,” Melanie moaned, fingering Tiffany’s cunt.

“You did...did wh-what?” Tiffany’s big blue eyes went wild.

The pert, nimble tongue of Gabriela rolled up Tiffany’s neck. “We made your boyfriend break up with you so we could bring you here, get you drunk, and have my brother and her Daddy breed you full of fucking twins. We wanted you to get pregnant so bad. We just do what they say, now. We love it. We want you to love it too.”

“Oh my god,” moaned Tiffany. “Oh my fucking lord! That’s so...that’s soo...”

“Evil?” Melanie giggled.

“Yes, evil!” Tiffany turned to Melanie with a wicked smile. “And it’s also the hottest thing I’ve ever
 heard.”

With a hot gasping moan, Tiffany practically lunged into a kiss with Melanie, forcing her lips onto the beautiful cheer captain.

“That’s soo hot,” gasped Tiffany in between kisses. “I fucking love the idea,” she whispered. “I can’t wait to be pregnant just like you.”

“They might not be so cooperative,” Gabriela said, pointing at Anna and Lauren.

“I don’t fucking care,” said Tiffany. “I’ll make sure they get bred like you and me. I’ll fucking hold them down for you. That’s so incredibly hot. Oh...ohhh fuck I just got super wet, thinking about that. Can I hold them down for you no matter what?”

Melanie giggled. Tiffany’s exuberance was catching. “We’ll see, sweetie. Come on. You’re ready. You get to be first.”

Gabriela led Tiffany upstairs. Melanie heard the door open and shut, and then everyone heard Tiffany's crescendo of pleasure-filled screams. It was a wonder she wasn't waking up the entire neighborhood.

Melanie stayed with Lauren. Anna, still with the bottle in her hands, sipped at it slowly, getting progressively more drunk. It seemed to be how she was dealing with the situation.

Melanie strolled over to Lauren. Her eyes were enormous and only getting bigger as Tiffany’s screams of ecstasy got louder and louder.

“She is...I mean they are...they’re really fucking her,” said Lauren.

With a giggle and a nod, Melanie slipped her hands down into Lauren’s panties again, fingering her and keeping her wet.

“Oh...oh my god, Melanie, that's soooo good. And...and...are...are they...taking turns?”

“You mean going one at a time? Don’t be silly.”

“Oh god. Then she’s...fuck, you're so good! But...b-but h-her mouth and her pussy at the same time?”

Melanie sighed wistfully. If only she could be the one getting fucked. “That’s right.”

“I don’t...oh god, Melanie!” She stood up, sliding out of Melanie's grasp. “You didn’t say anything about being double-teamed
 ,” Lauren whispered furiously. “No way! No way! I’m out!”

Nodding, Melanie stood up with Lauren, and pushed her hand up into her sopping wet cunt once again. She wasn’t going anywhere.

“You have to do what we say,” Melanie whispered. “If you don’t, you’re off the team.”

“But...but I’m a virgin!” Lauren protested again. Melanie rolled her eyes. As if that was any kind of excuse. “And I need this spot on the team for my scholarship next year at college!”

“Then I guess you’re going to need to get with the program, honey. Don’t worry,” Melanie leaned in and kissed her on the cheek, giving her a playful swat on the ass as she continued to finger her teen cunt. “They’re both super fucking good at this.”

A door open and shut upstairs, again.

Soon after, Tiffany stumbled down the stairs, giggling and moaning, her tits spilling out of her top. Her panties were long gone. Her hair was soaked with cum.

“Oh my godddd oh my god!” Tiffany moaned, stumbling and leaning against the wall. “That was...soo...soo hot! I think I came like twelve times! Oh my god!”

Firmly, Melanie grasped Lauren’s hand. “You see, sweetie? Nothing to be afraid of. It’ll be fun.”

She pushed Lauren all the way upstairs and then pushed her inside the room. She needed to please her Daddy and Darren so very much.

They looked up when he saw the two cheerleading babes enter, their cocks bouncing upward. Gabriela was in front of them, on her knees, fluffing them and keeping them hard. When she saw Lauren enter, she moved out of the way.

“Get the fuck over here,” said Darren.

Melanie pushed Lauren forward, who went down to her knees, just like Gabriela.

“Do us right, girl,” said Daddy.

Melanie's pussy was squirming. She wanted to see Lauren double teamed so fucking badly.

“Oh wow,” Lauren murmured. “Once you...once see all that cock...oh wow...”

She crawled right up to the two men, eyes so wide and filled with awe. She grabbed one cock, letting out a hot little breath. Then she grabbed the other.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned. “You're both so fucking big
 ! And I'm...I'm a virgin...”

Lauren used her hot virgin tongue on Darren's cock, and stroked Alec's, really beginning to enjoy herself. Then she traded off, licking Alec's and stroking Darren.

“I wish you were my
 Daddy, too” moaned Lauren, staring up wistfully at Alec.

“I am your Daddy now, girl.”

Darren stepped forward, pushing his cock into Lauren’s face. “We both are.”

“Bend over for your Daddy, slut,” said Alec. “I'm going to teach you how to be a good girl.”

Lauren bent over at the waist, and immediately Melanie's Daddy entered her. Then Darren grabbed her head, shoving her virgin mouth ruthlessly on his own cock.

“I don't give a fuck if this is your first time, slut,” said Darren. “You belong to us now.”

Alec slapped her ass hard. “That's right. You're nothing but three holes and a hot outfit, whore.”

In tandem, they began to fuck little Lauren completely, totally dominating her eighteen year-old cunt. Alec pounded her from behind, shoving his heavy, thick meat inside of Lauren's tiny, tight cunt. Darren held her by her blond hair and forced her farther and farther up his shaft, until she was deepthroating him completely. Lauren gagged a bit. No one seemed to care.

Melanie had expected both her men to treat Lauren heartlessly. Over the past few months, she had certainly gone out of her way to reinforce the idea that women were nothing but bitches for men to use and abuse.

But what she hadn't expected was for Lauren to love it quite so much. The hot blond cried out with every new stroke, every hot thrust inside of her body. Melanie could see each and every new orgasm, and felt her own pussy tremble and quiver as Lauren was drilled into from both ends again and again.

“We're gonna cum, slut,” said Alec, slapping Lauren's ass.

“That's right, you fucking bitch,” said Darren. “We're gonna cover you in our fucking seed, and fill you up inside.”

Lauren's only response was a desperate moan. With that affirmative, both men unleashed. Alec filled up Lauren's virgin womb completely, spraying his gooey warmth inside of her. Melanie, well-accustomed to it, was completely jealous, of course. Darren pulled out after only a few spurts, wanting to mark Lauren's face with his seed. Her face was coated with his hot jizz after just a few blasts.

When they finally let go of her, she collapsed to the ground, holding herself in hot orgasm. Melanie crawled toward her, licking the cum off her face and hair. It tasted so fucking good. She loved the taste of her men.

Lauren, still trembling from her life-shattering orgasm, clung to Melanie for dear life. “Thank you,” she whispered fervently. “Thank you for having them breed me.”

“Remember, you may not be pregnant yet. You’ll have to keep coming back until you are.”

“Yes, Melanie. Of course. I’ll do anything. Anything to be their hot pregnant broodslut.”

Melanie kissed her on the cheek. What a good little fuckdoll she was turning into. One of hopefully dozens that she would gather for her Daddy and Gabriela’s Big Bro.

Lauren kept stroking Darren and Daddy’s cock.

“Do I have to go? I just know
 you both could fuck me again...now that you’ve fucked me both so hard, nobody else will ever be good enough...”

Daddy and Darren leaned in and kissed her on the forehead, their lips sliding over onto each other’s as they did. Melanie leaned in, wanting so badly to join them...but she knew they had to complete the circle. Otherwise, it just wasn’t fair.

“You’re being such a good girl,” purred Melanie. “And I know you’ll be a great addition to the team next year. But we have to let Anna get fucked and bred just like you did...”

“Oh god yeah,” moaned Lauren, stroking both men’s slick, veiny cocks. “Fuck her for me, fellas. Fuck my little friend so
 good. Her cunt will be even tighter than mine...”

They nodded, both of them out of breath. They were clearly impressed with Lauren's exuberance. That was good. That meant Melanie would be rewarded later.

Melanie left Laurento stroke their cocks a little longer and swayed downstairs for the last bit of tonight’s entertianment.

The only one left was Anna. She knew what was going to happen, but she couldn’t get out. Tiffany was holding her down, practically smothering her with her tits.

“Lick theeeem...” cried Tiffany, totally drunk. “Lick my tittieeesss!”

“I ch-changed my mind...” Anna kept moaning. “I don’t...I don’t want to...I don’t...”

“It’s time, Anna,” purred Melanie. “Time to get bred like a good girl.”

“I won’t! I won’t go up there! You can’t make me!”

Probably they could, but with the stairs, it was more trouble and risk than it was worth. Besides, Melanie knew an easy solution.

“Daddy? Darren? Why don’t you come down here.”

In short order the two muscular, naked men were downstairs, their cocks incredibly hard.  Lauren followed them down, clear longing on her jizz-covered face.

Tiffany and Melanie held Anna tight in front of the couch, not letting her get away.

They forced her down onto her knees before the two cocks. Anna was breathing hard, eyes shut.

“Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod. No...noo...please noooo....”

Melanie leaned down and whispered in her ear. “Open your eyes, sweetie.”

Anna finally did.

“Oh...oohhhh....oh my god
 ...”

Just like Lauren, her hands reached up and she tentatively touched both cocks. They each bounced a little.

“Come on, baby,” said Alec.

“Yeah, doll,” said Darren. “Don’t make us wait. We know you want our cock.”

A long, low squeal emitted out from Anna’s mouth...and finally she gave in to her primal lusts, sliding her hot Asian mouth all the way in on Alec’s cock. Darren positioned himself behind her. Gabriela looked on jealously as her big brother fucked the shit out of a girl she picked for him.

As Darren and Alec began to bang Anna just as furiously as they had the other girls, Lauren and Tiffany fell on top of each other.

“I want your fucking cunt,” Tiffany moaned, pushing Lauren backward on the carpet. “I have for the longest time. I want to eat their cum out from it.”

Gabriela dropped to her knees behind Tiffany, giggling and smiling.

“I want to taste my Big Bro in you,” she purred.

With that, she slid out her sexy teen tongue and began licking Tiffany’s cunt as well. All three girls lost in the pleasures they gave each other as Darren and Melanie's Daddy devastated Anna's holes.

Melanie strutted away to the kitchen. When everyone finished, finally, they would all be very hungry, despite the thoroughly hot diets of cum the girls had been gifted with. Melanie wanted to practice good motherly skills, so she already had a batch of sandwiches all planned.

Melanie took a look from the doorway of the kitchen, watching Tiffany eat out Lauren, and Gabriela licking her brother’s cum from Tiffany’ s cunt. Anna would be pregnant soon, no doubt. They all would, thanks to Melanie's plan.

It had been a great start to the weekend.

# # #
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Bust Gun: The Locker Room
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O
 kay, thought Roderick
 , there’s probably a perfectly good way to get out of this.

He was stuffed—actually stuffed—inside of a locker. Roderick wasn’t particularly athletically gifted. He wasn’t large, he wasn’t small, he wasn’t fat or skinny. Being average in every particular way when it came to physical abilities, there was still quite a lot of him to be stuffed inside of a space as small as a locker.

The problem was that he hadn’t helped Chase Carter cheat on his take-home exams. Carter was a quarterback for the Bloomingdale Heights University Boomers. He was a stud; girls fawned over him and guys glommed onto him hoping to pick up a little bit of his glory.

He was also dumb as a rock sandwich and desperately needed help in Trigonometry, a class he shared with Roderick. Roderick had, for a little extra cash, taken on the role of Chase’s tutor. Unfortunately, after just a couple of sessions, it was made clear that what Chase meant by this was that Roderick would do all his work.

Roderick had pride. He had dignity. He had ethics.

Now, for all of those things, he was stuck inside of a locker in the football player's locker room. It smelled like they peed in it regularly. Chase had help stuffing Roderick in there from his several offensive lineman friends. One of them had left Roderick with a small water bottle with a straw in case he got thirsty.

“Chin up, guy,” the asshole had said. Probably thought he was being nice, leaving him something to drink.

Roderick suspected he would be stuck inside this locker all weekend. It was a Friday, and the cleaning staff didn’t arrive until Monday. Already the overhead lights were off—it was only a matter of time until the back-up motion-detector lights turned off from the lack of movement in the locker room.

So forget about just the embarrassment of being found
 like this. Now he was worried that he wouldn’t be able to get out at all. That he would starve all weekend. That all the creepy crawlies that lived in the jocks’ dirty, smelly clothes (and oh god
 did they smell) would find Roderick himself quite a tasty treat.

The door was closed, but not locked. His mass inside the locker wouldn't let them lock it. But they had stuffed him in so completely that it hadn't mattered.

Slowly he started to rock himself from side to side. He had done this before, when he was first stuffed inside—it hurt his shoulders and his knees, tight screws grinding into both. But that was before the lights had started to go out. It was probably close to ten at night now. If he stayed there much longer, he was likely to get weaker, without even the strength to get himself free.

Wiggling, wriggling, writhing, he was able to push his heel down on the corner of the locker. That was something. That was enough. It would have to be.

Summoning his strength, he pushed with all his might and shoved as hard as he could out of the locker. Skin ripped along his knees and thighs, his elbows. He could feel the flesh rending but kept going, knowing this was his one shot.

Finally, bloody and bruised, he collapsed out of the locker and onto the ground. It was probably covered in all manner of bacteria and parasites from the feet of the many athletes but all the same he felt like kissing it. After being stuck in the locker for close to six hours, his every muscle was sore. His bones
 were sore. He couldn’t move easily, and took a moment on the ground to twist his hips this way and that, stretching out his spine.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “Fuuuuuck.”

Eventually, he would think about consequences. He would think about calling the police or the campus authorities. But for now, he was just happy to be out of that goddamn locker.

Slowly—very slowly—he stood up and stretched himself up. Vertebrae cracked and crinkled, his joints snapping back into their accustomed place. Not for the first time, he told himself he should pick up yoga and work on his flexibility. Then, being stuck in a locker would be no problem.

Of course, the entire idea was to not get stuck in a locker at all
 . Maybe self-defense classes?

The locker room was set up in a large u-shape with a thin partition separating the lockers and the showers. Right in front of the showers was a water fountain. He took a drink of it, still moving slowly, wondering if the doors were locked from the outside. He certainly hoped not.

Walking around, stretching out, examining his skinned knees and elbows, he decided that it was time to give the outside a go. He was hydrated and moving, and the worst of the ordeal, he was sure, was over.

But then something caught his eye.

There was something in
 the locker he had been stuffed in.

He knew it was “his” locker—it was the only one that was still open and unlocked. Approaching, disbelieving, he pulled the thing out.

It was a gun. It was shiny and orange and green, about as long as his forearm and as thick around as his fist. Heavy, though, dense. Great concave edges pushed forward on the barrel, overlapping each other, creating a sort of vacuum-y look. It had a small dial on the back end and then a tiny receptacle filled with some white fluid.

On the side was a name: J-Power BG450
 .

“The hell?”

There was no way it could have fit inside the locker with him. His ass had been directly on top of where it had been sitting, and he certainly
 didn’t have any rectal discomfort from sitting how he did.

That meant...someone was here!

He spun around, looking. “Hello? Hello? Who’s here?”

But there was no one. The gun stayed in his hand easily, the trigger soft and simple to pull. He didn’t
 pull it, but it was easy to tell just from the way it felt under his finger. It was obviously a toy of some kind, and that it was in the locker room was part of someone’s weird game.

Then, the door to the locker room opened.

The girl who came in was absolutely gorgeous. She had a lithe, svelte body full of smooth musculature and graceful movement. She wore tight athletic shorts and a cut-off tank top, the kind that showed off her fine display of long, sexy abs. Her face was incredibly sensual, pouty lips, bright green eyes, framed by a smashing complement of dirty blond hair. The one complaint a man could make—if he were to be so insensitive—was that her bee-sting breasts were just barely there.

“What are you doing here?” the girl asked. “Is that a gun?”

“What? No!” He stuffed the gun behind his back. “I’m sorry. I’m not...I was stuffed into a locker.” He pointed with his free hand. “That one. Chance Carter stuffed me in there. I only just got out.”

She flipped on the light, seeing him fully illuminated. He was scuffed and bruised, his knees and elbows still big bloody patches.

“I guess he did.” She offered him a sympathetic smile. “My name is Betty. I’m a trainer.” She must have seen his quizzical look. “You know, the people who tape up players and stuff? They have me come in on the weekends and clean the lockers out.”

“There’s not janitorial staff for that?”

“Nope. Just me.” She shrugged. “Everybody’s got a duty. They make the freshmen do it so that we learn discipline or whatever. Why do you have a toy gun?”

“I...”

She knew about it already. It was useless to hide it. He took it out and showed it to her.

“I don’t even know. I just found it right before you came in. I’m not even sure what it is.”

She moved her hand forward to grab it and—without thinking—Roderick pulled the trigger. It was instinctual, reflexive; he didn’t want her to grab it and he couldn’t explain it.

A great wave of force left the gun, vibrating his arm and exiting the barrel in a soft, sweet-smelling sigh.

“What did...” Betty stumbled back, letting out a soft giggle. Her face was surprised, a soft, licking “O” shape on her lips. “What did you do...Master?”

Heavy, seductive eyes shined at him for a brief second and then she collapsed down in his arms to the floor.

* * * * *
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S
 OMETHING WAS HAPPENING
 .

Something weird
 was happening, something weird and hot and right now
 and Roderick couldn’t believe that what he was seeing was actually part of his life.

The lockers were positioned against the walls of the locker room. In front of them all was a wooden bench where the athletes could sit and get dressed. He had Betty laying down on one such long bench, and he watched with utter shock as her body transformed into something straight out of his wet dreams.

First of all—her breasts. They were basically non-existent before. In her tight tank-top, she looked about as flat as your average twelve year-old boy, and though her body was incredibly fit, she was at a real lack for curves.

Now, though...her breasts were growing. They grew straight past handfuls and right into gobsmacking TITS
 , straining the fabric of her tight shirt so much that he’d had to use the scissors in her little bag to give her more room on top, cutting a line from the collar down to the center of the shirt. That had, with the blossoming power of her beautiful breasts, only encouraged a heavy v-line of cleavage to develop.

But that wasn’t all that was changing. Her hair, thick and short, was becoming thicker and long
 . Voluminous heavy locks of brilliantly shiny chestnut-and-blond hair spilled out from her head. Her skin became more tanned and shiny, her lips poutier, puffier, her every inch of body layered with achingly hot muscle tone. Her boyish hips and waist became suddenly incredibly womanly, pushing out into a beautiful hourglass shape.

“Wow,” he said, just looking at her. “Wow, wow, oh wow...”

What was happening? What had he done?

Obviously the gun had something to do with it. It was behind all of this somehow. But...that wasn’t possible, was it? A gun couldn’t just...just make
 a woman look like this, could it?

And then, there was what she had called him just before collapsing.

Betty had called him...she had said...


Master. She called me Master
 .

She slid upward on the bench, moaning and coming awake.

“Oh my god,” she said, her voice an achingly beautiful thing that could have texts written about it, ad infinitum, concerning the sound of true desire in the world. “I feel amazing
 . Thank you, Master.”

He backed up, feeling terrified. What had he done to this poor girl? She had been young and innocent. Now, she still looked young, but “innocent” was a term as far away from her as “masculine” or “ogre-ish.”

She was the very definition of soft femininity, looking at him with eager supplication and pushing forward on her knees. For just a moment, she slid herself up on her knees, waving out her long mass of incredible hair with her tits on full display. Roderick could feel himself beginning to drool, even as he backed up more, trying to make himself small against one of the lockers.

Betty pouted. “You look so stressed out. Here, sit back. I’ll take care of you.”

Pushing him down on the bench, dropping to her knees, Betty quickly pulled out Roderick’s cock and gasped in soft appreciation. His cock was average in girth, average in length, but she saw it and acted as though his was the most impressive, biggest cock she had ever laid eyes on. Her mouth slipped across it, plushy and soft and instantly warm. Right away he was hard, her tongue flicking fast around his length.

A low, murmuring moan of appreciation fled her body, every part of her vibrating.

She loved
 this.

Roderick had his hands in the air still, like someone was holding him under arrest. He wasn’t sure how he was going to get away with this.

He wasn’t sure, also, as Betty made it more and more clear that she was enjoying herself, why in the hell he was resisting so much. He’d never had a blowjob before. He’d barely even kissed girls before, and they were all drunk and probably only did it on a dare, even his ex-girlfriend.

But Betty, transformed though she was, was perfectly sober. She was loving her life, enjoying every second of slurping down his cock, moaning and urging her mouth forward like she was sucking on some kind of ambrosia-rod. Hot spurts of precum fled from his cock, eager to find their home in her belly, and she shivered with what was clearly orgasmic delight.

Her shorts, so tight and tiny on her widened hips and lengthened legs, were quickly becoming sopping wet. He knew this because she hugged against one of his legs, her heavy tits sliding over his thighs.

And was that...fucking milk?

Fucking milk
 coming from her tits, leaking everywhere?

It was.

He gulped, head sliding back, indulging in the incredible feeling of her velvet-soft lips on his cock.


That
 was a big kink of his. One that he had never thought would really be indulged anywhere in his life. But yes, Betty’s tits were definitely leaking milk through her shirt and all over his legs as she happily sucked his cock.

Slowly, his hands came down on her back. He slid them across her spine, fingers delicately feeling against her well-muscled back (she had to hold up those tits somehow) and pushing around the tightened fabric of her shirt. It was very weak, the fabric. He could see the threads of it coming undone. It wouldn’t take much to rip it off entirely. She’d probably appreciate it...

Before he knew what he was doing, he was ripping the shirt off. She moaned, sitting up off his cock and letting him tear it all the way off.

“God, I love it when you use your strength on me like that, Master.” She continued to stroke his cock as he worked on the shirt. Her milk squirted down around his cock and she rubbed it into the shaft. It was warmer than her mouth, somehow, and slippery smooth. “I love everything about you, Master. Just everything. You’re so perfect to me. I’m so glad you’re in charge of my life.”

“Y-yeah,” he said, getting into it now. “In charge.”

He could figure it all out later. What was happening. How to change her back. How to fix this mess. But for now...he figured what the hell. He was only going to live once, and if this opportunity never came his way again, he didn’t want to live in regret that he hadn’t gotten a milk-sloppy blowjob from the bustiest hot babe he’d ever seen in his life.

“Suck me off, Betty. Make Master happy. Make me cum down your throat.”

Her heated strokes increased as she moaned with ecstasy, her face more gorgeous than ever before. When she was happy
 , it made her more gorgeous. That smile
 , oh fuck.

“Yes, Master!” she nodded excitedly. “Anything you say!”

Her last words were stuffed and stifled by her mouth wrapping back around his cock. She didn’t have enough brainpower to realize that she ought not to talk with her mouth full.

Everything she did was like magic to his cock. She slurped up and down with increasing rapidity, her mouth working up and down and sucking, so hungry. Heavy droplets of milk shook from her tits, leaking down all over his lap, across his balls and thighs, soaking them in warmth and pleasure.

He had to come in her. There was no other option. He had to fill her throat and her mouth, her belly, her everywhere.

“I’m gonna cum,” he groaned, thinking perhaps that he would give her one last out—maybe she wouldn’t want it.

Instead she stared up at him with loving green eyes—so vibrant, so emerald, like staring into some kind of alien forest—and he lost control, shuddering and exploding. It was a heavy load, more than he thought he'd ever cum before, and he spurted out for seconds and seconds, shuddering, knees trembling.

She swallowed down every last lick of it.

And when she was done, she slid against his knee, licking up the hot mess of his precum and cum and her very own milk. She was content, sated for now, like a cat. She even purred.

What the fuck was he going to do now?

His cock, already getting hard again from watching Betty at work, seemed to have a very good answer to that question.

* * * * *
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A
 PRIL SIGHED, DRIVING
 up to her usual Saturday-morning parking spot in front of the Athletics Center. It was just before 7 AM, and she was not quite awake yet. In her thermos was a fresh half-pot of very black coffee, the only thing that could kick-start her system after staying up and studying until 2 AM the night before.

This was her Saturday morning routine. It was tough being the cheerleading captain. Everyone thought it was glamour and glitz, full of parties and banging hot football players.

And there were
 parties. And she did
 currently date a hot football player, although they weren’t  banging (much to Chance Carter’s chagrin). April was a virgin and planned on staying that way until marriage.

But much more often than any kind of fun, she had homework. She had homework on homework on homework, and then she had tests, and then she had practice and drills, and then she had early mornings for traveling to games, and then she had scheduling and planning and strategizing for competitions. Then, more homework, and many more drills.

She took a moment, stepping out of her car, and tied up her thick golden hair in a messy, loose, low-ponytail. Little tendrils of hair framed her face perfectly without her even trying. Her hair had always been compliant.

This particular Saturday morning, she had to sit in an empty coach’s office and watch videos for an hour before beginning her workout, which would last for another two hours. She had to stay in shape to be at the top—she wanted her cheer team to win the division this year—and for that, just drilling wasn’t enough.

She had to work out regularly to keep her body in tip-top cheering shape.

The heat of the sun, though it was not yet all the way up on the horizon, was already in full swing. She was glad she wore her tiny spandex shorts and her tight sports bra only. It would draw a ton of looks—too many, really, for her liking—when she went to workout on a regular day, but when the Athletic Center was sparsely populated on the weekends, it was actually a relief to workout in practically nothing.

She could sweat and drip as much as she wanted, not worrying about what she looked like or who was watching. Her body was fine as fuck and she would be lying if she said she didn’t know it or like it, but at the same time, that didn’t mean her body was for showing off
 . She just liked being in good shape; she enjoyed paying tribute to the temple of herself. That she was in terrific shape was a great benefit of that.

She looked down at herself, adjusting her bra. She had to admit, even working out alone, that it was a little
 small. Her tits were thick, buoyant 36C cups, and she was very used to long stares from men and women alike. In a bra like this, even she had to admit that she was practically inviting trouble. It positively crushed
 her tits, smooshing them, making them stand out like sweat warm bags of fuck ready to go at a moment's notice.

It was, she had to admit, a little
 fun getting all those stares sometimes. Her spandex shorts were so tight that they didn't cover the entirety of her sculpted ass.

Inside the Athletic Center, it was cool and quiet, the hum of air conditioning the only noise. At least, that’s what she thought at first—that’s what she was used
 to, after all, and there was so rarely anything else. Once she’d had to deal with a janitor who tried to flirt with her, mostly because on that day—like today—she’d worn her tiniest pair of black spandex shorts, the ones where her ass cheeks was half-visible. They were slutty as hell but they gave her great flexibility when she was doing her lunges.

But, after a moment inside, she realized it wasn’t entirely
 quiet. No—there were noises coming from inside the athletic center. Strange noises. Noises that reminded her of...

Once, when she still lived at home with her little brother, she’d come downstairs in the middle of the night for a snack. She saw him watching television, though with the way it was positioned, she couldn’t see what was on the screen. It sounded like a fight scene, all that grunting and swearing and heavy breathing.

“What are you watching?” she had asked. “Anything I’d like?”

Her brother was startled, jumping in the couch and covering himself suddenly with a blanket. It had been too dark for her to see his lap, but she made out his pajama bottoms on the floor.

It took her a week before she realized he had been watching some kind of porno.

That’s what these sounds reminded her of now. Heavy, hot breathing and grunting. Cries of female ecstasy filling the long corridor. Desperate pleas for more and more.

Curious, she walked down the hallway, feeling her neck and chest beginning to flush. Whatever was happening, it had a definite effect on the climate of the center. It was warm
 in here, and she was feeling warm. Heated, in fact, from the center up.

She’d never had sex before. It interested her vaguely as a sort of emotional exercise in commitment, but she certainly didn’t want to plunge all the way deep into it without being sure. Though April did
 want to wait for marriage—she truly did—she was also a hot-as-fuck cheerleading goddess, and she was really, really
 attracted to Chance.

She was well aware that he would probably get her drunk enough to give up her virginity eventually, but April hoped it wasn’t for a while yet. She wanted him tested first, at least. She wasn’t sure he
 had the clap, but she was awfully sure she
 didn’t want it.

Pushing open the weight room door, she saw more or less exactly what she had been envisioning. A beautiful, big-titted young woman was being drilled thoroughly by a young man on top of a weight bench. She was on a decline, her head bopping up and down on the floor, with his thick cock driving into her harder and harder.

She was preternaturally gorgeous. Her breasts were enormous and buoyant, her skin shiny like new plastic.

The man saw April entering the room and abruptly dropped his lover—his date? His girlfriend?—down on the ground. She bonked her head on the weight room floor and slid over to one side, giggling inanely and licking her lips. Heavy, shiny milk dripped from her breasts.

“That was so good, baby,” she moaned. “Can I get your cum now?”

She moved her mouth forward to his naked cock. April watched a thick spout of precum spray off, as if encouraged to do so by the very proximity of the beauty’s mouth.

“Betty,” said the man, sliding a hand through her hair to keep her mouth at bay. “We have a guest.”

“Hiiiii,” said April. Her stance shifted this way and that.

She had never seen sex up this close before. It was...arousing, she realized. Really arousing. Unconsciously, she licked her lips. All that cum. And he had a big
 cock. She had seen Chance’s from time to time, and this guy’s was definitely
 bigger than his.

Not that that mattered
 . Not that she cared. But it was just the fact of the situation.

Her saliva on her lips was thick and warm.

“I don’t...” she gulped. “I don’t think you guys are supposed to be in here.”

“I’m sorry,” said the man. “My name is Roderick. You’re right. We’re not. You see, she just changed and...I couldn’t help myself. And I think it’s, well...I think I’m changing too.”

“Changed?”

There was a thick puddle of milk and precum on the floor. It looked so yummy. She felt like she could just drop onto her knees in front of it and lap at it like a cat. Then she’d be so full. So full and warm...

“—and then she was on her knees,” said Roderick. “Are you listening to me?”

“Listening?” April asked. “Oh. No. I guess not.” She shook her head, trying to clear it. What was wrong with her? She let out a soft laugh—though it was more of a giggle. Unbeknownst to her, her breasts bounced jollily. God, this guy was cute.

The bottom part of her mouth filled with drool.

“It’s all to do with this gun, see?”

He lifted it up off the nearby squat rack and showed it to her. It was shiny and futuristic-looking. Her fingers instinctively moved to touch it, but he pulled it away.

“He shot me
 with it,” said Betty. “And now I’m like, the happiest I’ve ever been in my life. It’s super cool.”

The bimbofied brunette slid up onto Roderick’s body, kneeling, sliding a hand around his cock. “You should try it on her, baby.”

Roderick’s eyes closed, clearly enjoying Betty’s administrations on his huge member. Biting his lip, he shook his head and gently pushed her away.

“I don’t know what to do about it anymore,” he explained. “I tried to fire the gun again in here on her, maybe to reverse it all? But I think it just made the room itself get a little weird. I think it’s affecting me now too.”

His cock was so, sooo fucking big. And dripping all that precum. Like a river.

“You...too...” said April softly.

There were a thousand alarms going off in her head. She had to get out of there. But good god almighty, that beautiful bimbo-bopping boner
 he had! Christ!

“Hey, hold on,” he said, looking April up and down. “I know you, right? You’re friends with Wanda. You know Wanda, right?”

“Wanda?” she struggled to think. “Yeah, Wanda Nailor? Sure. She’s my roommate.”

“Yeah!” he nodded. “She’s my ex-girlfriend. God, I didn’t know she had such a gorgeous
 roommate.”

“Oh,” April tittered, wishing desperately she had worn something more alluring to the gym.

No, wait, what? She was there to work
 , not be alluring. She didn’t care how
 big this guy’s cock was or that it was growing by the second just from him looking
 at her and...

And oh fuck it was really growing, wasn’t it? Look at that. So hard.

Betty’s hand wrapped back around it. Her strokes were sure and constant. April felt a hard spike of jealousy.

“Do it,” said Betty. “Use the gun on her. She could bring you Wanda. Then we could all suck your cock...together. Wouldn’t that be nice, Master?”

“M-Master?” April asked.

There was a look in Roderick’s eyes she didn’t quite understand. A cold, calculating look combined with the heat of a man overcome with lust.

“Why is she calling you Master?”

“Because he is
 my Master,” said Betty. Her voice was a merry sing-song. “He’s my Master and I love him so much
 that I want him to have even more hot babes sucking on his cock and having his babies. Like you.”

“Like you,” said Roderick, his voice quiet. His eyes burned intensely on April.

Oh god, thought April. I thought his cock was hard before, but now it’s gigantic
 . I don’t know how I’m supposed to run away when his cock is so fucking hard
 and right there
 . Why, I could just drop on my knees and I’d be right there in front of it, right there ready to drop and take it in my body. Oh...oh my...

No!

What the fuck was she thinking? She was a virgin. Why were her nipples so hard? None of this made any goddamn sense.

“I don’t think,” said Roderick, holding the gun to his forehead and tapping it there, “I don’t think that I can just let you leave, April.”

“You can’t, Daddy,” Betty moaned. She was stood up now, biting his shoulder, smiling madly. God, that look
 on her face, like she was watching creation split apart, like she was powering through eighteen different acid trips at once. “You have to keep her here.”

Roderick approached her with the gun aimed directly at her. She didn’t know what it was, but she knew she wanted it desperately.

No—no!
 She didn’t
 want it! She was fucking terrified for her life! What was he going to do? Turn her into some cock-hungry worshipful fuckslave like what Betty had clearly become? Oh fuck, oh god! What if her titties got as big as Betty’s? Would she be as pretty as her then? Would she be able to suck a cock nearly as good as Betty could? She could only hope so. In fact—

Fuck! Why was her thinking so insane?

“No,” said April. “Please, don’t. Don’t do that. I don’t want to...don’t want to whatever it is. Please?”

She backed up against the door. There was nowhere to go. Desperately she tried to push against it. Why wouldn’t the fucking door open
 already?

“I think I should tell you I’m sorry, April,” he said. Betty stroked him harder and harder. His cum streamed out on the floor. “But, I’m really not.”

He raised the gun, and April finally was able to push the door open. She could feel a wave of heat and lust power into the air right behind her—flooding her panties, making her nipples somehow even more
 fucking erect.

But she was running. She was getting away! She sprinted down the hall, hearing Roderick call after her.

What was he saying?

It rhymed with “lop.” She slowed down, trying to catch it. It was so important
 to hear what he had to say. He was a Man, after all, and a good girl like her had to listen to a man otherwise she wasn’t a very good girl at all.

She slowed down to just a trot, almost just running in place. Now, she could hear him clearly.

“Stop!”

That’s what he was saying. Oh. Of course! She should stop.

“Turn around.”

She turned around slow. A part of her fought and fought hard, knowing what was coming. Knowing he was going to force her, that he was going to turn her into his willing, subservient fuckpet just like Betty. She could see Betty, still hanging on so beautifully to Roderick’s arm, clearly in love with her position as his trophy.

“D-don’t,” April said, smiling madly. It was the gun, she realized. She thought she outran it, but a part of it got her. It had like, a splash effect. Enough to make her obey. Enough to make her feel so...giggly.

She giggled, feeling her knees so weak.

“Kneel for me, sweety,” said Roderick.

And again she obeyed. He was such a Man
 . He was even more
 of a Man now. He had walked through the area that the gun had shot. That meant he was changing too. He was getting taller. More built. His cock somehow fucking larger
 than before, and it had already been bigger than she thought she could handle. Betty dropped to the tile floors beneath him, suckling at his heavy balls. A deep puddle of precum and milk formed on the floor almost immediately. Rivulets of white liquid streamed over her face.

“You’re so goddamn gorgeous, April,” he said, stroking her cheek.

She tittered madly. That made her so happy
 . He thought she was gorgeous
 .

“I think I’m going to make you my number one girlfriend,” he said. “Even higher on the list than Wanda. But I still want to fuck Wanda.”

Of course he did. Wanda was fucking hot. She was banging sexy and could definitely use a dose or two of this beautiful fuck-ray gun her Man held. But that April was rated even higher
 ? God, that was so cool
 !

He pointed the gun at her temple. “No moving, now. I’m going to make this permanent. You’re going to be my very best bimbo pet, doll.”

April leaned forward into the gun, smiling beautifully. Anything to be gorgeous for a Man.

And then everything went pink.

* * * * *
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W
 ANDA, DESPITE HER
 very best efforts at remaining calm, was tense. Her body was rigid in her car, her fists clenched, her brow furrowed, her guts wrenched, and yes indeed, her butt cheeks clenched. She was desperately worried about April, who had called her to this address on the far side of town.

It was a really, really odd message that the normally serious cheerleader had left for her.

“Hi, um, Hot Tits? I mean...” April had giggled. “Wanda! Wanda baby! You gotta cum. I mean you gotta come over
 . To my friend’s place. We’re...doing drinks! And some drugs! That’s why I sound so silly. Anyway, it’s like, um, super important that you cum. Come over, I mean. Because it’s fun! Super fun.”

Then there was a three minute process in which April listed the three numbers and two words of the address, giggling and stumbling over syllables at every turn.

Wanda was fairly certain she heard a healthy moaning in there more than once—like, a sexual
 moan.

Why was April around someone moaning sexually? Why was April acting like such a fucking ditz?

Like, sure, drinking and drugs could explain some of that. They could explain a lot
 of that, actually, but April didn’t drink
 . She didn’t do drugs
 , certainly!

She was a fucking valedictorian at her high school and she wouldn’t even eat yogurt because of the pasteurization. The thought of her drinking a beer—or a whiskey, or any kind of liquor—was super strange and akin to the thought of an anteater swallowing a steak. The thought of her taking drugs, though, was completely inconceivable, even in analogy. It was like the sun taking a supermodel on a date—like how the fuck would that even work? Outside of just saying it, you couldn’t imagine it even happening.

So, Wanda was nervous. She stepped out of the car, looking up at the house she had stopped in front of. It was nice, she had to admit. The lights weren’t on, but it was only early in the evening and you could imagine someone getting carried away with drinking (or drugging, or fucking, or whatever
 ) and forgetting to turn the lights on like they should.

Wanda was eighteen years old and a virgin and had barely gotten drunk herself. Once, when she was still in high school, she went to a party and had WAY too much vodka and ended up throwing up for three hours straight. That episode was still fresh on her mind—and still fresh on her stomach. Whenever she thought about a drink, her tummy got upset and wouldn’t let her swallow anything for a while, until the desire to imbibe alcohol was safely gone.

It hurt her some socially, but it wasn’t so bad. She ran track and cross-country and getting drunk wasn’t exactly on the high list of priorities for her.

She was a tall girl, in good shape from all the running, and sported a hefty pair of 38D tits that she knew were the reason she hadn’t been able to break the state record last year. More and more, she was heavily considering breast reduction surgery. They just got in her way!

Her ex-boyfriend, Roderick, had clearly loved the size of her tits, but then, he had been a loser anyway. The only they had in common was that they went to the same college from out of town and they had both been too nervous and scared about being in a new place to be there alone. They had gone out for like a month and a half and the second she actually called him her boyfriend
 , right at the forty-day mark, she knew it was a mistake and that they had to end it.

He wasn't even fucking man enough to kiss her, god
 .

If she wanted to hang out with someone and have him ogle her tits all night, she could....well, she could do something
 . She didn’t need him
 , was the point. He hadn’t been much of a boyfriend and he hadn’t given her much of a break-up.

Kind of spineless, really. He just stood there and took it. She would have respected him more, maybe even been attracted
 to him, if he’d actually put up a fight and stood up to her. But no, meek as ever, he just numbly accepted it and stared sadly at her tits, probably wishing he could touch them for the first time in a way that wasn’t “accidentally” falling on her to cop a feel.

Fucking pervert.

God forbid he ever take a look at her legs, or compliment her on her hair (which was thick and black and long), or admire her eyes (which other girls always said were pretty, bright and ocean blue), or fuck
 —say something about her that wasn’t look-related at all! She was always getting As in English and other liberal arts classes and really loved to watch cooking shows. Why not take a little interest in some of that
 stuff, huh?

Whatever, why was she thinking about him? She had a friend to save.

Wanda huffed, gathering her strength, and approached the front door of the house.

As she approached, right away, she knew something was wrong. From inside, she could hear moans, but they weren’t like, pained
 moans or anything. No, these were moans of pleasure. Pure, unadulterated pleasure, slow and soft, eager and pliant, happy and servile.

Did she really want to go in there?

April could be in trouble. Someone could have drugged
 her. Did Wanda have a choice?

She didn’t.

Mustering all her willpower, she knocked the door, wishing just as she rapped on the door that she had called for back-up. Too late now.

But no one answered the door. She knocked again, harder this time, and the door simply pushed inward, creaking open.

She stepped inside. The air was hot and sticky, but strangely comfortable. She felt like she had stepped on another planet.

A very warm
 planet...one that was making her warm inside.

Thoughts of leaving slowly began to dissolve, like a cliff-side in front of an ocean of acid rain.

She entered, appropriately, into a tall entryway. To her left was a den with two recliners and a big television set. To her right was a dining room with a long table, totally empty, the room dark. And then in front of her was a living room—taller still than than the entry way, with a great vaulted ceiling. It had a fire place and three couches in front of it.

On one of the couches she saw the back of a man’s head. It was lolling back, clearly he was enjoying himself about something. She stepped forward, feeling meek and strange now. Her shoulders shifted forward, pressing her breasts together. They were wet with sudden, sticky sweat. There were soft moans emanating through the house, the source of them appearing to be directly where the man was.

“H-hello?” she asked. “I’m sorry...sorry to interrupt. But I’m looking for a friend of mine, April?”

There was a soft giggling and an even louder series of moans.

“She’s in here,” said the man. “Come and see, Wanda.”

Wanda stepped forward, pulled by the power in the man’s voice. There was something about him that was totally undeniable. And...familiar.

“I’m sorry?” she said, her feet moving of their own accord. “Do I know you?”

From behind her, she heard the front door close. When she turned to look, she saw a tall shape fluttering through the shadows and then a heated series of delighted giggles.

She stopped, looking at the closed front door. She should leave. It was probably the best idea. If she left now, that would be the best thing.

“Wanda,” the Man said again. “Come here. I have something I want you to see.”

He talked to her like he knew her. Why would he know her?

She just had to find out. Plus, his voice was so commanding...and there was that crazy scent in the air, that hot sexual scent that made her so curious
 to find out more...

She walked around the edge of the couch and gasped. She hadn’t known exactly what she had been expecting to see, but somehow seeing
 it made her feel more shocked and aroused than anything she had felt before.

April was on her knees between the Man’s legs, her mouth sliding urgently up and down a cock that was easily twelve inches long. Wanda watched with growing, terrified arousal as April’s long tongue slid up the Man’s enormous shaft and wrapped around the head before eagerly slurping him down. At first, Wanda thought—No, god, don’t do it! You’ll choke!

But she watched as April not only did not
 choke, but instead took the entire thick wet shaft down her throat with ease. The bulge of the shaft was evident in April’s mouth and then in her throat, magnified each time she swallowed to create an ever-hotter vacuum of perfect suction. It was like her entire body had been reformed for this Man’s pleasure.

In fact—April was
 reformed. What the fuck?

It was hard to tell with her kneeling down and wearing such tall, ridiculously pink platform heels—the heels at least five inches tall—but Wanda could swear April's legs were longer. Her waist, already crazy tiny from all that working out, was certainly more narrow, and her hips looked even wider than before on what had already been a smashing hourglass-perfect frame.

What capped it off, though—even more than her sensationally long, thick new hair, moving and sliding almost as if it were a living, breathing being of softness and pleasure—were her tits. They were enormous
 , no longer the already huge and beautiful 36Cs she had boasted before. They were easily stretching into the E cup range, and there was milk streaming out of them and landing all over the couch and floor—and especially on the Man’s cock and body.

“What...what the...the fuck...”

“She’s amazing at this,” said the Man. “I haven’t even fucked her yet like I did to Betty. I’ve just been having her drain me dry. I don’t think she can do it, though. I’ve got cum for days, it feels like.”

That voice...sounded familiar. There was a light switch on the wall nearby, and Wanda flipped it. It was...it was...

...it was Roderick?

“What in the hell is happening?” asked Wanda, scared and confused.

Her body was betraying her with how insatiably turned on she felt. She couldn’t explain it, but knowing that it was Roderick’s cock April was sucking, she suddenly felt extraordinarily jealous.

But it just didn’t make sense
 that it was Roderick. Roderick was a geek, a goon, he was twenty pounds overweight and in bad need of a few years at the gym to get rid of all the extra flub around his painfully average body.

This guy, though, this Man, this Male
 , was a fucking stud. All he shared in common with Roderick were facial features, and even those had hardened to become more masculine and strong. He had a smoking-hot six pack and thick chest and arm muscles. He looked more like Captain America than Roderick.

And yet it was undeniably him.

“How did you...what did you...I don’t...”

Wanda shook her head, holding her temple. Everything was so hot, so weird, so disturbing. She felt like she’d walked onto the set of some horrifically arousing porno.

“I changed her, Wanda.” He looked down at April, stroking her silken hair and eliciting a long moaning purr from the young goddess. “I didn’t have to. But I did. And now...I’m going to change you. You’re going to worship my cock just like her, and you’re going to love it.”

“The fuck I am, you fucking creep!”

She took a hold of April and dragged her off of Roderick’s cock. April whined like a sad puppy, her tongue reaching out and hoping for just seconds more of a delicious taste from her Master. “N-n-nooooo!” she moaned, fighting Wanda every step of the way.

April was always stronger than Wanda. It seemed that whatever transformation she had gone through had allowed her to be stronger than ever. She pushed Wanda away and slid back down to her knees in the puddle of milk and cum on the floor, quickly lapping up his cock. She stared with vicious, sneering eyes at Wanda, sliding her mouth and tongue up and down her Master’s cock as she stroked him with almost-vengeful force.

“I love
 him, Wanda,” she said, her voice a sing-song whisper. “Don’t make me leave. Don’t try. You’ll understand soon. He’ll make you just
 like me.” She giggled. “Well, not just
 like me. He said I’m hotter than you, so I’ll be his Favorite. But you can join in...sometimes.”

Wanda backed up now, terrified. Whatever Roderick had done to April had seriously warped her warp drive.

“I-I-I-I’ll report you,” she said, hands scrambling around the walls around her, looking for something to use as a weapon. A lamp, a vase, a trite collectible, something
 .

Roderick lifted up a weird, shiny ray gun from the couch. It had been buried in the cushions before. April looked at it with wide, big, happy eyes, enthusiastic eyes, needy eyes—wanting to watch it at work. Wanda gulped.

“Please no...” she moaned, knowing what was coming.

He pulled the trigger...and nothing happened.

Looking down at the device, Roderick was clearly annoyed. He kept pulling the trigger, aiming it straight at Wanda, bopping it this way and that.

Wanda let out a relieved laugh, and then remembered suddenly that she should run. Even if his gun—his device, his whatever-it-was—didn’t work, he was huge and powerful and he could probably overpower her easily.

She immediately started off—if there was one thing Wanda could do well, and for ages, it was run. Her car was just outside and she was already sliding her hands in her pocket for her keys. But then a strong, warm, big-titted grip slid over her arms and pressed against her chest.

“You’re not going anywhere, sweetling.”

Roderick nodded, smiling at Wanda. “Thank you, Betty.”

Wanda shifted and twisted, trying desperately to work her way out of the grip, but it was iron tight. This Betty, whoever that
 was, was strong as hell. Wanda would have been stunned to see the pencil-thin big-titted supermodel-esque beauty behind her.

“I guess we’ll just have to restrain you,” said Roderick, hips bucking as he emptied into April's mouth, “until I figure this thing out. I certainly can’t let you go now.”

Wanda gulped. She didn’t like the sound of that at all.

* * * * *
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U
 P UNTIL HALF AN HOUR
 ago, it had all been moving beautifully. It was the simplest thing in the world to tell Betty to lead him back to her parents’ house. They were gone for the weekend, and any mess that he and his new slaves made, he could just order his girls to clean up.

Would they know how? A good question, but one he hadn’t been overly concerned about. He was too busy enjoying the poetic justice of fucking the shit out of Chance Carter’s hot-shit cheerleader girlfriend to really think all that much about other stuff like practicalities. And goddamn, she was hot. He’d thought Wanda
 was sexy, but April was really something on another level.

And she fucking belonged to Chance
 . That fucking prick. Not that April knew that anymore. He'd ordered her to forget about him—and immediately, immediately
 , she'd said, “Forget who, Master?”

Good. Fucking. Girl.

That didn’t mean he didn’t want to fuck Wanda still, though. Fuck her and make her his, forever.

If there were any questions, he surmised, he could just use his gun.

But the gun wasn’t working, now. When he pulled the trigger before, he had felt actual force in his hands—a sort of shock wave of lust that emanated out and either filled an area or funneled into the nearest woman.

Now, though, it was just like pulling the plastic trigger of some cheap dollar store toy gun.

Wanda was tied down on the couch, her hands wrapped behind her back with a couple of belts from the closet of Betty’s dad. This was also how he had secured her legs. He’d left her ungagged, but she was choosing not to speak. Perhaps she was too enraptured with the sight of Betty and April taking long, slow turns sliding their beautifully huge tits up and down his ultra-sensitive cock, leaking their heavy milk all over his lower half. His balls, thick and enlarged, pulsed with babymaking energy.

God, but they were beautiful. All he wanted in the world now was to do the same to Wanda as he had done to them.

Three, and that would be enough. Almost too much, really. A whole hell of a lot to explain to the rest of the people in his life, along with the changes to himself. But doable, probably. Any more than that, and he would have more than just a harem, he’d have to spend all his time covering one end so that he could fuck the other.

Her tits were so huge, so perfect. April’s were bigger than hers now, but Wanda’s would probably get bigger once he used the Bust Gun on her.

That’s what he was calling it, after the label on the side. The  J-Power BG450
 . “BG” could easily stand for “Bust Gun.”

And “J-Power...”

Huh.

The little receptacle on the back end of the gun was empty. He’d noticed it going down, but hadn’t really put two and two together. The substance that had been in the receptacle must have been some kind of fuel. It had been creamy and white, sort of like—

“Jizz? Jizz power? Could that really be it?”

“Wazzat, Master?” Betty asked, her mouth slobbering over the head of his cock.

“Nobody talked to you, girl,” said April, pushing Betty down and sliding his thick rod in between her massive tits again. “Master’s busy. Let him think.”

She slipped her mouth over his cockhead even as she rubbed her tits hard against the sides of his cock, her body eminently flexible and his shaft so impressively long. Her eyes shined up at her Master, knowing she had done rightly by silencing Betty. The former trainer meekly returned her mouth to her Master's balls, sucking there with puffy, hot lips.

To really do the experiment right, he needed to cum. Luckily, with a beauty like April servicing his cock, an orgasm wasn’t ever that far away.

“Come on, baby,” he said to April. “Make me cum. Get me to fucking cum like the good little slave you are.”

He pushed her back down onto the ground. Betty immediately took up a spot next to him, kissing his shoulder and pushing him forward with a hand on his hips as he drove his cock into April’s tits.

It didn't take him long. He could basically cum on command, now. A masculine, alpha god.

Spurting wildly, he emptied out onto April’s heavy, enormous breasts. The thick load landed all over her amazing, milky tits but also on her chin and lips. Smiling as she tried to lick it up, Roderick scooped up a healthy portion with a finger and stuffed it into the gun's receptacle. He did this again and again, April pouting every time, until he finally had the gun full.

“Bring her to me,” he said to his slaves.

Obeying immediately, they stood up off their knees and began moving Wanda across the room, pushing her down before their Master. She landed in a thick puddle of cum and milk, squirming at the sensation of it.

“Please...” she said, struggling still. “Please, Roderick. Don’t do this. You don’t have to. I won’t tell anyone.”

“You won’t, huh?” He got down on her chest, his thick cock landing between her breasts. “You won’t tell anyone how I transformed two young women into my sex slaves? That’ll just fly right under the radar?”

He could see how much his new body turned her on. She was blushing a deep red, her pale skin blossoming. He could smell
 the wetness of her pussy.

Her face twitched. “...yes?”

“Come on, Wanda. You know I don’t have a choice anymore. This is what’s going to happen. I’m going to make you my dedicated, eager, loving sex slave. You’ll apologize for breaking up with me. You’ll beg me to fuck your tits whenever I want, however I want. You’ll beg me to get you pregnant
 , just because it’s hot. And then I’ll cum in your beautiful pussy and you’ll call me Master for...oh, the rest of your life. How’s that?”

The look she shot up at him was pure hatred. It only turned him on more. Soon, she wouldn’t even have that emotion left inside her—not for him, at least. “You’re a monster.”

He ripped open her sweater, the thick flesh of his cum-soaked rod sliding across the buoyant valleys of her enormous tits.

“Maybe so,” he said. “But I’m the monster who’s in charge of your life from now on.”

He put the gun to her head.

“No, please, Roderick, baby—don’t! You don’t have to—you don’t—n-n-no!”

The gun thumped, a heavy wave of lust and pleasure filling the room and siphoning straight into Wanda. Her eyes closed, her head lolled for about a minute. Drool, heavy and thick, spilled out of her mouth. He watched as her body began to change, his cock becoming even harder as it did. Betty and April slid their hands around his shaft, stroking as he witnessed his ex-girlfriend/new fuckslave come into her own.

Her thick dark hair become glossy and thick, like some plastic porn star. It stretched down past her ass. Like Betty, like April, her face became intensely
 sexual, her eyes growing, her cheekbones becoming more prominent, her lips puffing up considerably. Tits ballooned outward, waist shrunk, legs lengthened, and every part of her became more of his perfect bimbo slave.

Slowly, her face shook back awake, thick soft eyelashes fluttering. She turned up to him with heavy-lidded lust.

“Please Master,” she licked her puffy lips with a pure pink tongue. “Won’t you fuck my tits and then my cunt so you can make me your pregnant slut? I need it so bad, Daddy. Please?”

He smiled. “That’s more like it.”

Easily, he ripped the bindings off her body and then the rest of her clothes. She was still changing as he did it. His cock shoved easily between her massive breasts—milking already—and covered in more milk as Betty and April leaned in on either side and slid their hot tits on top of his cock and Wanda's tits.

Fucking her tits was everything he’d ever wanted and more. More, especially, because of the way they were growing
 as he fucked them. They had started out as monumentally large tits, a pair that any bust-wanting girl would kill to have. Now they were stupendous, great basketballs of fuckflesh designed entirely for him.

He jammed his cock against Wanda's mouth, her needy lips sliding against his shaft, urging him forward, urging him to fuck even more of her face. She could take him inside her mouth, his cock was so thick and long, her puffy hot slick lips pouring sugary love on his cockhead like it was a fucking popsicle. His hands pushed deep
 on her tits—and then on the backs of April and Betty, loving the perfect pressure they provided as he thrust his hips into his little fuckgirl's face.

But he couldn’t stop there. Oh, no. He needed to fuck her too.

He needed her fucking pregnant.


He shot off a huge load of cum—on command, because he was an Alpha Male—covering Wanda's face in thick white stickiness. He continued to cum as he slid down her body, shooting all over her tits and tight, thin torso. Then, without warning, without waiting, without asking, he shoved straight into her willing bimbo cunt.

Straightaway he pounded through all virginal resistance, eliciting screams of orgasm from Wanda.

“Fuck!” she moaned. “Master! Oh my god! You're so good! You're so good!
 Oh my g-go-god!”

She was fucking slick and wet and tight
 , so tight.
 Tighter maybe even than Betty, holy fuck
 . Roderick felt his control slipping, his balls slapping hard against her taut ass cheeks.

April, at Roderick’s indication, slid on top of Wanda’s face so that the newly-made bimbo could lick his favorite’s pussy. Wanda stopped her moans—or at least, transferred their energy into licking April's pussy at Roderick's insistence. Betty watched the proceedings on her knees with wide, jealous eyes, squeezing her milky tits into a pool on the floor and finger-fucking her slick, heated cunt.

“Fuck her cunt, Master!” April cried. “Get her pregnant! Oh fuck, yes Sir, please! Make her your pregnant lovefuckslave and get those big fucking milky titties even bigger!”

Betty, taking initiative, took position underneath his balls, licking and adoring them, savoring each sweet taste of his precum and Wanda’s juices as they leaked down from their point of joining.

“I’m gonna cum,” he growled in April’s face. “I’m gonna fucking fill her up. I’m gonna get her so fucking pregnant, and then I’m coming for you.”

“Do it,” April moaned, kissing him heatedly. Her tongue ran in and out of his lips. “Do it, please! Fucking fill her up. Oh shit, yeah. Fill her up and then do the same to me! Do it please, baby! Please, Master!”

He kissed her long and hard, his hard chest melding with her tit-heavy expanse, milk spreading down his body and leaking all over Wanda.

But he wasn’t thinking of her. That was her punishment for leaving him. Later...he would fuck her and think about her. But not this first time. He was thinking of April instead...and already had his designs on getting her even more pregnant than Wanda. He wondered if his new cock could will twins into existence in a hot bimbofied babe’s womb.

That was it. That was when he erupted.

His load was thick and heavy. What felt like gallons of cum spilled out of him. Betty licking up every last drop, her face and hair covered in his thick, hot liquid. He utterly filled Wanda, no doubt getting her pregnant with his bare cock. That was right
 . That was what he deserved.


Wanda came. They all came—witnessing their Master's pleasure. They were good little bimbo slaves and cumming was what they did when he was cumming too. They shook, vibrated, and squealed, their voices filling the house with praise of their Man.

Slowly, he exited Wanda's body, taking April into his grip and pulling her down to the ground with him. They both were laughing, delirious with happiness, kissing happily. This was a dream come true for both—though the dream was fairly new for April.

He wondered briefly—could the bust gun make them even hotter? Could he make them want to fuck even more?

It was a scary thought, as they were already so painfully hot and so clearly in need of a good fucking from him all the time. But it was also an enticing one. As he turned to grab the gun, though, there was a strange ripping sound in the air. The light around the bust gun began to bend and warp, and as he reached for it, his fingers moved through wobbly slick air. The gun disappeared entirely.

Teleported somewhere?

Maybe that was how it had arrived for him? The person before him had used it for everything he needed, and then the gun moved on to the next needy person. Like...like an errant knight, or something like that.

Oh well. Three fuckslaves was enough, wasn’t it?

Certainly.

Probably too much. He’d have to kick Chance Carter’s ass pretty soon. That idiot fuck would want April back. But, Roderick felt very
 confident in his ability to do it.

He could probably fuck up Chance and stuff him in a locker, and then make Chance watch while April sucked Roderick's cock.


That
 made him groan with lust.

“What’s the matter, baby?” April asked him, smiling brilliantly at him. She was so in love.

“Nothing. Nothing at all.”

She slid down on his cock, taking it in her hands to see if he was still hard. Much to her delight, he was.

“Bend over,” he told April. “We’re just getting started.”

His new, favorite slave moaned with delight.

# # #
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Bust Gun: The Sleepover
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B
 lair took a long breath
 , arranging herself in the kitchen in her thick flannel pajamas. She floated around the snacks she had spent all day preparing—the tiny prosciutto and flat bread sandwiches, the layered lemon-and-berry tarts, the fizzy orange drinks she had whipped up from scratch. Blair enjoyed entertaining for guests—her father frequently had business partners over and she made it her business to keep them occupied with her cooking, so that they readily agreed to whatever deals he put on the table. He was her “secret weapon” and she was proud of it.

One thing she had always been rather resentful of towards her stepmother, Margaret, was her inability (or just plain unwillingness) to help Blair in this regard. In fact, once Margaret had entered the family some three years prior with her adopted son Leonard, she’d become the other
 secret weapon. It wasn’t every day that a regular businessman was in the presence of an honest-to-god gorgeous, beauty queen blonde, after all, and Margaret fit that description to a tee.

And now, just when Blair could really
 use a hand in bringing the treats and drinks up to her hopefully-new-friends, Margaret was nowhere to be found. Probably exercising on her goddamn stair machine.

Blair swallowed the huff that was rising in her throat and tried to reflect on what to do next. Charades? Board games? Put on a movie?

Something had to be done. So far, the sleepover had not been going well.

Blair was eighteen. She had graduated high school a month ago, as had her adopted brother Leonard, and she was hoping to make her first year at her new university a great success. And she knew the key to that was to surround herself with people she really loved. Failing that, she wanted to surround herself with people she connected
 with, one way or the other. Everyone had their strengths, everyone had lovely idiosyncrasies that made them valuable and lovable.

What she had hoped for when arranging this get-together was for her and her two future roommates, Coraline and Gabrielle, at Bloomingdale Heights University, to really get to know one another and learn each other’s best qualities. They had traded emails in the weeks leading up to tonight, but those weren’t really indicative of how people actually got along—as she was finding out tonight.

Take Coraline, for instance. In her emails, she had been eloquent and chatty, happy to hear about Blair’s proposed major in kinesiology and to provide plenty of details about her own pursuit of a biology degree so she could study bats for the rest of her life.

In contrast, Gabrielle had been laconic and dull, not adding much to the email chain and when she did it usually some trending meme or gif that she had picked up off from twitter. She came across as the type who largely formed her political opinions based on the half-analyzed tweets from her favorite celebrities.

In real life, however, up close and personal, the dynamic changed considerably.

Coraline was withdrawn and quiet. After even the slightest offering to a conversation, she withdrew behind a thick layer of overlong hair that made her look like a scary girl monster from a horror movie. Gone was the bright, enthusiastic young woman who wanted so badly to communicate about mammalian flight patterns and echolocation. Instead, there was a pale young woman who seemed in horror at the fact of her own acne and didn’t want to speak lest she actually be noticed for more than the two seconds it took to walk past her.

Gabrielle, on the other hand...

Well.

You could take one look at Gabrielle—her designer wrist-watch, her expensive purse, her luxurious sweater-dress, her silky tights—and you could tell that she was well-used to being the richest girl in a small town that wasn’t used to having anyone as pretty or as cultured as she was. Diamond earrings sparkled in her ears, with more diamonds glittering on her anklet and bracelets.

“Daddy got them for me,” she had explained. “He’s a very
 important lawyer for a law firm upstate.”

Furthermore, Gabrielle was—bluntly—completely gorgeous. Her hair was an effortless angelic sweep of chestnut locks, perfectly coiffed in beach babe style. Her eyes were bright and green, her face like a beautiful doe given human form. No doubt she was the sort who didn’t even have to watch her diet to stay in her sensationally slender shape with its thoroughly large breasts, tight ass, and teensy waist. Coraline, no doubt, felt intimidated by this clear picture of feminine beauty—and heck, Blair did too.

Blair was somewhere in between the gestational thickness of Coraline and the almost unnerving skinniness of Gabrielle; she watched what she ate and worked out frequently, but she also had severe hankerings for pizza every other week or so that couldn’t be denied. Her hair was blond and short, and she was a lovely young woman. Men often mistook her and Margaret for a biological mother and daughter, though Blair could not help but think that when they said this they were inwardly wondering how the apple had fallen so far from the tree.

Margaret was painfully, obtrusively gorgeous. It stuck in Blair's mind frequently that she would never live up to the standard of beauty her stepmother created.

She made her way back upstairs, carefully balancing the precarious load of treats and drinks. At the top of the stairs, she heard voices—and inwardly cheered. They were talking to each other! So far only Blair had been the conduit for opinions, trying to forcefully toss the ball of conversation through the girls' nets.

But when she opened the door to her room, she saw instead her mother Margaret and Gabrielle comparing pajamas. Both were dressed in soft, form-fitting silk with plunging v-necks. Blair’s own were heavy cloth, and Coraline’s didn’t even match—a thick sweatshirt drooping low over a pair of stained sweatpants.

“Hello, dear!” said Margaret. “Your new friend and I were just talking shop about materials. Did you know her father was a lawyer? And a lawyer at a big
 law firm. Preston, Preston, and Markson, wasn’t that right?”

“Yes,” said Gabrielle. “He’s the Markson, obviously. A full partner.”

“She had.” Blair gritted her teeth, trying to smile. She had made it very
 clear to her stepmother that she wanted this to be a night exclusive from her interference.

“Well,” said Margaret, clearly reading Blair’s expression. “I’ll leave you girls to it.”

She walked out, giving Gabrielle a brief hug as she left. It was just like pretty girls, wasn't it, to group up like that. To know their own kind, no matter their age.

Gabrielle had a greater ally in Margaret after ten minutes of talking than Blair did for three years of living.

She stifled the need to huff, presenting the tray of treats. “I brought us some snacks,” she said, gesturing with the tray and setting it down on her table

Her room was large—bookshelves and a small television set on one side, along with her computer desk. A big open window at the far end, complete with balcony. Next to that was her bed, a queen-size, which she loved and could never go less than. And then there was her make-up table and a small craft station back closer to the door. That was where she set the treats.

Coraline sat on the floor, one arm wrapped around the pillar of Blair's computer desk.

“I don’t really eat
 in the evenings,” said Gabrielle, pacing and taking long struts across the length of the room. “I’m on a pretty dedicated fasting diet. Nothing from seven to seven, you know?”

Coraline looked at the treats with obvious hunger. Blair could hear her tummy rumbling. But Blair could also see the wheels turning—Coraline had been around pretty girls before—mean
 girls like Gabrielle who would take Coraline’s hunger as a sign of weakness. She shook her head, looking sadly at the gathered food.

“Well,” said Blair, taking a sandwich. “It’s right here if anyone wants any.”

Gabrielle smiled generously at Blair. “Well, we can't have willpower, I know. It's kind of a curse, really, being able to turn things down. People think I'm such
 a bitch sometimes.”


Only sometimes
 ? Blair thought.

“I'm sure you're just misunderstood,” said Blair. “So, what do you guys want to do? The night is still young. I can pop in a movie. Or I have some board games...”

“Ugh,” said Gabrielle. “I'm already 'board' with them.”

She laughed tremendously at her own joke. Coraline let out a nervous little titter. Her voice was squeaky and oddly high-pitched.

“Why don’t we play truth or dare?” suggested Gabrielle.

“Sure!” said Blair, eager to do anything to get them to get along.

Coraline shrugged and mumbled out an acquiescent sound. Very quickly, they sat in a small circle. Originally, Blair sat on the corner of her bed, but Gabrielle sat down there and edged Blair out until she was on the floor with Coraline. This was done in silence.

Gabrielle was establishing herself as top girl. It was just what she did, like a lion stealing a lioness's kill.

Gabrielle turned to Blair. “You go first, Miss Hostess. Truth or dare?”

“Oh...” She put her hands on her hips, sitting down on her bed. “I never know what to say. Truth, I guess?”

“Lame
 .” Gabrielle huffed. “Whatever. Truth it is. Have you got a crush on your brother?”

“Wh-what?”

Blair was taken aback.

“What?” Gabrielle asked, smiling wickedly. “I saw him. He’s totally cute. You could probably fuck him if you wanted. It’s totally legal. Not like, approved
 , or anything, but there’s nothing against fucking your adopted brother.”

“I...that’s really inappropriate, and...well, no
 , I don’t have a crush on him. Jeez.”

Gabrielle rolled her eyes. “Whatever. You’re just lucky I didn’t dare you to go kiss him. You’re next, Coraline. Truth or dare?”

“Isn’t it my turn to ask?” asked Blair.

Gabrielle shrugged. “I like the game better when I’m in charge. Truth or dare?” she asked again.

“...truth?” Coraline croaked.

“Come onnn
 .” Gabrielle shook her arms. “Don’t be lame like her. Do a dare. Please?”

“Uh...sure. Okay. Dare, then.”

“Dare
 ! Yes!” Gabrielle shot up, walking around Blair’s room, looking for ideas.

Blair’s heart beat very fast. She wasn’t sure what Gabrielle was up to, but she could tell it was absolutely no good. She shouldn’t have agreed to this game. She should have brought her own game to play—something fun and light. Something that didn’t involve a girl who was clearly some kind of sociopath daring the two of them to do anything
 .

“Oh, let’s start off small. I want you to shoot yourself in the face with this gun.”

She picked up a shiny orange and green gun from off the floor.

“What’s that?” Blair asked. “That’s not mine. Where did you get that?”

“It was just on the floor here. You can have
 toys, it’s not a big deal.” Gabrielle winked. “My little brother has this same thing, I think. It shoots out a soft little orange ball. It won’t even hurt that bad, promise. We’re just getting started
 , after all.”

“I...” Coraline took the gun in her pudgy hands, her mouth twisting. “You’re sure it’s just some toy?”

“It’ll smack you in the face pretty hard and that’s it.”

Coraline sighed, placing the gun against her cheek, winced, and pulled the trigger.

But it wasn’t a soft little ball that hit her in the face. Blair could feel
 it. It was a hard, reverberating wave
 of lust, thumping through Coraline’s body and sending her flat on her ass down to the ground.

She was unconscious.

* * * * *
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C
 ORALINE FELT
 good
 .

She had never in her life felt as good as she did in that moment. She didn’t even know anything could
 feel this good. Her entire body felt like it was singing some incredible hybrid of all the favorite songs that had ever been stuck in her head for her entire life—every atom joining in on the chorus, chanting and moaning and adoring at the top of their little atomic lungs.

But moaning for who?

There was someone
 . A him
 . No—not just a “him,” a HIM.


But who was
 it? Did these girls know?

They just sounded angry and confused. Gathering all the strength of her limited brainpower, Coraline listened to Gabrielle and Blair going back and forth.

“What did we do?”

“What did we
 do?” Gabrielle put her hands on her hips. “What did you
 do? Why didn’t you tell me you had some weird self-defense stun gun thing in your room? You saw
 me pick it up!”

“I thought you brought it or something! You said your brother had one like it. I’ve never seen that thing before in my life!”

They were red-faced, standing, their hair all out of sorts.

Coraline rose up onto her elbows, giggling. “You guys are like, so freaked out. Do either of you want me to lick your pussies so you can chill?”

They turned in one motion, looking at her and staring in shock.

Gabrielle in particular looked offended. “What the fuck did you say, lesbo?”

“I wanted to know if you wanted me to lick your pussy.”

Her voice sounded different. That was funny. She giggled. It was soft and melodious, every last sound feeling feminine and free.

“Wh-what’s happening to her?” Blair asked. “There’s something happening, right? You see that, right?”

“See wazzat now?” Coraline asked.

Her voice, though smooth and silky soft, was a bit slurred. That only made sense. She felt drunk, like someone had mainlined a liter of vodka straight to her cerebral cortex.

But yes, she could see something
 happening.

Taking a look down at herself, she saw her skin rapidly becoming less and less pale and more and more beautifully tanned—bronze in color, the shading perfect. Not too much, not too harsh—just enough to make her entire palette look sun-kissed and blessed with a natural vigor that even the rich people living in coastal cities would pay a fortune to attain. She giggled, looking at it all.

Once upon a time, she had a bad problem with acne on her shoulders, her arms, even her thighs and belly. But now, as she examined herself—there was nothing of the sort. Her skin was smooth, blemish-less, completely without a flaw. Amazed at this result, she ran her hands up and down the changed skin—and collapsed again, feeling an uncontrollable urge to touch her pussy at such direct human contact.

Even a touch from herself
 was too much to handle.

Fingers stuffed up into her panties, she kicked off her sweatpants, finding it rather easy. Her legs were longer and stronger than they had been before. Not even five minutes ago, she had looked like a fried chicken drumstick, complete with crusty skin. Now her form was rapidly looking more and more like a supermodel’s—svelte, curvy, and graceful.


Very
 curvy, she noticed, fingers still stuffed inside her cunt. Her hips were twice as wide as her waist—and her waist was narrowing constantly.

“Stop fucking touching yourself, you fucking perv,” said Gabrielle. But her heart wasn’t in it. She too was too amazed by what she was seeing to actually be bothered to try and really stop Coraline from doing what she was doing.

Because the most amazing changes were still happening. Coraline’s hair had always been long. She didn’t take terrific care of it—not washing it enough or combing it ever—but there was some anime-loving part of her that wanted long hair just because
 .

She was a fucking nerd, obvi. Every girl like her was.

Now, though, she suddenly realized there was an even truer
 part of her that wanted long hair. She didn’t want it just because
 . She wanted long, sexy, vibrant, healthy hair just because it attracted men
 . Men wanted a bimbo babe with thick, long hair that advertised her body as something to be admired and adored. They wanted a trophy’s hair to play with as their cocks were sucked dry.

They wanted something to grab a hold of and whip around while they had their way with a woman whether she said yes or not. Men wanted to know that women were nothing but eager, helpless, happy decorations, every part of herself made pretty to please Him.

And that’s why her hair was long. And that’s why—though she watched with delight—she was not exactly surprised
 when her hair became thicker, shinier, and more vibrant before her very eyes. The color had been a ruddy, almost pukish brown before. Now it was a vibrant, hot walnut color, bright and delicious, so thick that it ran through her fingers like soft water. On its very own, it styled itself down her back into a long waterfall of tresses and locks, each one brighter and more voluminous than the last.

“God,” said Coraline, standing up with her fingers still in her snatch, feeling the hot current of orgasm running through her tight young body. “I’m so fucking hot
 .”

And she really was. Coraline tore off her thick sweater, standing up naked between Gabrielle and Blair. She was on her tippy-toes; she couldn't help but walk with her heels up. Maybe her calf muscles had shortened? She needed to put on some heels to help her.

It was then—only then—that they noticed that Coraline hadn’t been wearing a bra.

She hadn’t needed one, really. Though she had been overweight, her breasts didn’t exactly come as part of the package deal. Her mother had practically zero tits, and the same with her
 mother, and her
 mother, and so on. But now, Coraline’s tits grew rapidly, ballooning out first to the size of baseballs, then fists, then heavy, ripe melons. The flesh jiggled and shook, every current of air sending a spike of pleasure through her bliss-saturated system.

Her nipples progressed until they were hot little brown raspberries, ripe for picking. She flicked one, a flood of pleasure flooding her.

“Oh fuck, oh cool
 ,” she moaned, meanwhile forgetting everything she had ever learned in her life about biology in a matter of seconds. That sort of knowledge wasn’t needed for her future life as a bimbo fuckslave. If she could have been made aware of such an event happening, she would have wished the braincells farewell—before locking the door on them to ensure they never returned.

Her cunt gushed.

What finally made her double-over in mind-bending orgasm was seeing her face on Blair’s desk mirror. Once so plain and acne-scarred, painfully vanilla, Coraline’s looks were now exotic and delightful. She had gorgeous brown eyes and thick cock-sucking lips, a cute button nose and a certain elegant mystique that would mean that guys wouldn’t know what an airhead she was until well-after she opened her mouth. It was hotter that way—she could look more elegant and regal for Him
 that way when he paraded her around town.

Dropping to her knees, rapidly sliding her fingers across her clit, bliss cascading through her form, she let out a long happy moan of complete sexual rapture.

“I-I'm s-so so hot!”

Gabrielle and Blair just watched, dumbfounded, jaws agape, as Coraline vibrated and shook with pure sexual pleasure. Her body was covered over with a thick sheen of sexual sweat.

As her orgasm subsided, she could see that Blair and Gabrielle were both blushing furiously. Their bodies were covered in sweat. They were so pretty. Girls were so fucking pretty
 .

How had Coraline never noticed how fucking pretty
 girls were before? She thought she'd been asexual. How stupid was that
 ?

“Can I like, lick your pussies now?” she asked the two of them.

Blair and Gabrielle exchanged horrified looks, hesitating briefly. Then, without saying anything, they pushed her quickly out of the room.

Coraline was totally confused. What was their deal? Did they think she wasn’t any good at licking pussy?

Because Coraline knew she was fantastic
 at licking pussy. She knew she was fantastic, as a matter of fact, at every part of sex, despite being a complete virgin in even the most liberal usage of the word. Before tonight, she had hardly ever stuck her fingers into her cunt, let alone kissed a boy (and god forbid, a girl).

But now, sitting outside the closed door of Blair's room, sex was all she could think about.

Sex was all she fucking was
 . She needed it. She needed a lot
 of it.

Someone needed to help her out with it. And soon. She felt like her body was going to burst, even though she was thinner than she ever had been before.

She held her head to the air, sniffing. There was...something nearby. Something she wanted. Someone
 she wanted.

Giggling and skipping down the hall, she approached the door that belonged to Him
 . She already knew He was there. It only made sense.

She didn’t even have to knock. It was so perfect. He could smell
 her, she knew He could.

Instead, he opened the door. “Hey, Blair? Are you all...right...?”

His words trailed off as he saw Coraline there on her knees before him, looking up with a plaintive look on her face. She thought very hard about the most important sentence she would ever say in her life.

“I like, really really, super duper, totally need to suck your cock.” She licked her lips, drooling heavily. “Can I, pretty please?”

* * * * *
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L
 EONARD COULDN’T QUITE
 believe what was happening.

The whole day had been a bit of a surprise, really. First, he’d been rejected from Mountain State University, his number one choice for college. He had a few back-up schools still in the works, but that was the big one and he was properly devastated from not being able to go. They'd had the number one engineering school in the state.

He hadn’t told anyone—not even Blair, whom he usually shared everything with. The two were close—not properly close as brother and sister might be, but still close enough that they were good friends. She was a good listener, but she had enough on her plate with this party thing she was doing, and he didn’t want to bother her with his troubles.

The second thing that had been unbelievable was Gabrielle.

She was every sort of woman who got his cock hard. Rich, snobby, and gorgeous, every part of him wanted to fuck her until she was screaming his name and begging to be allowed to breathe.

Gabrielle hit his buttons so hard that he had been watching her from the banister above the entryway, covertly stroking his cock while she snootily picked away at his house’s furnishings and design choices.

It wasn’t that he wanted to fuck the snobbery out of her. He just wanted that snobby look to exist for everyone but
 him. Was that so much to ask? Was it so much to ask to want to fuck the everloving shit out of a stuck-up cunt who only existed for his pleasure?

As she quietly and deliberately tore down his adopted sister and his home, he got harder and harder. Her elitism was the definition of erotic for him.

Like, obviously it was too much to ask to fuck the everloving shit out of a stuck-up cunt who only existed for his pleasure. Obviously. He knew that. He wasn't stupid
 . He also knew he wasn't the type her type went for—he wasn't rich, tall and muscular, or famous.

But it wasn’t too much to ask to jerk off
 to it—and so that’s what he had been doing for the two hours since Gabrielle had arrived and he’d gotten a good, long look at her. The thought had crossed his mind—repeatedly—to try and interrupt Blair’s sleepover somehow, though he wasn’t sure quite how to do it and still look cool.

It was imperative to look cool, because if he looked like a geek for even a second, then Gabrielle would jump on him and all that amazing power of her beauty and cruel analysis would be turned on him. Then, he’d probably have trouble getting it up for like a month, and that whole section of his weird kink would be ruined probably forever. He'd have to re-align his kinks, and he fucking liked
 his kinks.

It was just too scary a thought to actually talk to her. So long as he didn’t, he couldn’t see the disapproval in those heartbreakingly hot green eyes. He could just keep seeing her gorgeous, snide elite looks, and he could insert those looks right at his side, with his hand sliding up that tiny dress of hers...

So, there were those two things—those were a weird mixture of surprising and bad, being rejected and the fear of being rejected.

And then there was this—with Coraline, on her knees right in his room.

Sucking his cock.

Sucking his cock amazingly
 well. Like, porn star good. She spat hard on his shaft to keep it lubricated, stroking it urgently and looking up at him with deep reverence. They were in his bedroom in the corner of the upstairs. The floor was carpeted, lucky for Coraline, who insisted on traveling everywhere on her knees—and the walls were covered with posters of all his favorite alt-rock and prog-rock bands.

His computer set up was in the corner alongside a guitar he barely knew how to play and a thick stack of books that were in desperate need of a good shelf. His bed was close to the ground and so his legs were splayed out, pants still awkwardly hanging at his ankles, and Coraline obediently and dutifully sucked him off.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “Jesus. You’re fucking amazing at that,” he said.

“Mmmph.” She just sucked him harder, puffy lips sliding over his rod, loving his praise.

His orgasm was close. He didn’t know what had happened to Coraline—when she had arrived, she seemed like such a fat, ugly mouse, especially compared to Gabrielle—but she was a fucking rocking pornstar goddess now. Long locks of her brilliantly brunette hair licked against his feet, sliding across her body and down between his legs.

“Shit,” he grunted. “I’m gonna cum. Gonna...gonna cum...”

The ball of white hot need erupted inside of him and he let it all go with a thick shudder. He shot his heavy load down her throat, groaning as she swallowed every last drop. She smiled at him, drool and cum splattered all over her chin and lips, and she was gorgeous. He stroked her hair, and she nuzzled her hand into his hand like a dog.

“Fuck, you’re so pretty,” he said, stroking her face.

“Thank you, Master.”

He let that sink in for a moment. He was short on breath—she had given him a hell of an orgasm.

“What does that mean,” he asked, “this Master thing? Why are you calling me that?”

“Because you are my Master. You are Him
 . Are you not, Sire? Should I not have sucked your cock?”

Well, he certainly wasn’t going to suggest that
 , but...

“Where did this...I mean, how...” he shook his head. “Help me out, here. A couple of hours ago you were...you were...”

“Ugly. Unattractive.”

She sneered while she said it. He felt his cock—somehow, amazingly—twitching with excitement.

“Yeah, I guess. And now you’re fucking smoking hot.”

She tittered happily. “Thank you, Master.”

“And you’re calling me Master, asking to serve me and all of this. What happened?”

Her face scrunched inward. “It’s hard to recall, Sir. Thinking is not my best skill.”

“Try.” He lowered his voice. “I...order...you to try.”

“Yes, Sir.” She put a hand to her head, licking her lips. He had to resist the urge to slide his half-hard cock against those plush love cushions and feel her suck him again.

She did this for a long while, thinking and thinking, her face squirming.

“I remember...I remember...waking up in Blair’s room. Blair is pretty. Gabrielle is really
 pretty. They both could service your cock like I do, if you really wanted.”

Her hands landed on her tits and she began to rub them intently. The room began to fill with a soft, erotic scent—like raspberries and cream and sex. Thick droplets of heavy, delicious-looking milk dripped through her fingers.

“Coraline,” he said, looking down.

“Mmm. Master.”

“Coraline,” he said again, more urgently. “You’re dripping.”

“Dripping?” She looked down. “Oh. Would you like some, Master?” She slipped up a fingerful of her milk and slurped it down, moaning rapturously. “I taste delicious.”

The smell of her milk was like heaven. He inhaled deeply, feeling a spicy, intoxicating mixture moving around in his belly and mind. It felt like there was an electrical dynamo operating in his belly.

His cock was hard again. Why was his cock hard again?

More importantly, how
 was his cock hard again? She’d just given him the orgasm of a lifetime. He didn’t think he would have been able to cum again for at least a day or so. And yet there he was, hard as hell and looking at this lactating, willing beauty as she offered him every single part of herself.

He gulped, standing up.

“I think...” he licked his lips slightly. “I think we need to have a talk with Blair about this.”

In moments, he had his pants back up around his waist—the crotch area stretching around his eager boner—and he knocked on the door of his adopted sister.

“Blair,” he said. “We have to talk. Something...something’s happened.”

She opened the door, just a crack, frowning deeply. “Sleepover, dude. No boys.”

Blair was sounding tough, but looked scared.

“Come on.” He was exasperated. “Something’s happened to Coraline. We need to talk about it.”

“Yeah,” said Coraline, suddenly at Leonard’s side. She leaned into his arm, softly kissing his shoulder, her tits docking around his bicep. “Something’s happened to me and we should talk about it. It’s super
 weird. I haven’t had his cock in me for like, five whole minutes? And it’s freaking me out.”

Blair flung the door open wide, enraged. “You put your cock
 in her?”

“I didn’t have...”

He was about to say he didn’t have a choice, but then, if Coraline was his slave—as she insisted—and he was her Master, then he supposed he really did
 have a choice. Then he looked at her body, so trim and tanned, so toned, so fucking busty
 , with hot milk dripping down from her tits making her all the more shiny and wet. He didn’t really
 have a choice, unless you were to say a starving man had a choice to not eat a hamburger that was passed under his nose. Maybe he had a choice, but it wasn’t exactly a fair one, was it?

“I didn’t think it through,” he said. “She just...fucking offered herself to me. And look at her. For god’s sake, Blair, she’s hot as hell.”

Blair did look. She looked for a long time. Leonard felt his cock bulging at that.

What the fuck was wrong with him? That was his sister
 .

His really, really attractive sister.

“But that’s not...that’s wrong
 ,” said Blair. “She’s been changed.”

“I didn’t know that! I just knew a hot babe wanted to fuck.”

“He’s got a point,” said Gabrielle, examining her nails on the bed.

“Thank you,” said Leonard. “See? I have a point.”

Blair huffed, tugging both he and Coraline into the room. “It’s still weird.”

She walked to her desk and gingerly picked up a plastic-looking toy gun and waved it in Leonard’s face. “Somehow,” said Blair, “this changed Coraline. We don’t know how or why. But Gabrielle shot her—”

“Excuse
 me?” Gabrielle stood up.

Leonard had to shift, hoping he could hide the boner growing even harder in his pants. She was even hotter when she was standing up—and now she was angry. Her cheeks flushed. Her legs were like the stems of some beautiful flower. He seriously wanted to fuck her, and even more now that he had broken his blowjob cherry with Coraline.

“I
 didn’t shoot her,” said Gabrielle. “She shot herself
 with that thing.”

“Well, you dared her to do it.”

“And you had it in your room! We can go down this rabbit hole all night long, bitch.”

Blair huffed, giving Leonard a look—you see what I’m dealing with?


Leonard really did. To be honest, watching Gabrielle verbally rake his adopted sister over the coals was incredibly hot for him, and he liked
 Blair.

Briefly, an image flashed in his mind—Gabrielle in sparkling black lingerie, staring at him with love and adoration in her eyes. The kind that Coraline already had. Her hand was on Blair’s head, with Blair kneeling before Leonard. Blair was apologizing, sorry she wasn’t as pretty as Gabrielle, but she was still bimbofied and hotter than ever thanks to the same thing that happened to Coraline. And Gabrielle, telling Leonard she needed so bad
 to be his girlyfriend loveslave, forced Blair’s head forward onto Leonard’s thick shaft, her cunt aching as she watched Leonard’s blond sister making love to his cock with her mouth, calling her a bitch, such a stupid, stupid bitch
 for not sucking his cock her whole life already...

The image faded quickly and Leonard had to look away, blushing. He coughed, hoping his boner wasn’t that evident—but it was evident enough that Coraline, right next to him, found it necessary to stroke his bulge through his pants.

Gabrielle took a long look at that and then—very minutely—licked her lips. Then she rolled her eyes, turning away.

Leonard felt his excitement grow—physically and emotionally. What was that about, that little lick?

There was something in the air. It wasn’t just the sex stench he had carried with him from his room. It was something more. Something tangible.

Something was happening. He fucking liked
 it.

“Whoever is to blame,” said Blair.

Gabrielle huffed again. “Not
 me—”

“—whoever or whatever,” Blair said, through gritted teeth, “we can’t just let it stand. We have to do something about it.”

Leonard gestured for Blair to give him the gun. Coraline, at his side, clapped gleefully as his palm fit over the handle, his finger resting on the trigger. It was a strange device. A little dial on the back with strange indicators and a receptacle at one end that was about half-drained of a thick white fluid.

“Weird,” he said, shaking his head. “You’re telling me, you just pulled the trigger and, voila, Coraline was transformed?”

To illustrate his point, he pulled the trigger. He thought it would be safe—he pointed it toward the door, where there was no one. Something
 exited the gun, something dense and invisible, a shockwave stiffening Leonard’s arm as he struggled to keep the gun steady. He was already thanking his goodness that he hadn’t actually fired it at someone, as he didn’t quite believe beforehand that it would fire at all.

At that very moment, though, his adoptive mother Margaret entered the room through the very door that Leonard had just fired at. “Hey girls, just wanted to check in on you. I know you’re not twenty-one yet, but I figured, what the hell, I’m cool, and—oh.”

The wave of lust hit her slowly. She had a bottle of whiskey in one hand and glasses in the other. Her knees buckled and she dropped to the ground, the whiskey rolling one way and the glasses in the other. A moan, long and pleasured, exited her mouth, and she rolled her neck long around like she had just received an amazing massage. She stared up at Leonard, licking her lips.

“Oh.” She said again, rubbing her hands all over her body. “Oh...Master.
 How may I serve your greatness?”

Leonard looked at Gabrielle and then Blair, both of them looking at him with horror in their eyes. “Ohhhh...” Leonard groaned. “...shiiiit.”

* * * * *
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I
 T WASN’T IDEAL. IT
 wasn’t even goddamn close
 . But if Margaret and Coraline weren’t allowed to slide their mouths up and down Leonard’s cock—if they weren’t allowed to adore him somehow
 —then they started crying. They got morose and loud, and their bawling was so high-pitched and giggly and weird that none of them could stand it.

It was Gabrielle who said for them to just suck his cock.

“If it keeps them quiet, I’m fine
 with it. I don’t give a shit if it’s weird. Just fucking stay quiet
 , for god’s sake.”

And yet, was that hunger she had seen in Gabrielle’s eyes? Was it need? A need to get down on her knees and service her adopted brother just like Blair refused to admit she herself was feeling? A need to see his cock out? To see it serviced?

Because Blair was feeling that, try as she might to ignore it.

It was the gun, she insisted to herself. She had taken it back from Leonard after he hit Margaret with it. She didn't trust him anymore.

Didn't trust all the weird, wet feelings she had when she looked at him.

Its effects weren’t like a bullet, hitting one target and then sticking inside. They were more like a bomb, or a gas, filling up an area. She had felt it before when Coraline had hit herself, and now that Margaret was changing, she felt it even more.

And oh god, was Margaret ever changing. Her stepmother had always been positively gorgeous. Blair rather resented that fact, and resented it more now that she saw how utterly erotic her every movement was as Margaret worked her beautifully puffy mouth up and down Leonard’s cock.

Like Coraline, her body had become sleeker, sexier, longer, and more busty. Her tits hung heavy, dripping milk into a puddle around Leonard’s feet. Precum and milk, instead of staining her body or making her some ungainly sticky sight like a pinecone trapped in a beehive, rubbed into her skin and made her appear even shinier and wetter. Everything about her new body promised youth, vigor, and hot wet dirty sex. Margaret was thirty-six years old, twice Blair's age. Now, though, Margaret easily could have passed for an eighteen year-old beach bunny.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, as Margaret pushed Coraline aside, sliding in and working her magic on Leonard’s cock. “Mom, that’s...that’s...that’s so good, Mom...”

It was disgusting. It was wrong. It was unbearably hot and Blair didn’t know how she was going to last the night without stealing away to the restroom so she could finger herself silly.

“I...really think I should go,” said Gabrielle. “This has been...crazy and weird? But I’m going to leave before any more accidents happen. I should have left right after the thing with Coraline. But...yeah. Going. Now.”

“N-no,” said Leonard, standing up. Margaret scooted backwards with ease as he moved, keeping her mouthy grip on his cock. “Fuck.” He swallowed, sliding a hand through Margaret’s thick, incredible expanse of long blond hair. It seemed to be producing its own light in the already brightly lit bedroom. “You can’t go. We have to figure this out first. You’re part of this.”

“I am not
 part of this,” said Gabrielle. “In fact, I should probably call the cops. They’re going to find out eventually, and if they do, I want them to know I didn’t have anything
 to do with it.”

“No!” Blair and Leonard cried together.

“No,” said Blair. “We can fix this, somehow. We don’t have to involve the cops. We can just...”

Her mind drifted. She thought of Gabrielle in a cop’s uniform, except a sexy parody of one with a deep plunging neckline. And then she imagined her bending over, her wrists wrapped in cuffs, moaning for Leonard’s dick to be shoved inside her.

“...just put it right in her,” said Blair.

Gabrielle looked at her quizzically, but then her own eyes went distant, those green emeralds going glassy and glazed.

She's thinking about the same thing I was, Blair realized. Or if not that, then something very close.

Leonard looked different. He seemed taller. More built. His cock looked enormous in Margaret's mouth, and it wasn't just because she had become smaller
 while somehow becoming taller
 .

“...no.” Gabrielle shook her head, as if trying to clear a fog. “Something is wrong
 here and I’m going to have the proper authorities get to bottom of it. My Daddy is a very important
 lawyer, and he’ll know what to do. My Daddy...”

She licked her lips, watching Margaret take an especially slow suck down Leonard’s cock.

“...Daddy...”

Blair watched with her. Her hands ran over her tits. They felt swollen somehow. She echoed Gabrielle. “...Daddy...”

Gabrielle shook her head again, breathing in deep. “I’m calling the cops!”

She lunged for the door. Blair lunged after her, tackling her to the ground. The gun went flying across the floor.

“No!” said Blair, promising herself that she was ignoring how amazing Gabrielle felt. “This is my whole family! We can’t be some fucking circus show for the press! What will they say? Incestuous household holds sex party, corrupts promising high school grads? I won’t have it.”

They rolled on the floor, jockeying for position. Blair thought she had the better of Gabrielle a number of times, but each time, Gabrielle’s superior strength and length in limbs won out the encounter. She was just too flexible and too strong to keep in one place for long.

Just too superior of a specimen. Blair felt weak before her. Weak and inadequate.

Leonard wasn’t helping. It was like he was getting off on it. She could see him fucking Margaret’s mouth urgently from the corner of her eye. His hands closed on Coraline’s, and together they forced Margaret’s willing mouth at rapid pace up and down his shaft.

Margaret, for her part, seemed to love it. The puddle between her legs grew and grew. Her body—entirely naked—was covered in hot wet milk from her own tits and Coraline's.

Blair had no idea if it was that sight or Gabrielle’s hot, slender body rubbing so hard on her own that was making her wet. She accidentally—very
 accidentally—rubbed her forearm across Gabrielle’s crotch in the melee, and could feel that it was hot as well. They were gasping. This felt less like a fight and more...more like something else, all of a sudden.

Gabrielle wound up on top. She grabbed a lamp from the nearby desk, holding it above her head like a club.

“You fucking bitch!” she screamed. “Nobody touches me! Nobody!”

Everything in her face was utterly serious about it. She was going to smash Blair’s face in.

Leonard grabbed Gabrielle’s wrist at the last second. It was like Gabrielle’s momentum was nothing. He was strong
 . How had he gotten so strong?

He lifted Gabrielle up and grabbed her by the arms, his hard, wet cock sliding against the back of her legs.  Blair saw his cock pushing against the gap in her legs and felt her heart skip. Struggling to keep her mind focused, she picked the gun back up.

“Coraline,” he said, “Tie her up. We’ve got to figure this out.”

* * * * *
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“O
 KAY,” SAID LEONARD
 , Margaret softly and slowly returning her mouth to his cock. “Let’s think about this.”

Gabrielle was now tied up. They used Blair's bed sheets to do it. Coraline stood right next to her, softly squeezing her own tits and giggling at all the milk spilling out of them.

“Now you want to think about it,” said Blair, full of bitter venom. “After fucking Margaret's mouth.”

Leonard shrugged. “...I don’t know. You guys said for me to fucking let her suck me off, what was I supposed to do?”


Be a Man. Take charge
 .

The thought came unbidden to Leonard’s head. He knew that’s what Blair really
 wanted, what every woman really wanted. They wanted a big, strong man to come into their life and take control of them. Order them around. Toss them this way and that. Smack them around a bit if needed—just enough to teach them their place and teach them not to give any lip.

Girls had to be taught what they were, that was all. Pretty pieces of property. Trophy decorations for a strong man to show off around town whenever he wanted everyone to know what a fucking stud he was compared to the rest of the dickless losers out there.

These feelings were coming on strong...but he knew they were real. They were True.

He was going to fuck Blair, soon. He had fucked Margaret. Why not Blair?

It wasn't like they were really related. He was adopted. He could fuck her and not think twice about it.

He let the notion settle in his mind. It felt Right.

“Fine,” said Blair. She was covered in a fine layer of sweat. It made her look sexy. He wanted to stuff his cock into her until she shut up forever. She tapped the gun impatiently against her leg. “Fine. Let’s work together. What do you think we should do?”

He held out a hand. It was thick and calloused. There hadn't been callouses there before tonight.

“Gimme the gun, first of all.”

“I don’t know,” said Blair. “I mean, I’m the only one who hasn’t made someone transform so far, so why don’t I—”

“Give me the fucking gun, Blair. Now.”

His tone brooked no disagreement. He made
 it that way. Blair gulped and nodded, handing it over. He could see in her eyes that she was hoping she did the right thing.

“That’s a good girl,” he said, looking at it.

She tittered nervously, smiling and toying with her hair. Was it just him, or was it getting longer? She didn’t used to have locks
 in her hair, did she?

Whatever. She looked hotter, that was for sure. Like a woman should when she was around a stud like him.

He had made his will known, and she had obeyed. That was Right. That was Good. That was how Good Girls Behaved. His cock pulsed in Margaret's mouth.

How was he still fucking hard? He had lost count of his orgasms. He kept having them. His balls felt thick and full. He'd done away with pants long ago. They only got in the way. Thick, dark hair was growing on his legs. It was Masculine. It was Right.

He looked at the gun, thinking hard. Thoughts were slow. Pleasure was constant from Margaret's attentions. It was an effort.

There was a dial on the gun. Lots of settings. Default, Nymph, Bimbo, Trophy, and Queen.

The dial was covered over with a thick, mostly transparent substance. He let out a small appreciative sound, thinking. After a second of tinkering, the dial came loose from its sticky covering, and he could change the setting as he pleased. But its ammunition was empty. A little receptacle on one side, like a vial.

It had been full of jizz. He could smell it. He Knew.

“We have to use the gun,” he said, nodding. This was the Path. He had Decided.

“What are you talking about?” said Gabrielle. “That fucking gun? That caused
 everything.”

She had long ago stopped asking to be untied. She knew Leonard wouldn't do it. He had said he wouldn't, and what He said, Was.

He was the Man. That was all there was to it. The gun's effects were making it easy to just revert to basic biological roles. To put everybody in the places they belonged.

The gun was a gift, Leonard knew.

“We have to fill the gun up,” he said. “It's out of juice.”

“Fill it? Why?” said Candice. “It's caused everything. Don't you understand? It's—”

“It can reverse the effects,” he said. It wasn't a lie. He just wasn't telling her he had no intention of doing that.

“What? Reverse them?”

“There’s this dial here,” he pointed at the back of the gun, showing Blair and Gabrielle. “I think if I can refill the gun’s ammunition, or whatever, then I can turn the dial back and make Margaret and Coraline back into what they were.”

Again, he could
 do that. Would he really?

Coraline began pouting. “I don't want
 to be normal again. I'm so fucking hot
 now. Don't change me back, Master, please?”

Margaret momentarily moved off his cock, nodding. “Yes, Master.” She still stroked him. “I'm so happy being your bimbo slave. Don't make me change.”

Leonard's ego swelled. It would
 be wrong to do his girls wrong like that. They really, really needed his strength. His Power.

A single, solitary, moral voice inside of him screamed and shouted, telling him to stop, that this was wrong. That this was horrible
 .

Margaret slid her mouth back onto his cock, looking up at him with big blue empty eyes. He forgot about any kind of right or wrong except for the sensations in his body.

And what he felt now was entirely Right.

“She’s been sucking your cock for like...a while, man,” said Gabrielle. “Are you sure you want her to return to normal? What if she remembers it all?”

Leonard shrugged. “It'll work out.”

She wouldn't remember, he thought. She would only remember his cock. Service to him.

Just like you, Gabrielle.

“How do you really know this will work?” asked Blair. “Every time we've used the gun so far, it's only caused more shit to happen.”

Leonard let her see the gun, holding it out. Why was he toying with them so much? If he wanted, he could just have Coraline and Margaret hold her down.

Some familial obligation, perhaps. To set her mind at ease?

“There’s different settings,” he explained. “It’s been pretty well set on ‘Bimbo.’ I think it was like, crusted there or something? Like, dried jizz glued it there. But it came loose when I pulled at it.”

“Gross,” said Gabrielle, sticking her tongue out.

Leonard thought heavily about how he was going to coat her tongue in jizz.

“What are the other settings?” asked Blair. Her gaze kept drifting down to Margaret sucking his cock. She kept biting her lips and moaning softly.

He peered at the gun under the light, turning it this way and that, making sure of what he read earlier. “It’s kind of faded, but it says default—I guess that’s just normal. Then nymph. Then bimbo—where it was. Then trophy. And then...queen.”

“Queen?” asked Gabrielle, suddenly interested.

“Oh my god, don’t even think about it,” said Blair. “It’s not like a real queen. It’s probably whatever pervert who made this, it’s their
 version of a queen. It’ll probably make you like, some sexy version of the evil bitch from Snow White.”

Leonard’s breathing became heavy and heated. “You really think so?”

That would be so fucking hot. Goddamn.

Making Gabrielle a Queen. Making Gabrielle his
 Queen.

Her fucking hotness stroking his cock while she sneered at Blair, Coraline, and Margaret. Cooing in his ear about how she was better than all of them. Making that hot fucking “fuck you” face to them while she looked back at him with total adoration.

Shit. Shit. That was so hot.

He came, jerking and spasming, down Margaret's throat. She moaned in appreciative orgasm—but he was still hard. He still needed it.

He still needed to fuck Gabrielle hard.

“Sir...” Blair coughed, slowly. She grabbed Leonard's arm. He saw her neck layer with heavy flushed skin. “Leonard. You need to...”

She nodded at the gun, its empty receptacle.

Watching his sister while he continued to come, his orgasm massive and long, Leonard smiled and pulled his still-spurting cock out of Margaret and over the gun, filling it up with one explosive eruption. His cum sprayed across the gun's surface and then down on the floor. 

Margaret, cum dangling from her lips, watched with happy glazed eyes and then bent over, lapping up the cum from the strands of the carpet.

“My boy is so powerful,” she said, licking her lips with a tongue turned totally pink. “So strong.”

Blair stepped back from them both, clearly having some kind of moment of clarity. Perhaps she sensed what was going to happen. The gun was ready, now, and so was Leonard.

He looked at Gabrielle with lust in his eyes.

A Queen.

Fuck. Yes.

“You're going to change them back now, right?” Gabrielle asked, shifting in her bindings. She was doing her best to look bored, even though Coraline was sucking her own tit right in front of her face.

Blair shifted, her steps mincing this way and that. Sweat poured down her brow. Her nipples were completely erect. She knew which way the wind was blowing. She could see the way he was looking at Gabrielle—saw how he changed the dial all the way up to Queen.

“Leonard?” Blair said. She put her hand back on his arm. It slid up his bicep, squeezing there. Tightening her grip. “Just...just leave me out of it, okay? Leave me out of it, and do whatever you want. Okay?”

He smiled, coming close to Gabrielle, grinning deeply. “Sure, Blair. Whatever you say.”

It was easy to lie to a woman. It was the easiest thing in the world. By the time she figured it out, it would be too late.

Gabrielle's mouth dropped. She was finally figuring it out. She was gorgeous when she was upset. She was gorgeous when she was everything
 . Her mouth—so precious and perfect—turned into a perfect O-shape, her eyes wide and furious.

“You piece of shit!” she shouted at Blair. “You fucking slime! You ingrate cunt! I’ll fucking kill both of you! I’ll murder both of you in your fucking house
 and I’ll still get away with it because my Dad is
 —”

Leonard aimed the gun at her face and fired. “I’m your Daddy, now.”

Gabrielle shook, her head lolling backward, a deep moan leaving her body. Leonard enjoyed watching this—the process. He hadn't seen Coraline's, and he had been horrified for some weird reason when it happened to Margaret.

But with Gabrielle, it was sensational. He witnessed her every single feature become more perfect. Her eyes, already emerald green, became bright shining beacons of erotic delight. Her lips thick, permanently wet and shiny. Her hair grew an extra two feet, easily stretching down to the middle of her thighs—which elongated with the rest of her legs, her torso shrinking while her tits expanded and her hips slowly advertising a more and more fertile self—a wide pair of babymaking hips that he knew he needed to fill up immediately
 .

Gabrielle looked up at Leonard, smiling, grinning
 wide, easily breaking free of her bindings and standing up. Her pajamas—formerly sexy—were now downright pornographic. She tore off the leggings, leaving her in lace boyshorts and a shirt that was now little more than a tight crop-top clinging to her thick, buoyant tits.

Where Margaret and Coraline were almost cartoonishly sexy, though, Gabrielle made it all work. She looked like she could belong in an underwear catalog. She made it look classy
 . Elegant. Regal
 .

A Queen.

“My Adoration,” she breathed, pushing her tits against Leonard's chest and sliding her arms around his neck. “Oh, my King
 . I didn't...I didn't know
 . Forgive me?”

She leaned in slowly for a kiss, hoping, aching. He took her by the chin and indulged her, sliding his tongue between her lips, welcoming her tongue in his. Her body melted against his, her soft thighs sliding urgently against the sides of his gigantic cock as it streamed out layers and layers of precum.

Slowly, with some regret, he ended the kiss.

“You’ll be my perfect girlfriend from now on,” he instructed her.

She nodded. Her hair framed her face perfectly. She was an angel. “Your perfect girlfriend from now on.”

“You’ll seduce your dad to get more money out of him. You’ll give it all to me. I’m the one who really deserves it.”

“You’re the one who really deserves it,” she gushed, kissing his chin. The way she ground against his body had trapped his cock between her torso and his; it felt heavenly. “Please. I’d be so happy to give you all of it
 , Master. My King
 . Truly, I would.”

She slipped down from him, letting him go. His cock was hard and wet against her pajamas. A long slimy trail was left on her clothes, her body.

“Darling? Master?” Gabrielle's voice was becoming a sexy contralto. “What are we to do with her
 ?”

He looked with Gabrielle over toward Blair, who had started backing up toward the window. Her hands were wringing in her shirt. It was obvious the last pulse of the gun had gotten to her a bit. She was drenched with sweat from head to toe, pulling off her clothes, giggling and swatting her face, trying to stay alert.

Coraline got in front of the door to the bedroom, blocking her exit, anticipating her Master's need. Margaret began circling to one side, strutting slowly, smiling with great indulgence at her stepdaughter.

“Blair, you know...” He put a hand on his cock. Gabrielle quickly pushed it aside and replaced it with her own, stroking him eagerly.

“Tell her, Master.” Gabrielle’s eyes sparked with clear eagerness. “Tell her what you need
 from her. She’ll have to obey. She won’t have a choice.”

“W-hat the hell is s-she talking about?” Blair gulped “We h-had a deal, Leonard. We...you took care of Gabrielle, and I—I—I...”

“I never agreed to a deal,” he said. He rolled his neck this way and that, smiling deep as Gabrielle sneered righteously at Blair's confusion. A living fantasy.  “I just did what you couldn’t do. But now that all our ducks are in a row...I can’t just let you tell other people about this. It has to be a secret.”

Gabrielle, tall and perfect, nodded against his head. Her nimble hands stroked across his hard chest and she made a deliberately gorgeous pouty face. “She’ll ruin all
 our fun
 , Master. Don’t let her. Please? Let us keep being so
 fun for you. We’re so eager to please you...make her like us. Make her breed
 for you. Girls with babies don't turn on their Man.”

Blair backed up against the wall, or tried to. Her bed was right there and she tripped down onto it. In less than a moment, Margaret was there on top of her, holding down her arms.

“N-no!” Blair cried.

It was too late. Leonard already had the Bust Gun in hand, ready to use on her in a moment's notice. He shoved it onto her head and pulled the trigger, hard
 , the dial set to Trophy.

He could have made her a Queen, sure. Or a Nymph. Even a Bimbo. But he set it on Trophy.

As hot as it was to think of Gabrielle being so far above all
 his bitches, it was hot too to imagine Blair being just
 almost as good as Gabrielle.

She transformed beneath him as he climbed onto her body and ripped off all her clothes, sliding his cock against her virgin cunt. She looked somewhat older—more mature. When her eyes flipped open, they were sultry and full of lust.

“Yes
 ,” she moaned, stroking his chest. “Yes, my Love. Please
 . Enter me now
 ! Fuck me, Big Brother!”

He needed no more permission than that. His cock, hovering right over her soaking wet entrance, slammed into her tight, virginal cunt, breaking all resistance. Beneath him, her body shook with a tremendous wave of orgasm. His thrusts were immediate and piston-like, vicious. He fucked her brutally, ruthlessly, animalistically.

He needed to breed.

“Fuck!” moaned Blair. “Oh fuck, Big Bro! Oh shit, Master! It's so good! Your cock is so fucking good inside me!”

He Knew it was. He was the Man. His Cock was always good. That was just how the world worked. Leonard took a grip around her throat and pulled Gabrielle close—lifting her up off the ground with one arm and crushing her against his body on the bed. Gabrielle whimpered with appreciation for his massive strength, her tongue melting against his while his thick, gigantic cock violated his sister's cunt.

“Cum in her, my Love,” Gabrielle moaned. “You have to. You have to, soon
 .” She tugged herself tight against him, thick milk sliding down her tits. “You have to so you can fuck me
 .”

That was enough to send him over. Leonard looked back down at Blair—her beautiful new, tit-heavy body, her elongated torso, her wide wide birthing hips—and he emptied out another load. It was the fourth or fifth or tenth or twelfth in the past hour, but it was just as potent as all of those countless shots—thick, hot, white syrupy loveseed blasted into her and filled her whole.

Almost the second that he came in her, Gabrielle pushed him off Blair and exposed his cock so she could wrap her tight young mouth around it. Her hair was thick and shining, like CGI in real life, pushing across his wet torso and thighs. Gabrielle took thick loads of his cum into her mouth—he couldn't stop cumming—and then removed herself from his cock, jacking him slowly while she swallowed his seed down and laughed with glee.

Leonard was in shock at how hot she was. “Fuck, but I’ve wanted you.”

Gabrielle smirked wickedly. “I know.”

She pushed back from Leonard and spread her legs on the bed, pushing Coraline, Margaret, and Blair aside. They were all cumming, still, feeling the after-effects of the aura of their Master's orgasm. Blair especially was mindlessly raving, mouth opening and closing like a lost fish.

Leonard climbed on top of Gabrielle and entered her right away—another virgin deflowered, and easily. Her cunt pulsed with quick, nonstop orgasms as his cock filled her up. She squeezed him like a glove down there, unending in her need to please him.

“Tell me I’m the hottest one,” Gabrielle moaned. “Tell me you want me even more than you want your fucking sister.” She pulled him close, whispering hot in his ear. Her milky tits crushed against his chest. “Tell me you want to fuck me more than you want your mommy.”

“I do.” He pulled her even tighter against his body, and then spun around, crushing her into the wall above the bed. With ease, he lifted her legs up over his shoulders, feet knocking behind his head. “I want you more than either of them.”

“I’m your queen
 .” Her words stretched out longer as he thrust into her more virulently. “Your only queen. The one you need
 .”

Coraline, Margaret, and Blair all rose back up next to Leonard, sliding their hot, young, perfect bodies against his legs as he drilled Gabrielle into the wall. Their tits, so heavy with milk and leaking so profusely, leaked endlessly, soaking his skin with their liquid and also soaking the bed.

“Fuck her, Master,” Margaret moaned. “Fuck your Queen.”

“Fuck her, Master,” said Coraline. “Fuck her because she's better
 than us.”

Fuck. They knew. They knew
 . Even they
 knew the lay of the land. His thrusts became frantic, out-of-control. This was the biggest orgasm yet. He could feel it building, unstoppable, his willpower crumbling—they all fucking knew
 that Gabrielle was their Queen, shit!

He emptied inside of her—truly emptied, his balls draining as he fucked her full of every ounce of seed he could carry. In perhaps an hour, he might be able to go again, but that cum took everything out of him.

Slowly, he let Gabrielle back down on the bed. All the girls were licking his dripping seed from her legs and his balls.

“God,” said Gabrielle, giggling and rubbing her belly. “I'm fucking pregnant. I can feel it already. Aren't you, Blair?”

Blair nodded. “Mmmhmm. Our Darling is so fucking virile. What a God he is.”

Leonard turned. Maybe he would make Blair into a Queen after all. That was hot, wasn't it? To have two Queens. Didn't he deserve that?

He shifted on the wet bed, milk squishing underneath him into the sheets, and looked over the edge of the bed. The bust gun was there, but as he reached for it, it dissolved—disappeared right before his very eyes.

He couldn’t say for sure, but he felt like it hadn’t been destroyed. It was more like it had disappeared—teleported, maybe. Transported itself to some other lonely man in need, surrounded by beautiful, rudderless women who were in desperate need of a fuck and a strong sir to guide their feckless, directionless wills to a noble cause—serving a Master’s cock with all their heart and soul.

That was Right. That was Good.

He slid back into bed, kissing Gabrielle hotly and whispering in her ear about all the ways he needed her to sneer and rule superior for him. She listened intently, nodding with excitement at each one, stroking her God's cock, eager to take him to higher and higher levels of erotic delights.

# # #
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Bust Gun: The Shoot
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T
 here was a storm approaching
 in the distance.

Lewis had known it was coming—had warned Nadine and the models all morning—but they had elected to ignore them.

“We’re on a schedule,” Nadine had told him. “If we don’t shoot because of every last little storm warning out here, we’ll never shoot.”

The veteran photographer had a point—rain was common on the tropical island of Firagi where they were, deep in the Pacific Ocean. But this wasn’t just rain
 , it was a serious storm, and it was likely to all blow them away if they didn’t get to shelter soon. He could see the black clouds on the horizon, getting blacker by the minute. Lightning streaked across the sky. There was a whole crowd of clouds—like a battlefield line, like a giant dark mud trench dug into the atmosphere.

So, with all this information, why wasn’t he raising his voice? Why wasn’t he stopping the shoot?

Well, because he was too busy memorizing the curves of Isabelle Herrera and Rebeca Costa, of course.

He’d done modeling shoots before. All kinds of shoots, really—movies, television, documentaries. He’d worked as a gopher for two years at various studios before finally getting moved up to personal assistant, and this was his first major gig where he’d have a chance to prove himself to someone with actual importance
 in the industry. Blonde and short, gifted with a natural eye for shapes and colors, Nadine Van Dorn was a legend at just thirty-five years of age in the fashion industry—she had turned shit to gold with more frequency than was thought possible.

And with Rebeca Costa and Isabelle Herrera, she wasn’t working with shit—she was working with premium-grade diamond-laced platinum, and everyone involved knew it.

They were the two highest paid models in the world. Isabelle Herrera in particular—Lewis knew for a fact, because he had looked it up that morning on the island’s weak-ass WiFi—made over twenty-five million dollars last year alone. Her net worth—with all her combinations of fashion lines, perfumes, investments, and real estate—was more than most corporations. All of that only served to make his dick harder as he watched her, genuinely amazed at the beauty she expressed in every small motion of her utterly perfect body.

Hot. Rich. Untouchable.

He was practically drooling, watching the two beauties pose together. They wore dark bikinis, their impossible thin, tight, tall bodies a shiny bronze from the sun and the water.

Isabelle was tall, dark-haired, and busty. She was slender—obviously, she was a model—but she didn’t have that coke-chic look that so many fashion-circuit models had. Her body was toned and fit, a model of perfect health.  She boxed regularly and did the kind of yoga every morning that Lewis desperately needed to stop spying on unless he wanted to be charged for stalking.

Rebeca could have passed for Isabelle’s sister, only with deep brown hair with subtle blond highlights and streaks instead of dark black. She was the more naturally skinny of the two, but like Isabelle, could have easily posed on the cover of a fitness magazine with as much grace as she did on the cover of anything else. They were sliding their asses against each other in the lapping waves, tossing their hair this way and that as they fed the camera look after cock-hardening look. Lewis thought he was in heaven.

In the distance, though, the lightning closed in. He couldn’t keep quiet anymore. Someone might get hurt.

“Uh, ladies,” he called. “That lightning is really getting close. I think it's getting dangerous.”

Nadine put her camera down, shielding her eyes to look down the horizon at the storm. She swore.

Isabelle, who had been smiling in a pretty, invitational way for the camera, immediately dropped her nice girl act and began to sneer.

“Who said you could talk?” The famous model put a hand up, looking at Nadine. “Who the fuck said that little dog could talk? He’s ruining the mood, Nadine.”

Nadine turned back at Lewis, giving him a look—I told you to keep quiet, didn’t I?


Then she turned back to the models, her face contorting in a sad, apologetic expression.

“I hate to say it, Isabelle, but I think he’s right. We’ve got to wrap it up for the day.”

Without any further debate, the two models began trudging out of the water. The liquid was beautiful and clear, foaming around their legs. He couldn't help but wish that he could deliver a little liquid and foam on their legs, even as Isabelle advanced on him angrily.

Rebeca looked slightly disappointed, but also seemed to immediately shrug it off. Her attitude—much like Lewis’s, he felt—appeared to be that they were in paradise, so why get bothered by anything?

Once back on the beach, Isabelle turned to look at the clouds gathering, putting her hands on her hips and then turning back on Lewis in a vicious rage. “Why in the hell did you think you could just let us sit
 in that water with a storm getting so close? We could have been killed
 !”

She was right in front of him now, her bombastic chest heaving in her tiny black bikini. Her legs were long and shining and he had to fight every urge in his body not to drop to his knees and start licking her shins.

To say that she had an effect on him was a large understatement.

“I don’t know what to say,” he said, spreading his hands and talking straight to her breasts. They were perfect, but slightly less intimidating than her sensationally-featured angry face. “First, you want me to say nothing, now you want me to talk.”

She raised an eyebrow, holding up a hand. The fingers had been manicured to perfection.

“You want to make me look stupid, is that it? You little shit.”

He gulped and shook his head. “I really don’t. You couldn’t possibly look stupid.”

“And now you’re looking
 at me, is that it?”

He couldn’t really lie—the most beautiful woman in the world, a woman he’d had a crush on for his entire adult life, was standing in front of him wearing a tiny, skimpy bikini that he'd be jerking off to in a matter of hours. Of course he was staring at her.

“Yes?”

Her eyes seemed to light on fire. She was a model, and was able to capture the full intensity of her emotions in a single look. Right now, all that intensity was directed at him, hoping to make him feel like an insignificant piece of shit.

It was working really, really well.

“If you look at me like that again—if you look at me full again the entire time that I’m here, do you know what I’m going to do?”

Right away, Lewis averted his eyes. “No, ma’am.”

“I’m going to fucking end your career.” Her accent was thick and exotic and made even her dressing-down sound erotic and pleasurable. “In this business. In any
 business I find you in. I’ll make you a very special project of mine, do you understand? I’ll have private investigators follow you around and give me reports. I’ll bribe every boss who thinks to hire you and get you kicked out of every town you walk in. Planted evidence. Suddenly you’re involved in shitty sex slavery rings and drug cartels. Do you understand me, little man? I’ll have you chemically fucking castrated
 if you look at me like that again. You don’t deserve
 to look at me like that. You hear me?”

His nods were constant. “Yes ma’am. I’m sorry, ma’am.”

“Shut up. Don’t speak. I don’t want to hear your rotten little pussy voice. Get out of here.”

He started to walk back towards the hut, but that’s where she was going. So, instead, he trudged through the sand toward the water, where Nadine was still standing and gathering up her equipment into a small bag on her hips.

Nadine was a shapely, attractive woman. If she wasn’t flanked on this beach by two impossibly gorgeous models, Lewis probably would have been too intimidated to talk to her.

But as things stood, she felt more like an older sister—someone he could confide in and count on during this weird, tough time.

“Don’t listen to her,” said Nadine. “She’s just upset about the storm. She just got divorced, you know? Fucking football player wants to ruin my
 photo shoot because he gets a hard-on for a hooker. Who fucking cheats on a supermodel? Christ.” Nadine shook her head. “Anyway, her temper is high and I think—but don’t you fucking repeat this—I think she’s a little
 bit drunk. I’m sure she’s going to apologize to you later tonight.”

She walked back to the cabin where they stayed, and he remained on the beach, kicking sand around and hoping to let Isabelle calm down some more until she just forgot about him. It was the best he could truly hope for. Maybe Nadine thought she would apologize, but Lewis very much doubted it.

There was a back door to his room, and he was heavily considering using it instead of going through the front. The problem was twofold, though—he wanted a drink to steady his nerves, which he could only get by actually moving through the main room of the cabin (they had a very nice bar), and he also really wanted to look at Isabelle and Rebeca again because they were just so goddamn hot.

Probably they would be slipping into casual clothing, sweatpants and tight tank tees, but on bodies like theirs that was as sexual as lingerie on a regular woman.

Of course, if he was caught looking at them, he’d likely be subjected to another round of humiliation from Isabelle. And frankly, even with as hot as she was, it wasn’t worth it.

Not entirely, anyway. He had to admit some
 arousal from having her attention focused on him like that. Later, when he jerked off to her being so incensed and angry, he had already decided that he was going to imagine her saying those things to some shadowy third-party while she was wrapped around his own
 waist, adoring him but humiliating the others.

Wouldn’t that be hot? Wouldn’t that make it somehow okay?

The embarrassment he felt would still be there, but at least it would be mitigated a little. He knew he shouldn’t feel embarrassed, really, that she was just being a bitch, but—at the same time—beauty held power over him, and beauty being that mad at him was hard to take.

There was a thick hole where his soul felt like it should be, eating away at itself with every second.

Only beauty, belonging to him, could fill it.

The beach sand slowly coalesced into beautiful grass lined with several rows of palm trees, already bending and waving in the heavy winds from the oncoming storm. The land here was beautiful and rich—every time he stepped outside from the cabin, it came as a shock to him how everything he walked through looked like a painting.

At the base of one palm tree he saw something strange and shining. Curious, he investigated, finding a small looking device that looked like a toy gun. It was green and orange, with several concave layers around the barrel. There was a vial at the back end connected to a dial. The vial was largely empty except for a small layer of thick white liquid that looked like...

“Is that jizz?” he asked, disbelieving.

He examined the gun more—the name of which was the J-Power BG450.
 The dial on it had multiple settings in faded letters—Default, Nymph, Bimbo, Trophy, and Queen.

He toyed with the dial a bit, finding it somewhat sticky to move the first few tries. He left it, after toying with a bit, in the Trophy setting, for no other reason than it was the one setting that he felt seemed the most real.

The hell did a toy gun with “Bimbo” on it mean? What kind of toy was it?

At least he could understand the idea of a gun being used to take trophies, like a hunter in the Serengeti.

Still investigating the gun, not quite pulling the trigger though he was tempted, he returned to the cabin as the first waves of rain began to pour down.

* * * * *
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L
 ATER THAT NIGHT, ISABELLE
 still had not apologize for her blow-up, and Lewis continued to keep his distance.

Rebeca felt bad for the poor guy. He was just a kid trying to make his way in the world, clearly enamored with the beauty on display before him. It wasn’t exactly fair to blame him for being attracted to Isabelle and Rebeca. They were supermodels, after all, and it was essentially the entirety of their job to be attractive to males.

And females, for that matter.

God, thought Rebeca, the wings of her thoughts drifting too close to the metaphorical sun. Wouldn't it be nice
 to attract some females?

One in particular.

Rebeca took a long gulp of the chilled wine in her hand, sitting at the small bar in the living room of their shared suite. Her tight, beautiful body was clad in a simple pair of tight yoga pants and a tight sweatshirt, her perky-but-slight bust barely noticeable inside it. She had the hood of the sweatshirt drawn up over her hair, feeling cold from the wine.

Originally, they were supposed to all have their own cabin—even (and especially, for Isabelle, who was notoriously short-tempered with the “help”) the photographer’s personal assistant Lewis.

But with the storm coming in and the hotel short-staffed because of the holiday weekend, the manager had advised them all to consolidate and sleep in one of their biggest suite cabins. It was large and luxurious, sporting all the same amenities as the private cabins.

It even had two hot tubs, not that they could use them with the storm so rapidly approaching. Or, they could
 use them, but as they were outside, it would be tempting fate a little too much to sit in a giant pool of water during a thunderstorm.

If the storm got too wild, now, their cabin placed them in one of the safest spots on the island. At the same time, there was no chance of someone getting lost or turned around in the storm if they wanted to check in on the others or find some company during the night. Rebeca had thought it a brilliant idea. She was always happy to be closer to others when she got the chance.

Isabelle, thrillingly introverted as always, hated it.

“I hate this,” Isabelle glowered, walking up to the bar and pouring herself a tall vodka. She was dressed in tight yoga leggings—red and black—and an over-sized sweater that bared her midriff when she moved too fast. She looked fucking fantastic. “You know I hate this.”

“I do.” Rebeca nodded, putting on her best sympathetic look. Isabelle wouldn’t notice if Rebeca was full of doting feelings for her, but she would
 notice if Rebeca didn’t seem to care about her troubles—which in Isabelle’s mind were always far more important than anyone else’s.

“We shouldn’t even be drinking,” Isabelle said, taking a long drink. “We’re in the middle of a shoot. I’m going to have such
 lines under my eyes tomorrow.”

Rebeca shrugged. She wouldn’t over-drink; a glass of wine was all she really needed to unwind. Isabelle, though, usually needed quite a bit more to find her own personal happy space, and especially now after that idiot Antone had cheated on her, instigating the divorce.

It was unfortunate, really. For so long, Isabelle had been able to put whatever she wanted in her body, and then she would just work it off the next day. But more and more the older model was finding it impossible to do such things. Her biology was fading on her, even if her beauty hadn’t quite yet. At a few years past thirty, her shelf-life was getting limited for the first time in her career, and Isabelle wasn't taking it well.

Rebeca knew all the intricacies of Isabelle’s life down to the smallest detail. She knew her favorite flowers, what sort of meals pleased her and what meals she only acted
 to be pleased with. She knew the kind of men she liked—tall (so she could wear her tallest, most luxurious heels around him and still feel tiny), devastatingly handsome, and built like a Greek statue.

The reason she knew all this because Rebeca was, of course, completely smitten with Isabelle and had been for years.

In the media, they played up the image of being the very best of friends. And, to their credit, Rebeca did
 think she was Isabelle’s best friend.

Too often, Isabelle was moody and catty, driving others away and refusing to listen to the counsel of others. She had hardly needed to, after all. For more than twelve years, she had been the highest-paid, most sought after model in the world. All she had to do was smile for the camera and act nice at fan events, and she could be as ruthless and unforgiving as she wanted backstage at fashion shows and during photo shoots.

Somehow, Rebeca had managed to sidestep all that nastiness from Isabelle. She suspected it was because they were from the same South American country and had practically grown up in the business together. She listened to all of Isabelle’s horrible gossip, and indulged her paranoia about younger models threatening to take her place—going so far as to corroborate Isabelle’s insane stories about witnessing the competition doing lines of coke or shooting up heroin when they were supposed to be on call for time-sensitive shoots. Rebeca even made surreptitious phone calls to make
 those other models late, pretending to be hospitals or funeral homes with terrible news.

Morality didn't quite matter to Rebeca when Isabelle's pleasure was on the line. To see her love smile
 at her...

It filled her up completely. For months and months.

So—Rebeca suspected
 that Isabelle’s niceness toward her was because of that. But what she hoped...well.

She very much hoped it was because somewhere in that twisted, cool heart of hers, Isabelle loved Rebeca as much as Rebeca loved her.

She had nurtured the crush since more than a decade prior when they had come into the business together. That very first photo shoot they had been on together, Rebeca fell deeply, madly in love with her. Dumb and young and flighty, Rebeca hadn’t thought much of the crush at the time.

Rebeca was beautiful and single and elite—she was certain she’d find someone who was attracted to her as much as she was attracted to Isabelle sooner or later. And she was right—she did. Photographers. Movie stars. Rockers. Even a prince. Only, she didn’t care.

Rebeca had kept her virginity for years now, never once sleeping with a man. She didn’t care
 about any of the men she came across. The only woman she wanted to sleep with was Isabelle. She paid high-class prostitutes to dress up like her and dance like her and talk like her and walk like her, but it wasn’t the same.

She needed Isabelle
 , not some whore substitute.

The problem was that, even if she somehow got over horror at facing Isabelle’s scathing rejection (and if Isabelle rejected her, a woman, it would
 be scathing if not outright annihilating), there was still the little problem of Isabelle’s religiosity.

Oh yes, she was Catholic as hell. Not in the way that advertised hope and friendliness towards her neighbors. Certainly not in the way that practiced giving toward others and donating to charity and all of that. Not even very much in the way of actually going to church more than a handful of times a year.

But Catholic enough to believe that sex with another woman was an absolute no-no?

Oh yes. Isabelle was Catholic enough for that.

Rebeca knew this for sure, unfortunately. She was the one who heard Isabelle talking about other models—openly lesbian models—and the sick lives they led living in sin. And all the while, Rebeca had to hold her tongue, knowing that if she back-talked Isabelle in the slightest then she wouldn’t be able to pine after her crush in an up-close fashion for any longer.

It was a special sort of hell. Rebeca at least got some incredible fuel for her finger-fucking fantasies out of it—better than pretty much every male alive. She’d seen Isabelle naked more times than she could count, and saw her live and in person in every kind of lingerie and tiny fuck-me outfit and preposterously sexy heel, though she absolutely tried to catalog each and every image in her head for her own perverted posterity. Candid shots of Isabelle, taken secretly, filled Rebeca's phone.

She turned to Isabelle, opening her mouth for conversation, but Isabelle just rolled her eyes in tired frustration and quickly downed her drink, retreating back to her room.

Rebeca sighed, taking a long sip of her wine, wishing she could have looked at Isabelle for longer. She honestly couldn't get enough of the supermodel beauty. Her appearance was like a drug, and Rebeca was as hopeless an addict as they came.

Lewis walked by, tripping through the room and rushing past. Rebeca smiled at him as he entered and exited, but he was hunched over, like he was covering something. A boner, probably.

She felt bad for the young man, honest. And he, like it or not, was
 an essential part of the operation on the shoot. If he got pissy and started doing a shit job, then it would throw all their efforts into chaos. Outside, the storm began to pick up, rain splattering down heavily. Thunder cracked and boomed, lightning flashing shadows through the window.

There was supposed to be a television in the room with working reception, but of course it wasn't—the storm threw everything off. There was a pile of movies next to the screen, but none of them looked particularly good.

She ought to make peace with the guy. Maybe give him a thrill. Something to jerk off to. Why not? She was a little drunk. Touch his arm just so, smile at him in that sultry way she had mastered, bite her lip—give him some fucking fuel for fantasy, just like she needed from Isabelle. It would feel good
 to do that, wouldn't it?

Like charity.

She knocked on Lewis’s door. It wasn't lost on her that she wasn't dressed modestly—her tight yoga pants made her ass look obscenely sexy, and though the sweatshirt wasn't exactly tight,
 her curves were more than enough to make it look hot. The alcohol thrummed in her veins.

Have a little fun, let the guy enjoy her presence (so long as someone
 was), and say something nice to him. He’d be too starstruck to do anything but drool, and that was the kind of effect Rebeca felt like having on someone.

He opened the door, red-faced. Jerking off? She glanced downward, seeing a hard bulge forming in his athletic shorts. He was in decent enough shape, his dark hair just a bit too long over his eyes, and she was surprised at the small flash of heat she felt at seeing the size of his member.

There was a heavy smell of lust coming from the room. It felt fresh, even though it smelled like a day or so of fucking. Rebeca licked her lips just slightly at the scent, so powerful and new in her nostrils.

The wine was really doing it for her.

“Hi,” she said, smiling after a moment. “I just wanted to...check in with you. After Isabelle and her...you know. Her blow-up.”

“Oh,” he said. His hands were behind his back. “Thanks.”

“Are you okay?”

He shrugged. “Sure. She's under a lot of strain, I guess.”

Rebeca nodded, touching his arm like she had planned. He twitched appropriately, satisfactorily. “Totally. You're a good person for understanding. I'll talk to her later, calm her down.”

“No apologies from her, though.”

Rebeca bit her lip, smiling still. “That's...not her specialty.”

In truth, Rebeca had never
 seen Isabelle apologize.

“Maybe someone should teach her.”

His voice was getting dark. That sounded almost like a threat. Rebeca took a step back. She noticed suddenly that his hands just weren't being held
 behind his back, that he was holding something
 behind his back.

“What...what have you got there?”

His face shifted indeterminately. “Nothing.”

“Lewis.” She put a hand on her hip. She couldn't help but make the pose sexy. “You clearly have something there.”

Shrugging, he pulled out what looked to be a little toy gun from behind his back. She looked at it curiously, not quite sure what she was seeing. Her apprehension at his dark tone, so sudden, faded almost entirely. Something about Lewis felt off
 , still, but she felt fully in control. She was a fucking supermodel
 in front of a young man
 .

“Is that a gun?” she asked.

“Yeah, but it doesn't do anything. It's just some toy I found, all right?” He raised the gun to her chest and pulled the trigger. “See?” he said. “Nothing you need to worry about.”

But the gun thrummed
 , and there was a distinct small wave of force in the room, directed entirely at Rebeca. She stepped back, feeling it all at once like a hit from a bong, heady pleasure that made her knees shake.

She took a step through the small enclosure of the suite, drool forming behind her lips. Something...something was happening. Something important. Something crazy. Something that felt like...felt like...

She looked at Lewis.

Something like Love.

God, he wasn’t a young man at all, was he? He was a Hunk
 . He was a man with a cock. A big fat yummy yum yummy-time cock that she needed to serve and suck all day long forever for the rest of her life for good
 .

She got down on her knees, fumbling with his zipper and revealing his cock. She let out a long, slow, heated breath, moaning her need.

“Quick,” she said urgently. “I really want to suck you off. Yes, darling?”

“Darling?” he echoed.

“Baby? Doll? Lover?” she said. “Whatever you like. Just...please.” She licked her lips, sliding her hands over his member. “I really want it. Need it. Pretty please?”

He gave just the slightest of nods, and that was all Rebeca needed. Her plush, plump lips slid over the full length of his cock, and she moaned with delight as he hardened immediately inside of her.

* * * * *
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H
 E COULDN’T BELIEVE
 what was happening.

In the doorway, Rebeca Costa finished sucking him—an incredibly long, perfect two and a half minutes that completely spun his world all the way around, her tongue so nimble and strong and pink, wrapped completely over the hard length of his shaft—and had pushed herself up onto his body, pulling him against her. The thin, tight, busty beauty tore away her yoga pants, utterly bare beneath them—no barriers to her entrance whatsoever. His cock—hard so quickly from her mouth, quicker than it had ever been hard before—was inside her dripping hot cunt. The warmth of her juices saturated his hardness, her tightness squeezing against him harder and better than any other pussy he'd ever been inside.

She looked at him with abandon, lust, adoration—and he was too stunned to even do much actual fucking. Mostly he just stood there, shocked, minutely working his hips back and forth while she groaned in total animalistic ecstasy.

Lewis was actually fucking Rebeca Costa.

A supermodel. A living, breathing, symbol of pure sex and beauty, and his cock was inside her. Owning her.

And she was loving
 it. Her eyes glazed over with pleasure, urging him quietly for more and more.

“D-do it,” she groaned. “Do it. Yes. Mmmph. Oh fuck, yes, yes
 , you're so fucking good, yes
 ...”

The gun had dropped to his feet and he stepped on it accidentally, toes catching on the trigger. As he did, another wave of lust filled the small area they were in—and Lewis's hips were no longer pushing minutely
 . He was furious
 inside of her, flexing his glutes and his abs, tugging her tight and slamming her against the wall.

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes, baby! Like that!”

He remembered—not knowing why it was important, but knowing it was true—
 that the gun he'd shot her with hadn't been “fully loaded.” Whatever that white substance was in the vial—could it really be jizz?—had only come up to about a tenth of the way.

The gun was why he was fucking Rebeca. There was little doubt of that—simple cause and effect. He shot her, and she was fucking him.

But what if, he couldn't help but think, what if he had hit her with the full
 amount? It had been on the Trophy setting. What did that mean? How had that
 changed her?

Was she his
 Trophy now?

He wasn't an especially strong man. But Rebeca was light—barely a hundred and twenty pounds, if that—and he felt stronger than he ever had in his life. For the first time he could ever remember, his biceps bulged,
 the strain of holding her up almost nothing to him.

Had the gun affected him too?

Lewis decided he didn't care, at least not right then. He was fucking a supermodel
 .

Groaning, he slammed her up against the wall next to his door, burying his face in her gorgeous neck, that incredible shelf of a jaw, the silky mist of her hair sliding all over his back and face. Her tits, feeling and looking engorged and bigger than he could ever remember them, pushed hard against his chest, nipples erect, sliding and crushing against him.

“Fuck, you're so good!” she moaned. “Fuck my virgin pussy, yes, please!”

She was a virgin
 , oh fuck
 . Lewis almost felt himself lose control, fucking her even harder than before. His hips flexing so incredibly hard. For some reason, flashes of her net worth kept cycling through his mind. Over seventy million just for her. Her pussy alone was probably worth thirty million.

And he was fucking the shit out of it—and her.

“Yes!” she moaned continuously. “Oh fuck, yes! Darling! Baby! Oh love
 ! Please keep fucking me just like that! I can’t believe you’re so fucking good
 !”

It was too much for him; he couldn't restrain himself for long. She was so fucking hot, and so fucking rich, and so fucking tight
 on his big fat fucking cock.
 He leaned in and kissed her—kissing the face he'd cum to thousands of times, kissing her deep, and she kissed him back hard
 , like she fucking meant it
 , and he growled and unleashed his waiting, potent load right inside her pussy.

And just as he came—right there in the middle of the living room area of the suite, fucking Rebeca hard against the wall and shooting his virile load right up into her virgin, unprotected womb—Isabelle cleared her throat from behind them.

“Having fun, are we?” she said sarcastically.

She had returned some time before, watching them, a drink in her hand. Rebeca gasped—she was obviously cumming from Lewis's load shooting so hard in her g-spot, but also obviously appalled at herself. Like the orgasm had brought her back down to earth somehow. Lewis kept spurting inside of her—he had so much
 to give to her—and kept thrusting, pulling Rebeca against him. But she was someone snapped awake from a trance, and pushed and pulled away. He let her go.

“Oh god,” she groaned. “Oh no...no, no, no
 ...”

She pushed herself off from Lewis, his cum dripping down her naked thighs.

“You fucked him,” Isabelle's voice was layered in disgust. “You fucked the help
 .”

Rebeca's hands wrung. She pulled up her shirt, her torn pants, trying to cover herself and the shining white mess around her lusciously built thighs.

“I...I did, Isabelle. But like, he's...he's my man, and he's handsome
 , and you...I mean, we...I mean...”

Lewis was as surprised as anyone to hear Rebeca call him handsome. But it felt...it felt more right than it would have a day ago. His confidence felt growing. Though Isabelle glared at him, he did not shy away from her gaze.

He felt powerful
 . The Gun. It all went back to the Gun. He just had to figure out how to work it.

“That’s fucking sick
 , Rebeca.” Isabelle sneered. “I can’t believe you would stoop that low. He’s practically a child.”

“Hey,” said Lewis. “I’m twenty years old.”

Isabelle tossed her hair back triumphantly, a shining wave of dripping sex. “Proving my point exactly.”

His cock, even though he had just emptied into Rebeca, was somehow still hard. And it wasn’t the phantom hard he sometimes got when he challenged himself at home to jerk off multiple times in a row. No—he was actually completely hard, aching to cum again and right down Isabelle’s throat.

She was the most gorgeous woman in the world, and he was looking right at her with his pants down and a hard cock soaking with the second-most gorgeous woman's juices
 , and he wanted
 her.

“You're both disgusting,” said Isabelle. She grabbed a bottle of vodka from off the bar. “I'm going home tomorrow. I don't give a fuck about the rest of this shoot. I'm leaving at first light, just to get away from the two of you.”

“No, Isabelle!” Rebeca ran after her, but Isabelle slammed her door.

When Rebeca turned around, she was crying. Sobbing, really, big heaves and gulping for breath. Still gorgeous. He wanted to fuck her again—and knew if he did, he'd solve all her problems.

“Oh god,” Rebeca said. “She saw me. She fucking saw
 me, what the fuck was I thinking, oh my god
 !”

Thunder boomed outside, the rain pouring harder than ever.

“Listen, Rebeca...” Lewis began.

She flashed him a look of pure, unrivaled hatred—and after just a moment, it softened into liquid lust. Clearly confused, she shook her head, grabbing at her temple.

“What the fuck is happening? What the fuck did I do
 ?”

She quickly tugged the remains of her clothes back on and rushed outside into the rain, being careful not to look at Lewis anymore. He watched her go, his heart hammering, cock furious with needful lust. Fuck, but she knew how to walk
 . It was ingrained in her to strut
 like a goddess
 when she wasn't even trying
 . He wanted to fuck her again already
 . And he knew he could.

Her emotions meant very little to him. He knew
 he could solve everything she felt with just a good fuck. And...

...the Gun. It was all due to the Gun. Bust Gun? Was that what its initials stood for?

And that white substance it was filled with...

He found it lying on the ground. There nothing left in the vial attached to the barrel.

There was no way to know, just from thinking about it, that the ammunition was jizz...but there was one way to find out. If it really was
 jizz...then he could use it however he liked. On Rebeca again. On Nadine.

He could use it on Isabelle...and shove his cock right into that superior, haughty supermodel pussy and break her until she belonged only to him.

* * * * *
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N
 ADINE TOOK A BREATH
 , hovering outside of Lewis's door. Her entire world felt like it was crumbling down. She had been in her room, silently meditating, as was her routine after a day of shooting. The wind-down was important to her, as shooting so many lovely creatures was stressful. If they didn't look absolutely perfect, they had one person to blame—and that was Nadine.

Sure, she could always photoshop this and that and fix a few minor errors. But too much of that, and the quality of the product went way, way down, and she simply couldn't allow that. She was far too professional.

Then, from the living room suite, she had heard a lot of disturbing sounds. Moans. Muffled cries of pleasure. Shocked yelps of discovery. And then, when she pressed her ear closer to the door, finally abandoning her attempts at meditation, Isabelle swearing she was going to leave the shoot.

That would be ruinous. Straight-up terrible. Nadine couldn't let it happen.

And somehow—Lewis was at the root of it.

She didn't know for sure what had happened, but she could suss it out easily enough. Isabelle sure as hell wasn't going to sleep with Lewis, not after her clear tirade early in the day. And, while Nadine found it almost as unlikely that Rebeca Fucking Costa
 would sleep with the assistant, she was the only remaining suspect in the largely-abandoned island resort.

So.

Now, Nadine, losing all sense of calm, had to go talk to Lewis. Get him to somehow help her calm Rebeca—who had clearly realized what an enormous mistake she had made already—and then the three of them could go to work on Isabelle.

Because Nadine was not
 going to miss the paycheck for this shoot. She had just put down money for a new plot of land in California where she was going to build the ranch she'd always dreamed of, and the money she made here on Firagi would more than cover her first several payments.

Nadine was dressed in fairly standard beachwear—tiny short shorts and a t-shirt balled up to one side. Earlier in the day she'd had on sandals and a hat, but she hardly needed those inside. Years of photography had left her skin sun-kissed and freckled down her shoulders and back. She knocked on the door briefly and then let herself in—not bothering to wait for Lewis to answer. Clearly startled, he shuffled behind the bed, on his knees, one hand hidden from her view.

“Hey,” she said, barely looking at him. She had practiced this speech already in her head numerous times, and she didn't want to be distracted.

“Nadine, hey. Could you hold on for just—”

“I'm sorry, but this can't wait. I need to talk to you. Now.”

His tongue passed over his lips, nervous. “Sure. But, can you give me like, five minutes at least? I have to—”

“Look,” Nadine blew right past him. “I know that stress is high. I know that Isabelle is a nightmare to work with, believe me. And I sure can’t blame you for sleeping with Rebeca. Was she drunk?” Nadine considered. A finger crossing her chin. “She must have been drunk. But, doesn't matter. Just listen, okay?”

“S-sure,” he huffed. His face was red. There was sweat on his brow. Nadine thought he was really nervous. The room was dark, the lights out—it was brightest when the lightning flashes.

“You can’t tell anyone. I know you want to. I know it’s probably already eating you up. But if I see a single tweet, one post, any kind of social media at all about this, I’m going to ruin your career entirely, all right? I’m going to end you. Not like, malevolently. Not like Isabelle would. But still end you. Because I have to protect myself and these models, okay? We have reputations.”

“Sure,” he said. “No media. Whatever you say.”

His shoulder was moving and his head was looking down toward his waist. His entire arm was moving, in fact.

“Are you listening to me?”

She stepped forward, moving around the bed. Slowly, his activity came into full view.

“No, don’t—”

But he couldn’t say more, because he was groaning in obvious pleasure. His thrillingly large cock was in one hand and he was cumming, shooting hot loads of sparkling white jizz into what looked like some kind of toy gun he had positioned beneath his cock. He fumbled with the gun for a few moments, placing it carefully under his spray, filling up the vial on its side almost entirely with one shot.

“What the...what the fuck
 , Lewis?”

“Shi-shit,” he said, huffing still. “Shit. That was good. So hard. So much harder than usual.”

“I don't give a fuck!” She shook her head. “What the hell is wrong with you? Were you jerking off to me fucking talking to you?”

“No,” he shook his head. “I was just—”

“I just saw you! Don't deny it, you creep. You were fucking masturbating
 while I was trying to talk to you? Are you fucking deranged? That’s it.” She began to walk out of the room. “Forget the threats. You’re done, kid.”

“No,” he said. “Nadine—you are.”

She stopped at his
 threat, ready to tear him a new asshole. In seriousness, she was ready to beat the shit out of him. She felt sexually assaulted.

He held up the gun and pulled the trigger. And then...

Then, everything changed.

A wave of lust filled the room. The protest on her tongue melted in a wave of bliss, and she fell to her knees, suddenly staring up at the most handsome, most infinitely attractive man she had ever seen in her life. Nadine had been married twice, both of them ending early due to her constant travel and the jealousy from her high-paying gigs. Never once—not even in the brilliant first few days of romance and attraction—did she feel so much love and adoration and pure fucking lust as she did in that moment, staring up at Lewis.

“Such a Man,” she whispered. Her voice was soft and girlish. She giggled at the sound of it—and then giggled at the sound of that
 . “Such a real
 Man...”

“That's right,” he said. “Your Man.”

His cock was hard—he had just cum
 and his cock was hard. Solidifying how fucking beautiful and right it was that she
 was right there, ready to suck him off or do anything else he wanted. So long as it was sex
 . That was all
 she needed. Sex from him
 .

He lifted her up—so strong—
 and threw her on the bed. Nadine giggled helplessly, her cunt soaking wet. Her legs stretched out, quickly moving her shorts and panties (already soaking wet) off her body. There were ripples along her belly, her torso. She strained, pushing her shirt off her body, eager to look at herself.

It was like...it was like her whole body was changing.
 Shrinking in some places, growing in others, all to the most perfect proportions. Her stomach vibrated and shrank down, her waist a complete hourglass-middle, leading up into a sumptuous pair of uber-perky, huge tits that definitely hadn't been there five minutes ago. She shifted her head from one side to another, mouth agog, and felt the new beautiful golden blanket of her hair slinking down her shoulders.

She was fucking hot
 . And she felt...

She felt young
 . At least ten years younger, maybe more. Barely eighteen. She couldn't see her face in the mirror, but if she could, she would hardly recognize the walking wet dream blonde bombshell staring back at her.

And at the foot of the bed was Lewis. Tall—taller than she remembered him. Hugely muscular. His body layered with chiseled marble, every part of him built and incredible.

“Yay!” she clapped, waving her fingers at him. “Come on, baby. Come try me out!”

“This is Nymph, huh?” Lewis looked her up and down. “I can get used to a Nymph, all right.”

It was like—she knew
 she was smart still. She knew
 these changes were unnatural. And she knew that if she pulled her camera out, she would be able to take all the right angles and focus corrections to photograph their coupling perfectly.

But it wasn't what she wanted
 to do right then. All she fucking cared about was sex, Lewis, and especially
 sex with Lewis.

“You know,” he said with a smile, “I've been looking at you from behind for so long now...”

“You really want to fuck my ass?”

He laughed. “I was going to say doggy style, but...sure. Why the fuck not?”

Eager, Nadine got up on her hands and knees and presented herself to her new Man. Her Master. Her Everything. It was dark and she couldn't see much, could only feel his hands as they wrapped around her hips, his huge fucking precum-and-cum soaked cockhead as he pressed into her tight asshole, so ready for him to be inside her.

His first entrance was so smooth and incredible that she almost forgot how much it hurt. Almost. He was enormous
 , and this was her most sacred entrance.

“Oh fuck!” she cried out. “Oh fuck
 , oh Lewis
 , you're so fucking big
 , baby! Oh God!”

He slowly pulled himself out, and then, with no care at all, drove himself hard
 back into her ass. He kept going like that—slow out, fast in—for several minutes, huffing and leaning forward. Grabbing her tits, grabbing her throat
 , all the time using the grips to pull her body harder against his massiveness.

When he grabbed her tits, milk spurted out on the bed sheets. Actual milk. It smelled delicious. He took some and slurped it down, and then made her do the same—and she found out she tasted
 delicious too.

Nadine, for her part, had never
 been fucked in the ass before. She was always scared of it. With as huge as Lewis was, she should
 have been scared. But with him, she was just fucking excited
 .

“What the fuck
 was it you were saying to me,” he growled, “about who the fuck I should listen to? About who the fuck is threatening who
 ?”

“Oh fuck,” she gulped. The real threat now was that he would take his cock away. She would do anything, say anything, not to have that happen. “I'm s-so sorry, Lewis. Sir. Master.”

He seemed to like that. Master
 . She groaned, tightening her muscles on his magnificent cock.

“Yes, Master! I'm so sorry! I was wrong. You're in charge of me. You're so fucking in charge of me and I love
 it. My body is yours.” He really
 liked that. He was fucking her so hard. “My pussy
 is yours.” It felt like he was going to lose it entirely, his thrusts on overdrive. “My tits
 are yours.” Jets of cum starting landing inside of her. “M-my as-asshole
 is yours, Master!”

Groaning and spurting, he emptied inside of her completely, filling up her tight asshole with his hot white cum. She came harder than she ever had before, moaning out “Master, please!” again and again, her entire body dedicated now to the pure pleasure of his cum and his cum alone. His teeth raked against her shoulders, thick hard hands slapping her huge, milk-heavy tits and spurting out more milk all over the bed. Slowly, his orgasm and hers subsided, and he slid out from her, his cock still massively hard.

She quickly tucked around and slid her hot little mouth over him, cleaning him off.

“You do what I say now,” he said with finality. “No matter what.”

Nadine knew her life was complete.

* * * * *
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R
 EBECA WAS IN THE DARK
 , in her room, alone. She had returned after wandering through the rain for a while, disgusted with herself. But she was a professional first and foremost. She couldn’t get sick. She wouldn’t allow it of herself.

Lewis was on her mind. Lewis and his big fat yummy cock. Lewis and his masculine muscles. Lewis and the way he had turned her into his personal fucktoy without even trying. She had cum—what, five times? Six? She lost count after the first two blew her fucking mind away.

Lewis the young God of sex.

Fuck. She had to focus. Something strange—Terrible? Wonderful?—was happening. She needed to know what.

She stared at herself in the mirror. It was an old exercise—one she had done thousands of times before. She knew her reflection inside and out. She wore a tight pink bralette and a pair of sexy lace panties, completing the look with a tall pair of fuck-me leather pumps, unable to help herself but put on something hot. What if Lewis walked in? She didn't want to be caught off-guard.

Something had changed.

But despite all those thousands of hours of looking at herself, she couldn't place exactly what it was.

Had her tits always
 been so perky and large?

And wasn't she in her early thirties? Why did she look barely twenty-four? And not like, a regular
 twenty-four—that was probably going to be her thirty-eight, but like an Rebeca
 twenty-four, back when she was a tiny-bodied goddess of feminine perfection who shamed other girls just by existing
 in front of them. Not even trying
 .

“You’re so pretty,” said a soft, feminine voice.

She turned to see Nadine in the doorway. There had been no sound when she entered.

Nadine stepped out of the shadows. Her countenance had changed. No more stern and demanding, no more professional. No. Now she was smoky, desirous.

Sexy.

She wore a tight, thin lace nightie and tall, tall golden heels. She looked fucking amazing in it. The room was large and spacious. A bed in one corner, a long closet along the far wall, and a window opening near the bed out toward the beach.

“You're so pretty,” Nadine said again.

“Th-thank you,” said Rebeca. There was something strange about Nadine's voice. Something strange about Nadine
 .  Had her hair been that long and golden before? Had she been so tight in the waist, so wide in the hips? “Nadine, I'd really like to be alone, and so—”

“I can smell your need for Him on you. How can you stand it?”

Rebeca gulped. She knew instantly she didn't have to ask who Nadine meant.

“What do you mean? You can smell that?”

“I can do all kinds of things. I can suck his cock like never before. I can fuck him for days. You'll be able to, if you like. Wouldn't you like that?”

Rebeca licked her lips. She really would. But that was...she wasn't into guys
 , for god's sake. She didn't really know if she was a lesbian or what, but she was definitely into fucking Isabelle
 .

Not Lewis. Even if his cock felt amazing and turned her brain into hot butter.

“Nadine, I think...I think you better leave, okay? We'll get back to the...to the...” What was it? Why were they here? “...to the shoot,” she smiled finally, proud of herself for remembering. “Tomorrow. Okay?”

But Nadine came closer, so close that Rebeca thought she was going to kiss her—and then took her from behind, pinning her arms.

“Wh-what are you doing?”

Lewis entered the room, smiling at her.

Only it wasn't exactly Lewis. It was...different. Like Nadine was different. A bigger version of him. So many
 muscles. He was naked, his body chiseled and cut in all the right places. Deltoids carved out like boulders. His chest muscles like living steel. Rebeca felt drool enter her mouth.

He was so
 hot. And that cock!

That cock!

Oh fuck, that cock! It was still there, and it was bigger than before
 !

Her legs gave out underneath her, desperate to kneel, her pussy completely on fire. But Nadine held her straight and tall.

Rebeca needed to have that cock.

“Jesus Christ, you are so fucking beautiful.” He let out a low whistle.

Rebeca just tittered at the compliment. Everyone everywhere and anywhere called her beautiful. Said she was gorgeous. It was like telling her a dress she wore was blue. She knew it as fact.

But when Lewis
 said it, she transformed into a blushing, crushing school girl with her very first boyfriend on prom night. She giggled
 . She bloomed
 . She bowled the fuck over
 .

She would do anything
 to hear him compliment her again.

“I only half-transformed you before. Now I gotta finish the job,” he explained. “You were going to be my perfect little Trophy. I still like that. Nadine here? She's a Nymph.”

“Nymph?”

Nadine giggled, stroking Lewis's cock and popping up a heel. “Sort of like a bimbo, I think?” Nadine kissed Rebeca on the neck. “Except...not so dumb. Just really, really
 into fucking.”

He held up the gun to Rebeca's chest. “So I've got a Nymph already. I could make you a Trophy, a Bimbo, or a Queen. What do you think?”


Isabelle should be Queen
 .

The thought hit her instantly, unable to let itself go. It stuck in her mind like a lobster in a net.

“I...Trophy?” she said, trying to process. She felt so turned on
 . “No, wait, I—”

“Trophy it is.”

He pulled the trigger and immediately Rebeca began to change. Her legs growing longer, more lithe, somehow more beautifully muscled. She easily was able to escape Nadine's grasp. Before all this, she had been taller than Nadine. Then, Nadine's changes made her taller than Rebeca. But now it was back how it should
 be, with Rebeca—Master's Trophy—
 being the tallest girl in the room. Taller than any Nymph
 , anyway. She felt a beautiful sneer cross her face, looking at the lowly Nadine when Rebeca
 was a born Trophy
 , a self-satisfied measure of composure as her tits swelled with lusty, delicious milk and grew larger than ever. And Nadine, knowing the lay of the land, averted her eyes from Rebeca's face and kept them focused down to the ground. Rebeca's bralette looked several sizes too small, her tits overflowing, and her panties were stretching hard to accommodate the elongations of her hips. She was tall, tight, thin, and perfectly, utterly smooth.

The lust wave filled the room. Nadine's tits grew larger, her hair longer, and she was much more beautiful, but still no match for the Trophy.

Lewis was affected too. He grew taller—close to seven feet now, and all of it solid fucking muscle.

Rebeca, in her expensive residences, had closets full of heels. Even in her tippy-top tallest pair, she wouldn't be able to make it up past Lewis's shoulder.

That was fucking hot
 . She was taller than most women. Most men, too. It was so fucking hot
 for her to feel tiny and dominated, to feel utterly dwarfed. He was a giant of a man, a true hulking hunk, and just looking at him made her cunt moisten.

She was his Trophy
 . His hot, sexy special-hot supermodel babe built purely for showing off. She'd special order gowns from all the hottest designers so he could take her out on the town and show everyone
 what a prime piece of pure choice cunt he had slobbering all over his knob every single night. She was built for display—
 and in her tiny outfit, she began to pose for him, making sure he knew that she
 knew exactly what the fuck she was.

And he did look at her, for several seconds, mindlessly stroking his massive cock as he did. And then his sight shifted.

“Oh fuck,” he said, looking at Nadine.

Her tits. He was looking at her tits. They were leaking milk heavily—very heavily. It was a sight of pure eroticism.

Rebeca could feel her own breasts filling with sensuous, delicious milk as well. So she had no jealousy that Nadine's filled in first. She had been Master's real
 pet before Rebeca, after all—so she ought to enjoy him.

“Go on,” said Rebeca, grinding her perfect jawline into his shoulder. She docked her tits against his arm, milk leaking down into her hands as she stroked her God's long, thick, perfect cock. “Fuck her, baby. Fuck those hot tits. Do it for me.”

He grinned at her like a wolf coming across a whole bunker full of chicken. They kissed madly—Rebeca making sure he understood that she meant it
 when she kissed him, kissing him hard
 , with everything
 she had. As they embraced, she guided him down on his knees where Nadine had already placed herself underneath the two of them.

Soon, his cock was perfectly between her milk-covered valley, ready to slide in and fuck at a moment's notice.

“Fuck those tits, Darling. Please?”

Rebeca tossed back her hair, posing perfectly for him, letting him see the entire effect of her devastating sexy body as she began to thrust into Nadine's hot, huge, milking tits. And while he titfucked the blonde, ruling her whole world, stuffing his cock up into her hot little mouth—he looked only at Rebeca
 .

She loved that. Loved being his hot fucking Trophy. The One He Needed To See While He Fucked Other Girls.

Constantly, Rebeca posed and contorted her body, making herself as hot as possible, encouraging him with “fuck-me” looks and desperate pleas for more. He came—and often—but always his cock stayed so beautifully fucking hard. Without even thinking of it, during one of his cums she took the Gun off from the floor and filled up its vial. He had depleted the whole thing on Rebeca. She felt flattered.

When she put the Gun back down, she saw that the door was open, and standing right there was Isabelle, still dressed in her tight red-and-black leggings and her too-short sweater.

Watching the whole ordeal.

“What the...what the fuck,” said the dark-haired beauty.

Rebeca's desire for Isabelle was not lessened by being hit with the gun's effects. If anything, it was even more evolved—especially because she understood intimately that her new Master could help her fuck the woman of her dreams with ease.

“God, you’re so fucking pretty,” Rebeca said, standing up and walking toward her. Behind her, Lewis only fucked Nadine's tits harder.

She could tell Isabelle knew she should run, but instead she was transfixed. There was something in the air—the Gun had left it there.

Lust. Need. Desire.

And all of that centered on Lewis's cock—just like it should be for gorgeous supermodels.

“He's so fucking big,” Isabelle said, her voice soft. Amazed. “How did he get so fucking big?”

“Power,” said Rebeca. “He's got lots...and lots...and lots of power.” She stretched out each word, knowing intimately—better than she ever had before—that it was power that got Isabelle off. That it was power, more than anything else, that Isabelle was drawn to.

“Power,” said Isabelle, as if hypnotized. Repeated slowly. “How?”

“You could join him, you know,” Rebeca breathed. Her bralette was so very tiny on her big titties now. So tiny and hot. Her nipples pressed through the fabric, stretching it taut.

“Join him? But he's...he's...”

Rebeca interrupted. “He's amazing
 is what he is.”

Rebeca could hear Lewis fucking Nadine even harder. His thick, big hands grabbing her tits so tight. Soon he would spurt all over her tits, again. His cum was rapidly absorbed by Nadine, making her shinier, hotter, sexier.

“He's got this gun, see? With all these settings,” Rebeca explained. She had looked it over when she filled it up. “It’s got like regular—which is where we started. Then Nymph, then Bimbo, then Trophy, and then Queen. I think it’s like, changes in terms of personality?” She licked her lips, remembering. “Nadine's a Nymph now, and you can see how hot she is. And then he made me
 into his Trophy.” She sighed dreamily, happily. So very lucky to belong to him. To be an object for the Greatest Man Alive. “More...elegant than a Nymph. Like a trophy wife. A decoration for a strong man’s arm.” She sighed. Lewis’s arms were so
 strong. She wished she were rubbing against them right now. “I love being his perfect fuck trophy. I’ll do anything at all to stay there. But then, the last setting was for ‘Queen.’ He wanted Nadine to be a Nymph, and me to be a Trophy. But he still needs a Queen.”

Isabelle's eyes looked glazed over. Her fingers were pushing at her tight top, shifting it this way and that. “...Queen...”

With a roar, Lewis finished once more on Nadine, spurting hot, long jets of cum up and down her tits, face, and hair.

Then he turned to Isabelle and smiled. His cock was still hard—and staying that way. Even though he had just cum, being around these supermodel beauties was more than enough to keep him ready.

“You can't escape him, Isabelle,” Rebeca touched her crush's face with total affection. “He needs you. Won't you join us?”

* * * * *
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T
 HIS WAS A VERY DELICATE
 situation, and if Isabelle wanted to navigate it gracefully, she had to use her absolute best thinking.

Lewis stood up completely with the Gun in his hands—the one that had changed Nadine, changed Rebeca. Changed him
 .

Ugh. Fuck
 had he changed.

Why did he have to change into the exact living monument to all her fuck-fantasies?

Isabelle didn't like
 sex. She didn't like
 desire in herself. She only liked to use it to manipulate others. She found it, honestly, just a distraction. It amused her greatly that so many jerked off to her and got off to her image and videos when she came only three or four times a year.

But when she did
 cum?

Um, fuck. It was definitely
 to someone who looked just like Lewis did now
 . And she was dripping wet
 at looking at him.  Nadine slid up to her knees, still covered in his cum, and began to slowly and silently suckle at his massive grapefruit-sized balls.

“You were a real bitch to me, you know.”


Be contrite
 , she said. He has all the power.



But he fucking wants You. Take advantage
 .

“I was.” She nodded. “I can see that now. I'm sorry. You didn't deserve that treatment.”

“Really?”

“Oh yes,” she clasped her hands together under her tits. They were heavy and perfect. “You didn't deserve being talked to that way at all. You really—”

She had been stepping closer to him, but he held up the gun. She stopped.

“Stop it.” He shook his head. “You're lying right through your pretty teeth. I don't care. You know what? I want to hear the truth. You got off on it, didn't you? Humiliating me. You liked it.”

She licked her lips, considering carefully. “I mean, I didn't—”

“I'm telling you honestly, Isabelle. I don't have any blame for you in my heart. But if you try to lie to me again, I'll make you so fucking brainless that you'll be using hard candies for jewelry.”

She gulped. Slowly, she straightened. No more pushing her chest forward, hoping to distract him with her cleavage. Rebeca slid up against his body and began to stroke him earnestly, whispering sweet worship in his ear.

“Fine. Yes, I enjoyed it,” Isabelle admitted. “I liked
 teaching you a lesson. A lesson you fucking deserved
 , by the way, for trying to talk back
 to me.”

“There she is.” He smiled. “That's the snobby, arrogant cunt that makes my dick so hard.”

He wasn't lying. His cock was rock hard, spurting precum as he listened to her and Rebeca stroked him.

“You...you like that I humiliated you? That's what gets you off? Because,” she put a hand on her hip, “let me tell you, you pathet—”

He held up a hand. “Stop. No. That's not what I meant.”

She didn't mean to stop. But he was a man
 , and well...it was important to pay attention when a man was speaking. Isabelle was only a woman, after all. A little girl. A good
 girl.

Wait...what?

Lewis continued. “That was the old me. And frankly, the old me sucked. He was a pushover. But I'm not anymore. Am I, girls?”

Nadine, silently sucking on his balls, shook her head. Rebeca, stroking him, pouted and shook her head also. “No, not at all
 , baby.”

“That's right. But you know what? Having a fucking hot, haughty cunt who belongs to me
 , who wants me
 , who does what I want
 , who is a fucking bitch
 to everyone but me
 ...” Rebeca stroked him faster and faster, clearly excited by everything he was saying. “...that sounds pretty fucking hot to me. What do you think, Isabelle?”

“I...” she licked her lips. God, he smelled good. “You want me for the job?”

“That's what I would want in a Queen, yeah.”

She closed her eyes, trying to clear her mind, and paced back and forth near the doorway. Not too far away from the glorious smells in the room, though—god no. She had to stay close to that. All that fucking Man-Smell
 .

He was giving her a lot of choice. A lot of autonomy. It was because of her beauty. Her status. Her wealth. He didn't want all that gone
 . That was what made her hot
 .

He just wanted to own
 it.

“I have a few...requests.” She licked her lips. “If I may.”

“I'm listening.”

“I want to be...”

She hesitated. She had never revealed this much to anyone.

“Come on,” he said. “I told you my weird shit. You think it's easy-peasy revealing you've got a kink for evil cunts?” Rebeca moaned and stroked him, encouraging jets of hot cum down on the ground in front of Isabelle's feet.  “Tell me yours.”

“Fine.” She put her hands on her hips, posing sexily. “I...I know you find me attractive. And you fucking should.
 But I'm running toward the end of my expiration date. Do you understand?”

“You look as fucking hot as ever, Isabelle.”

She smiled. That meant a lot, coming from a stud like him. She had to struggle to remind herself that he wasn't really
 the stud like him, that he was...he was just a sudden-stud
 , or something.

But he was still fucking hot
 . And he made her fucking tremble
 when he looked at her.

“Thank you,” she said, meaning it. “But I...I'm not stupid
 , you understand? It's important you know I'm not stupid.”

“I know that.”

He smiled, clearly knowing he could make her as stupid as he wanted.

“Right. Well. That means I know this shit is temporary. Even if it's lasted forever. But I don't want it to be. I want...”

She licked her lips, hesitating. Lewis stepped forward, pushing Rebeca aside. His cock so fucking close to Isabelle's midsection—almost level with the bottom of her tits. He was so big
 .

“Tell me.”

“I want to be beautiful,” she bit her lip. “Forever. Young. Forever. I want you to help me push out other models. I want...I want you to use this...whatever you have. This presence
 . I want you to fucking destroy them with me. Their careers. I want to be the only one
 . I want to be The
 Face. Synonymous with Beauty. With Fashion. With Everything
 . I don't want advertisers to be able to plan campaigns without thinking of how they're going to feature me
 . “

“Fuck,” he groaned, his own hand coming down to his cock to stroke. “That's hot.”

“You can do it, can’t you?” Her desire was taking over. Her hands pushed his aside, sliding around his shaft. “You could make me that way with your special power. Can't you? You could make me immortal,” she stroked slowly, groaning despite herself, “and beautiful. Young. Forever. Couldn't you, baby? Please? For me?”

She was terrified of growing old. Terrified of being outpaced by the other models. And she could tell he knew that he was being used. She could also tell he didn’t care.

“Isabelle, you know what?” he smiled, holding up the gun and pressing it hard
 against her temple. “You got it.”

Another wave of lust burst out from the gun. It filled everything, everywhere. Every thought she had. Every sensation her body experienced.

Her brain felt dazzled, addled, out of control. She came, multiple times. It felt like an orgasm exponentiated on itself—the first second being like the pleasure of two orgasms pushed together, and then the next second like four, the next like eight, and so on. In no time at all, less than twenty seconds, her body was experiencing the equivalent of more than one hundred and thirty thousand orgasms per second—and all of them focused entirely on Him.

Lewis.

The Love of Her Life. The King. The God. The One Man.

His Cock. His Beautiful Body. His Everything. He was the Source of More Orgasms than she had ever felt anywhere
 .

Her entire body quaked. Vibrated. Cumming unstoppably. Pleasure soaking her every atom. And yet as she did so, she transformed. Becoming taller. Thinner in the waist and torso, elongated and sexier. Her breasts larger, immediately filling with life-giving milk. Her hair cascaded down well past her waist, a black shining blanket of utterly soft silk, her skin removing blemishes like dust off a rock in a gale.

She was the perfect size, now. Perfect for Him. When she wore her heels—her tall, tall heels—she would be just a little taller than Rebeca, but still perfectly tiny against his enormous bulk.

And, most wonderfully of all, she looked young
 . The mirrors in the room confirmed that, over and over, from every angle. She looked younger than ever, barely twenty, and with all the maturity and easy confidence that her many years had given her. She was the best of both worlds—gloriously sexy and young and utterly arrogant from years and years of being on top. And now, thanks to Lewis, her King, she would be on top forever
 .

She wrapped her hands around his neck and pulled him in for a sizzling hot kiss, feeling her pussy tremble and vibrate with hot, hard cums the entire time.

It was so dumb to think that she could control him. She had been so wrong about what the Gun might do.

The Gun hadn’t made her dumber. It just made her realize how dumb she had been all along
 . It made her realize it...and accept it. A woman could never ever be as smart as a man on her level, no matter how hard she tried. And Isabelle, on the Top Level, would never be as smart or as clever or as good as a The Only Man On the Top Level—Lewis.

A woman could never be in charge of a Man like Lewis. A Real Man. The Real Deal. A God. Her King.

She swayed against him sexily—elegant, regal—and pushed herself up against his body harder than before. She ripped off her clothes easily, so strong now. Everything was easy for her.

“My King,” she moaned. “Take me.”

He nodded, wordless, speechless, pushing her down to the floor and spreading out her legs. Within moments, he was shoving inside of her brilliantly pure wet pristine pussy, driving inside her with abandon.

She was the one he had always, always
 needed, and Isabelle felt so gratified in knowing that she was making his dreams come true.

His cock inside of her was transcendence personified—the endless orgasmic pleasure she felt utterly melting her reason and thinking capabilities. They would return...but only well after this fuck.

Rebeca slid down next to her. Knowing it would turn Master on, Isabelle kissed Rebeca deeply.

More than that, she kissed like she meant it
 , because she did
 , because she knew loving
 Rebeca would really
 turn her Master on. She loved
 Rebeca with her whole heart, as much as she could love another person who wasn't her King.

The two supermodels made out madly, and then when Lewis pushed himself down next to their lips, they traded turns with hims, each moaning his name, calling him Master and Sir and King and God, their hot plush lips sliding so heatedly against his. All three of them treating each other with perfect, endless, vain love built entirely on the heat that comes only from knowing that what you're fucking is utterly perfect. Nadine sat back to one side, fingering her cunt madly, watching and drooling, needing more, like she had been plopped in front of a television set showing exclusively porn for seven years.

“Fuck me, yes!” Isabelle cried. “Fuck me, my King! Put a baby in me! Put twins in me!”

“Triplets!” Rebeca moaned. “She can take it! She can take it all!”

Isabelle lodged Rebeca's mouth down on her nipple, loving the way her supermodel lover drank her precious, flowing, delicious milk.

“Yeah!” said Isabelle. “That's right! I can take it! I can take all of it! Please!”

Lewis exploded inside of her tight hot cunt, filling her up, his white jizz spraying all over her womb. No doubt she was pregnant now—and now doubt she would be pregnant dozens of times for him, giving him herself again and again, and always keeping her gorgeous model-fit body with such complete ease.

Isabelle clung her Master tight, crooning and purring in his ear. She loved him—honestly, truly, completely. She was eternally, gorgeously young, and would be adored by billions, even more than she had been before. Ultimate power would be hers...and she would give it all up to Him, just like a Good Girl ought to.

Lewis sat up for a moment, looking around the floor.

“Something wrong, dearest?” she asked.

“No,” he said, kissing her on the forehead. Isabelle shook with pleasure. “Just...the Gun. It's gone. Doesn't matter now.”

He was hard inside of her again already. She had every intention of keeping him inside her cunt for the next several hours, even days—her magic hot pussy could make him hard again and again and again.

And then, later on, if she asked very nicely, maybe he would let her introduce him to the rest of her supermodel compatriots very soon. Gun or not, they wouldn't be able to resist a Living God...and the Living Goddess at his side, commanding them all to Kneel for Master.

# # #
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Bimbo Gaze
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T
 wo blond beauties
 knelt before me, their mouths slaving over my cock with wet kisses and long heated slurps. They made out passionately around the head of my cock, trading loving turns as they soulfully sucked me up and down.

In their eyes I saw only obedience. Only adoration. Only slavish, absolute love.

I didn’t plan it this way.

I didn’t plan to have a pair of bimbo beauties with empty brains and huge, lactating tits loving nothing in the world except for my cock.

I didn’t plan to have more power than I knew what to do with.

I was a good guy. I paid my taxes. I was polite to people. I brought my lunch to work and didn’t turn on my air conditioning during the hottest times of the day. I re-used the same water bottle for months at a time.

And yet somehow, here I was—the mind controlling master of a pair of slaves. I’d totally ruined their lives—or at least, their lives as they had been. Their lives as they were before I completely fucked their thoughts away and replaced them with nothing but worshipful obedience.

I promise I’m a good guy. I promise I didn’t mean to do it this way.

But goddamn...having two girls suck your cock at the same time feels crazy good. Too good to ever think that I can stop.

* * * * *
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“W
 HY DON’T YOU DO EVERYONE
 a favor and go die like your father did?”

There was no guilt on the face of my boss, Victoria, as she said this to me—no shame, no self-awareness that what was spouting out from her plush, well-formed lips was probably the most horrible thing you could say to a person. I stood over a mess of wet pulp—a batch of books that were supposed to be on our shelves next week, but instead were ruined by a flood from the rainstorm the night before.

Instead, there was a real sensation of pride that I read on her face—vindictive righteousness that she was putting me in my place.

“Look,” I said, pointing at the boxes of ruined books. “It’s not my fault. How was I supposed to know this place had such a shitty, leaky basement? It’s not like you told me—”

“More excuses,” she said, rolling her eyes. Her thick, beautiful breasts heaved in her tight blue dress. “Let me know when you’ve learned to take responsibility for yourself, Ethan. In the meantime, clean this shit up.”

She stormed back upstairs and I was left alone with my co-worker Gia, who looked at me with crossed arms.

“You’re fucking crazy if you think I’m
 going to clean up this mess,” she said. “I told you to put them on the shelves.”

Not that I was going to mention it, but she had also told me
 to put them on the shelves while she skipped out on work early to go hang out with her boyfriend Darryl.

It wasn’t because Gia was smoking hot that I was keeping my mouth shut—although, yeah, that probably had something to do with it. Nineteen, blond, huge breasts, picture-perfect body, and an apparent obsession with wearing tiny miniskirts that barely slipped past the edge of her beautifully built ass, she was certainly a looker. Her penchant for skirts was in full effect, wearing a pleated brown nothing that showed off more leg than most women had bodies. I respectfully declined to let my drool exit my mouth...most of the time.

But no, the reason I held my tongue at Gia was instead because I had really had enough of eating shit that day from the ladies I worked with at the library. Why give her the excuse to be pissy with me?

My boss, Victoria, was well older than both of us—I was twenty-four—she was in her late thirties somewhere. She was still crazy hot, though. After being a beauty queen for her youth—winning the state competition twice and dominating the local circuits for so long they were actually named
 after her now—she had “retired” to a life of public service in running a local library.

Word was, she’d had her heart broken by some millionaire machinery baron and when she woke up out of the haze of alcohol and grief, she was in charge of the library. Now she ran it like her own personal duchy.

None of this was to mention that she thoroughly hated my guts.

Somehow I had managed to surround myself with a whole mess of beautiful blondes who don’t seem to have anything in common but their shared hatred of me and everyone I come from. The two of them shared this particular hatred in common with most of the town.

Gia stomped up the stairs of the basement, leaving me with the pulpy mess of the books to clean.

I sighed, looking at the expansive mess, wondering where to start. It seemed like a sort of hopeless task.

Believe it or not, I felt bad. I certainly didn’t like being yelled at by everyone in my life, but that wasn’t it. I felt bad because I genuinely care for books. Books were the only reason I escaped the empty bourgeoisie hellscape of my childhood with anything resembling humanity. That’s why I got the job at the library to begin with. To be responsible for a whole three crates of donated books being absolutely ruined was not going to rest easy on my conscience.

I picked up a push broom and started to sweep the muck of the pulp towards the center of the basement near the stairs. The wet mess of pages had spread out everywhere, deep into each corner of the basement. It was like pushing old rotten wood, soggy oatmeal, or mashed corn. A thoroughly gross affair.

The basement wasn’t exactly in top-notch condition in the first place. The Bloomingdale Heights Second District Library had been built over a hundred years before, and was in vast need of upkeep. Down below, here in the basement, was where they kept their outdated furnace system, storage of donated books, and a whole lot of cobwebs, dirt, and accumulated grossness from years and years of water damage.

Sweeping and pushing the broom was exhausting work. I was in pretty decent shape from lifting weights three times a week. Not enough cardio, giving me a little bit of extra bulk, but still, you could look at me and know I worked out. My hair was light brown and my eyes pretty much the same color. I was good-natured enough to pick up tail in bars pretty easily while I was traveling—but not so handsome that I could overcome the boiling pot of hatred for me and my kin in the town of Bloomingdale Heights.

More steps down the stairs, and my temper began to flex.

“I’m taking care of it, damn,” I said. “Lay off.”

“Jeez, all right. Just looking for my sister, man.”

I turned and looked—it was Amelia, Gia’s sister. She was younger than Gia, and—though it was hard to believe—much, much
 prettier, when Gia was already so easy on the eyes that it was a surprise men didn't fall asleep when they drool after her.

Amelia and Gia were stepsisters, as far as I knew, and Amelia’s mother must have been from somewhere more exotic—Eastern Europe, maybe Brazil. Some place with tall women who had amazing asses, long voluminous hair, and the kinds of faces that haunted your dreams from the second you saw them.

Yeah, I had a thing for Amelia. Old gay men who had been moved in with their partner after the first date and lovingly sucked cock for forty years had a thing for Amelia—it was impossible not to. She was that kind of beauty, that kind of girl.

Her hatred for me—though I’m sure it was there—had always been more muted than that of her sister and certainly that of Victoria and other more mature folks of the city, and for that, my “thing” for her transcended into a whole lot of crushing.

The kindness of a woman was not something I took for granted.

She wore tight green yoga pants that would be the substance of every wet dream of mine for the rest of forever. Her ass cleavage was grafted onto every thought I had. Complicating this further was the tight yellow sports bra she wore, barely able to contain the young buoyant perfection of her tits. Hair like dripping dark sunshine wrapped down around her body, thick and voluminous, and I was—for the seven hundredth time since seeing her—absolutely in love with her.

Amelia was the cheerleading captain at her school, and even when I had been rich and gone to high school, she never would have gone for me. Too wholesome, she was; she bought into the high school promise of popularity, fast cars, and good times.

She’d marry the star quarterback (who she was now dating), having sex only on her wedding night, and the worst part of it is they were both pretty smart and came from well-to-do families, so they’d end up successful—I couldn’t even have the dignity of living better than her.

“Sorry,” I said. “Everyone’s on my case today. I don’t know where Gia is. You checked around upstairs?”

“Obvi,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Maybe she’s on the roof getting a smoke? I hope not. Mom’s really
 serious about her giving that up.”

“I’ve been down here all morning.” I looked at my cellphone. “All afternoon, too, I guess. I didn’t know so much time had passed.”

She stepped down into the basement. Every motion sent hard pulses into my cock. Her abs, perfectly toned and perfectly covered by the thinnest layer of tantalizing flesh, made her every movement appear transcendent.

I just had to fuck the shit out of her body so bad. My boner was quickly apparent, and I had trouble caring.

“What happened?” she asked, looking at the mess.

“The rains last night. Basement got flooded.”

“That downpour?” she asked, peering closer at the stack of mushed books. “I thought that was only for like, twenty minutes.”

“Yeah, well,” I waved my hand around. “Here we are. Shitty sewer system got backed up, and the shitty piping here couldn’t handle it.”

“Shit.”

She leaned further into the pile. It was possible she was very close to falling into it, but I had a great view of the best ass in the world—I wasn’t about to stop her from doing anything
 .

“Here’s one that got saved, huh?”

With a smile that melted every part of me, she held up a thick black and pink book. It was more like a tome than a book, almost the entire size of Amelia’s torso.

“Wow,” I said, taking the tome from her and setting it up against a nearby abandoned pedestal. “It doesn’t even seem wet.”

She read the title, following with a finger. “’The Varyashuns & Intricacies of Ancieynt Bimbeau Magicka.’ Weird.”

I nodded, barely listening, too caught up with being so damn close to Amelia. “Super weird.”

I was the one to open the book. For some reason, I was trembling. At first, I thought it was just because I was so close to the object of my barely containable desire. I hadn’t been this close to Amelia ever, and my senses were all thoroughly overwhelmed. All I wanted to do was turn to her and kiss her madly, passionately, shove her against the wall and fuck her and promise her that she’d never worry about anything again.

But, Amelia trembled too—and I knew it wasn’t for the same reasons I thought I was trembling.

After a moment, I realized it was the book itself. Something was off
 about it—something that felt out of this world.

“Maybe we shouldn’t—”Amelia began, but it was too late.

I had already opened the book—and then my hands couldn’t stop, turning page after page. Information poured into me. Light sang from the book. I heard my voice and Gia’s voice filling the small basement. I heard rumblings as the earth moved and the basement shifted.

I heard everything—everything
 —all at once. My eyes burned and burned, but it wasn’t pain that filled me.

It was joy.

* * * * *
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L
 ET’S GO AHEAD AND
 get this out of the way—I don’t know my parents. Honestly, I never did. I don’t want any sympathy for it and I damn sure don’t want your pity.

I knew
 them, of course. It’s just, they were never around. I was raised mostly by a rotating cycle of maids and tutors until the money finally ran out when I was sixteen. My parents spent holidays with me and that was it—they never really wanted a kid. They wanted to party all the time in island countries or along expensive river fronts in Europe.

Eventually, that all caught up with them. My mother drank herself to death. And my father? He had big development ties to more than half of the land in my hometown of Bloomingdale Heights, which meant he had the ears of every politician from the local city councilors to state senators. Time was, a re-invigoration bill came through the state to invest funds into renewable energy sources. But this meant trouble for my father’s oil wells, so he killed it.

Then his oil ran out; then his fortune ran out; then his patience with life ran out and he hung himself.

I’ve been on my own ever since, but really, I always was. I had a nice run for those sixteen years, living in a string of nice houses—but they were as empty as anything you can imagine. For a kid, that’s tough to take.

After two years in a state home, I moved out on my own and used up whatever part of my fortune was left. It wasn’t very much. The city took a lot of it and the state took the rest; with as much embezzling and tax evasion that my dad was involved in, it wasn’t very difficult for the government to shore up as much money as they wanted from funds that had never belonged to me in the first place.

After six more years of traveling and self-educating, I came back home. Everyone there hated me by proxy; news that I had arrived back was met with scorn and derision everywhere from the newspapers to the nightly news.

Now, why would they still hate me? Wasn’t it all my father’s doing, their misfortune? What did I have to do with any of it?

Well, almost nothing. But like some grand cosmic game of horseshoes, it’s that “almost” that counts for everything.

You see, I still owned a little
 bit of land. Comparatively little, at any rate. A few hundred acres just on the border of the town, ripe for any sort of development I could set my eyes on. But I wouldn’t sell it, and the city government had lost their eminent domain case against me. They wanted it for a new tourist center to try and jump start a new influx of money into the town, which it badly needed after the oil had dried up.

But I wouldn’t sell it to them.

Why not?

I couldn’t really tell you. Spite was certainly part of it. They had tried to steal the land away from me before they offered to buy it from me, so that was one part of it. Maybe I had plans of my own, vague and unrealized, about starting something up with it that could save the town, so I could do it myself.

But really, if I were to be honest—and why not be honest here?—I’d say it was because I was still pretty pissed off about them stealing everything else away from me because of my family name. That land was the last part of my family that I had, and I’d be damned if I was going to give it up just because they hadn’t spent the money they’d already
 taken from me well enough.

Anyway. Reading that book—if you want to call the experience that I had “reading”—left me flat on my ass like nothing I could have imagined.

When I woke, I was on the floor, covered in the pulpy muck of the basement. Right away I wanted to retreat to my small apartment and take a shower. Amelia was nowhere to be found, though next to me I saw a body-shaped outline in the muck where she must have been knocked down too.

Who ever heard of a book actually knocking you on your ass? Who ever heard of a book filling your head with so much light and joy?

I mean, obviously, books are great. But this was like being attached to a satellite dish that only ever received mainline bliss. My body was still weak, though my soul felt on fire.

Slowly, I got up and began to make my way up the stairs. We didn’t have a shower, but we did have a bathroom, and so I managed to wash most of the muck off and change into a spare pair of clothes I kept in a bag for when I went to the gym. My shift was, technically, for another hour and a half, but I was going home.

Victoria could fire me if she wanted to—which meant that she could fire me.

In fact, I probably would be
 fired as soon as she found out I was leaving early, but I didn’t give a damn. I needed a nap. I’d just experienced something intense and spiritual, and my brain required recovery.

There were a few bathrooms in the library. I chose the one on the top floor, the third floor, because it was the most isolated and the least likely to have someone come in. Our library didn’t have a high rate of visitors in the first place—maybe twenty a day on a good day—so it was good bet.

The top floor was like the two below it—filled with rows and rows of books. It contained non-fiction for the most part, my least favorite genre. I had always been more of a swords-and-sorcery man. Anything for an escape.

Coming out of the bathroom, feeling cleaner—or at least clean enough to go home in my car and clean up again—I saw Gia waiting for me. She was worrying at a lock of golden hair, frowning intensely.

“Hey,” said Gia. “Are you okay?”

“I think so.”

“I heard like, some big rumble. And then Amelia walked out and she was like, not talking? She looked like she was in a trance or something. It was super weird. Are you guys okay? Did you hit like a gas line or something?”

“Gas line?” I shook my head. “No. There was this book...”

I trailed off, realizing that if I were to explain what had really happened, I would sound insane.

You can just imagine how that conversation would go: No, really, gorgeous nineteen year-old whose biggest existential worry is what dress she’ll wear on her next date and who is only working in a library because it’s an easy paycheck where she can bully and/or sweet-talk the town's black sheep into doing all her duties. I just had a spiritual experience from what amounts to just looking at a book. Do I mean reading it? No, of course not. I couldn’t call it reading because all the information in it was transmitted directly into my brain without me really doing any of that pesky eye-movement of “reading.” Hey, where are you running to? No, I don’t know the number to the mental hospital.


“There was this book...” Gia said, urging me on.

“Never mind,” I said. “Don’t worry about it. Why don’t you just tell Victoria it was my fault, all right? You were going to anyway. Talk to Amelia if you want to know more.”

I began to walk past her—going home for my nap. But she grabbed me.

“Hey.” She sounded concerned. “I tried
 to talk to Amelia. But she was so fucking out of it that she acted like she didn’t even know
 me. I don’t know what’s happening, but I...but...b-but I...”

Her eyes were a soft blue. They were locked on mine. I usually don’t look people in the eyes. It’s uncomfortable and makes me feel awkward. But at that moment, I felt like I had
 to look Gia in the eyes, like there was something important
 about seeing right through into her soul.

Her words trailed off. She tried a few more times to say something, but it ended in sounds more mushy than the pulp in the basement. It was amazing, for me, locking eyes with Gia like this, and not just because her cleavage was right there
 and I could look straight down into it at any given time. It wasn’t Amelia-quality, but it was damn fine and it was gifted with the unmistakable qualities of immediacy—and yet I ignored it anyway.

Ignored it, and continued to look into Gia’s eyes.

Something transferred between us. Or rather, something exited
 from me—a sensation more than anything tangible, at first. A feeling of joy, of happiness, of well being. I saw Gia’s face begin to smile for the first time since I had known her. She had a gorgeous smile, enough to make my cock harden even more than it already was from being so close to her.

And then, as my cock hardened, the transfer began to intensity. Light, brilliant and pink, joined our gaze. Her body stiffened and drool began to exit her mouth.

My cock grew harder and harder, unstoppable now, even though I couldn’t place exactly what was turning me on. It was power I felt—power that thrummed through my being. I wanted
 Gia, I wanted to fuck her for an entire week, and in me I could feel the power very suddenly to do exactly that. I couldn’t explain it, couldn’t describe it, but I knew the longer she held my gaze, the more I owned her entire being. Her eyes emptied out, all intelligence draining away.

Slowly, the intensity of our gaze began to dissipate. Slowly, Gia’s eyes began to become her own again. And slowly, she dropped to her knees before me.

“Of course, Master,” she said softly. “Yes, r-right away. Thank you, Master.”

I looked around. No one had said anything. And yet all the same, Gia began to unzip my pants as if I had ordered her to do so—as if I had ordered her to do so, and as if she was thrilled
 to do so.


Her smile was soft and quiet as she unveiled my cock, already so hard and dripping with precum. Her big blue eyes flashed with delight as her hands slipped my member out of its constraints, happy little coos exiting her mouth in a row. Moaning softly, she began to lick and kiss the head and shaft, stroking passionately as she did so.

“G-Gia,” I said, stunned. “What are you doing?”

“I am obeying, Master. You need your cock adored. And so I am adoring it. Would you like me to stop, Master?”

I certainly fucking did not. And yet at the same time...

“Why am I your Master?”

“Because...” she smiled, laughing, as if I had brought up something supremely dumb—a suggestion that we build a car for bipedal elephants, maybe. “Because you are
 . You always
 have been. Unless...”

Her expression became very worried indeed. I could see the fear in her eyes; I could feel her fear and desperation as she licked and kissed me.

“...you don’t want me as your slave anymore, Master? Is that it? Am I to be exiled from the glory of your service?”

She looked so scared. So vulnerable and afraid. And so even though I knew that somehow the right
 thing to do was to have her stop sucking my cock, I couldn’t bring myself to tell her that.

“No,” I said. I took her by the hair and shoved my cock down her throat. She responded with a pleasured, happy moan, her tight throat vibrating all along the many inches of my shaft. “No, you’re mine. You’re mine, and you’re going to swallow my fucking cum. Aren’t you?”

She moaned a happy affirmative, gleefully slurping up and down the long shaft of my cock with ease. Her attentions only increased as she worked, licking eagerly as she sucked me down. I let go of all restraint, my hands tugging and sinking into her thick, short golden hair, pulling her tight against my crotch.

Soon, she was deep-throating me completely. My hips bucked against her pretty face, fucking it hard. There was no resistance, no distress. She took everything I had with delight, and then wanted more. I could see a puddle of hot lust spilling from her crotch, soaking her panties and the bottom of her skirt. On her knees in front of me, I had never wanted Gia more in my life.

All those times she had talked down to me. All those times she had pushed work my way. All those times she had ignored me, or snubbed me, or mocked me.

I was paying her back for that now and in spades. Her moans became choked and garbled as I fucked her throat even more furiously than before; she was running out of air. I didn't give a fuck.

“You fucking take it
 ,” I growled. “You fucking take my cum
 .”

Her eyes, so big and blue, widened with need. She wanted it—she wanted all
 of this. Wanted to be used like this by her Master.

It was all the signal I needed. My balls, slapping so hard against her pretty little chin, tightened sweetly as my orgasm began to arrive. A huge load erupted from my cock, flooding ounces of hot seed down her throat and then—as I pulled out—across her face and tits. I bathed her in it—more cum than I had ever let loose before—spraying it all across that perfect cleavage that I'd jerked off thinking about so many times, that hot face that had denied me even the simplest of courtesies and friendliness before.

She belonged to me, now. I had marked her.

“Thank you, Master.” Gia cleaned my cock with care and attention, not a drop of cum going to waste. Her attentions were exquisite. “Thank you so much.”

Shuddering still, my legs trembling, I backed away slightly from her. Not so much that she couldn't keep licking and kissing me, but a little. Now that my head was clear, I was a little scared at how much I had gotten into that—how vengeful
 I was.

And was it just me, or were her eyes even bluer than before?

* * * * *
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G
 IA TOOK A CATNAP AT
 my feet after swallowing my load, gently kneading one foot between her heavy tits.

I had deduced—genius that I am—that somehow the book downstairs was the cause of all this.

I’d had my fun and, if you want to call it that, my “revenge.” I didn’t need to keep going with this. Gia was beautiful—gorgeous, really—but this felt dirty and weird and I didn’t fancy having a mind controlled slave, no matter how pretty she was.

I mean, yes
 , it was completely awesome having my cock sucked by a beautiful obedient woman, and especially one who had treated me like such dirt before, but I had a little dignity. I had some
 morals. Her mind had been screwed with, somehow, and I was the one who had done it.

And behind that
 was the book. I left Gia sleeping in the stacks and ran downstairs to the basement. My assumption was that if it was the tome that had changed me and changed Gia, then it was the tome that could change us back.

But when I got there, the book on the podium was full of mush. I tried to open the cover, and my hand sank into the mass of the book like it was fresh porridge. When I tried to turn the pages, it disintegrated more, melting and forming a thick soup at the base of the podium.

I huffed, shaking my head. This was fucked up.

Whatever had happened to me wasn’t going to un-happen itself anytime soon, not by any means I could see.

It was just then—as I made my way through the stacks back to Gia—that I remembered Amelia. God, what the fuck was she
 going through? Had the same thing happened to her that happened to me? Gia had mentioned her being in some sort of trance. Had I done to Amelia what I had done to Gia?

I certainly hoped not. I had enough on my conscience already.

When I returned to Gia, she was still on the ground. But something was different.

In fact, a lot
 was different. She had changed. And, to be totally accurate, she was still
 changing.

As I looked at her, her hair became thicker and longer. It had been short and cute before—cut short, I would guess, to differentiate herself from her sister’s array of brilliantly golden blond locks. Before, though, the color had been somewhat muted—like a brownish blond, somewhere caught in between.

Her hair now was blond and getting blonder. The roots themselves
 were golden, and the locks grew out into thick, heavy tresses, surrounding her like a cloak.

And there was, suddenly, quite a different image of Gia to surround. I watched with wonder as her tummy tightened up—and there hadn’t been much to tighten in the first place. Skin from head to toe bronzed over and became shinier, healthier. Her waist narrowed while her hips grew wider, sending a pulse to my cock at the obvious advertisement of her sudden fertility. Her legs grew longer, torso seeming to shorten—though perhaps that was just because of the way that her tits started to grow.

And by grow, I mean they exploded
 —before they were a hefty, delicious 36C cup. Now she would be lucky to fit inside a 38E at the least. And even though they were that big, her body retained all of its youthful vigor, the surface of her tits remained shiny and bronzed like the rest of her skin.

“F-fuck...” I muttered.

“Yes, Master,” said Gia dreamily, yawning and turning onto her back. She spread her legs wide, her pink pussy lips opened up just for me. “Please, Master. I need you to fuck my body full of your impregnating cum like, right away. Pretty please, Sir?”

It was now that I got a full look at her face. She had been pretty before—very much so. Now she was positively angelic. Her lips were puffier, her eyes bigger and—as I had thought before—even more blue than they used to be. Her every feature was accented and exaggerated up to the point of supreme eroticism. She would never be able to have a job doing something normal and sensible—no one would take her seriously as a politician or a saleswoman or banker.

But she could be a stripper.

Oh yes.

She could be a whore.

And apparently, for all intents and purposes, she was now my
 whore. And I wanted to fuck my whore bad. My cock strained against my pants, aching to fill that needy, wet gap between her thighs.

“Gia,” I said, gulping. “Close your legs.”

Disappointment flashed across her face for a moment, quickly overshadowed by soft bliss from how good it felt to obey my order.

“Yes, Master.” She smiled. “Anything you say.”

“I need you to think for me, Gia.”

“That’s not my strong suit,” she giggled. “But I’ll try. What do you want me to think about?”

“You’re saying I am your Master. Do you know...do you know when that started?”

I wanted to know what she knew, what she had experienced. To reverse this, I would need more hard facts.

“I...hmm. Thinking is like, super hard...” she put a finger on her nipple, tweaking and toying. The raspberry-sized protrusion gave her no small amount of pleasure, apparently. As she toyed, she looked up at me with heavily-lidded eyes, licking her lips, all but beckoning me to come and fuck her rotten.

I stood strong, though.

“Think, Gia,” I said, my voice more commanding. “Do this for me. Do it for...for Master.”

I had a hard time with that last bit, but I figured the ends were more important than the means at that moment.

Of course, a whole lot of trouble I had after
 this was because of that line of reasoning—justifying the definite means with the possible ends. The problem with that, though, is that the ends can change on you whenever you like, but the means are always under your control.

“There...was a time,” said Gia, “I do remember, when I wasn’t your slave. But it was a wrong
 time. It was...like a dream world? Like a different sort of time, living on top of this one. But the more I think about it, the more it goes away. I mean, it doesn’t really belong in my head anyway. In that
 silly time, I’d never even sucked cock before. I’d never even been laid!” She giggled, tits bouncing. “Isn’t that silly, Master?”

I nodded, gulping as I watched her beautiful breasts continue to jiggle. “Very.”

“Won’t you come and like, fuck me forever, Sire?”

Gia slid a hand between her legs, sliding fingertips past her clit. Instantly, her body responded, hot delicious moisture sliding over her folds. And it was
 delicious—I could smell it. She would taste like a pot of honey laced with a heavy heaping of cocaine.

I did
 want to fuck her. But to do it like this...it felt so wrong. I didn’t know if I could give myself over to feelings that were steeped in such low morality.

“What’s going on up there?”

Victoria approached. Panic struck me. Trying to think quickly, I pushed Gia out of the aisle of books we were in and shoved her into the nearby bathroom.

“Stay in there,” I hissed, “and don’t come out unless I tell you.”

“Yes, Master.”

I shushed her, face red, and turned to see Victoria approaching.

God, she was a fine woman. Long legs, beautiful face, and hair that seemed to shine. There was a part of me—a very real part—that wanted to know just how developed my powers were. Were they “powers” at all, even? Were they permanent?

The book, I remembered, had said something about magic and rituals on the cover. Had what Amelia and I experienced been part of some unrealized ritual dozens of years or even centuries before, only actualized once we came across the book?

Was it a one-time thing with Gia or not?

Could I make Victoria
 into my bimbo fuckslave too?

There was a curious part of me that was rather interested in finding out. But, luckily for Victoria (and, I suppose, for my soul), my conscience won out.

“Gia is sick,” I said. “Not sure with what. She thinks it’s something she swallowed. Ate, I mean.”

Inside the bathroom, Gia giggled. I turned and shot a glare at the bathroom, hoping somehow that she could see my displeasure through the door.

“She sounds fine,” said Victoria, clearly suspicious. “It smells...strange, up here. Were you...?”

“Cleaning up after taking care of the mess in the basement?” I offered, hoping to be clever. “Yes. Absolutely. I’m not quite done yet, but give me a couple of trash bags and I should be done before midday tomorrow.”

She sniffed again, deeper this time. “No, that’s not it. It’s a different
 smell. It’s...”

From inside the bathroom, Gia started making big gagging and vomit noises. Victoria’s suspicion immediately transformed into concern. “Oh, the poor dear. And all she has is you
 to look after her. Do you think she needs to go see a doctor?”

“We’ve...already made an appointment,” I lied. “Her sister didn’t show up to drive her, so I volunteered.”

“How very chivalrous
 of you, Mr. Prince.” She crossed her arms, shaking her head. “Don’t think it’ll get you anywhere with her. She’s too smart for that. Like every other woman in this town.”

That stung. It was true—before Gia’s impromptu blowjob, I hadn’t been sucked off in ages. Or laid, for that matter.

For just a moment, I looked at her in the eyes. “You’re a real sweetheart, Victoria.”

Her eyes locked with mine. And, for that instant, I could see her pupils beginning to dilate, like she was looking into a very bright light—or, like she had taken some hallucinogenic drug.

I turned away, and she took several moments to respond.

“Real...sweetheart?” She smiled—the only time I had ever seen her smile at me, and laughed like I had said something funny. “You’re a real...real joker, Mr. Prince.”

Goddamn. It worked. It really worked. Whatever was happening with me was the real deal, and it didn’t appear to be going away soon. The urge to grab her by the hair then—to force her to look into my eyes until she was properly transformed and perfected like Gia had been—was very nearly overwhelming.

Victoria was fucking hot
 , and I could have her whenever I wanted.

But only nearly so. I kept my gaze to one side, and didn’t press on.

Having a beauty like Victoria being my worshipful slave, especially after how long she’d been a bitch to me, was quite tempting. But the wrongness of it was too much. Gia had been an unavoidable accident, ultimately excusable in some ways. But for Victoria, there would be no excuse unless I wanted to go full-bore into supervillainry.

Victoria walked away silently, her steps a little staggered, leaning occasionally on the bookshelves for support.

“Just...just look after her,” she said, her words slightly slurred. “Strong man that you are.”

I hoped to do just that.

* * * * *
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A
 T THE SAME TIME THAT
 I was mindfucking Gia and transforming her—however inadvertently—into my personal bimbofied fuckslave, Amelia was still dazed and walking through the streets of Bloomingdale Heights, looking gorgeous as ever in those tight pants and that hot little sports bra.

Her mind was pretty well fucked up from having looked at the book, but the symptoms of this were somewhat different than they had been for me. After waking up and seeing me dazed, she wiped herself off and headed outside the library—ignoring Gia on the way—and set herself out into the town.

All that she knew was that she had to get as far away from me—and the book—as possible. The light show from the book had spooked something terrible in her psyche, and the sooner she was done with it, the better.

When Gia had tried to stop her, a thousand different responses had come to Amelia’s mind, but none of them were able to break the tranquil surface of the sea of strange contentment that had settled over her mind.

When the book had transmitted to her—and let’s just use that word, shall we? Transmitted. Nice, easy word, and it’s what I’ve taken to calling what I did to Gia and Victoria and later, others.

Anyway, when the book transmitted
 to her, she didn’t receive the kind of sexual bliss that I did. Instead, she was filled with a sense of purpose and serenity, one that was quite hard to break free of.

But break free she did. Walking through the streets of Bloomingdale Heights, in a small district with a lot of small trendy shops (a vintage record store, a custom pet food shop, a specialized vinegar vendor, and so on), she entered an alley and got her foot stuck in a chain. With her mind being so gone and occupied, trying to decipher the endless combinations of symbols and passages from the book running through her head like a fleet of interconnected trains, by the time she finally noticed she was caught in the metal she was thoroughly entangled.

And so she reached down and snatched at the links, almost instantly pounding them into dust between her fingers and her palm.

Pretty seriously strong stuff in her fingers. Basically the moonshine of super-strength, which she had just discovered she had. The haze in her mind, at this point, was just about gone, with the shock from discovering her strength evaporating the last of it.

In her hands, she had held strong, American-made steel, and with about as much effort as she put into holding a pencil, she had crushed it into powder.

“I said give me
 your motherfucking money, man. You motherfucking deaf?”

Muggings were historically pretty rare in Bloomingdale Heights, but a recent rise in methamphetamine use had increased the amount of undesirables in the city. Amelia had come across one such encounter behind the grocery store where she had found herself. Two men were circling each other at the far end of the alley next to a dumpster. Curious and a bit amazed at what was happening, she picked up the chain—more carefully this time—and approached them.

“Fuck off, man,” said the fellow being mugged. “Just fuck off and leave me alone, okay?”

This man was positively dumb, as really the appropriate response to a man waving a knife in your face is and always will be “Do whatever he says.” He was well on his way to a stabbing.

And then Amelia threw the chain. It caught the attacker around his arms and neck, tying them together and knocking him down. The victim jumped, surprised, and then let out a cheer when he realized what had happened.

Amelia, though, was concerned that she had thrown the chain too hard and ran to the attacker to see if he was okay.

Unfortunately, he was. Furious at being thwarted, and no small part of this fury coming from the fact that he had been thwarted by a pretty woman dressed in yoga pants and a sports bra, the man stabbed Amelia right in the side. The blade broke off at the hilt and sparked along the alley way. Amelia stood up and looked down at where she had been stabbed—not even a mark on her flawless, tanned skin.

The victim ran off, squealing something about angels, and I can’t blame him. If I had been rescued from death by a woman as beautiful as Amelia, I probably would start believing in capital-g God too.

The attacker had big, wild eyes. Amelia shoved him hard into the ground on his stomach, pushing his arms behind his back. Then she took a nearby pipe and wrapped it around his hands and arms, leaving him in place.

She knelt down in front of him. He was drooling and crying, terrified out of his mind. For a moment, she just looked at him. Then, smiling, Amelia patted his face.

“No more muggings.”

He nodded urgently. “No more. No ma’am.”

“Good.”

She got up and walked away—then, thinking for a moment, jumped.

Seven seconds later she landed on top of a building a half-mile away with a hard thump, sending dust flying everywhere.

She was tough. She was strong. She had a hell of a high jump.

Something incredible had happened to her. Amelia had powers
 , somehow.

And there was no doubt in her mind that she had to use these powers only for good.

* * * * *
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A
 FTER VICTORIA LEFT
 , I took Gia out of the bathroom.

She was naked. Her body rubbed against mine with exuberant desire, and she landed soft, pleading kisses on my chin and neck.

“Sire,” Gia whined, her fingers buried in her cunt. “Pretty please
 can I suck your cock again?” Her eyes lit up. “Or...or
 , you can fuck me? You can fuck me right
 , Master. You can fuck me so good. You can just get me so
 pregnant and fill me full of your babies. It’ll be so, so easy, Daddy...please?”

Her easy transition between all these titles—Daddy, Master, Sire—was making my cock as hard as a rock. How was anyone supposed to deny a virgin bimbo goddess who so desperately wanted your cock, and your cock exclusively
 , to fill up her tight young body?

“Where did your clothes go, Gia?”

“I...well...” she shrugged. “Having them on was like, making me all horny and stuff. So I got rid of them.”

Her naked, erect nipples pushed fervently into my chest. They were rock-hard.

“And you’re less horny now?”

She giggled, kissing my chin. “Not really. But that’s fine, right?”

Something wet was on my chest. All of Gia looked
 wet now—wet and shiny and fuckable, lubed up, ready for work—but she was only actually incredibly soft. Her hair was the exception—it was definitely soft, of course, but it didn’t look wet. It looked more luminous, sending off rays of pure blond into the atmosphere. Anytime her head moved, her long tresses each decided to try and out do each other, shimmering madly like spun gold.

I looked down at her body—especially her tits, which had been pressing against my chest. And there was the source of the wetness—her nipples were leaking milk.

“F-fuck...” I said.

My cock, before, had been relatively silent, if hard and ready. More panicked and distraught over the situation than anything else. But now, to see that milk, it began to shout with lust, demanding that its lust be slaked and soon.

“It’s for you, Master,” she said, sliding one finger over the warm liquid. “Just for you. To show you how nice and fertile I can be for you.”

At first, she rubbed it into her skin. The healthy shine of her skin automatically increased where she rubbed it in, sending a soft, pleasant aromatic thrill into the air. Then she slid another few drops up to her mouth, tasting herself.

That was crazy erotic to me—seeing that milk. I can’t say that I had a thing for milky tits before that, for lactation.

But seeing this young, beautiful creature before me, so clearly fertile, so clearly in need
 of my cock and cum, with gigantic, mind-bogglingly perfect tits that were leaking milk because she was so fucking turned on by my presence...that was having an effect in some primal, deep place in my mind.

Her other hand—the one that had been pushed up into her cunt, slid up to my chin now and sneaked her milk-covered fingers forward into my mouth. She tasted—as I suspected—like some mega-drug-laced form of honey.

“Please, Daddy?” she whispered, her voice a soft, aching coo. “Please won’t you fuck me rotten? Won’t you fuck me until I can’t walk anymore? I need your cock so bad, Daddy. I want you to fuck my big leaky, milky tits. I want you to fuck my tight little asshole. I want you to fuck my mouth like it’s my cunt. And I need
 you to fuck my cunt
 , Master, so bad, I need you to fuck me until I’m nice and big and preggo for you, and even then I want you fucking me still. Please, Sir, oh please?”

As she begged, her hands had fumbled with my zipper, taking a quick, soft hold of my straining cock, and I was helpless to stop her. Her hands were covered in milk still, and so her lactation quickly mixed with my precum lubrication, sending marvelous sensations up and down my masculine fabrication.

A man can only take so much—and I was at my limit from all her begging. The soft strokes of her hand on my cock, so insistent and gentle, happy, needy, with her eyes so big and blue and pleading—that pushed me over the limit for sure.

“Fuck,” I groaned, precum spurting onto the shiny surface of her skin. “Fuck, yes.”

The sound that emanated from her was half-giggle, half-moan, and all desire. She slid down to the ground with her legs spread wide and, with her grip still steady on my cock, I followed her down. Every part of her was so smooth and warm.

I lost myself in her body, immediately rubbing my face in her huge, milk-wet tits. Her moans increased—I could feel the bliss trembling through her body at my touch. As I did, my cock ground against the outside of her cunt, pushing on her clit.

As my cock pushed against her clit harder, I could feel her, almost immediately, cum beneath me.

“Y-yes, Master!” she moaned. “S-so good, Master!”

I ground into her more, taking her nipples into my mouth and licking and sucking wildly. The taste was paradise to my taste buds. Leaning forward more, I throttled her tiny body and shoved it up against my hips, preparing to enter. First, though, I leaned down over her face.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” I said, stroking her face. “A long, long time.”

“Anything.” Gia’s eyes were clear and full of love. “Anything you want, Master.”

I kissed her long and deep, feeling my precum spurt out more onto her belly. The sensation was clearly ambrosia to her, this combination of her Master’s kiss and essence, and she came again, bucking beneath me with her tongue thrashing wildly in my mouth.

More, more, more—all I wanted to feel was more. My hands ran across the tight surface of her ass, squeezing and pinching. I rubbed my face in her thick, long, flawless hair, so silky soft—like it had been made in some factory specifically designed to create surfaces to turn me the fuck on. I kissed furiously at her face, her chin, her jaw, her plush lips, everywhere.

“Tell me you want me,” I said.

“I want
 you, Sire.”

I pushed in on her harder, pulling her so tight against my body.

“Tell me you need me.”

“Yes, Master! I need you
 .”

That vengeful edge was taking control of me again, right in line with the furious nature of my boner.

“Tell me you fucking love me, you bitch.”

Her eyes were big, close to tears. “Master, I love you! I love you so much, Daddy! I-inside,” Gia begged. “Inside me, p-please! S-so clooose...p-please, Master...”

Her arousal was at a fever pitch and so was mine. I slid my cock backward, positioned it just so, and then plunged in.

Her pussy was heaven. Every part of her clenched me. I could see the shockwave of pleasure building from her cunt to her face, every muscle twitching, her body contorting and rolling like it had been caught in an earthquake.

She needed this. Needed me. Wanted me. Loved me.

And right then, right as she came with my cock inside her, shouting my name—that was, of course, when Victoria found us.

We hadn’t been very careful. I should have ordered Gia to be quiet, or failing that, gagged her somehow. Maybe I should have just been satisfied with fucking her beautiful mouth.

But I wasn’t, and I hadn’t, and instead I was caught by Victoria with my cock inside Gia.

The very bimbofied
 Gia, with bigger tits, gorgeous longer hair, and all-in-all a complete makeover. She had a passing resemblance to the beautiful young woman she had been, but she was now a much more sexualized, hentai-like version of what Victoria had known.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Victoria demanded.

Shit. Shit.

Shit shit shit.

I looked down at the beautiful bimbo goddess whose legs I was wrapped between—humping her still—and then back up at Victoria. She looked hot as fuck in that tight little blue dress, just a tiny black sweater between my eyes and the endless bounty of her heavy, hot cleavage. Her legs, long and glamorous, were shown off even more by the tall heels on her tight suede knee boots.

“I supposed ‘nothing’ isn’t going to be quite believable?”

Other good answers: “Not what it looks like” and “I’m fucking my mind-controlled sex slave, what does it look like, idiot?”

My cock, so fucking in love with Gia’s pussy, could not stop thrusting and pumping inside of her. I needed to feel more of her, needed to fill her up
 .

“St-stop that!” Victoria demanded. “Stop that at once. Stop...stop assaulting her!”

“N-no!” Gia moaned. “Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop, Master. Please! Don’t fucking stop until you make me pregnant!”

I tried to stand up, but Gia just held on, dragging me down. Summoning my strength—and not very much willing to stop fucking either—I lifted her slender frame onto my thighs and powered the both of us up. Gia squealed with delight—“Master is so strong
 !”—and started milking my cock for all it was worth.

“Victoria,” I huffed, in wonderment at my own lack of premature ejaculation with fucking this insane beauty clenching my rod so tight. “Please, don’t. You don’t understand...”

I had more to say, but Gia was squeezing in a very particular
 way with her cunt. Whatever bimbofying effects my gaze had delivered, apparently, a very thorough Kegel routine.

“I understand perfectly. Good lord, will you two stop
 fucking?”

We would not. I shoved her against the nearby shelf of books, sending several tumbling down to the floor. Gia screamed delightedly. Her nails dug into my back, raking and sliding, as she nuzzled the bottom of my chin. She was so soft. I wasn’t going to stop if she wasn’t.

“N-no,” I said, shaking my head. “Give us five minutes.”

“Ten!” Gia called.

“I’ll give you ten seconds
 ,” said Victoria. “Then, I’m going to call her
 parents, first of all. And then I’m going to call the cops. If her father doesn’t string you up, then I’ll make sure the cops know that Harry Lexington’s kid has been having a great time
 defacing public property, how about that?”

“Deface...” I pulled myself from Gia’s grip just slightly. “Defacing public property? What the hell are you talking about?”

“That shelf, and this carpet, and all these books belong to the library, which belongs to the people. I’d say engaging in intercourse right on top of all of it is a pretty good example of defacing, wouldn’t you?”

She was being serious. This was no idle threat to get us to stop fucking right in front of her, which somehow we still had not. She really, absolutely was going to have me arrested for fucking Gia.

That would bring suspicion from the police. That would bring questions—questions I couldn’t answer. How did Gia get this way? What had I done to her? How was I involved?

They wouldn’t have any strict proof that I had actually intended to do anything
 . But the fact was that Gia had been transformed and I was obviously involved.

A thought then occurred to me. It was distant—it was goddamn remote
 —but it was a thought and it was the only one I had.

I looked into Victoria’s eyes—full on. Before, I had only glanced in her direction. I had a gorgeous woman wrapped around my body, after all, and I was very busy fucking her. My cock still pistoned forward into Gia’s tight, fertile cunt, and I was getting so, so close to emptying out inside her.

“Don’t you look at me while you...you...perv...you...”

Her words slowly began to trail off. She moved her mouth up and down, but sounds stopped coming out. Holding Gia tight, I walked closer to Victoria and shoved her against the bookshelf next to my fuckdoll. Our gaze never broke. And, in being unbreaking, it began to intensify.

The harder I fucked Gia, the more light that began to sparkle between our transmission. It turned bright pink, and brighter still as I closed in on my orgasm. Victoria breathed fast, transfixed, her limbs immobile.

There was, at first, something in her eyes that looked like panic or fear. Like she knew what was happening, like she was trying to fight my control.

There was more struggle to her than Gia. She was older, more mature, more intelligent. She’d been through a lifetime of men trying to take advantage of her. But even so, all I had to do was not let my gaze waver.

“Fuck her mind, Master,” Gia moaned. “Oh, yes, fuck her mind while you fuck me
 ...get me fucking pregnant
 while you fill her with your will, oh sweet god, yes please, Daddy!”

Gia, cheering me on like that, was the final straw. A gorgeous bimbo fuckslave who was turned on by the thought of me mindfucking some other beauty to make her just like Gia’s own bimboized self? It was too much. I erupted inside her sweet teenage cunt, filling her eighteen year-old body with my sperm.

And even as I did, I did not break my gaze. I came harder, with more volume, than I could ever remember doing in the past. Load after load shot from me, spray-painting the walls of Gia’s womb, and I did not break my gaze.

Instead I watched, cock twitching and spurting, as Victoria’s thoughts emptied from her mind and all her willfulness, bitchiness, and spite dissolved into nothingness before the might of my will.

To Victoria, now, I was God. I was her everything. I could see it in her eyes; I knew it in my bones. I had changed her. Slowly, the transmission between our eyes faded, and she sank to the ground. I sank down too—somewhat exhausted from fucking Gia so thoroughly.

Victoria, drooling and senseless, dropped to her knees. A low moan exited her mouth, eyes fixated on my Gia-wet cock still halfway inside my teenage loveslave.

She really was a gorgeous woman, I thought. This was the first time I had seen Victoria at peace, without her every movement and word being fueled by spite and anger for me.

I began to hope, oddly, that she had been able to live a nice life in her own private time. That she didn’t go home and fume about me, trying to dream up ways to make my life hell. That just sounded exhausting
 , you know? To hate that much.

But the thought faded. None of that would be very much a problem anymore for her anyway. She was, for better or worse, my slave now. There wouldn't be an ounce of hate left in her mind anymore.

Slowly, I exited Gia’s beautiful body. She was rubbing her belly already, a smile on her face.

“I can feel it, Sire,” she moaned. “I can feel it already. I just know
 you got me pregnant. I know
 you did.”

“Good,” I said, looking only at Victoria now. “That’s a good girl. Clean me off, would you?”

Gia nodded happily and knelt down, sliding her plush mouth around my cock and licking me dry. I took Victoria’s face in one hand and then the other, turning her this way and that.

She seemed more out of it than Gia had when I hit her with the Gaze.

That’s what I’m calling it now—the Gaze.

Cumming while I tranced her must have added to the effects somehow. That’s my deduction anyway, and as far as I know, I’m the only expert around on the subject.

“Victoria,” I said. “How do you feel?”

Victoria shook and twitched, as if suddenly turning online. Her eyes slowly rotated toward mine, and her face softened into a joyous grin.

“I’m just wonderful, Master. How are you? Do you require my services?”

“I don’t know. Are you my slave?”

She nodded eagerly. “Yes, Master. I’m so very
 much your slave.”

“You’re going to obey me from now on, then?”

“Obey you...from now on
 .” The words filled her with pleasure. “Yes, Master. With all my heart.”

Her face had broken out into an exultant smile. I owned her. All I had to do was solidify the terms.

“I am your Master, then. And I do require your services.”

I had taken her in a moment of desperation. But now that I had her, there was a lot to take care of. And I still needed to find out what the hell had happened to Amelia.

# # #
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A
 day had passed, and
 Victoria had become fully bimbofied, just like Gia had. She was obedient to my commands, pliant to my will, eager to obey, and had nothing on her mind but pleasuring me and giggling all her cares away.

At that moment, early in the day with the sun coming up, she soulfully sucked my cock while Gia used the small kitchenette in the break room to make us some breakfast. We were in the library.

As part of her bimbofication, Victoria had also regressed in age about twenty years and could easily pass for an eighteen year-old. That is—an eighteen year-old with a pair of enormous 38DD tits that shook off gravity like it was out of style. Her skin had become wrinkle-free, shiny, and deeply tanned. Her muscles were toned and tight, every portion of her body completely fuckable. Her waist was no larger than eighteen inches, and her hips were at least forty-four inches.

Everything about her made me think of breeding—endless, hard, furious breeding until she was so pregnant and so full of my cum that she wouldn’t even be able to drag herself out of bed in the morning to suck my cock.

She looked every part of the beauty queen that she had been in her youth—and then some. She could make millions at any porn studio in the world, and that was before making half the actors cum in their pants after just a sight of her in a tight outfit.

Naturally, her outfit now was tight, short, and skimpy. The girls complained of furious itching if they wore anything that covered a lot of skin or didn’t show off their beautiful curves very well. So Victoria—formerly my conservative, lovely, mature boss—now looked like a porn star out for a hot night at the club.

Six-inch platform heels, pink and acryllic, were on her feet. Neon pink fishnet stockings wrapped around her legs. Then she wore a tight minidress that fit her like a tube, pushing her tits up and together, creating an easy mitt for my cum to drip into as she sucked my cock.

Gia’s outfit was similar, though she wore white instead of pink, and had a fun frilly collar on her neck. I liked that collar, and wanted one for Victoria, even...but I still wasn’t sure enough of myself to demand such a thing. These outfits had come from Gia’s closet; the hot teen had a wild side even before I transformed her.

But still, their current state was plenty outrageous.

She—Gia—walked in to the small area in the top floor of the library that I had arranged as a bedroom of sorts—with a thick air mattress and a great number of pillows and blankets. In her hands, she held a tray of toast and eggs and juice. She knelt down in front of the bed and made the food ready.

“Your food, Master.”

I eyed it, looking down. Victoria’s soft slurps filled the quiet of the library.

“There’s no milk in this, right?”

She looked a little sad. “No, Master. I promise.”

Last night, I took both girls to Victoria’s house to gather her things. As I waited for Victoria to pack, I told Gia to make me a drink from the bar, and that I didn’t care what it was. Gia, in her bimbofied wisdom, decided that the best drink for me was whiskey spiked with some milk from her delicious tits.

Of course, once I realized this, I poured the drink out and ordered her not to give me any of that again. It was very tasty, but it was also...unsettling. I was aware that the mere fact of their helplessly aroused lactation—secreting warm milk from their tits when they were turned on—did
 things to me, but it felt strange to pursue it.

And then there was the matter of the power-mad fantasies even just a sip of that milk gave me. Not two minutes after tasting that drink, I was facefucking Gia in the corner of the bathroom, ordering her to cum on every fifth thrust into her tight, warm glove of a throat.

And that was after just a sip
 . I shuddered to think of what might happen to me if I began to drink it in earnest. As it was, it seemed to have some kind of effect on my loads—they came more easily, more frequently, and with much greater volume. I spray painted Gia's hot blonde body in my cum after that fervent facefuck session.

Gia had to enlist Victoria’s help to clean all the gooey mess off her face and out of her mouth. Of course, Victoria had been only too eager to comply.

The food Gia had made smelled delicious. Victoria was spectacular at sucking my cock, but I needed some sustenance. Gathering my will, I unleashed a hot, heavy load down her throat on command.

That was something I could do now. Cum on command. It wasn’t always on time, and it wasn’t always quick, but if I gathered enough will, I could make it happen.

The world was a strange place and only getting stranger.

As I came down her throat, I watched Victoria’s beautiful body writhe and buck beneath me as she swallowed all I had to give. Slowly, as the load dissipated, she removed her mouth from my cock and looked up at me, smacking her goo-covered lips and smiling.

“Thank you for breakfast, Master.”

So—this was how my life was now.

Somehow, I’d managed to bimbofy two of my co-workers at the local library. Well, my co-worker and my boss. It started when I found a mysterious book downstairs in the basement. The book transmitted
 something into me—some kind of ancient, arcane power—and I had now accidentally twice used that power to transform two otherwise completely innocent women.

I mean, they were gorgeous
 women beforehand, and I definitely wanted to fuck them, and I was definitely tired of them treating me like shit just because of some stuff my family had been involved in over the past decade or so—but I didn’t want to turn them into mindless, obedient fuckdolls.

Well, no more than usual, I mean.

Of course I wanted to do that in a fantasy
 sense. Of course I had all kinds
 of fantasies about that sort of thing—I’m a guy, what the fuck do you want? Eager fuckdolls are arousing, and I’ve got to jack off to something.

But to have it in reality was so thoroughly wrong and dirty that if it weren’t for the constant stream of appreciative cooing, gleeful affirmations of my greatness, and steady supply of hot sex with gorgeous women, I don’t know how I’d live with myself.

Needless to say, my life had changed, and I had to learn how to change with it. I was, the day before, just in the middle of trying to figure out exactly how to do that. To say that it would be tricky was quite the understatement.

After some deliberation, I decided to just move in to the library for the time being.

It was the only safe play I could make. The key to survival right now—the key to a plan—was to avoid suspicion entirely. Once somebody was suspicious, once somebody started asking questions, there would be no way for me to keep the truth from getting out.

Victoria and Gia's tits advertised “Look at me! Everyone look! Come see! Come talk to me!” To have them out in public until I got more of a handle on my powers—and them—was a no-go.

I lived in an apartment complex with thin walls and a lot of nosy neighbors. There was no way to keep a pair of fuck-crazy sex slaves there, completely gorgeous to boot, without people wondering what was happening. Plus, Gia and Victoria happened to be rather effusive in their praise of me. They would sometimes break out into soft songs, slowly building momentum as they improvised choruses on the spot, and would only quiet down if I ordered them too or shoved my cock down their throats.

With how dim their intelligence seemed to be, I didn’t quite trust that an order once followed would be permanently
 followed. Perhaps they’d start fingering themselves thinking about my giant cock up their asses and forget about how being discreet and quiet was the most important factor.

Or maybe not—but the point was that I had to play it safe for the time being.

For similar reasons, Gia’s house was totally out of the question. Her parents lived there. Apparently, they were out of town for the next two weeks—so that gave me about fourteen days to figure out a way for her to reasonably not live there anymore or to just figure out how to domesticate her enough that she could
 live there and not raise any questions.

I knew in theater that sometimes girls taped their tits down to appear more flat-chested like, men, and I wondered if maybe the same thing would work for her. But, until I figured that out, I couldn’t take her home anyway—she had neighbors, and there was Amelia to consider.

Amelia, apple of my eye. Desire of every part of my dick. If there was a woman in the world I’d consider using this power on with full willingness, it would be her. There was not a whole lot I could think of to prevent me from doing just that—to transforming her perfection into total abject worship of my masculinity—but there was enough moral conscience left to stay my hand and to keep away.

Victoria’s house was also out. Again, too many neighbors. She’d have people asking about her gentleman caller and his huge-titted whore. (I didn’t really see anyone looking at the way Gia dressed and not assuming she was a whore).

So—I had Victoria put up a sign at the front of the library—”Closed for Renovations.”

The three of us were the only employees anyway. It was the one library in a small town, and we never got much traffic to begin with. But just to keep it safe, I kept us all on the second floor, far away from the front door where anyone might walk in.

I didn’t know what my next move was. Gia, whining, ached to suck my cock.

This was the real problem. I could see in her face—and in Victoria’s—that it was a very real ache
 . I had tried the night before to go without sex after fucking Victoria for the first time. I promised I wouldn’t touch them again. But after two hours of not following my orders, both girls appeared to be in very real pain.

The way they might have transformed into these new sex-ified forms was artificial, true, but the needs they had now were very real. And if they didn’t get my cock on the regular, then they were hurting—and I couldn’t have that.

For god's sake, I wasn’t a monster
 .

I called Gia over and told her to kneel as I started eating the food she had prepared. It was delicious—something of a miracle with the paltry half-kitchen we had in the library.

“Suck me off, doll. I've got to think.”

Even after just giving Victoria her own breakfast, I was still raring and ready to go. My cock, once hard, stayed that way for a while
 .

There was a part of the old her in Gia still—I could see it in her face. Real or imagined, it filled me with guilt as her lips slid over my cockhead and took me in deep. Her groans were all pleasure.

I knew that no matter what, I had to figure out a way to help these women return to normal. And even more than that—I absolutely had to make sure that no other women were turned into my slaves.

* * * * *
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M
 EANWHILE, BACK AT
 her house, Amelia had been up all night like I had, similarly a boundless fountain of energy for reasons that weren’t entirely clear to her. Her mother was a championship seamstress and had all manner of cloth and fabric in the house. As she had grown up, Amelia had been asked to help out on several of her mother’s projects, learning her way around a sewing machine in the same way that Victoria knew her way around sucking a damn good cock.

So, Amelia spent all night making herself a costume.

Yeah, she was pretty sold on the superheroine idea. It just felt good to her to be doing good. But she knew, too, that you couldn’t just run around and fight crime in shorts and a tee shirt, or whatever. You had to have a costume.

And superheroes wore spandex.

“Fuck,” said Amelia, staring at her costumed self in the mirror. “I am fucking hot
 !”

She stood in the sewing room near the door, pushing her hands up and down her tightly-clad form. To say that she looked hot was a dramatic understatement. The first time I saw her in that outfit, I was pretty sure I didn’t want to fuck anyone else wearing anything
 else for the rest of my life.

It was, naturally, skintight. The main substance of it was a white and blue sleeveless leotard. It barely covered her ass—in fact, it mostly didn’t, revealing quite a bit of cheek and mostly just sculpting around the edges of her crack, like yoga pants on steroids. It was strapless, wrapping around her neck, leaving a little circle above her tits to show off her cleavage.

Why had she decided to show off that much cleavage? That much ass? That much skin?

“I look so fucking good
 !” she said again, running a gloved finger across the tight, taut, perfectly built structure of her teenaged ass.

That’s pretty much your answer. She wasn’t bimbofied like Gia or Victoria, but there was still something definitely sexual happening to her. What it was wasn’t exactly clear to her yet, but it was there.

The outfit did not stop there, oh no. Skin tight white-and-blue boots wrapped all the way up to her thighs, leading down again into tall heels.

(Why do superheroines all fight in heels? Not that I’m complaining. Seems so uncomfortable, though...)

Then she had long blue gloves, skintight again, wrapping up around past her elbows. The piece-de-resistance was a mask that fit across her face, resting above the bridge of her nose.

Her hair was long and thick, a bright, brilliant chestnut color that was impossible to look away from.

She was deadset on changing the world and looking sexy-as-fuck while doing it, and she had the body for it, to be certain.

In fact, overnight, her body seemed to have become more
 sexy somehow. She was definitely stronger—she knew that already—but she also looked
 stronger. She had been in good shape already from lots of yoga and running, but now her muscle tone was more pronounced. Her physique was still undeniably feminine, though, to the point where she would even look soft and pliant in the arms of a three-fourths-in-shape mope like me.

Amelia was going to fight crime. She would kick ass, take names, and look like a young goddess doing it.

Much had become enormously clear to her over the past day since her encounter with the book in the library basement. She had been living a rather selfish life.

No, she hadn’t been bitchy (at least, she hoped not), or greedy, or mean, but she had been living purely for herself. At nineteen, she was still sticking around her hometown so that she could build up her wealth by living with her parents. She wanted to be able to enter the business world at the age of twenty-two after graduating college and immediately earn at least seventy thousand a year. Then, she would be a CEO by the time she was thirty—preferably of her own tech start-up company already taking the world by storm.

But all of that seemed kind of...empty now, to her. So she would have all that money—so what? Would that really fulfill
 her? What did she actually want
 ?

And then she would think about how she had helped that man in the alley. How good
 that felt. She had helped
 him. He might have been stabbed, and he definitely would have been robbed, and she had stopped that from happening. By tying up the mugger and calling the cops, she had taken a criminal off the streets.

Wasn’t that what it was all supposed to be about in the first place? Looking after your neighbors. Sticking your neck out for the less fortunate. Wasn’t that what made a person good
 ?

And now—now she had a chance. A chance to be someone important. A chance to do real good. She was strong, she could jump like crazy, she was super tough, and she probably had some other nutso powers that she didn’t even know
 about yet.

That was a good thought. Having more power.

But there were more thoughts running around in her brain—competing, even if indirectly, with this new philanthropic notion taking a hold of her brain.

The thought occurred to her, for example, though somewhat dimly, that she was in dire need of a fuck. And that it would be rather difficult
 to find a good fuck with her body incredibly strong now. Even if she could control her strength up to the point of sex, who was to say, during her pleasure, that she wouldn’t lose control and break some poor mope’s dick off?

She needed someone super. Someone like her—someone special
 strong. Was that possible?

What if...well, Ethan
 had been changed like her? Was that possible? He had been right there when the book had opened, after all. It wasn’t so far-fetched a theory.

But still...she frowned at the idea. She thought of me as some weirdo creep with a mega-obvious crush on her banging hot body. She knew that crush was justified
 , but that didn’t mean it was altogether welcome
 . After all, if she wanted to be ogled by men she didn’t like, she could just go get a job at a strip club or something.

Anyway, that was all besides the point. As much as she was desperate to be fucked—and god, was she ever, staring at herself in the mirror and blowing herself hot little kisses and come-fuck-me glances, needing to be fucked by some big huge fuck-off stud who could turn her into a little obedient good girl because he was so fucking strong
 and amazing
 —there were more important things happening now. She was going to be a superhero!

She had to decide on a name. She’s got her powers from that book, she was pretty sure.

Maybe she would be Book Girl? Book Babe? Bookworm?

Those were all pretty dumb. And it was hard, too, to name herself after her powers.

Jump Lady? Strong Woman?

She’d have to think on that. Maybe Gia would have a good idea.

In fact—totally! That was a great idea. Gia was a smart cookie, and heck, she’d probably be super-concerned about Amelia anyway. She had a vague recollection of Gia trying to talk to her yesterday at the library and Amelia totally not paying enough attention to her.

She’d have to show Gia. Her little sister was going to freak out
 when she found out Amelia had fucking super powers!

* * * * *
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“H
 ELLO?” CAME THE CALL
 . “Helllooooo? Is anybody here? You’re supposed to be open, hello?”

The voice reverberated through the library—some young woman had gotten inside somehow. I had been sure to lock the doors and the windows, so I had no idea how she made it indoors.

Shit.

Shit, shit, shit. The plan was already going to hell.

At that particular moment, it was about two hours after my breakfast and I was balls deep in Victoria’s pussy. She had been begging me all morning to be as pregnant as Gia already so clearly was.

And Gia was
 pregnant, by the way. Not even a day after I fucked her rotten and filled her up with my cum, she already had the hints of a baby bulge showing in her tummy. She was that
 fucking fertile.

Or, I was that
 fucking virile.

Maybe both.

Weird occult magic dropping on your life isn't a science, you know?  Unanswered questions are more of a rule than a possibility.

I was a little more terrified than I was impressed, but only a little—and my arousal beat out both of those emotions. I still had a lot of fucking to do to Gia’s body, pregnant or no. The way she constantly begged for my cock made her hard to turn down, and I'm pretty sure her thick tits were getting even thicker due to her new state.

The thought had occurred to me, dimly, that these girls had a lot of control over my life already even though they were the ones calling me
 Master. Really, it was their desires that won the day.

Didn’t I not
 want any slaves? Didn’t I not
 want to be fucking them constantly, spiraling myself ever further into an ethical quagmire?

And yet, there I was, fucking and fucking, doing every last thing they wanted me to do.

Was I really in charge of these women at all?

When all they wanted was to adore me and pleasure me, did I even want to be in charge?

I wrapped my hand around Victoria’s throat as I continued to piston inside of her. My balls slapped hard against the taut, hard surface of her incredible ass. I held up a finger to my lips and shushed her. She nodded, eyes glazed over with orgasm, and bit her lips as she came again. Her vibrations encouraged another round of heavy, hot thrusts from me.

Her tits were so big now that I couldn’t grab her throat without losing my arm in her massive cleavage. The titflesh was warm and inviting, and all I wanted to do was sink further into it. With my cock, maybe—but only after I had properly impregnated Victoria.

Just like Gia, a part of me knew—as much as I denied it—that I deserved to have as many pregnant fuckslaves as possible. And the thought of her belly bulging, her tits growing like Gia's...my orgasm was getting dangerously close.

“I really need a few books!” the woman called. “Can someone here help me? Is someone up there?”

Her steps began to rattle against the old stairs. They were in desperate need of repairs, like much of the library. She would need to be gotten rid of, and quietly.

For some reason, I nodded at Gia. “Go take care of her.”

Gia nodded brightly, setting on her way with a happy bounce in her step at following orders.

“Gia!” I hissed. “Wait!”

She stopped immediately and turned back, smiling quizzically. She was not quite naked in her tiny minidress, but no one would believe that a real woman would just walk around like that. Her very existence was an excuse to start asking a whole hell of a lot of questions I didn’t want answered. She needed to, at least, cover up a little.

“Put on the robe, first. And don’t answer any questions. Just...make sure it’s quiet, okay? Take care of her.”

Obediently, she put on the thick white robe that had been tossed on the ground. Now she looked like a model in a sleepwear advertisement instead of a lingerie advertisement, which I supposed was an upgrade. Her hair, thick and blond, piled on one side. There was something crazy erotic about seeing her like that—imagining her as some eager young bride, waiting for her husband to come home to her, fresh out of the shower and desperate to feel her Man’s cock drive her against the wall and never stop fucking her for months.

I suppose it would be obvious to say I took out the sudden force of this fantasy on Victoria’s pussy, pounding as hard as I could. Her moans were quiet, but audible.

Now—why did I think that putting Gia in charge of a delicate situation like that was the best plan? Why was assigning a brain-drained happy fuckslave to subtly coerce an unwanted guest into leaving was a good idea?

I honestly couldn’t tell you that. What I can tell you is that Victoria’s picture-perfect cunt wrapped around my cock felt more amazing than I could have ever imagined. My orgasm was approaching faster and faster every second.

I still had my hand wrapped around her throat, pulling her tight against my body. Her chest smashed against mine, leaking hot warm milk everywhere as her nipples rubbed up and down my bare torso.

The level of my arousal had, as had become common, obliterated my more common senses of decency.

It occurred to me that I had never gotten an apology from Victoria. She had been a bitch to me from the second she hired me; hired me, in fact, purely to make my life as difficult as possible. It was a diabolical thing to do, and I wanted her to regret it.

“You were always a fucking bitch to me,” I said quietly, throttling her a little tighter. “You apologize for that.”

I knew already, from conversations with Gia, that Victoria’s recollection of her life before being my slave was hazy at best. It would been thought of as some kind of dream life—a nightmare she was delighted to wake up from.

But she played along, if for no other reason than her Master was fucking her and so she had to obey.

“Yes,” she nodded, her voice soft. “Yes, Master. I was a fucking bitch to you. I’m so sorry. I apologize. Y-you ne-never...never deserved that!”

Her voice became high-pitched at the end as another orgasm rocketed through her system. I slapped her face lightly and shushed her again—stay quiet.

“It was wrong of you to deny me. Wrong for you to treat me like such a cunt. You should have been fucking begging for my cock.”

“So wrong,” she moaned, nodding—even though she had no recollection of ever treating me like that. “So wrong to deny you, Master. I should have worshiped you from the second you arrived.”

“You’re just my little cockslave now. My fuckwhore. You’re happier being my bitch, aren’t you, slut?”

“Y-yes!” Her smile was ecstatic. “I’m s-so happy, Master. So happy! Your cock is so, so
 good...”

“And what do you need
 now? What do you want from your Master, cunt?”

“P-please...” Victoria whined softly. “Please get me pregnant. I promise to be such a good mommy...I promise, Daddy, oh please...”

“That’s right,” I growled. “You fucking slut. You whore sex slave. My little bimbo. My bimbo wants Daddy’s cum, huh? You want Master’s load emptying out into your fucking snatch?”

Her eyes were wild. “Please, Master. Please!”

“You got it, bitch.”

I talk a big game about not wanting slaves or bimbo fuckpets for someone who calls women bitches all the time when I’m fucking them—but hey, dirty talk is fun.

I suppose you could say my conscience is "conflicted.”

My alignment is “Chaotic Aroused.”

Twitching, spasming, my balls unloaded and my shaft erupted inside Victoria’s tight fertile body. She trembled with bliss, mouth moving up and down, wording out “thank you, Master” over and over again without making a sound. My cum spraypainted against her womb, filling her totally, marking her as mine. I could smell
 how pregnant I had gotten her, my thick cum sliding slowly out from her tight hot cunny and onto the floor.

I pulled out of her, slapping her tits playfully. She smirked and sat up, rubbing her belly worshipfully. Thick milk ran down from her nipples, covering her hands and intermingling with the cum pooled around her pussy. She lathered it into her body like it was sunscreen—all of the stuff she didn’t slurp down, that is.

“I can feel
 it, Master,” she said. “I can feel how pregnant I am already...I’m so lucky
 to be yours...”

A part of me still doubted that she could already feel herself being pregnant—doubted that I could smell it—even though Gia clearly
 was—bump and all—and I had only fucked her for the first time yesterday. But if Victoria said she knew she was pregnant, then ultimately I had to bet that she was. Gia had acted the same way yesterday—announcing that she could feel it already.

“All done, Master!”

Gia hopped back up the stairs, smiling brilliantly.

“You took care of her?”

“Yes, Master. Just like you said. It was totally quiet. You don’t need to worry about a thing.”

Victoria leaned forward, pushing her tits on my shoulder and kissing at my ear. “Master never worries about anything. He’s so fucking strong...”

Her hand wrapped around my cock, still pulsing and semi-hard. I had just cum, but being around these beauties made you forget about silly things like “sexual exhaustion” and “human limits.”

Plus, I’m pretty sure that whatever the tome had done to give me the Gaze had affected something in me physiologically as well. My loads were certainly bigger, and my cock felt
 bigger when it was hard. I hadn’t gotten a good look at it, though, mostly because every time I had a hard cock I was stuffing it deep inside Gia or Victoria somewhere.

But as pleased as I was that Gia had obeyed me and took care of the problem, something was wrong. It took me a minute to realize it after that gratifying fuck session with Victoria.

“Wait,” I said, looking at Gia up and down.

The last time I looked at her, she had been clothed. In fact, I had specifically
 told her to put on a robe.

Now, her beautiful, shiny-gorgeous body was naked and wet. Milk ran down her tits and slid across her taut belly in erotic tendrils.

“Yes, Master?”

“Didn’t I tell you to take care of our guest?”

“Oh yes, Master. I did just like you said. We were quiet the whole time. I put lots and lots of my milk in my mouth, and gave her a big long kiss before she even knew what was happening. Of course she swallowed it all. Then, as she sucked from one
 titty, I used the other to fill up a cup for her to swallow. Now she can be yours, just like all pretty girls should
 be!”

Her smile was unceasing, her eyes glimmering with zealous desire.

“Y-your milk will enslave her?”

“I’m not sure, Master? But I am pretty certain that it will change her. She’s already so, so
 pretty. She’ll be even prettier soon. More submissive. More easy for you to alter and enslave with your Gaze.”

“But...b-but why would you do that?”

“Because you told me to, Master.”

“I told you to take care of her! To get rid
 of her! We don’t need more slaves, Gia! Why would you turn a perfectly innocent woman into my fucking slave?”

She looked at me blankly. “Because she’s really, really pretty, Master. A redhead. You don’t have one yet, and I thought you would like one. Did I do wrong, Master?”

“Yes, you fucking did wrong. You did very
 wrong, Gia!”

Immediately, she collapsed to the floor, bowing and scraping, her face like a wounded dog’s. She cried and begged for my forgiveness, moaning that she didn’t understand, that she only wanted to make me happy.

I didn’t give a fuck. Somehow, I had to take care of this new problem.

* * * * *
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M
 Y FATHER HAD CREATED
 all kinds of problems for other people in this town. So many problems, in fact, that they had all come to hate him. He was blamed for all their economic and financial woes, and to tell you the truth, everyone that blamed him was probably right.

His embezzlement and spread of corruption had sunk this town for years to come. Maybe for good. Maybe industry would never come back. And all because he had been greedy. All because he hadn’t had a good bone in his body, and certainly nothing good enough in him to look after others.

Take it from me. He was my father, and he had plenty of spare time to go on long debauches with my mother and drag her halfway across the world to get drunk in new places. He had time for smoky business meetings in cigar halls and he had time to sink rival businesses into the ground.

But he’d never had time for a holiday with me. I think you could—for the entirety of my sixteen years of life while he was alive—you could fit my time with him into about two and a half months.

Not great.

So what I wanted more than anything was to not be like him. I didn’t want to be associated
 with him at all—the town was mad at him, and I
 was mad at him. When they blamed me
 for stuff that he
 had done, it really pissed me off, mostly because I didn’t want to have anything related to him on me at all.

Except that land out in the county, I suppose.

Anyway, I didn’t want to be him. He was selfish. All he cared about was his own pleasure.

And yet, here I was—with a whole lot of opportunity to be nothing but selfish. To care about nothing but my own pleasure. And that was exactly what I had been doing so far.

Slowly, I walked down the steps of the library. I could hear soft, eager moans at the bottom of the stairs. Above me, Gia was still crying, anguished and confused. I felt bad about that, but there wasn’t a whole lot I could do about it at the moment. First I had to see for myself what had happened to our visitor.

I found her in a big, wide loveseat in the reading section near the mystery titles.

At the very least, Gia was right. She was
 pretty. Very pretty, and very redheaded.

I gulped, feeling my cock twitch excitedly.

She did not notice me, as she was far too busy stuffing her fingers into her cunt and gyrating her hips up and down. She had a big swooping skirt that went down past her knees and a tight a-frame top that was straining now before the massive weight of her suddenly 36D tits. Her top had, in fact, become a crop top—and I could see how toned and delectably shaped her torso was underneath.

She had thick, long red curly hair that was growing longer and thicker by the minute. I watched it slide down past her shoulders, then down her back, and then down the thick pillows of the chair. Her body was dotted with freckles, her skin pale and becoming paler—more pristine, more pure.

At least that was different, I thought. I had started to wonder if every girl affected by...whatever I affected them with would become a crystallized , tanned, blond bimbo.

And what had
 affected this beautiful girl?

It wasn’t my gaze, that was for sure. Gia had said she had kissed the girl, right? Kissed her with...with her milk in her mouth.

Was that what changed her? Did that make it different, somehow? Was there a bond to me—would she still be my slave?

Her bag was splayed out on the ground behind the loveseat. I bent down, looking through it. Books on chemistry, biology, physics. Taking a lot of science courses. She was a college student somewhere.

After a minute or so of searching, I found her student ID. Her name was Maureen Kincaid.

Lovely name. I hoped she could go back to her life soon. Maybe the best thing would be for me to get out of there. Just see if this wore off on its own. Go back upstairs, talk to Gia and calm her down. Apologize to her for yelling at her.

Really, the whole thing was my fault. Victoria’s achingly hot cunt had distracted me from being specific, and that was a mistake. It was dumb to blame Gia.

So, there. I’d go upstairs, explain it all to Gia and Victoria, and spend time with them while we waited for this girl to burn out on her own. Maybe it would be better in a few hours? The milk might not have the same effects long-term as my Gaze, after all.

I stood up, happy with my plan, and saw Maureen had moved from off the couch. She stood in front of me now, looking at me with hungry eyes.

“Cock,” she moaned, licking her thicky, puffy lips. “Give me your cock.”

Uh oh.

* * * * *
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A
 MELIA WAS POSITIVELY
 overflowing with excitement as she made her way to the library. She made it there by jumping from rooftop to rooftop through the city, stunned at how easy
 it was to move around so quickly like this with her new power.

It took her a few tries to get used to the landing, but soon she got the hang of it. In high school, she had competed in cheerleading and in gymnastics both, and so a little rough and tumble wasn’t out of the question for her.

And it was so much fun
 to jump through the air—to feel the wind flying through her face, to be above so much. She could see almost the whole city from her jump. She expected that if she really tried to jump as high as she could, she would
 be able to see the whole city, no problem.

She felt powerful and in control for the first time in her life. A whole new world of opportunity was available to her, and all she had to do was go out there and grab it by the brass ring.

She arrived at the library, touching down in the grass covered in dark shadows on one side of the building. Tufts of dirt and plant life exploded outward underneath her—she built up a lot of momentum in those jumps. Her heels dug in hard into the ground.

A little thrill filled her, excited to tell Gia. Maybe Gia would even want a ride with her? And then maybe...maybe things could progress...

There was a sexual edge to that notion, new and unfamiliar. Exciting for that very reason. It wasn't like Amelia could say Gia was unattractive. In fact, her little stepsister was so, so pretty
 ...

There were a lot of changes happening to her. They weren't all physical.

Something odd broke her strange, semi-incestuous reverie. The library’s front door was forced open. It also had a sign saying it was closed for renovations. Gia hadn’t told Amelia about any needed renovations.

But then...Amelia had
 been downstairs in that awful basement with Ethan. Maybe he’d convinced Victoria somehow that they needed updates? She rather doubted it. She knew Victoria would distrust anything I had to say on the simple principle of me being Ethan Prince. Amelia herself didn’t see what all the fuss was about my father and my name (which was probably another reason I was so hopelessly crushing on her). As far as she was concerned, living in the past was a good way to get buried in the quicksand of life.

But still...Victoria might
 have listened to me. The basement was
 in awful condition, and maybe the city had a little extra money for funding repairs somehow.

Even if that was all true, though, then why had the door been forced open? Amelia examined the door.

It appeared that only the knob lock had been broken. The deadbolt hadn’t even been set. Whoever had locked the doors must have not paid close attention to what they were doing.

(For reasons such as a dripping wet cunt, desperate to be filled with the holy cock of their one and only Master, I would imagine.)

Weird.

She stepped inside, cautious. Maybe there was a burglar. Maybe someone was in danger.

“Please!” she heard.

It came from the second floor. More shouting and yelling, most of it indecipherable.

“Please!” the voice said again. It was a woman’s voice. “Please, give me that cock. I need it so fucking bad! I need to be filled, oh fuck. Oh god
 , it hurts not to have it, please, please!”

Amelia rushed upstairs, rather certain she had misheard what was happening somehow. Through the stacks she searched, looking for the source of the voices. They had stopped—or rather, they had become very low. Her powers didn’t include super-hearing, and so she had to tilt her head, trying to suss out where the noise had come from.

Her plan became methodical, working row by row. As she came closer, she heard giggles and heavy, sexualized moans. It became more and more apparent that something intensely strange was happening—perhaps some kind of sexual assault.

That was, in a way, fine by her—because that was exactly the sort of horrible happening that she had been put on this earth with these new powers to stop.

But what she found, turning a corner, she was not prepared for by any stretch of the imagination. She had no idea anything so debauched, so insane, could actually exist on the planet.

What she witnessed was me with my cock shoved deep into Maureen’s mouth. Gia and Victoria held her arms, keeping her down on her knees while I thrust in and out of Maureen’s sweet, hot lips. And as I fucked her mouth, I stared deep into her eyes with the Gaze.

What can I say?

I didn’t want to do it. Not really. I didn’t want
 to make her my bimbo slave like the others. That was wrong, and I was adamantly opposed to fucking up another person’s life.

But at the same time, it had been unavoidable. She had cornered me on the ground, ripped my pants off, and slipped her mouth over my cock. I opened my eyes—one time—just to see what was happening.

That was all it took. That one look had me Gaze directly into the eyes of my newest cumslut, and once looking at her, the transmission began. Gia and Victoria had found us, apparently drawn by the transmission, and sank to their knees in worship as they witnessed the christening of the new slave. Like they were watching the Red Sea part or water turned to wine, their eyes were filled with religious fervor as they held Maureen down with one hand and filled their cunts with the other. I stood up, more comfortable standing over Maureen as the Gaze emptied out into her, and that’s when Amelia walked in.

She was furious, as you might imagine.

From my perspective, this was all a simple misunderstanding. Somehow, I’d been roped into become a super enslaving bimbo master of some kind. I could turn women into fuckslaves at will, cum like crazy, and fuck like a beast. I had no real control over any of this. Women near me were just in trouble
 , merely by the virtue of me being me.

But, Amelia’s perspective was probably closer to what most people would see. She saw me sexually assaulting a young woman with the assistance of two other nearly unrecognizable blondes.

“Let her go!” she demanded, approaching fast.

I heard the words, but I couldn’t react. When I had the Gaze on, it was on, and that was that. I couldn’t tear away from Maureen’s eyes any more than I could bend steel.

Amelia could bend steel, though, and she could bend my body any way she pleased. Her fury escalating, she picked up a book and whipped it at my head full strength.

The Gaze was broken and I tumbled to the ground, groaning in pain. A knot the size of a golfball immediately formed on my forehead. It was a good thing it was a paperback—a heavy hard cover probably would have killed me.

“The fuck?” I said, shaking my head.

Maureen continued to suck my cock with fervor and glee, shoved forward by Gia and Victoria, both girls so desperate to see me cum.

And as I looked on who had attacked me, cumming is exactly what I did.

How the fuck could I not? The girl of my dreams was approaching on me—angry, yes; furious
 , in fact—wearing the tiniest, hottest superheroine outfit I had ever seen. I came like crazy, looking at Amelia, thinking only of Amelia, imagining her somehow kneeling before me forever. Wearing that tiny, skimpy, tit-heavy outfit. Christ. I wanted her so fucking bad. My load emptied out hard and hot into Maureen’s mouth, filling her throat and tummy with my sticky seed. She came, vibrating and thrashing before me, as Amelia continued to approach.

“Leave her alone!” Amelia demanded.

She grabbed me by the foot and swung me through the library. Like, through the entire
 library. I moved through dozens of feet of air. A thick trail of cum was spread out from the growing space between my cock and Maureen's mouth. Finally I landed, a shelf breaking my fall. And by “breaking my fall,” I mean that a shelf probably broke most of my body. I was fairly certain I had rib fractures. My left arm felt splintered.

With me incapacitated, Amelia looked to, what were in her mind, the “victims.”

“Are you girls all right?” she asked. “Do you need a hospital?”

Maureen swallowed, eyes glazed and heavy. “I need his cock
 , is what I need.” She hiccuped, hot sticky seed splashing against her lips. “Need my Master’s cock...”

“Yes, Miss,” said Gia. “Don’t hurt our Master. We need him. Please.”

“Don’t hurt your...” Amelia shook her head, taking off her mask. “Gia? Is that you?”

“Amelia? Are you a superheroine now?” Gia giggled. “That’s so cool. You’ll look so sexy
 sucking Master’s cock like that.”

“What the fuck...”

Amelia was aghast. Yesterday, her sister had been a lovely eighteen year-old cheerleading captain. She was svelte and hot, her body clearly built for as much fucking pleasure as a regular man could get from her.

Today, her sister’s was the porn star to beat all porn stars. That same svelte, hot body had been supercharged with shining skin, an ocean of golden blond hair, and a frankly enormous set of tits that would have been ridiculous if they did not look so goddamn sexy on her tiny frame.

“What happened
 to you, Gia?”

“Master changed me,” said Gia, cheery. “He made me better. I’m his perfect
 servant now. Just like you’ll be, soon. Won’t that be fun?”

“I serve no
 man.” Amelia stood up tall and held out a hand. “And neither will you. Take my hand, Gia. I’ll take you from this awful place. We’ll find someone who can help you.”

Gia’s mouth twisted. “I don’t really...wanna, though? I’d rather be with Master. Isn’t that right, Sir?”

As Gia distracted Amelia, I’d had enough time to get back up on my feet and sneak up behind Amelia. My plan was to use the Gaze and make her submit.

I gave in. I bowed out of morality. I didn’t give a fuck
 about what was right or wrong. I only knew two things anymore.

One—Amelia would probably kill me if I didn’t get the situation under control.

And two—I wanted to fuck her in that tight fucking spandex more than I had ever wanted to fuck anyone in my life. The entire time she’d been talking with Gia, I’d been staring lustfully at her perfectly sculpted ass, carving out a place in that leotard that belonged in a museum where the whole of humanity could witness it and jerk off forever.

And so as she turned, I unleashed with the Gaze on her.

At first, it worked perfectly. She seemed stunned, transfixed. Whatever she was going to say bubbled away, and her mouth began to move slowly up and down without any words.

But something was wrong. She fought it—and hard. Her eyes, while going dim, were still not entirely glazed over. I think I could only use the Gaze so many times a day—certainly not twice in such a short period after just using it on Maureen to enslave her almost totally.

As the transmission really got going—the sparkling pink light from my eyes to her—she grabbed me by the throat and shoved me away.

Perhaps it was intended as a light shove. As it was, though, I was smashed through a series of bookshelves. More bones broken. Probably a concussion. Gia and Victoria and Maureen all screamed and ran after me.

“G-get...get me out of here...” I commanded them, my grip on consciousness fading.

Victoria turned to Maureen then. “You have to distract her. We’ll get him out of here.”

Maureen nodded. My hold on her was just minutes old, but she was already as loyal a slave as I could ever dream for. She approached Amelia, ripping off what remained of her clothes and strutting slowly.

“Get out of my way,” said Amelia. “I’m going to kill him.”

“Kill him?” Maureen giggled. “Oh, you don’t want to do that. Not really. Do you? Don’t you want to just fuck me instead? You could, you know.”

Amelia’s head was foggy and full of lust. Though my Gaze hadn’t worked all the way, it had left an effect. And so Maureen’s offer, which before would have barely been considered (Maureen wasn’t Gia, after all, and that was the only woman who Amelia was really attracted to, whether she was conscious about this or not), had to process for several moments in Amelia’s brain.

“Fuck you?” Amelia shook her head, wondering why her pussy felt so wet at the thought. “No. I don’t...no.”

“Don’t you want me?” Maureen asked, giggling softly. “Don’t you think I’m so, so
 pretty?”

“I...I need to stop...” she staggered, shaking her head. Thoughts were slow. There was a purpose in her, and it was clear, but it was buried beneath a mountain of sexual desire that was impossible to fight.

Her hands slipped down Maureen's perfected, huge tits, sliding over their sensuous curves, her fingers dallying at the nipples. Amelia made a small round “oh” with her perfect lips, drool gathering around her teeth.

But she summoned her will—a valiant effort—and pushed Maureen aside. She was gentle, but it was too late. I was already gone.

* * * * *
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V
 ICTORIA DROVE THE
 car. I told her to get out of the town—to get somewhere isolated and alone. Maybe a farm.

She took me at my word. I drifted in and out of consciousness with Gia urgently trying to push her tits into my face.

“Stop,” I said, slapping her away with my one good arm. “Let me be.”

“B-but Master, I need to help you. I need to—”

“I am hurt
 ,” I said plainly. “Leave me be
 . Be quiet
 . No more talking. None
 .”

I could see in her big, teary eyes she had more to say, but I didn’t care. I was done with listening to her, to both of them, for the time being. This was a disaster.

I was broken, battered, and beaten. Amelia had kicked my ass and then some. I desperately needed the attention of a medical professional, and yet going to a hospital was out of the question for me.

For one, I couldn’t explain away the existence of Gia and Victoria by any stretch of the imagination. What was I supposed to say, that I got beat up at a secret porn star convention in town?

No.

For two—and more importantly, in my mind—if I was in the hospital, there was no way I could stop myself from looking in the eyes of the doctors and nurses. Maybe I could come in blindfolded, but to work on all the broken bones and contusions on my body, they’d almost certainly need to put me on some kind of anesthesia. Would that stop the Gaze from working? What if I was unconscious but it happened anyway? What if I bimbofied some nurse in the middle of setting my arm?

This was a shitty situation and I had no idea how to get out of it.

Victoria drove me into a barn somewhere on the far side of town. It was a ranch—owned by who, I couldn’t tell—but they didn’t seem to be home. The place was abandoned enough for us to get inside their fence with no problem, and for Victoria to open and close the barn door without being noticed.

Once inside, she turned off the car and pushed back the seat of the hatchback, giving me something of a bed to lie on. The hair of the golden beauties tickled over my bruised chest as they worried over me. Their fingers shadowed around my cock, but neither dared to touch me there. They knew I was too hurt.

Now that we were safe, together, I felt it acceptable to just lie back and die. I didn’t see what else I could do, and I knew that with as many injuries as I had, dying was soon on the docket if I didn’t get medical attention. And medical attention was, as I said, strictly out of the question.

Consciousness floated in and out, the girls talking at me, talking to each other. I could see them trying to work on some plan, trying to see what orders they could follow from their hurt Master. But I had none to give.

At one point, I thought I saw Victoria slap Gia, ranting angrily. She was taking control, all right. I wondered if that was because she was older, or simply because I had clearly favored her more than Gia.

It was weird—how I loved fucking Victoria more. It had been Victoria who had hated me more. Maybe that's just part of my fucked-up wiring.

I drifted back into consciousness with Victoria’s tit in my mouth. Her milk leaked down the back of my throat, with more coming as she squeezed her hefty breast.

“Please, Master,” she said, her voice calm. “You need us so badly. Let us help you.”

I was too weak to resist. Too weak to do anything but comply. Even the pain had begun to drift away, overwhelmed by my body's need to shut down. Everything inside of me felt loose and disconnected, my vision was blurry. Gia floated over Victoria’s shoulder, squeezing her tits, warm milk running down Victoria’s beautiful body and following the trail to her nipples and then down into my mouth.

My assumption is that they would accidentally drown me. I thought this to be a fair end—crazed bimbo master accidentally killed by his two brainless servants. It was fitting and ironic, good enough for a play. Maybe a story.

But that’s not what happened.

Instead, the pain and disconnection began to subside. What had been a throbbing whale slamming up and down on my body became a giant bodylifter punching me from side to side. Then, that became a bowling ball tossed into my gut. Then, that became hot pine cones burning underneath my back. And then even that
 became warm feathers brushing against my sides—and then nothing at all.

I felt healed. Whole. Entirely. I sat up, stunned. My body was weightless and strong.

I stretched out my arm. Totally fine. No breaks at all. I touched my ribs. One hundred percent complete.

“What happened?” I asked. “How much...what day
 is it?”

My assumption was that I had been out for weeks or months while I healed. How else would this have been possible? What had I missed? Who was President?

“It’s just a couple of hours since we left the library,” said Victoria. “We took care of you, Master. We are good slaves.”

Gia nodded. “We try so hard to be good slaves, Sir.”

Her eyes were still full of tears. She’d had a rough day. Not enough that she’d seen me brutalized so thoroughly—she had to be yelled at by me as well.

“It was your milk, wasn’t it?” I asked. “Your milk that healed me.”

“Yes, Master,” they said in unison, nodding with bright blue eyes. Their hair glimmered, golden fountains of fuck-fueled decoration.

“Come here,” I said to Gia.

She obeyed, coming close, and I kissed her softly on the lips—and then deeper still, crushing her body against mine.

“You are forgiven,” I told her, sliding my tongue down her perfect neck and biting at her chin and jaw. “I forgive you. Master loves you.”

I can feel her trembling with orgasmic pleasure at these words, all worry being extinguished from her body, her entire self spasming with pleasure. She moans and pushes against me, her emptied brain focused entirely on giving me pleasure.

“Thank you, Master,” she breathes, puffy lips tracing against my naked chest—so hard and muscled now. “Thank you so
 much.”

My cock needed to be inside one of my bimbo sluts, and it needed it right then. I pushed Gia down onto the floor of the hatchback and shoved my big cock between her tits.

And my cock was
 big—even bigger than before, just like the rest of me. As I slid my shaft between Gia's thick, milking pillows, I took Victoria by the small of her back and latched her tit to my mouth, drinking in deep.

The need to cum was almost overwhelming. Whatever was in this milk really was
 making me more virile. I could feel my balls pulse and become even denser, filling up with babymaking batter.

“Coat me in it, Master,” Gia cooed. “Coat me in your seed, please, Master?”

I was too turned on—too ready to go—to hold out for long. I wanted
 to coat her in it. Squeezing hard on her huge nipples, I jammed my cock forward and into her mouth, so fucking big now that she was able to take a huge portion of it into her lips while I was titfucking her.

“Victoria,” I growled. “Get on top of her. Have her eat your fucking pussy.”

The older girl obeyed instantly, happily, sliding her body over to be in perfect alignment with what I wanted. And so, soon I was pumping in and out of Gia’s tits, coating my cock with her hot, delicious milk all the while. Victoria sat on her face, Victoria beautifully eating out her pussy and licking at the shaft of my cock, while I sucked harder and harder on Victoria’s tits.

I wanted all the milk she could give me. It was like I had a mainline to all the power in the world.

As I sucked more and more, my body transformed more and more as well. I grew taller. More muscular. My body becoming dense
 with the muscle, utterly hard, stronger than steel. I became—in appearance and in fact—like a fucking hulk of a man.

Stronger than Amelia.

That was maybe what encouraged me to cum more than anything else. More than even the huge grapefruit-sized balls that now hung beneath my cock, producing enormous volumes of white hot seed—the knowledge that if I had to, I could overpower Amelia and make her mine at any moment.

I was in charge
 . I was their Master in name and in reality
 , for the first time.

“You fucking...fucking bimbo
 sluts...” I groaned, feeling that perfect pitch of hot rapture spreading up from my hips out to the tip of my cock.

I erupted all over them—my slaves, my sluts, my concubines. I sprayed first deep all over Gia's mouth and Victoria's pussy, and then pulled backward, continuing to cum, spraying a thick layer all over Gia's enormous tits. Even though I had emptied out at least a quart already, I kept going, spraying on Victoria's body, and then pushing Victoria down by the hair and latching her mouth down on my cock to drain me dry.

When finally I let her go, she looked brain-damaged, her face utterly blank except a simple, empty smile. Gia, beneath us, looked much the same.

My cum was all-powerful to them. It was the source of all life and meaning.

I owned them completely, and I was more powerful than I had ever been before.

# # #
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“F
 uck...” Amelia moaned
 , rubbing her pussy unconsciously against side of a steel-frame chair. Her thighs were wet from her own arousal, her crotch positively sopping. Thoughts sprinkled slowly into her head, disorganized and cloudy, her field of vision narrowed down to the stunning vision of herself in the dim reflection of the nearby sliding glass door.

She was at her parent’s house in her kitchen, her mind in a daze, her body in open revolt against the desires of her brain. Her pussy was wet. Her nipples erect. Her breaths heated and slow, heaving in her tiny superheroine costume. She filled it out perfectly, her tits on display, her fertile fucking hips ready for grabbing, her ass absolutely sculpted by the tight spandex.

Every part of her was sweaty, hot, and aroused, and even though what she really wanted to do was track down her sister and save her, what she needed
 was a solid fucking.

It had been ages since she’d cum. Even before her transformation, before her powers, she had not cum for days.

Amelia was just nineteen years old. Yesterday, she’d been given enormous power—super strength, super toughness, super jumping. All kinds of super. She was already super hot—that one had been taking care of all by her own genetics, gifting her with gorgeous tits, an angelic face, effortlessly sexy hair, long beautiful legs, and an ass that just wouldn’t quit—but the powers had enhanced those too, giving her greater musculature and much
 more confidence.

Now, in her kitchen, rubbing her crotch against the steel chair, she didn’t feel very super. She felt weak and helpless. In her tiny white-and-blue superheroine suit, a spandex leotard with skintight gloves and high-heeled boots, she looked like she was more ready to suck supervillain cock than to stop any kind of robbery.

“Fuck,” she moaned again, thinking about supervillain cock. Thinking about cock
 . “Need to...fuck...”

“I can help you.”

On the floor in the living room, adjacent to the kitchen, was Maureen. Maureen was already a beautiful young redheaded college student before I encountered her. Then, she was dosed with the special milk of my very first slave Gia, and she became even sexier—and then, purely by accident, I promise—I enslaved Maureen with my Gaze.

I’m still not entirely sure what the properties of my Gaze are. I know, though, that by locking eyes with Maureen, I had ensnared her into my service for life. She was my obedient cockwhore, and the only reason she was with Amelia at that moment and not with me was because I had used Maureen to escape.

Otherwise, Amelia would have ripped me limb from limb.

Which, I’ll admit, was probably deserved. I had
 been trying to use the Gaze on Amelia on the time. It didn’t work, though, I think because I had just used it on Maureen. It has a recharge time, even when I'm at my strongest.

There—now we’re all caught up. It’s a big magical mess, and everyone is too turned on to think properly. This is why Amelia had taken Maureen home with her and tied her up in the living room to keep her from masturbating and moaning out my name. Amelia's parents were out of town, but not forever, so it was only a temporary solution.

“Shut up,” Amelia said to Maureen. “I don’t need any help.”

“You sure sound
 like you do,” said Maureen.

She was sweating too. Sweating, and squirming, from a complete lack of orgasms for the last six hours.

And yet, even so, her mind was a bit sharper than Amelia’s at that point. After all, she had the razor focus of complete obedience to my cock and will operating in her corner.

Amelia only had sexual confusion. She could feel burgeoning feelings of attraction, but it was nebulous and not centered on anyone in particular. There was just raw desire
 , pushing at every corner of her being and threatening to take over her life.

It wasn't focused on me, how it should be. The way she should always
 be.

“You’re the one who needs help,” said Amelia, walking into the living room. She stood above Maureen, struggling to keep her hands solely on her hips (and not sliding up and down her luscious curves) in a sort of authoritative gesture. “You think you have a Master.
 You think you’re a slave.”

“I do have a Master.” Maureen sighed contentedly. “And I am
 a slave.”

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about! No one owns you. You’re your own woman. Don’t you remember the real you? The non-enslaved you?”

Maureen’s face squirmed. This was clearly an uncomfortable topic for her. “I have some dim memory of it, yes.”

Amelia squatted, taking Maureen’s face in her hands. “Remember that time! Take strength from it! Return to it. Can’t you see how much better it was?”

Maureen nuzzled her beautiful face against Amelia's gloved hands, purring contentedly.

“Not really,” said Maureen. Her voice was a soft song. “I was unhappy constantly. I thought my life revolved around grades and the expectations of others. I thought I was in charge
 of my fate.” Maureen shook her head, smiling sadly. “Can you imagine anything so silly? I’m much happier now that I belong to Master.”

“But...but you could be something else.”

“And so could you. Why, you
 could serve Master too.” Her eyes lit up. They were big and blue. “His big strong cock sliding in and out of that hot cunt of yours.” Maureen turned her face, kissing Amelia’s hands softly. “I could get you nice and wet for him. He’d forgive you. You’re so fucking beautiful. I know he’d forgive for all that nasty beating. He’d let you right back into his service and make you a good, sweet little bimbo babe just like me.”

Amelia, in her arousal, forgot to withdraw her hand from Maureen’s kissing attentions for several moments. When she finally noticed, she snapped her arm back, like she had seen a snake.

“Stop that.” She shook her head, standing up. “I don’t want that.”

“It would be so easy, wouldn’t it?” said Maureen, licking her lips slowly. “So easy just to come right here and let me go so I could lick you. Or...” she giggled. “You don’t have to let me go at all.”

“Wh-what do you mean?”

Amelia knew exactly what she meant. It was clear Maureen had the upper-hand, even though she was all tied up.

“Why, I don’t need to be untied to work my tongue. You can see that, surely. You could just come right over here and let me eat you out. Tasting pussy makes me cum. Master is so thoughtful that way. He’s going to have so many
 slaves, you see? And if he has so many slaves, he can’t fuck them all
 in one day. So he makes sure we can cum from pleasuring each other. It’s not as good
 as his cock, but nothing is. So, I’ll take a hot pussy like yours any day. Anyone would. My Master
 definitely would.”

“Don’t you understand?” Amelia shook her. “He’s...he’s twisted your mind! He’s making you say that! He brainwashed you!”

“I had such a dirty mind, though. Dirty with all those thoughts about all kinds of stuff I didn’t need. A dirty, dirty mind for a dirty, dirty girl. Dirty thoughts about getting a degree. About living for myself. About not wanting to be married or have kids.” She sighed again, so happy. “I cleaned away all those pesky bits about not serving his cock exclusively, though. Or, Master did it for me. All those dirty, dirty thoughts about not only loving him forever, not looking pretty all the time just for his pleasure. Though, I suppose, for the right girl...I could get pretty dirty again. I could be a very
 dirty girl, in all the right ways.” Maureen looked Amelia up and down and bit her bottom lip. “Would you like that?

The problem was, of course, that Amelia would
 very much like that. She wanted it more than anything she had ever wanted anything else at that moment.

She needed—badly—to cum.

No more thinking. No more justifying. She ran to the bathroom and, inanely, locked herself in. In less than a second, she was ripping her spandex down and sliding her fingers up into her juicing, aching cunt. Her thumb ran across her clit, squeezing just right, and her hips pounded forward to shove her fingers even deeper.

“Shi-shiit!”

Her orgasm overtook her body almost instantly. She lost all control of her movements, her body. With her super-strength let loose, she kicked through the door, bucked her way back into the sink until it was rubble, and smashed her shoulder through the wall. And she didn’t give a fuck, because she was having the sweetest, hottest, most perfect cum of her life.

It gripped her entire body in a glove of pleasure, massaging and vibrating her right down to her core. Everything felt good. Everything was white, hot, and pleasure.

For minutes and minutes, she felt high—completely out of it. Her head slid through the rubble on the floor. Drool spilled out of her mouth. She looked like she'd had an aneurysm.

As she floated back down to earth, she could hear Maureen singing softly.

“Soon, you’ll serve Him...soon, you’ll cum for Him...soon, you’ll kneel for Him...soon, we’ll all be His...” Her voice was so sweet
 . She was so clearly in love. “Soon, you'll serve Him...soon...you'll cum for Him...”

And the more of her mind Amelia felt return to herself, the more she feared this was true. Because she’d just had the cum of her life—and already she could feel herself getting horny again.

* * * * *
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M
 EANWHILE, I WAS HAVING
 the time of my damn life.

I’d already found out that the milk from my bimbo’s tits made other women bimbofied just like them. And I had found out—thankfully—that it was powerful enough to heal the wounds in my body, perfectly repairing broken bones and completely eliminating bruises from my skin.

Amelia's brutal beating of my body was not only nullified, but a distant memory.

Because what I had only just
 started to find out was that it didn’t just make me heal—it made me stronger
 . Taller. More built and chiseled—more muscular,
 more capable of Owning and Destroying anyone in my way.

All night long, I stayed up fucking Victoria and Gia in the barn where we were holed up. I fucked them in the car we brought with us until I finally started worrying about its suspension—my weight was drastically increasing, going up well past three hundred pounds. All of it was solid muscle. The car's axle was squealing like it was going to snap in half.

So, we moved onto the hay. If they were uncomfortable, they didn’t mention it. In fact, they didn’t mention much at all outside of their usual rounds of thankful, plaintive moans and pleas for more and more of my cock to fill their cunts up. Both girls were irrevocably pregnant and looking to be more and more so by the day.

Both had thoroughly noticeable baby bumps—nothing outstanding, but enough to where, in the tight clothes they wore, a passer-by would easily be able to tell that their fertile bodies had been absolutely fucked rotten by a complete alpha male.

It wasn’t like beauties of their caliber would let any other sort of man fuck them. Their hair was long, thick, and stretched down past their asses in the kinds of glamorous locks that would make even other women look twice.

Before I began to drink their milk wholesale, they were the ones who exhausted me.

Now, it was the day after the fight at the library. The sun was coming up, and I stood over them, my cock dripping a steady stream of heavy, intoxicating precum. I felt like I could fuck for another week if I needed to.

Their milk was the difference.

The fact was, I needed to have more bimbo slaves like them to serve me if I was going to keep my mind straight.

There was about a ten minute period after each fuck where—while I wasn’t soft or tired—my thoughts cleared up and I could form a plan. But when I started getting horny, that was that—I needed to fuck, end of story.

The milk, again, was the difference.

And more than just the need to fuck
 was the need, specifically, to fuck Amelia
 .

Goddamn, she looked so fucking hot in that fucking
 superhero outfit. And the idea that I could fuck her—that I could own
 her—was more than I could stand. More than anything, I wanted to start bounding through the city, searching door by door for her and mindfucking every woman hot enough to serve me as I was on my way.

But...I didn’t need to. Patience would benefit me here. Amelia would come after me. After all, I had her sister.

Gia was really her stepsister, but the two had known each other since they were young.

Maybe Amelia was smart enough to see through that ruse—the ruse of using her sister as bait. After all, she had already seen the bimbo that Gia had become. Maybe she’d try to draw me out. I’d need something more.

Gia slept on the ground beneath me. I nudged her with my foot, turning her over. She moaned, kittenish, wrapping herself around my foot.

“Wake up, girl,” I said. “Daddy wants his dick sucked.”

Stretching and purring, she slid upwards and wrapped her lusciously sexy mouth around my cock mid-yawn. I got to witness her beautiful face slowly wake up as she realized how godly my body had become. Her hands ran over my abs—the actual abs that I had, stacked like marble shelves—and squeezed hard at my rock hard buttocks.

I could see in her face the new levels of worship she felt for me. She would have loved me no matter how I looked, but she definitely
 loved her Master being strong and huge. I think I was close to seven feet tall now, but without any kind of measurement it was hard to tell.

Soon, Victoria was up too. She pressed her pregnant belly against my side, her tits wrapping around my arm. Thick, warm milk leaked from both pairs of bimbo tits as the two beauties adored my new body.

“God...Master...” Victoria moaned, eyes wide and full of gentle tears as she witnessed my cock in Gia's mouth. Like she was witnessing poetry come to life. “You fuck her mouth so nice
 ...”

Gia took more of me in—deep, taking all of me into her throat and slurping and sucking hard
 , her body perfectly designed to take an Alpha of my magnitude.

The door to the barn swung open suddenly, its creaky hinges screaming in agony.

“The fuck is going on here? Who are you...you...youuuuu...”

The man who kicked the barn door open was middle-aged. He wore overalls and a straw hat, very committed to the whole farmer look. It was fun to watch his expression go from outrage to shock to glazed arousal as he witnessed the two huge-titted blond bimbo goddesses making hot love to what must have looked like some kind of perfectly built Adonis statue.

He wouldn’t have been a problem at all, except that he held a shotgun in his hands. It was a long sucker, double-barreled. And, while I was rather certain I could survive a shotgun blast to certain areas of my body, I didn’t want to take any chances.

My cock was out, all right?

Not to mention how fucking protective
 I felt of my two girls.

“Victoria,” I said, nodding at the man, “take his gun.”

“Yes, Master.”

Victoria, smiling at getting to obey, strutted over toward the stunned farmer, her tits jiggling in mesmerizing fashion. She was totally naked except for her heels, five inches tall if they were a centimeter; I’d ripped everything else off during our fuck-sessions.

“N-now, see here, Miss. You gotta...these premises, they’re mine, see, and you gotta...you have to...”

His gaze was helplessly transfixed upon her tits. She nodded encouragingly all the while as he talked, smiling, and then she slipped the gun from his weak, trembling hands.

“Have...have to...have to...”

He was inhaling deeply, taking in breath after breath of Victoria’s sweet scent, and not to mention the thick combined scent of our fucking in that barn for hours now. I could see the straining erection pushing against his pants. And then, as Victoria’s finger came achingly close to his, taking the gun, I saw his erection start to gush hot seed all over his pants. He fell to the ground, trembling, watching, his face pained and blissful at the same time.

“S-so pretty,” he grunted. “S-so pretty. I need to...need to...n-need...”

His hands reached up to touch Victoria. She swatted them away with the butt of the gun. I was pretty sure I heard bone breaking. My cock twitched harder.

Super. Fucking. Villain.

Victoria handed me the gun with Gia still sucking my cock. I considered what to do. We couldn’t have the man walking around. And though at this point I was pretty well-committed to gathering a few more fuckslaves for my harem, and one superslave in particular—I don’t think I was ready for cold-blooded murder.

You have to build these things up over time, after all. It’s like a business.

So, with Gia slurping up and down, spitting on my cock for more lube as she jerked me and lovingly kissed the unbelievably thick head, I decided at least to take care of the gun. Victoria fingered her cunt as she watched me bend the barrel of the gun until it was a long hook shape.

“Fu-fuck...” the farmer grunted. “Oh. Oh f-fu-fu-f-fuc—fu...”

“I think what you’re trying to say is...” I paused for a moment, gifting Gia with a heavy load down her throat. I closed my eyes, feeling completely secure as I came, emptying briefly into my blonde goddess’s tummy, absolutely covering her throat all the way down. In just a few moments, my balls would be at capacity again, a never-ending fuckfactory of babymaking seed.

“Ah. Much better.” I removed myself from Gia’s mouth, my half-hard cock slapping against my thighs. “The word you’re looking for, little man, is ‘forget.’ As in, ‘I promise to forget everything I’ve seen here. I’ll never tell a soul, because if I do, then my house will burn down with me and everyone I love inside. And even worse, I’ll never be able to jerk off my pathetic cock to the beautiful blond angels I’m looking at right now. So I promise on my life that I’ll never, ever say a word of this.’” I leaned over the man, dwarfing him in size. “Isn’t that what you were trying to say, little man?”

He gulped long and hard. I could tell he was already getting hard again, clearly stunned at what was happening to him. I didn’t have to kill him, I realized. He’d be jerking off so hard and so frequently that he’d die of a heart attack or exhaustion soon enough.

That thought pleased me a great deal. A fine way to escalate my villain status. Nice and remote.

But he nodded anyway. “Y-yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir. I p-promise.”

“Good.”

That felt good, fucking with his head like that. I could do it to anyone. I could do goddamn near anything.

I turned to Victoria, kissing her softly on the lips, pulling tight on her ass, enjoying the little thrill of orgasm pulsing through her as I blessed her with such attention.

“You did very well,” I said. “Now, you’re going to do even better. Listen very closely...”

* * * * *
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A
 MELIA WAS NOTHING
 if not determined. When she found out so shortly after finally releasing all her pent-up arousal in the bathroom that she was still
 horny, she knew that she had to do something to take care of herself, and soon.

So, she did what any determined individual would do when faced with a sexual problem—she decided to go to the sex toy shop.

It was located close enough, in downtown. Amelia was able to cross the five miles, jumping, in less than a minute. That was with the squirming, pleading Maureen on her back. Super-strength is a hell of a thing.

She had taped Maureen’s mouth shut, ostensibly because she hadn’t figured out how to help her yet, and if some innocent bystander overheard
 the gorgeous young redhead pleading to be untied, they might get the wrong idea about Amelia’s good intentions.

The real reason, though, was because Amelia was afraid that if she got horny again like she had before that she wouldn’t be able to resist using Maureen’s tongue on her pussy. Her resistance had only just won out last time, and there was no guarantee that it would again, especially with her horniness building up so quickly once again.

Her mind felt like it was on fire. And if her mind was on fire, then her body was a fucking sexual inferno, flaring like crazy, destroying all circling helicopters sent to water it down.

The sex store was called The Lockbox
 . It was located in the basement of a novelty store, closely watched by a clerk and a security camera. Both wobbled with sudden lust as Amelia entered in full superheroine regalia.

Now—why
 did Amelia still think it necessary to walk around in her superheroine regalia? I honestly couldn’t tell you. You’d have to ask her.

But my guess is that she saw this as superheroine business, and so, being a superheroine, she took care of business while being dressed as one.

Downstairs, the female clerk ogled her openly. She was was a cute, young college girl with a lip piercing and hair dyed pink and purple. Her perky young tits strained in her tight ironic slogan tee. Her eyes boggled as she watched tall, sultry Amelia strut down the stairs into her basement sex shop.

“Are you in town for the convention?” the clerk asked, rather dumbstruck. Her name, as her name tag read, was Violet. “Could you...um...tell me where the convention is? So I can...see all of your costume?”

“Convention? What are you talking about?”

Violet shook her head, giggling nervously. “Nothing. Never mind.”

“There’s no need to fear, citizen,” said Amelia. “I just need some help.”

“I will help you with anything you need.”

Violet was flushing with arousal, and in the back of her mind was already introducing Amelia to her parents in a weird coming-out party. Her parents would ask what happened to her boyfriend.

“I’m having trouble with...” Amelia smiled, blushing now. “It’s a bit embarrassing.”

“Hey, there’s nothing you’ll say that I haven’t heard a dozen times already, and I only started a few months ago.” Violet's smile was disarming. “Whatever you’ve got, it’s not as bad as you think.”

Amelia struggled, clenching her fists tight. The leather of her gloves creaked. “I’m just...I’m crazy horny. Like, all the time. And if I cum, it just comes back. But I have this...this really important thing I have to do. Like, I have to help someone close to me. But not if I’m too horny to think. So I need to be...I don’t know. Cumming all the time? Is there anything that can do that?”

“You’re horny,” Violet nodded. “All the time. Like, right now?”

Amelia squirmed a bit. Violet looked down at Amelia’s spandex crotch—and no doubt she could see the growing moisture stain there. Violet licked her lips, gulping. Her eyes were big and brown.

“Horny,” she said again. “Are you...are you into girls, at all?”

Amelia bit her lip, playing briefly with her hair. “You know, I’m flattered, I really am, but like...I’ve got important stuff to take care of. Like I said.”

“So, that’s a no?”

“That’s a...um...’you’re really cute, but with this other thing happening, I can’t even tell you what I’m attracted to right now.’ That's what that is.”

Violet nodded. “Well...what about a love egg?”

“A love egg?”

She began searching through her shelves, tapping one box in particular and pulling it out. “Sure! My friend’s cousin is a nympho? She uses it at work so she can concentrate. It’s basically like a little egg that you slip in your vag, and let it go to work.”

“What’s the battery life like?” Amelia peered at the product in Violet's hands.

“It should last for at least eight hours. It comes with a little recharge station. See?” She pointed on the box.

“Is this one...strong? I mean, resistant? I am...uh...fairly well-developed in that arena.”

Violet’s eyes glazed over again, staring down Amelia’s cleavage and then down at her pussy again. “Fuck, I just bet you are...” she smiled, biting a lip. “But yes. It’s small, so they can build them dense. That one is the best model we have. There’s others, and some are more expensive, but this is what you want.”

Amelia took a closer look. The Lust Egg.
 The size of her thumb, more or less, and in a light shade of pink.

“This will work fine,” she said. “Thank you.”

“Thank you
 . I think I’ve got enough fantasy fuel for the next sixteen years of my life.”

She knew she should have felt objectified. Dirty, even. But Amelia could not help but feel a measure of contentment at that. And perhaps that’s why she had gone to The Lockbox
 in her full erotic superheroine regalia after all.

* * * * *
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I
 FOUND GIA AND VICTORIA
 much easier to deal with than previously. Before, I’d been denying myself—denying who I was, what I was, what I was meant
 to be. I was trying to play nice. Trying to be an ethical
 Master.

An ethical brainwasher. An ethical mindcontrolling owner of bimbo fuckslaves totally addicted to my cum.

Yeah—there’s no such thing. I’m as unethical as they come and I’m pretty much made that way. I get it, now—who I am.

Maybe it was the beating from Amelia, maybe it was drinking all that fucking delicious bimbo milk, maybe it was completely bullying that farmer—but regardless of exactly what it was, I knew my place in the world now.

I was a bad man. And all that trying to be a good man previously now meant was that I had a whole hell of a lot of catching up to do so that everyone knew it. At any moment I chose, I could have a bimbofied beauty sucking my cock, praising me for being who I was, thanking me for being evil enough to conquer her puny little mind and turning it into mine.

I could have her believing wholesale that it was totally evil what I did, and she wouldn’t give a fuck—evil would just turn her on. I could strip a wife from her husband, a daughter from her family, a CEO from her business. I could mindfuck an entire gaggle of cheerleaders until the only cheer they knew was one worshiping my cock.

That was the kind of power I had. And with my body as developed as it was now, that power was realized in physical form as well. It would be a simple thing to walk into any night club, any bar, any sorority house or college campus or anywhere else and convince a girl to hang out with me for a little while. And really, to make her mine, all I needed to do was have her look me in the eyes.

All that power, all that advantage, and I was suppose to cripple myself somehow and be good? Maybe cut out my eyes, volunteer for chemical castration?

No, thank you. I was built for badness, and badness I would be.

So, like any evil overlord, I needed an evil overlord headquarters of some kind.

The library was out. I was never a fan of staying there, and it w as too public besides. I needed a place away from the mainstream, where no one would walk in and see the big-titted goddesses working there and immediately run to tell all their friends.

What to do?

As I’ve mentioned, the people of Bloomingdale Heights pretty much all universally hated me for two main reasons—one, because my father was such a giant asshole who more-or-less single-handedly drove their budget into the red. And two, because there was a piece of land that I held—a piece of land members of their city council were sure that could be used to revitalize their economy.

Being that I had no desire to go back into town and risk more attention than I could reasonably deal with in any short amount of time, my plan was clear—retreat to the land I owned and build up from there.

And that was where Gia and I headed after the barn. Victoria, meanwhile, had a much different objective—though one that was important to my new understanding of my cause.

The land was, by and large, underdeveloped. Most of it was empty of anything except for grass, but there were a few patches here and there of old trees. Mostly pines, one or two oaks. It was far from idyllic, but it was mine.

Sometimes, teenagers wandered up there at night on the weekends for drinking, mostly because they knew I wouldn’t do a damn thing about it. Every year I had needed to hire a small crew to clean up the bottles, broken glass, and crushed beer cans.

Now, if the teenagers tried it again, I’d be there waiting for them. The young men would regret trespassing. The young women would decide that they’d never made a better decision in their entire lives.

Largely, there was nothing at all of human property on the land. But, there was a small office that I kept there because state law dictated that if I wanted to claim ownership, I had to have something
 on the land that showed I was regularly attempting maintenance. If all that was there was just some crumbling shed, then they could argue that the land was in disuse and disrepair, and could take it from me.

So, the office was nice. It was not all that large—one story, about eight hundred square feet. It was right off the only road that led into the land. Inside was almost nothing. This was strategic, as it was easy to show improvement from year-to-year if I started with nothing and slowly added an item at a time. So, there was a couch, and a desk, and a television set that didn’t get any channels, and a few chairs here and there.

Something I had found out since scaring off the farmer is that my new body didn’t only mean I was super strong. I could leap very high as well, and I ran very fast. So, as the evening descended on the town. it was very easy for me to break into a few nearby empty houses and steal their mattresses and all the clean linens and blankets out from their closets.

These beddings were now what filled the office. And it was a good thing too, because I’d sent Victoria out on a mission of fuck.

See now, that was supposed to be a play on “mission of love,” but I’m not sure that it was clear.

I'm a bad guy. Sex villain.

Anyway.

Mission of fuck! I had Victoria doll herself up in the most conservative outfit her new body would allow her to wear without itching—this turned out to be a tight leather minidress with tall sky-high pink heels—and sent her out to the local mall. With her were several flasks of hers and Gia’s milk. She was to recruit any beautiful women she saw—by suggestion, seduction, or by force—and bring them my way.

Two at a time. Any more than that and I thought she might have a tough time wrangling them here.

I had to have more slaves, you see. It was hard enough to think clearly when I was hard all the time and fucking Gia and Victoria so regularly. But now I was starting to tire even those
 bimbo fuckgoddesses out.

So, I needed more. This was a purely practical decision, I assure you. Nothing at all to do with how fucking rock hard the thought of owning every hot woman in town made me.

Hell, still
 makes me. I haven't reformed in the slightest.

By the time I had the office all set up—mattresses placed just right, Gia covered in my cum in the corner and close to exhausted from a thorough skullfuck—Victoria had just arrived with my newest recruits. It was late afternoon, and the sun was setting.

They were two young beauties, wrapped around each other’s bodies, kissing and fingering each other madly in the back seat of her hatchback. They wore tiny skirts and big, clunky heels. Their tits straining against tiny sweaters. One had on a choker necklace that looked like a collar. I greeted Victoria with a long kiss, squeezing her ass tight.  My fingers slid over toward her asshole, applying pressure through the fabric.

“Good girl,” I said, knowing the words would gift her with a strong, urgent orgasm.

Her reaction did not disappoint, her body melting into mine as she trembled with pleasure. Even as the feeling still shook through her bones, she turned with bright, bimbofied blue eyes to her vehicle.

Yesterday, I have to remind myself, she absolutely hated me. She wanted me dead
 .

Now she worships me. No one else has a chance.

“Girls,” said Victoria. “I’ve got that cock I promised you.”

Both of them scrambled out of the car, lining up behind Victoria obediently.

“Who have we got here?” I asked. “Introduce yourselves.”

I kept my eyes—and my Gaze—off them directly. Instead I looked at other features—their tits, their chins, their bare legs in their tiny skirts. All were spectacular, of course. Victoria did good work.

I’d have to remember to bring out a mirror or something for the next batch so that I could see them more clearly.

Both were tall, busty, with long flowing hair and bright, beautiful eyes. This was the bimbofying milk of Victoria at work. Structurally, they were nearly identical—my slaves knew how create more perfect slaves for me. So, the differences were almost entirely cosmetic.

One was Asian, and the other was Latina. They both had thick, dark hair. The Asian had the smallest tits of any of the slaves I’d seen so far, 36C. But her frame was so tiny and frail, so utterly fucking fae and breakable, that they appeared to be much larger. Her waist was the width of a cantaloupe.

The Latina, on the other hand, was a bit shorter than any of the other girls, but her breasts seemed comparably much more massive. She was the one wearing the choker necklace. It had a little series of silver hearts on it.

“I’m Miyu,” said the Asian, giggling heatedly. “You're fucking...big
 .”

Immediately, Victoria slapped her. “You address Him as Sir
 or Master
 , cunt.”

Miyu gulped, her bright dark eyes flashing downward shamefully. “Forgive me, Sir. My name is Miyu, Master.”

Victoria waited, raising an eyebrow. Gulping, Miyu dropped to her knees.

“Please, may I have your cock, Sir?”

Victoria brightened, kissing her on the cheek where she slapped her. “That’s so much better, baby. He liked that a lot. You can see how much harder his cock got, can’t you?”

Licking her lips, Miyu nodded. My cock surged in hardness again, seeing that.

They were already so obedient, even without tasting me yet. It must have been my scent—making them naturally submissive, just like that farmer.

“And you?” I asked the Latina.

My voice was deep now, like a mountain tumbling down.

“Angela, Master.” She was already rubbing her tits together in anticipation of my cock ruling her life. She dropped to her knees next to Miyu. “I’ll do anything you say, Sir. Please just...just let me have that cock, please?”

I moved forward, sliding my cock between their joined tits. It was slick with precum, heavy with blood-engorged density. The two new girls moaned, salivating heavily as they licked all over the cock, licked each other tongues, licked each other's tits in an effort to taste as much of my precum as possible.

Very soon they put themselves into position, sliding their tits up and down together against my rod, taking turns as they took long, heady slurps of my cockhead and shaft.

“It's sooo good,” Angela moaned.

Miyu nodded. “So good.”

She—Miyu—seemed a little harder hit by the taste of my cock. She was more of a virgin than Angela. I could tell by their attentions that Angela had kissed boys before, even given out a handjob. Miyu had done none of that.

Her every bit of attention on my manhood was the absolute first she had given any man in her life.

This is What I Deserved.

* * * * *
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A
 MELIA REALLY, TRULY
 believed she was going to stop me.

With the love egg pulsing happily in her pussy, she believed the worst of her troubles to be over. It would bring on an orgasm every five to eight minutes, such was her level of arousal—but that happened so regularly that she was able to cobble together a good string of logical thought.

With that logical thought, she began to look for me, bounding through the city. And when she couldn’t find me at my apartment—she found the address by rummaging through the office papers at the library—she decided she would look at the only other place that belonged to me: the plot of land outside the city.

The evening was dark and humid. Sweat clung to her luscious frame, sensationalizing her every angle. Her hair, so thick and long, was layered and shimmering with moisture. She entered my land with Maureen on her shoulder, who was struggling and squirming.

Maureen was positively blowing up—she hadn’t cum for nearly a day now, and that was making all of her senses work on overdrive. She could smell that I was close, and my closeness, combined with her restraint, was turning her brain into overheated jelly. Her cunt slid hard on Amelia's back, struggling for any source of tension.

Amelia, prowling through the land, made almost a straight bee-line toward my office. She could hear the sounds, and she could smell all those thick, hot scents of lust just like Maureen.

She would deny, until the very end, that those scents drew her. She thought she was in control. She thought the love egg was making her think clearly.

Without bothering to look inside the windows—which were very open, I had nothing to hide nor be afraid of—she kicked in the door. It splintered into a dozen pieces, smashing to bits. Inside, what she saw stopped her dead in her tracks, the love egg happily pulsing away in her beautiful cunt.

I was on my knees on a mattress. It was utterly soaked with milk and cum.

Gia was attached to one side, Victoria the other, both of them docking their tits on either side of my hips. They knelt, wearing only slender lace lingerie and thick, tall heels. Their heavy gob-smacking breasts leaked warm, sensuous milk all the way down my legs. A puddle about an inch thick was on the thick mattress we stood on. It would need to be replaced, probably.

I would just steal another. I'd steal a dozen. I'd steal anything I wanted. Nothing  and no one could stop me.

Not even Amelia. Seeing her—seeing her cumming, sweaty, hot wet body in that tight fucking spandex outfit, I spurt out an extra quart of cum from my immense cock, coating the two newly enslaved beauties in front of me—Miyu and Angela. They moaned with appreciation and love.

I had them stacked on top of each other with Angela on the bottom, on her hands and knees. Miyu, tits-down on top of her, kneaded Angela’s thick tits as she cooed and prayed for my cock to enter her hot Asian pussy. But at that moment, I was fucking Angela into oblivion, and she was begging for my babies to fill her up.

“Please
 !” she cried. “Please, Master! I need your fucking babies inside me! I'm so fucking fertile! I need to be pregnant, oh my god—oh, my. GOD! Please!”

She was a good little fuckdoll, after all, and that’s what good little fuckdolls do for me—they beg for my babies, and then they take them into their wombs like good girls.

“Do it, Master,” Miyu moaned. She knew the second I came into Angela, I'd be fucking her instead. “Fuck her. Fuck her full of your babymaking cum. You're such a Male. Such a Man. Please, Master? Please fucking make her yours
 , forever!”

And I listened to them. They didn't boss me around—their words and their movements were owned by me. I directed everything I saw—even Amelia, whether she knew it or not. I could smell her heated cunt, her need for my chiseled body even as I fucked another woman right in front of her.

There was nothing I didn't control. I was God to these women, and I deserved it. My balls were full of holy liquid, blessed juice made to make women crumble and become my pets.

“Stop,” Amelia growled, tossing Maureen to the ground. “Stop this right now
 .”

Perhaps surprising her, I did exactly that.

This had all been a ploy on my part anyway—hoping that Amelia would show up soon. If she hadn’t, I would have just kept fucking Miyu and Angela and then I would have sent Victoria out for another two slaves.

But I wanted Amelia to think she had caught me off guard—that she had the advantage. She most assuredly didn’t. I was a living god with a lightning bolt for a cock, and she was going to feel my fury.

Maureen began crawling forward toward me on the floor, wriggling this way and that in her bonds. Giggling, Gia slipped to the ground completely and began crawling toward her. I admired her tight, young ass, slathered in precum and milk, as she moved across the ground.

Moving like a blur, Amelia shot across the room and snapped her hand around my throat, lifting me up against the wall.

Her intention was to choke me. She squeezed hard—and then, when I had no reaction, squeezed even harder. It was strong enough to break a tree in half.

It barely left a red mark on my skin.

“Now,” said Amelia, sneering. “You listen
 to me—”

She stopped, suddenly, because she noticed what I was already heavily aware of. My cock was still hard. I hadn't fucked Angela to completion. My cock was hard—and it was streaming thick, brutally hot precum all over Amelia's outfit. It layered on her tits, pooling in the gorgeous display of her cleavage, melding quickly into her skin.

My liquids have properties. They are special, just like me.

“L-listen...” Amelia said, her voice a half-moan. “You list...listen. You listen,” she licked her lips. The scent was overwhelming to her. “You listen to me...”

Her grip slowly loosened. I slipped down to the ground. Behind me, there was a truck-sized dent. She had tossed me hard into the wall, not that I felt it. I was too strong for any pain she could give me. But her strength turned me on
 .

My other bimbos were extra-durable to take my strength. But they weren't super
 like Amelia was super. They weren't supreme
 like she was.

Dumbly, she slid a finger through the heavy mess of precum on her cleavage and scooped up a thick dollop of it. She licked her lips, hypnotized by the sight of it. Drool, heavy and thick, dropped down her chin.

She was mine already. She never had a chance.

This is a Man's world, and I am the Supreme Example of a Man. She was, even if she was super, only ever a woman. And where women belong is on their fucking knees before my Might.

“...listen...” she tried again, her voice practically clogged with drool.

“No,” I said, taking her by the throat. It was slender. It was Mine. “You’re going to listen to me, now. Aren’t you, doll?”

She looked up at me, starting to nod. And then I had her in my Gaze.

* * * * *
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M
 Y HAND WRAPPED AROUND
 Amelia’s throat, my tone vicious and snarling.

“Who the fuck owns you?”

“Y-you do, Master!” Amelia cried.

Her cunt squeezed on my cock as I fucked her deeper and harder. She was dressed in her hot-as-fuck superheroine outfit—though really, supervillain is more appropriate now. It had a custom hole in her crotch where I could shove my cock into her wet cunt whenever I wanted. Her tits overfilled it—bouncing, enormous, and enhanced, easily the biggest, most beautiful pair of any of my slaves.

I fuck her from on top, her long booted legs wrapped around my neck, sandwiching her with my enormous weight. Only she can stand to be fucked like this from me. Only she is strong enough. All my other girls would be crushed.

Amelia thrived when I fuck her like this. Her heels—so fucking tall—knocked against each other behind my ears.

“Fuck her, Master,” Gia moaned. “Fuck her, please. Fucking get my sister so fucking pregnant for you, oh please!”

Five pairs of heavy, lactating tits covered our bodies, pushing us together. We fucked in a white liquid pool of our own debauchery. Gia, Miyu, Angela, Victoria, and Maureen all pressed in on my body. Their hands crawling over me, worshiping me. Their heavy tits leaking milk all over Amelia and I, covering us entirely in their lifegiving milk.

Their voices cried in unison for our perfect joining—their leaders, their owners.

“Fuck her,” they moaned. “Oh, fuck him
 . Fuck...fuck
 ...please keep fucking! We need to see you cum!”

They referred to both of us. Their loyalty was absolute. They knew their place. They knew we were Chosen by the book. They knew that they are beneath us...and that they were all beneath me.

Amelia's beautiful face was wet with milk. It only made her more gorgeous. She pulled me closer, her velvet pussy tightening on my cock, and she whispered those magic words.

“Cum in me, my love. Cum in me now
 .”

I was a gentleman, in the end, and I couldn't refuse a lady's request. On command, I emptied my balls inside of her, my cock erupting with the biggest load of seed I've ever felt exit my body. Quart after quart flooded out of me, spilling into her, spilling out
 of her because I have so much of it.  Her orgasm shook the bed and all the hot, beautiful bimbo babes on it.

“I love you, Master.”

“I love you, Amelia.”

Slowly, I withdrew myself from her body, allowing Gia and Victoria to take first licking sessions on my cum covered cock. Amelia, meanwhile, drew in Miyu and our newest slave, who had been standing by and watching, a petite black-haired girl named Jeanne, to lick up her pussy until it was cleaned of all cum and milk. The two of us reclined in our king-sized bed on the top floor of my headquarters, enjoying the morning air.

It wasn’t the first time we made love...but it always felt that way for us. It was always just as good as that fevered, hot, perfect time when I first fucked her after capturing her.

At it turns out, Amelia and I were made for each other. Or, if not made
 for each other, reformatted
 for each other by the tome from the library’s basement. And I don't just mean that our bodies were perfect for each other—that her superhuman strength complimented my own so perfectly.

You see, when we fucked, both of us could have clear heads for a while if we so chose. We could think about something that wasn’t sex for hours at a time. I pulled out my laptop and began writing down a few organizing notes for the day, with Amelia idly stroking my abs and making suggestions as I went.

She loved me. She adored me. She needed me to be King of everything.

This is how we began our stealth campaign of taking over Bloomingdale Heights.

I only took a girl or two at a time. Then I would fuck them mercilessly, completely emptying their mind of anything but service to me, for a week or maybe two or three. The longest any girl has ever had to be trained and fucked alone as the new girl has been a month. That was Naiku, Miyu’s sister, who now worked as our cook downstairs.

There was something about her, Naiku, that just drove me crazy
 , and I couldn’t be bothered to fuck any new girls until finally, tired of the monotony, Amelia went out and kidnapped a new fuckslut for us herself.

That’s right, she had full autonomy. She was totally obedient to me, but she was
 my partner in crime. She wanted to see us build our harem of bimbo fuckdolls as much as I did.

That’s why the Gaze worked so differently on her. Why the first time wasn't enough.

It wasn’t trying to make her dumb
 , it was trying to make her obedient
 . It takes longer that way, I figure. I’ve been trying to work it out, see if I can do it on purpose in the future.

As long as she has that obedience to me, I don’t give a shit what she does with her time. She knew her place every night is in my bed, worshiping the best cock she’ll ever have. The biggest. The strongest. That's what I am to her.

Amelia’s heavy milk worked differently too. It was responsible giving my girls their powers. Now, they were almost as strong and powerful as Amelia, who in turn was almost as strong and powerful as I am.

It’s a good thing, too—otherwise, there’d be a lot of accidents during fucking that would be really unpleasant.

Each girl could now be sent out on missions by themselves to recruit the hottest girls around town—fuck it, around the state
 . In a week, there will be a beauty queen contest to see who's worthy enough to go to the Miss America contest.

I'm going to own every last one of our applicants. They Belong
 to me already. It's an insult, if you think about it, that they haven't submitted to my will already.

Overconfident? I have a cock a foot long and a brilliant supervillain goddess worshiping it every night. I'd say I'm exactly
 how confident I need to be.

Long story short, I’m on my way to building a hyper-obedient, uber-sexual race of bimbo fuckslaves, completely loyal to me and me alone.

How’s that for supervillainry?

Gia and Victoria’s heavy bellies rubbed against my thighs on the bed. I’ll need to bring a doctor into the fold, soon. Their pregnancies—and those of all the other girls—aren’t like normal pregnancies. It’s only been a few months since I impregnated the two of them, and already they’re fit to bust.

Any doctor will be better than none.

Victoria is still an excellent organizer and sorter, in charge of assigning daily tasks for all the bimbo beauties. Ask her who the last four presidents are, though, and she’ll be blank for days. So, I figure maybe a doctor will keep all her skills of medicine.

Maybe not. If not, then I'll just have Amelia strong arm another. Or any of my other bimbo girls. They're superhumans, after all. It's not like they have to obey stupid things like laws.

There's only My Law now. My Will is their Law.

That’s the only reason Amelia isn’t pregnant. First we figure out how to do it safe...then I do it to her for real and mark her in that final way.

She'll have an endless parade of triplets for me. I just know it.

So for now, with Gia and Victoria and the others, their pregnancy is bit of a gamble, but hey, it’s not like I’m that worried. I can always get more slaves.

Oh, maybe you’re surprised that I’m such a bastard? Did you not notice that I’m a complete villain? Sometimes the villain wins. Sorry.

I mean, of course I won. I’m fucking narrating, aren’t I? How would I know what had been happening with Amelia if I hadn’t made her tell me her part of the story?

Sorry if you were expecting some turn of events. The book comes back and drains my power. Aliens land and interfere. Amelia convinces me to use my powers for good.

No way. No. Fucking. Way.

Like I said, sometimes, the bad guy wins.

And fuck it—I’m the bad guy. I don’t give a shit. I deserve it. What else explains all this power, all this pussy that I can have with so little effort? All I have to do is fuck them and drink their milk, and let them suck me—and I’ve got an army of obedient picture-perfect sluts aching to carry out my command.

Watch out, world. I’m coming for you.

“I’m so happy you’re in charge of me, Master,” Amelia moaned in my ear. “I’m going to give you so many slaves...you’ll have houses and houses dedicated to moaning your name.”

She knew how to get me hard, that was for sure.

Nothing got the two of us hornier than me in charge of an army of super-sluts...and one that would just keep growing and growing.

Just like their pregnant bellies.

# # #
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Y
 OUR OPINION INFLUENCES
 other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter
 !

* * * * *
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W
 ANT TO GET IN TOUCH
 ? Me too!

You can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...


...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!


What's next?

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:


Bimbo Wife – Happy Harem


Eliana has never been happier than she is as a willfully mindfucked slave of her MasterHusband, so when his status is threatened and his ownership of her might be revoked, she does what any good slavewife does—gather more slaves for him until the problem solves itself.


Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the Innocent


An immortal sex demon gains an immortal succubus for a bride. How does she celebrate their joining? By gathering more succubus slaves for him, of course!


Bimbo Wife – Happy Servant


The gorgeous Eliana loves her new submissive, erotic life in service to her husband, but she’s kidnapped by his latest slave-acquisition. It’s up to her to take advantage of her Master’s programming to bring herself and her sexy kidnapper back to their knees where they belong...


Demon’s Offer – Corrupting the MILF


When this sex demon tires of corrupting good girls, he goes after the worst one he can find—and gets more than he bargains for!


Bimbo Wife – Learning Her Place


Elena wakes up as a completely subservient bimbo wife to her Husband...but she doesn’t know how she got there or even who he is! All she knows is she’s gorgeous, and he deserves so much more...


Bimbo Processing Unit – Secret Desires


Learn the secret origins of the B.P.U.’s bimbofying powers and discover the alpha male cravings of the secret agent Snow as she arranges her fantasies to become a reality!


Bimbo Pill – Hot Harem


The facility belongs entirely to the Master now, and special envoys are sent to parlay with him. But are these beautiful secret agents really assassins, or are they offerings to keep the alpha male god at bay?


Bimbo Processing Unit – Forbidden Fruit


John’s transformation into an alpha male completes as he turns his gaze onto the one hot babe he’s never been able to have—the beauty who grew up in his household under his watchful eye.


Bimbo Pill – New Wife


A virgin’s sexy mad science plan to turn her crush’s wife into a bimbo backfires, and she has no choice but to make herself an even sexier bimbo to compete!

––––––––
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G
 ET GREAT DEALS AND
 save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––


[image: image]







F
 ERTILE DREAMS



TWENTY amazing stories of brilliantly busty, fertile babes who dream of nothing but serving their man in all the ways he deserves...whether they like it or not!


Craving Alpha Males


An amazing deal for TWENTY stories of Alpha Male action—claiming hot babes, using no protection, and destroying anyone in their way.


Naughty Cravings


An outstanding sampler pack of TWENTY of the hottest tales Nadia Nightside boasts—if you don’t know where to start with Nadia’s huge library, this is the best place to begin!


Hard & Rough Cravings


TWENTY stories of the hardest, roughest sex scenes Nadia Nightside has ever put to paper!


Mesmerized Cravings


TWENTY stories of erotic mind control full of hot babes with their minds wiped until they realize their true purpose is servicing cock forever!


Bimbo Pill – The Bundle


The ENTIRE Bimbo Pill series featuring a gaga-crush-gone-wrong when a sexy scientist falls so madly in love with her crush that she turns his wife into a submissive bimbo slave.


Bimbo Processing Unit – The Bundle


A special helmet turns men into studs and women into gorgeous, seductive vixens with a need to breed, centering around a man past his prime “getting to know” the women who have known him their whole lives!


Craving Lucky Nerds


20 HOT stories of lucky nerds who get the harems of gorgeous women they’ve always wanted!


Craving Bad Boys


This jam-packed bundle features TWENTY stories of incredibly-hung bad boys taking who they want with no apologies!


Dirty Office Cravings – A Bundle


An amazing collection of TWENTY gloriously hot tales meant to eroticize the office and workspace, so that you’ll never see work the same way again!


Bimbo Cravings


TWENTY gorgeously hot tales of hot babes transformed by might or right into dripping, aching, needy giggly bimbo babes who will do ANYTHING to serve their Master.


Filthy Taboo Cravings


TWENTY gloriously hot stories of sexy taboo pairings that only Nadia Nightside could put together!


Craving Gangs of Men


TWENTY scintillating stories of gorgeous babes being drilled by gangs of hardcore, hard-bodied men!

––––––––
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S
 UBSCRIBE TO THE NADIA
 Nightside New Release Newsletter
 for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!




Did you love Just 18 Dreams - A Bundle
 ? Then you should read Demon's Offer - Corrupting the Innocent
 by Nadia Nightside!



[image: Demon's Offer - Corrupting the Innocent]



An evil incubus gets a little more evil when his succubus mate convinces him to add another girl to his growing harem...




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .







[image: Nadia Nightside]


About the Author


For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories. Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else: Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:

http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH




Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site
 .
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