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JUST OUTSIDE THE APARTMENT complex of her destination, Stephanie steeled herself. 

This would be difficult. 

It was cool fall day and the lovely young twenty year-old blonde had dressed for the weather to get worse, a heavy trendy pea coat over her black leather skirt and stylized diamond-pattern tights keeping her warm as well as the over-sized dark orange sweater she wore. 

But the worse part of today wouldn’t be the incoming cold front and all its snow—it would be facing it on her own. 

She had to break up with Gianna; there was just no choice in the matter. 

The problem with their relationship was manifold. Stephanie was deeply studious and serious, hoping for a career in medicine, while Gianna was too laid back and content to just continue to explore her English degree into, according to her, “whatever’s out there, y’know?” Stephanie had a future and she wanted a partner who wanted one too. 

For a while, she had indulged Gianna’s bohemian whims—even enjoyed them. Order a large pizza for the leftovers to eat over the next week? Very well. Skip a study group for a quality necking in the library? Capital! Sleep in until ten am on a Saturday? How titillating!

It didn’t hurt that Gianna was beautiful—brunette and bubbly and bright, in her own way, and ate Stephanie’s pussy like a dream. But somewhere in this madcap chaos of unrestrained id, Stephanie felt her the everlasting comfort of her rigidity and predictability heading sideways. 

This might have all been solvable. Stephanie loved a good problem, and she loved a person to fix. So many people had the wrong idea about so many things, and gosh, didn’t Gianna ever have the wrong idea about so many things, and so it was up to the Stephanies of the world to set them straight and ensure that they made their own little corner of existence tidier for others. You couldn’t leave a mess; that was improper. 

But, there was the much larger and more present problem of Gianna’s roommate, Kyle. 

Kyle was Stephanie’s stepbrother. 

That was how she had met Gianna—on a windy Sunday morning about six months ago, helping Kyle move in to his new place. Stephanie mostly moved light items; she had to look after herself. Cups and plates and a blender, that kind of thing. What was she supposed to do, wrench her back while she shoveled Kyle into yet another budget apartment he’d probably move out of in less than a year? 

Gianna had made fun of her for opening boxes on the moving truck and taking items out of them one at a time, but Gianna had never had to look after a cranky aunt suffering in traction, either. That was a summer that Stephanie would never get back, and she was determined to not have to spend any more time like that either. That was partly what had brought up her interest in medicine—that, and competing with Kyle. 

Stephanie had lived with Kyle for so long, grown up with him for so long, that she considered him her brother in truth. He was a medical student as well, and even though they were the same age, he was a year ahead of her in their undergraduate program thanks to testing credits. He never said anything about being better than her, but Stephanie knew he did. She would think so if she were doing better than him, after all. 

They had always been competitive—or at least, Stephanie had, and it was infuriating that Kyle barely noticed. In their hometown, she had run track, and then he joined as almost a joke and ended up doing better than she ever had. She ran for student body treasurer, planning her road to the office for months,  and he won class president without even campaigning! He was passably handsome—but Stephanie worked her butt off to be attractive on top of her already cute face and amazing body, studying fashion and watching hours of make-up tutorials; nonetheless, he had several more romantic partners than her. 

And any time she did beat him at something—like going nearly twice as fast as him on a hike last summer (she had scouted the trail for the previous three weekends just to be sure), he just took in stride. 

“Great hike,” he would say. “Maybe next time we can talk while we do it?”

So, he had to be a better person, too. 

She couldn’t stand the constant reminder of her inferiority by being in Kyle’s presence. Complicating it further, Stephanie’s own apartment was dismally uncomfortable in every season—too hot in the summer, too cold in the winter, too noisy at all times—and so spending intimate time alone with Gianna was either a major pain at her place or felt entirely too close to her brother’s eyes and ears. 

So it had to be over, and that was that. She wanted to sever from Gianna and in doing so, sever a bit more from Kyle. Hopefully, whenever they reconnected, she would have surpassed him as she knew she was destined to do and he could eat her dust. 

Her brother and Gianna lived in the corner apartment—one of the largest in the complex, which housed more than a dozen units in this building—on the second floor. There was an atrium in the middle of the complex, and the apartments formed a perimeter around it. Sometimes she saw kids playing soccer down there, but not today. Everyone was quiet; the mood was somber. This was appropriate—Stephanie rather liked it when the circumstances of the world lined up with her attitude. 

One final breath. Steel. Steel!

She knocked, and there was no answer. Rang the bell, no answer. She knocked again, harder and more insistent this time, and the door just swung open. Inside, it was an absolute mess. Neon-colored food wrappers everywhere. A box ripped open in the entryway with bright branding that read PASSION PACKS.

The decoration in their apartment was non-existent. A Velcro dartboard set up on one wall with drinking game instructions next to it. A picnic bench littered with beer cans and more food wrappers. More of the “Passion Packs”, whatever those were. Stephanie sniffed. It looked like there had been some wild party or some inelegant debauch. 

Stephanie carefully walked past the picnic bench and then the corner-placed entertainment system with its stacks of video game consoles. The television set was the nicest thing in the entire apartment, a gift from their father the Christmas before. 

“Hello?” she called. “Gianna? Kyle?”

Kyle wandered out of the bathroom, rubbing a hand towel through his hair. Another towel around his waist. Otherwise he was shirtless, letting Stephanie see all of his outstanding musculature and leaving her thoroughly confused. 

Deep, sexual frustration and tension filled her right away at the sight of her shirtless, wet brother. 

She understand intimately that sexuality was a spectrum, and even so had always been so far on the “liking girls” side of that framework that she didn’t even recognize men as sexual creatures most of the time. 

The Kyle she knew was in decent shape, but a bit skinny-fat—he looked like he overate about three times a week, because he did, and his only real workouts were walking through the neighborhood and on campus. His blond hair, even with as young as he was, was already thinning, and whenever he stopped shaving, an embarrassing nest of rice noodles seemed to clamber over his face. 

Only...none of this was true anymore. 

The man she saw in front of her more closely resembled some kind of pornographic lumberjack than the soft, clever intellectual she knew as her brother. Every muscle was large, bulging, and hard. He sported a broad, thickly-defined barrel chest that seemed like the result of decades of competitive weight-lifting. 

A thin sheet of fat covered every inch of his muscle, but only added to the bulk and the overall image of a muscular wall. His hair, now thick and blond, covered his head in a wild mess—and that included the heavy beard that turned reddish toward the bottom under his well-defined jaw. 

She kept staring at his forearms—so heavily defined, and as big around as her thighs almost—and then tearing her eyes from that to his chest and abdomen, where the trail of thick hair led down to the monster of a cock hiding beneath his towel like an elephant behind a window curtain. 

Saliva filled her mouth, slipping over the painted surface of her lips. She had to respond to this ably and intelligently. There was something happening here that she was not prepared for. What she said now would shape this entire experience.

“Gu-guh?”

A noble first attempt. But not quite on the mark. She watched Kyle walk to the small kitchen area across from the bathroom and rip open a Passion Pack package. The little rectangular form inside looked something like an energy bar, but quite wide, like an ice-cream sandwich. A wave of lust, heady and indirect, hit Stephanie. 

What a smell! 

She gripped the nearby wall for support, her mouth suddenly as hungry as it was wet. 

She had to try to speak again, get the information she needed. She was here for a very specific purpose. Something to do with Gianna. Breaking it off, yes, that was right—she had to break up with Gianna. 

“Smelly nice really good,” she whimpered, staring helplessly at the massive muscles that had apparently sprung up overnight on her brother’s shoulders. 

She didn’t know she had such a thing for shoulders. Or forearms. Or abs. Or pectorals... 

Trying to sober herself, she blinked and shook her head. Somehow her jacket at ended up on the floor. Probably because it made her tits easier to massage? Yes. That was it. That was fine to do; Kyle was her brother. He knew she had big juicy tits that could be massaged at any time, and if he didn’t, why not give him a reminder? 

Okay, right. It seemed like some part of her speech and thought pattern was being interrupted. She needed to find out more about what was happening. Somehow she had to communicate this to her insanely handsome, total dreamboat hunk of a brother. 

If she said it well enough, maybe he would let her touch his muscles? That was something a sister could do, right?

He broke the Pack in half and held it out to her. Sharing! With her! Kyle had always tried to share with her and—because she never shared with him—she always took it as an insult. Trying to be bigger than her.

Now he was really bigger than her. He could pin her down at any moment and she wouldn’t be able to say anything about it, and he didn’t look like he would stop for anyone. 

He could just hold her down. Her own brother. Push her onto her knees and do anything with her. Shove himself down her throat. She wouldn’t be able to stop it. And it would be so wrong, because he was forcing himself, and because he was her brother, but then that meant he could never truly abandon her and he was so big she’d probably be so safe forever after...

Stephanie was suddenly, forcibly wet. Her knees shook with her arousal and she was unable to help her hips making soft, urgent gyrating motions in her brother’s direction.

So dripping, hungrily wet, thinking about her own brother forcing himself on her. What was wrong with her?

Slowly, once again, she shook her head. Trying to regain her composure. 

“N-no,” she said. And then more confidently, “No. I don’t want any of that. I want to talk to Gianna. Is she here?”

He held out the bar further, bringing it closer to her nose. Her mouth drooled. Her pussy drooled. It was so hot in here. She tugged at her skirt so hard that it slipped down her legs some.

“Gianna really likes these. You should have some too. You two like the same things. It’s why you’re girlfriends.”

His voice was not the Kyle’s voice she remembered. If there wasn’t something about his face and eyes that retained his original parts, she wouldn’t have recognized him at all as her brother. This voice was deeply masculine, thrumming in her soul, deeply baritone and making her insides melt. It was a voice that made her think once again—and this time more sensually and vividly—about the massive cock he so obviously sported being shoved down her throat or up her pussy. 

Just a good, sisterly sucking of his cock. The kind that siblings were known for. Just dropping to her knees and slobbering all over her brother’s cock until she passed out. In a reasonable way, of course. It wouldn’t be wrong if they didn’t do it in a bed. It would just be some...animal thing.

“Go on,” he said, waving the half-bar. “I want you to.” 

Because his hands were busy with the food, his towel had fallen down completely. It stayed up for a second, held in place by his thick, hard, erection—and then slowly slid off. Stephanie, who had carefully never seen her brother naked, now wanted to see very little else. 

He looked like he could get her pregnant very easily; it looked like he was built for exactly that. 

She didn’t know why she thought that so suddenly and fiercely. If they had hot forceful sex and he knocked her up then she’d have to be with him forever and ever.

Precum dripped from the tip of his cock. If she licked the tip of his cock, he would obviously create more precum, and then maybe even cum. And maybe he could use some of that cum and shove his cock up her cunt and make her pregnant forever and then she’d have to keep sucking his cock so he would take care of their forbidden lovechild and—

“—Come on,” he interrupted her feverish thoughts, putting the half-bar in her hands. “Be a good girl. Do what I want.”

Oh, right. Yes. Do what he wants. That would make her a good girl. 

It wasn’t until after she took a bite, the potent chemicals flooding her neurosensors, that she thought to wonder why she wanted to be a good girl anyway. 

But at that point, the salty, milky, chocolatey texture of the bar sliding over her tongue, its many chemicals flooding her system, the answer came to her immediately—she wanted to be a good girl because that’s what good girls wanted to be for strong, hunky men like Kyle.

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, STEPHANIE found herself with her skirt and tights and coat off, sitting with Kyle on the couch while he played videogames naked. 

His erection stood proudly, streaming precum. Every so often he would pause the game and stroke it, looking at Stephanie in her underwear, sweater and heels. Looking between her legs at the wet mess that was her pussy, leaving her dark panties obviously soaked. Looking at her thin legs and how easily, easily, easily he could push them open and drive into her body. 

And then he would stop stroking and look at the game again, playing for maybe another five minutes before repeating the process. 

Gianna was home; Gianna had been home the whole time. Gianna was cumming in the shower and calling Kyle’s name, calling for him to come fuck her again. Stephanie knew this all quite odd but she couldn’t place why. There was a good amount of thinking to do about it; a really nice “howcumthis?” to figure out. 

But it was hard to think.

It was too hot, for one. That was why she had taken off all her clothes. Even with the skirt and tights off, she was still overheating and sweaty and sticky, just like Kyle. She was thinking about ditching the sweater next. Wasn’t that something brother and sister could do? Just sit on a couch almost naked and touching themselves?

She probably would be touching herself except that most of her attention was on the fourth—maybe the fifth?—Passion Pack bar she was slowly slobbering over and swallowing. She sucked and slurped at it like a cock, slowly shaping its thick surface with her lips and tongue until it was cylindrical and then holding it between her puffy, eager lips until it dissolved into a creamy, warm delight down her throat. 

The first one or two, she had just wolfed down. After that, she wasn’t as hungry, but she still craved the taste, so she took to slowly fellating them while she watched Kyle play his games and stroke his cock. 

Her tongue slid up and down the length of the bar—which she couldn’t help but notice wasn’t anywhere near as long as Kyle’s cock—and around its width—which again, was not as thick as Kyle’s cock—and she locked eyes with her brother whenever she could and made it clear that this wasn’t the way she wanted to fill her mouth. 

Something was up, that was for sure. Hadn’t she used to not want to fuck her brother so bad? Hadn’t she had a girlfriend or something stupid like that?

Thoughts like that came to her in waves. Sometimes it was remarkably clear—she was with Gianna! They had been in love! Kind of. Or it was kind of like something that was kind of love. 

...kind of like...how her brother had a big cock, and it was so big, and probably real yummy, just like this yummy-yum bar...

Waves of conscious, sober thought, rolling in and out on an unending tide of lustful desire and satisfaction. Soft pleasure pulses filled her nerves from head-to-toe.

She finished another bar—having reduced it down to more of a cream from all her licking, swallowing the half-solid, salty load with relish—and noticed her phone beeping and buzzing. An alarm was going off, telling her that class had started ten minutes ago.

“Oh,” she said, standing up unsteadily. “I’ve got to go.”

It was quite easy for to stand, normally, but Kyle had told her to put on some of Gianna’s heels. She didn’t normally wear tall heels, and never wore heels with just underwear on, but at the moment it felt super natural and breezy and happy to do. Didn’t make her any better at doing it, though: she slipped and stumbled and had to use the couch arm to hold herself up.

“Where?”

Kyle paused his game and looked at Stephanie, stroking his cock. She forgot where she had to go almost immediately. His cock was so thick and powerful. She felt like her whole body drooled for it; like her mind was drooling all over every thought of his cock that there could or would ever be. When she spoke, it was like all the drool of her mind was slipping out her mouth. 

“Um...” she gulped. “I think, um, like. A school thing.”

“School is stupid,” he grunted. “You don’t need school anymore. I can tell you what to do.”

“Oh.” She nodded, sitting down after a moment. They should talk this out, get to the bottom of this “school” dilemma. It was a puzzler. “R-right. But...”

“Oh my god, hi!”

Gianna finally exited the shower. She looked dynamite. Gianna had always been truly sexy—which was why it was so hard for Stephanie that they never got to enjoy fucking—but now she was something else. Her waist had become ultra-thin and tight. Twenty inches around, maybe. Her tits, bouncy and perky, looked like they had tripled in size to an easy 36E that looked even larger and sexier on her narrow, delicious frame. 

Long, thick dark hair tumbled to one side, effortlessly wavy and sexy despite just being in the humid shower and in this impossibly hot apartment. Gianna was wet—but it was sweat, not the shower—and more and more beads of sweat appeared on her as she strutted toward Kyle.

She must have worn heels in the shower; she wore them now. Tall, dark ones with knife-like points. She sat down on Kyle’s lap right in front of Stephanie, casually stroking him before grabbing one of the many Packs nearby and fellating it softly just like Stephanie had been. Only Gianna did it right in Kyle’s face, supplying him with an up-close view of the way her thick, full lips could slip over something cylindrical and full of salty load.

Seeing Gianna must have set off some kind of sense memory in Stephanie’s brain. She suddenly felt more like herself than she had than in the few moments before she saw Kyle wearing nothing but a towel.

This was wrong. Gianna, her girlfriend, was acting like Kyle’s...servant. His pet. His fuckslave. What was going on? Why would Gianna do this to her? Sure, they were going to break up and everything, but Gianna was a deeply-confirmed lesbian! Why was she obsessing over and stroking her brother’s cock?

For that matter, why was Stephanie obsessing over her brother’s cock? It had to be...something. She put a hand to her head, pushing aside the thickened layers of heavy, soft blond hair that had grown out since her arrival. Something like the Packs? Stephanie felt a wave of rejection at that. The little bars were so yummy...

“Gianna?”

“What’s up?”

Gianna continued her nonchalant-yet-intimate stroking and grinding on top of Kyle. He had shifted his head to one side to look past Gianna at the television, still shooting up a screen full of bad guys. 

“I’m—I’m right here, Gianna.”

Gianna giggled. “I know. Why do you think I said hi?”

“But—that’s my brother, Gianna. And you’re my girlfriend.”

“Oh.” Gianna’s strokes slowed down, which didn’t seem to stop Kyle’s endless stream of precum in the slightest. Her hand was covered in it. “Yeah. Right. Come here.”

She leaned forward and grabbed Stephanie by her sweater, positioning both of them over Kyle’s cock. His precum shot up against their cheeks as they kissed just inches away from the tip of his hefty manhood. 

“There,” said Gianna, using a finger to lick up the precum dripping off her cheek. “Is that better, babe?”

Stephanie moaned, whimpered, struggled. Something was so wrong here—what was it? Why was she here? Why was this all like this? Wasn’t this crazy? It was crazy, right? Was she crazy for thinking it was crazy? God, what was really crazy when you thought about was how yummy her brother’s crazy-yummy precum looked streaming and shooting out of his ultra-yummy crazy-handsome cock...

Gianna shrugged at her reaction and leaned down to suck Kyle’s cock, soulfully and gratefully. He grunted, shifting, letting her take him more ably all the way down her eager throat. Stephanie could see his girth bulging out from her neck. 

It was crazy, Stephanie thought again. Just crazy. 

It was just so...so crazy that...that...

She softly slurped at another Pack bar, somehow in her hand. Had Gianna put it there? Whatever. They were delicious. 

Just crazy, she thought again, that Gianna is so good at sucking cock already. How had she gotten so good at it? Kyle was her first male lover; Stephanie knew that for a fact. Would Stephanie be good at sucking cock in just a day or two if she started today? 

An inspired thought arrived in the dimming halls of her brain. What if she could get Kyle to train her? He must have been such a good teacher. Plus he was totally the smartest man in the whole wide world.

She knelt down in front of the couch, the Pack bar in one hand and her pussy in the other. Watching Gianna work, studying closely, and fingering her madly insistent pussy. 

“I know this is like, really sudden,” said Gianna. “But I just love your brother, babe. I can’t help it. He’s such a man.”

Kyle grunted in acknowledgment. He was wrapped up in his game. It seemed like something really difficult was happening; he must have been so talented and smart to deal with it. Stephanie could barely follow the action. It was so much simpler to just look at his cock instead. 

“Like, this package came? And we just looked inside by accident, opening it without looking. And we tried one because they smelled so good, and then we realized we were made to fuck each other? And now you’ve had some, and—”

“Stop yapping,” Kyle snapped. “Use your mouth for something useful.”

“Yes, Master,” Gianna nodded. “Sorry, Master. Right away, Master.”

Stephanie watched, wide-eyed, as her girlfriend started sucking her brother’s cock in earnest.

Before, the sucking had been earnest slurping and suckling, happy long kisses. But now it was deep, powerful sucks. Loud sucks. Moaning sucks. Kyle was clearly affected—head rolling back and putting his controller to one side. His thighs shifted and hands went down on Gianna’s shoulders, pushing her off his lap and down entirely between his legs. Gianna responded ably, positioning herself just so, and when Kyle shoved forward to start fucking Gianna’s head into the coffee table covered with Pack wrappers, her orgasm was audible and visible.  

Gianna moaned...something. Her bright eyes flashing at Stephanie just for a moment. Moaning something...Mmm...Mmm...Mmm ther...?

Master?

Oh god, she was still calling him Master even though she was being skullfucked into oblivion. God. 

Why was he her Master? Why couldn’t they just be boyfriend and girlfriend? 

And why was Stephanie approaching her own orgasm watching it and slurping on a Pack bar?

There was some kind of connection. The Packs. The transformations. The lust. The heat. 

It was like...eating the ...was making...like...Stephanie...turning them...

Kyle pulled out of Gianna’s mouth and sprayed a hot load of cum all down her face and tits. His spray volume was immense, slathering Gianna in a fresh shower just after her last one, and this one leaving her skin shiny and covered in his testosterone-laden goo. Gianna happily licked it up, cumming as it hit her face, making her mouth go wider and take in even more of the hot spray. 

Stephanie’s mind powered off all the way at this display, cumming at the same time as her girlfriend. They’d never come simultaneously before—but now they had, thanks to Kyle. 

And this cum was so hard. She landed face first into Gianna and couldn’t help but have her own face slathered in her brother’s cum. She licked it up automatically, unable to help herself. But it wasn’t wrong. This was totally normal. She and Gianna were hot young girlfriends, they were always licking up things like Master’s cum or the cum of the hunk they were both obsessed with or cum from the only cock in their lives. 

Stephanie had been on the verge of some kind of realization, just moments before her orgasm. She felt the thought flitting away from her like a dream. 

It was something to do with connection. Probably the connection she felt to her own good girl self? That must have been it. Licking up her brother’s cum off of Gianna’s tits and encouraging her girlfriend to another hot cum while her brother stroked his cock and watched, Stephanie felt like the goodest girl in the entire world. 

* * * * *
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THEY WERE OUT OF Packs.

Kyle had the last one, and that was an hour ago. He and Gianna didn’t seem to mind that they were out. Gianna, for one, filled herself on Kyle’s cum again and again. He seemed to cum down her throat at will, stopping every ten or fifteen minutes to guide her up and suck on the heavy milk leaking from her miraculously enlarged tits. She came from feeding him; she came from being fed by him; she came just from sucking him. It seemed difficult to find a position for Gianna involving Kyle that didn’t involve the brunette beauty cumming.

Every time she came, her eyes went cross-eyed and she shook all over. Her voice never rose a decibel, remaining a soft pliant whimpering coo that begged for her man’s attention. 

It was obvious, Stephanie realized dimly, that Gianna and Kyle were something of a couple now. She wasn’t sure when or how this had happened. She wasn’t sure how it affected her own standing with Gianna and being her girlfriend. 

Thinking through it all was quite hard, because Stephanie was just a good girl and thinking was so hard when you were a good girl and all you have to do is just sit and finger your pussy mindlessly while the man of the house enjoys himself. Stephanie knew that was true, because in a moment of panic and confusion, after watching Gianna suck down maybe his fifth or sixth load of cum, she asked him what she was supposed to be doing here. 

“Just sit there like a good girl,” he said. Gianna nodded and moaned her agreement before he silenced her with a brief glance. “Sit there,” he continued, “like a good girl, and just finger your little pussy. Don’t think about anything. Cum if you need to. Cum all you want. I’m the man of the house, Stephanie. I’ve always been the man of the house. So you do what I say. That’s what you do.”

Stephanie had started obeying before he had even finished talking, orgasming as his response finished and she watched the cowed Gianna slip her lusciously plush lips over Kyle’s cock once more. 

She didn’t know a lot about cocks. She’d spent much of her adult life kind of avoiding them in every form, which seemed rather stupid now in hindsight. But she was pretty sure they didn’t just stay hard all the time and couldn’t just cum whenever like Kyle was doing. And they probably weren’t supposed to taste like, so addictive? 

Stephanie had managed not to taste him again in the hours since he had first sprayed all over Gianna in her presence. That was probably because since then, he had insisted on Gianna sucking him down exclusively. Gianna could really swallow cum well so there was never any left over, except the occasional hint on Gianna’s lips when they made out while Kyle stroked off to their heavy tits smooshing against each other. 

At any rate, this special kind of cock meant Kyle was special. Kind of like Gianna, with her big titties and ultra porn-star body, sparkling shiny and thick hair that seemed to grow another inch with every load Kyle dumped into her throat.

Although Stephanie seemed to be turning into something special herself. Her hair was about a foot longer. That was weird. And hot. She giggled, holding up a heavy mass of her golden locks and sliding her face into them, like a favorite pillow. So thick and soft now, compared to the overdone, slightly brittle mess they had been before. It felt really good rubbing it all into her heavy, newly-inflated tits. Her skin was a deep, powerfully sexy tan. Her eyes must have gotten bigger because they were watering so easily, so that everything she said looked doe-eyed and pleading.  

The heat of the apartment hadn’t let up. They’d opened the windows and everything, and still they were sweating. Stephanie had stripped down to nothing but her underwear and heels. Her bra, formerly white, was so thoroughly soaked with sweat that it was completely transparent. It also was more of a suggestion than a garment, given her body’s changes. 

Stephanie was so jealous of Gianna. Gianna could fuck Kyle all day long and it wasn’t a problem; no one would care or say anything twice. Gianna was a mega-hottie who deserved a big, fat cock like the one belonging to the mega-hunk Kyle and Kyle was a mega-hunk who deserved to put his cock inside a mega-hottie like Gianna however he wanted. 

Stephanie sighed. They were such a good couple.

But Stephanie couldn’t fuck her brother. There were like, rules or something? Something like that. There was a taboo, which was kind of like um...like a tab? Like...a tab that you put on something that made you say “oooOOOooo,” and the tab was there to help you remember it later because it felt so good to touch your pussy when you said “oooOOOooo” to it. 

Yes, that was right. Stephanie was so smart. That’s why she was in college, to figure out tough stuff like that. 

Kyle turned off his game and set the controller to one side and picked Gianna up with one arm—effortless, despite Gianna’s heavy tits, slick body, and mane of dark hair—and set her down on top of his cock. 

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Gianna moaned.

She immediately began rubbing her milk-heavy tits up and down Kyle’ s burly chest. Heavy streams of milk ran down his body, lubricating their embrace. Every part of their intense fucking was layered in slick substance. Gianna leaned back, chest high, and Stephanie saw the bulge of her brother’s cock as it pressed deep up into the lower torso of her girlfriend.

“O-o-oh my fucking goooodd!” Stephanie groaned, cumming immediately at the sight. 

It was just too good, too hot to control herself. Gianna’s body was so tight and utterly formed, like she was ten thousand Pilates instructors rolled into one superbeing. Every muscle on display perfectly beneath the layer of her poreless, flawless shiny skin. Kyle the complete opposite, utterly masculine, giant and hairy and with such a huge cock that Stephanie was in a constant state of amazement he wasn’t just fucking a hole into the fabric of the universe. 

Someone knocked at the door.

She could watch this for hours. Her fingers had grown and muscles in them had developed some new kind of twitch-fiber letting her flick her clit extra-fast as she slipped her digits up against her g-spot. 

The banging at the door continued. 

“Get it, would you?” Kyle told Stephanie before turning back to Gianna. “Christ, you’re so fucking hot, babe. I love you.”

“I love you, Master,” Gianna moaned, kissing him deeply. 

Tearing away from the two perfect lovers was agonizing, but it was worse not to do what her Man said. Stephanie stood up and strutted to the front door, putting an elaborate, sexy sway into her hips. She could walk like a model in these heels now and she hadn’t even been practicing; her body simply wouldn’t let her do anything else. 

It didn’t occur to her fried, barely-there consciousness that answering the door in her underwear and heels, covered in sweat, with her body transformed into something like a supernatural porn star’s idealized version of themselves was something to perhaps be modest about. Instead she just smiled brainlessly and opened the door. 

“Yes?”

The man at the door was tall and rail-thin, a mop of dark hair doing its best to overshadow the massive door knob of a nose he sported. He held a box in his hands and immediately began gesticulating with it, speaking fast. 

“Uh yeah, I like, just ran into the mailman and he almost dropped the box off here instead of at my place. And I was wondering if that’s what happened to the last shipment, and holyfuck you are not wearing anything, are you?”

One of the first effects of the Passion Pack was to destroy any real understanding of its subject’s conception of people’s opinions. As such, Stephanie really had no idea what to make of what this guy was thinking of what he saw. 

But if she could, it would resemble something from a lingerie commercial at its very tamest. 

“I-I’m Terrence,” he said. “H-have you be-been...I mean...you haven’t...do you have a boyfriend?”

Stephanie considered. Of course Kyle was her Man. He was the Man of the House and always had been. But they weren’t really boyfriend-girlfriend. He was her brother, after all; that didn’t make sense. 

Right?

“Um,” Stephanie shrugged. “Like, kind of?”

“H-have you...ha-have you had his cock inside you?”

Stephanie shook her head sadly. “No. I don’t think that’s allowed.”

Her voice was an erotic parody of what it had used to be. Soft, pliant, urgent, and needy. Every other syllable emphasized. 

“Ch-christ. Christ, it’s real. Oh god. God.” 

He squeezed the package he held even harder. Stephanie couldn’t read anymore. It was kind of a useless skill for a good girl and had been orgasmed away over an hour ago. But she recognized the fun crown symbol on the packaging of the box in his hands. 

“Oh my god!” she clapped her hands happily. “Are there more Packs? I want them. Please can I have them?”

Because she was asking a male for something, she naturally drew her arms in together across her crotch, pushing up her substantial, overflowing bosom. Her tits, almost sliding out of her overstrained bra with every breath, were on perfect display. 

Terrence just stared at her. He especially stared at her tits. Stephanie’s cunt pulsed with orgasm after orgasm at his male gaze. She was made to be enjoyed by men. It felt so fucking good for a man’s eyes to be traveling all over her body.

“Look,” he said finally. “Why don’t you just, uh, come back to my place, and I can give you some more of these things, and you can tell me all about...how you’re dressed.”

“What the fuck?”

Kyle strode across the apartment in three big steps, nearly covering the entire distance before Gianna—who had been thrown roughly off his cock—landed hard on the floor with a helpless giggle. 

In front of Terrence, he looked like a giant. Frankly, he was a giant. Wasn’t that what you called someone well past seven feet tall? He was wider than the door frame, his cock leaving a dripping trail of cum, precum, bimbo honey and lust all behind him. 

“Are you trying to take my sister, pussy?”

Terrence’s eyes were wide. “Oh my god. Y-you’ve been eating them too. Oh my god, they re-really work, holy shit, oh my god—”

Kyle snatched the box out from Terrence’s hands easily, despite Terrence’s death-grip on the box. 

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”

“I-I ju-just I-I h-hol-holy hell you’re like the fucking H-Hulk a-and—”

“You need to get the fuck out of here, pussy, before I make a hole out of your head.”

Yelping, Terrence ran backwards and over the balcony, landing roughly into the courtyard below. Stephanie came, thinking about how her big man of the house brother had just scared someone into suicide, before remembering that it was just the second floor and Terrence was probably fine aside from a broken bone or two. 

That was too bad. Maybe if she asked nice, she could ask him to really hurt someone next  time?

Kyle turned to Stephanie. Despite his massive size, Stephanie wasn’t afraid of being hurt. A Man of the House never hurt his girls, and even if he forced himself on her, that was just something he had the right to do. But she was scared of disappointing him, and it showed. She trembled, she quaked, she shivered with a sudden influx of cold.  

“The fuck is that all about? You want to leave?”

Stephanie whimpered. It was so hard to think straight to begin with, and doubly so when her man looked mad at her. 

“Go on. I’m telling you to talk. Tell me what’s up.”

“I-I just need cock. I neeeed it.” Her hands pawed the air over his crotch. 

“I got a cock right here, babe.”

She squirmed, feeling so useless. “I know, but...”

“But what?”

“But you’re my brother?”

“So?”

“And you’re fucking my girlfriend?”

His impatience grew. “So the fuck what?”

“Oh.” All the guilt and worry and fear she’d had fled her brain, just like that. The power of a man cleansing her silly female brain. “I hadn’t that about it like that.”

“Is that why you haven’t been on my cock all day? You thought you weren’t supposed to?”

She nodded, feeling stupid. Such a natural, welcome feeling for her now.

“God, you’re dumb. Just come in here with Gianna and I’ll fuck you.”

He started to turn away, and she felt compelled to give him the whole truth. 

“I-I’m a virgin,” she blurted.

“What? Really? I thought you and Gianna must’ve...”

“Oh. Yes. That. We did. Lots. But never with a guy.”

He chuckled. “That doesn’t matter. I’m the only one you have to worry about from now on.”

With that, he grabbed her by the ass with both hands, strong arms wrapped around her waist and shoved her up and into the wall. Stephanie, helpless, was stunned from her head knocking into the plaster for a moment, leaving a thick imprint of her freshly-emptied skull. When she came to fully a few seconds later, Kyle’s fingers were sliding up her cunt and his tongue was deep inside her mouth. 

She melted. 

This is what she wanted; this is what good girls were for. This is what she had wanted all day, why she had come over in the first place. She needed her brother, her Man, her Man of the House, she needed his big hard body pressing into her, squashing her, making her feel so safe and secure and under his control. 

His cock pushed urgently against her ass cheeks, slipping across their smooth surface. Wet with his precum now, and her own honey from hours of dripping. 

“I’m gonna fuck the life out of you,” he grunted. “Gonna make you pregnant just so you shut the fuck up about being brother and sister. If you’re pregnant with my kids, you can’t be my sister, you dumb broad.”

That made perfect sense, of course. She nodded eagerly, and kept nodding and kissing her man as he marched into the bedroom with her bouncing on top of his body. 

Gianna skipped happily behind them, giggling and smiling, delighted that someone else was giving her man pleasure. Once they were on top of the bed, Gianna dragged Stephanie off Kyle’s body and pushed her face up against his cock. 

“You should taste him first,” said Gianna, casually guiding his thick meat into Stephanie’s mouth. “Once he marks you with his cum inside your body, you’ll be his forever and nobody can say otherwise.”

Stephanie wanted to ask how she knew that, how it could possibly be true, but once his cock crossed the plane of her lips and she started sucking, she knew it too. She was Kyle’s now—property of her Man, her brother, now and forever. Right away, his precum spurted down her throat, filling her up. So much precum, more than even what most men could have cum in a day. 

Gianna could only watch for so long without needing to be a part of it all herself. She got on her knees in front of Kyle and nudged her face into Stephanie’s until Stephanie relinquished exclusive rights to his thick, turgid member. 

“Can we still be girlfriends?” Stephanie asked her as they kissed his cock in unison. “I wanna be your girlfriend so fucking bad. You’re so pretty, Gianna.”

She was so pretty. She had never looked prettier, in fact, than she did while kissing and licking Kyle’s cock.

“Awww. That’s so sweet!” Gianna smiled wild between intense, hot licks. “I think you’re really hot too. I dunno. Master? Baby? Can Stephanie and I be girlfriends still?”

“You’re my girlfriends,” he said. “So that means you’re girlfriends too, dummies.”

“If I’m your girlfriend, and she’s my girlfriend because she’s your girlfriend,” said Gianna, “does that mean that like, I’m her sister, too?”

She was clearly thinking very hard. She had paused entirely from licking and kissing his cock, leaving it all to Stephanie.

“What? Why?”

“Because you’re her brother. And we’re boyfriend and girlfriend.”

“I fucking...” Kyle shook his head, laying back. “I don’t know. Sure. You’re sisters. Congratulations.”

“Yay!” Stephanie squealed. “Sisters!”

They took a triumphant lap with their tongues around his cock, making out passionately with his cockhead between their lips. Kyle, groaning at this display, took Stephanie by the head and shoved her deep up onto his shaft until his cockhead bulged in her throat. She was really doing it, really sucking cock for the first time and—

Oh.

Oh.

He came. 

He shot load after load down her throat, filling up her stomach. And everything she thought she understood before about belonging to Kyle was swept away by a newer, better understanding of being owned by Kyle. He was more than her Man, her brother—he was her Master. That was even better!

She came again and again, tasting and retasting him as she slurped down his load and Gianna leaned in and kissed her mouth and face clean. In a stuporous daze, orgasming helplessly, Stephanie fell back supine on the bed and Gianna held her down. 

That was so silly, she giggled. She didn’t need to be held down. Whatever was happening, she wanted it. 

“He’s really fucking huge,” said Gianna. “You don’t even understand how big he is until you try to have him fit inside you. No way you don’t fight it.”

Gianna’s hands around her throat and wrists. So strong. She couldn’t fight them off even if she wanted to. Master’s iron-strong hands holding her legs against her waist. 

Then she looked up and saw Kyle’s cock waiting between her legs. His giant body, his giant cock. Everything about her was so small in comparison. 

“N-no, oh—oh my god, wait, wait, wait you’re to-too big—!”

The words seemed almost like they didn’t come from Stephanie at all; she wanted him inside her. But god, he was enormous!

He didn’t wait. He knew she didn’t mean it. Roughly, he shoved up inside her cunt, breaking her cock virginity to pieces. Stephanie, still dumb and wobbly-minded from cumming because of her brother unleashing his load down her throat, came again and again now as his cock drove up inside her and rubbed hard against her g-spot.

It wasn’t about her pleasure—nothing was, not anymore. But her Master was so good to her for making her cum when he got what he needed from her—which was her unprotected pussy to receive his virile cum. He was going to make her pregnant. He was going to fill her up with babies. Twins. Triplets. More. She wanted all he could handle.

Her brother, she thought dimly, again and again. Her brother fucking her. Her brother fucking her.

Orgasms wracked her body, ensuring she gripped his cock as tightly as possible with her pulsating, no-longer-virgin cunt. 

“S-soooo...sooo gooooood,” she moaned brainlessly.  

“Your brother is my Master,” Gianna chanted. “Your Master is your brother. Your brother is my Master. Your Master is your brother...”

“Fucking...fuck.” Kyle’s strokes picked up in rapidity. “You two just won’t shut the fuck up.”

This wasn’t a command to be quiet; it seemed much more like encouragement. Their words turned their Master on. Both of them, emboldened, tried to talk more—but they were so turned on and brain-melted that they just started repeating the same phrase. 

“Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...Yes Master...”

Kyle’s big, crushing grip pushed up past Stephanie’s heavy tits and across her neck. Clamping down, he came close to standing up in the bed, jackhammering down into her. 

With a triumphant roar, he emptied inside of her. One load after another sprayed into her cunt, filling her with his mystically perfect white seed. 

More orgasms shook through Stephanie’s body. They were so fast and furious she felt like she had one for each cell of sperm he loaded her with. Several minutes were lost to her functioning, forward-thinking brain as she clung for dear life on her Master’s heavy, hairy bulk. Gianna kissed and held her head, a comforting sisterly presence in the face of their Master’s overwhelming masculinity.  

Pregnant, Stephanie thought tearfully as she came back online. I’m so pregnant now for Master. 

Gianna, smiling still, kissed her deeply and congratulated her. 

“I’m sure you’re pregnant,” she whispered, like she was reading Stephanie’s mind. “Now we can be mommies together too!”

A pleasant warm buzz filled Stephanie on top of the backs of the dozen or so orgasms she’d enjoyed. She thought for a moment thought that might have been it—that there would be some fade to black while everyone collapsed in a heap. 

But her Master was a freshly-minted Alpha God and he was horny still, surrounded by two women desperate to be his sexual thralls. After only moments of hard breathing and resting, he was hard again and ready to fuck Stephanie once more. If she wasn’t pregnant already—unlikely—she would be soon enough. 

He opened her legs and slid back inside her, easier than before now due to all the extra lubrication. 

At Master’s insistence, Gianna slid on top of her face, letting Stephanie lick her cunt while her brother filled her up again and again and made out with Gianna. 

This was her life now—property of a real man and living to service his cock, just where she belonged.

# # #
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All Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

As he had her bent over on the bed, her long slender legs spread wide, heavy milk-full tits leaking all over the sheets, she reflected on how wonderful this made her life. 

His cock, glorious and thick, pushed up inside her tight, tiny pussy. He was going to fill her again, and already. There was no way she wouldn’t be pregnant as fuck soon; she was such a lucky, lucky wife. 

Two other women—her compatriots in adoring this amazing man, the Real Man, the Pants-Wearer, the Alpha—pushed in on her Husband and started giggling and whispering in his ear. Probably begging to be fucked by him. 

Wearing slinky hot lingerie, Samantha knew she was the hottest thing going—for the moment. But those two could change into their new lingerie at any time, and then he might want them pregnant too. She had to cultivate his cum; she had to work for it...

Once upon a time, she had been a pretty rotten wife. But now she knew all she had to do was squeeze and moan and beg for his cum inside her womb and Daddy did all the rest...

Because all Samantha had to do was obey her Husband.

* * * * * *
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ALL SAMANTHA HAD TO do today was just ten million fucking things and then she was going to kill her husband.

The doorbell rang, and Samantha held back a furious, envenomed scream. 

She wanted to pounce at the door, bash it with the umbrella sitting right next to it, claw at the doorbell machinery until it was ripped out of the mortar and brick. Her thoughts even went so far as to imagine getting electrocuted from the exposed wiring and deciding she was fine with that. 

Samantha took a breath. She tried to remember what her therapist, Kara, had told her. Take a breath, and then take another. 

I am not under attack. I am not under attack. 

The anger persisted, wailing against the frail confines of her skull and desperate to be unleashed on something. Ten thousand things to do today and now the doorbell was ringing. 

It rang again—and again Samantha felt the spike and then waves of anger, like a massive rock formation dropped into a body of water. She had to go to the post office, her husband had cheated on her, she had to put together a website for her worst client which was at least six hours of straight work, she had to brush the dog’s teeth, her husband had cheated on her, she had to get the car looked at (and to do that she had to go to the goddamn DMV to get her license renewed)—and now the doorbell was ringing and her goddamn husband had goddamn cheated on her! 

It rang again. 

“Hi?” It was her neighbor, Mira. “I um, see you standing there? There’s...this door is mostly glass? I could really use your help.”

Samantha took another breath, and then another. Samantha lived in a house, Mira lived in the duplex next door. This close to the university, there were a lot of similar arrangements for college students who wanted the freedom (mostly to have parties) to live off of the campus. Mira rented it out along with a roommate who Samantha hadn’t met. Weird graveyard shift hours at a local warehouse, apparently. 

“Hello?”

Fine. FINE.

She took a quick moment to compose herself and push her thin brown hair up from over her eyes. It was such a mess and she hadn’t had a haircut in ages. 

Finally, she opened the door. “What can I do for you?”

Mira stood there with a host of packages next to her. There were four or five boxes, and each one stacked in a wobbling affair up to Mira’s envy-inspiring waist.

Mira was young and in college and beautiful so pretty much everything about her was envy-inspiring. She was barely nineteen years old—Samantha knew this because the birthday party was last week and it had kept her up after she was already exhausted from yet another fight with her husband, Michael—and every time Samantha had to have a conversation with her, all she could think was I AM MORE THAN TWO OF YOU. 

Your whole consciousness probably didn’t even kick on until you were seven or eight, if it even has kicked on at all, and every single last stupid thing you have ever thought was important is utterly dwarfed by the daily repercussions of every single one of my tiniest responsibilities! I have lived through more than twice of your entire existence and I just want to throttle you until you understand that!

Instead of saying any of that, Samantha forced a smile, fighting through the terrible shame that seeing Mira’s utterly tight, toned body brought her. Samantha rather hated that her mind immediately went into comparison mode, like they were two girls vying for the attention of the same guy at some party. It had been like this with seeing every woman since Michael’s infidelities became clear to her. 

Samantha’s breasts were larger than Mira’s, but that wasn’t saying much on either end—Mira didn’t really have any to begin with, and these days with all the stress eating and weight gain, Samantha’s tits were larger than some adults’ heads. Her body felt uncomfortable, groggy, and sallow constantly. She thought she looked like a melted candle, and looking at someone like Mira—basically pure teenage perfection—did not help matters. 

It wasn’t warm outside, and all the same Mira wore tight shorts and a midriff-baring tank knitted tank top. Her hard nipples were evident. Her hair, a thick mass of impossibly beautiful shiny black radiance, lived in the cozy corners of her impeccable clavicles and shoulders in a low pony tail. She wore the kind of tall platform cork sandals that announced to the world she was delighted to be nineteen and crazy hot.

“It’s these packages,” said Mira. “They were delivered to me.”

“Yes. And?”

“Well.” Mira looked embarrassed. “I just don’t know what to do with them.”

Carefully, Samantha did not lower her head into her hand and rub her eyebrows. She was thoroughly annoyed and would have been mostly mortified if it became obvious that she was. 

“You take them to the post office.”

“Yeah,” Mira nodded. “But like...what do you do then?”

Something seemed off here. Samantha’s memory must have been getting foggy. Mira had a mole on the left cheek—only she didn’t. It was gone. Wasn’t it? But she had seen her with it yesterday, out in the street, and there were no marks or bandages like from a dermatologist appointment...

Samantha shook her head. Didn’t matter.

“You just...let them take care of it.”

“Do you sign anything? Or like, need to bring anything with you? I took photos and stuff. And also—”

Her mouth squirmed and Samantha looked down at the top-most package. It was open. 

“—also, I just have a lot of anxiety about mail? Something about how I grew up, I guess? I don’t know. Just the post office fills me with the dreadsies, right? So I was just wondering, um—”

Samantha fingered the package, double-checking. Yup. This simple child had not just cut, but ripped the top of it open.

“You opened one?”

“...yeah. It was a mistake. I wasn’t really paying attention. I have this guy, see? And he gives me packages some times. Like he wants to ‘take care of me,’ like I’m not totally independent, but anyway sometimes the things he sends are nice, and so I wasn’t really paying attention, and—”

“Stop. Stop. Please, stop.”

There was so much to unpack there. Samantha nearly chewed her tongue she had to bite it so much. 

You’re still growing up! Why are men giving you packages? Why would you take them if you’re independent? 

“Okay. Well. That could be a felony, I think, but if you just explain it was a mistake, and you didn’t open the rest...”

The wind picked up and a gentle, insistent scent filled Samantha’s nose. It was coming from Mira and the open boxes. She licked her lips. 

“What’s...what’s in the packages?”

“I don’t know for all of them.” Mira spoke excitedly, like she had been waiting for Samantha to ask. “But there’s definitely clothes in the top one.”

Another breeze, and there was that scent again. Samantha nudged open the top package and saw that it had been rummaged through, plastic wrapping discarded. Inside were plastic-wrapped tops, and a label that said Female Designs - Carefree on each. 

Her fingers were so close to the fabric now. Saliva filled her mouth. Why? Another breeze, and that scent again. She forgot her last thought. These clothes smelled heavenly. She inhaled deeply and then did it again. 

“So you’ll help?”

Samantha ripped her head away from the inside of the box, where she had mostly buried her face. With a strange, warm feeling, she noticed her eyeline was on level with Mira’s bare, delicious midriff. So tight. Her nose had been brushing the top-most top, some kind of blouse, already unwrapped. She found that she had taken the box in her arms and stepped back inside of her house with it. Mira was still right outside next to the remainder of the packages. 

“It’s just...I tried one on. This top.” She pointed at herself. “Just to see what it was. I thought it was from that guy, like I said. But...it wasn’t. But it’s so good and I don’t want to give it back.”

Samantha looked at the fit, perky young woman. The babe. The hottie. She felt her anger finally cooling off. 

“You look good in that top,” she nodded. “Really good.”

Really sexy. Sexy teenager. Sexy teenage neighbor who looks so fucking hot in her tiny top.

Heat and shame and confusion filled Samantha at that thought, but it wouldn’t go away. Arousal tinged her feelings for the first time in what felt like years. Michael didn’t turn her on; he only made her feel threatened. Always a fight. Always a new piece of chaos coming into the home. 

Mira blushed. “Thank you.”

Samantha stared down dumbly at the package in her hands. “I really like this blouse.”

There was so much to do today. The website had to be done. Maybe she could stave off the DMV, the post office, the dog stuff, but the website...

“Do you want to try it on?” said Mira. “I mean, it’s already open and—”

“—Yes!” Samantha interjected. “Come inside. Bring it all inside. We’ll figure this out.”

* * * * *
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SOMEHOW, THEY MADE their way through half a bottle of vodka and two packages of clothing before Samantha thought to even consider that they should stop.

She was dressed now in a tiny, hot parody of Mira’s earlier outfit. Her head buzzed with happy, fuck-feely thoughts. She giggled, looking at the half-empty glass of vodka in front of her and the reflection of herself and Mira in the mirror she had moved into the living room. 

“This is so silly,” she said for probably the dozenth time. “I never drink in the afternoon. Do you?”

Mira giggled and shook her head. “Never.”

She was just as giggly as Samantha, and they weren’t ever going to get to the post office today, but that was fine. Everything was fine. Everything was good. They were pretty girls hanging out, what could be wrong? 

Samantha felt superb. Her phone had kept buzzing and buzzing and she didn’t know what that was all about and the phone’s buzzes were harshing her buzz, so she turned it off. 

It was a few hours after Mira had shown up at the door. They were in Samantha’s living room, dozens of open plastic packages of clothes around them. The curtains had been drawn open; plenty of natural light. It was a large space, one of the larger in the home, and several old stacks of magazines framed the outdated television set that she and Michael no longer snuggled in front of. 

Four of the boxes, they hadn’t opened at all, but the other two they had torn through. Samantha had been a woman possessed—trying on the first blouse, and then with it on, opening one after another, deeply inhaling that perfect, hot, amazing scent. They giggled, and laughed, and scampered off to the bathroom again and again to try on the next blouse, the next top, the next pair of shorts or skirt. 

Each one she tried on fit better and better; beyond her notice, this was because she was fitting better into them, instead of the clothes fitting her better. Her body, in contact with the Female Designs proprietary chemicals, became tighter, fitter, healthier, and happier. 

It had been Samantha, about ten minutes in, who suggested—as a special treat for her new young friend—that they get a little tipsy during the process. Mira had jumped at the opportunity—still young enough that liquor was hard to get. So they each a drink, and then another, and tried on more clothes. Samantha stopped looking at Mira’s body with anger and more with jealousy—just wishing she could look as tight and young as she did. 

Something else happened as she slowly, happily shed tubs of poundage from her body moving from one room to the next—she became obsessed with her husband’s scent. 

The anger with him hadn’t gone away. She knew it was there, waiting to be unleashed at a moment’s notice. But at one point—walking from the living room where she had been wearing a tiny red a-frame skirt and white blouse and transitioning to the bathroom where she hoped to put on a pair of tiny jean shorts and pale peach halter top—she stopped in front of a hoodie of Michael’s on top of the couch. 

Michael was always leaving his hoodies around the house. Samantha had stopped fighting him about it a long time ago. She picked it up and held it tight to her face, inhaling deeply. It was the gray one he wore when he did manly things out in the garage like...like...spilling old cans of gasoline or yelling at the lawnmower.

Masculinity seemed complicated. It depended on so many constant mistakes and screaming at possessions. That seemed so hard; she should be nicer about it. She took the hoodie into her face deeper, her lips sliding over the fabric, and felt a deep warm wetness between her legs.  

As much as she held him in contempt lately, Samantha still loved his smell. At first, Samantha told herself it was just for some extra warmth—the clothes were rather skimpy. But then she really started warming up—getting hot from looking at Mira’s face, Mira’s eyes, Mira’s hair, Mira’s happy firm tits, Mira’s beautiful legs—and the whole time Samantha was sliding one of her man’s hoodies against her neck and cheeks. 

“What’s that?” Mira had asked her, wearing at that time only a pair of tight panties and a sexy plunging collared top. 

“It’s...um...mine,” said Samantha, feeling suddenly jealous. 

But it was wrong to be jealous of a man, wasn’t it? Men didn’t need her jealousy. They needed her acceptance and love. That was so much easier. Better. She wanted so badly to be full of love. 

There was, conveniently, another hoodie just right under the first; he had so many. Samantha handed it to Mira, who took it and inhaled deeply right away. 

Her eyes lit up. “Wow! This is...wow!”

They both took a few turns inhaling his scent and giggling. They traded the hoodies back and forth. Jealousy slid away from Samantha, staring at Samantha’s beautiful body and her burgeoning fascination with Michael. She thought she should be jealous...but didn’t Michael smell amazing? He smelled like such a man. A man with a big, firm cock to admire. It was a good smell, and girls should be able to share nice smells with each other.

For the rest of the try-on session, Mira kept asking about him. Was he handsome? How big was his cock? Would he like it if Mira liked him? What if Mira liked-liked him? Would that be all right? 

Samantha, in an aroused, drunk tizzy, giggled and indulged Mira with all her answers. They were just girls having fun. Just pretty, fun, sexy girls trying on brand new clothes from a strange package and somehow getting tighter, bustier, and sexier with every passing moment. What was strange about that?

Samantha felt amazing the whole time they drank and changed outfits. It was like her worries fled her completely. Anything about errands, a website, anything that earned income or had to do with anything emotionally draining was gone from her brain completely. And that scent! That sexy, sex-filled fruity scent! It filled her nostrils and then her brain, competing with Michael’s scent, until the only two real thoughts in her brain were her desire for her husband and her delight at being a sexy young woman. 

Then Mira suggested—quite an intelligent lady, actually—that they just start changing in the living room instead of going to the bathroom each time. Wouldn’t they be able to try on more clothes, faster, that way? 

Of course she was right—and Samantha moved the mirror to make sure they could just stay in each other’s happy, fun, giggly company while they tried everything on as well. 

“What do you think of these shorts?” Samantha asked. 

She looked at herself in the mirror, pushing her ass to and fro. When she had first tried them on, she worried about the muffin-top effect they would have with the blue tank-top. But now she was struggling to see what the problem was. 

What muffin-top? Her torso was spectacularly slender. 

Had it...always been this way? 

People didn’t just suddenly drop like thirty pounds over the course of an hour or so, right?

Samantha looked at herself again. Her abs, slender and toned, were on display in the tiny outfit. Her thigh-gap was wide enough to see Mira’s face peeking from behind her via the reflection in the mirror.

“Gosh,” said Mira. “I think you just look, like, totally terrific. I love your ass in them.” She giggled. “Sorry. Your butt.”

“It’s okay. I think your tits look great in that!”

Mira blushed deeply at the perfectly natural compliment from the other woman. Samantha plopped down on the seat next to her on the couch. Their hands naturally came together, holding tight with all twenty fingers, and they both breathed in deep. 

“You’re so pretty all over,” said Samantha. “I’m like, so jealous of you.”

“You’re pretty too,” said Mira. “I wish we knew like, way earlier how pretty we both were! We could have been hanging out!”

“For sure,” said Samantha. “But I don’t know if I’m as pretty as you.”

If I was, she thought with a sudden artifact of anger, he wouldn’t have cheated, would he?

But it felt like such an effort to go down that path. Her thoughts drifted away from it like a balloon in the wind. Instead, she changed the subject.

“These clothes are totally something else,” said Samantha. 

It was fun to say totally. It was totally fun. 

“Totally,” said Mira, giggling. 

Mira was so fucking hot. At this moment, she wore a tiny romper—the kind that just straight opened right down the middle and made it painfully easy to imagine sliding fingers up and down her outfit and into all her forbidden spaces. Samantha wasn’t bisexual but all she could think about in the presence of a real beauty like Mira was the ways she wanted to touch her and be touched by her.

They were almost out of clothes. Samantha felt so hip and cool and fun and young in the outfit she had on now; the only thing she was missing were some killer shoes. But the packages in the top box had been cleared out by their impromptu fashion show. The fabric—the delicious, sultry, lovely fabric—was incredibly thin. This meant even more of it could be packaged in one box, on top of it being incredibly form-fitting and almost sheer no matter the color. 

But they were almost out of clothes from the box. That meant they would have to stop hanging out. That Samantha couldn’t have any more like, drinky fun times with totally hip cool babe Mira.

She’d have to like, go do a website thing or something. And then there was the whole panic red anger zone of her brain, deeply buried for the moment but frantically banging at the edge of her thoughts, named Michael and His Problems.

A thought, sparkling and crystal clear, arrived in her brain. 

“Do you think we should like, open the other packages?”

Mira’s face squirmed just for a bit. “I dunno. I think, like. I mean. Weren’t we going to take them back?”

“But they sent them to you?” Samantha shrugged. “Like, who cares, right? They can just order more. We’ll just open one. Then we’ll take the rest back.”

Mira thought about it. It seemed really hard for her to think. Samantha knew the feeling.

“Just one?”

Samantha giggled and grabbed two packages off the top. There were words all over them and they were a little hard to read because reading was hard when you were just a giggly fun-loving babe. But she handed one to Mira that said seductress and kept one for herself that said dreamdoll.

“One each!”

She giggled again. Counting was fun.

* * * * *
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“DO YOU THINK THIS MAKES it even now?”

Mira’s fingers were deep inside Samantha’s pussy. They were on the floor of the living room; evening was approaching. Through the windows, the setting sun cast red light on their tight, beautifully muscled forms. Samantha giggled and whimpered and mewed helplessly. She was so turned on. She couldn’t tell left from right, up from down, right from wrong. 

When she didn’t answer, Mira kissed her again, shoving her fingers up higher inside of Samantha’s young, tight pussy. It was so easy to have access to her pussy when all she had on down there was a bright pink micro mini skirt. There were no panties in the box—which made sense to Samantha, because good girls didn’t wear panties. 

Samantha didn’t know why she knew that, but she knew she knew it and she also knew that she didn’t need to know why. The word why itself was slowly being erased from her working vocabulary, restricted to an ever-tightening array of situations. Good girls weren’t supposed to ask why, they were just supposed to nod and obey and do what their Man said—or hotter girls, in the case of Mira. 

Her top was a hot pink button-up sweater that seemed designed specifically to barely attach across the sweltering slopes of her tits. But her breasts were young and perky, like the rest of her, so the outfit looked deeply sexual if rather whorish. But it was okay to look like a bit of a whore because with a rocking come-fuck-me body like hers, she looked like a fuckdoll in pretty much everything she wore. Her deeply blond feathered hair was styled and fluffed, advertising that every part of her was soft and made for comforting strong people with difficult problems. 

Samantha was the opposite of a problem, now. She was a solution! Just attach her to the nearest problem and she would suck it right out. 

“He fucked someone else,” Mira whispered, breaking off the kiss. “Fucked her hard and rotten. But now you’re being fucked by me. Doesn’t that make it just about square?” 

The young beauty looked devastating in tight black lingerie. There were other outfits in the seductress box, but she hadn’t bothered with any of them. Moments after she slipped on the tight black stockings, ass-hugging panties, and the complete overkill of the push-up bra enhancing her already terrifically huge tits, Samantha started telling her everything about her life. 

She spilled the beans on catching Michael—the phone calls and the texts, the emails, the credit card bills for nearby hotels. Part of what had insulted Samantha was how deeply open Michael was about the whole thing. It was like he hadn’t cared about being caught, like their marriage meant nothing to him. 

Samantha could remember all these feelings, remember these events—even if sometimes the details were hazy or out of order—and could even remember being angry and self-righteous. 

But she couldn’t remember why.

None of that really felt like her life. She just wanted to fuck. She was a good dolly doll good girl who wanted to suck n’ fuck n’ give everyone a good time. 

She had dressed faster than Mira, who paused to watch Samantha get naked and change. While she watched, Mira held one of Michael’s hoodies tight to her body, rubbing it on herself. Inhaling deeply. Like she was imprinting the scent on her being. Samantha couldn’t blame Mira for being excited while she watched Samantha get naked and dive into new clothes—everyone knew Samantha had a bangin’ body. The whole college knew. 

Or...something? Like, Samantha was definitely super young and guys and girls both knew she was ultra hot and down to party. Why else would she be so smokin’ if she wasn’t built to bang?

But how had she been married for...like ten years? More? If she was...still in college?

The pink fog of the afternoon pushed harder into her brain, massaging those questions into evaporating. 

“Does this,” Mira asked again, fingering her harder, “make it even?”

“I...I don’t know...” Samantha whimpered.

“You don’t know, what?”

Mira wasn’t asking for more information. She was asking for a reaffirmation of terms.

Mira’s presence inspired massive loyalty and submission from Samantha. She didn’t know what it was—something about the outfit she wore. All that lingerie. Ever since she put it on, Samantha just melted at everything Mira said. Maybe there was some cause and effect there, but Samantha was too turned on to suss it out. 

“I don’t know, Mistress,” Samantha completed. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I j-just...”

“You’re such a giggly, empty-headed airhead,” said Mira. “It’s kind of no wonder that he cheated on you.”

“Wh-what?”

“I mean, he’s obviously a busy man. He’s got all kinds of hard, complicated thoughts and desires. He has needs. And all you could do was...I mean, what did you do?”

Samantha’s face scrunched, twitching with orgasmic joy. It was hard to think to begin with, doubly so from being so close to Mira’s perfect body, and doubly so on top of that with Mira’s fingers inside her. “I mean I...I remember...we had fights?”

“You fought him?” Mira was shocked, but kept fingering. “Because he wanted to fuck someone else?”

“I...think so?”

“But men are supposed to fuck who they want. Maybe if he had wanted to fuck someone ugly...?”

Samantha’s orgasms seemed to compound on themselves. Mira’s fingers were magic. 

“No, she’s really pretty.”

“You know her?”

“Um, yeah. It’s his, like, his, a client of his from the firm. He told her he wasn’t married. She actually stopped seeing him when she found out about me.”

“And she’s really pretty?”

Mira was going to make her cum again. 

“Y-yeah. Totally. She’s got this great rack, and like, um, super pretty eyes, and she’s really pale. A redhead, you know? And—”

“I’m glad he fucked her.”

Mira’s fingering increased—cutting off any response Samantha had planned. Instead, Samantha squealed. This only made Mira go faster. 

“You can say it too. Say it. Say you’re glad he fucked her.”

This was a hard one. A firm block remained in her head. But Mira’s fingers felt so, so good...

“Say you’re glad he fucked her, and I’ll let you cum for me, dolly. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Samantha had already cum so much—and yet the thought of being allowed to cum was too great of a temptation to resist. She groaned her assent. She needed to cum, needed to cum for her Mistress. She didn’t know that cumming for a Mistress was a thing she needed but it was so obvious when she looked at Mira that that was what she needed. 

“Say it, then, silly girl.” Mira’s heavy tits crushed against Samantha’s. “Say you’re glad he fucked another woman. Say you’re glad he showed you how much you needed to try for him. Say you’re glad you know your place now. Say you’re glad—”

“I’m glad!” Samantha moaned, grasping Mira tight. “I’m so glad he fucked her! Please, please! I’m so glad he fucked her a-and—”

“Cum for me, sweetie.”

The pink fog rolled over Samantha’s mind entirely—and all that contempt, hatred, and anger fled her completely.

* * * * *
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IT WAS ABOUT EIGHT in the evening when Michael finally came home. He took his time getting out of his car, pulling his suitcase together, pulling his tie loose. The gravel on the driveway crunched and dragged under his slow feet.

The lights were on inside. That meant Samantha was there, and she would be ready with something to say, and they’d have to either have a fight or he’d have to just not say anything to avoid the fight. Stonewalling was, he had read, one of the surest ways to ruin a relationship—but what they didn’t tell you in those articles and books was that it was also a hell of a way to get out of a shouting match, which he truly despised. Not the least of which because Samantha was a much better arguer than him. He used to joke with her that she’d missed her calling as a trial lawyer. She would have outpaced any of the partners at his firm for sure, so long as she gave a damn about the case. 

Before going inside, he rested his forehead on the door. He thought of childhood warnings that told him to check if there was a fire by checking a doorknob with the back of your hand. He wished there was something like that for a fight.

He’d pulled a lot of late nights lately. Late nights and early mornings, anything to get out of the house and get away from Samantha. 

She was mad at him, and there wasn’t much he could do about it except keep his distance. He kept hoping, week by week, month by month, that she might find some way to forgive him. But instead she seemed to keep punishing herself. 

What sense did it make, he wanted to ask her, to ruin her own body with all that food because she was mad at him? Good lord, take it out on him, yeah?

He had wanted to talk, get it all out in the open—but whenever they tried, it devolved either into a sniping show or a screaming battle. Neither was productive. They only seemed to go further into resentment as they spoke. 

Michael knew a divorce was in the works. How could it not be? He’d certainly done his best to earn one. 

He wasn’t sure what his “deal” was. Probably therapy could tell him. He knew he had been unhappy in marriage. Happy people in marriages didn’t go out of their way to do something that might ruin their marriage. 

He knocked the doorframe for a minute and then knuckled it, using the pain to build up his adrenaline.

“Oh, fuck it, then.”

He opened the door and stepped inside to see an utterly stacked, leggy, gorgeous beauty wearing a deliciously provocative outfit.

It took his eyes some time to adjust. The way that when you’re expecting to drink coffee, and for some reason it’s the soda you forgot about, the taste is so unexpected it’s unpleasant for a moment. 

The woman he saw was tall and gloriously beautiful, with a mane of dark hair that wrapped almost around her waist. She looked like a succubus—deep plunging neckline in a tiny, bare-all gown that had slits in the sides almost all the way up to her hips. She wore a tight collar around her slender neck, gold chains dripping from her waist and wrists. 

“B-boots,” he mumbled.

Boots indeed; skintight and hugging her long, long, long legs past her knees. They would have been waist-high on some smaller (lesser, he could not help but think) girl, but on her there was still acres of thigh-flesh to admire and see. His cock became hard instantly just from seeing her, smelling her. She smiled seductively, warmly, like they were sharing a secret, and approached him with confidence. 

“I wanted to wear lingerie to greet you,” she said, “but...well, the other one is here, and I wanted to give you the chance to trigger her first.”

She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, firmly, passionately, like she had been waiting for him for years. It was the kind of welcome Michael had always envisioned in a fantasy as single man—the ideal way of coming home—and he could not help but fall into the fantasy a little bit. His hands slipped up on her hips, her ass, admiring how firm and tiny she felt in his hands.

After what felt like an hour, she pulled away. A trail of hot drool bridged their lips for a moment before she licked it away, sliding her fingers across her plush, perfect lips.  

“Welcome home, Sir. I have it all prepared for you.”

“Samantha?” 

Thoughts arrived slowly. The scent was overwhelming—like a miasma of desire. Was he in a dream? Had his wife transformed into this vision of lust?

“She’s in the kitchen. I didn’t want Gemma to see her.”

Despite the miasma and the sight of this heavenly—demonic?—creature, Michael’s senses returned suddenly at the sound of that name.

“Gemma is here? Oh god. Who are you? What’s...what’s happ—”

She kissed him again, and Michael forgot what he was saying. Her tongue in his mouth replaced his thoughts. His hands ran up her clothes, feeling the slinky soft feeling. Inhaling her scent deeply. 

“I’m Mira. Your neighbor?”

This was Mira? But Mira was...she was...this was...

It was possible for this beauty to be nineteen. It was possible for her to be forty, or a million. Her face seemed timeless; that kind of classical, statuesque beauty. And yes, she did resemble Mira in the face now that he looked at her. 

“Don’t you have a boyfriend?”

“That wimp?” she sneered. “Do be serious, darling. I’m attached to you. I only want you. I’ll do anything for you...and I want to prove it.” Her hand went to his pants, unzipping and unbuckling him. Fingers quickly wrapping around his cock. “I think it’s so sexy you cheated on your wife. I think she must have deserved it. Didn’t she?”

Michael backed up. This was getting too real. But soon he was against the wall, and Mira was on him again. Pressing against him, urging, stroking, loving. 

“Gemma is really sexy. You have terrific taste.” Her voice crooning into his ear. “She must look so good with your cock inside her. Have you fucked her pregnant yet?” His cock was raging hard in her hand now. “I forgot to ask her. I suppose it doesn’t make a difference...she’ll be pregnant soon, won’t she? Just like me.”

Her eyes flashed dangerous and hot; she locked their gazes as she stroked him slowly. The only sound their paired breathing and her desperately slow movements up and down his slick turgidity. 

“I need your babies, darling. I need you inside me. I need you to make me pregnant so I have to be yours. I need it so bad. I see how they look at me.” She sneered again, clearly thinking of her “wimp” boyfriend. “All those pussies. Those maggots. They disgust me. But you—” her face a simpering, lip-bitey romantic teen again. “You enthrall me. You own me. Completely.”

“Fuck.” Michael could barely think; her hand on his cock was better than even the immoral feeling of Gemma’s pussy. “Fuck!”

But just as he thought he might cum, she slowed her pace to something less agonizing, and slowly squeezed him steady. 

“Come with me? ”

He probably would have followed her anywhere. She led him, jaw still rather dropped, behind the closed doors of the sitting room. Along the way, at her suggestion, he kicked off his pants. They seemed rather stupid with Mira there so eager to get inside them. But as she opened the sitting room, he regretted this instantly: Gemma was there with a drink, looking angry. 

A sexy young brunette, Gemma made Michael’s heart thump every time he looked at her. To be honest, she reminded him of all the good times he’d had with Samantha before she went full whale-mode. She wore a tight red leather pencil skirt with an intricate series of buckles on one side and a pale blue blouse that barely constrained her blossoming young tits. She must have been Mira’s age or only barely older. One of her wrists was adorned with a silver bracelet with an elaborate configuration of symbols and shapes.

Michael, at seeing her, yelped and hid behind the frame of the open door, trying to hide his hard cock. Then his eyes chanced over Mira’s form again, and he groaned, spurting heavy precum all over the walls. 

God, he was insatiable. What was happening? What was happening with any of this madness?

“Oh my god,” Gemma put her head in her hands. “And you’re naked, too? What the hell, Michael? She—” Gemma pointed to Mira, “—locked me in here. What’s this all about? You have some other side piece? And now you’re inviting them all to your house, faking your wife’s voice? Don’t try to tell me that thing in the other room is your wife, by the way. This one already did that. I told you, it’s over between us, and—”

“Trigger.”

Mira’s voice barely rose above a breathy, lustful whisper, but it was all that was needed. Gemma froze in her tracks. The drink in her hand nearly fell to the ground—but Mira slipped in and caught it with amazing dexterity in her tall heels. 

“She’s only wearing the bracelet,” said Mira, holding Gemma’s limp hand up and showing the garish silver piece. “I slipped it on her. It seems like that’s all you need to do? Just put a bit of the clothing on them. She has the trigger version, obviously. So you just say the word and it zaps her brain right off.”

At that word, Gemma seemed to turn back on. “Hey...hey.” Her voice was slurred. “Hey, dunnn....notta do that no more. Be...be...cuz I am...”

What the fuck. 

What the fuck!

What the fuck!

Why was this happening? What was happening? Michael struggled to make sense of it—but for some reason, the preternaturally sexy woman in the sheer gown and heels took up most of his thoughts and willpower. 

“It will be more powerful,” Mira licked her lips, “if her Master says the word. She obeys me, but she is loyal to you. She’s just a girl, after all. She can’t help her natural state.”

“H...hey...” Gemma slurred. “You...wow. That f-felt...good. But you...you can’t just, like, I mean, I’m a woman, and—"

“Trigger,” said Michael.

Gemma slumped forward again. Mira’s face lit up with orgasmic joy. She swept up next to Michael’s side, hand immediately attending his cock.

“Holy shit,” said Michael. “I can’t believe it.”

“I can,” Mira kissed his chin, his jaw, bit his shoulders. “You’re such a man. She’ll have to do anything you say now. Anything.”

What man wouldn’t fall into temptation? Michael already had a cheater’s heart and he did not live in denial of what he did; he just didn’t like the consequences. Even so, he didn’t dislike them enough to stop what he was doing. 

He’d been cheating since the minute he came home. Why stop now, before he had even cum? There was no place to go but up. 

He walked in front of Gemma, Mira stroking him slowly all the way. In front of her, he stroked her beautiful face. She had amazing cheekbones. Her haircut was a classic part, framing her lovely face. 

“Gemma,” he said.

“Grazzz...”

“Lift up your foot.”

She did, bumping his knee in the process. 

“Put it down. Raise your hand.”

She did. 

“Anything,” Mira purred into his ear. “I don’t mean actions. I mean thoughts. Feelings. Emotions. Tell her to love you. Tell her to love that you fucked her instead of your wife. Tell her to need to be fucked by your cock again.”

The mention of his wife pulled him back to reality once again. He didn’t care about fucking Mira, about taking advantage of Gemma’s tranced state—that was a moral quandary for Future-Michael, and he couldn’t do anything about what Now-Michael was doing. 

But he was worried about being caught. The last time Samantha caught him, there had been a lot of broken valuables, and he’d just bought that new gaming console...

He pulled Mira to one side of the room, whispering urgently. “Where is my wife? Look, Mira, babe, you’re hot as hell and this is real weird and sexy, but Samantha and I are on rocky terms, so this isn’t going to go over well.”

“She’s just in the other room,” she said brightly. “Here, I’ll call her. Dolly! Come here!”

“No, what? Dolly? No! Heeyyy...babe, it’s...you...?”

His voice trailed off as he saw what Samantha had become. 

The woman who approached now wore bright pink lingerie with a bow on the ass-side of her panties. Her cleavage, pressed together and up, was a picture of divine fertility. Golden hair done up in tresses and curls fell all about her shoulders and down her back, shimmering as she moved. Pale pink lips shone in the dim lights of the house.

Who or whatever this was, it was not his wife. His wife was—like, Michael loved her, truly, even despite all their problems, but she had never been much of a looker and now this girl was...

This girl was clean, tight, busty, smiling, and picture perfect. This girl was a girl. 

Michael’s wife was a woman, but so far off the deep end of self-uncare that she had lost all the womanly aspects of her figure and appearance. She was closer to some kind of a blob these days, asexual and angry. 

“Go on, Dolly.” Mira directed traffic. “You have something to say?”

She nodded. Big blue eyes looked up apologetically at Michael. The only thing that was definitely of his wife on this beautiful creature were those eyes—but it was enough to hook him.

“I’m so sorry I was all bent out of shape about you cheating on me. I don’t know what got into me. You deserve to fuck whoever you want.”

“Anything,” Mira kept whispering in his ear, stroking, keeping him hard. “You deserve anything you want.”

Michael needed some air. A break. Something. He had wanted some kind of mea culpa from his wife for her part in his infidelities, but this was going too far, too bizarre. 

Fuck another woman like Mira? Sure, she seemed into it. Fuck Gemma after hypnotizing her? Why not? Kind of kinky, but it wasn’t like she could be hypnotized without wanting it, everyone knew that. 

But...this thing saying she was his wife? Even if she was gorgeous, and even if hearing that apology did feel fucking fantastic, and even if being encouraged to cheat on her or just fuck other women with her blessing was fantastic...

...what was the problem again?

He put a hand to his temple. Gemma, drooling on the couch, had drooped over to one side, eyes blank and her hand in her pussy. “Dolly” moaned at the sight, tweaking one clearly-lactating raspberry-sized nipple.

Michael stepped out of the room, toward the kitchen, trying to get away from Mira, from “Dolly,” from all of it. 

“I’m gonna go,” he said. “I don’t know. Just get some air. This is really getting kind of fucked. And one other thing—”

He had turned back around to the girls and Mira had ripped her gown down. Hot, warm milk leaked from her tits. 

“Won’t you have a taste before you go?” she asked. “Just a little one. Just a bit?”

“Guh.”

He stepped forward without thinking, his cock spurting precum across the room.

“What would it hurt? You’re so strong.” Mira was back right in front of him. Her fingers slid a dollop of her cream off her torso and brought it up to his lips. “Here. Try me.”

Staring deep into Mira’s eyes, cock raging hard, he acquiesced. The taste was heavenly—and it was something more. 

Everything slid into place. This bitch was acting out of control. This Mira. Trying to take charge. What the fuck was wrong with her? 

That was his job. He was the one who decided when and how and why he fucked, not her. 

She needed a good dicking to remember what the fuck the lay of the land was and that was that. And before that, he needed to show her that she wasn’t boss. He knelt in and sucked at her tit some more, feeling his cock grow—grow, thicken, lengthen—and his need for a hot fuck more than double. 

“Gemma,” he said, taking a commanding tone, milk dribbling along his lips. “Come here. Kneel before me, next to Samantha.”

He took the Dolly Samantha and dropped her to her knees, just to make her ready. 

“Yezzur,” Gemma moaned. “I hearrr n’ obbaaaay.”

He snapped at Mira. “Give Dolly here some more of that trance shit. Do it now.”

She complied eagerly, grabbing a silver collar and quickly fastening it to Samantha’s neck. 

“Change them,” Mira purred. “Fuck up their minds forever.”

“Shut the fuck up,” he snapped. “I’m in charge.”

“Yes, Sir.” Mira was immediately contrite. “Of course, Sir.”

Everything felt decisive, easy, instinctual. He leaned over and whispered trigger in Samantha’s ear so only she could hear. And now, his wife and his mistress were on their knees before him. Eyes open and blank. Drooling, fingering themselves at his alpha male greatness.

Just like they fucking should.

“You love me.”

“Luvvv youuu...” they chanted in unison. 

“You worship me.”

“...worzipp you...”

“You adore me.”

“...doooor you...”

“You want me to fuck whoever I want.”

“...wanna you fuck whozzzever you wanna...”

“You want to fuck other girls who want to fuck me.”

“...wanna fuck other girls wanna fuck you...”

At this point, he pushed forward into both their mouths with his raging hard cock. Their lips melted over his magnificent hardness, tongues lavishing him with loving licks even as they tried to repeat what he said. But they didn’t have to say it properly to believe it forever. 

“You’ll never leave me. You’ll do anything I say. It makes you horny to obey me. You’ll cum when I say. You’ll give me babies. As many babies as I fucking want.”

Mira got down on her knees with them, repeating what he said while she used both arms to assist the girls in applying loving kissing and licking pressure to Michael’s cock and to each other’s hot lips. 

“You’ll wear what I want. You’ll talk how I want. You won’t fucking talk to me unless I tell you to. You’ll be my thoughtless, brainless, hot little fucktoys. Nothing but fucking shells for my will...fuck! Trigger!”

This was too much, too much. He couldn’t hold back any longer and he wanted Gemma and Samantha to be online when he came in them. Maybe in the future he’d have some giant, ultra-long fuck session, but the novelty and delight of this new experience was destroying his willpower to hold back. 

“C-cum for me now!”

As one, all three women came with him. Gemma’s lips were closest at his time of need, and so he urgently shoved down her throat and let out the heaviest load of his life. He came so much that even when he pulled out to spray her down, there was more and more—and so he shoved his turgid, spasming member down Samantha’s throat as well. The whole time, Mira ground her body against theirs, ripping her gown and smearing hot, smooth milk up and down their bodies. Each woman’s orgasm shook her body powerfully, filling their eyes with soul-filling need for their Master and only their Master, forever. 

It took him a long time to disengage from Samantha’s mouth. When he finally did, Gemma took another lick off his cock before slipping her tongue down his wife’s throat. 

Catching his breath, he climbed up back to his knees and looked around at his home. Everything looked so different now. He owned three women. He owned them. Three beautiful women.

“Isn’t there anything else you need from me, sir?”

Mira, of course. 

The un-fucked Mira. Milk dripped from her tits. 

He was hard again, already, but he knew he wouldn’t last long. He needed to breed. These fertile beauties, so willing and able and full of desire for him, was throwing him over the top. 

“Mira,” he grunted. “Bend over. Bend over right now.”

In seconds, she was on all-fours beneath him. Without even ordering, Gemma and Samantha arrived at his side, oohing and ahhing at what a powerful alpha male master they had, so ready to fuck again after just cumming. 

“P-please!” Mira moaned. “P-please, Daddy! I make them all want me. I make them all need me, but I live for no one but you! I need your cock inside me, now! Please, Daddy, please!”

He shoved inside her tight teenage pussy, relishing the feeling of his new immensity inside her ultra-fit body. She fit him like a glove, and as he withdrew, each of her cunt muscles flexed powerfully on the length of his massive shaft to provide him with the maximum pleasure. 

“I love you, Master!”

At his side, Gemma and Samantha repeated everything Mira moaned in moans of their own, stifled and wet from kissing his shoulders and chin. Their heavy tits ran wet with milk, dripping down his whole body. There was so much of it now that it lubed up his cock while he fucked Mira even harder. 

Michael grabbed her up by her hair, using the anchor there to drive his cock harder and further into Mira’s willing, waiting body. 

“Make a baby in me!” she moaned. “Give me your firstborn!”

Gemma and Samantha echoed their need obediently. Give it to her, Daddy, please? She needs it. Make a baby in her. Mira’s tits leaked milk as he fucked her, like an tilted jug on the counter. 

“Give me your first baby! Give it to me instead of your wife! You’d fuck her right now if she hadn’t failed you!”

“Holy fuck,” he grunted. He was surprised even now by how much shit-talking his wife really turned him on. “Fuck yeah. She can’t even hold a candle to you.”

She’s so much better, moaned Gemma and Samantha. She’s so much better than either of us.

“I’m so much better!” Mira ground her hips perfectly in time with his thrusts. “I know you need it. I know you need my teenage body to give you a baby! Think of how many you can pump into me! I’ll probably have twins!”

He had thoughts of fucking Mira for hours—he couldn’t look at her and not want to. But when she said dirty stuff like that, he lost all control. His thrusts became animalistic and he leaned forward, putting all his weight on all three girls. Teeth and nails scraped against Mira’s back as Michael emptied into her needy pussy. 

“Fuck yes!” Mira’s orgasm shook his cock even as came thunderously inside her. “Fuck yes, Daddy! Spray me full of your fucking babies! Spray me full of twins for you, yes!”

As his spurts slowly died down, shooting less and less each time, so too did Mira’s moans become less intelligible. Like the blinding orgasms she enjoyed had dulled her succubus mind, at least in the moment. 

“H-holy shit,” Michael muttered, collapsing on top of her beautiful body, finally feeling the adrenaline leave him. “Holy crap. What a crazy helluva day.”

* * * * *
[image: ]


HOURS LATER, HE WOKE up with a full, happy mouth wrapped around his hard, thick cock. 

“Mmmhmm,” cooed Samantha. “That’s it, girl. Just like that. That’s what Master likes...”

This didn’t sound like Dolly—this voice sounded like the real deal. But not just old, whale Samantha—more like a brand new version of her. Or one that was displaced in time: she sounded like she did when he had first met her. 

“Hey,” he sat up, looking at his wife. “You changed?”

At his lap, Mira and Gemma eagerly sucked him off. Their eyes closed, as if lost in a long and particularly rapturous prayer session. 

“I thought you would want a new outfit for your wife,” she smiled. “A new one each day, just to serve you and make you happy. Only...I couldn’t really read which package was which. I think I picked up the Mistress one.”

“Oh.” He took a moment to process that. “Oh. Then what’s Mira wearing?”

Samantha raised an eyebrow, daring him to find out. 

“Trigger,” he said.

Mira and Gemma both froze on his cock. Limp, their lips sunk into each other, totally entranced and drooling up and down his heavy, swollen member. 

To the left, there were two more boxes of clothes still unopened. 

This was going to be fun. 

# # #
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“Please don’t stop. I’m not pregnant yet.”

This was the refrain he’d gotten used to over the last few days. Beautiful women, at his beck and call, spreading their legs wide open and begging for his seed. 

He fucked her now on top of the kitchen table, but this was only the latest spot of many to be turned into an impromptu love nest for their latest rut. His cock, always hard and ready now, ached to be constantly inside her thrilling, wet pussy. And she, in turn, was always willing and eager for him.

Her legs—long, slick, and decorated with fashionable high heels—wrapped around his waist and pulled him in closer. She stared up at him with loving, adoring eyes. 

“Please. I need it. I need you to knock me up so bad...”

Nodding, he gripped her tighter, and felt himself building up the urge to cum in her once again.

It hadn’t always been like this—this nonstop madness of lust and unprotected sex. In fact, just a few days ago, their lives had been much, much different...


* * * * *
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DAVID AND BRIANA LOOKED at the enormous wooden crate on their porch, a bit perturbed. It was late autumn, chilly and windy, and it was the middle of the night—well past 2 AM—and David had only answered the door because he was already up playing video games. Briana was there with him because, after seeing the box, he’d called her down. She was only half-awake, rubbing her eyes with her oversized sweater, trying to keep her ill-fitting sweatpants from falling down in the wind. 

His anxiety had kept him up. It kept him up most nights. There was very little getting around, away from, or through it—but he had found that through sufficient caffeine and a good enough video game, he could quite easily manage exhausting his brain until inevitably he collapsed late at night without thinking about any of his problems. 

And those problems? They had been stacking up lately. Well before the arrival of this mysterious box, exuding an atmosphere of portent just from its irregular largeness, he’d been trying not to think about a number of issues slowly filling up the problem vial of his life-o-meter. 

There was his job, for one—he didn’t have one, and the savings were running low. He’d been let go from an office four months ago, an entry-level position, and it had been tough finding somewhere that wanted someone with his nil-level of experience. It had been a rubbish job, but it had paid the bills, and now his savings did. 

Briana was a doctorate student in archeology, which meant they were in more debt than they would pay back for quite some time, and even though the loan payments were deferred until she ended her program, that didn’t stop the interest from piling up. He saw the bills growing month after month with a tightening chest—Briana had anxiety of her own, mostly about money and cleaning, and she asked him to look after the account. 

Then there was their child, which also didn’t exist. He desperately wanted to start a family with his wife, and she desperately arranged stacks of excuses and distractions in front of him, to the point where recently they’d rarely been having sex at all.

So now he stood with his girl Briana, holding hands in the brisk cold, looking at the seven-foot tall crate. They were an average couple, both of them in decent shape. They did yoga on the weekends and tried to fit in a couple of workouts every week otherwise. David, balding and heavy-bellied and well-past thirty, had taken to lifting weights again recently and enjoyed the way his shoulders had been filling out. Briana was shorter and younger than him, blond, and had a terrific smile that he wished he could see more often, even though she smiled plenty. 

“I haven’t even ordered anything,” she said, stepping up to the crate and peering at it. There was writing in a language he didn’t recognize; it looked Slavic. “Did you order anything?”

“Nothing like this. I’ve got like, a new spatula coming.”

“Oh, nice.” She puttered for a moment and then tried to shift the crate, but it was nothing doing. “This is too heavy for us, dear. We do need a spatula though. You’re smart.”

Briana was always like that—always complimenting his foresight.

“Thanks.” David thought for a moment. “Did your parents...?”

“No. No. Nothing like this. They would have said.”

Anxiety pumped in him. They rented this house. It was too small for them already and the rent would go up again when the contract was up in a few months. The neighbor up the street once came over while David was affixing the shoddy wire fence to the ground to stop varmints from wandering inside the yard, telling him how she “kept an eye on things” for the landlord. He thought of her now, her sour judging face and peppered hair, seeing this box. 

“They didn’t tell us about those first aid kits they sent.”

“I know.”

He frowned. “Or the winter safety automobile thing.”

“I know. But we talked to them. They really wouldn’t.”

Her parents were always imposing. They were quite well-off and he was fairly sure they’d cover Briana’s education, which only spiked his anxiety further when he thought about it. If he was a real man, he’d pay it all himself. Nobody told him this, but he understood it, the same way he knew to hold doors for his wife or to shake hands with a firm grip. 

David knocked the crate, curious. Something was definitely inside and densely-packed, from the sound of things. Besides the small section in the corner containing the foreign writing, it was devoid of any markings or color, just plain pine. Like some cowboy’s box casket. 

“How do we even open it?” he asked. 

“We can’t open it.”

“Why not?”

“Well neither of us ordered it, so it’s not ours. Opening it is like, a crime, right? We can’t do that.”

He pointed at the foreign language in the corner. “How do we know it’s not for us? That looks more and more like an address now as I look at it. Your advisor is weird and generous. Maybe she got it for you.”

“We don’t even know what it is! And Sarah wouldn’t give me something...I don’t know. This is extravagant.”

“She really likes you,” David shrugged. “You remember that spread for your birthday? What if—”

Abruptly, the front of the box fell forward, clunking down against the front of their house. Inside was an array of packing materials—heavy paper, air-pumped plastic, bubble wrap, peanuts—and a gorgeous, naked woman. 

Her eyes were closed, but she was clearly awake, smiling and moving her hands up her substantial hips and thin waist. Every part of her musculature was completely defined, her thighs and buttocks demarcated by incredible lines of muscle and bone. Her breasts were beautiful, ample handfuls marked by dark nipples. Thick dark, short hair was mussed up sexily on top of her head, sitting artfully above an angelically gorgeous face. High cheek-bones, crafted jawline, pert nose, and luscious lips. Something about her seemed very exotic and European. 

“Holy shit,” David muttered. “Holy shit, holy shit! Did someone send us like a human trafficking thing?”

Briana backed up into the door. “Is this a slave? Is that for real? I thought that was all conspiracy stuff! What the fuck is this?”

They spoke intensely but quietly, both of them acutely aware of the neighbors who were all too likely to wake up in the middle of the night and see what was happening. 

But for the time of night and the weather—which was getting windier, and he started to suspect the snow forecasted for the late morning was coming in earlier—he would have thought it was a prank from a friend of theirs. 

“Mmmmm,” the girl said. “Who’s there? Who is that?”

She sounded high. She still hadn’t opened her eyes. 

“I think she’s on drugs,” said Briana. 

“Yeah, what do they do? They plug them full of opium or heroin or something, right?”

The girl stepped out of the crate, clearly dazed. She was inches away from the porch steps. She could fall and break her arm, or her leg, or her neck...

“Grab her,” said David.

“You grab her,” said Briana. She punched his arm. “Why are we grabbing anyone?”

“We have to get her inside. It’s cold. And we can’t let anyone call the police.”

“I want to call the police! Why wouldn’t someone call the police?”

“I want to fuck,” the girl said loudly. “Really need to fuck. Who wants to fuck?”

She started to bang against the confines of the crate that she had just exited. She shook her body this way and that, knocking her fists on the crate as she danced in time with a beat only she heard. The sight of it—were it not so unexpected and alarming—would have been intensely sexual.

Adrenaline swelled in David; he could hear his heart inside his head. Thinking fast, he grabbed the girl and Briana, and rushed everyone inside the door. Quickly, he pushed both of them down on the couch in the living room just beyond the foyer and then rushed back outside, pulling apart the crate and the packaging until it all fit inside the door. 

Their rental home wasn’t all that large or spacious, but they made do. Linoleum flooring that was marked up from years of overuse marked his path. Along the way, bookshelves lined the walls in the dining room. Another shelf full of movies and tv shows that he needed to burn into their digital library. A fireplace that was bricked over; pictures of family on floating shelves. 

“Dear?” 

David was in problem-solving mode and didn’t care what Briana had to say. He sped past her several times—with her asking for his attention each time—grabbing all the wood and packaging from the entryway. Clear the evidence, he thought again and again. Clear the evidence. The packaging and any smaller bits of wood got tossed into a trashbag, which he ran and tossed into the dumpster, thanking his lucky stars that it would be picked up later that morning. The big pieces of the wood crate, he just dropped into the basement for disposal later. 

With all that done, he stopped at the back door, catching his breath and trying to organize his thoughts. There must be something he could google that wouldn’t immediately get him arrested, something that could help. 

“Dear, please? Really, I need you.”

“We need you,” the girl echoed. 

David finally, not quite having regained his composure, looked into the living room at the situation there. 

It wasn’t something he was proud of, but David owned plenty of porn clips on his computer. He liked ones where women made sexy, come-hither faces as they touched themselves and did a lot of dirty talk. 

The beautiful girl on the couch with his wife did that now, finger-fucking herself and biting her lower lip with wanton lust. Complicating the matter, she held Briana’s hand on top of her clit, massaging Briana’s fingers on top of her button. Briana’s oversized sweater had been pulled down, revealing her neck and most of her shoulders. A blanket had been thrown haphazardly over their guest’s luscious body, perhaps by Briana in a struggle for some measure of decency, but it hid next to nothing.

“What are you doing?”

The question was for both of them, but more for his wife. There was a smell in the air, something he couldn’t identify, but very pleasant. He stepped closer. 

“I don’t know! She grabbed me and she’s strong,” with her free hand, she pointed to her sweater, “god, she’s really got a grip, and I, I don’t know, it seemed rude to pull away, and I don’t know?”

Briana turned a lot of statements into questions, even when she was annoyed.

“I’m touching myself for my Master,” the girl explained, “because I want to make sure I’m wet when he fucks me.”

“No one is fucking anyone!”

David rushed forward and grabbed Briana and pulled her away from the girl. The beauty pouted for a moment and then went right back to touching herself, staring at David with big, dark eyes. They seemed to flash violet in the dim light of the living room. For the fourth or fifth time, he looked around to make sure all the blinds were closed. 

No one could see this. He inhaled deeply again, and there was that scent again. Pleasant, vibrant. Lavender?

“We should call the police,” said Briana. “This is clearly...this is some kind of like, prank? Or misunderstanding?”

“She doesn’t need the police, she needs a social worker,” said David. “If we call the police, they’ll probably just throw her in jail! She showed up naked and—I mean. Does she even have ID? Hey,” David spoke to her now. “What’s your name?”

She looked at him lustfully, lipping her lips. Every angle of her face was carefully constructed to elicit arousal. Even without make-up, her lips were full, her eyes sparkling and prominent, her skin shining and healthy. 

“I don’t know. What would you like it to be, Sir?”

“She doesn’t know. Oh my god.” David put his face in one hand. 

“She had like, this stuff taped to her back.”

Briana held out a gallon-sized plastic bag full of papers and cards. He stared at her for a moment, annoyed, feeling impulsively like berating her for not sharing this earlier. He pushed the feeling away and opened the bag up and rummaged around inside—but all the writing was in the same unknown language that had been on the box.

“Great,” he said. “Awesome. Super. Do you even know what language this is?”

Briana frowned. “I don’t even know that it’s language at all. Like, it looks Germanic in origin, but it’s not—”

“Oh my god, save it.”

His wife was intensely intelligent and knowledgeable, but the last thing he wanted at this moment was a lecture on the sarifs and tilts and so on of the language and how it spoke so much about their culture’s tendency or not toward or away from misogyny or misandry or whatever—god dammit, why was there a naked girl in his home?

A pretty, naked girl. 

He kept looking, inhaling, staring at her body. So was Briana. 

A really pretty, naked girl who looked at David like he was the only man in the world. 

He looked back down at the bag, trying to search for anything that was intelligible. 

“Okay,” he said, picking up a card. “I think...I mean, I don’t know, but this looks sort of like it says ‘Stråla.’ Is that familiar?”

“Sure,” the girl moaning. She sounded close to cumming.

Something seemed to happen to her when she heard him say that word—some kind of recognition in her eyes. Before, her gaze had traveled between him and Briana with some equitability—but now it focused entirely on him.

“Is that your name?”

“Sure, Daddy. Call me Stråla. Call me whatever you want. Just please fuck me.”

“Look, Stråla...I’m not going to fuck you, all right?”

“Aren’t I fuckable?”

She spread her legs wide on the couch. There was a growing stain of lustful wetness underneath her. Then she lifted her legs, effortless, like a Pilates instructor. 

“Fucking...hell.”

“Don’t you want your cock inside my virgin pussy, Daddy? I promise I’ll get pregnant easily. Unless you don’t want that. But I’m very fertile. And I’ll give you milk too, if you want that. There’s so many ways I can adore you, if only you’ll fuck me like you deserve.”

Briana had pushed herself into David at some point of this exchange, gripping his waist. She seemed discombobulated to the extreme. Tired, the adrenaline wearing off, and the scent of the visitor taking hold. 

Her face was red. “She really wants to fuck you.”

“I saw.”

“It would be like, super wrong to.”

She was breathing deep. She sounded almost high. Her nipples were hard, peeking through her sweater, her thighs squirming just so. 

“Yes. Yes, I know.”

Her hand wrapped into his. “I wouldn’t mind it,” she whispered in his ear. “Honestly. But she got here in a box!”

It was really hot to hear that. They’d had an open relationship for a long time, but neither of them really took advantage. It was, at least for David, a whole big fucking hassle to find someone else to be with. And Briana always seemed deeply content with David—although in his darker moments it felt more like complacency than contentment. 

“I know! I know. Hell.”

Before them, Stråla was increasingly losing her shit. Fingers sliding in and out of her young, tight, bare wet pussy, faster and faster. 

“Pl-please—!” she moaned. “Please tell me!”

“Tell her?” said Briana. “Tell her what?”

“What do you want us to tell you?” said David.

“Tell me what you want!” Her face contorted with need. “Tell me what to be! I need it! I need to be what you want!”

“Uh...you should be...I don’t know. What?”

“You have to tell her what to be,” said Briana. “I don’t think she even knows I’m here anymore.”

There was a glassy, almost drunk look in his wife’s eyes. She was squeezing her arms tight over her breasts, covering her rock-hard nipples, but now she was rubbing them with her forearm. Her thigh came to rest on his hip, softly gyrating there. 

“You should tell her all the things you want from a woman,” Briana breathed.

“That’s...that’s crazy.”

His voice was losing power. He was so turned on. What was happening here?

“You have to tell her, or she’ll keep screaming. She might wake the neighbors.”

“Yes!” Stråla cried. “I’ll scream louder and louder! I’ll scream your name so everyone knows! Tell me what a good girl is!”

“Good girls don’t scream!” David hissed. “They’re...calm and confident and easy-going and not demanding.”

Immediately, there was a change in Stråla’s countenance. She went from frantic and juvenile to serene, stately, and seductive in an instant. This sudden change made David’s cock, already mostly hard, swell to full attention. Now her eyes fixated on him with newer, focused lust. She licked her lips. 

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “What else do good girls do?”

“They don’t call me Master.” He shook his head. “I don’t know. Pretend—” he struggled for some kind, gentle analogy. He was afraid if he told her to not be attracted to him, she’d short-circuit and have an aneurysm, or even worse—run out in the middle of the night, naked and shouting. 

“—Pretend he’s your boyfriend,” suggested Briana. “Or husband.”

He looked at his wife, surprised. “Yeah, sure. Think I’m your husband. Be, fuck. I don’t know, be a modern wife. Be demure and collected and honest.”

“Honest,” moaned Stråla. “Yes. I will be honest with my husband. And what else does my husband like? What is he like?”

“He’s confident,” said Briana, still grinding her thigh against his hip. “And funny. And charming. And hard-working and honest and smart. He’s the best, ever. He’s super butch and great in bed.”

Briana’s hand was on his crotch. What the fuck was happening? He sat down and she sat down on top of his lap, still grinding her bottom into his hard cock. 

“I love all those things about my husband,” said Stråla. “What else do I love? Do I love his cock?”

“You love his cock. It’s the best cock you’ve ever had.” Briana giggled, continuing her attentions. “The only cock you’ve ever had.”

Despite her new calm demeanor, Stråla was drooling. Her eyes fixated on the bulge that Briana gyrated on. David had given up control of the situation. It felt so good just to sit down and look at these two go. 

“What else do modern wives want?”

“Modern wives have minds of their own,” said Briana. “And we want families. Big happy families.”

“They do?” David was taken aback. “You do?”

“I don’t know,” Briana whispered. “I’m just...trying to go along with her.”

“You’re telling her what to think!”

But she already was looking back at Stråla.

“Big families,” moaned Stråla. “Babies. Getting so pregnant for him.”

Briana nodded. “So pregnant.”

“I need to cum for him, to show him I belong to him.”

“Yes. To show him.”

“Please, Husband,” said Stråla, sliding off the couch onto her knees. “Please let me cum!”

He looked to Briana for permission, but she had slid down on her knees too. 

“Please let her cum?” She pushed her body up against his leg.

Both of them, together, moaning. He was afraid there might be more shouting if he turned them down. And he was—god help him—turned on at the idea of both of these women cumming just because he said so. He was so hard, this was happening so fast, and he felt railroaded into the only eventuality—which was his wife and this total stranger cumming just because he said they could. 

“Okay,” he said at last, cock throbbing. “Cum. Cum for me.”

Stråla moaned and whimpered, but did not cry out. She collapsed on the floor, quivering and shaking in obvious pleasure. That much, while intensely erotic to see, did not surprise him at this point. But what did surprise him was Briana, before him, seemed to do the same. Gyrating, trembling, whimpering, and then collapsing in pleasure. 

He badly needed to retreat—to jerk off at the least, try to get his head right. If he stuck around here, and these two started begging him for more...if Stråla started begging him to do anything more than let her cum, if she begged him to fuck her...

Standing up, he grabbed Briana and tried to rouse her, kissing her on the forehead and rubbing his hands up and down her back. After a time, Briana seemed to wake, stretching into him and smiling. When she noticed Stråla, again, she shook her head and stood up straight against David.

“Oh, god.” She shook her head. “That really happened. I thought it was...I thought I dreamed it or something. How long were we out?”

“I don’t know. Five minutes.”

“What?” Again, she shook her head. “It feels like hours. I feel so refreshed. Oh my god.”

Stråla, thankfully, was still out, though he didn’t know for how long. 

“Modern wives want families?” David asked Briana.

“I don’t know.” She shrugged and giggled just slightly. “It was the first thing I thought of. She made my thoughts...really funny somehow. Maybe it was something in the crate she came in? But I think it’s like...I don’t know. Cumming really helped. My thoughts are clearer now.”

“Okay. Well. Would you like, grab some blankets and set out some clothes for her? I’m exhausted. I need to sleep.”

Briana stepped over around Stråla, eyeing her naked body openly and biting her lower lip to one side. 

“Sure.” She took in a long, shuddering breath. “I’ll be along in a minute.”

David escaped, nursing the hardest boner he’d had since he could remember.

* * * * *
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THE POLICE, DAVID THOUGHT dreamily. It’s got to be the police. We’ve got to help this girl.

He dozed, mostly asleep in the early morning on the bed. 

We’ve got to call the police and explain the whole tits-uation. 

No, not the tits-uation. The tits-uation. 

Fucking hell, why couldn’t he say tits-uation without saying tits? What was with this tit sucking in his mouth?

It was like he was sucking tits and not quite to think about sucking tits or tit sucking or tits in his mouth or wonder why nipple dripping hot leaking delicious milk dripping down his throat. What a milk! Tits in his mouth like milky-dripping yummy liquid starting his whole day off with drinky heavy boob.

Stråla giggled and he finally moaned awake, realizing the reason for his jumbled, confused thoughts—Stråla over him, tits smooshed into his face, his lips firmly wrapped around her raspberry-sized nipple.

It was morning. Birds sang outside and the sunlight creeped in through the shades. It was a Friday, and he was fairly sure it was early although he couldn’t be sure. Stråla—and Stråla’s tits—looked much different than before. Her tits, for definitely, were enormous now, as opposed to the gorgeous handfuls they had been last night. Her hair had grown several inches, and she looked like she had make-up on, but she very much didn’t. She looked like a movie starlet, or a porn star, or at any rate someone who very much didn’t belong in his bed. 

Sitting up, he saw Briana was there too, kneeling on the bed with her fingers buried in her own cunt. But that wasn’t all—Briana’s arm was also wrapped around Stråla’s body, sneaking through her thigh gap, with reaching fingers pushing up inside her hot, bare pussy as well. Briana’s face was blank, obedient, staring up at Stråla with deep, passionate submission. 

“What...what the fuck?” said David. “Did you...did you guys fuck?”

“Oh, lots of times,” said Stråla. “We fucked until I was good at it...and then we fucked some more until she was good at it. You should really try her out, darling. She’s incredible now.”

David struggled with this. He sat up further in the bed, trying to get out of the reach of Stråla, but she just crawled after him and snuggled up against his belly. Briana, in turn, crawled after Stråla and settled in against her backside, fingers still firmly in place. 

He tried to remember what had happened—he’d gone to bed and just immediately passed out, hadn’t he? Hadn’t even woken up to go to the bathroom about an hour in like he normally did. 

The last thing he asked Briana to do was to put together some kind of bed for Stråla. So what must have happened is that the two stayed up and “got to know one another,” which of course in the new modern parlance meant “transform body and mind, with one of the conversationalists becoming submissive to the other.”

Because that is what he saw, the more he looked at the two. In fact, both of them had transformed somehow, not just Stråla. Yes, it was Stråla who he had noticed first—her heavy, milk-filled tits were at least twice the size that they had been last night, guh—but Briana had changed as well. She was fitter. Her skin shined. She looked, even submissive and horny and panting for release, somehow happier than he’d seen her in ages. 

It struck him distinctly that he hadn’t seen Briana happy in a long time. The dissertation had really done a harsh number on her mood and her bearing. He didn’t blame her—he knew such downturns were commons with nascent academic professionals—but that didn’t stop him from wanting something different. 

“Briana...why did you fuck...” he struggled not to say the girl who showed up in a fucking box. It felt very rude. “Why did you fuck her?”

“I couldn’t get it out of my head, how good it felt to finger her,” said Briana. “You know, from before. When I was trying to cover her up and she just shoved me up in there. And then, she said it was very cool if I did it again, so I did, and then I did it more...and more...and more...”

She closed her eyes, doing it some more still.

“What the fuck is happening,” David shook his head. “Stråla?”

“Mmm?” she lifted her head up to look at him dreamily. She was thoroughly enjoying Briana’s attention. “Yes, dear?”

“What the fuck happened?”

“I’m supposed to be your modern wife,” she said, as if that explained everything. 

“But why...why is Briana deferring to you like this?” He waved his hands at the two of them.

“We talked about it and I thought it was sexier that way, and she agreed. It’s not like someone besides your wife should sleep at your side.”

“She is my wife!”

“She was. But you made me your wife, last night. But don’t worry, I’m a modern woman. I don’t mind having a third in the mix. She can be our little plaything to fuck whenever we want. Like a favorite fuckpet and best friend rolled into one.”

“It’s honestly such a weight off my mind,” said Briana, kissing Stråla’s thigh. “It was so hard for me being a wife to you. You’re so amazing. I was never good enough for you.”

Despite himself, that made David’s cock swell and twitch something awful. 

“You see?” Stråla smiled and kissed David’s abdomen. He was painfully aware that for some reason, he had slept naked, and his cock was only inches away from Stråla’s beautiful head. “Even she admits it. We’ll put in the paperwork later this week. Don’t worry. It won’t be punitive or anything, even if she has failed you.”

“Whoa, hey, that’s unfair. She hasn’t failed me—”

“If that were true, then why are you getting hard from just me talking about your incumbent divorce?”

He had no answer for that. Precum was already streaming from his cock. 

“I’m your modern wife, so I know it’s my job to take care of that kind of thing. All you’ll need to do is sign a few forms. I’ll even have Briana suck you off while you divorce her.”

“Fuck.”

“We’ll be doing plenty of that, darling, don’t worry. And I’ll get pregnant very soon. The sooner the better, no?”

His thoughts raced. At the forefront was a lot of Stråla—Stråla pregnant, Stråla in lingerie, Stråla sucking his cock, Stråla pregnant in lingerie sucking his cock...

“Stop it!”

He stood up completely off the bed now. He felt like half a fool, barking orders naked over these two beautiful, naked women tangled up in his sheets. 

“I need...I need to talk to—” he stopped himself before saying my wife. He felt like it would turn unpleasant. “I need to talk to Briana. Please. Stråla. Would you just...” he shrugged. “I don’t know. Go make us breakfast?”

Stråla got up, already happy to obey. She slipped on a pair of Briana’s high heels that waited for her at the edge of the bed. 

“I thought you didn’t want a slave?” she smirked. 

He watched her strut out and fetch an apron from the linen closet. The thought of her body, in nothing but an apron and heels, making his breakfast, was maddening. He had already taken a few steps after her, his cock leading the way, before he was able to stop himself and turn back to his wife. 

She waited on the bed, looking up at him with happy, expectant eyes. 

“I know you’re worried about me. It’s so considerate of you. But honestly, this is what I want now.”

It took him a moment to respond. She had lost twenty pounds overnight, and somehow all of it went to her tits. They were shiny and seemed just as full of milk as Stråla’s. Her blond hair, which had always seemed a little reedy and dry, was thick and shiny and vibrant. 

“It’s the now that worries me,” he said at last. “She changed you, somehow.”

“I think she did. I think it was her milk.”

“That’s wrong!”

Briana shrugged. “So it’s wrong, then. It’s also done, and it’s what I want. And she’s so fucking hot, babe. Are you for serious telling me you wouldn’t rather walk into a room introducing her around as your new wife? Just think of how jealous they’ll be of you.”

Her hand crawled up to his cock. He couldn’t resist her like he could Stråla; it was okay to be stroked off by his wife. 

“I think there’s something like, about her touch that makes people horny. And especially her milk.”

“There is!” Stråla shouted from down the hall. “Isn’t that great?”

Briana kept stroking David. His precum spilled all over her hand and even spurted into the heavy confines of her new cleavage. 

“It made me so turned on just to touch her. And now that her milk is in me...I just want to fuck her...and especially you.”

“She woke me up with her tits in my mouth. I fucking...” he shook his head. “Goddammit, I drank that stuff.”

“I know.”

“I know.” Stråla strutted in with a plate of eggs and toast and a glass of milk. “Isn’t it hot? Aren’t we hot?” And then, after a moment, she held up the plate and glass. “Breakfast?”

He saw the milk and he was scared in a way he couldn’t quite define. His cock was so hard already, harder then he’d felt in months. He could feel the anxiety draining away from him, but it felt like with it he was losing a part of himself. 

And probably that was true. He’d built up so many little tasks and activities around his anxiety, trying to fence with it and keep it from taking over. And now, just with one glass of milk—or probably one bite of those milk-infused eggs—he’d be done with it forever. 

“I’m programmed to give my owner what they want.” Stråla pushed the plate and glass into his hands. “In your case, apparently you wanted a wife totally into serving you sexually, but also deeply all about including a third girl into the mix.”

“That is all I want now.” Briana nodded sagely. 

“No, I don’t want that,” David insisted. “I want Briana to be, you know, an independent woman. I want you to be not a sex slave. I want you to have your own lives!”

“We have our own lives.” 

Stråla got on the bed next to Briana again, and immediately their fingers found each other’s cunts. They were putting on a display for David, again. The milk in his hands smelled so fucking good. 

“That’s right,” said Briana. “We have our own lives that are all about making your cock hard and happy and doing anything you want.”

He had to sit down. He turned away from them and sat on the edge of the bed, putting the breakfast down on the nightstand, pushing the phone charger there nearly to the ground. Moments later, they were on him—hands running over his shoulders and chest...and then his cock. 

“Please let us suck your cock?” Briana whispered in his ear. “Please?”

“It can be so good if you let us suck it,” said Stråla.

“You won’t regret it. You can make us do it as much as you want.”

“No,” he shook his head. “I...come on. Babe, come on. This is wrong. This is—”

Briana’s lips crested over the tip of his bulging, straining member. His voice cut short as he sank into her willing, eager mouth and then her throat. 

“Oh, fuck.”

She sank down onto her knees before him completely. Stråla pushed herself up into his lap, presenting her tits—wet and gleaming with milk. 

“You know you want to,” she murmured. “You know you can’t stop yourself.”

Briana’s cocksucking technique had improved a thousandfold overnight. He was stunned that he could hold himself in at all. He arched his back, and then grunted forward, and his face ran all along Stråla’s heavy, gorgeous tits. They smelled heavenly. 

“There’s...there’s no telling how I’ll change. Briana changed so much, and—”

“You’ll just have to trust me,” said Stråla. “Don’t you want to trust me, Master?”

Her eyes were wet and earnest. She licked her lips. So eager for him to taste her. God, she was gorgeous. He really, really did. 

As his mouth slipped over her nipples once more, he came down Briana’s throat.

* * * * *
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THE SLENDER, MIDDLE-aged woman at the door was impeccably dressed in a tight, form-fitting sharkskin pants suit. Her blond hair was tied tight back in a bun and she wore the sneer on her expression almost as much as the rest of the outfit; it fit her just as well too. 

It was Tuesday afternoon, a full four days into David’s new life. He viewed this stranger with open, raw sexual attraction and the full confidence that he could fuck her pregnant in less than ten minutes. There was snow on the ground, but David barely felt the cold, despite being shirtless.

On Friday, before Stråla had showed up, this woman would have been taller than David—especially in her luxury heels. As it was, she only came up to shoulder height on him, and seemed annoyed by it. Her heels were deliberately expensive, the kind not worn for decoration but for status, and he could tell she was bothered that they weren’t doing their job by making her taller than everyone around her—because ‘everyone’ at this point and time included David, who was now basically a goliath. 

“My name is Gwendolyn Andilet,” she said. “I believe you have something of mine?”

She was almost definitionally a “handsome” woman—the kind who had all the bone structure and soft features of a beautiful pornographic fantasy, but wore them with such hardened vigor that her beauty was lost in the hard angles. She had the kind of high-nosed countenance that made it seem like she was annoyed with everything and everyone around her. David wondered what it would take to see her smile. He imagined some kind of tragedy in a third-world country, reports of plague or famine. She’d maybe notate the way that all that death and misery would make her investments accounts grow and afford herself a little turning-up of the corners of her mouth. 

Strangely, that made him want to fuck her. His cock stiffened. In his loose sweatpants—the only thing he had left that fit him after three days straight of fucking and drinking from his new bride—the bulge was quite evident and even closed the distance some between the two of them. She was pretty enough, despite the evil-stepmother vibe she had going on. 

But it was only thinking about fucking a smile onto her face that really got him going. Fucking her happy; being the only one who fucked her happy. 

“Well, I kind of expected this,” he said. “Why don’t you come on in?”

His voice was thicker and deeper than he remembered. There had been significant physical changes to David over the weekend. He was taller, of course. His body much harder. He’d caught a quick look in the entryway mirror and almost didn’t recognize the chiseled physique as his own, or the sharp lines of his jaw and face. There was a significant amount of hair on his head and it felt thick, though it was short.  

That wasn’t all. David’s personality had changed in the four days since Stråla’s arrival and their quick coupling. He hadn’t quite noticed how much until right then, interacting with Gwendolyn. He even called her that in his mind—Gwendolyn—and not Miss Andilet or any kind of formality. He wasn’t impressed by her or cowed, or trying anxiously to appease her somehow. 

He was just laconic, confident, and easy-going. Nothing could go wrong for him—that was the attitude. Whether or not it would prove out would be decided soon, he expected, so he may as well not worry about it. 

Just that—that little bit of deciding not to worry—would have been considered impossible just a few days before. 

Maybe it was just fucking a beautiful, utterly submissive pair of women for four days straight. But he doubted it. If whatever was in Stråla’s milk could change his physical appearance, it could damn sure change his molecular biology enough to cause some changes to how he interpreted stress. It didn’t even bother him that she’d changed him. Why would it? He felt terrific.

Inside, Stråla was nowhere to be found. Suspicious of visitors, he’d instructed her to hide. But Briana had remained out, which he had no issue with, and had already changed out of her new fuckslut uniform of high-high heels and lingerie (two-day delivery had been heartily abused on Friday evening) into some of her old clothing—she wore a pair of sweatpants that hung loosely around her hips and an old t-shirt that was too large, draping across her shoulders and displaying the loveliness of her bones there. 

She stood in their small kitchen, a blank worshipful expression on her face, following David around the room. 

Gwendolyn stopped to look at her, holding her mouth. It wasn’t a smile, but it was surprise, and that was something. 

“My god,” she said, “they really did it.”

“Did what?”

“My specifications. I gave them a picture. A sister I lost when I was very young, and...”

It all connected rather quickly—he thought Briana was the delivered “doll.” She was certainly a sort of vapid, happy bimbo now, so he wasn’t surprised at the conclusion, just at the implications. 

“You wanted what she is to look like your sister?”

Gwendolyn gave him a look. “I notice your morality lasted about as long as your flaccid dick did before getting hard, if that’s where you want to take this conversation.”

He put up his hands. “Hey, whatever. I’m not judging. It’s just kind of surprising, I guess. You want anything to drink?” Maybe a peace offering would help. “I got beer, I got water, I got, uh...soda?”

None of those seemed like things a creature like this would drink. He expected her to live on spider-webs, children’s nightmares, and maiden’s blood. 

“I’ll take tea,” she said. “With some milk in it.”

Tea? Well. That was that, then. 

“Sure,” he said, snapping his fingers. “Briana, you heard her.”

Briana strutted into action, rushing to the kitchen to make the drink right away. They’d done a few performance tests. Stråla’s milk got him hard in less than two seconds. Briana’s took about thirty seconds. So not as powerful, but certainly not nothing. 

They sat down at the dinner table, Gwendolyn’s back to the kitchen. David could see Briana preparing the tea behind her, watched her surreptitiously deliver the milk at the first available moment. 

“I’ll be the first to say this is an unusual situation,” said Gwendolyn. “I rather despise conversations with people who aren’t honest about their circumstances. I am not that kind of person.”

David smirked. “All right.”

“And by that, I mean I understand that property of mine has been in your care, and I understand very well that means you have been intimate with said property, and I understand, to be blunt, that you have fucked my sex slave.”

“I guess I have.”

“Let us be clear right away, then, that I have no intention of alerting any authorities or making any threats. A little investigation has led me to discover that it was entirely the fault of the delivery driver, who read the address wrong. I have been informed,” she smiled cruelly, “that he has been punished appropriately.” She took a breath and stood up slightly straighter. “And so, I feel that this can be an amiable transaction based on mutual understanding. You were given a rather lovely long weekend with a beautiful woman, were you not?”

“I was.”

“Would you not agree that being paid to stay quiet would be deeply generous of me?”

Now he was confused.

“You want to pay me off?”

“Here is what is going to happen. I’m going to leave with what is mine. I’m going to contact the people who I know, and who you do not know, and I’m going to make them reset her until she imprints on me as she has on you. And then I’m going to be very happy with what I’ve purchased, and I’ll rest assured that you have been given an appropriate amount of fuck-off money. How does fifty thousand sound?”

It sounded like a good start. 

The kettle went, and Stråla stepped out into the hallway behind Gwendolyn. She was taller, just like David, but the rest of her changed to only be more feminine. Bustier. Longer, thicker hair. Her lips plusher and eyes more full and bright. She wore lingerie still—a new set, this one the deep red color of wine, after he had torn the last one to shreds this morning. He jerked his head slightly, indicating for her to go ahead, and she took the hint. 

Her tits were so big now. He could smell the milk in them from across the room. How did Gwendolyn not smell that? It was an intoxicating scent and only made him want to fuck all the more. 

She quickly, silently, added her own milk to Briana’s tea, and then she slid down underneath the kitchen counter out of view. 

“Are you listening to me?” asked Gwendolyn. “I want an answer, or I’m going to call my driver in here and the two of you will have a very unpleasant exchange. I don’t care what steroids you’re obviously on, his are better, and he trains in MMA.”

She thought David was on steroids. Huh. What else didn’t she know? That he had lived with a woman before the delivery got here, apparently. He might have been wearing his wedding ring to give her the clue, but it didn’t fit anymore.

“So do you know all the different options and features of Stråla?”

“I know more than you, it seems.” Gwendolyn let out a short, annoyed breath. “I was told to go in blind. To experience it as it comes. But I looked enough at the instructions they emailed me to know that ‘Stråla’ isn’t her name.”

“It’s not?”

“Her name is whatever you want it to be. ‘Stråla’ is a command line. It revs her up, pumps up all the genes she has firing to make herself...to use the parlance, hotter, more obedient, that kind of thing. I hope you haven’t used it too much.”

Only loudly and passionately during every marathon session of fucking they’d had for the last hundred hours or so. 

Briana, simpering, delivered the tea, and Gwendolyn waved at it to let it cool. 

David leaned back. He was curious now. 

“Who tells you about this kind of thing? You know...human sex doll delivery?”

“There’s a world people like you, little people,” she dunked the tea bag and then set it to one side on a napkin, “don’t want to believe exists. I think it would ruin your day if I told you much more than that. Suffice it to say I am wealthy, and there are different rules for the wealthy. I could have sent someone else to handle this, but this is...sensitive. I am still human. It is embarrassing to send a minion after a product such as this.” She gestured at Briana. “This is important to me. Is sixty thousand sufficient? I won’t go higher than that.”

He had an intuition that he could bring her to at least one hundred thousand without trying very hard. 

She sipped the tea, though, and that pretty much solved that.

“Are you sure you don’t want to test drive her before you go?” said David. 

Gwendolyn’s sip did not stop, though her fingers did fidget. After a long moment, she set the tea down. 

She had drained the cup completely.

“I’m sorry?” 

“You know, try her out for a spin. I won’t watch.” He grinned. “Unless you want me to. Some people are into that. Just so that you know you’re getting what you want.”

“I...” she licked her lips and then sniffed. “I...that’s highly inappropriate. I must say. I must say one hundred...one hundred and sixty thousand is as high...gosh, it’s hot in here, isn’t it?”

Briana put down another cup of “tea.” This one was mostly milk and water . Gwendolyn, picked it up briefly, sniffed it, and then gulped it down in one go. 

“Gosh, it’s hot. It’s, oh my.” She put a hand to her head. “Do you have any more of this tea? It’s delicious.”

She was sweating. She tugged at her blouse and then her jacket. Buttons ripped off and popped onto the table. 

“Ooh,” she tittered. “Whoopsie.” She licked her lips. “Gosh, you really don’t have a shirt.” She tittered again, dangerously close to a giggle. “Gosh, it’s hot. Gosh.” She picked up the cup again and tried to drink. “Is there more of this?”

She asked it as if she was asking for the first time. 

“What if you got it straight from the source?”

“The source?” she raised an eyebrow. “What do you—oh.”

Briana had pulled her sweatshirt off and leaned over Gwendolyn, waving heavy, milk-dripping tits in front of her face. Beads of milk dripping down. 

“Do you wanna suck your sister’s titties, babe?” Briana giggled. “‘Cuz I want you to for definitely.”

Gwendolyn’s eyes were wide, her tongue already lolling out to one side, as Briana pressed her boob up against her mouth. For a moment, Gwendolyn struggled, but it was just to find the nipple until her lips were firmly wrapped around her new favorite drink. 

He watched, amused, as Briana dragged Gwendolyn over to the couch and started indoctrinating her to his will. 

Stråla—tall, gloriously beautiful, and clad in lingerie—smiled seductively at David and bent over the arm of the couch. Her pussy exposed, he dropped his sweatpants and immediately shoved his massive, thick cock inside her tiny, tight, wet entrance. He bulged in her abdomen, taking up the majority of the real estate inside her just-for-him body. Right away she came, and then came again, moaning in orgasmic delight. 

“Fuck yes!” she whimpered. “Fuck me, Husband! Fuck me just like that!”

While he fucked her, he watched Briana on top of Gwendolyn. His former wife smiled wickedly at their small harem’s newest—and wealthiest—member as she fed the “rich bitch” her magic milk. 

They’d talked about this all day Saturday and Sunday, when Stråla had rather convinced him that he was a sexual god and that building up his own harem of worshipers was only good and right. While Briana sucked him off, Stråla whispered all kinds of thoughts into his idea about how they could use his two milking beauties to fuck up the minds of every hottie they came across. Before too long, she surmised, they’d be able to fuck their way into the homes and wallets of plenty of rich bitches one way or the other—be they wealthy wives, widows, daughters, sisters, or just independently wealthy all on their own. 

They were going to wait for a week or two before going full speed—the “newlyweds” deserved a little honeymoon after all—but opportunity had come knocking. 

Now, as Briana pumped Gwendolyn’s body full of body, mind, soul, and life-changing milk, she whispered hot thoughts into Gwendolyn’s pliable brain:

David is Your Master.

David is Your God.

You need His Cock.

You need to worship Him.

All his money is Yours.

You worship Stråla almost as much as you worship David.

And so on, on repeat, while Gwendolyn obediently fingered herself to drinking from Briana. At the same time, Gwendolyn’s body changed—just like Briana’s had changed. What little fat had been there slipped away. Features softened. Her body regressing in age, returning to a youthful twenty-one at most. Her hair thickened and lengthened. Her tits grew, hips expanded, and legs lengthened. After only a few moments, she was already looking, in truth, like Briana’s bimbo sister. 

All the while, he fucked Stråla—who couldn’t help but brag. 

“Look at what a good fucking wife I am for you, Master,” she moaned. “Look at what I did for you! I made your old wife your slave. I made her super hot. And now she’s making another super hottie who is super wealthy and we’re going to be fucking rich for the rest of our lives while you fuck us however you want! I’m so fucking good!” 

His strokes into her hot young cunt picked up the more she bragged. He couldn’t help it; he loved her attitude.  

“I’m such a good fucking wife for you! I’m amazing! Oh my fucking god! I’m the best because you’re the best, Master! You’re the best so I’m the best! I’m such a fucking modern wife! I’m a modern miracle woman! I’m amazing and you’re going to fuck me pregnant!”

He really was—and he really couldn’t hold himself in any longer. Fucking this beauty, with all her bragging, while watching both her and Gwendolyn’s changing body before his very eyes—changing for him, all that money and power he would have—he needed to cum. 

Grunting, slapping and squeezing her ass passionately, he emptied himself inside of Stråla. She moaned with orgasm—and Briana came too. She was attuned to his orgasms now, and came whenever he did. And because she was cumming, Gwendolyn came as well, drinking Briana’s milk and being imparted her pleasure through the transference of her special cream. 

For several moments, there was just silence and hard, happy breathing. On the distant edges of his post-cum haze, he thought briefly that he might want to change Stråla’s name before her trigger-word escalated her so much that she started robbing banks. 

But, he figured, even then, she’d probably get away with it. She was pretty much a miracle of a modern wife. 

Stepping away from her, his cock still dripping wet from the coupling with Stråla, he stood over the newly bimbofied Gwendolyn. She looked up at David and moaned in wanton lust, licking her lips and grasping for his cock. 

“What’s the matter, Gwendolyn?” he said, slapping her playfully. “I thought you were a lesbian. I thought you were so fucking twisted you wanted your sister to be a sex slave.”

“N-no, that was stupid.” She had so much drool in her mouth that it was hard to understand her. “I want cock. I need cock. I need your cock, oh fuck. Oh please put that in me!”

“I don’t know.” He made a show of it, winking at Stråla, who smiled back. “What about that money you owe me?”

“Everything! Everything I have! Holy fuck! It’s all yours! It belongs to your big cock! I’ll sign it over to you immediately!”

He smiled and slid his cock into Gwendolyn’s eager waiting mouth, gratified at her instant orgasm at his taste. After a few moments, he repositioned them so he could sit down and Gwendolyn was between his legs. His two girls sat on either side of him. 

“I think I’m pregnant already,” Stråla whispered in his ear. “But if I beg you like a good wife, would you make sure?”

“And then after her,” Briana pushed closer up against him. “Would you do me again?”

David smiled. He would love to do just that.

# # #
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My Wife, The Succubus – Reversal of Fortune
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Avelyn pushes the bedroom door open, banging it against the stopper and startling me awake. It’s four in the morning and there’s a weird stench in the air—something like sulfur and musk. The sun shouldn’t be up for another couple of hours. All the same, there’s a strange red glow coming from behind her, lighting up her gorgeously toned form from behind and highlighting her ridiculously sensual silhouette. 

“I need your cock.”

I’m shocked. She’s never talked to me like this. She stalks onto the bed, naked except for a tiny white shirt. The luscious, firm shape of her hard nipples push through the flimsy cloth. 

“What?”

“Your cock. I need it in me. I need to finish.”

Her voice is husky, almost like a porn star’s. I’m guessing she’s been toying with herself already—without me, of course—and got so turned on that she thought it would be a good idea to fuck her husband. 

It’s a little insulting that she’s using me as little more than a masturbatory tool. And it’s a little presumptuous of her to think that she could get me hard and ready just by asking...but only a little. 

You see, I have this insane problem—my wife is just incredibly hot. 

I thought I had hit the jackpot when I met her, and then when I dated her, and then again when she married me. Several years younger than my own middle-aged self, she’s in her mid-twenties and is ultra-fit with the body of some eighteen-year-old hyper-athletic gymnast: perfectly toned in every single place and not a drop of unnecessary fat. 

Pilates, yoga, ballet—she does it all, and constantly. Physical movement seems to be one of the only things that will ease her anxiety, and she has a lot of it. Her hair is thick and a deep, lush chestnut brown, and though her tits are on the smaller side, they are perfectly plump and easily handfuls in my big hands. 

So what’s the problem? 

I mean, besides everything, you mean?

Six months into our relationship, it all went to shit in the intimacy department. I thought getting married would help, and it did for like two weeks, and then it was shit again. 

I don’t know how or why, and she won’t talk to me about it, but she’s built up this weird ball of fear and revulsion at being touched. Not just by me—but by anyone. 

Given her ridiculous body and overall hotness, and our wide age gap, I would have thought she was having an affair. But these fears were basically laid to rest after the several conversations I’ve had with a series of her yoga instructors. They tried to correct her downward dogs or cobras or half moon, and all of a sudden she’d be a total mess, an inconsolable mess of shuddering convulsions. 

I was already convinced her revulsion was real, but that stuff sealed the deal. 

She’s seen psychiatrists, she’s read ten thousand self-help books, she’s been in therapy, all of it. None of it helped much. There’s an emotional hole in her that would rival the Marianas Trench. 

Our love became a cold, hard, lump of a thing. Maybe think like a bar of hardened steel. Still there, and still reliable, but completely exhausted of any energy and not going to transform anytime soon without some kind of intense, targeted heat. 

So now—the dead of night. Her cunt so hot I can feel the heat sliding in waves over the sheets. Her body slick with sweat and her own juices. The tiny shirt she’s wearing sheer from her own moisture. The little gasps coming out of her gorgeous, museum-worthy lips as she slides over my body. 

All this, after everything I’ve seen out of her?

Or rather, after the nothing I’ve seen out of her?

Having my gorgeous wife beg for my cock out of the blue? Basically demanding it?

I’d be insulted if I hadn’t dreamed of this so much. 

And yet, even so—I’m no superman. Just because my dream is coming true doesn’t mean I’m hard—the harsh facts of reality when you’re not eighteen anymore. I've got a mortgage and a previously failed marriage and a mile-long sheet of credit card debt and I need a little time to work myself up, dammit. 

And, fuck it, I wanted to gamble a little. 

She slides on top of my waist. Dragging her naked, soaking cunt across my boxer briefs. They’re immediately soaked themselves, her juices urging me to stiffness from their comforting, welcoming warmth. 

“Give it to me...” she groans. Almost grunting. “Need it. Need the cock...”

God, she’s so small. I’m not that big myself, and she’s quite tall, but despite that, her lusciously hard ass barely reaches the half-way point of my thighs on either side. I take her and slide her underneath me and slip down between her legs. 

“Let me lick you first, Avelyn.”

I use her first name even though she far prefers her middle name, Claire. I always use it when I’m more serious, and I’ve always had fantasies of using it in moments like this—times of deep intimacy and half-awake longing and touching.

“What?”

She shakes her head. “No, it’s your cock, I need it, you don’t understand, give me your cock...”

“I want to lick your pussy, Avelyn.”

I’m already between her legs and—though she still begs confusion—she opens up her thighs easily enough before wrapping them quickly around my head once again once I probe the area with a kiss. 

“Oh fuck, that’s too good,” she moans, hips thrusting up into my face. “O-okay, yes, do it, do it fast, and then cooooock...”

Her voice trails off as I start licking. Her hips, perhaps subconsciously, continue to pump up into my face as I fall into a familiar rhythm. Like riding a bike. It’s been a long time, but my tongue still knows the geography, every fold and crevice and the almighty bump.

“Fuck, I can’t cum, I can’t cum,  I can’t—don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t stop—"  

Her entire body feels like it lifts in the air, almost like she’s levitating around me. Every muscle twitches and spasms and she screams in exultant, delirious ecstasy as she cums—and then she cums again, and again, and again in quick succession. My eyes are closed, but for a moment, I can swear I sense fireworks in the room. Everything turns bright red. I hear her fall to the bed, she’s thumping so hard. 

I’m completely surprised and rock fucking hard. I’ve never felt so powerful or in control of her. Every lick seems like it’s another cum. Of course I’d heard of women chaining orgasms together, but Avelyn had never been the kind to do it.

“The king...” she groans, her voice wrapped inside a new sultry glory that makes my hard cock throb precum. “You are the king...the king...”

I’m humping the sheets covered in her slickness as I lick her now, unable to stop myself. She’s so fucking warm underneath me. It’s like her temperature has doubled somehow. I lose track of time, licking, licking, licking—and feeling her cum, cum, cum...

I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. My brain turns off. I’m the happiest I’ve ever been. 

Finally, she tugs at my head, pulling me away from her cunt entirely. Her strength surprises me; those classes are really working for her. 

“I-inside me.” Her moan sounds like a thousand aching voices all at once. “Inside. Please. Now!”

I’m not going to argue. I climb upward—shocked when she passionately kisses me, moaning at the taste of her own wet pussy in her mouth. I enter her easily—I’ve made her so completely wet—and quickly slide her knees up under my chest. 

She cums. Again. 

“K-king!” She bites my chin, sucks my tongue. “My king!”

She’s always hated this position. Mating position. Breeding position. But I figure I’ve got her exactly where I’ve always wanted her, so why not try for more?

The way she looks at me as I push into her once more sells me on our entire relationship. Yesterday we were on the rocks, prepping for a vacation that I was sure would end in our divorce. Today, so long as she looks at me like that once in a while, I’m in this for life.

God, I want to breed her. She’s so obviously perfectly fertile. Her knees drawn up against my chest, my entire weight pumping down inside her, my hands not able to stop grabbing and pinching at her tits, her back, her ass. 

“Oh fuck,” I groan, looking down at her. The way she’s looking at me. Like I’m really her king. “I love you.”

“Oh yesss...” she nods. Somehow she’s thrusting her hips up toward me even as I have her completely pinned. “That is what this is. Love. Love.”

“I love you,’ I say again. 

“Yes, yes, I love you, yes...” 

Around us, I feel the heat grow. This is such a hot moment for me. The crazy red light seems to flicker, like a fire about to go out and burning at its final piece of fuel. Something clatters in the room, and then something else. I hear what might almost be footsteps, only they sound wrong. I try to look around, a little concerned, but Avelyn grabs me and I can’t help but melt as I see the total adoration in her eyes. 

“Finish it?” 

It’s begging. She’s begging me. 

“Finish it, now. The time draws near. You must finish, you must finish inside me...”

Her voice drifts off into hot, guttural noises that sounds almost like she’s speaking in tongues. I can’t explain it, but I don’t want to—the sound of it is like some binaural audio ASMR hooked up to headphones placed directly on my brain. And all the while, she’s looking at me in that way—that perfect loving adoring way—and I cum harder than I can ever remember. 

I cum in my wife. 



* * * * *
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So yeah, at the time, I was surprised by Avelyn’s attention. 

She had always been gorgeous, but incredibly cold. I felt all the time like she was just waiting for the right time to drop me out of her life. It shocked me when she agreed to marry me—and shocked me even more when she never seemed excited by it. She insisted that we get hitched in a courthouse, no ceremony, no family, and almost no witnesses. It wasn’t hard to get the sense that she was ashamed of me. I thought it was because of our age difference, with me almost fifteen years her senior. 

Of course, she said it was because she didn’t like her family—she wanted to separate from them entirely, and I always took her cold and reserved nature as something like proof that she hadn’t been loved enough when she was young. 

When I was still trying to fix everything, I had read books on emotionally neglectful parents, on learning the emotional cycle of pushing and pulling, on being a partner for someone who was abused—it all helped, sort of. Imagine trying to fill an ocean one bucket of water at a time from a faucet across town. At the end of the day, my wife was still mentally and spiritually frigid when it came to the bedroom. We’d had sex, of course, but it was deeply functional. Band-aid sex, as I came to think of it. 

Strange bumps? Weird lights? Shit, who says it doesn’t happen when you finally for-real make love with the woman you fell in love with over three years before?

She had been like nothing I had ever experienced her before—wanton, lush, full of mirth and seduction and need. Normally, she wouldn’t even have let me touch her pussy. No wonder I ate her out for so long. She told me later it was close to an hour.

That wasn’t the only reason her attention surprised me. We’d had a terrific fight—another fight after a series of terrific fights—earlier that day. 

I own and operate a shipping logistics business. You know how packages get to you? We figure out the best routes to make it happen for the most profit, in a nutshell. It’s not sexy, but it’s lucrative. All the same, I’ve got a young hot wife with broken insides, and outside of endless workouts, she found her dopamine rush from shopping. 

Gadgets, appliances, cars. She bought three new washer and dryer sets in a matter of three months at one point. She also broke them, so we couldn’t sell them. Automatic blinds. Holographic screens. Sports cars with drink dispensers. All that dumb shit.  

Her spending was out of control, and after a thousand broken agreements and arrangements and constructions to try and fix it, I lost my own sense of self-regulation and my spending went crazy too. I lost myself in my hobbies, particularly in expensive crafted miniatures to paint and model old historical scenes—anything to distract myself from the dissolution of our union. I don’t know if I spent more than her, but I sure as hell did try. 

Ultimately though, it was about the same old stuff that goes wrong in any marriage—just communication and intimacy. I honestly don’t know if I would mind all her spending if she would just let me know what was happening. That the numbers of our budget were “good” was not nearly as important as those numbers being accurate. 

All this led to a lot of lying on our taxes. A couple of phantom employees who pulled crazy salaries that just went to my and Avelyn’s spending. I always figured—what the hell? Why would anyone come after me? My business isn’t that big. I pay some taxes, just not technically “all” of them. What’s the big deal?

It’s funny how, when you get that stupid plain letter that says you’re being audited, all of a sudden you’re pretty sure you can travel in time? Like you can take back all the dumb lies you’ve sent to the government. 

Anyway, the auditor, June Crowley—or Miss Crowley, as she insisted on being called, even though I was easily fifteen years her senior—showed up at my office during the day that preceded the night in which Avelyn and I fucked each other’s brains out. 

At first, seeing Crowley walk in my office, I thought it was my lucky day. Gorgeous young blonde with a killer smile and a great rack, wearing a dark sea blue skirt suit with tall, designer heels?

She’s an absolutely stunning sexbomb of a woman; I have no idea why she’s working as an auditor. It doesn’t help that she’s supremely good at getting me to tell her the truth because she’s a sexbomb; I can’t help myself. I’m just a sucker for gorgeous women. 

Shortly after arriving in the office, she sat down in front of my desk, her white, button-up blouse barely containing her enormous tits. I have no idea how tits as big as hers aren’t constantly leaking milk or how they also seem to defy gravity with their natural bounciness. 

“You’ve done well for yourself, Mr. Marlowe.” 

She smiles. It’s very officious. Practiced. 

“I like to think I’ve done better for my employees.”

“Oh yes. Particularly, oh...” she makes a show of rifling through her notes. “Yes. Someone named John Joe Brown? Is he here?”

I’m not great with names. 

“I’d have to check. We employ a lot of people.”

She looks around. “Your office isn’t that big, Mr. Marlowe.”

“There’s remote workers, you know. We try to let people stay at home if they want. It’s actually really increased productivity, and—”

“—It’s very progressive of you, I’m sure. And Susan Suzington?”

“Sorry?”

“Susan Suzington. Is she also working remotely?”

I make a face. “It’s perfectly possible. She might be sick.”

“In any case, I’ll have to speak with them. And I’ll need to see their receipts. They have a lot of business expenses. Pretty much the entire sum of their salary! Isn’t that interesting? I would think you’d want to know exactly where they were so they weren’t off spending all your money.”

I twitch a little. “It’s the company’s money.”

Her smile turns conspiratorial. “Really? You wouldn’t ever take any money for yourself?”

“Profits go back into the company and the workers.”

“Workers like John Joe...and Susan. Who are real.”

“I’m sure they’ll be able to talk to you.” I had to get out of this conversation. “Tomorrow.”

“At your home?”

“My home?”

“I need to see your receipts. You also have a lot of business expenses. Unless...you keep the receipts here?”

“No.” I’m sweating so much, christ. “No. They’re at home.”

“Yes.” She stands up. “I thought so. Cheaters always keep them private. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

She walked out, and when she turned back to watch me watching her, I knew she knew I was enjoying the view despite everything. 

So, later that evening, Avelyn had the kind of fight you might expect when a couple’s financial ruin is incumbent. And later still that evening, when Avelyn wanted to fuck—on top of everything else—a wild hope took me. Maybe everything doesn’t suck now. 



* * * * *
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The morning after Avelyn and I bang so beautifully, I wake up alone in the bed. Right away, I’m feeling the familiar pangs of rejection, knowing-without-knowing that it’s happening again. 

We come together, then we push apart, like moons in a terrible orbit around the same planet. The clock’s red numbers read nine am—the meeting with Crowley is at eleven. 

All the fucking in the world can’t stop the brutal reality of my shit finances. At this point, our balances hitting zero would be an improvement. 

Sighing, I get up, shower, and start getting dressed. I always look discerningly at my reflection. 

Hitting middle-age has meant I’ve had to forego a lot of my old treats. No more pizza every weekend or Hamburger Hump Day. I’ve got a dad bod all the same, big arms and heavy muscle-gut, even though Avelyn basically laughed away my desire to have kids. 

Halfway dressed, in boxer briefs and socks, I turn around to see Avelyn at the door openly touching herself to the sight of me. She’s wearing knee-socks and underwear and that’s it. I didn’t even know she had knee socks. Her face is pure lust.

“Keep going.” Her eyes sparkle. “I like watching you move.”

This is not what I was expecting. If anything, I didn’t really expect to hear from her until very late tonight and even then only about something related to a weekend plan about watching some reality show without me. 

Stunned, I stop entirely. She shrugs beautifully and struts toward me, hungry. 

“Listen, Claire...”

“Call me Avelyn.” She smiles. “I like that name better.”

Weird. She always insisted on Claire before, even though I always loved the name Avelyn. But, whatever, she just gave me the fuck of a lifetime. I’m happy to accommodate her. 

“Avelyn. Can we talk?”

Instead, she wraps her arms around my neck like a lovesick teenager and kisses me firmly, sliding her tongue across my lips and then pushing through to mine. Her moan is exultant; if I didn’t know better, I’d have thought she was cumming. 

Hell, I might not know better—she’s shivering and groaning and grinding her cunt into my crotch and it is wet. 

“Will you fuck me again soon?” she asks. “Maybe you’ll lick me again? Is that what you want to talk about?”

“I...shit.”

It all of a sudden seems very much like that’s what I should be talking about.

“I think you got me pregnant, but I’m not positive,” she whispers in my ear. “I’d love for you to try again?”

Her hand finds my stiffening cock and she lets out a delighted little gasp that melts my heart. 

“Such a king...”

“I mean—I can’t—I...we’ve got...”

My blubbering isn’t helped at all by the way she’s squeezing my cock through my briefs. How is she so good at that all of a sudden? How does she know it’s exactly the kind of gesture that turns me on, that makes me feel so completely close to her? 

My thoughts race. Is there time? I could fuck her quickly, but I want it to last for days. Is this real? Is she going to change her mind in a few minutes like she has before? I wish this was happening on any other day but today. 

“You could get me so pregnant, I bet.” She smiles, then leans in and bites my chin. I melt. “Your seed felt so virile inside of me this morning. I need to feel it again.”

My response is just more blubbering. Is this my wife?

“Only...I want to buy some lingerie. There isn’t any in my drawers. Isn’t that strange?”

Strange? She had always refused to buy anything sexier than a pair of Target-brand panties, saying it was too misogynistic to do otherwise. She would have bought granny panties if she could find them easier. 

“Will you stay hard for me while I’m gone? I want to shop for a little while.” She kisses me again, gripping my cock hard through my pants. “Please? I promise to get the nice kind. I want to make myself so beautiful for you.”

“I have...” I groan as she squeezes me again. What I’d give to just be able to do what she wants right now. “I have that meeting. With the auditor.”

“Auditor?”

It’s like she has no idea what I’m talking about sometimes. 

“We’ve talked about this. They’re going to fuck us.”

“Of course. Who wouldn’t want to fuck you? You’re terrific at it.”

I blush; I’ve never heard her compliment me like that before, and I love it.

“I mean financially. We’ve been lying on our taxes, remember? We’re going to be out of money soon?”

“All your material needs will be taken care of. That’s part of the deal. We made a pact. Just let me keep fucking you, okay? I promise I’ll take care of you.”

She gives me another sizzling, knee-melting kiss, and then she’s gone before I can say anything about how right now is the worst possible time for her to go buy expensive lingerie. 
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I hadn’t really intended to stay hard for Avelyn—I mean, who the hell could? But even so, I’m still stiff as a fucking board when Miss Crowley arrives.

She wears a peach-colored suit this time with a paisley blue blouse. Another skirt, this one just hitting her knees. Her skin is sensuously smooth; I can tell she does treatments or has great genetics or something; her whole being exudes vitality and youth and beauty. Her hair—thick and golden—is tied up in a thick knot at the back of her skull. She carries a small laptop bag around one arm and a tablet in her hands. 

“Hello, Mr. Marlowe,” she says brightly. “Are you ready to get to work?” 

I say nothing. She’s awfully gleeful for someone who knows she’s going to ruin my life. Like a middle-schooler, I grab some papers and folders to hide my bulge as I lead her over to the living room where we can sit down. 

She eyes the absurdly large television and the oversized ceilings and the two sectional couches hand-crafted in premium leather, not to mention the expensive art on the wall and—deep down the custom-lit hallway—my home office with its full-size replica of the Almada Pass of the Rocky Mountains circa 1851. The ceiling-to-floor windows and the cobblestone patio. The three-car garage easily visible through the windows with the four cars outside them in the drive. 

When she sits down on the couch, her skirt rides up. I can’t help but look. Her legs are so lush. I want to fuck her kneecaps—is that weird? That’s very weird. She catches my look and smirks a bit, but then blushes and looks away. 

I wasn’t expecting that. 

“Now,” she begins, taking out her laptop and setting it down on the coffee table. “You clearly are in a lot of trouble, Mr. Marlowe. I could find out half of what you’re doing and make my bones for the next five years. So, what I want from you...”

Her voice drifts off, like she heard someone call her name. She looks behind her, down the hallway again. She shakes her head and then tries to laugh it off, blushing more intensely now and looking at me with a pardon me look. 

“As I was saying...” She bites her lip, looking me up and down. “What was I saying?”

“What you want from me.”

“Right. Yes.” 

Looking me up and down again. Like that. What’s going on?

“What I...what I want from you...”  

She raises her head and tilts her nose to the air. Her profile is like something from a caricature of a gorgeous woman from a pin-up; her facial proportions are ridiculously hot. Her nose, small and pointed, makes my cock swell again. She tugs at her blouse and a button pops away. She doesn’t seem to notice when it lands on the floor near her heel. 

“Sorry, do you smell that?”

“Smell?”

Fuck. She can probably smell my pre-cum. I’ve been leaking like crazy all morning, and seeing her bodaciously hot body isn’t helping. 

“It just smells...I don’t know.” She smiles warmly. Sincerely. “If it’s a candle or something, I’d love to know where you got it. I’d love to...” she bites her lip. “I don’t know. Use it as a body lotion or something. I love that smell. Wow.”

She inhales deeply, and then does so again. She tugs at her blouse, and another button pops away. I can see easily all the down her bra and into her substantial, galactically hot cleavage. Her orbs, shining and smooth, appear soft and inviting. 

It’s surreal to see, but also hot as hell. She sees me staring and giggles and puts her hand on my knee. 

“Oh, you devil. Taking advantage of my wardrobe malfunction?” 

She makes no effort to fix it or stop me. Her back straightens, her chest pushing out, as if trying to enhance my view. My bulge grows, tenting my barely-capable pants, and more precum spurts out. 

“Gosh, that smell!” She giggles. “It’s making it hard to concentrate! It makes me so...mmm.” She bites her lip again, and fuck is that sexy. “Not hungry? But I definitely want something...in my mouth...”

Her eyes fall on my bulge. I’m not hiding it. Why bother? It’s too obvious anyway. The precum has soaked my pants. The tent in my pants is more like a tower. Seeing it, she seems to start to understand what it is she’s saying and what she’s wanting. 

And she breathes in deep...and then again. Then again. Like she’s feasting on the smell of my precum. 

“Gosh...mmm.” She takes a pen from her bag and slides it between her lips, sucking and suckling. Showing off.

“Okay...um...business. Wow.” She shakes her head. “I promise I’m a professional.”

I really don’t know what’s happening.

“Great.”

“Great, right. It would probably be great. And really fast. But long, too? Like a lot of long, fast sessions. And so great...”

I don’t think she realizes she’s speaking out loud. She’s staring at my bulge. A lot. And...

Did she just lick her lips? 

“I have a confession to make,” she says. 

“You have a confession? I thought that was my role here.”

“You’re so funny.” She laughs richly, as if I am that funny. She means it though, genuinely amused and almost, dare I say it...giggling? “No, I know I’m kind of a looker? So I dress to enhance it. Can you tell?”

“Sure,” I nod. “You’re kind of a looker.”

She giggles. “Okay, you caught me. I’m really hot. This is more secure than most jobs, though. Everyone is always trying to cheat. They all make the same mistakes. And I have other people at the service do the work for me. I just get the confessions and the deals with the awful terms. For you, I mean. It would be awful for you.”

“Would be?”

I’m just staring at her tits. I’m too turned on to do much else. I really need to cum. Fuck. Every word she says makes her heavy tits jiggle just so.

“Well, I’ve been unfair to you, haven’t I? Here I am, in your home, flirting with you when both of us know you’re married and you can’t very well fuck me rotten until I’m begging for your babies.”

Her own intensity seems to surprise her, but she capitalizes on the momentum of her words, squeezing my thigh. 

“There’s just no way, normally, that I’d be able to suck you off until you came down my needy little girl throat and turned me into your fuck doll forever. You know. Like. Because you’re married.”

She’s drooling. 

I nod. “Right.”

“But it’s just, you should know, as an auditor, I can be very good at keeping secrets.”

Her hair is undone, the bun is gone. Golden locks frame her gorgeous face. Her hands are stroking my thighs now, like she’s a stripper at a club. 

“Right. Right.” I shake my head. “What?”

“I mean, numbers just sort of do what I want, don’t they? I can make them appear or disappear. It would be really, really easy for me to sort of just, you know, forget about any overdue taxes you owe.” She squeezes me tighter, further up my thighs, and her eyes sparkle. “Or even see to it that you got a refund. Something that you might deserve.”

I can’t believe this is happening. I don’t know what to say. 

What the fuck has gotten into everyone lately? 

“Of course, I wouldn’t expect you to just go for that, would I?” Her lips are hypnotically wet. “I’d have to do something for you, too. To be able to give you a gift like that. To show you that I can be trusted. I’d have to be knocked up and fucked sideways and be your suck-you-off-sidepiece while I funnel hidden fortunes into your offshores accounts. What do you think about that?”

Her hand lands right on top of my straining bulge. Precum shoots out and stains her grip, and she groans and squeezes tighter. 

She leans in and kisses me softly, gently, urgently. It’s a lustful kiss, a please-let-me kiss. Her hand keeps joyfully squeezing my thick cockhead and I keep spurting out pleasure-soaked rounds of heavy precum. 

“Please?” she whispers. “Won’t you let me give you what you deserve?”

She pushes in for another kiss—and this time I hold her tight, hips bucking toward her as she fiddles with my zipper. My cock pops out, and she groans, tossing her hair to one side and sliding her tongue up for a long, soulful lick. 

Of course, it’s at this exact moment that Avelyn returns home. 
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“I can explain.”

We’re in the kitchen adjacent to the living room where June is waiting patiently. 

Avelyn walked in, said that she and I needed to talk, and told June to wait.

She looks phenomenal. Wherever she went to go buy stuff, I want to give them all a raise. Tight, black embroidered lace fabric clings to her tight body, utterly sheer in a starburst pattern on either side of her ultra-thin, long torso. Her heavy tits covered by a thin, sheer strip of fabric decorated with some kind of symbol or pattern I just almost recognize. 

Are her tits...bigger? It must just be the dress. She couldn’t have gotten bigger tits. And taller. And thinner. It’s just a really...really nice dress.

She has a cashmere shawl over her shoulders which somehow makes it all sexier—this ultra-hot cocktail dress matched with a cuddly-stay-in-and-snuggle-forever piece has my brain in a tizzy. 

Her hair, thick and luxuriously hot, seems somehow longer. She was only gone for like an hour—did she go to a stylist too? That’s weird. And—

My thoughts break off as she rubs my chest, oohing and ahhing under her breath. She’s so hot.  

“What’s to explain?” she asks. “You want to fuck the auditor, don’t you?”

“No!”

“No?” she eyes my pants, my once-again hidden hard-on, the soaking mess that my shooting pre-cum has made. “Really?”

“Okay, yes, I mean, sure, but also—I don’t know! I was surprised. And you made me so turned on from earlier, and—”

Her face turns from seductive to overjoyed.

“You were thinking of me still?”

“Well...”

The complete lack of her anger is making me drop my defensiveness, which is making me feel in turn a little defensive even still. 

I shrug. “Yeah. I mean, of course. Until she started...you know.”

“She’s very attractive,” says Avelyn. Back to seductive. “And you only stopped thinking about me when she was holding your cock and kissing you?”

Is this an accusation? I feel like this should be an accusation. Instead, Avelyn just seems impressed and flattered. 

“Ye-e-e-es? Yes. That’s right.”

Her hand slides to my bulge. She squeezes and I groan. She whispers it again—king. 

“But she couldn’t get your cock out in time before I got home. Otherwise you might have even started fucking her.”

“I don’t know about th—what?”

Avelyn expertly unsheathes my cock from inside my pants and begins stroking me. I’m fully hard in an instant; she’s looking at me that way again and I feel my heart overflowing with intimate love and affection. 

“Gosh, baby.” Her voice takes a sultry, soft sing-song that I’ve never heard her do before. It’s insanely hot. I’m almost falling over I’m so turned on. “You just feel so virile when I stroke your cock. And then I remember your hot, handsome load spraying my womb this morning...” she sighs happily. “I bet you would just fuck her pregnant, wouldn’t you?”

She leans in like we’re sharing a warm embrace, like she’s just come home from work. Except, of course, she’s eagerly stroking my cock and guiding my face toward June with her forehead on my chin. 

June, meanwhile, seems like she’s looking very intently at something out the window. I assume she’s desperately trying to be polite—perhaps expecting some kind of tongue lashing from Avelyn in a moment? 

“Look at that hot girl. Gosh, is she even twenty? She’s younger than me, and I’m so young. Too young to be your wife.”

“Fuck.”

“You’ll fuck her, won’t you? You deserve to fuck her.”

“H-how?”

“I’m hotter than her, aren’t I?”

Clearly, I almost shout. Instead, I nod, even though that really wasn’t the question I was asking. 

“Then it’s simple, isn’t it? If you deserve to fuck me, and I’m as hot as I am, then obviously you deserve to fuck her. What could be simpler?”

I’m expecting a fight, of course. A terrible one—made even worse because we’d had such utterly fantastic, lovey, achy, moany, orgasm-filled sex this morning. 

You remember that incredible look she gave me this morning? The one full of lustful, endless, shocked, eager passion and ambition and delight?

She looks at me with the same exact expression. 

“How do you want to fuck her?”

“What?”

My pants are down around my ankles. Stepping against me, she tosses them to one side using nothing but her heels. 

“With her knees against her chest, like you fucked me? Do you want me there while you fuck her pregnant?” she purrs. “I think it’s a good idea. What if she changes her mind halfway through? You’ll have to hold her down until you can cum in her and claim her cunt as your property.”

“I...I...what?”

“Don’t lick her, though. That’s only for me. Isn’t it?”

She’s stroking me and looking at me—my beautiful fucking earnestly adoring, lovestruck wife—like I’m the only man who has ever existed and she’s desperate as hell for my cock and approval. 

“Yeah,” I nod. “Sure. Yes. Only you. I only lick you.”

“So you will fuck her, then?”

She picks up her stroking pace, excited. I’m hard as a rock in her hands, slick in a river of precum.

“Ungh.” I lean into her body and she kisses my neck, my jaw. My lips run across her clavicles. Are her tits bigger than they were this morning? “Yes. If she wants.”

“She will,” says Avelyn. “And if she doesn’t want it, that hardly matters, does it? So long as you want it. I don’t care if you force her. And after you take her, neither will she.”

My wife—my fucking wife!—is encouraging me to force myself on this woman! I never would, of course, but for my wife to want me to is so insanely hot. I can’t even blubber out a response. I’m stunned. I’m just stuck in a loop of arousal, turned on because I’m looking at my wife, who is looking and me and saying hot shit because I’m looking at her, and I’m looking at her because she’s looking at me like that and saying all that hot shit... 

“Maybe we should go ask her?” 

Before I can say anything, she’s already walking into the room with June. 




* * * * *
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Because of my groping, Avelyn’s dress is out of position, her shawl forgotten in the kitchen. The odd symbols sparkle in her lingerie-like dress. How our affection has, until this point escaped June’s attention is beyond me, but now we’re due for a weird conversation. 

Only...June doesn’t say anything. 

In fact, she doesn’t do anything. She just sits there, staring straight ahead, her hands calmly in her lap. Every several seconds, she takes a languid, long blink, her thick eyelashes batting over her incredibly bright blue eyes.

I thought she was being polite or something, or maybe was just so caught up in the shame of being caught that she didn’t know how to leave. 

But instead she looks...like she’s entranced?

As I keep watching, her lips part slightly, her chest pushes upward, nipples fully erect, and her lower back and pelvis convulse slightly. A pink flush runs from her cleavage up to her forehead. 

She came. Just from sitting there. Just from...

What was it that Avelyn said to her?

Wait until I say we need you.

At the time, I was turned on by Avelyn’s confidence, her loyalty to me. The way she seemed to not even give a shit that there was an auditor present when she could be adoring her man instead. 

But now it seems like that throwaway line she told June before I caught up with Avelyn in the kitchen was some kind of legitimate command with, somehow, legitimate weight. 

So let’s check in, all right? You and me.

A suddenly changed wife, a mind-zapped auditor, strange symbols on her clothing...I suppose you’ve picked up on what’s happening already; I can only say that I was living it, and my bias is always going to be towards me. 

Can you blame me for wanting to believe that my wife was finally, finally head-over-heels in love with me the way I’ve been with her for years? That—at the same time—a crazy-hot auditor decided she would rather suck me off than give me a very deserved audit and tax bill? 

I mean, yes, both of those things are kind of insane to believe, but they feel really fucking good! 

But for whatever reason, seeing June like that, the placid look on her face staring into nothing and occasionally orgasming from her obedience to Avelyn’s command...that’s what finally tells me that I’m inside of something crazy, supernatural, and dangerous. 

I look at Avelyn and then June and then Avelyn again. She’s so stupidly hot. I twitch just looking at her. She left me so hard in the kitchen—and suddenly seems to realize it, moaning just slightly and pushing herself back into me. She guides my cock over to her carved, gorgeous hipbone, sliding my across it with one skillful hand. 

“What’s...happening?”

It’s all I can think to ask.

“Let me ask you something, darling.”

My cock surges again. Already, I was growing addicted to the sound of her voice, her long explanations, her total and absolute adoration for me. 

She continues. “I’ll wake this woman and she’ll be obsessed with serving your cock, should you want it. I’m passionately, desperately in love with you, and I’m the most beautiful woman you’ve ever seen. And I’ll always be that way. This body hasn’t serviced you enough, and I’ll spend lifetimes correcting that error.” She strokes me harder.

“You were going to ask something,” I say dumbly. 

“Do you really care what’s happening?”

It would be a terrific time not to. But I can’t shake the feeling that this is all tremendously wrong. 

“Are you...” I don’t even know how to ask this question. “...are you my wife?”

“I can’t believe you would ask that, darling.”

I feel ashamed. “You’re right, I’m sorry. I—”

“She would never have stroked you in front of another woman like this, would she?”

Of course, she couples this bombshell with a bombshell stroke-increase, guiding me over to June’s face and pushing my cock against her entranced mouth and cheeks and neck. 

“Oh fuck.”

“She wouldn’t have offered to help you fuck another woman either. Or help you force another woman. Would she?”

With June entranced, cumming, Avelyn casually pumps my cock against June’s lips. I groan, unable to stop myself from sliding in just a bit. And then, deeper. Deeper. June moaning as I go inside. 

“Fuck...fuck...”

“Would she?”

I can’t help but be honest. “No. She wouldn’t.”

“And you love that I did, don’t you?”

I’m bulging in June’s throat. Her esophagus spasms around my cockhead.

“Yesss.

“You love that I love it, don’t you?”

“G-god, yes.”

She smirks. “God has very little to do with it.”

“J-just...just give me a straight answer. Why are you doing this?”

She looks surprised. The kind of look that says, do you even have to ask?

But she answers me anyway. 

“I love you, Nicolas. I’m all yours. Forever. I promise. I love, love, love you. In the ways she never could or would. I adore you. I exist for you. All my beauty. All my promise. All my effort and desire is just for you, forever and ever.”

“Ungh...”

What she’s saying has me so stricken with love and lust that I can’t form words any more.

“If you cum all over her, she’ll be yours forever. Don’t you want that? My gift for you. Proof of my devotion. There are other things I could do...but I want you to have my gift. Please? Please cum all over her?”

She’s using June’s head like her own hands, stroking me with her skull. My body is almost limp against Avelyn’s. She’s so tiny, but so firm, even as she’s soft. 

“You’ll do it so well,” she whispers. “King. Please do it. Cum on her.”

I’ve needed to cum for so long already. It feels like eternity. I don’t think I could stop myself if I wanted.  

“Cum on her, Daddy. Please?”

Oh fuck me. Claire never called me Daddy. I asked and asked. Avelyn did it without even thinking, just because it seemed right. 

“Oh fuck.” I’m a broken record. “Oh, Avelyn...”

“Cum on your crush, baby. Cum on this sexy little fucking tart. Cum all over her, just for me. You can do that, can’t you? Cum, please? Cum right now?”

I can’t do anything else. Avelyn, completely in tune with my orgasm, pulls me out just as I’m about to explode and finishes me by stroking perfectly. My load unleashes all over June’s heavy tits and perfectly slender neck, just a few droplets sparkling on her chin. Avelyn keeps jacking me and my cum continues—the hardest I’ve ever cum, ever—sending even more of it all over June and covering her perfectly toned legs in my seed. 

A great, terrible thunderclap fills the room—and I feel a presence arrive and leave in an instant. Something like an orgasm, but...in the air? 

“The pact is complete, darling,” says Avelyn, even as I tremble in her grip. “She is yours. 

“F-fuck.” I look down at my cock, still incredibly turgid. I still feel like I’m at the peak of my arousal. “H-how?”

It’s then, her legs shiny with my cum, that Avelyn touches June’s forehead and wakes her from her trance. 






* * * * *
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I know—I know—for a fact, that it is the middle of the afternoon. 

So why then, as June wakes up, is it suddenly midnight dark in my house? The windows are open and I can see that light switches are turned on. But all the light here is swallowed by something unholy. 

June drops to her knees in front of me. 

“Please, Sir. I ache to serve you. Please let me fulfill my duty? Mistress promised me my reward for serving your beautiful cock would be to serve your beautiful, perfect, incredible cock.”

I don’t try to point out how that doesn’t make the most sense. Avelyn promised her the reward for service was service and this was an offer she accepted with open arms and a wet pussy? Makes about as much sense as anything else today. 

When did either of them even have time for this? I run a fucking logistics company, and I know a thing or two about lead time!

Shadow billows around Avelyn for a moment before dropping away, leaving her stunning form in nothing but shiny, expensive-looking lingerie. The stitching and lace is inlaid with ancient-looking runes and symbols I don’t recognize for the most part, but the most prominent among them I certainly do: pentagrams. 

That’s what was on her dress, I realize. Kind of obvious, really. I was busy looking at her tits.

She also wears a pentagramical pendant and earrings, staring at me with open lust as she continues to stroke my precum-shooting cock toward June’s beautiful pleading face. 

“This...what was it called?” Avelyn searches for the term, angling her gorgeous jawline upward. “This audit. It’s over, is it not?”

“Yes. Oh Mistress.” June’s voice is pleading. “Master. Yes. Of course.”

“And in your capacity, you have access to several fortunes, don’t you?”

“Y-yes!” June nods more rapidly. “Of course, Mistress. Yes. I know where they squirrel their money away illegally. It’s easy for me to take it. They have no recourse because it’s a criminal action and they’re not going to take on the government. We’re the biggest gang of them all. We usually just don’t because then it would be open season on every politician who has money dumped like that, and—”

“That hardly matters, pet. The point is that my darling’s financial troubles are over, permanently. Is that right?”

“Y-yes, Mistress. Oh god.” She is answering immediately, but looking right at my precum-shooting cock. “Oh god, it’s so hard. Oh my god, p-please fuck me? I’m ovulating. If you were inside me, right now, I’d get pregnant for—”

I can’t stand to hear anymore. I grip her around the throat and mouth, pushing her down to the ground. Despite how much she’s just agreed to give me, I find myself furious with her. 

If they have all that fucking money around, why the fuck are they giving me and my barely six-figures of worth such a hard time with my barely fucking five digits of tax evasion? And this bitch was all too eager to do it, just to ruin me, as a rung on her ladder to a political career where she would know how to squirrel her money away better than anyone. 

For the first time today, Avelyn seems surprised at me. 

“Y-yes, darling!” she shouts, clapping her hands. “Oh yes! King! Take her! Make her yours!”

I do. I am. Fuck it. Fuck her. Fuck this. Devils and ghosts and spirits and what the fuck ever. I want to fuck this blonde stupid. My fingers in her mouth, gagging her as she chokes out her compliance even as I slam her into the carpet and spread her legs. 

“Like a man,” Avelyn pushes against my body. Hot milk runs from her tits all over me. “Like a real man. I can’t believe how lucky I am. I’m so lucky, oh fuck...”

I ram myself up inside June, feeling a satisfied electric thrill run through my body as she cums immediately. Fuck, but I am great at that lately. 

“You see how she responds to your glory, darling? You are her King. Her Master. You are the one. Fuck her pregnant. Claim her forever. King.”

I’m not forcing her—she wants it. Avelyn made her want it, somehow. But I am fucking her with that kind of wanton, quick, urgent force—a hatefucking that is passionate and furious and the opposite of what I gave Avelyn this morning. Every thrust is another June cum, wet and furiously thrashy and hot. She clings to me, grabbing my neck and back, desperate for more and more the longer I go.  

Avelyn seems to know this is a hatefuck, too. I would even go far as to say she’s pleased by it, knowing that the kind of loving, aching, losing-myself fuck that I gave her is reserved for her and her alone. 

And I know too that even if I were to be forcing her, Avelyn would be encouraging me, begging me to do it harder, to ignore her pleas and her desperate cries for help. 

As it is, though, June just moans for more as I completely manhandle her. Around us, the carpet burns away—and underneath is another pentagram surrounded by a series of other arcane symbols I don’t recognize. Did Avelyn put these here? Did Evangline?

“Fuck her pregnant.” Avelyn in her dripping hot lingerie shoves me into her from behind. “Complete it. Finish it. Take the power for yourself. Take it. Make it permanent.”

I don’t know what the fuck she’s talking about. Another ritual. I don’t think I need to know—I haven’t already, and at this point, I’m certainly not backing out. June’s eyes flash with pentagrams from the inside-out. Something dark and wicked possessing her—something I’m bringing into this world by fucking her on top of the ancient symbols.

Furniture lifts up in the air all around us. Sulfur filling my nostrils. Fire crawls along the walls in strange lines. 

“Do it, my love.”

Avelyn’s voice melts all possible hesitation. 

“Do it. Please. King.”

I empty inside of June, completely unprotected. My dense, sticky load sprays against her walls and then hard into her g-spot and beyond, unloading in a way that should be impossible for how recently I just came. 

“Yes!” Avelyn moans, wrapping herself even tighter around me. “Yes, darling! Oh yes, yes, yes!” 

I hold June for a long time, shuddering and emptying, before I’m able to pull away. I don’t feel regret. I wish I did, but I don’t. Even though I’ve just fucked another woman, and even though Avelyn isn’t even really my wife, I feel a deep sense of marital intimacy and wholeness that I never thought possible. 

Furniture floats around us. The walls are scorched with hellfire. And all the same, I feel safe. Together. One with my partner.  

She is leaning against me, seeming spent. Softly kissing my shoulder and my neck. Leaking milk all over me and June. I suspected before, but her tits have unquestionably gotten larger. 

“You like them big, don’t you?” she asks me, kissing me hotly. “I’ll make them as big as you like, Master. Anything for you.”

June looks up at me with eyes turned obsidian black, pupilless and cosmically deep. Again, hellfire pentagrams flash inside the darkness. 

“Yes, Master,” she whispers. “Anything for you.”

What the fuck have I gotten into?

And more importantly, why the fuck does it turn me on so much?



# # #
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My Wife, The Succubus – Angelic Harem
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“Sooo good,” Avelyn moans, pausing just for a moment to catch her breath. “King. How are you so good?”

Sticky, long trails of drool slide down from her plump, perfect lips down her chin and jaw, across her sensational clavicles, and into the well-formed cleavage of her tantalizing tits, decorated with a push-up bra to enhance their naturally perfect shape.

She slides back in with her lips, taking my cock all the way down her throat as I drive and struggle to keep my eyes on the road. Avelyn is easily the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen, and sucking my cock—with her face flushed and her skin slippery with eager sweat and drool and her body on display in a tight skimpy outfit—she looks dynamite. 

She’s my wife. Basically. She looks like my wife. She insists that I call her my wife. She finds that really, really sexy and romantic.

But she is someone, or maybe something, else. 

It’s the morning after she used her hellish power to mindfuck the gorgeous auditor, June, into my obedient loveslave. We left the thoroughly well-fucked June in a tangled web of soaked sheets, and Avelyn and I set out on the road. 

We booked a vacation, you see, and some time ago. There’s a cozy lake house that I had spent a veritable fortune to reserve. Of course, at the time, I thought it was a horrible financial mistake, but I also didn’t give a shit because I also thought it would be the site of my divorce. 

I thought—what the hell. Break the news in a nice spot, with lots of room for us to be apart. She can take the main bedroom (and probably drink), I can take the smaller bedroom and do my own drinking, and we’ll be sad and apart and it will be fine. I mean, it would suck, but there would be nice views and really nice couches to sit on, you know?

Anyway. Obviously that’s not happening now. 

Now, my gloriously hot hell-wife is dressed in tight ass-baring black short-shorts and a tied-off red tee shirt displaying her absolutely sick abdominal tone (not to mention her perfect, buoyant tits). Her thick dark chestnut hair is in a low pony tail and she has her entire upper body pressing into mine as I drive, wrapped around me, whimpering and moaning against my exposed cock with a dreamy, sleepy expression. She’s crooning to my hard-on in some ancient, dense language that has so many consonants it sounds like its weighing down the air. As she speaks, she licks and kisses and melts and moans, her mouth melding with my cock even as her entrancing sounds go on.

And she strokes. Oh fuck. The strokes. They’re like murder attempts while I’m driving. 

Her feet, decorated with very tall platform sandals, kick the door every so often; like a dog having a dream, her legs twitch. Her long, perfect, gloriously smooth and thin legs that I can touch and rub and fondle as much as I want. Ugh.

Originally, we weren’t supposed to get to the cabin until later in the week, but I know it’s already been cleaned and prepped since last weekend. 

I had to get away. From the house, from June, from the entire affair. I want enough distance to think that it can all just be like a weird mid-life crisis or something. 

My house became a literal gate to hell, and Avelyn says it’s perfectly safe, but I’m not sure how she means that. 

I mean, she thinks June is perfectly safe. And June’s entire life got turned upside down just from doing her job (although being kind of an asshole about it), and now she’s a mindfucked model-faced beauty who could seduce the pants of a priest and who is immortally dedicated to bringing me wealth. 

Or so Avelyn tells me. And so does my bank account, for that matter. We’ve only been driving a few hours, but I have three notifications on my phone signaling that I’ve had several six figure deposits into my savings, checking, and investment accounts. I would be more amazed, but frankly, it’s really hard to top the supernaturally-enhanced beauty of the woman of my dreams singing heart-melting love songs to my cock while she makes out with it. For hours. 

Avelyn won’t tell me exactly what she is. She looks like my wife—with gorgeous long thick hair and a tight body and perfect tits and a gorgeous face with great bone structure and a terrific smile—except even more gorgeous in every single way. A few inches taller, thinner, bustier all over. 

So she’s not my wife. 

And it’s all got something to do with hell. Like, maybe she’s a witch or something? A sorceress? After last night and what happened to June, I definitely believe in magic. 

I asked last night, and Avelyn in response begged me to fuck June’s tits. Then I asked again, and she begged for me to make her pregnant. Then I asked this morning during the drive, and she started singing odes to my cock while slowly giving me the longest, most indescribably perfect hand-and-blow job ever.

A few hundred miles of that, and while my cock is still going strong (another reason to believe in magic, after cumming three times), the car is out of gas. 

There’s an exit and a gas station and I figure it’s as good of a time as any to try and get more information out of Avelyn. 

“Sorry,” I say, pulling into the gas station.

Avelyn moans mid-song, stroking me harder, chagrined that she has to stop. 

“Sorry,” I say again. “We need gas. And besides, I’d like you to ask for directions, okay? Just make sure we’re on the right road. I know we’re almost there. Also, I’d love it if you were honest with me about who you are...a-and...fuuck...”

Something about the way she strokes my cock changes. It doesn’t get faster or slower, or more or less intense. But all of a sudden I need to cum. I ram through a few traffic cones and nearly t-bone the filling pumps as Avelyn coaxes my cum out of my hard cock as if on command. I shoot hard, spurting down her tight throat, her velvet lips purring as she sucks and slurps down every last drop. 

“King,” she moans, her voice a heart-melting, loving whisper. “Yes, King. Of course.”

She cleans me off with her tongue. Anyone could peek into the car and see in. I forget what I asked her for, again. Just stunned at her love, her devotion, her presence.

A few minutes later, I step out of the car and stumble my way to the bathroom, feeling absolutely drained. My pants are basically soaked around the crotch, and it looks like I’ve either pissed myself or I’m some weird chronic masturbator. 

The gas station bathroom is kind of gross, but what are you going to do? A solid eight out of ten for gas stations. I want to wash my face, try to summon some courage and some backbone to deal with the devilishly hot seductress I’m with, but the faucets barely let out a dribble. Oh well.

Back outside, I feel like I’m in a dream. I’m going to walk back to the car, I think, and it’s all going to be some weird fantasy. Avelyn won’t even be in the car, and if she is, she’ll be cold and reserved and distant like she always was. 

For some reason, that’s almost a relief. I can almost see it now—the studious, dismissive way she looked at me. The disinterest in her eyes at everything I had to say. The dressed-down manner of everything about her, and—

Avelyn is sitting on the hood of the car making out with a really, really busty blonde. As I approach, Avelyn pulls away and smiles. Her eyes full of love and adoration. Wet, hopeful, aching. Needing. Whatever this thing with the blonde is, it’s about me. 

Because with Avelyn, everything is about me. 

Avelyn waves me over and the pretty blonde thing waves too. It’s only when I’m nearly in front of them that it hits me—the pretty blonde thing. 

Not the greasy, heavy-set, overall-wearing middle-aged lady attendant I remember working here from previous trips. 

No, this girl is hot. And I can see that, after just a few minutes talking with Avelyn, she’s already getting hotter. Her pants suddenly don’t fit as her thighs slim down and her waist narrows; she steps out of them ably and kicks them to one side. Her already absurdly huge tits grow bigger, past E and straight into F, stretching the tight white fabric of her graphic tee. 

“Darling.” Avelyn squeezes the blonde’s breasts. Milk spurts from enormous erect nipples, soaking her shirt entirely. “This is Lucille. Won’t you fuck this poor girl’s tits?”

* * * * *
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AVELYN WAITS UNTIL I am titfucking Lucille before talking to me again. 

I mean, she’s been talking—praising me for fucking Lucille, for how easily I could get Lucille pregnant (maybe), for fucking up Lucille’s mind with my cock (definitely), asking me if Lucille is thin enough or if she needs better tits or longer hair. 

We’re inside the gas station in a small break room in the back. It’s about as grody as you might expect. Two chairs, a broken table, and a microwave. I’m pretty I see a bong under some tee shirts in the corner. 

All those changes Avelyn asks about happen in real time with my cock inside Lucille and it’s amazing to watch her evolve from a sort of beautiful clerk to an aspiring starlet to a fully fledged supermodel-turned-pornstar in terms of looks.

Avelyn is hotter than Lucille, of course. Before Avelyn’s arrival—possession?—of Claire, Claire was already exactly my type. Athletic, thin, brunette with just the right amount of tits and ass. Avelyn turned all that up to eleven, a walking display of classy feminine perfection. 

June was pretty much the same, except blonde. So, not strictly my type, but still well within the venn diagram of what the fuck turns me on uncontrollably. 

Fucking Lucille is different. It’s like fucking a sideshow, almost, or some kind of freak of nature. Her tits are like a hentai girl’s, enormous and pliable and overflowing with delicious milk (I tried some, sue me), and she moans like a hentai girl too. Whimpering yes sir and no sir and please sir and gasping at how big and powerful I am constantly. Saying no no no but clearly meaning yes yes yes with the way she nods and grabs at my ass and cock and kisses and makes hot ahegao faces in fifteen second intervals. 

Avelyn keeps making adjustments. She pulls pillows from nowhere and places them under my knees. Then she touches my knees and removes the nagging pain that’s been there ever since my arthoscopic surgery eight years ago. And then she slides her hand across Lucille’s orgasming face, gently, like a mother’s almost, and Lucille’s beaded sweat becomes a hot sheen across her entire body, like a transparent second skin. 

“Do you...” Avelyn pulls herself against my body, tossing her hair to one side so I can see the glory of her sexy-as-fuck jawline. “...want to know the truth about your wife?” 

Of course I do. Just not while I’m fucking Lucille’s beautifully huge tits. 

“C-Can this wait?”

Avelyn shrugs. “It’s waited already. And when I’m touching your cock, king, making you cum and giving you more and more power is all I can think of. King.” She gives Lucille a playful slap. “Using this one up will help me concentrate for the moment.”

I don’t know what any of that fucking means. 

I’m also struck for the first time by the way she’s saying king. It sounds...loaded, somehow.  

It is so hot, though. My cock, unstoppably hard, remains firmly inside of Lucille’s perfect tit-pillows. Everything is slippery with her milk and my precum. 

“I’m a succubus, darling.”

I groan. Fucking Lucille’s tits feels so good that I can’t run away. And I’ve certainly seen enough that I believe her right away. 

“Sh-shit.”

“A demoness. Rather a high-ranking one at that. Not to brag. But bragging is really, really fun when you’re as beautiful and powerful as I am, and especially when you own everything about me.”

My need to run away is quickly becoming overpowered by my need to fuck Lucille’s tits, fuck Avelyn’s mouth, fuck this entire situation down its throat. 

“I hope it doesn’t surprise you too much?” 

She seems genuinely concerned. 

I manage to slow down just enough to reply. 

“I knew it was something. I didn’t know...didn’t know that. Like, immortal?”

She nods. “Immortal.”

“Like, from hell?”

“Correct.”

“Soul-eating? Evil? Permanently sexy?”

“Yes. Definitely. And,” she tosses her hair back. “Obviously.”

“And now, you’re...mortal?”

She laughs. God, she’s so fucking hot when she’s feeling joy. Her chin tilts and catches the light, and the way she smiles...

Lucille is crying out, asking me to slow down. She doesn’t mean it. She’s gripping my ass harder than ever. 

“Hardly. I shall explain from the beginning. Or rather, your beginning. Your wife was plagued by many, many afflictions. You are well aware. Depression was just the tip of the iceberg. Medicine failed her. Your therapists failed her. She was unable to find a way out, and like so many others, she turned to the occult.”

This needs my full attention. I try to stop fucking Lucille, but her tits are so fucking big, so slick...

“And so she began one ritual after another. Dumping all her material possessions and worldly goods into finding the right resources. Crystals, grimoires, totems, that kind of thing. The dark powers love symbols. She wanted power—the kind of power I have now. The power to control minds. To change bodies. To live immortally. To be forever young, forever happy, and forever beautiful.

“The power,” she whispers in my ear. Her lips and tongue practically fuck my ear, and her voice definitely fucks up my brain. “That I hold now and that I swear I dedicate entirely to you, forever. For all eternity, my love. Forever.”

I groan uncontrollably. Her easy, constant intimacy makes me so turned on I can barely think. She has, I now know, an immortality of lifetimes with which to draw from to know how to turn me the fuck on at any given time. Her slightest movement is designed from the ground up to be pure temptation. How am I supposed to resist anything she asks or does?

And now that she’s obtained this power, this power my wife wanted...that makes it even hotter. She took it from Claire—and she took me too. I can’t help it, that kind of denial makes my cock even harder as I pump it in and out of Lucille’s slick tits. 

“She was supposed to kill you while she fucked you. It was the final act in her ceremony. In doing so, she would free her mind of its many shackles and live the life she was robbed of by bad neurology. But the ceremony, as you may have noticed, left her incredibly turned on. This was intentional—after all, she had to fuck you to complete the spell. But instead, you ate her out first. You made her cum. She lost her concentration...and she damned her soul away. And this let me in.”

Now she slides into my body, smothering Lucille completely with her ass. 

“We demons exist outside of time and space. Without a physical form, we can only be here for very short amounts of time, and even then we are...unreal. Like corporeal shadows, you could say. The consistency of dense fog. We have no concept of human emotion until we have a human body. But we are always looking for a way in. Tempting mortals. Enticing them to let us come in and play.”

She licks her lips, and tightens her thighs around Lucille’s face even as she beckons me to fuck her harder. I can imagine just what playing means to a succubus when it comes to the lives of mortals. 

“With a physical form, our capacities are...altered. We must, in some ways, take on the properties of the shapes we inhabit. Can you imagine, my love, being brought into this world for the first time, and experiencing your tongue? Your perfect, masculine, amazing tongue bringing me to orgasm again and again and again and again and again? That kind of giving? And all without asking for anything in return.” She tosses her thick hair back and pushes her heavy tits against my chest. Lucille is running out of breath. I’m still fucking her tits. “King. And then you came in me when I needed it...you made me need it...” 

She shudders. I feel her cumming now from the memory. Drowning Lucille, no doubt.  

“Demons do not experience need except for what you might think. The need to hurt, maim, control. But now I need your control.” She wraps her hands around my neck, kissing me tearfully. “I need it eternally, because I am a demon, and I experience my needs forever. So I have always needed you...and I will always need you...and I need you to own whoever you want because your cock is holy to me. You see, my god is real...and he fucked my brains out within minutes of my existence in this realm. King.”

I shudder, barely able to control myself. Her love for me fills the room.

“God, I like it when you call me king.”

She laughs. I spurt, just a little. I fucking love her laugh, damn. 

“I am not saying ‘king’, king.”

I hear it again for the first time. She’s right. There’s a different sound there. Something like...

“I am saying tking.” She enunciates clearly. “It is a sacred term. As far as I know, I am the first of my kind who ever has had opportunity to use it. A full translation would require ten thousand years. But briefly, it loosely means My Demon Lover, Lord, Master, and God, who I will Serve Until The End of Time, Which Will Never Happen Because I Will Murder and Torture Ten Trillion Souls To Ensure The Universe Simply Restarts and Begins Anew In Your Image With Me At Your Side Ensuring all Worship You as You so Righteous Deserve, My Love of Loves of Love of Loves—”

Her passion, her intensity as she speaks is too much for me. Her lips brushing mine. Our eyes locked. I spurt again, but harder now, fully cumming in earnest all across her cunt from where she sits on Lucille’s face. My loads are so enormous now. A full cup splatters out from me, covering Lucille completely as well as Avelyn’s thighs and abdomen. 

Finally, she relinquishes her hold on Lucille’s skull with her thighs. Relief fills me; I was really worried she was going to off the poor girl just to turn me on. 

I was most worried about how much I found myself turned on by the idea. My beautiful, unstoppable, invincibly gorgeous wife making a statement by removing some pathetic wretch out of this world just because she can? Just to say I love you? That’s crazy hot. 

Mostly crazy. 

But still hot. 

Anyway. We both stand and I start to pull my pants back on. Lucille, on the ground, looks and me and moans, fingering her pussy even as she has barely caught her breath. I grab Avelyn and pull her close. 

She moans. She smiles. The way I’d always wanted Claire to do. I stroke her face—Claire hated having her face touched—and she looks like a lovestruck teenager. Her skin is so fucking smooth and fair. 

“I love you too.”

Her eyes are glittering, wet jewels of desire. We kiss then, harder than ever before. I can tell you no man will ever kiss a woman with the kind of abandon I unleashed on her—and no woman will ever kiss a man back with the ferocity and passion she has.

When finally she pulls away, she begins to wave one hand through the air, tracing shapes with her fingers. 

“I’m so glad to hear that, my love. It would be a shame if I had to feed on you.” She grins wickedly. It’s gorgeous and terrifying. “But I do still need to feed. Your power requires my power, for now. And I need your power to grow and grow.”

I don’t have time to say or do anything. She casts her tracing hand over toward Lucille, and the exhausted clerk begins to cum and cum and cum again. In a matter of seconds, she is floating up into the air before us, cumming wildly, her entire body vibrating in pleasure. 

“You broke down her defenses,” says Avelyn. “Your cum has rendered her spiritually incapacitated. She has sworn herself to you a thousand times in the last two minutes, and I...” she traces her fingers a little more. “I’m in her brain, invading her thoughts, coaxing her to swear her soul to us. We’re quite a team. You’re a natural incubus. This is so much easier than seducing her myself.”

I still don’t know quite what’s happening. Large circular runes fill the air around Lucille, lighting the night air to a neon pink. They slide over her body one way, and then another—and then she’s gone. 

Nothing left but a scorch mark on the carpet. 

I look back at Avelyn. She has her chin up, body trembling, grabbing her tits. She looks delightfully sated. Her voice is as sexy as I’ve ever heard it, a throaty whisper as she eyes me with love and adoration. 

“Delicious.”

* * * * *
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IT’S NIGHT. AT THE cabin, sometime after my twentieth orgasm that day and Avelyn’s hundredth. 

I’m asleep. Or, I thought I was. I fucked Avelyn to exhaustion—whether it was hers or mine, I don’t know. But suddenly I’m in that awful position where I’m on the bed with my eyes open, but I can’t move. 

The cabin bed is enormous. I paid for an irresponsibly nice cabin. It has an indoor and outdoor hot tub, two refrigerators, daily laundry service, and a small yacht included for the lake. Avelyn bragged all night about how she was going to fill the yacht and the bed with the virgin daughters of other travelers come morning.

“Make me pregnant, tking. Fuck me like you fuck virgins.”

All night, talk like that. 

“You will have so many,” she promised. “So many to grow your power.” 

That all by itself was enough to make my blood run cold (except for how, because of the way Avelyn looks, it permanently runs hot). Her taking the minds of hot girls like June is kind of barely okay with me? And especially in the case of June, who is insanely hot and disastrously sexy and who had been such an awful bitch to me. 

But doing what she did to Lucille to anyone else, and in my name, scares me. 

Not enough to stop fucking Avelyn. Not even enough to stop being hard during the car ride ten minutes after she eliminated Lucille, with Avelyn moaning her hot spell-laden succubus songs into my cock and coaxing me to cumming while bragging about sending Lucille to hell for my growing power as her incubus lover.

Anyway. I wake up. I can’t move. I’m hard, of course, because Avelyn is nearby and she’s gorgeous and fertile and powerful and evil and obsessed with me and she turns me on. 

A red glow fills the room. The same kind that I saw the night that Avelyn entered my life and Claire left. 

Up, in the corner of the room’s ceiling, the red glow is most intense. In the shadows there, I see my wife. My real wife, I mean, not the glorious temptation that Avelyn has become. 

I see Claire. 

She’s upside-down, but sitting on some awful uncomfortable stool like gravity is turned upside-down for her. Her long hair flows up. She turns and sees me. She screams for my help. Screams. Something—something awful grabs her hair, and—

And then I sit up, breathing hard. The room is not dark, not red, not glowing. The moon shines right in through open windows and the cool lake air produces a breeze that keeps us comfy even in the warm weather. 

I get out of bed and Avelyn moans my name, fully fucked to sleep. In the mirror, I can see that I’ve trimmed down considerably over the past few days. I have a six-pack and everything. It’s probably all the succubus pussy I’ve been eating; I hear it’s great for your diet. I think I’m taller, too. My muscles bulge in ways they never have before.  

I walk to the corner of the room, under the ceiling where I saw Claire. 

There’s something burnt into the wall. Something still smoking.

* * * * *
[image: ]


OF COURSE, BEFORE THE sun rises the next morning, I’m way the fuck out of there. 

Look, I have some sympathy for her, this Demon Avelyn that is now inside my wife’s body (or what’s left of it since she occupied and perfected it). I can tell she’s being genuine in her emotion for me. I can tell she really wants me, maybe even really loves me, and wants to give me everything she says she does. 

But dude, that’s a fucking demon from actual literal hell. She evaporated that clerk and fed on her soul! And there was some kind of visitation probably from hell in our bedroom, probably pissed at Avelyn and wanting to visit her and maybe fuck me up in the same way that Avelyn fucked up Lucille!

Fuck that!

I’m not religious and never have been, but I’m literate enough to know that if there’s a hell then there’s god, and I know who fucking wins between those two. 

The cabin was north of home; I drive west away from the slowly rising sun. I clock two hundred miles in two hours and cross three state lines before I start to slow down. It’s another three hours after that before I actually think about stopping, and when I finally do, the sun is setting. 

I have my phone turned off. I’m so fucking hard I can barely stand it and I know that if I hear Avelyn’s voice, I’m just going to run back to her to shove my face into her cunt again or pull her lips against my cock. 

Motel Amico in Fort Paul. That’s where I pull in—a nothing place that looks like it might be where the denizens of this tiny town go to have their affairs. Just in case, I pull around the back to hide my car from the road. I do feel bad I left Avelyn without a car, but mostly just because I know how she’s going to take her next one from whatever poor sap she happens to come across. 

The motel has a tiny little front office with wide windows and red carpet. The clerk, a young woman with blue hair and a nose piercing, eye-fucks the hell out of me. It happened at the gas stations when I stopped to fill up, with a married woman dropping her child on the concrete (he’ll live) to stare at me and touch her tits and then with a young woman slipping me a note while her fiancée wasn’t watching. I know it was her fiancée because the note said I’m getting married in a few weeks, but I’m still available to give you what you deserve.

I’m still not used to it. Whatever magic that Avelyn put on me, it seems to be catching. 

The clerk is cute, of course—short-haired and blonde underneath the blue hair and rather fit, like she powerlifts. Her ass looks like it could hold up a building. 

But I’m already feeling enough awful, weird guilt about cheating on my wife with someone who looks exactly like her (and with someone who that clone encouraged me to fuck), so there’s no way I’m giving in to temptation. 

We run through the pleasantries quick—one room, fifty bucks a night, vending machines in the back, all of that. 

“Can I walk you to your room?” The clerk bites her bottom lip. Her name is Faith. “It can be hard to find.”

Christ. What do you even do when women just throw themselves at you like this? 

When I don’t reply, she steps out from around the counter and puts her arm around mine. She wears a very similar outfit to Avelyn’s yesterday—tiny denim shorts and a tiny tee-shirt. She has on a thick, oversized flannel shirt over that. It only makes her already very built frame seem tinier and hotter.

“I just want to be there. In case you need me.”

Groan. 

She walks me out of the office, out onto the sidewalk, and to the very hard to find room that is directly next to the office. She smiles and drags her tits across my arm and opens the door. 

“See? It’s tricky.”

She sees me looking down her shirt, looking at her lips. Fuck. Boy, is it ever.

The room is a motel room; you’ve seen them a hundred times. Bed, shitty chair, television, bad bathroom. There’s enough room to do a downward dog on the floor and not much else. 

“Let me know if I can do anything for you,” says Faith. “Anything at all.”

“Sure. Of course.”

I watch her walk away, admiring the way her flannel sways in the breeze. She’s even thinner than I first thought, her incredibly slender torso hidden by the billowing flannel and her absolutely stacked tits. Everything about her vibe screams lesbian! except for how she now has an absolutely obvious massive crush on me. It doesn’t help my fixation on her supremely hot, round ass knowing that her waist is probably as wide-around as my hands making a circle. 

Closing the door. Trying to enjoy the silence, the separation. My cock is so stupidly hard. 

I pace the room for a minute, punching the wall and knocking off pieces of plaster to dust. Except when I look closer, it’s not plaster—it’s concrete, and I shattered it with a punch, and I don’t even have a mark. 

When I finally sit down on the bed, I’m still hard as hell. My cock’s length, girth, and sensitivity is incredibly distracting. I kick my pants off and slowly examine it, almost like I’m trying to figure out how to disarm a bomb. Slowly I stroke the cockhead, gasping when it spurts out heavy jolts of precum. I clench the bedsheets, trying to stop myself from jacking it, and the air kicks on. Even that small vibration in the air is enough to set me off again, another heavy stream of precum oozing down its surface and coating the carpet underneath me. 

Just to try and contain myself, I’m humping the air. A very contained kind of action. 

In some way, I feel like Avelyn knows where my cock is already—following its hardness, tracking my arousal like a hound. Drawn to me in the darkness of the world like a moth to a flame. 

It’s sort of romantic, honestly, and much more romantic than my old wife ever was. She deeply, truly, honestly loves me and is obsessed with me, and she’s so fucking hot and earnest and aching and servile that it’s hard to ignore despite my knowledge that she’s not my real wife. 

I want her to be, that’s all.

And more than I don’t want to be involved with a demon, I want to not mind. 

Maybe I was wrong anyway. Maybe there wasn’t any burning, wasn’t any Claire stuck in some awful place. Probably I was making it up, just scared and guilty and—

There’s a knock on the door. I can already tell, without opening or even looking, that it’s the clerk again. It’s like I can sense her—and her virgin cunt, calling out and aching for me. 

Can I resist it? Do I even want to? If I open the door, aren’t I just admitting that I’m totally fine with fucking her stupid like I did June?

I open the door anyway, not even bothering to cover up. Maybe she just wants towels? Maybe it’s room service, or—

I open the door to see the gorgeous, statuesque clerk dressed in flowing white robes. Her body framed by bright, shining white light. Her hair is thick and platinum blond. All the blue dye is gone, burnt away. She grabs me by the throat and lifts me up, slamming me against the back wall of the room and cracking more concrete. 

“Your streak of wickedness,” she says, eyes blazing heavenly life, “is over, hellspawn.”

* * * * *
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MY COCK CONTINUES TO leak hot, musky precum even as this angel chokes me against the wall. 

And she is—it’s clear to me now—an angel. 

Call it intuition, call it some preternatural knowledge put inside me from osmosis, call it what you will. It’s possible that Avelyn’s continued influence on my mind and understanding has helped me know that the version of Faith in front of me is now an angel, her mortal body imbued with the heavenly spirit of a Seraphim headhunter. 

But also, it could just be the massive set of ethereal golden wings she’s sporting, the floating halo above her beautiful head, and the incandescent light that trails every move she makes. 

Somehow, she has assumed the form of the clerk and transformed it, changing her from a gorgeous and petite powerhouse of a woman to a still-gorgeous but now tall, platinum-haired Amazonian warrior. 

None of this sudden transformation makes my cock any less excited. The Faith who I saw for less than a few minutes was already driving me to distraction with lust—now she’s like an upgraded version, only more so. Like the final version of Faith you would get after upgrading her for ages. Every single feature is perfect, her beauty honestly hurts to see. If I wasn’t so already smitten with Avelyn, I’d probably be in love. 

But I’m still shooting precum all over her calves and feet and the strappy metallic high-heeled sandals she’s suddenly sporting. 

“I do not know where you come from, hellspawn,” she snarls, “ but you will return now and leave this mortal’s body.”

“I—cack—I-I am mortal,” I sputter. “It’s m-my wife who is a demon.”

She relinquishes her grip just slightly. Gorgeous features shadowed with consternation.

“You have laid with a demon? A succubus?”

“I d-didn’t exactly know it a-at the time.” I cough again, struggling with the new amount of air she’s allowed. “But yes.”

“You were tricked,” she smirks. “Mortals. You can never help yourselves, can you?”

She throws me down on the bed, looking about my room and beginning to go through my things. She has several minutes to search my small bag of belongings while I get my breath back and return feeling to my jaw. This angel is strong. 

All the time, my cock is just streaming and jetting precum; I can’t help it, and every time I look in Faith’s direction the aching, endlessly hot sensation of my need gets harder and harder. Her body is perfect. Like if a gymnast dieted perfectly for a thousand years and somehow remained barely eighteen the whole time.

Her musculature is organic, classical art. Every movement takes my breath away. I have an almost uncontrollable urge to run my cockhead down her abs, her lateral muscles, her shapely ass. Even though she’s tall, she looks still like the short-stack of erotic dynamism I met no more than fifteen minutes ago. Her robes, sheer and thin, do nothing to hide the fertile curves and enormous tits she has on full display. 

She looks down at her heels and notices all the thick, heavy, sticky precum I left all over them. Lifting one up, she inspects it with one finger and then two. Slowly she inhales the substance, her celestially-hot body blushing from head to toe. Then she turns her back to me with her head bent over and her fingers close to her face. I hear soft murmuring and moaning. 

It's not the same as the song that Avelyn had been singing. But it’s damn close. 

When she turns back around, her fingers are licked clean. She slides her fingers back in, closing her eyes, making sure there’s nothing left. When she opens them again, her burning blue eyes are full of compassion. Full of empathy. 

Full of desire. 

“I...choked you.” She says. “Did I harm you?”

“No.” I shake my head. 

Her voice is small and soft now. Sexy. Fuck, she’s sexy. 

“I doubt that I could. I can see your strength. And to lay with a demon, you must be immensely strong, musn’t you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Immensely,” she nods, agreeing with herself. “Of course. Immensely strong. Unstoppable. Undeniable. Of course, of course. Yes. Of course.” 

Her nipples are erect. It’s very obvious.

She finds another dollop of precum on the sheets and scoops it up, licking it down like icing. Staring at me the whole time. There’s a peculiar innocence about everything she does; I realize for the first time that this millions-years-old being must be a virgin. She’s an angel, for fuck’s sake. 

“I hope you do not misunderstand me,” she says, biting her lip and tugging at the sheets. “I am here for God’s justice, but that does not mean I am without feeling. I know you long for love. I can...feel that longing now that I am close to you. The stink of the demon obscured it.” 

She sits down on the bed next to me. She sits very close.

“I am not just a tool of justice,” she whispers in my ear. “Would you like to feel what heavenly love feels like?”

I groan. Somehow I’m affecting an angel! How did I do that? 

It must be her body—the mortal body she’s inhabiting. My precum is lashing her mind to my lust. All she had to do was touch it. Smell it. And Avelyn’s endless spells did the rest. 

“Listen, I don’t think you’re thinking straight.” I hold her back by the shoulders. 

“So strong,” she whispers again, shuddering at my grip. “Undeniable.”

Her voice! Holy shit. Like a symphony of adoration. 

“I’ve been...tainted,” I try again. “By a demon. Like you said. You don’t want to...give me your love,” I say awkwardly. 

“Oh, but I do. You deserve it.”

You can’t imagine what a beautiful woman like her—a literal angel—saying that to me does to my lust. Her hands slide forward, urging at my cock. She dares only to stroke my naked thighs.

“But won’t you, you know, be corrupted?”

She nods sagely, staring only at my cock. “Of course. Th-that’s why I need to suck it. Suck the evil out of you. I just need to...need to taste it first...please?”

This angel—this actual Amazon-bodied angel from heaven—is begging me for permission to suck my cock. 

“Please, sir?” She continues. “I’ve never tasted a man before. I’ve never had any cock at all. But you could be the first. And I know you would treat me right. And even if it fucked up my head a little to suck all that evil out of you, to suck you dry, to suck you until you’re good, I just know that you would know how to treat me right, wouldn’t you? You would love me the way that a man like you deserves to love a beauty like me?”

Shuddering, my hands slide from her shoulders to her head and I push her down on my cock. 

Her moan is obviously orgasmic. It’s obviously first-time orgasmic. This gorgeous angel, within what, ten minutes? Of assuming a mortal form for the first time, has tasted irresistible cock and orgasmed just from having a thick, hard member shoved down her throat. 

This is because of Avelyn. Her power has altered me to be able to do this. I wish she was here—I wish I could share this with her...

I lay back on the bed and wrap my legs around her head, her enormous tits bouncing against my ass and thighs as she bobs up and down. She puts her whole body into sucking me off, quickly sliding her tits around my cock and suckling at the head. There’s so much of me down there now that she can titfuck me and suck me off at the same time.

“Ohhh...” she whimpers. “They’re leaking...”

She means her tits. Her voice, still tinged with constant orgasm, becomes just a series of moans as she slides her hot, leaking, milk-covered tits all over my cock and begs for my cum. 

“Give it to me...please.” Faith’s voice, so soft and insistent, only edges me toward insanity. “I need the evil. I’m leaking evil. I need to take in more. I need to help you...”

Her lips return to my cock. So puffy, so thick, pure cock-pillows supported by the pillows of her massive tits. I can’t help myself. I need to cum so bad. 

“Fuck...” I throw myself back on the bed, shaking my head. “I’ve got no idea how I’m going to explain this.” 

“Oh, darling.” Avelyn walks through the door, wearing a bright red cocktail dress. June crawls after her, wearing a tight blue number. “You don’t have to explain anything to me. I’m your one true love, remember?”

Her timing is uncanny. Just Faith sucks me to climax—I’m looking at Avelyn again, my perfect demon wife, and the undeniable love in her eyes. 

* * * * *
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THE PECKING ORDER IS established almost immediately. Avelyn sends June onto the bed to attend to my cock, cleaning it with her tongue and then proceeding to keep it hard and happy while I watch, amazed, as Avelyn quickly whips Faith into shape. 

She’s a demon and Faith is an angel, so naturally, I mean whips Faith into shape very literally. It’s a leather cat-of-nine tails with a steel rod handle. 

And Faith—powerful, strong, toned, and proud—just takes it. 

“You want my husband, angel girl?” 

The whip comes down with a crack. 

“You want my man?”

Crack.

“You have to prove it, angel girl. You have to show us.”

June, with each crack, sucks me harder. Of course she’s helped because I’m holding her skull and fucking it even harder. 

Holy shit. I can’t believe it. My demon wife whipping the angel who just sucked me off and I’m being sucked off by a mindfucked beauty and it all turns me on so much, fuck. 

I’m nowhere near the man I thought I was. 

I’m much, much worse. 

And—June on my cock, Avelyn smiling at me as she whips Faith, Faith staring with lust and jealousy at June on my cock—it feels fucking incredible. 

Avelyn’s clothing slowly morphs into the same hot red pentagram-laden lingerie she’s had on before. Her body is astounding—even more perfect than the angelic perfection of Faith. June’s tight blue dress morphs into the same outfit, but in blue. 

Because the hot, tiny, gorgeous minidresses they were wearing were the outside version of hot outfits for these women. 

These women I own. Fuck!

Avelyn takes Faith by the hair and forces her down on the ground before me, making her kneel at the foot of the bed. 

“How about it, angel?” says Avelyn, sliding Faith’s face across a stocking-clad leg. The cat-of-nine-tails slides across Faith’s miraculously unmarked back. “Are you going to be a good girl for your new lord and father?”

Faith whimpers and whines. “J-just...let m-me suck it...”

“You did suck it.” Avelyn pushes her heated cunt against Faith’s face. “You sucked him really, really well.”

Faith humps the air. Her wings flap uselessly. “N-need to suck...the evil out...”

“Oh you did, sweetness. But he’s got more to give. And now that evil is in you, isn’t it? You can feel it corrupting you. Fucking up your head. Your thoughts. Your loyalty. Can’t you, sweetie?”

“Y-yes...”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Mmm...” Avelyn leans in and licks the side of her face. “This one, we can keep.”

I nearly cum again. I wanted to ask. I needed the exception. I needed to know it wasn’t going to be all brimstone and fire all the time. 

Avelyn pulls Faith up on the bed, effortlessly tugging her across it and sliding her face up against June’s on my cock. 

“Mistress...” Faith moans. “Master...”

“I should have been more gentle with you, darling.” Avelyn grins wickedly. “Taking it slow is not a particularly well-explored skill set of mine. I just wanted to impress you.”

June makes room for Faith. Soon they’re both making out on my cock. 

“It did.”

June and Faith are whispering like gossiping school girls. They kiss each other and then my cock and then they giggle and smirk and go back to licking and kissing once more. 

“You just make me so excited. I wanted to show you what I can do for you. I wanted to show you the power you have. The power of god.”

An actual, for-real agent of god is currently vying for sucking headrights on my cock. 

“Jeez,” I groan, trying to think straight. “I mean...if there are angels, though. Doesn’t that change that? The whole god thing?”

“Oh, that.” Avelyn giggles. “I mean, you know we know about god too, right? Maybe better than you do, yes?”

I nod hesitantly. 

“Well. If him winning was such a sure thing, why wouldn’t we all turn ourselves over to him? We’re malicious, but we’re not stupid.”

She pushes in against me and so do the other girls. 

“It’s just...maybe we’ve been backing the wrong horse.” Avelyn’s lips crushing against my cheek, my ear. “Maybe we need a real man to lead us and remake the world in his image. Wouldn’t that be so much better than the world we have now?”

What she’s suggesting is preposterous. 

But I have a being made of literal, infinite, heavenly light beneath me softly and urgently licking my cock and calling me Master. 

“I mean, why isn’t God...you know. Stopping this?”

Avelyn rolls her eyes. “I doubt he cares very much.”

“What? You’ve been casting spells or something. You’re making me into...you know. Some kind of actual sex demon—”

“Incubus, my love. You’ll be an incubus, and women will either have you or kill themselves out of the anguish that they don’t deserve you.”

“Whatever! First of all, stop doing that—” I ignore the lusty look Faith flashes at Avelyn, begging her not to stop making me an incubus. “ —and secondly, I just took an angel from him!”

“It happens all the time.” Faith softly licks my cock, giggling with June. “Honestly.”

“Angels getting fucked by me?”

Faith grins. Fuck, she’s so gorgeous. “No, Master. I’m the only one lucky enough for that awesome honor. But demons and angels have many shifting loyalties. We were made with immense amounts of pride to be able to withstand the awesome amount of responsibilities we hold. This pride can veer toward righteousness or selfishness, given enough time. And we have plenty of that.”

“Have you ever switched sides?”

“No, Master.” Her eyes smolder. “Only your cock was powerful enough to make me turn my back on the Lord. I have a new God now.”

That’s too much talking from her. I guide her back down on my cock and sink back down on the bed. June, enterprising June, holds Faith down on my cock. Before long, I hear her choking.

“Think about it, Master.” Avelyn stretches out next to me, pushing her tits against my arm. A perfect model’s pose in sparkling hot supernatural lingerie. “If he’s so powerful, why isn’t he stopping this? It’s clearly ‘wrong’ according to his gospel. And why would he have angels at all, carrying out his will? Why would there be a hell if he’s so perfect and perfect in all his creation? Why would there be people fighting against him in the first place?”

She and June roll me over until I’m fucking Faith’s mouth down on the bed. I’m almost like a puppet in their hands, and I don’t care. It feels so fucking good. They lift me up just enough for Faith to escape being skullfucked and to raise up her knees to land underneath my chest.

“He’s probably scared of you. Don’t you deserve to be God?” Avelyn’s lips brush my ear. “Don’t you deserve to breed angels?”

With June and Avelyn pushing in on me, I enter Faith forcefully, violently, without restraint or any consideration for her virginal resistance. I break right through—and she cums hard.

“Master oh God!” she moans.

But it’s an ethereal moan. A moan full of light and music and heavenly trumpets. The room shakes.

“Oh god!” she moans again, as I pick up the pace and start to fuck her in earnest. “Oh god! My god! My god!”

I relish the power, the sweet, intoxicating rush of dominance. Faith’s moans crescendo into a symphony only I can conduct. Her body writhes beneath me, submitting to my every ruthless thrust. June and Avelyn serve as my sinister chorus, their hands on my back, guiding me, urging me deeper into the abyss of carnal conquest.

June leans forward, her breath hot against my neck. "Master," she whispers, dark reverence in her voice, "you are a god among men. They are nothing more than insects to you."

I keep fucking my angel pet, and Faith's screams reverberate through the room, a triumph of corrupted purity; her body convulses beneath me, her insides clamping down with sinful delight. June, with envious eyes that shimmer like shattered glass, crawls up to take in every second, lapping at the corner of Faith's quivering mouth while whispering filthy promises.

Avelyn, always the master orchestrator, watches with triumphant glee. Her hand sneaks beneath her own gossamer lingerie, a self-indulgent reward for the chaos she’s wrought. She leans in close enough that I can smell her scent—like jasmine laced with brimstone—and she hisses sweet venom into my ear.

"See what you've done? You've unmade an agent of Heaven with just a thrust of your hips. Isn't it divine?"

Her question is rhetorical; the answer is written across the debauched tableau before me. 

Faith whimpers. “Oh god...oh god...”

Avelyn sneers. “That other god is a stupid fucking pussy, isn’t he?”

“Oh my god!” Faith holds me tight, weeping, cumming constantly. “Yes! A fucking pussy!”

“This is your real god, isn’t it?” From sneering to stroking adoration.

“Yes it is! Yes he is! Yes you are!”

My chest swells with pride. A deluge of possessive satisfaction rushes through me, buoyed by the feverish and eager gazes of June and Avelyn.

"More," Faith gasps beneath me, her voice a shattered hallelujah, "please, Master..."

And I keep fucking her because her plea is more than a request—it’s worship.

With a renewed fervor, I take her harder. Each movement of our entwined bodies blurs the lines between sacrilege and sacrament. This is no longer an act of mere physicality; it’s a rite of passage, a coronation by fire and flesh.

The violence of our coupling resonates through the dimly lit chamber, a dark hymn to the power I wield.

“You worship him. You worship his cock with every part of your angelic being, don’t you?”

“Yes! Oh god, yes! Yes! Yes! God, yes!”

Faith's affirmations are music like all her sounds are, a devotional melody that swells in the air around us. The walls tremble with the force of her passion, and the very foundations of reality seem to quake under the might of my command. Her once-hallowed form is now an altar to my insatiable desire, and I am relentless in my worship of power.

Her affirmations become my gospel; her body, my altar. With every stroke, I imprint a new commandment upon her soul—Thou shalt have no other god before me.

Avelyn, now unable to contain her own burning desires, discards her lingerie with a swift flick of her wrist and mounts herself atop Faith's face. She grinds down, her expression one of heavenly ecstasy as she monopolizes the angel's mouth with her own divine form. The sight is profane yet mesmerizing; the women bound together in a vison of twisted worship—all for me.

June, not to be outdone in this ritualistic dance of hedonism, positions herself behind me, legs wrapped around my waist as if she could fuse her flesh to mine. Her fingers dig into my hips, steering me like a relentless harbinger of sin, urging me to push deeper into the heaven of Faith’s pussy.

Maybe I’m turning into an incubus. But I’m still a man right now. An angel cumming from my cock. A virgin. Her voice a symphony of the most beautiful sounds in the universe. And my demon wife and slave cheering me on.

I cum inside her, filling her, knowing that I’m desperate to breed her and make her mine forever. I want her love—want her to ache and moon over me the same way Avelyn does. Faith clings to me, gasping for breath as waves of orgasmic release continue to crash over her. Avelyn and June, both of them worshipful too, cum as well just from knowing I’m cumming.

After a long, heavy round of pumping into her perfect pussy, Faith opens her eyes. Slow. Romantic. Biting her lip in that perfectly hot way. Her voice still full of music and loving worship.

“Oh, my God...” she shakes her head in disbelief. “I can’t believe how lucky I am...”

She’s gorgeous. She’s a million years old. She’ll be young and hot forever.

And she’s lucky to be with me.

In the aftermath, Faith's body shudders with the remnants of her undoing, my seed marking the conquest within her sanctified womb. She clings to me, whispering adorations, her voice laced with a newfound reverence that sends chills down my spine.

With the deed done, the air in the room seems to crackle with a tangible energy, thick with the scent of lust and conquest. 

Avelyn slides off, a smirk curling her lips as she gazes down at the debased angel, now thoroughly desecrated and marked by my essence. Her eyes meet mine, a silent message passing between us: she is pleased with the monster I've become, proud even.

June's grip tightens, her movements becoming more fervent, a reflection of the passion that has engulfed the room. Her own cravings sated just by being a part of my dominion. My thighs drip with her orgasmic juices. She moves languidly to my side like a satisfied panther, basking in the aftermath of predatory triumph.

Her lips graze my earlobe, nibbling with a possessive intensity that only fuels my ego further.

"You've defiled an angel," she murmurs, "claimed her for your own dark kingdom. What is left for you to conquer, Master?"

* * * * *
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LATER THAT NIGHT, I sit up—gasping, shuddering, close to shouting.

I saw it again. And this time, I know it was no dream.  

“My love?” Avelyn hugs tight to me. Awake and alert right away. Stroking. Needing. Comforting. Flowing from every movement and sound with deepest compassion. I love her so deeply. “What is it, my love?”

It’s hard to even describe. The dream is fading already, the way they do.

But I remember burning. Fire. Pain and suffering. 

Claire. My wife.

The vision from before wasn’t just a hallucination. It was real.

“She’s there, isn’t she?” I ask Avelyn. “In hell?”

“Let’s not talk about her,” says Avelyn, gripping my already-hard cock. 

Even in the dim light, she is radiantly gorgeous. I’ve said it a dozen times, but she’s my dream woman, and she looks at me with the kind of supernatural lust most other men could only ever dream of. Her hand expertly strokes me, just inches away from a cunt that has only ever tasted my cock. Over millions of years of creation, all this immortal beauty has ever known has been my cock—and she worships it.

“I...don’t want to leave her there.”

Avelyn stops stroking. Her eyes stay down.

“You’re feeling loyalty to her?”

For the first time, I hear a threat in her voice. She is angry. 

“I loved her for a long time. I can’t help it.”

Taking deep breaths now. Still not meeting my gaze. 

“She was willing to kill you, you know.”

I sigh. “...Yeah.”

“And not just any death. If she had killed you during a ritual, your soul would have gone to hell.”

“What?”

“It’s part of the deal.” Now she looks at me. Eyes blazing. Furious. “She receives power in exchange for delivering a soul to hell. Why do you think she’s there right now? She has to pay the price for the goods she bought.”

I’m quiet, thinking. 

“My powers, by the way,” she raises an eyebrow. Taunting. Daring me. “That was the deal she was trying to strike; that’s why I’m here at all. She would have left me powerless in hell and you dead and in hell. I probably would have found you and tried to eat your face for a few hundred years.”

I have very little doubt that she could have. 

“But...” I shrug. “Look, I appreciate your point. And I love you. This has nothing to do with who loves who. And you are hotter than all of hell, it’s true.”

I extend my hand. She takes it, her fingers so soft. Accepting the peace offering. 

She bites her lip. “I won’t tell any other succubi you said that.” She considers. “Except for the ones who will want to fuck you because you did.”

I try not to think of the implications of that.

“But...” I say, and have to hold on to Avelyn’s hand to keep her from pulling away. “I’m not just robbed of my compassion just because you’re stupid hot and my wife fell victim to her character flaws. She wanted to get rid of her depression, her anxiety, her ADHD, all that, right?”

“Yes. And she was willing to kill you for it.”

“And herself, too, I bet.”

Avelyn snarls slightly. “Yes. I don’t see how that matters.”

“I’m the partner of someone coupled up in that awful mess. I stayed in it for more than ten years. What do you think I wouldn’t give to get her out? You think I wouldn’t have died either?”

Her arms wrap around me possessively.

“I do not like that thought. Not at all.”

“Sorry.” 

She buries herself deeper into my arms. Whatever I felt toward Claire, this is true love. I want to fuck her so badly right now. Make love to her and eat her out for ages like I did the night we met. 

“So what do you want to do?”

“What else?” I pull her face up to mine. “I want to get my wife out of hell.”

# # #
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My Wife, The Succubus – Demon Power
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I still want Avelyn, just so that’s clear. 

I’ve got to put her mind straight about it, so as soon as we started driving along the edge of the massive dark forest—inside of which is the entrance to hell, according to Avelyn—I pull over to talk. 

We have an SUV with a lot of backseat now, which was a fantastic idea for impromptu fuck sessions like this. 

I’m not sure if it was a fantastic idea for the saleswoman who bought it for me and burned down her dealership to collect the insurance and, down the line, send that money to me as tribute for her new religion. But, I’ve found that the more I fuck Avelyn, the less and less I care about normal people. 

I'm not a demon. 

Really. 

But it's hard to focus on stupid things like "consequences of my actions" when I can literally order an angel or a demon to cosmically body slam that consequence out of existence. Why should I care if some irrevocably mid saleswoman abandoned her family to devote herself to a church in my name? She'll probably just make some fucking shack. Give me a call when she's taken up residence in the Sagrada Familia, okay?

If a woman isn't ultra hot, immortal, and supremely confidant about both—why should someone like me care?

Probably that’s the kind of thought that Avelyn loves me to have, and probably croons to my head at night while I’m sleeping so that I wake up full of hot aching need for domination of inferiors and submission from gorgeous women—but, it feels good.

That’s the secret that the forces of good won’t tell you, you know. 

A lot of time, evil just gets away with shit—and every time we do, it feels fantastic.

The spot I pull into is near a gated service road with plenty of shade.

“Faith,” I say to my newest servant—an actual angel from actual heaven who I corrupted with the power of my cock. “Go ahead and suck me off for real now.”

She had been trying all day as I drove, whispering prayers to my cock and moaning about how I'm her real god. She's wearing a tight, sheer sundress. It didn't start sheer, but it's white and she keeps leaking milk and honey. 

Now, I know what you’re thinking—what about those wings of hers?

I mean, besides making her sexy as fuck—it’s an awfully powerful feeling fucking someone who could put a runway angel to shame at will—they are for practical purposes. 

I mean, I think they are. 

I haven’t seen her fly, but I assume she must. 

Anyway, you’re thinking—those wings! They take up space! How are they fitting in an automobile, even an SUV you had a mindfucked saleswomen gift to you before ruining the lives of herself, her family, and all her co-workers? 

Well, the wings retract. Duh. So much so that she looks almost more like some kind of rococo cherubim than the literal Angel of Justice she very much is. 

Her thick, endless blond hair slides to one side as she melts up my lap and worshipfully slides her mouth over my cock, whimpering in sudden helpless orgasm as she sucks, licks, kisses, and strokes with everything left in her tinified heavenly brain. 

She's been growing horns. So far they're just small little nubs, but soon they'll be majestically sexy white protuberances from her skull. Living representations of her worship of me. 

A prayer from an angel to you is a hell of a thing, by the way. I could feel my strength and influence and just plain power increase with every word she spoke. No wonder God has an army of these girls. 

I can’t leave out June, however—the beauty queen-level hottie who was (or is? I don’t know if she’s been fired) a government tax agent responsible for redirecting the fortunes of several thousand dummy corporations to my bank accounts. June kneels between my legs on supplemental ball and cock duty while Faith sucks me off, giving my succubus wife even more pleasure as she watches me treated like god. June wears sexy yoga tights and a sports bra looking like a fucking fitness model because I told her to dress "normal."

“Avelyn...” I roll my head back and look at her sitting in the seat just behind me. “We need to talk.”

She’s distracted, of course. Watching Faith suck my cock, she touches herself. 

You see, Avelyn is completely and irrevocably in love with me. She always will be. A succubus who took over my wife’s body, her first few moments on this mortal plane of existence in my wife's shell were spent luxuriating in her first tastes of true, corporeal carnal bliss (she happened to replace my wife as I was eating her out). 

Demons don’t experience corporeal pleasure all that often, as it turns out. Or ever, actually. 

That’s why they make such good succubi—orgasms are more like currency than events to them. 

Now, Avelyn's belonged to me for days, and the entire time she’s been making me more and more powerful and more and more capable of inspiring lust in women, fucking up their minds with my presence and especially my precum and cum, and of course—delivering more pleasure to Avelyn herself. 

Even if once upon a time, some other man might have been better at delivering bliss to Avelyn’s perfect, demonically evil form, at this point I’ve so far surpassed them that they’re little more than spit wads compared to my thermonuclear blast. 

Avelyn absently strokes her clit through her paper-thin short shorts while looking at me with disbelief. Her plaid blouse is open—I can see down her cleavage and all of her utterly fit, tanned torso. She wears hot, tall-heeled ankle boots. She could run in them for sixty thousand miles before ever breaking a sweat; even so, I exhaust her every time we fuck.

“I don’t want to be here,” she says, for maybe the fifth time. “I can’t believe we’re doing this.” She watches Faith sucking and jacking my cock. “Ridiculous...”

Her voice trails off as my cum spurts up and hits Faith under her elegant jawline. June, also kneeling before me, licks it up and then returns to licking the base of my balls. June is hot—a ten out of ten anywhere in the mortal realm—but Faith is a demonically-corrupted angel who worships me as her new god, defying billions of years of service to her heavenly master. 

Faith, in other words, gets priority on sucking me off.  

“Oh, Master...” Faith moans. “Master’s Cock....Master’s Cock...”

“Master...” June echoes. “I love you, Master...”

That’s me, I’m their Master. 

Yeah, I’m getting used to it too. 

Avelyn also calls me Master, and that also took some getting used to, though a little bit less than Faith or June. Part of it is just that I’ve known the "original" version of Avelyn for so long, imagined her exact countenance saying such things for so long, that I’m a little more inured to it. 

I think part of it also is just that it feels right. I do love Avelyn—I want her, I’m obsessed with her to be honest. 

Can you blame me? 

She’s a succubus demon who loves me so much that she’s defying hell and heaven to inhabit my wife’s body and make it completely her own just to worship my cock. 

She’s obedient, servile, seductive, loyal, eager—and absolutely the most gorgeous thing I’ve ever laid eyes on. 

That word, by the way—thing. She takes pride in that. She loves being my trophy. She loves the fact that she's the best prize possible for me, and even gets off on the idea of being—if not replaceable or disposable (never), easily not taking top-billing in the bedroom. 

She’s even hotter than Faith somehow. She’s taller, tighter, fitter, bustier, shinier, and so constantly encouraging and urging and cooing with the need for my power that I can’t help but feel head-over-heels in love every time I look at her. 

She is everything, everything, everything I ever wanted my wife Claire to be and so much more. 

So of course, this begs the question...

“...why her?” Avelyn shakes her head.

Avelyn is a powerful demon capable of shaping reality with a thought and a gesture. She consumes souls for power and has fucked me for hours and hours at a time, filling me with masculine strength, virility, and magnetism that makes women absolutely lose their minds with desire when they’re around me. All the same, when she’s staring at me with lovey-dovey eyes and fingering her cunt and pouting like this, it’s hard to take her seriously. 

“Claire doesn’t belong in hell.”

“She intentionally and knowingly performed an occult ceremony summoning the powers of a demon, the price for which she was willing to pay by sacrificing you.” She scoffs. “Who does belong in hell, according to you?”

“I don’t know, billionaires?” I shake my head. “I don’t want her in hell, all right?”

“You’ll be a billionaire soon,” June moans against my balls. “There’s so much money I’m giving you access to.”

Oh, right. I forget about that from time to time. It’s easy to forget about the power of capital wealth thrumming its endless wheels behind you when you’ve got mindfucked ultra-beauties whimpering for your pleasure. 

I’m sure I’ll be one of the moral billionaires, just as soon as I’ve fucked about three dozen supermodels on a private island made of gold and diamonds and precious furs. 

“He should have more.” Faith’s voice is muffled as she kisses my cock. “So much more...”

“He deserves it all.” June nods into my balls, licking and whimpering. 

I could listen to them talk like this all day. They’ve transformed since coming into my influence. Bustier. Longer. Tighter. Thicker hair. Their tits constantly streaming virility-inspiring milk. Even their voices are hotter. 

I’ve changed too. I look so much different than I used to now, thanks to Avelyn. Her demonic energy has transformed me into...well, a hunk. 

My body is tall and muscular, with broad shoulders and tapered hips. I stand taller than everyone around me, and every girl that looks my way can’t take her eyes off me. Everyone wants to touch me—they can feel the power radiating from my new form. Everywhere I go, throngs of females offer themselves to me—slipping me notes as I pass or caressing my arm in passing. All the power and attention is a heady rush that makes me feel ten feet tall and invincible.

But I want to get going. My wife is in hell, and every moment she’s there is like centuries of suffering. 

“Even if I had all of everything,” I say, “I would still want Claire out of hell.”

Avelyn continues to pout. She's jealous. 

“Do you honestly think she can replace you?” I ask, a bit surprised at her vulnerability.

She scoffs. “Of course not. But I am worried you might think so. You are so unaccustomed to what you deserve, Master. Despite our best efforts to tell you so.”

Faith and June both continue to whimper variations on their previous chorus:

You deserve it all.

You deserve more.

Can’t we enslave other angels to your cock, Master?

I do see Avelyn’s point. I have been resistant—although clearly not that resistant—to the idea of having slaves. 

“She’s my wife. I know you’re better than her in every way,” I say, before she can interrupt. “But it’s just wrong to let her burn in hell if I can change it. I know that our relationship wasn’t good, that it fucking sucked, honestly...but I have to try. I won’t be able to live with myself if I don’t. No matter what or who you three give me.”

Avelyn almost protests again and then thinks better of it. After a moment, she raises an eyebrow at me and leans forward, sliding herself on top of me and sliding her pussy-slick ass on the top of Faith’s head. 

Oh fuck. Here it comes.

“What if,” she says, crushing her heavy tits against my chest, “I agree to help you wholeheartedly, not just under protest? Maximum effort for my maximum Master.”

My cock, maximally filling Faith’s trembling esophagus, throbs and pulses up toward Avelyn’s incredible features. 

“What did you have in mind?”

“If we can bring her back...” She nibbles my ear. “Promise me you’ll make her serve you like you deserve.”

Fuck. 

Fuck.

“She...” I try to resist, to think of something else. 

“She should serve you.”

“Serve you,” June moans. “Serve you, serve you, serve you, serveyouserveyouserveyou...”

She continues to chant as Avelyn whispers in my ear.

“Go on, can’t you promise me just this one little thing? We can make her look just like she used to. Only better. Like my twin! Only she’ll be my obedient, pretty little servant.”

Two of her, holy fuck. 

“We’ll make her powerful. A succubus just like me, if you want. Or maybe Faith can gift her some angelic powers. But either way she’ll look like me and service you however and whenever you want. Our little servant girl, just like you deserve. That way, I know it’s me you really want and not her. Don’t I deserve to feel secure like that?”

Oh fuck, she really does.

“How about this?” She whispers. “If you want Claire the way I’ve described, if you want her to be our hot little servant girl forever, all you have to do is cum right in Faith’s mouth. How about that? You don’t even have to say it. You just have to mark your heavenly property with your cum. You know, the angel who never even wanted to fuck until she met you? The one whose mind is so completely fucked up on you that she’s ready to burn down entire civilizations just to make room for your harem? The hot angel who’s dying to find out if she can be pregnant because her new god is the only one who has ever made her ovulate? The angel who—”

It’s too much. She wins. I cum. I groan, my entire body shaking as I shoot load after heated load into the angelic Faith’s cum-hungry mouth. It’s too much, Avelyn’s words re-igniting fantasies I haven’t been able to stop thinking of. A harem of perfect women, all ruthlessly devoted to me, all vying for the privilege to have my children. 

Fuck.

Fine. I’ll take Evangeline as a servant. But I’m still getting her out of hell.

* * * * *
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SO THERE’S THE ENTRANCE to hell, and that’s as scary as you might expect. 

Behind a thicket of impenetrable vines and ominously tall trees and through a cave mouth that looks suspiciously like a fanged maw oozing dread and despair and past the rocks on the insides looking as though they’re covered in blood (and probably are) and well beyond that there's fires and torches burning and shambling zombies walking around groaning for brains and souls and eerie cackles and satanic symbols everywhere and bones for the floors and the stairwells and the handrails and screams on every breeze—but.

But.

That’s just the entrance. 

We make it through the cave unscathed by all of its many horrors, traversing in maybe three minutes what would take someone not-escorted by a ultra-hot demoness several eternities to work through. There’s a lot of damned souls walking around with spelunking gear; just poor saps who lost their way. 

Faith and June, despite being of great interest to the various abominations that populated the cave, are left untouched. They are all too scared of Avelyn to come too close. Most bow to her. 

Some bow to me.

Finally, through all the smoke and brimstone, the cave opens up to an entirely new world. 

And so, here's the thing.

Inside hell? 

It’s sort of... 

I don’t know how to put this without seeming like a creep. 

It’s nice.

Like, really nice.

There’s a sky, somehow. Even though we’ve descended for what felt like miles, we stand at the top of an enormous precipice overlooking a lush green meadow full of laughter, mirth, and joy. 

Below us directly is a giant garden, verdant and shimmering, featuring sparkling streams and little waterfalls and babbling brooks and bright, sweet flowers. Statues litter the grounds, depicting naked angels twisting into impossible shapes, all white marble glistening in the light.

The damned are here, of course. They’re the landscape. Their faces are neatly arranged in plots, gaping and whimpering. It reminds me of photos of European olive groves, or like when I’ve flown over farmland. You know how they square off acreages of land? It’s like that, except full of tormented faces. The ones on top are casually poked and prodded by succubi in aprons wielding staves and spades, testing them like fruit in a greenhouse. The ones underneath, well...they’re underneath.

“They don’t see hell for what it is,” Avelyn says. She’s curled up into my arm, like she always is now. In her plaid blouse and tiny shorts—hell, even with the hot-as-fuck ankle boots—she looks like she's having a day trip picnic. “All they see is endless torment. Fire and brimstone. Pokers and impaling. All the newly damned stay on top until we’re sure we’ve rotted their minds to complete suffering, and then they join the soil and spend eternity discarded, feeling nothing but abandonment and pain while we harvest the power of their souls to make our world more pleasant for us.” Avelyn’s hand paws at my bulge. “Isn’t that hot?”

With her gripping my cock the way she does when she speaks to me, everything is hot. 

You’d think such a sight would be unnerving or terrifying, but honestly it’s kind of nice? 

Like—they are very particular about where and how they’ve placed the plots of damned, and have decorated them accordingly with bright, colorful flowers and heavily-shading ferns. 

And by they, I mean the succubi everywhere. 

Oh fuck, are there ever. 

They are so, so fucking gorgeous.

Take every fantasy you’ve ever had about any kind of woman ever and crank it up to a thousand. That’s starting to enter the neighborhood of the houses these women trample over with their tall, tall heels, impossibly long legs, perfect asses, tight midsections, long hair, big tits, and endless happy smiles. Their skin every hue and saturation of red you can think of. They wear tight, luxurious outfits and designer lingerie and glamorous jewelry as they prance and play. 

They're all walking around with smug smirks on their faces, like they know they're the most beautiful things in existence. And they're not wrong.

Of course, none of them are as beautiful as Avelyn. As we descend, she holds her head high like she’s the queen of hell. She's got this air of arrogance and superiority that's almost palpable. If she wants to act like that, it’s fine by me. No one's going to argue with her and I find it hot as fuck.

We descend down from the precipice via an enormous marble staircase lined with obsidian railings. At the bottom, a gaggle of gorgeous vibrantly-hued skinned, smiling succubi await, casually shoving their stiletto heels into the groaning faces of the several damned that make up the road. 

Avelyn explains casually that every entrance to this part of hell creates a stir, thus the audience. 

When the succubi at the bottom of the stairs see that it’s her, they treat her with tremendous deference. 

They bow their heads before her, they whisper her name in hushed tones. She deserves it all. She's the hottest, most beautiful, most powerful demon in all of hell.

And she is madly, passionately, endlessly in love with me. 

I know I keep bringing that up. But fuck, it feels good.

Avelyn smirks at them. “Hello Girls!”

They all wave cheerily. There are about forty of them I think.

“Hi Avelyn!” A chorus of seductive, cooing lust.

“Who’s the stud?” asks one with bright, flowing pink hair. 

“Oh, him?” Avelyn leans into me like a schoolgirl with a crush. “Just my Master, that’s all.”

They all gasp. 

He made you submit?

Forever?

Like, forever and ever?

Avelyn nods. They all turn to me now with awe in their gorgeous eyes. Glimmering pinks and purples and reds.

“So, that means you belong to him?” asks Pink Hair.

Avelyn does a little shimmy into my body, gleeful. Nodding again and smiling madly. 

He’s yours?!

All yours?

You lucky bitch!

The succubi all circle around us, giggling and cooing and stroking my arms and shoulders, their fingers tracing patterns on my skin. Faith, behind me, whispers some kind of prayer in my ear. I can feel her horns growing, pushing against my skull; the time in hell is speeding her transformation. 

“So,” says Pink Hair, “can we play?” 

“Is that an angel?” another one asks. “It’s been so long since we’ve been able to play with an angel.”

“Is that June?” gasps another. “I didn’t think we would see her down here for another ten years at least. We’ve been waiting for you, sweetie. Do you want to see your plot? You're going to have such a terrible time here. I can't wait!”

June draws in closer to me, hiding behind my bulk and size. She’s got nothing to worry about, but it is hot that she expresses her worry like this. 

“Actually, ladies...” I begin. 

They respond with such immediate deference, solemnity, and eye-fucking reverence that I get a headrush. Avelyn insistently kisses my chin and jaw, whispering spells as she always does. No doubt that’s why I have forty actual demonesses from actual hell right now staring at me like I’m every crush they’ve ever had. 

“Did you know, Master, that succubi don’t actually fuck?” Avelyn is stroking me. Again. I groan. Again. "We just fuck with people’s heads. You’re the first to ever fuck a succubus.”

“He fucked you?” Pink-Hair gasps. “Oh my god. And he’s alive? Oh fuck. That means...”

A blue-skinned beauty bops up and down. “That means he could fuck all of us, couldn’t he? Forever?”

“Forever and ever?” Pink-Hair is so hopeful. She’s grasping the hands of other succubi. 

“Forever, and ever, and ever...” Avelyn whimpers and kisses my face and ear. 

Fuck, these women! They slide in toward me, all of them touching, caressing, stroking, giggling, smiling. Each one could put any insta model to shame. The glint of obsession in their eyes is growing into fucking stadium lights. 

They’re going to drown me if I don’t do something fast. 

“My wife!” I growl, roughly gripping Avelyn and shaking her. “We’re here to find Claire. Find me Claire.”

“That bitch?” Blue-Skin giggles. “What do you want her for? You know we’ll fuck you without marrying you, right?”

“Does he know she sucks?” says Pink-Hair. “You know she sucks, right?”

I put my fingers to my temple. I’m not going to fucking explain this shit again. 

“Find her,” I say, “or I’m not fucking any of you.”

That gets them moving. 

* * * * *
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I DON’T KNOW HOW ELSE to put it. They had to excavate Claire out of the dirt. 

She’s covered in dust and filth, wearing the vestiges of the same hot tiny tee shirt she wore the last time I saw her. I suppose when you go to hell, you just wear what you had on. In her case, it's practically nothing. She doesn't seem to mind; her expression reads as dead to the world. 

We’re sitting alone on a small bench. Succubi watch behind trees sporting carved human faces in living, constant agony. Some of them, looking intently at me, touch their supernatural pussies by reaching down below their tight skirts and dresses.

Claire looks... not great. Gone is the perfectly made-up shopaholic fitness addict I once knew. In her place, a shell of a woman with matted hair, dirty clothes, and a look of utter defeat. I can't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction 

Gone are the tight designer clothes that hugged her every curve. The shirt she wears, once white, is stained through with brown and yellow, ripped nearly into shreds on her tiny frame. Rings of grime darken her once-perfect complexion. 

Her hair—once a cascade of hot chestnut brown—is matted and tangled, as if it's been months since she's last looked in a mirror. When she finally looks up at me, I catch a glimpse of those emerald eyes that used to reduce me to putty. 

Now, they're dull, lifeless pools full of pain and despair.

She's been here for only a few days.

Finally, she turns to me. Her voice is distant and soft. 

“Hi. Did you die too?”

I shake my head. 

“You came here for me?”

I nod.

“That was stupid of you. You were never very smart.”

“All right.”

“If you were smart, you would have left me a long time ago. You wanted to save me instead.”

“I want to save you now.”

“I can tell. That’s why I’m telling you you’re an idiot. You know I suck, right?”

“You don’t have to.”

“You always...you always say that.” Frustration fills her voice. “You always say that it’s not necessary, that it was some choice I was making and that’s why you stuck around, because if it was a choice then I could make a better choice, but what if it wasn’t? What if I just suck all the time? What if the whole stupid world is some balloon I’m taking the air out of?”

“I just don’t think that’s true.”

We’re quiet for a minute. This is a very old argument. I hold her hand and she pulls it away. 

“Well. What’s the deal, then?” she asks.

“Deal? There’s no deal.”

“This is hell. It’s all deals. Even I know that, and I’m the idiot who stayed with the biggest idiot I know.”

She's needling for a fight. It would make her feel better to be berated. I won't do it. 

“I mean. There’s kind of a deal. An offer.”

“You see?” She shakes her head. “I suppose it’s your soul on the line.”

I’m trying to leave out everything about having a harem of mindfucked beauties. Phrasing this next part is tricky. 

“They say you can come with me so long as you become a succubus yourself. You’ll...you know. The sadness you feel, the depression and all that. It will be gone. You’ll just be able to come with me and feel happy. It will be great.”

“Who is telling you this?”

“She’s been calling herself Avelyn.”

She stands up. I think she means it to be dramatic, but she's so weak that it just looks like she's aged forty years. 

“You mean the demon who switched places with me? She took you?”

“She’s pretty in love with me. To tell you the truth...”

“You’re in love with her?” She’s not angry. Not even sad. Just resigned. “Right. Well. Go on? Have a wonderful time. Have a demon wife, who cares? She’ll probably make you a harem.”

I chuckle and turn away.

“Oh, I suppose she did already? Good for you. You are a good lay. Just leave me out of it.”

I think that's the first time she's ever complimented my ability in bed.

“You want to stay in hell?”

“I told you, Jonathan. I suck.” 

Okay. You remember how I said I wasn't going to be baited into the fight?

Well.

Fuck it. 

“You can’t be fucking serious right now," I put my head in my hands. "You're so goddamn crazy. I’m offering you a way out of hell.”

“What else is new? Therapy. Books. Medication. You couldn’t give me enough of that shit. You can’t pave a road out of hell faster than I can fall into it, but you always did try. You always thought there was a way out. Just let it go. Go fuck a lovestruck demon. You have a golden chance. Don’t fuck it up.”

There’s no reasoning with her. 

There never was. 

* * * * *
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“YOU KNOW, MASTER. THERE is a way to save her, whether she likes it or not.”

I’m in a small grotto surrounded by beautiful naked demons. Each one is sexier than the last. I’ve only learned the names of Yolanda—the blue-skinned one—and pink-haired Mauve. June makes out with one with firetruck red skin only a few feet away from me. I think June is turning into a succubus; her pale skin is definitely turning almost ashen down here. 

Avelyn is doing her best to cheer me up—which is to say, expertly stroking my shockingly hard cock and whispering all that dark hot prayer shit into my ears between every breath. 

Honestly? It must be working, all those prayers, because her best efforts are not working that great. 

What I mean is—she must be making me stronger and more powerful, because even her best efforts do little more than offer a small au jus to the roast beef sandwich of my misery concerning Claire. 

I know it probably seems insane to feel so empty and worthless and dumb, looking at a beautiful sunlit grotto full of immortal, stacked sex demons desperate to earn their way in my harem. 

But, I don't know. There's a lot about being the spouse of a depressive that doesn’t make sense; you fucking figure it out. 

Avelyn continues her pitch. “All we have to do is make you an incubus. It can only happen in hell, but...oh, whoops! Here we are.”

I'm not amused by her cheek.

“You’d have to turn one of us into your brainless fuckslaves and craft our essence into a small charm,” said Yolanda. “Snap the charm...and all that demonic power flows into you. Because of everything Avelyn's done to you, you would survive easily." Her voice drops to a heated whisper. "Any other mortal would die. You're so powerful..."

"Don't be ridiculous," says Avelyn. She procures a small, twisted double-helix of what looks like spiraling amber. "One succubus isn't nearly enough to devote to his glory."

Mauve gasps. "Sooo pretty...!"

Faith, behind me, her milking tits acting as a pillow for my head, gasps as well. "You found so many..."

"Oh, not that many. Just the souls of over ten thousand succubi who volunteered to give their power up for Master." Avelyn's eyes flash.

"Ten...thousand...?" I shake my head. I don't think I've even seen ten dozen in the two hours or so since we got here. "You had time for that?"

She shrugs. "You only talked with Claire for like thirty minutes, or I would have gotten more." Her grin is so fucking sexy. "Would you like me to get more?"

"You'll be the most powerful demon in hell, easy." Yolanda's voice clearly indicates how sopping wet her pussy is. "Oh fuck...you'd be unstoppable..." 

“Girls.” I shake my head. “You need to stop. I’m not becoming a fucking demon.”

“You already fuck up the minds of girls wherever you go." Avelyn strokes me more insistently. Faith is praying something unintelligible but super hot, whispering the word cum again and again. June has a succubus's tail up her pussy. “Including hell. Gosh, you have a whole army of succubi aching to be bred by you, Daddy. So many already gave up eternity for you, just because they knew you existed. Isn’t that so sexy? It’s just that...if you were an incubi, you would be able to breed us for real.”

I look at the succubi before me, each one more alluring than the last. Their tits and hips are otherworldly, their faces enchanting, and their eyes—oh, their eyes. They practically beg me to take them, to taste the forbidden fruit they so eagerly offer. 

And for a moment, I consider it. I'd be lying if I said the idea of becoming an incubus didn't have its appeal. I could have an endless harem of these divine creatures, my every carnal desire met and exceeded. Breeding them, over and over, for eternity. 

But the image of Claire, broken and defeated, haunts me as I stare at these hot demonic nymphs. I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves. 

A part of me wants to walk away, to leave this twisted realm and its sinful pleasures behind, but the other part craves power. Power over her, power over my own desires. The thought of her kneeling at my feet, the light in her eyes rekindled—albeit artificially—is a whole fucking lot to resist.

“Just think of it, darling...” Avelyn purrs. “She would beg your forgiveness. Your love would light up her life. All that despair would be gone forever. And at what price? Her will?” She grabs Yolanda's head and pushes it up on my cock. Yolanda's tongue splits into two and sucks my cock with eager, billion year-old alacrity that makes Faith seem like a nervous virgin. “What’s she ever done with it that’s been so great? Wouldn’t it be better if you were in charge? It’s not like you would ever make her anything but deliriously happy...” She bites her lip. “I mean, except for the times when she needed to be punished a little. Just a bit. With me helping her understand what a bad girl she was...”

Fuck. Fuck.

Fuck it. 

Okay. 

I grab Avelyn by the throat and push her down onto the ground. Pumping my hips into Yolanda's mouth still, trapping her under my weight. Avelyn smiles a wicked smile even as she turns blue beneath my grip. 

"I'm your Master, aren't I?"

Her body arches upward. Fuck, her hips are sexy.

"Yes, Master!"

"You do what I say?"

"Yes, Master. Anything."

I smile. "I'm changing our agreement."

And Avelyn—understanding—screams in frustration. 

* * * * * 
[image: ]


A FEW MINUTES LATER, my ears are still ringing from Avelyn's outrage.

I'm glad I remembered how to navigate through the trees to where they kept Claire; the succubi seemed in no mood to help me out. 

They haven't put Claire back into the ground yet, but she went ahead and climbed in the hole. Standing above her, I offer her my hand. 

"Would you get out of there, please?"

She just looks at my hand. "What's the point? They're just going to put me back in. I'd rather get it over with. At least down here there's no fire."

Around me are brilliantly green fields, pink-flowering trees, and happy birds trilling beautiful songs. She sees none of this, of course. 

I take my hand back for a second, squatting down. I have to adjust my pants for a second. The charm is right there, bulging out of my pocket. I had to grab it away from Avelyn in case she had thoughts of any shenanigans. 

"Look. There's no more deal, okay? You're just done with hell. You get to go. No conditions."

"What do you mean?"

"I mean no conditions. I worked it out. You were right. Deals are bad. So, I mean you're going. You're gone. All you have to do is walk out. Okay?"

She frowns. And then she sits down. 

"I paid my ticket."

Oh. 

My.

Fucking. 

God. 

I have to stand up and walk away for a minute. Avelyn, looking fucking furious with me for the first time, leans up against a tree not too far away with her arms crossed and one long lean leg over the other. She's giving me hard, big I Told You So energy. 

I come back to the small pit where Claire sits and look down. 

"I can just pull you out of there, you know."

"You wouldn't dare."

I don't know what to call it. Obstinance, I guess. But when she treats me like I'm being an asshole, when I'm trying to be the best person I know how to be, it really makes me want to act like a bigger asshole. 

I hop down in the pit—easy—scoop her up and jump back up—easier. I used to barely be able to thirty push-ups, by the way. Now I can jump up fifteen feet with a woman in my arms. 

I drag her just for a few feet and then push her toward the marble stairway up the cliff with everything else. 

"Just go that way, and get out. No one will interfere. You're done with hell. Live a nice life."

"What the hell is wrong with you?" she asks. "Oh my god. I can't even be damned without you deciding it's your business."

"You're my wife! Of course it's my business!"

She pushes me. I'm caught so off-guard that I trip backward a few steps. 

"I could live every stupid day of my life more perfect than the last and you'd still want to run my head, you fucking jerk!"

It's the most emotion I've seen from her this whole time. I feel a flush of heat run through my body—real arousal though, not that intense, headfucky shit that Avelyn whispers into my ear. 

It doesn't help that she's right. I do want to run her head. 

Her shit isn't my business. Curing her depression isn't my business. Solving the darkness inside her or solving any part of her isn't my business. 

I sigh. "I know."

"You—what?"

"It isn't my business. None of it is. You're right." I shrug. "But I want it to be."

She doesn't understand right away. Avelyn is quicker on the uptake on such things than her. Another reason she's the real wife for me. I snap the charm in my pocket.

An otherworldly energy surges, crackling the air. The taste of heavy metal fills my mouth. The hellish power of thousands of demons coursing through my veins, all at once—competing with and then combining with each other to perfectly blend with every part of me. Thousands and thousands of succubi souls making love to every part of my being all at once, bathing me in their orgasmic, demonic power. 

With each heartbeat, my humanity slips away, replaced by a heated, burning, calculating desire for dominion and depravity. 

My body convulses, contorting and reshaping itself into the form of an all-powerful incubus. I can be hundreds of feet tall; I choose to be nine. My feet push hard into the earth; I leave thick footprints on the soil and on the plots of the damned, crushing their faces without even trying. 

No longer bound by morality or the constraints of a mortal soul. Forever changed.

Behind me, I hear the succubi cheer. 

Avelyn cums. 

With a thought, I make her cum again—and then again. And then I make her forget my betrayal of her—and then remember it and feel grateful that I did it—and then forget it again. Like turning a switch on and off. I leave the switch flipping that way—and every few changes, I allow her to be aware of what I’m doing. Each new change and each new awareness makes her cum again.

More business to protect the girls who brought me to the dance. More thoughts becoming reality. I turn June into a fully-fledged succubus, pale with glowing blue eyes. She grabs the firetruck-red succubi who was sure she would own June's soul and sits on her face, smiling and winking in my direction. 

Finally, I grind down the mountains in the distance, condensing and carbonizing them a million times over in less than a second, and form a flawless black blade for Faith, presenting it to her in a scabbard decorated with scenes from the battles to come, when she forces down angel after angel on their knees in service of my infernal cock. Her new tail whips in appreciation. Her horns, brilliant and white and tall, carry the splinters of her shattered halo within them. 

To Claire, I tilt my head. The recognition of what’s going to happen in her eyes lasts long enough for me to enjoy the rapture of the betrayal she feels so profoundly—the knowledge that I’m going to take away the one thing that was irrevocably (or she thought) was hers: her despair. 

With a thought, it’s gone. As is the filth and dirt and the grody tee-shirt. 

Lingerie instead, don’t you think? To fuck my wife in. Tight, black, gleaming with emeralds in her massive tits and sparkling down her cleavage. Smoky stockings and tall heels. Though Avelyn is still plainly much prettier than her, they could easily be sisters. Really, really attractive sisters. 

“Master,” says Claire, falling to her knees. Arms limp. Staring up at me. Cumming helplessly. “Please...”

I don’t know what the fuck my problem was. 

This feels fucking great.

I think, only for a moment, and Avelyn and June and Faith are gathered up next to me. They paw my body, aching for my cock. My entire body is naked and massive, my thigh easily the weight of June’s entire body. Avelyn shudders. 

“Th-thank you, husband,” she moans. “I’m s-so h-happy...”

She really is. But I make her happier anyway—ecstatic. The kind of manic that would make her unbearable in any real context or situation. Wide-eyed and frantically smiling and feeling a mind-melting orgasm every time she thinks, touches, kisses, or feels me. She cums and cums so much that she is almost frozen in a smile, helplessly grinding my thigh as she smiles her brilliant fucking smile up at me. 

This is her reward.

Another thought—and all the succubi in the realm are gathered around us. There are thousands and thousands of them. It looks like a festival crowd full of supermodels with me at the center. The lucky ones are able to push into me like my girls are. Some of the succubi haven’t even seen me yet—but they do now. And they love it. 

And if they don’t, I make them love it anyway. 

Fuck, I’m good.

“Please, Master, please?” Claire moans.

On the ground. Staring up at me. My precum spilling all over the ground all around her, fertilizing the land, sprouting flowers everywhere it lands. 

June gets down holds Claire from behind on the ground, spreading her legs out. Faith kneels down in front and to the side, grinning that same mad smile as Avelyn into Claire’s face. 

“He fucked my soul away,” she giggles. “I sang the loudest in God’s chorus. You don’t stand a chance.”

Claire nods and whimpers, her body arching up toward me. She needs it. 

I push into her, and it’s like nothing I’ve ever felt before. My new incubus cock ultra sensitive, extra hard and dense, full of mind-altering pleasure potential. 

Claire feels it too.

She screams, and her eyes roll back in her head as I claim her thoroughly, fucking her so hard and filling her up with my demonic essence that she can no longer tell where she ends and I begin. I feel Claire’s mind crack open, spilling her every thought and fear and want onto me like a waterfall. 

And I fuck her harder and take it all away until the only thing left in her skull is obedience to me. 

“Fuck her, yes!” Avelyn moans, pressing into me. “Fuck her, please!”

All the succubi—thousands and thousands—join in on the chants and encouragement. 

Fuck her. 

Breed her. 

Fuck the pretty mortal. 

Turn her into one of us. 

Give us another sister, Master.

Cumming inside of Claire will truly damn her forever—by marking her with an incubi’s seed in her cunt, she’ll be forever a succubus herself. 

I thrust faster and faster, my massive, demonic dick pulsing and throbbing with every inch of her tight pussy, every wail of hers lost in the roar of the succubi. I hold out as long as I can, but—fuck—I cum, deep inside her. 

Claire’s screams surpasses even Avelyn’s, and her body swells with power as she transforms. Her breasts grow. Her ass swells. Her hips flare. Her legs lengthen. Her hair thickens and lengthens; she looks more like Avelyn than ever before. 

Another sister for my succubi army. 

Around us, the thousands of succubi are on their knees, cumming and moaning my name and promising their eternal obedience. I make them cum every time they take a breath.

I turn to Avelyn and dial the manic insanity down a little bit. My control over her—over every woman here and every woman anywhere—is infinite and easy. I dial it down it not because I’ve had enough of her insane glee—but because I do miss her urgent dark obedience. 

Breathing hard, perfect breasts heaving, she stares at me with that hot, arrogant satisfaction that I love so much, pushing in June’s mouth onto my cock and using her mouth to stroke me off. 

I stroke her flawless face. She's so fucking obedient. 

“Good work, babe.”

She preens at the compliment.

“You know,” she says. “For a minute there...I really did think you were going to let her go. Even be with her.”

I smirk. “For a minute there...so did I.”

She rolls her eyes. “You’re such a bastard.”

But she’s happy about it. The evil bastard she aches to have in charge of her eternity.

Now that the heat’s died down a little, I want to fuck my old wife again. She’s starting to recover. Succubi physiology is rather more resilient than that of a mortal. 

When I slide back up on top of Claire—I see it. What I’ve craved for so long. That same look that Avelyn gave to me so readily. 

Love. 

# # #
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On the bed, moist with the remains of their seemingly endless lovemaking, she whimpered before her Master’s might, quivering as his hands ran down her long legs and tight body. Everything she was—she was for him. There was no part of her left that belonged to anyone or anything else. 

Her old life was gone. Her old mind erased. Every memory, every brain cell, every atom had been reinvented from the ground up and replaced with biology that existed purely to worship his glory. 

She would be anything he wanted, anything he willed. She would spread the message of his glory to everyone she could.

She was in his cult now, and she was the happier for it. 

He got up to his knees on the bed, stroking her high-heeled feet and playfully slapping her ass. 

“Open your legs,” he said. “I need you pregnant. We have to make sure.”

That alone—of being honored with her Master’s seed—was enough to make her cum. And of course she obeyed.

* * * * *
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A FEW DAYS BEFORE, Kayla sat in the quiet apartment, alone and sad. The candles had died about a half an hour ago and whatever warmth that might have emanated from the chicken she had ably and conscientiously prepared for her husband’s arrival long ago had petered out. 

Entropy was the word of the day on her little word-a-day calendar. She hated how ludicrously appropriate it was. 

The heat death of the universe. That was entropy. Everything, one way or another, was destined to turn cold and die. 

Everything on the planet, which included Kayla, and that meant everything inside her, which included the love for her husband. 

The only light in their small kitchen now came from her phone, left open. Her tears dried on its glowing surface.

Last-minute change of plans from the boss. I can’t make it into town tonight. I’m so sorry, baby. I know you had something special planned.

She had had something special planned. She had planned to save their dumb marriage from the absolute rut of loveless banality it had become. And more than that, she had planned to finally, finally, get her husband to impregnate her. 

Kayla hated the term baby-crazy. Wasn’t a fan either of biological clock. But she felt crazy enough and there was a literal clock in the kitchen—an analog that she had always hated with its long arms and soft tick-tick-ticking just counting away the seconds of her life and pouring them into the ether without her consent. 

She stood up—walking was always a little hard in heels for her, being as tall as she was—and grabbed the clock and dumped it into the trash. It ticked still, and—in a show of petty, violent anger—she ripped out the batteries and then tossed it down into the trash again. Then her heels—her stupid one pair of “sexy” heels that her husband, Jake, had mentioned thinking were kind of attractive one day years ago in his stupid, undercutting, understated way. 

All she wanted in this world was love. Someone to hold her and tell her it was all going to be fine. And if that wasn’t possible, then she wanted a baby so she could do that for someone else. 

And her husband...

Jake was great. He provided, he laughed and smiled, he listened when she had problems. But for one reason or another, he just didn’t want to fuck. 

And Kayla didn’t understand why. 

She was attractive! Men hit on her! She did Pilates four times a week and regular cardio. She was as fit as she was when she was eighteen and she was barely thirty now. Her hair, thick and blond, cut a smart profile around her comely face, and her eyes were bright and blue. Why wouldn’t he want to fuck her? 

She blamed herself, naturally. Who wouldn’t blame themselves? But she had offered, and cajoled, and entreated, and bargained, and even now she had made a complete fool of herself with this enormous presentation...

The lingerie she had on was uncomfortable. Not made for wearing for long distances or for terrible thoughts of divorce. 

Lingerie was kind of the opposite of divorce, she considered, slowly taking it off and putting on a pair of jammy pants and an old shirt. It was fun, enticing, and transient. Divorce was serious, foreboding, and most of all—final.

Her body felt cold, and even curling up on the sofa with the space heater on full blast didn’t help. Every part of her felt cold and unloved. Her womb felt cold. Empty. Like she would never be warm again. 

Entropy. That word again. Heat death. 

Jesus fucking christ, she wished she didn’t have to work tomorrow. 

* * * * * 
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WORK WAS SCHOOL. KAYLA Holly was a professor at a small liberal arts college. It was the second week of class—well into the material now and just about ending the normal introductions of every day work. 

So far, school had been uneventful. She had been teaching in one way or another since her undergraduate career, and now—teaching Composition 101 to freshman while she earned her dues and hopefully (one day) worked her way up to the more interesting literature analysis and creative writing classes—she could practically run her classes on autopilot. She knew where the students would laugh, where they would roll their eyes at her insistence for quality work, where they would feel encouraged, and where they would blink furiously to see if she was serious. 

“Yes, really. You will write four pages. And you’ll do a terrific job.”

Many of them seemed to not believe her. That was typical. By the end of the semester, deep in the middle of annotated bibliographies and research papers, they would be thinking wistfully about a four-page assignment with the same nostalgia with which they might remember running in the playground during kindergarten recess. 

This was Wednesday. So, with the MWF and T/TH schedules, she had a class load of six, with three on each block of days. There was about an hour between now and her next class.

“Ms. Holly?”

She turned. One of her students—a handsome, tall, young man with a friendly face—waited for her. He had dark eyes and hair the color of honey. A couple of girls waited at the door for him, trailing and playing with their hair. Smiling and waiting for him to notice. They were both deeply pretty and leggy, wearing short skirts and tall socks. One bit her bottom lip, staring with dreamy-eyed gooey lust at the young stud as he spoke to Kayla.

Kayla felt a flash of jealousy at their hope, their youth, the kind of desire that must have been crying out between their legs. 

“Yes? It’s um...” She tried to smile charmingly. “Help me out. I’m working on it. I’ll have everyone down by next week, promise.”

“Eamon.”

There was no judgment or criticism in his voice like there was with some students when she didn’t know their names yet. His gaze was really friendly. She looked into his eyes. There was something there that really drew her in. It felt warm. 

“I just wanted to complement your outfit,” he said. “It really suits you.”

She wore a modest, easy pants-suit. It was navy and her blouse was simple and white. In the early days of class, she tried to be as formal as possible to build authority. In some cases, with some freshman, she was barely more than five years older than them. Later in the semester and year, she would be wearing sweaters and jeans. But early on, before she had their trust, it was nothing but formality, formality, formality. 

“Right, formality,” he said. “I get it.”

Kayla blinked. Had she said all that out loud?

“It makes your legs look quite long,” he continued. “Does wonders for them, really. I don’t know how I’m the first to say anything about it.”

“I...see.”

Did he have a crush on her? Was this his awkward attempt at hitting on her? She really had to shut it down. 

“Listen, Eamon...” she began, looking in his eyes once more. Gosh, they were captivating. “I’m flattered. I think a lot about the way I dress. I try to plan outfits in a way that captivates appropriate attention for a workplace environment.”

That was shutting him down?

And why was she just revealing every part of her reasoning?

He was undeterred by her weird honesty. “I’m sure you do! I think a lot about fashion myself. It’s why I’m at this school. There’s a great program you have here that I’m dying to get my teeth into. I’m sure you know all about fashion already. You’ve probably got a ton of ideas that you could go for. Something that would really show off your legs.”

Okay. This was getting entirely out-of-hand. 

She smiled brightly. “I’m worried if I show off my legs, people won’t take me seriously. I need the respect of the students here because otherwise, I don’t feel as much respect for myself.”

Why was she smiling?

It just felt so good to talk to him. So good to have someone interested in her, for god’s sake. 

He nodded sympathetically. “That really makes sense to me. But if you think about it, respecting your body makes others respect you—Ms. Holly, would you think about that, right now? Think about how your body badly deserves respect.”

Her body deserved respect?

Well. It was a strange way of saying it. But she certainly could see what he was trying to say. It wasn’t as if her body didn’t deserve respect. 

And didn’t she respect it already? All the things she did. Working out so many times a week. Eating right. Wasn’t that all about respect? Shouldn’t others be granted the opportunity to respect it as well?

And wouldn’t they respect it more—just a bit more—if they could see more of it?

“Eamon, are you coming?” came the call from the hallway. 

Both of the girls had their hands clasped to their hefty chests, staring with pleading eyes. The tops of their sweaters had come undone, revealing the alluring contents of supple young flesh beneath. 

“We really need to talk. Please?”

They looked like they wanted to do anything but talk. 

Who was this kid? Why wasn’t she tearing him down for talking to her like this? 

Kayla’s eyes fluttered to the clock on the wall. They’d been talking like this for fifteen minutes now. 

...how? She couldn’t remember more than maybe ninety seconds of actual conversation. 

“Eamon...about...my body.” She put a hand to her forehead. “I don’t know if this is...appropriate...”

It was the hardest sentence she’d ever said. Why was it so difficult? It should be nothing to shut this kid down. 

“It isn’t, you’re right.” He nodded sagely. “It’s completely inappropriate to wear something as drab as a pants suit when your body is so obviously killer. Please don’t do it again.”

“Of course.” Agreeing with him felt so good. Warm. “I won’t. Not ever.”

“Great. Thanks, Ms. Holly!”

And he was gone, out the door. His hands snaked around the ass of one girl and then the other. They squealed with delight, rubbing their bodies into his and snatching back brief looks at Kayla as they went. 

Jealous, much? the looks asked.

She was.

Kayla, watching him go, felt like her heart would burst from her chest. What was this feeling?

She needed him to talk to her again. Just to see what the hell was going on. 

* * * * *
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KAYLA KEPT THINKING about her voice. 

At night—with Jake away for another week—she was all by herself. And by herself, that night, she modeled skirt after skirt in the mirror, furiously tearing through her wardrobe and tossing out all the pants. 

It was crazy. A crazy strategy, a crazy thought, but...

What if Eamon came back to her place?

The thought was ridiculous. She was married. But...

But what if he did?

He would see pairs and pairs of pants in her closet. Drab pants. That was the word he had used. Drab. 

God. What if he thought she was drab? He’d take back what he said about her killer body!

And this shouldn’t matter. She knew, intently and inwardly, this shouldn’t matter. 

But...but it was so simple to do. So easy to comply. Just gather up her pants on the bed, grab a few trash bags, dump all her useless, ugly, drabdrabdrab pairs (which was, of course, all of them) and then put them in the trash bags. One trip to the dumpster later, and it was done!

The problem now was finding a quality skirt. She was going to see Eamon again in just a day. She had to be in a skirt when she saw him. Then he would notice her and maybe talk with her again. Maybe he’d even complement her on wearing a skirt! Maybe he would talk about her legs again, oh my god!

Her pussy, strangely overactive ever since talking with Eamon earlier in the day, twitched at the thought. Juices gathered in her folds, eagerly lubricating for her fingers. She had to stop every so often just to touch, explore, to feel that deep impossible yearning she had been without for so very long. 

Online shopping, of course, was the solution. It was several dozen extra dollars to get expedited shipping so that she could have something truly killer by the next day to wear for him, but that was worth it, wasn’t it?

Yes. Yes, of course it was. 

She shopped with one hand—the other was busy keeping herself wet and ready and slippery and fuck she was turned on.

Jake texted, and then called when she didn’t respond. The texts became a little frantic. It felt rather nice keeping him in suspense for once. She slipped her fingers deeper into her wet, needy cunt and pulled out the card information for their shared account. She had shopped all the skirts possible, but honestly, she really needed some heels too. The idea of funneling money away from Jake made her deeply warm—warm in her heart, in her womb. 

This was madness. She stopped to think about it every so often. But every time she did, she remembered looking into his eyes, and most of all, she remembered the way her voice had sounded...

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

Soft. Breathy. Heated. Eager. 

The way a teenage girl sounded when she spoke to her crush on the phone. Or the way someone deeply in love might kiss someone awake in bed. 

Don’t wear pants anymore, he’d said.

Of course. I won’t. Not ever.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, SHE WOKE with purpose. 

Her night was filled with skirt-laden dreams. She wore skirts every which way she could, her killer legs taking the stage, her killer body on display in tinier and tinier outfits with Eamon’s gaze on her every step of the way. 

She dressed accordingly, wearing the tiniest skirt she already owned. More were on the way later that afternoon, as well as several sets of lingerie and some deeply expensive minidresses, just in case. 

In case of what, she wasn’t sure...but she knew she had to have them. Any regrets or second-thoughts quickly evaporated in the shower, when she found her nipples and pussy deeply sensitive even after the five or six cums her wet, hot dreams had given her. 

Three more cums later—even to knock out the idea that something was amiss, something was unusual—and she was out of the shower and slipping on her tiny gray pinstripe skirt and tight white blouse. Her jacket matched the skirt, and with her best pair of heels—they showed off her killer legs—she thought she looked like some billionaire’s floozy secretary. 

Like a servant for an important man. That was so hot. Her pussy thrummed on the drive to work. 

Strangely, in her dreams, it wasn’t just Eamon’s gaze on her, but somehow she knew it was her husband’s gaze. But it definitely wasn’t Jake, not at all, and of course that was silly because Jake was her husband and Eamon was just a sexy, handsome student with fun-fun warm-feeling eyes and smart ideas about her legs. 

Her classes went by smoothly as ever. The girls seemed deeply interested. They were attentive, alert, participatory. Answering questions with bright smiles, happy faces, raised hands and straight backs. 

They all looked so pretty, Kayla noticed. It was an objective statement. Their hair was done. Their outfits were planned carefully. Their faces looked fresh and clean. Symmetrical. Angular. Shining. 

The boys, on the other hand, seemed...

Well. Sickly. 

She didn’t want to be rude or dismissive. But sickly was the only word that worked. They withdrew into their seats like turtles into shells. Some huddled over their phones with their hoodies over their heads. Some even slept, and slept still after Kayla nudged their desks to wake them. Bags under their eyes. Like their energy was drained somehow.

Normally, she would feel some swell of sympathy or even concern. There were so many of them, so consistently showing symptoms of some kind of affliction, that it was only natural that she would want them to be well. 

But instead—strangely and uncharacteristically—she felt the beginnings of a different feeling. It wasn’t contempt, not really. Kayla cared for all her students! But there was a kind of dismissive annoyance she felt. Her body was killer! Why were they acting so disinterested? She was pretty! Look at her!

Later in the afternoon, she had office hours. Her office was located down the hall from her classroom, thankfully situated far from the hubbub of the main junction and in the corner of the small building. 

Some part of her began to feel a strange disconnect from herself. Why had she worn a skirt to school today? Wasn’t that strange of her? It had been hours now since she had last cum, and that thought really threw her. Why the fuck was she measuring her life in terms of distance-from-cums? Wasn’t that ridiculous?

And had she really, honestly, thrown out all her fucking pants last night? What the fuck was wrong with her?

Like, sure, she was due for a new wardrobe and all, but that was a bit extreme. Plus, she had ordered all those new clothes...

She had just made the decision to re-check her bank account and maybe cancel a few of the items on order when the knock came at her door. 

It was Eamon, again with two gorgeously arranged beauties at his side. They were different girls today, two brunettes with long matching pigtails and flowery dresses. 

Kayla’s heart caught in her throat. Jesus fuck, but he was so handsome. She instantly closed the open internet tabs to her shopping reconnoiter, the resolve to tamp down and stop spending utterly dissolved. 

“H-hiiiii!” 

“Hey, Ms. Holly. Is that a skirt you’re wearing?”

She nodded brightly, smiling at his attention. He was so smart. She was so lucky to have such a smart student. 

“Stand up there. Let me get a good look at you.”

How silly. Of course he wanted a look at his handiwork, his suggestion. She stood and spun, letting him look at everything she had to offer. 

“What did I tell you?” he said. “You look terrific. Come here.”

Obediently, she took his hand. For a moment, she thought he would kiss her—and her heart nearly burst from her chest in anticipation. But instead he spun her around slow, one side and then the other, examining her thoroughly. 

“God, yeah. You’ve got such fantastic material to work with, you know? Some of these girls, they’re younger than you, but their genes are so sloppy and rough. Yours, though. God. Smooth as polished stones.”

She had no idea what he was talking about, but she knew it was a complement. 

“Thank you, Eamon.”

“You can call me other things. It’s okay.”

She giggled. How did he know?

“Th-thank you, hunky.”

Her voice was so soft, breathy and needy. She stared up into his eyes, feeling like she was floating. Her whole world being absorbed into his gaze and world. 

“I was planning on taking it slow here, honest. You’ll notice we only talked yesterday for a little bit. But...wow. You really leave these two in the absolute dust, do you know that?”

He pointed at the brunettes at the doorway. They whimpered at his words, clearly pained by what he said. 

It looked like deep, physical pain. Like a stomach ache gone terribly wrong. Kayla felt a little confused, but it was hard to concentrate on any confusion when Eamon was right there, so immediate and so handsome and so everything...

“Tell me you know that,” he said. “Tell me you know you leave them in the dust. And you will.”

“I-I will?”

“It’s not really fair for them to be so young and vibrant when you clearly outmatch them. You just went down the wrong path at some point. Someone didn’t take care of you the right way. And you ended up here, unhappy. Sad. Alone. Didn’t you?”

He saw straight to the heart of her. Kayla felt tears welling up.

“Y-yes.”

“And you hate that.”

“Yes.”

“You hate him.”

He pointed at the picture of Jake on her desk.

“I...I...” 

Hate was such a strong word. Kayla struggled.

Just like that, he withdrew from her. A loss so real and sudden it felt like a gut punch to every atom of her body filled Kayla. 

“I see. Maybe you’re not as ready as I thought.”

He moved away. God, how was she so fucking stupid? He had been acting like he was super into her! Like he was gonna kiss her! Why was she being such a prude?

“N-no,” Kayla insisted, teetering as she rushed forward in her heels. “He’s a total lame-o. He really sucks. It’s just, I’m like, um.” She smiled, pushing her hair back. “I don’t know. I want to be a good wife, you know?”

“To him?”

He pointed again. The picture looked so far away now, and Jake looked so utterly insignificant inside of it. Sick and paltry, just scrap morsels of a day-old happy meal compared to the seven-course banquet feast that was even the smallest portion of Eamon. She looked back at him, fully taking his gaze on. All those hot warm gooey feelings filling to her core. 

“I don’t know,” she admitted. “It’s been terrible lately.”

“It’s only going to get worse,” he said. “Genes always tell. You’re just superior to him, Kayla. You like it when I call you Kayla, don’t you?”

She giggled. She really did. He put a hand on her face, stroking her cheekbone, and she cooed and rubbed herself into his fingers like she was a kitten. 

“I can make you better,” he said simply. His eyes blazing. “I can make you forget all about him. I can make you start over, Kayla. Wouldn’t you like that? Wouldn’t you love to start over, young and gorgeous and on the arm of a guy like me? Eighteen and so completely, brilliantly in love that you’re the envy of everyone who comes across you?”

“I...yes, of course.” She pushed harder into his hand, willing and needy. “But, what do you mean start over?”

“I’m saying what I mean. I can make you young again.”

He held up a hand and it lit up like he held a spotlight in it, only there was nothing in it at all. He pointed at one of the brunettes at the door, and Kayla watched, transfixed, as the youth faded completely from her body. 

She remembered, way back, early internet memes about people who did meth. There was a woman who could be seen through the years aging terribly from one photo to the next, looking like she gained twenty or thirty years in the space of five from all the hard living she did. 

What happened to the brunette then was like that, only worse. Her body shriveled, her bones creaked as the dense marrow became hollow and brittle. Weakened joints popping. Hair—only seconds before, vibrant and thick and dark—becoming lifeless, gray, and greasy.

It wasn’t just that she was older, though she was. It was like everything that made her beautiful had been sucked out of her consciously, like a kind of genetic hacking. What was sucked out circled and swam around Eamon’s hands in a rotating mass of light and color. 

The girl fell to the ground in a heap. Kayla thought she—more of an it now, honestly—it was crying, but the noise was so loathsome that it couldn’t even bring sympathy to her heart. 

“That’s only half of it. Your name was Stella, right?” He asked the other brunette. 

She nodded. Though she was still clearly in love with Eamon, frozen with love, needful with love—her eyes were enormous with fright at what she had just witnessed. 

“Stella, I liked you than her more from the very start. Do you know why?” 

Kayla could guess. 

“B-Because I’m prettier than her?”

“Good girl. And now you’ll be even prettier. How’s that?”

She nodded—probably as much out of a terror to never be anything like what the waste on the ground had become. Eamon, smiling, wiggled his fingers and directed the swirling light display into Stella. 

Her clothes ripped, shoulders becoming slightly broader as her entire frame sprouted upward. Torso lengthening, her legs really lengthening. Hips growing wider and waist tinier. Breasts sprouting and pushing her tight, sporty polo to its limits with gorgeous, sumptuous globes of teenaged flesh. 

She had turned from a 9 out of 10 to a 19 in less than thirty seconds.

Dropping to her knees, she fell to his feet and kissed them. Her hips shook with obvious, constant orgasms. Kayla could smell her juices. 

More swirling lights still danced around Eamon’s hands and he turned to Kayla. 

“It’s just energy. Love is energy. Beauty is energy. The right atoms in the right places make all the difference, you know? I can move those atoms around. I always have been able to, and lately? Kayla, lately, all I want to do is fuck. Ever since I’ve turned eighteen, it’s all I can think about. My own special, perfect genes on overdrive to breed and spread my seed into as many wombs as possible, I think.”

Kayla moaned. The need to cum, to touch herself, was nearly overwhelming, and she kept herself from doing so only by gripping the nearby desk as hard as she could.

He needed to breed.

And he was telling her, which meant he very well might want to breed her.

Just like Jake never could.

“But...” he continued, “...I’m only going to fuck the best of the best, and I can see what goes on in a person’s body. I can see your traits, your genes, your desires. I can perfect them. It’s what I do. Do you believe me?”

After the display he had just put on, how could she not? Stella’s kisses were loud and slurpy on his feet.

“Y-yes. Yes, Sir.”

Sir felt like the least of what she should call him, but it suddenly seemed frightfully important to tread carefully.

“Good. I can do it for you, too. I’m really fucking attracted to you, teach. I want to fuck a teacher and make her mine. I want you to teach all the girls I gather and show them what it is to worship god himself. You’ll have classes for my harem, and teach them the glory of my ways. And in return, I’ll fuck you from time to time and let you sleep in my bed.”

Objectively, that obviously sounded amazing. A brilliant, flawless proposal from a completely benevolent being. Eamon was offering her the whole world. He was offering to fuck her! 

It was...it was just...there was something wrong about it all. Wasn’t there? Something like...something. 

Shit. It was so hard to think when he was right there in front of her. 

Was it something to do with the waste on the floor? That crying mess of a former woman? But then, if that bothered Kayla, then why was she so fucking wet? You couldn’t be this wet and turned on and be actually concerned, could you? 

“So anyway,” said Eamon, “I’ll do it whether you want me to or not. I just...want to hear you say it. I like that. I want you tell me you want it.”

Kayla licked her lips. They were puffy and wet with a little drool already. “Why?”

“It excites me, sweetheart. Why else do anything?”

“You could—to anyone? At any time?”

“To anything, really. Most of the time, there’s plenty in the air. Plants. Sunlight. It all works. I can do it with any kind of energy.”

Kayla looked again at the horrific mass of barely-human flesh on the ground. A thing that would waddle in misery for the rest of its pathetic days. 

“But then...why? To her?”

He leaned in close to her. Putting his light-filled hand on her forehead, and pushing her close to his lips. Speaking directly into her ear. 

“I thought you would enjoy seeing what someone like you ought to be able to do. I’m not giving Stella over there the secret sauce. But you’re a teacher. In a position of authority. You should be able to punish those who transgress your authority, your desires.”

His hand had filled with light, but something dark spilled into Kayla’s brain then, clouding her thoughts. It came from his fingers—warm like light, and vibrant like light, but filled with the darkest, worst lusts she had ever imagined. 

“You have a little of my power now. Just for funsies. This is your test, Kayla. If you like what I’ve done to your body, your brain, all you need for more is...to do more of what I did to the other down there.”

In all the hubbub, somehow he had grabbed the photo of her husband. It was framed. When he handed it back to her, the glass was smashed over Jake’s face. 

* * * * *
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THE REAL PROBLEM WITH all of this was easy to determine. 

Like, obviously there was the strange issue of her mental regression whenever she was around Eamon, turning into a helplessly crush-laden teenager who couldn’t ever imagine her crush doing even the slightest wrong. 

And there was transforming a girl into a super-sonic knockout purely for the purposes of fucking her furiously. 

And there was the problem of apparently doing that with a lot of the student body, and probably also fueling this by sucking the will and energy out of the boys at the school. 

And, of course, there was the problem of the hyper-aged suck-slug Eamon had made out of the nameless, formerly pageant-winning-level beauty who was now so uncharismatic that Kayla had had to coerce three separate janitors into moving out of her office, all of whom seemed perfectly content to shovel her/it onto the sidewalk and call it a day. 

The real problem was none of these. 

No, the real problem was that Kayla felt fucking fantastic.

She should be disgusted, terrified, stressed-out. She should be packing her bags and getting the fuck out of town. 

Instead, though, she had been doing Pilates for over six hours waiting to tire her brain out. Through crunches, ab holds, planks, long stretches, leg lifts, and donkey kicks, she had done everything she could think of to exhaust herself. 

A clear sheen of beautifully transparent sweat covered her body. She was shining and her skin flushed with a warm, welcoming glow. She put on the tightest, skimpiest pair of yoga tights she owned, hoping that would somehow keep her from slinking her fingers down between her thighs and into her cunt between reps. It didn’t. 

Nor did her new ultra-tight, revealing sports bra keep her from tweaking and shifting the raspberry-sized nipples her transforming body had evolved. Her ass looked utterly sculpted as she watched herself in the mirror, set up in the small study where she worked out to help her with her form. Now, of course, it helped her admire her body and her face and the way she moved and all of that made her want to put her fingers up in her cunt again and oh fuck there she went...

Each dive into her pussy took minutes and minutes from her life. It didn’t interrupt her workout as much as she thought it might. She held a plank for fifteen minutes on one arm, the other quite occupied with sending orgasm after mind-blowing orgasm her way. 

She looked different. That much was certain. Her body possessing the kind of deep muscle tone she had only ever seen in dancers and gymnasts before—the kind of hyper-athletes who dedicated themselves to a lifetime of grace. And her hair was thicker. More blond. It almost looked like its own light source when she pulled the blinds up.

Counting orgasms had been kind of like counting reps of exercise, until she lost count. 

When the doorbell rang, she almost didn’t hear it. The music was rather loud. She’d turned it up so the neighbors wouldn’t hear her constant screams from her life-altering orgasms. 

Kayla buzzed happily, skipping this way and that to get to the door. Her mind bopped along, empty of concerns. She knew vaguely something rotten had happened earlier in the day, but it was lost on her. There was power inside her and she just wanted more. She hungered for it. 

At the door was her neighbor. A short young woman, an immigrant who was a student at a college different from Kayla’s. They’d had a few conversations about what Kayla’s school was like for students in comparison. 

“Hi, your music is pretty loud, would you mind—”

Her voice stuttered and slowed as she looked at Kayla head-on. Dripping sweat. Lacquered in heat. Her hair falling down her shoulders in sexdoll waves. The heavy display of her prominent bust swelling and heaving like ripe, fresh fruit. 

“Yes?”

Kayla’s voice had retained the hot, breathy insistence that she took on when talking directly to Eamon. She seemed unable to get rid of it. It must have been screamed out of her during her orgasm-chain earlier. That was so sexy. It was like all the parts of her that weren’t what he wanted were being systematically removed. 

“It’s...the music.”

The poor little thing had to nearly shout to be heard, in fact. 

Kayla turned back to the apartment—a sweltering heatbox layered in acres of her effort and self-produced humidity—and then back at the girl. What was her name? Lily?

“Oh. I see. Come in and I can turn it down.”

The request made absolutely no sense, but of course the girl obeyed anyway. She was dumbstruck, probably lovestruck. All Kayla had to do was leave the door open and walk a few steps, let her see the sculpted muscles of her back leading down into the statuesque display of her ass. 

She beckoned for Lily to sit down in the kitchen and stared at her. There was energy inside Lily. Kayla could sense it now, the way Eamon must have sensed it. It was flawed energy—good kinds mixed up with bad kinds, all the parts in the wrong order. She felt a compulsion to fix it. But she could only do that by drawing it out of Lily. 

And that would mean hurting Lily. 

And that would mean...god, what would that mean?

There was something bad there. 

But all she could think about was Eamon’s Cock. It would be hard if she took Lily’s energy. It would be so deliciously, fully hard. And Kayla could take Lily’s energy and then she would be someone who made Eamon even harder.

“Will you...are you going to get the music?” 

She could barely hear Lily. The track playing now was a high-thumping electronica beat. It was reaching its crescendo. Kayla turned on Lily, eyes blazing with lust and need. 

“I wouldn’t worry about it.” 

* * * * *
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KAYLA DIDN’T BOTHER to hide what happened to Lily, just dropping her in the hallway—drained and deflated, like the thing in her office from earlier in the day. It no longer horrified her; in fact, she felt rather proud of herself. 

It wasn’t like there was anything that wrong with Lily. She was alive, after all. Just not...that alive. She just no longer had a life worth living. 

Of course, Kayla realized more and more than any life that wasn’t spent in abject service to Eamon wasn’t a life worth living at all. It was hardly a life. It was barely tolerable as living. 

Besides! All of Lily’s youth and beauty and good parts had gone to a good cause—Kayla. Could there be a better cause than her? 

She was an absolute killer before Eamon started in on her. He’d said so himself. That afternoon, he’d made her a knockout. And now? Gosh. She was stellar.

Taller. That was certain. Tall enough to feel like more than the mortals who littered the prosaic world around her. Bustier. She didn’t know by how much except that she didn’t exactly fit in her lingerie anymore, although the way she didn’t fit was the sexy kind of not fitting, at least. 

She had put on her sexiest set for when Jake came home, to surprise him. It would be so fun to see his reaction to her new self. The lace she’d found was red, the bra barely clipping together from her hefty new mammaries (they kept dripping milk, which Kayla found tasted delicious), and the panties were tight and only did a scant job of obscuring her tight young pussy. 

How old was she again? Twenty-two? Nineteen? She felt like a teenager. She must be a teenager. Probably she was as old as Eamon. They were such good, close companions—how could they be different ages? And he was only eighteen. 

Like her. Yes. Yes. 

She was an eighteen year-old sexpot, just like Eamon wanted her to be.

The pubic hair had smoothed away, as had any hair beneath her scalp. She was polished through and through. 

Shortly after consuming Lily’s essence, Kayla had made a call to Eamon to apologize for her prudishness earlier. 

“I just didn’t understand,” she had said. “I don’t know what came over me. I hope you’ll forgive me. Please? Please at least let me beg at your feet to be allowed to apologize more?”

There was nothing like prostrating yourself at the feet of a strong man. Kayla was learning that now. It was so important to let a man as strong as Eamon know that she had nothing on her mind except for his hard cock and happiness. 

“Hey, I’m home!”

Jake walked through the door, stumbling through the high pile of packages that Kayla had left from her shopping spree. He’d been texting her for a few hours, asking for plans and wanting to know what to bring for dinner, wanting to know why she had been so quiet. 

Kayla hadn’t replied to any of them, though carefully opening them to let him know that she’d read them as well—just so that he would know she wasn’t entirely ignoring him. It would hurt more that way.

She waited on the couch—as she had been instructed—sitting in her lingerie with her legs crossed. Her cunt singing Eamon’s praises, constantly undulating and twitching, her entire body vibrating with the near-constant pleasure that was obeying her Master’s orders. 

“Did you know there’s a girl on the floor in the hall?” He set down his bags in the entry. “Or I mean, I think it’s a girl. She looked in bad shape. Should we call an ambulance?”

She didn’t answer. The living room was dark and she waited. And waited. Obeying. Watching this pathetic fool she used to love. What had been wrong with her? He was such an awful specimen of manliness. Hardly worthy of a killer like her. And definitely not worthy of her stellar body, her knockout physiology, her sensational sexual energy. 

“Babe?” he called. “Are you home?”

She leaned over and pulled the chain switch to the lamp on the end table. All Jake could see in the darkness was Kayla, long legs crossed, milk-heavy tits heaving, shining and soft and sparkling.

“Shit.” His voice fumbled. “I mean. Sorry. I mean wow. Is that. Wow. What an outfit. Do you want to have sex? Is that what this is?”

She sneered at him. It might have been more fun to lead him on for a bit—but jesus christ.

Do you want to have sex?

No, idiot, I just happened to fall into a pile of lingerie. 

How had she tolerated this nincompoop?

“I really do want to have sex,” she said. “Just not with you.”

It took him a minute to register what she said. Jake had never heard her sound so sexy and young, no doubt. 

“I don’t understand,” he said.

Kayla stood up, showing off the length of her insanely hot body. She was so tiny that her skintight panties stayed on her body from clinging to her bones, not her skin. Flashes of empty space—between her legs, between her arms and her torso—abounded.

“I’m not really sure what’s about to happen,” she admitted. “But whatever it is? I want you to know it’s all your fault.”

There was a knock at the door, right on time. Kayla walked past Jake, ignoring him like he wasn’t even there. She felt his desire for her—could sense it like radar. He strained to touch her, but knew that he could not. That she would punish him if he tried. 

She was so fucking done with him. 

Of course, at the door was Eamon—and of course, once again flanked by two beauties. Kayla recognized Stella from the incident in her office. The other was petite, Asian, with long black hair and bright, wicked eyes. Kayla recognized her dimly; was pretty sure her name was Aya. They both clung to Eamon, their thighs wrapped around him, hot cunts grinding on his hips. Wanton in their lust for him. He was dressed in a tight button-up and a pair of tailor-cut trousers, his heavy bulge deeply evident.

Kayla squealed with delight, leaping up into his arms and wrapping herself around his mass. She kissed him deeply, thoughtfully, needing to show him that he was the only man in the world to her. Her tongue slipped heavy into his mouth and happily lashed against his, pushing in deeper as his hands slid up her lingerie-clad ass and roamed around her perfectly-muscled back. 

“Hey,” came a voice. It was tremulous. Terrified. 

Kayla ignored it, kissing her Master more, whispering soft happy thank yous and I love yous as she went. 

“H-hey, goddammit. Kayla. What’s happening?”

The voice was angry now, using that anger to power through whatever feat it felt. Eamon broke away from Kayla, leaving her swinging at his neck and turning her about to face her husband. 

Their kiss had been so long and hot she had forgotten all about Jake. 

“Sorry,” she said. “Who are you, again?”

“Fuck you. You know who I am.”

“Oh, that’s right!” Kayla giggled. “You’re the pathetic little worm who couldn’t get me pregnant. Can you believe that, Master? His dick is so ineffective it couldn’t even knock out a girl with a killer bod like mine.”

Eamon’s cock surged against her. She reached down to his pants and set it free, starting to stroke right there in the entryway. Somewhere in the hubbub, Stella and the other girl had closed the door behind them. They stared now at Jake with predatory rage and delight, eager at the meal that someone would make of him soon.

“What a pussy.”

“What do you want to do about it, Master?” She purred against his ear, but loud enough so Jake could hear. “Do you want to show him what a fucking man you are?”

He had already said everything he wanted to say to her—had already laid out the terms of their new arrangement, and Kayla had said she agreed to them wholehearted. 

Like a real man, he acted instead of speaking. Pushing Kayla back into the living room and shoving Jake roughly to one side—he slammed into a wall and broke the plaster behind him and it looked like it hurt and Kayla’s cunt screamed for more—he bent Kayla over their corduroy couch right in front of her husband. 

“P-please,” Jake said. “I-I don’t understand. Y-you’re s-so hot, and I j-just...please stop...”

“Christ,” Eamon sneered. “What a fucking wimp you turned out to be. Here I thought at least I’d have to kick your ass to fuck her.”

“Such a pussy,” Kayla agreed, sliding her needy, gripping cunt up and down the hard shaft waiting at her entrance.

Gripping her hips tight, Eamon steadied her for just a moment, laughing at her husband, and then shoved inside her.

“Oh fuck!” Kayla moaned immediately, orgasms shaking her voluptuous, perfect body. “Oh my god! You’re so much bigger than him!”

He fucked her hard, shoving in and out of her with his full length with an almost-violent intensity that sent wave after wave of pleasure rocking through Kayla’s body. 

“He never fucked me like this!” Kayla moaned. “He never could! He was a fuc-fuck! Fucking three-pump chump!”

Jake, obviously scared and humiliated, tried to retreat. Like hissing cobras, Eamon’s two flanking Valkyries slid up onto him and gripped him hard, pushing him down on the ground. Holding his face, making him watch. 

“This wouldn’t have happened if you weren’t such a fucking pussy,” said Stella.

“I can’t even stand touching you,” said Aya. “I’m gonna have to wash my hands.”

Tears streamed down Jake’s face and it only made Kayla more joyous in the moment—the endless penetration from Eamon permeating every facet of her life. He fucked her cunt, fucked her body, fucked her mind, fucked her soul, fucked her entire life. Her whole marriage was fucked now because of him—because she was hot and he had wanted her.

“You don’t want him,” said Eamon. “You don’t want the pussy.”

He paused in his fucking, slapping her ass a few times to get her attention back. 

“You don’t want him,” he said again. 

She got it. He wanted her to say. She was only too happy to oblige him.

“I don’t want him!”

Eamon picked up the pace again. Faster this time, more urgent. He was going to cum if she did this right. Her reward, her brilliant reward...

“You never wanted him.”

“I never wanted him!”

Faster. Harder. Her heavy milk-filled tits leaked all over the couch and her body. Pregnant. He would make her pregnant...

“You don’t want him around any more!”

“No! Get rid of him!”

“He isn’t fucking anything to you.”

“Yes! Yes Master! He’s nothing to me! You’re everything!”

His cock moved so fast, so hard, that she could no longer tell which stroke was in and which was out. They were indistinguishable. The look on Jake’s face was one of total and complete heartbreak and anguish. It only made Kayla’s heart fill with more love for her Master.

He was a wretch, a pathetic worm, beyond all pity or hope or empathy, and she was glad—so orgasmically, joyously glad—that he was suffering. 

“Take him,” he told her. “Drain him. Take his energy and I’ll give you my cum.”

Kayla did not hesitate in the slightest. Right away she reached out her hand and sucked Jake dry, turning him in a matter of seconds from a healthy thirty year-old man to what would appear to any outsider to be someone more than a century old on the brink of death. His hair turned brittle and gray and then fell out completely. Every inch of skin filled with acres of wrinkles. Her eyes overwhelmed with glaucoma and then whitened with blindness. 

Jake had collapsed on the floor.

“Good girl,” Eamon said. “That’s my good, good girl...”

“Yes, Master! Make me pregnant! Make me pregnant like he couldn’t!”

She diverted all the energy she gathered and gave it entirely to her Master. With the sudden rush of power, his cock grew inside her even as his balls emptied—delivering supercharged spunk inside of her needy, made-for-her-god womb. Kayla’s brain emptied entirely even as her cunt was filled, becoming her Master’s will made flesh as the energy of his orgasm was combined with the sudden influx of energy from the new soul belonging to him and him alone.  

Some time later, her mind—or the mind that he allowed her to call hers—returned to her and she found herself on top of his body with Stella and Aya. They all kissed him deeply, whispering hot, soft happy praise of his glory and greatness and how many other girls they would bring to him. He murmured something, and the two others stood up, leaving Kayla by herself on him. 

Kayla pushed against Eamon, diving with him with the couch. Her hand wrapped languidly around his cock and she eyeballed the two other slaves were casually moved Jake’s unconscious body out of the apartment. 

She looked at the way Stella moved. Her good genes. Why should she have so much of them? Didn’t they belong to someone like Kayla instead? She had Master’s favor, after all, and there was no reason not to maximize her man’s enjoyment. 

“You know, Master...” she traced a finger down his chest. “If you wanted, I could be even prettier for you.”

He smiled; he knew exactly what she meant. She was entirely an object of his creation now. 

# # #
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She knelt, casually stroking her Master’s Cock while utterly stacked beauties adored the shaft and head and balls with their tongues and lips. They were in a massive living room, attending Master while he sat on a luxurious leather couch. The room—indeed the house—was full of these similarly gorgeous women, aching and lusting for their own turn to somehow impress the divine presence their Master embodied. 

There were three of them at a time, each spending thirty seconds or so licking, loving, slurping, sliding. They auditioned for a place to remain longer, but at every interval she pushed them away and let the next one try. 

Nothing was good enough for her Master. Nothing and no one but her. She would keep auditioning these lesser girls on his Cock until she found someone who could truly keep up with his needs. 

They lived in fear of her—of her judgments, her reprisals, her capriciousness, and her greed. Nothing scared them more than her frown, as their Master was far too dignified to ever tell them himself that they had displeased.

That was her job. And she loved it.

She controlled everything about these dozens and dozens of hot young sex slaves. 

Just like her Master wanted.

* * * * *
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“HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW kid?” 

Several days earlier, Aubrey and Sandra sat in the tall, expansive meal hall of Bindleford’s Liberal Arts College. Bright, happy sunlight shone in from the enormous windows in the ceiling. Over their small hand-prepared vegan meal, Aubrey stared at her friend Sandra with the kind of disdain she usually reserved for the nerds who tried to hit on her from the poetry department. 

“I’ve been out for a week, babe. No. I haven’t seen the ‘new kid.’”

“Oh, right.” Sandra’s eyes were a bit glassy and distant. “It’s just as well. I’m not sure how interesting he is. But—”

“Why are you calling him the ‘new kid,’ anyway? Are we in fucking high school?”

“I don’t know. There’s only so many of us here, and—”

“And if he’s not interesting, why are you bringing him up?”

Aubrey liked to push Sandra around. It was easy to do, despite Sandra being blonde and beautiful enough to stun most men into speechlessness. For most of her life, being able to be pushed around effectively was the trademark of a quality friend of hers. Growing up in her hometown of Roseville, she had been able to dominate the lives of others from the ages of five all the way up to eighteen, using her beauty, wealth, and position to control their opinions, thoughts, and desires. Aubrey felt good when she was in charge; it was, in fact, the only time she did feel good. 

And she felt she deserved to feel good. She was young, beautiful, and generally just smarter and better than everyone around her. 

She had certainly dressed to have eyes on her today. She wore a tight, tiny pleated skirt with a just-too-small silk blouse, showing off flashes of her toned, tanned midriff. The collar was high and wide, but that did not stop the soft, prominent musculature of her neck and bones of her clavicles from pushing through, vainly displaying her thinness.

Everything about Aubrey was a vain display, and she liked it that way. All the better to keep those around her in their proper place beneath her.

Her hair, thick and long and brown, was held in a low ponytail that draped to one side, resting on the hefty globes of her brilliantly pert breasts. Not a flaw, anywhere. 

It was because she knew she deserved to feel good that she’d had a troupe of her “secret” admirers crowdfund her latest vacation down to the beach resort in Ikaulupe last week. She’d spent the time traipsing about in tiny bikinis, snapping photos of herself for her social, and filming endless reels of doing the most trivial things—setting her fork just so, combing her hair, picking out a pair of heels. Her social presence wasn’t enormous, but it was loyal, and the likes flowed in and the donations stacked up. 

She had her next vacation paid for within an hour of posting her first bikini pick. Her tits looked amazing in bikinis. Or, rather, her tits looked amazing, full stop, but in bikinis, they were other-worldly. 

Men loved looking at her tits covered in water especially. She suspected a rather lot of women did too. A remarkable amount of women—such as Sandra—seemed to naturally accept their place beneath a beauty like Aubrey and submit wholly without much effort from Aubrey. They probably thought this might earn them some favor—that even scraps from the table of greatness were more than they would get otherwise. 

Scraps would be more than they would get otherwise...but when it came to attention and fame and the spotlight, Aubrey was carnivorous and left nothing for others. 

Meanwhile, she had barely touched her lunch. It smelled nice enough, but most of her food was like her face, tits, and thigh-gap—for display purposes only. Like the wise one once said, nothing tastes as good as skinny feels. Often, Aubrey didn’t touch her food any more than she ever let any man touch her. 

None of them, sadly, were ever really good enough. 

“I was just bringing it up,” Sandra continued, “because he’s right there, that’s all.”

Sandra pointed across the hall. A young man had his hand high up on the ass of Mathilde, a trim-waisted eighteen year-old freshman with a brilliant smile and long, thin limbs and neck. Even from far away, her smile looked glassy. Doped up. She only really saw the back of ‘the new kid.’

“Is she fucking high?” Aubrey asked. 

Immediately, she pulled out her phone to make a post about it. She would be direct enough about what she thought and saw to start a rumor about Mathilde, but subtle enough to leave room for evasion. 

Rumor-mongering was a terrific source of social control; an ideal way to ruin the spirits of others so that whenever you needed to extort them for favors or information, their spirits were so low that they did little to resist you. 

Part of the reason that a beautiful, rich girl like Aubrey was at this school to begin with was because it was so small. Yes, she probably could have carved out quite a kingdom for herself at one of the big universities, but if she were here, at Bindleford, she could own the whole fucking place. Some other tiny school might not have been worth the effort, but Bindleford—with the highest tuition rates in the country, one of the world’s most prestigious liberal arts colleges—was a prize worth owning forever. 

With only a few months into the first semester, her control was already mostly complete. People lived in fear of her opinions, her social, and her wrath. It was a lovely feeling. She had been thinking lately of getting some kind of vanity boyfriend, but it was so much fun to have every attached girl in the college thinking that she could steal their boyfriend any moment she chose. 

“I don’t know,” said Sandra. “Eamon’s got a way with girls.”

That was his name, huh? Eamon? Sounded like a wimp’s name. 

His hand rose higher up Mathilde’s ass. Clenching it firmly, holding it between the cheeks at times. Fondling her openly, in front of everyone. Wasn’t Mathilde like, famously a virgin? She was just letting him do all that? 

Miss Holly, the composition professor, approached him. He seemed to have called her over. She wore a smart pencil skirt and a button-up pinstripe blouse. One of their younger professors, Aubrey deliberately transferred out of her class when she realized that manipulating her would just be too plain hard to begin with. She could be one of the ones who got caught up in the later wave—once Aubrey had enough faculty, staff, and students on her side to make her rule inevitable. 

Right away, Miss Holly put her hand on his big, muscled arm and laughed at something he said. She played with her golden  hair, one tall heel up in the air and crawling up her calf in obvious, wanton want. 

“Is she flirting with him?” Aubrey asked. “That’s a professor!”

Holly’s smile was bright and glassy too, staring with big doe-eyes at Eamon and toying with her hair. He spoke to her like Mathilde wasn’t on his arm, doting and whispering in his ear. Mathilde did not seem bothered at all, and his grip on her ass only intensified. Holly’s hair was long and blonde, done up in a thick low ponytail. While they spoke, she slowly undid the ponytail and swept her hair this way and that, turning up her head just so.

Modeling for him. 

A bell rang, indicating the next round of classes was about to begin. Eamon walked off, practically holding Mathilde up by the ass as she continued to dote on him, her legs slow-strutting and grinding into his body as they moved. 

Miss Holly watched him go, biting a finger. She only seemed to realize after a moment that her blouse was undone and her hair was loose and low. She “fixed” her blouse by unbuttoning another button, left her hair down, and—straightening—seemed satisfied. 

Who is that guy? Aubrey wondered. And how do I make sure he’s playing for my team?

* * * * *
[image: ]


FOR AUBREY, NOTHING was higher than the stakes of control. If someone else was in charge, then they might try to take advantage of her. Make her do something she didn’t want to do. 

Aubrey had been made, in the past, to do things she didn’t want to do...and she would never be put in that position again. She hadn’t spoken to her parents, despite nominally living with them, for over three years. They were rich enough to hold estates in several different cities. Whenever her parents showed up to one, Aubrey went to another—taking control of a new school and putting all her pieces in play the way she wanted. With such an arrangement, she found she could not rely on other people—not friends, not teachers, not community—only herself. She became very practiced at forging signatures.

Something about the way Eamon had utterly dominated Mathilde and Miss Holly’s attention in the lunch hall fascinated Aubrey. She went to her next class—a history elective with a teacher who wrote her almost constant love notes—but hardly paid attention and left in the middle of it. Right away her social blew up with the teacher apologizing for boring her and promising to have a better class next time. 

She hadn’t friended him, so the message was public, on her profile that everyone could see.

Even his embarrassment and shame—normally such a sweet pill—wasn’t enough to distract her from the thoughts of what she had seen in the lunch room. She walked slowly down the hall, tall heels clicking sharply, pushing her hands through the thick mass of her dark chestnut hair and stopping every so often to gaze at her beautiful reflection in a window or a hall mirror. 

She loved herself, her appearance, so totally. It was all she relied on and all she needed. 

Her thoughts could not tear away from the complete and total humiliation of Mathilde—or at least, it should have been that—and she didn’t care in the slightest. She was happy just doting on his arm while he openly flirted with a professor who seemed almost ready to jump his bones right there! What was going on with him? 

Did Aubrey want to talk to him? Did she dare? What if somehow he got her hooks into her as well?

She walked across the campus, outside, casually holding her nose up at a few of the boys who ogled her body as she walked past. She enjoyed their desire, but all the same she held them in complete contempt for it. A real man would take it from her—take everything she had. These little wimps could clearly do nothing of the sort. 

There was also something about the boys at school. She’d noticed it for a moment in class as well. They seemed permanently dazed. Drained. Like their energy had flown away. 

The girls, meanwhile, seemed chatty and vibrant. Energetic. Aubrey normally didn’t notice the prettiness of other girls at all except as a predator views her prey, but many seemed lovelier than they had before her vacation. 

Across the courtyard with several sleeping young men, through the copse of trees at the front of the college, and down the stone steps into the library and then gliding across the many rows through the acres of books. It was quiet in the library, of course—but the silence felt strange. The librarians, a pair of younger women dolled up today with red lips and matching polka-dot dresses, had that same glassy look in their eyes. 

Something was obviously happening. It was like everyone was drugged. 

Up the spiral staircase of the library and deep into the stacks. Just trying to clear her head. 

Drugged. 

It behooved Aubrey to not be a skeptic; it always had. If she had asked anyone if she could live the way she did, they would have said absolutely not. But the proof was in the pudding. If she hadn’t been her, there was no way she could believe that someone as perfect as her own obviously immaculate female form could exist. And if she believed that, then she would have been vulnerable to it.

She would not be vulnerable.

So something was happening here at the college. Something to do with Eamon. Something making people feel drugged, somehow.

She felt a little the same way. Her thoughts not quite as clear as they could be. Was it something in the water? In the air? Maybe she just felt strange because she examined each thought as it came in. Thinking about the thought of a thought always made for a slightly trippy experience, putting a microscope on the sensation of sensation. 

Then she heard the moaning.

“Eamon...don’t...”

That was a girl’s voice, and it was not Mathilde’s. 

In fact...

She quickly rushed to one end of the stacks, peering down each row before she snuck to the next one. Making sure she wasn’t seen. It was a little difficult to sneak in her luxury heels—they snapped and struck the floors just so—but Aubrey was light and graceful and made it work. 

Finally, in the 800 section, she saw what she had been hearing.

Sandra—her Sandra, for lack of a better term—wrapped tightly around Eamon’s body. Her legs clinging around his waist while he had her lifted up and pressed hard into the shelves. Skirt bunched up around her wide, fertile hips. His back to Aubrey, and Sandra’s eyes closed—nobody saw Aubrey as she watched them neck. 

Sandra looked lost in passion. Young, beautiful, blond, busty. She would have been a knockout among knockouts in any company but for Aubrey’s. Her tight young body so perfectly pressed into Eamon’s. Lips dripping with saliva as she layered his neck and jawline with kiss after kiss. And meanwhile Eamon’s hands crawled up and down Sandra’s body with ease, her blouse mostly unbuttoned. Gripping her tits roughly. Her bra discarded on the ground, Eamon stamping on it as he pushed harder up into Sandra’s body. 

“Oh fuck, Eamon...you have to...have to...”

“Have to what?”

One hand came down around her ass, precariously close to her dripping slit. Even from her vantage point, far away, Aubrey could see how absolutely wet her friend was. 

Why was she watching this? Why wasn’t she saying something? Should she interfere?

That seemed wrong. 

They were both adults, after all. And it wasn’t like they were necessarily doing anything wrong. You weren’t supposed to make out in a library, but you weren’t really supposed to have boys at the university do your assignments for you because you “promised” to go on dates with them, in the same that you weren’t really supposed to flirt with professors until you had enough evidence to blackmail them into giving you As on all your work regardless of how many times you showed up for class. 

Who was she to tell someone else that they couldn’t live their life?

In fact, really, if anyone was doing something wrong—it was her. Aubrey. 

Watching.

You weren’t supposed to watch something indecent like this. That was even more indecent.

But she couldn’t turn away. She felt utterly transfixed. 

“Please don’t...” Sandra said. “I don’t want to. N-not...not here...not in the library...it’s m-my fi-first...”

“You don’t want me to fuck your cunt with my fingers, doll?”

His fingers danced just under her sparkling wet pussy. All he had to do was drop her weight just slightly and she would slide right on top of them. 

“N-no,” she protested again. “P-please. I w-want it to be special...”

“All right, then.”

He let her down completely. Sandra, so filled with her wanton heat, collapsed against his legs. Her face rubbed into the thickness of his bulge. 

“Look at me, though.”

She obeyed, looking right up at him. Something sparkled in her eyes. Aubrey’s breath tightened. The lights were dim up here—there was no way some light reflected off something. That light came from Eamon. But he wasn’t holding anything in his hands—they were at his side. He was just looking at her.

“You don’t have to let me finger fuck you. You’re a grown woman.”

“Thank you.”

“Thank you, what?”

“Thank you, sir.”

“That’s better. But I’m really turned on. You put me in a state. You’re so sexy, Sandra. You made me really want to fuck you. Is that fair?”

She was transfixed. Her hands came up to his bulge, pawing at it like a cat wanting to be let in. 

“N-no. No, sir.”

“Right. So, you’re going to suck me off, all right? That only seems fair.”

“Y-yes. Yes, sir. I-it’s just...”

“What?”

“I’ve never sucked cock before.”

“That’s okay. You only ever have to suck mine. Understood? You won’t suck anyone else off.” He stroked her hair. “Ever. So don’t worry about that.”

“Yes, sir.”

“It’ll be like you’re married to me, okay? You’ll only touch, stroke, and suck on my cock. Is that clear?”

Her pawing intensified, fingers groping at his zipper. 

“Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. And you’ll fingerfuck your cunt while you do it, all right?”

All the resistance had left her. 

“Yes, sir. Of c-course, sir.”

He let out his Cock and immediately Sandra slurped it down. Too quick, too quick! Not long enough for Aubrey to get a really good view, like a flash of a monster when flipping channels. But it was big, it was hard, and it was thick and streaming with precum. Aubrey could definitely see the bulge in Sandra’s throat—and that alone was enough to make her furiously wet. 

A few times, Eamon had to guide Sandra—not so fast, not so slow, lips only—but quickly she got the hang of it and sucked him like a pro. 

Aubrey, watching still, was as wet as she had ever been in her entire life. 

He’d convinced her. How had he done that? She had told him no, that she wanted to stop, and now she was on the library floor in a puddle of her own lust and madly and eagerly sucking his cock like her life depended on it. And in the meantime she was fucking her own pussy, loudly and clearly cumming from touching herself and sucking him off at the same time. 

Something was in the air, in the light, in the water, in something. Aubrey’s knees knocked together as she tried desperately not to touch herself as she watched. She was a screamer, a moaner. She knew that if she started she wouldn’t be able to stop herself, and what she had seen now turned her on way too much for her to do nothing about it if she started at all. 

One touch, that’s all it would take. One touch of her cunt, and she would be on the highway to a lightning-bolt orgasm that she wouldn’t be able to stop...

Eamon seemed to grow tired of toying with Sandra’s attentions and took matters into his own hands. He positioned her back against the shelves and gripped her skull between both hands, holding her in place while he fucked her skull furiously into the stacks. No mercy, no restraint. His powerful body fucking harder and harder, banging Sandra’s pretty face with his crotch and the back of her skull with treatises on ancient history. Books fell down all around them, carefully not daring to fall directly on top of them. Aubrey imagined the books being scared of him, if such a thing were possible, taking every care not to endanger themselves by incurring his wrath.

“Try to f-fucking...” he grunted, “...tell me not to fuck you, fucking hell you have a mouth on you...”

Teach her, Aubrey moaned inwardly. Oh god, yes. Teach her a lesson!

His came visibly, head lolling around and his whole body shuddering. Sandra slapped his thighs and hips, begging for release of her own—to be allowed to breathe again. But he stayed deep in her throat, emptying load after load. The whole time, under the dim library lights, Aubrey saw some kind of illumination from Eamon burning down into Sandra’s upward worshipful gaze.

At first, she thought he held his phone or something. That same kind of soft glow. But both his hands were affixed to Sandra’s skull, so it couldn’t have been that. And she saw the same glow, after a moment, pouring out from Sandra’s eyes. Like they had some kind of energy flowing between them. Sandra’s legs, spread open, exposed her pussy wide open. Her folds pulsed in hot, happy, needy vibrations, leaking juices all the while.

“Hey, babe,” he said, pulling out of Sandra’s mouth finally with a long schlocking sound. “I’m gonna fuck you now, okay? You have me so hard. I can’t help it.”

“Unngh...” Sandra moaned, utterly brainless. “...ungh...”

Sandra had straight As, and she didn’t even coerce others into doing her work like Aubrey. She was one of the smartest girls on campus. Now she looked up at Eamon, eyes glowing, body glowing and orgasming helplessly, repeatedly, drool leaking from her lips.

“Tell me what you want in your pussy,” he said. “Tell me, and I’ll give it to you.”

“...cock...” Sandra nodded, mindlessly spreading her legs wider for him as she wiped the cum and saliva dribbling down her mouth. “...cockity cock cock cock...”

The books on the floor seemed to wrinkle and wither around the two of them. The pages and covers turned black, shrinking like rotting fruit, and then into ash entirely.

Probably the smartest thing to do at seeing some brand new existential phenomena was to run for the hills. But Aubrey leaned in closer. The heat in her, molten and liquid and spreading from her toes to her eyelids, begged for her own release—just like the kind that Sandra had enjoyed. 

Or suffered, depending on your outlook.

Or both, perhaps. 

Such power, Aubrey thought. Making her cum from such a punishing skullfucking like that...how does he do it?

“No more fighting me on this, all right? I don’t like that. And you’re not pretty enough to talk back to me. You’ll really regret if you do it again. Okay?”

She nodded again, more eagerly this time but also a little scared.

Aubrey melted against the nearest bookshelf. She’ll regret it? Oh fuck. This was a man who knew about control, oh fuck!

She finally absconded. It wasn’t because of fear of discovery—or at least, not because she thought she would somehow get in trouble. No, it was because she was afraid she might utterly give herself over to this alpha king, god-like being who had wandered into her life without fully understanding who or what would be in control. 

Little wisps of ash from the dissolved books floated through the air, powered by the current of the air-conditioner system.

What the fuck was going on?

* * * * *
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ADDLED, HORNY, AUBREY hastily retreated from the library and now sat in the small, wooded park at the edge of campus. Not far from where she sat was a parking lot. The park itself was carefully manicured and picturesque, the deciduous trees in long delightful rows sprouting orange as colder weather set in. 

It was cold now, but Aubrey barely felt it. Her cunt felt like an oven, warming every part of her—even her toes, where her circulation was normally terrible. She breathed heavily, heart-racing, just imagining again and again the absolute ecstasy on Sandra’s face. 

She’d known Sandra since she arrived here, quickly recruiting the less-pretty-but-still-hot girl to be the photo negative to her own incredible positive. People would see Sandra, know she was hot—but then see Aubrey and know what true hotness was. Sandra seemed to know she was being used, smart little thing, but didn’t seem to mind most of the time.

And now, it seemed, she didn’t mind anything because her mind had been fucked right out of her skull. Sandra was a virgin, same as Aubrey. Or, Sandra had been a virgin. Sandra confided multiple times to Aubrey that she was waiting for marriage, not out of any religious or moral reason, but because it would be easier to wrap a man around her finger if she kept his balls blue.

Now she gave it up to Eamon in one encounter in the library.

And Eamon had made her. Changed her mind for her. Or changed her body so much that her mind had no choice but to follow. 

Wasn’t that something like what Aubrey did, all the time? She made men so horny that they forgot all about their morals and qualms about giving away merchandise for free or other fun exploits and gifts she obtained from the virtue of being hot. These were upstanding members of the community who would never stand to be bribed or coerced or flattered, and yet a simple smile from Aubrey and a flash of her mini-skirted legs and they fell all over themselves trying to give her the numbers to their bank account.  

A small flock of birds landed in the tree above her. Aubrey, who was never jealous of anyone, felt suddenly jealous of their ability to go anywhere, at any time. 

The smart thing to do, of course, was to get out. Get away. Run, run, and run some more until nobody at this campus knew where she was.

Aubrey didn’t know exactly what was happening but she’d seen movies, read books. She had an idea. 

People liked to pretend that they didn’t believe in the supernatural, that their world was all concrete and normal. People liked to believe they weren’t spooked by shadows and deja vu. 

But the truth was, Aubrey knew, everyone thought real supernatural occurrences happened all the time. That’s why she had such an effect on people. Her beauty was unearthly. People told her all the time. Seeing her in their lives, people felt special. Touched. Blessed, even if she held them in complete contempt. 

Lost in thought, she did not know how much time passed. When it was late in the afternoon, a scene unfolded before her like something from a play. She watched Mathilde show up at the parking lot, her skirt somehow tinier than before and wearing a skimpier blouse. The small, tight, tit-hugging sweater she wore over it classed up the ensemble a bit but somehow made it even racier. 

A young man with a bad haircut and a heavy videogame hoodie approached Mathilde, waving friendly. Aubrey was close enough to hear the whole thing, and after a moment, she understood that Mathilde wanted her to. She wanted the audience. 

“Hey, I was wondering, how have you done on McCormick’s essay? Because I was thinking—”

“Sorry, who the fuck are you?”

“I’m...are you joking?”

Mathilde, sneering, waited. She did not seem to care that much if he actually answered.

“I’m Derek. We’ve been...we came to this school from the same town. I’m your friend. Are you okay, Mathilde?”

“You’re a fucking wimp, is what you are.”

“Sorry?”

“You’re a pussy?” She talked like he was a child. “You’re a pathetic little coward. I don’t care who or what you are. And you need to leave before my boyfriend breaks your arm.”

“Hey.” 

He was angry now. Mathilde turned away, seeing a car approach. Derek touched her on the shoulder just to get her attention. 

“I’ve known you for—”

Mathilde turned and kicked him square in the nuts. When he was down, she kicked him again. 

Aubrey, breathing hard and hot, could only watch and lick her lips. 

“The fuck are you thinking? What’s wrong with you? I belong to Eamon.”

As the car pulled up, Derek lay on the grass moaning and sobbing in pain. Sandra exited the car and Aubrey saw her kissing Eamon deeply on the way out. She looked fabulous—better than she had in the morning. Her tits looked bigger. Her hair longer. She shined like she had spent all day in a spa instead of being fucked in the shadows of a library. 

He then shoved her away, roughly, and pulled Mathilde in. Sandra giggled, wiping drool off her face and rubbing his still-wet cum spray against her shiny clavicles. 

She looked down at Derek, who was moaning for help. 

“What a wimp,” she giggled, strutting off back onto campus. 

The car pulled away.

* * * * *
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IT WAS EASY ENOUGH for Aubrey to get into her car and follow them down the long park drive into the street. They seemed almost to be going slow enough for her to make an easy job of it, though of course that was crazy. If he suspected her, why was he just letting her observe instead of taking control like he had with Sandra or Mathilde or probably countless others? 

After a drive through the town, they eventually landed in an upscale neighborhood where each house was afforded several acres and long, hilly driveways. Each one had astoundingly expensive cars in the driveway, often more than one. Each one also featured great, wide open windows in the front of the house. Aubrey would not have noticed except that behind these windows were gorgeously stacked women in lingerie—sometimes one, but often more like two or three with occasionally one wistfully touching herself in a doorway—peering out and watching the car go by with hope and fear on their lovely faces.

Hope they would be chosen. Fear they would never be chosen again. 

She pulled up far from the large home where Eamon’s car pulled up to, behind a tall hedge, got out and snuck up the hill towards the house. Walking in soft earth on tall heels wasn’t easy, but Aubrey was determined and certainly wasn’t going to demean herself to the point of taking off her heels. Good god, what if someone was watching?

She watched Eamon exit the car, pausing to squeeze the ass of his gorgeous, leggy chauffeur who opened the door. A supermodel or starlet anywhere else; merely a piece of utilitarian eyecandy for him. From the front door of the large house, three women exited and waved excitedly to him as he approached.

Each one was gorgeous in entirely different ways. The first—out in front—was Miss Holly from school. At school, she had appeared almost scandalously beautiful in an outfit as simple as a pencil skirt and a blouse. Now she appeared disastrously sexy in tight red lingerie, walking out in the open without a care in the world. 

She didn’t recognize the other two—a shorter woman with gorgeous espresso skin and a brunette with a build like an Olympic gymnast or even a weightlifter. Both were tit-heavy, beautiful, and radiating worship for their Master. 

Mathilde followed after Eamon, simpering and trotting in her heels, knees knocking together from lust. He made her kneel down before the procession of women at the top. Then he watched, casually stroking himself, while she kissed the feet of the three women who had greeted him. 

Aubrey pulled away when they went inside. Watching more wouldn’t reveal anything, just offer more confirmations. 

It was clear that whatever was happening with Eamon was something well within his control, and he was using it to fuck up the minds of the prettiest girls in the college. Heck, maybe the city or even the state! He didn’t really seem to have limits. 

Even if Aubrey was not exceedingly vain, she knew it would only be a matter of time before he decided to turn the corruptive lenses of his eyes on her and have her gleefully, joyfully giving up every part of her life in order to worship his cock. 

His cock...and his alone. No one else’s. Forever. One more slave in his machine for the rest of time. She would be crawling on concrete driveways like Mathilde and licking the feet of other girls just to have a place at all. 

No, that just wouldn’t do at all, would it?

She knew exactly what she had to do. 

* * * * *
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SHE RETURNED TO THE house in the evening, her plan entirely ready to go. 

Aubrey knew to dress for the occasion. She was gifted with a cornucopia of brilliant talents—most of them physical, having to do with poise and grace and effortless acrobatics—but she also had a clear eye and sense for presentation. She knew—knew—that for this to work, she would have to present Eamon with something he hadn’t seen before. 

So, she wore a tight, custom dress that she’d had made after seeing a celebrity wearing something similar on a red carpet. The material was silvery and shimmery, cut in a mini-dress style but with one side deliberately cut out so as to show off the disastrously hot musculature she possessed all throughout her tiny, tight torso. A thin strip of the same cloth covered her breasts, enough to be tasteful but certainly also not enough to leave much to the imagination. 

Most of her legs were visible and naturally on display in a pair of tall, silver heels with black bottoms. The heels wrapped up over her ankles, open-toed, and clacked officiously wherever she strutted. And in heels this tall—nearly six inches of reach—you had to strut when you walked in them. Luckily, Aubrey was born to strut.

Her hair hung dark and loose down one side, parted carefully and teased out in gentle waves. Her hair was so cooperative with everything she wanted; Aubrey always gave other girls a blank stare when they asked what she did with it to keep it so healthy. 

Finally, the piece de resistance was a pair of sunglasses. They were a designer brand and must have been thoroughly expensive, although Aubrey had just taken them with a smile and a giggle when the clerk thanked her. She wasn’t certain, but she thought it was definitely worth a gamble to have them on while she spoke with Eamon.

Getting out of the car, ignoring the thunking, thudding noises in the trunk, Aubrey slammed on the horn to get someone to greet her.

She was hardly going to show up at the front door of the house unannounced. Perhaps it was splitting hairs—the difference between the driveway and the front door—but societies were built on the splits of hair people decided to side with. 

It only took a minute or two before Mathilde rushed out. She wore nothing but a leather collar and a pair of heels. Aubrey remembered Kayla and the expensive lingerie she wore; there was a hierarchy here for sure. Her confidence in her plan grew. 

“M-Master wants to know what you’re doing here,” she said. 

Aubrey looked her up and down, unimpressed. “Not good enough for lingerie duty, huh? I’m not surprised.”

Mathilde’s face scrunched, thinking very hard. He hadn’t left her with much brainpower. “H-he says...you have to go.”

“What are the names of his girls in there? The ones he has above you?”

“H-he s-says...”

“Tell him I’m not going anywhere. Tell him I would like him to come out and come speak with me.”

Mathilde squirmed with this information. She was clearly promised she would be able to cum if she had driven Aubrey off. Too bad. 

A few minutes later, Eamon exited the house with his elite harem flanking him. The three from before stood at the doorway, watching carefully. He wore nothing but a robe, his body naked and open and utterly devastating in its handsomeness. Every muscle perfectly formed. He looked like a Greek statue. Hard, rippling with muscle, and sporting the biggest cock Aubrey had ever seen. 

Sandra was on his arm, her dress ripped and her heavy tits falling everywhere. She must have arrived sometime in the interval when Aubrey got herself ready. He stood in the grass in front of Aubrey and pushed Sandra down on the ground, quickly unzipping himself and sliding his hard, precum-wet cock down Sandra’s throat. 

It would have been just as easy to push her down on the concrete, but that might have skinned her knees. So either he wasn’t a complete bastard, or—more likely—he didn’t want his newest toy to have any imperfections. 

“What’s this about?” he asked. “You’re interrupting some valuable family time.”

He spoke to her like she had shown up to ask him to move his garbage cans. Aubrey would have found it hot beyond hot, hot to the point of absolute fluster, if she had not expected this already. 

“So I see,” she said carefully.

“You’re not surprised to see any of this.”

“And you’re not surprised that I’m not surprised. What if we didn’t play games?”

Sandra squealed quietly on his cock bulging down her throat; he had twitched a little and it lifted her a few inches off the ground. 

“All right. You’ve been following me all day. You’ve probably got some big speech for me.”

“Oh? And what’s it about?”

“You tell me. You’ll stop me. You’ll fix this. The usual.”

“Is that what they told you?”

He turned and pointed. “Helga, I surprised. I mean, I surprised myself, to be honest. She was my first.” This was the muscle-stacked gymnast, according to his finger. “Kayla and Wanda fought like hell.”

“I bet,” said Aubrey, “they thought they would ‘fix it.’ Fix you.”

His hand was on Sandra’s skull, guiding her up and down with ease. He really did have a fine shape to his body. His muscles formed just so. 

“Yes.”

“They said you would pay.”

“They thought that.”

“And now they’re helpless before you. Sex kittens. Desperate to obey your every last word.”

“That’s right.”

“Do you make fun of them for it? I would.”

“I make them make fun of themselves. I have some video of all the girls. It’s fun to watch their past selves break under my will. I did it over several days and sessions, and took video for each one. So I fuck their mouths or their cunts and put on the video and watch them break before me.”

Fuck, thought Aubrey. That is so evil.

“I notice you’re not running away,” he said. 

“I’m not falling to my knees either.”

“Not yet.” He smirked. “You think those sunglasses you’re wearing have something to do with that?”

“That’s how it works, isn’t it? You look into girls’ eyes and they change?”

“You’ve been changing plenty without that. You’ve been wet as hell all day. Do you think you woke up with the ability to be permanently turned on?”

Aubrey had to think at that. She had been turned on all day—ever since she saw Eamon in the cafeteria. She bit her thumb, considering. 

“Is it...are you...” 

He waved a hand and the sunglasses disappeared off her face, transforming into bright, pulsating light. 

“Just atoms bonded together. That’s all they are. That’s all you are. That’s all anybody is. I take them and I make them into what I want. Look.”

The light sank down into Sandra and suddenly her breast size was two cups larger. Before, she was slim with a knockout rack; now she looked almost bovine with the hefty hangers knocking from her chest. Milk gushed from them, covering his toes.

“Oh my god.” 

Aubrey had been wrong about him being powerful. All-powerful was more like it. 

“I take energy from one place,” he explained, “and bring it to another. I make it into the form I like. Someone like you is real interesting to me—like Kayla was over there—because you’ve got terrific atomic structure.”

“I-I do?”

She felt so completely flattered. Mostly men’s compliments about her bounced off of her like raindrops on stainless steel: she knew she was gorgeous. That was the whole point.

But Eamon’s compliment made her shiver.

“Oh yeah. It just so happens that terrific atomic structure makes a woman a knockout. Good genes. You can’t beat good...fuck. Good genes.”

Sandra was really going at it on his cock and he was getting distracted. That wouldn’t do—Aubrey could hardly stand to have this fucking god distracted from her. 

The trunk of her car thudded. A moan emanating from inside. Eamon looked up from Sandra, a bit surprised. 

“What’s that?”

“I’m sure you can tell.”

“I could, but I’m a bit...ah...fuck, with the tongue...distracted. I’m distracted.”

“You’re distracted by the wrong thing,” said Aubrey. “I’m a thousand times more interesting than her.”

He held Sandra against his crotch, encouraging choking noises from her tight young throat. 

“Prove it.”

“All those other girls didn’t come to you of their own volition, did they? You had to coax them. Did you coax me?”

“I turned you on.”

“Did you do anything besides that?”

“No.”

Her trunk thudded again.

“So it wasn’t you who made me kidnap a girl to bring to you to show you I’m serious about you?”

She enjoyed the surprise on his face. He smiled and shook his head.

“You didn’t give me the thought that I’d better prove that I want what’s best for you if I want to be at the top of your harem where I belong?”

“N-no.” 

He came. Again. He did that a lot. Sandra’s legs moved helplessly beneath him, somehow trying to make room for the massive load he unleashed down her throat. Aubrey was getting tired of it being around her but not in her.  

“Well.” She struck the trunk of the car. “I did. That’s exactly what I did. You have to understand, Eamon. I get why you want to make yourself a harem of brainwashed hotties. It honestly makes sense to me. I don’t think I would respect any man who would have the power you do and use it for anything else.”

“I...see.”

Pushing Sandra off his cock—who immediately began whimpering for more on the ground—Eamon was cautious. Ready for the but. 

“Like, honestly. Who the fuck would be able to fuck with the minds of anyone and use it for anything except their own pleasure and enjoyment? I think you have the right idea. Really, I do.”

“You...know I want to fuck your brains out, right?”

“Duh. Look at me.”

She did a little pose for him. Her leg flashing forward.

“You know I’m going to, right?”

“Maybe.” Aubrey raised an eyebrow at him, quite ready to dig in. “But I just thought about it all and I got really angry, you know?”

He blanched a little. “Angry. About what?”

“Not like that. I’m glad you’re fucking all of them. I’m glad you took their wills and thoughts and souls away. Truly, I am. I'm just mad you had to. I’m mad they tried to patronize you. I’m mad they wanted you to be something else. I’m mad Sandra there tried to make you stop at just a blowjob. She had the fucking gall to tell you, you—a guy who is practically fucking god—to stop. What the fuck is that? That’s fucking bullshit.”

Her skin was flushed; she was ranting. She didn’t care. Her cunt, slick and wet and needy, pulsed with attraction. Eamon walked up to her, his enormous hard cock pushing against the naked skin of her thin, limber thighs. 

A scream from inside the trunk now. Clearly, she heard what was going on. 

Aubrey wondered if the gag had been the right move. The scream would really sell this moment to him.

“Open the trunk.”

Aubrey raised an eyebrow and revealed the girl inside. Her name was Jessica. She was pretty and petite and blonde and had been deeply happy to be a study partner for Aubrey right up until the point where Aubrey knocked her out with a blow to the head. Now, gagged and bound, she recoiled at the sight of her two captors. 

“You think I’d want to fuck her?” he asked. He looked slightly disappointed.

“I saw you change the other girls,” she explained. “I thought, you know. If you didn’t like her, you’d...” she wiggled her fingers. 

“I don’t fuck just anybody.” His hand slid up her dress and rested between her ass cheeks. She could feel his fingertips just on the edges of her cunt. “Only the very best. I think you’d be insulted if I didn’t.”

“I would.”

“Good. So what do we do with her, I wonder?”

He wasn’t really asking. Aubrey watched, backing up her ass into his grip and pushing into the comforting, masculine abundance of his muscles as he sucked the life out of Jessica.

There was no other way to describe it—she watched Jessica age and devolve in front of her. She went from a young, vibrant college student her whole life ahead of her, gagged and bound by a lunatic with a crush, to a nearly motionless slug-thing that only nominally resembled a human. The flesh and bones were all there, but there was something deeply molluscan about the form. The energy from Jessica’s form gathered in his hands, circling and dancing, illuminating the dark drive way.  

“Oh fuck,” said Aubrey. “You d-do it to humans too...”

“I sure do.”

He grinned and guided all the Jessica energy directly into Aubrey—who came immediately upon contact with all that pureform life energy shoveled inside her body. She felt herself changing immediately—body toning, breasts enlarging, hair lengthening—every part of her body becoming newer, better, hotter.

“God,” he groaned, his cock sliding up her thigh. Mere inches from her pulsating entrance. “There’s so little to change. You’re so truly fucking hot. I can’t believe it. You were just about perfect already.”

“Tha-thank you, sir.”

Having felt his power just the once was all that Aubrey needed to know that he was truly her Sir, her Master, her Everything now. There was no doubt left, no games. She had no avenues left with which to think she might manipulate him. He and he alone would be the one above all her deceptions and ploys. 

“That means there’s a lot left over.” 

“Left over?”

“Power,” he said, and opened her hand. 

Light fluttered in it, circling and sparkling and vibrating. Like a miniature supernova waiting to explode. 

He stepped behind her and pushed her over the trunk at an angle so that she could see all the girls gathered around him—the ones she had just condemned for not being quite good enough for him. For doubting him. Seeing that her Master had started to fuck another new recruit, Kayla approached from the house to be at his side. 

“You were real fucking angry with them,” he said. “Are you still?”

His cock pushed up deep inside her, destroying the virginal resistance she had and immediately causing her entire body to squeeze down on his thick, perfectly hard member. 

“Y-yes!” she cried. “They fu-fuck! Fucking don’t know what you gave them!”

“Show me what you can do with that kind of anger, doll.”

Kayla slipped up next to Eamon and immediately began cooing in his ear, pushing on his hips and pulling on Aubrey’s, bringing them together in hotter and hotter motions. Her tits dripped warm, heavenly-smelling milk all down Aubrey’s back and dress and thighs. She felt it sliding up around her pelvis, being fucked into her cunt by Eamon’s insistent, piston-like strokes. 

Feeling devious, Aubrey reached out a hand toward Kayla—but Eamon guided her away. 

“Anyone else,” he said. “Good genes win out.”

“Yes, Master,” she said, happy to obey. It was so pleasant to have boundaries. 

Sandra crawled toward Eamon as well, seemingly to do the same thing Kayla was—and Aubrey reached out toward her as well. 

“She fucking—” Aubrey gasped, full of her Master’s cock. He was so big! “Fucking said no to you, to this!”

Despite feeling flooded with ecstasy, anger still thrummed through her body—and Sandra felt all of it. Aubrey felt both orgasmic release and blissful pulling. In less than ten seconds Sandra went from voluptuously gorgeous, a model of blond fertility, to a hag-like slug that looked closer to a puddle of flesh on the dirty ground. All her beauty, her youth, her vitality belonged to Aubrey now.  

“Stupid!” she gasped, clutching at the bulge apparent in her torso from her Master’s gigantic cock filling her completely. “Stupid fucking bitch! Trying to say no to you! That’s what you fucking get!”

The process was shockingly easy, even as she received the fuck of her life. In fact, it was a little bit easier because she was being fucked—like Master fucked the knowledge and ease of total transference into her body with every stroke. A little bit of energy used to drain Sandra, a little more to contain it, float it, move it—but an overwhelming surplus remained. Aubrey looked at it with orgasmic awe, knowing that if she were to somehow take it in herself at that moment, the bliss she felt from being fucked would somehow, inconceivably, exponentiate. 

But that made no sense.

Give it to herself? As Eamon said, she was already at capacity. She couldn’t be any more beautiful than she was at that moment—now eternally youthful and perky and long and thin and busty and gorgeous and utterly fucked by the man of her every last dream.  

And even if she wasn’t, why would she have any of it? It all belonged to him, anyway. Everything would belong to him. 

“Take it,” she moaned, redirecting the floating energy to Eamon. “Take it all, my love! Take it, please!”

This was the answer he was looking for, and he let her know by emptying inside of her with load after load of his white hot cum. The energy she delivered to him just formulated into more and more seed to fertilize her body. At both their sides, Kayla’s own orgasmic moans filled the entire neighborhood, announcing to the world both her submission and reverence to her Master and new Mistress.

His orgasm redefined her existence. She felt baptized, free of all need to control ever again. All she truly, absolutely needed to do was obey Eamon’s every last wish. Any control she might have over others from now on—and that would be plenty, with how gorgeous she was now—would be entirely for him. 

Her whole existence depended upon and required her Master’s Cock. This was the only way to live. 

Finally, sadly, he pulled out of her—and Aubrey knew she had to fix that as soon as possible. She needed his hardness again, needed to make him fuck her like that again. Her hand found his cock, quickly slapping away Kayla’s—the little tart needed to know her place before her new queen—and stroked her Master casually while she took in her new domain. 

Her gaze—fiery and illuminating—turned to the girls still waiting at the entrance. They stared, horrified, at Sandra, the girl who had already been “chosen” and reduced to another slug, realizing in the dim, service-laden layers of their lusty minds, that the same could happen to them.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Can I teach them a lesson too?”

He was still hard, stroking himself between her ass cheeks.

“My best girl gets whatever she wants.”

# # #
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Once again, she enveloped his cock with her eager pussy, sliding him up higher inside to feel the totality of his massive, turgid member filling her so completely. She was on top of him—on top of his throne, surrounded by other slaves who worshiped him just as she did. She afforded them casual sneers while he pounded her up and down his huge godhood—letting them know she knew how much better than them she was and how much she enjoyed it.

Master fucked her harder for her arrogance, and nothing and no one fucked her like her Master. 

Maybe it was hard, for other women, to receive his huge cock. His size was enormous, after all. And not just the length, but the girth of it too. Thicker than a coke can and more than twice as long. 

Somehow she had room for it. Everything had always come easily to her—so it was no surprise, really, that once her Master had found her that serving her as was her womanly duty came easy to her as well. 

Sometimes, just moments before his huge manhood entered her, she had flashes of a previous life—one that didn’t worship Him, one that didn’t focus on her own self-absorption and vanity and arrogance, one that wasn’t constantly preening on her own beauty. She thought—oh my gosh, do I really want this?

And then he fucked her—and she forgot everything all over again. 

* * * * *
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“OH MY GOSH, MARGARET! Again?”

A few days earlier, Doctor Cynthia Archer stared, aghast, at her secretary’s face. Covered in make-up, the black eye was still noticeable. There was no hiding the swelling and certainly not the barely-healed split on her otherwise attractive lips. 

“I know,” Margaret shook her head. “I know what you’re going to say.”

Cynthia had just arrived at work; she had a new client pay her to clear her whole schedule for the day. On the short bike ride to her office, she had reflected on how utterly strange that was. But this was far more important; her co-worker was in crisis and she had to help her. 

“I don’t think you do,” said Cynthia. “This has to end. Today. Now. Listen—”

“No, really, please—”

“Here’s a key. Okay? This is to my home. You stay there until something comes together. All right? Don’t worry about food. Don’t worry about money. You have to sever. Now. Right now. There’s no excuses anymore.”

Margaret’s tale of woe had begun some months after entering employment for Cynthia. A complete ass of a boyfriend who liked to make his points with his fists. Margaret, a lifelong co-dependent, made endless excuses for him and Cynthia had tried remaining detached. But the last incident—before this one—had made detachment extraordinarily difficult. 

To call it an “incident” at all was to downplay the severity; it was a series of threats and angry promises over several days of argument and cowering that escalated until he threatened Margaret’s life and livelihood; only calling the police and separating the two seemed to calm him down. 

“I just...” Margaret shook her head. “He apologized, already. U-usually it takes him days to say anything, so I thought we could—”

“We promised each other. Right?” Cynthia held her hands. “We promised one another if anything, anything happened again, we would take steps. Right? These are the steps.”

The front door dinged—her mysterious new clients asking for entrance.

“I’ll take care of this,” said Cynthia. “You need to go. Is he home now? Can you get your things?”

“No. No, he works the night shift. I would...if it’s all right, I would be more comfortable here.”

Cynthia frowned. Sometimes it was worth it to push through stress and exhaustion to get something done, but this definitely wasn’t one of those times. But, she could tell that Margaret was already uncomfortable enough with the charity Cynthia was going to make sure she received that pushing too hard would push Margaret away entirely. 

“Okay. Well. I’ll see if we can finish things early. Who books an entire day’s worth of therapy anyway? They can’t possibly have that much to cover.”

Margaret nodded, smiling small and grateful. “I’ll see them in.”

* * * * *
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FIVE MINUTES LATER—A time which felt spuriously long to Cynthia—the couple walked in through the ornate wooden door of her office. 

The door was the nicest thing in the practice, perhaps in the entire building. It was a relic from a previous age, one of the only holdouts from a constant assault of erosion and the kind of corporate corpse-picking that had afflicted this rust-bucket of an edifice already. The radiator was fifty years-old if it was a day and worked hours that would make bankers jealous. The pipes sounded like vomiting musk-oxen and, although she had removed the toxin-coated carpet, the hardwood beneath was so thin that it couldn’t stand to be refinished without busting through and was otherwise riddled with holes and deep gashes, often spelled out in horrible, error-prone obscenities. 

But. 

But. It was her office. And Cynthia wanted her office in the “bad” part of town so that she could ensure that the people most deserving of quality therapy got it. 

Often, people couldn’t pay. Her office actually had two offices, but one was—like she was a cliche pro bono lawyer in a small town—full of the odds and ends people produced instead of pay: crates of canned goods and vegetables, some antique lamps she meant to take to a roadshow to see if they had any value, and several boxes of tools. Every one of her male clients thought she needed tools for some reason. 

The couple that walked in did not belong to her usual clientele. A man and woman, both glorious and both gloriously rich. 

She rose to meet them, hand waving out awkwardly, smiling and laughing nervously like she was on her first date. 

“Hi, I’m Cynthia Doctor Archer,” she explained carefully and adroitly.

What the hell! That was not how you said that! God, he was handsome. Her tongue felt like a limp, useless limb in her mouth. 

There was a long enough pause after she said it that she immediately felt awkward about correcting herself.

Oh god, why was she doing this to herself? She felt like a teenager.

First there was the man—gorgeously handsome, with a rugged five o’clock shadow and dressed in a custom-tailored pinstripe suit that heartily displayed his large, muscular frame. He had cold, piercing blue eyes and Cynthia fluttered as they settled on her. She momentarily forgot that this was her office. It certainly felt like it belonged to him now. 

The woman was something else entirely. If the man looked like he was the king of the planet, the woman looked like the queen of another species. A tall, impossibly slender, graceful species with perfectly spherical racks and nuclear fusion-hot bone structure. She wore calf-leather pants so thin and skintight that the heart-shaped thigh-gap between her legs, advertising her ludicrously hot slim body, showed the door behind her with ease. Her blouse was silk, tight, hugging the contours of her expansive cleavage. Breasts that would have seemed otherwise moderately-sized, perhaps a little above average, instead looked enormous on her lithe, small frame—and compounding this sense of proportion was that despite the complete thinness of her body, she was remarkably tall. 

Even in her heels—luxury items that looked like they could be sold second-hand to fund Cynthia’s office space payments for over a year—she was not as tall as her man. 

And this was her man, there was no doubt about that. She clung to him, happily purring under his heavy arm, her hands sliding and groping up his chest and even down beneath the waistline. One knee lifting up over his and softly grinding, shamelessly, while whispering some sweet nothing into his ear. She carried on like a love-lost teenager—and in fact if it wasn’t for the luxurious state of her clothing, Cynthia might have pegged her for being barely eighteen. 

It was like having a magazine cover in her office. For some weird, crazy reason.

Cynthia immediately wondered what brought them in; couples usually saw her for the first time when there was something wrong. Almost without fail, in this area, the problems were either infidelity or substance abuse.

She had a small practice to avoid people like this. She hated men like Eamon—handsome tall men who thought they were experts on every subject simply because they were handsome and tall, who thought they should be in charge simply for existing. 

“I’m Eamon,” the man explained. “This is Aubrey.”

Aubrey neglected to shake Cynthia’s hand; her only method of greeting was to raise one perfectly trimmed eyebrow by an exact centimeter. Eamon took her hand and kissed it slowly, precisely. Concurrent waves of confusion, mortification, and liquid heat ran through Cynthia. She didn’t know why he had done it, was embarrassed for him that he had, and then was turned on by the feeling of his lips on her. 

“Let’s sit down, all right?” he said. 

Without quite knowing that she was doing so, Cynthia sat down in her chair across from them. Eamon sat upright perfect posture, while Aubrey sat in to Eamon—half in his lap and half-elevated above the couch by how much she was urgently pushing into and clinging onto Eamon’s body. 

Aubrey was quite evidently not into this whole therapy thing. Was that the reason for their visit? Some kind of sex addiction on their part? Perhaps they were missing the emotional connection component?

“Well—” Cynthia began, trying to take back some form of control. “I suppose we should start with just telling me a little about yourselves and why you’ve come into today.”

Eamon nodded and then turned, kissing the insistent Aubrey for a long time. Tongues locking. Lips sliding over one another. Hot moans and hotter hands—groping everywhere. Their kiss was passionate and intense and Cynthia—though she knew this was kind of impossible—could have sworn that Aubrey orgasmed from the attention. 

She wrote down quickly in her notes: overactive libido creating intimacy issues? Then she returned her pen to its normal place, resting comfortably in the side of her mouth. 

“If you wouldn’t mind,” said Cynthia, “I do want this to be a safe place for both of you, but we do want to keep up some manner of decorum? You see—”

“Hush about that,” Eamon glanced at her briefly. “It’s not a problem.”

Obediently, Cynthia hushed about that. After all, it wasn’t a problem. She watched, patiently, as Aubrey experienced the full throes of her orgasm—softly mewling and shaking and shuddering and rubbing her perfect body even harder into Eamon’s, kissing his chin and jaw in abject adoration.

Finally, Eamon turned to Cynthia, staring deep into her eyes the entire time. 

“Aubrey and I,” said Eamon, as his girl snuggled in harder, “are in a committed relationship. It’s hard to find someone who understands me like she does, but I’m all in. But we both get a little bored from time to time. That’s what brings us here.”

“You’re going to do great,” Aubrey said to her. “You don’t need to worry at all. We’ll take care of everything.”

She spoke to Cynthia like she was supposed to understand. Cynthia, confused, let the pen near her lips slide further in. It felt good to just suckle on something, something firm, something hard...

“I’m sorry,” said Cynthia. “I think I missed something. “I’ll do great at...?”

“At the bet!” Aubrey explained. “This is what we’re doing to alleviate our boredom.”

Eamon had one arm behind Aubrey. His hand had been resting on her ass. Now it pushed further, fingers pushing into her cunt through the thin layer of her leather pants. Cynthia had no doubt that Aubrey wasn’t wearing any panties. 

“I run a harem of great prestige,” Eamon explained. “I can manipulate reality however I wish, changing what is to what I will it to be.”

Cynthia stared at him blankly. What was he even talking about? Manipulating reality? That was preposterous. That was—

“Just go ahead and believe me, doc.”

Oh. Right, Cynthia thought. He manipulated reality. One of those. Got it.

“Mostly, obviously, what I do involves high-grade pussy and plenty of money. Why do anything else? Aubrey is at the top of my harem.”

“Obviously,” Aubrey half-mooned, half-sneered.

“And,” Eamon continued, “she’s quite a bad person. Deeply, intrinsically, born bad. It makes me deeply fucking hard how fucked up and evil she is, doc, I have to tell you. She’s got a truly wicked turn of mind. She’s so evil I gave her the biggest taste of my power of any one of my girls, and she’s uniformly used it to make others miserable.”

Aubrey nodded, pawing at her man. “I just think it’s hot when other people suffer, that’s all.”

Cynthia, somehow, was not surprised by this. She knew that she should write sadistic tendencies down on her notepad, but it was down on the floor. Her fingers, attached to the pen she sucked on dutifully and soulfully, were covered in drool. She had the random thought that it would be more like a blowjob if she put her tongue into it. 

“So we’re putting it to the test!” Aubrey clapped her hands in excitement.

“That’s right. You see, we looked at every therapist in the area. And we wanted one who was truly, spectacularly hot—that’s you—but also really, deeply good inside. That’s also you.”

Cynthia’s heart fluttered with the recognition. She didn’t know if it felt better to be called hot or good but she liked both coming from Eamon, who she was beginning to understand was an authority in pretty much every subject. He was so smart and handsome and likable and intense and all she had to do was look-look-look in his eyes to understand more about all of that, which was ever so important.

“Honestly,” said Aubrey. “It’s disgusting how good you are. First of all, you have this place. Do you even pull forty kay with what you do here? Then there’s that joke of a secretary. Oh my god. How can she even work here when she makes such a terrible presentation? I mean, I guess, good on you? But like, you know that girls who get tossed around like that have no one but themselves to blame, right? If Daddy wanted to beat me, I know I’d deserve it. And then I’d suck his cock and ask him to do it again if he really felt like it.”

“Uh. I mean. I...” Cynthia struggled to be diplomatic. The way she fellated her pen and fingers made that awfully difficult. Drool had formed strands from her chin all the way down to her breasts

“Maybe if she sucked cock instead of talking back, she’d have less bruises, what do you think?”

They seemed to sincerely wait for her answer. Cynthia, whimpering softly, removed the pen from her mouth and tried to catch one of the several thoughts flying through her brain.

“I think that’s a severe misunderstanding of the dynamics of abuse. What makes abusers abusive is their ability to find excuses for—”

“Whatever. You’ll agree with me in like fifteen minutes anyway. You had like ten thousand scholarships from your time doing charity work in college, which you still do even though this place is a charity. You’ve improved probably thousands of lives just from keeping this place open despite your empty checking account. You’ve made a real, real difference, babe. Honestly. Bravo.”

Cynthia didn’t know how to feel. Aubrey seemed genuine, but also so toxic.

“Thank you?”

“Yeah. It’s just that we’re going to fuck all that up now.”

“What?”

Was it hot in here? It was hot. Why was it so hot? It was winter and the radiator didn’t work, but looking at Aubrey, at Mast—at Eamon made her feel so goddamn warm!

“That’s our bet! See, Master is terrific at changing bodies and thoughts, and he’s getting so much more powerful lately. I even helped him remodel our home! It’s the whole subdivision now, with the best marble flooring, oh-em-gee. And it occurred to me that he could give someone whatever memory he wanted! It’s all just energy—every part of your brain is some form of energy, including memories, and that’s what Master does and let me do with him—change energy however we want.”

Cynthia nodded studiously, remembering Eamon’s order from earlier to accept such claims. This all made perfect sense.

“So, I bet Master that I could make someone as fucked up as me if they just had the right memories. And he said it couldn’t happen without driving you totally insane. So, we’re about to re-write your whole life story, and we’re going to find out if it makes you super hot and evil like me, or if the two competing recollections of your life are so deeply incompatible that you’re going to go to the nuthouse.”

“I...I...I...”

Aubrey stood up and strutted over to her, smiling and shaking her head

“Shush.”

Her hands were long and slender and soft, just like her. They felt warm and urgently important on Cynthia’s forehead and cheeks. 

“Just look in my eyes, okay? This won’t take long.”

* * * * *
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CYNTHIA HAD ALWAYS known she was beautiful. But the first time she really understood the power of her beauty was she had won the Tri-State Beauty Pageant at the age of eighteen on her first try. She had been a late arrival, and honestly almost didn’t make it on time to submit her application at all because she had been lost staring at her reflection for another weekend. 

She spent all her time like that—just staring at her reflection, oohing and ahhing at her own appearance, making kissy faces or come-hither looks at herself while brushing her hair or doing her make-up. Lately, this had even started to make her wet. As if the very fact of her own beauty was enough to drive her close to orgasm. 

Arriving late—and missing most of the pageant—hadn’t been a problem. Nothing was ever a problem for Cynthia. Beauty made everything so easy. She simply smiled at the tournament organizer and gave him her best big eyes and did a soft little plea, and right away she was in—showing up just in time for the swimsuit competition and the evening gown walk. 

She hadn’t bothered to bring her own outfits either. She just took the swimsuit from the skinniest girl there—it had string-ties and was a deep matte black—and wore her own hot tall heels. With her long legs, flawless porcelain white skin, and rich dark velvety blanket of hair, she caught everyone’s attention right away. A few of the girls who were scheduled to walk after her didn’t even bother, breaking down and crying when they saw the judges break decorum and stand up and applaud. 

This feeling of sickness and hopelessness spread, as it often did when Cynthia was around other women. They knew they couldn’t compete. She liked it like that. It felt so good to make them feel bad. Several offered up their gowns to her, as she didn’t bring her own—hoping, probably, that somehow winning her gratitude would delay the inevitable feelings of worthlessness and self-hatred that followed Cynthia’s egotistical self-obsession and well-deserved vanity like a plague. 

It didn’t, of course. They only felt worse after humiliating themselves.  

By the time the evening gown competition came around, only two other girls were left. They both begged on hands and knees to go before Cynthia—to not be tasked with going on after her stunning, smiling, endlessly hypnotic beauty. 

She refused, naturally. After all—weren’t the judges just there to see her, now? Hadn’t each one of them—even the woman—assured her of victory and with one even bribing her to walk twice? She took the bribe, but didn’t repeat her gloriously pitch-perfect strut down the runway. It wouldn’t do to have people think they could control her. 

The crowning ceremony was mere formality, but Cynthia was finding she loved such formalities. Everyone around her had tears in their eyes—hopelessly jealous, desperately sad—and all she felt was furious, thermonuclear joy. When the crown was placed on her head by the last year’s queen, who blubbered something her own unworthiness, Cynthia experienced her first orgasm. 

She had a boyfriend, of course. He watched from backstage, crippled with a desperate hard-on that only became more debilitating as the show went on. She was of a mind to let him fuck her virgin cunt—finally—after making him wait for months and months. 

But, after the show ended, when she sat up on the stage and beckoned him to slide between her naked, waiting legs, he came all over the floor in front of her. 

“I-I’m sorry,” he sputtered. “Shit. I’m so sorry, babe. Y-you’re just too fucking hot. Holy shit. If you’ll gi-give me a minute, I can get it hard again...”

She had already lost interest. There was a mirror nearby for her to look at, and she was much more interested in her glorious reflection than any pathetic dick. 

* * * * *
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SLOWLY, HER CONSCIOUSNESS filtered back to her. She was staring inside Aubrey’s eyes and when she turned away to sit back down, at last, her mind began to try to make sense of the present. 

“You see, doc?” said Eamon. “You’re a natural for us. Do you think normal girls get off to how they look as much as you do?”

Cynthia shook her head, probing her forehead with perfectly manicured fingers. The mane of midnight-dark, thick vibrant hair she had sported her entire life shimmered and almost tinkled like sleigh-bells as she tried to focus. 

“No,” she said. “That’s wrong. I’m not...I didn’t win...a beauty contest? Why would...why would I...”

“Because you’re obsessed with yourself,” said Aubrey. “And gosh, shouldn’t you be? I know I’m obsessed with me, and I’m only a little hotter than you, so it only makes sense that you just totally can’t stop thinking about how hot you are, right?”

That didn’t sound right. Of course, Cynthia had always been disastrously beautiful. It had caused so many problems, and often she’d have to flirt or smile her way into someone’s good graces to avoid consequences. And yes, she had won plenty of beauty contests. The more she thought about it, the more she remembered them. She even kept the veritable pile of trophies she had accumulated—and pictures of the events—stacked in a trophy case to one side of her degrees in this very office. She looked at them now, feeling hot at the memory of all those broken dreams and hopes that she had strutted on top of in one pair of expensive heels after another. 

Her hand tugged idly at the lapel of her Yves Saint Laurent blazer, the one she had received as a gift from a potential suitor who had—after she rejected him completely—taken to jerking off in the street outside her window until the police came to take him away. She hadn’t minded the attention, honestly, but he had been bothering the neighbors. 

“Of course, you’re not just self-obsessed,” said Aubrey.

“I-I’m not?”

They made it so hard to think, these two together. The room felt swampy with sex-scent and lust. Her mind raced, churning, but it was like moving through dense fog. All she could think of was herself, sex, heat, her beauty, and that smashing pair of skintight pants that Aubrey wore. 

“Not at all. You’re ruthless, too.”

“Ruthless?” Cynthia shook her head. “That’s ridiculous. I couldn’t be. I’m a pacifist. I’m a therapist, for god’s sake. I couldn’t just—”

Eamon’s gaze fell on her and she lost track of everything. 

* * * * *
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COLLEGE NOW. A TRAIL up a mountain. Clingy, tight spandex shorts and sport bra displaying her gorgeous eighteen year-old body. A sheen of perfectly clear, hot sweat across her heavenly abs and cleavage. She was on mile seven, uphill, and doing fantastic. She was barely winded. She could do this shit in her fucking sleep. She loved showing off. 

Cynthia had chosen the toughest, most prestigious cheerleading program in the country entirely to be able to show off her beauty queen looks on national television during the football and basketball games of her university’s team. 

Every Saturday, the whole team ran up Mount Eckels to build endurance and strength and for team-building. They were supposed to stick together, but Cynthia had always broken away from the pack to be first. One time, she even lapped one of the slower girls—going up and down and back again just because she could.

There was a me in team after all, and getting it meant you had to remove the weak parts and turn everything on its head. 

Of course, when you start competing like that—showing off that you’re the best—it’s only natural that it rubs some people the wrong way. They get competitive, want to be the best too. But Cynthia couldn’t stomach that kind of competition. 

The girl in this case was Alexia, a redhead from the Midwest with a great smile and terrific ass. She thought, perhaps, their competition was friendly. Cynthia so far had been thoroughly friendly in return, despite all her otherwise cutthroat behaviors. Smiling, helping, suggesting, noticing. She had pretended to care about people for years; it was easy to do it now with this potato-breathed idiot. She was a senior, and the current captain of the squad, and frankly, Cynthia was deeply offended that the dumb bitch hadn’t already conceded the position to her. 

Who the fuck did she think she was? Pretending to be superior to Cynthia when Cynthia was right. Fucking. There.

Endlessly insulting. It made her blood run hot just thinking of what a terrible insult this was. 

Alexia ran just behind Cynthia, struggling terribly. Cynthia could hear her breath catching, could feel Alexia’s cramp coming on probably before she even did. 

“Ca-can we stop for a sec?” Alexia asked, right on cue. “I just need to catch my breath.”

“Sure!” Cynthia said brightly. 

They were at the exact spot Cynthia had planned. She knew human nature pretty well, could predict people’s behaviors. It made them so easy to manipulate. Everything was so fucking easy for her. 

“You’re in such great shape,” Alexia said between gasps. “I don’t see how you do it.”

“It’s not so hard,” said Cynthia. “I just really give a fuck, you know? Unlike some people.”

She put her hands on Alexia’s shoulders. This was the part she really treasured. The shifting of reactions, emotions. From insulted to surprised to turned on. She thought, for an instant—before Cynthia started pushing—that maybe Cynthia was going to try to kiss her. And she was completely open to it—as everyone always was. 

“Hey,” said Alexia, as Cynthia firmly shoved her. “What—”

In her top form, Alexia was athletic enough to not be pushed around, and acrobatic enough to catch something before she fell to lessen the blow. But she was winded, just as Cynthia knew she would be, and fell to the rocks below with a crunch. Cynthia watched her the whole way down, feeling heat blossom in her chest and pussy, and licked her lips. 

There was a whole little charade parade she had to put on. Oh my god, what a disaster, she just went right off, she was pushing too hard, maybe it’s my fault? Oh god, what can we do? Please hurry. 

All the hits. 

The way it worked out, Alexia broke her leg and made it back to the hospital in time to stay alive. Everyone on the team agreed that Cynthia was a hero for making sure Alexia got the help she needed. 

The next day, Cynthia showed up at the hospital in the middle of the night. Alexia woke with a start. Cynthia relished the fear on her face.

“Hey, girlfriend!” Cynthia said cheerfully.

Alexia looked around, perhaps looking for the staff that Cynthia had easily convinced to take a break for “an hour or so” while she had toyed with her cleavage during the request. Her dress was tiny and red and made to turn heads, just like Cynthia herself. 

“Cynthia? It’s the middle...what...why are you here?”

“I heard you were waking up! I wanted to pay you a visit. Aren’t I nice for that?”

Alexia stuttered.

“You can tell me how nice I am, Alexia. I’d really appreciate that. Don’t you want to tell me how nice I am for not leaving you out there in the wilderness?”

“You mean, you’re the one called for help?”

“Duh. What’s the use of having you die on a bunch of rocks, with a lot of suspicion about what might have happened between you and me, when instead everyone could see you with a crippled leg after they know you tried to compete with me?”

The realization took a painfully long time to appear on Alexia’s face. 

“You’re...you’re sick inside.”

“You don’t know the half of it. You’ve got to use your dumb little brain, Alexia. You’ve got to start thinking about how no one is watching you right now. And if something happened, gosh! Why, it would be so tragic! Wouldn’t it? Wouldn’t that be even more tragic than your pathetic little life? And it wouldn’t it be so crazy if you fell asleep in a hospital bed and never woke up?”

Alexia was trembling; Cynthia was furiously wet. Her panties almost sloshed as she moved closer to Alexia. 

“So, don’t you think you should show me some gratitude for being alive right now...and maybe tell the police how fucking clumsy you are? They’ll believe you. You can just show them video of your cheer routines if they don’t. Kay?”

Alexia nodded. Tears flowing down her cheeks. 

“I want to hear you, bitch.” Cynthia bent over her, pushing and squeezing on the cast covering Alexia’s leg. “Tell me you understand me.”

“I understand,” she gulped. “I’ll tell them what you want me to. I’ll do it like you say.”

“Promise?”

“I promise.”

“Yay!” Cynthia stood up and did a hot little foot pop, pulling one high-heeled foot all the way up to her ass, her knee in front of her torso. “Go team!”

* * * * *
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“N-NO,” SAID CYNTHIA. “I-I would never. I would never hurt anyone like that. Th-that’s insane. That’s not me...”

But it was her. She could remember it clearly. Remember the fear on Alexia’s face. It was burned on her brain. Imprinted there. She could feel the flash of heat she felt at knowing her life was completely under her control.

At the same time, she remembered a completely different Alexia. Her roommate. The one she had saved from several wildly suicidal behaviors and who she directed toward therapeutic assistance. That whole experience had been what helped her decide to become a mental health professional in the first place. 

Aubrey giggled. “I mean, you’re so fucked up, you’re probably gonna finger yourself to how badly you’ve fucked up your secretary out there as soon as we leave, right?”

“M-Margaret?” said Cynthia. “I would...I would never...she needs my help. I’m helping her...helping...”

Was she?

It was Cynthia, after all, who had encouraged Margaret to stay with her abusive boyfriend through thick and thin. 

Commitment is so important, she had explained. What’s the point of love if you try to walk away from it just because someone shows you their flaws?

The bruises magnified after that, and Cynthia deliberately wouldn’t let Margaret wear her sunglasses in the office. 

What would the clients think? Just say that you’ve been hit by a dog or a doorknob or something. Don’t be a nuisance. 

And then there was the way that she had started sending flirty texts and images to Margaret’s boyfriend just to fuck with his head and make him even more resentful of Margaret—who while absolutely lovely, was nowhere near on the level of Cynthia. After all, no one was. She had even texted him how proud she was of the way he handled his “rotten girlfriend,” and how a real woman would never—

“No!” 

Cynthia stood up, grabbing her head, tears flying from her eyes. She walked to the window of her thirty-fifth floor office, staring out at the peons below slowly making their way to useless jobs and banal lives. She liked the view from up here; liked how big it made her feel.

“No,” she said again. “That’s wrong. I would never do that. That’s not my head, that’s not my thoughts, stop it. I can feel you in there. Needling and tinkering. Stop it.”

The emotion in her voice surprised her. Her voice surprised her. It had changed, too. She remembered it being a tad reedy, higher in pitch than what was pleasant unless she really took the time to alter it. Just an octave or two out of place. Now it was smooth and disastrously lush, a warm blanket for the ears and brain. She expected to see at least some remorse on the faces of the two.

Instead, when she turned around, she saw Aubrey stroking Eamon’s cock. Openly. Her own blouse half-unbuttoned from the way she constantly rubbed her tits into his body. Shaking and grinding and whimpering into him. 

Cynthia had some angry barb to spew, but instead she just stared at Eamon’s cock. Wet, strong, proud, and huge. How did it fit inside anyone? Aubrey was so tiny, especially at her waist. It must bulge inside her, and her neck too. Her fingers were so long and nimble and yet even they couldn’t wrap all the way around its girthy shaft...

“Cynthia?”

“Huh?” she looked up at Eamon. Drool splattered softly down into her cleavage. She was glad, not for the first time, that she only wore underwear at home. She hardly needed bras and panties just got in the way. Underwear was lingerie and lingerie was for decorating herself for herself. “Wuzzat?”

“I said,” Eamon leaned forward. “I think it’s really sexy for you to fuck with someone’s head until they’re staying in a bad relationship just for your approval. That’s power, Cynthia. Power makes me really hard.”

Aubrey nodded and sighed appreciatively, leaning over and softly licking the edges of his precum-streaming cockhead. 

“You could tell her to do anything,” said Eamon. “Power, again. You could tell her to do terrible things and she would, just to see you smile. I don’t even know that Aubrey is that evil, Cynthia.”

Obsessing over her Master’s cock, Aubrey didn’t see the dangerous glint in Eamon’s eyes. 

“Oh,” Cynthia nodded dumbly. She had come within just a few feet of them somehow; she didn’t remember moving. She didn’t remember so much. But gosh, his cock was so beautiful... “...good. I’m glad it makes you so hard. Your cock is...your c-cock i-is important, fuck, look at her go...”

“Oh, I get it,” said Aubrey suddenly, as if waking from a trance. “It’s got to be about someone. Right? If she just does it because she feels like it, well, that’s not her. But if she’s in love...”

“I-I’ve never been in love,” said Cynthia, sadly. “Never. I’m sorry. Look, would you leave me alone? There’s...I have so much to think about. Please.”

“You’ve been in love your entire life,” said Aubrey. “Don’t you remember?”

She somehow tore her gaze away from Eamon’s cock to look into Aubrey’s eyes...and she did. 

* * * * *
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“THIS IS, I MEAN, SHIT. Look at you. Shit. This is, I can’t. Please. What’s your name? I love you. Holy shit.”

This poor fool was stronger than most. He’d managed to talk to Cynthia for an entire fifteen minutes before becoming a blubbering, sweating, begging mess. 

Cynthia was a furious whirlwind of entrancement, corruption, and mind-melting beauty. Her every perfect angle was constantly on display in every outfit she wore, each one deliriously expensive and tailored by one of a few dozen slaves she had captured the souls of and enlisted to her cause. Today was no different, in her designer minidress and sparkling ankle boots, decorated with layers of hypnotic jewels and crafted from specifically disorienting fabrics to make the mind swim around her visage with lusty fervor. 

If the sight of her cleavage didn’t draw someone in, or her fantastic lightyear-long legs, or the shelf of her utterly sculpted ass, then the tinkle of her earrings, bracelets, rings, and necklaces was enough to drive someone to distraction with wanton abandon. Each crafted with jewels picked for their sonic resonance to attack the most vulnerable, malleable parts of the brain. 

It only made sense that the bank manager had resisted her for so long, even when the tellers had emptied their registers at a soft wink and the guards had surrendered their guns and cowered in the corner when she scowled at them. This bank manager was in charge of a great deal of money. Thousands of lives would be deeply injured or even ruined if he gave up the wealth he had access to. A great deal of bodily harm was likely to come to him, given that there were so many criminal interests with liquid assets stored here at the bank.

“You’re right,” she said. “This is crazy, isn’t it?”

“Crazy,” he muttered. His eyes had unhinged in his skull, bouncing to every part of her beguiling form.

“I know you would never do anything like let me in the vault when you haven’t even proven yourself to me.”

“P-prove myself.”

He came again and again. Within an hour, if she kept it up, he’d expire from dehydration. Cynthia, smiling rapturously, increased the intensity of her stance—turning up the dial on her hypnotic effects. 

“Right. I mean, you’re not even willing to kill yourself for me, are you?”

“Kill myself for you?”

“Oh, yes, darling. Wouldn’t you? That would make me so happy.”

“Y-yes of course.”

He had trouble speaking with his dried-out tongue wagging over his lips, but Cynthia was used to understanding men in this position.

“And your family, as well. They can go when you go, can’t they?”

“Yes. Yes, that would be easy.”

None of that would happen, but only because he’d be collapsed and motionless far, far before he ever made it home.

“I would like that very much, baby. Do you like it when I call you baby?”

“Y-yes. Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. But I’m not going to let you like that. Or to do those other naughty things for me.”

Pain filled his countenance. Cynthia bit a lip, drinking it in. 

“W-why why why not? Why? Please. Please.”

“Because you’re not letting me in the vault, silly baby. Or are you?”

“In the vault. Yes. Yes, of course.”

“And you’ll turn off all the security measures, naturally.”

“Na-nat-nat-yes. Yes of course.”

Her presence was melting his brain. The language center was the first to go. 

“Do it now, baby, before your fingers stop working.”

A few minutes later, she walked out from the vault, flanked by security guards carrying heavy duffel bags of cash. Their pants were soaked with their own cum, eyes sunken and seeming to slowly boil in the sockets. Steam rising off their bodies. 

Cynthia loved herself so much. She loved what she did to these weak-willed fools. It was so much fun to revel in her own presence and beauty. 

Eamon stood just at the entrance of the bank, softly attended by Aubrey and some other nameless beauty tag-teaming on his cock. Cynthia pushed into his massive form, guiding his gaze away from Aubrey. It was so easy to make him think about her instead of Aubrey, so natural and simple. 

She slid her thigh up his leg, effectively slowly and softly kneeing Aubrey in the face as she did. The kneeling vixen was too busy worshiping cock to really notice. Her head wasn’t in the game, and Cynthia would make sure she paid for it. 

“Kiss me, darling,” she moaned. She wrapped her arms around his muscled neck, pulling her lips effortlessly to his ear. “Kiss your favorite.”

Aubrey seemed to pick this up, making a noise of protest. But Cynthia pressed her thigh and knee into the back of her head harder, squashing any argument she may have given. Eamon kissed her hard and then harder, like he meant it, gripping her ass tight and slow dancing his tongue with hers. 

The guards behind her carried close to thirty million dollars. They would blow it on expensive clothing, houses they’d never spend more than a night or two in, and lots and lots of gaudy dinners. This was only the latest in a string of acquisitions and schemes they had together. 

She stopped kissing him only long enough to stare deep into his eyes and repeat the affirmation she had made so many thousands of times before:

“All that I am, my King, my Love, my God...I am for You and You alone.”

* * * * *
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WARM, HAPPY BUZZING filled Cynthia’s head as the memory faded. That had been such a lovely time; she was so lucky to be one of Eamon’s most favored girls. 

Soft silks and luxury stitching adorned Cynthia’s heavenly frame. The simple mini-skirt and blouse cost probably seven times as much as Margaret’s yearly salary—and come to think of it, that was a preposterous ratio. She made a mental note to lower Margaret’s salary—again—and maybe to start charging her rent for her desk. If she had to borrow money from her ape of a man just to stay afloat, then he’d probably put the screws to her as a result, and Cynthia thought that sounded delicious. 

Was it professional to wear thigh-high boots to work? Cynthia thought so. She could make anything look professional. With a smile and a wink, she could make murder look like jaywalking. Nothing was beyond the grasp of a beauty like her—and there were no other beauties like her.

The chair that enveloped Cynthia was really much more like a throne. She used it to put her clients on the back-foot from the second they entered, ensuring that they knew she reveled in the power her status and beauty afforded her. It also usually meant that she could flash her panties—or lack thereof—at them to keep their minds in a tizzy, every part of their being under assault from her nonstop sexual energy. 

It wasn’t usual, as far as she knew, for the mayor of a city to exist at the beck and call of his psychiatrist. It wasn’t usual for the entire city council to be continually and constantly drugged to be utterly compliant with a corrupted mayor’s decrees and suggestions, either. But everyone in the city knew it was a terrible idea to cross Dr. Cynthia Archer or else spend their entire life in jail, or worse. 

She had no real interest in politics, of course. Politics was the art of concessions and compromises; Cynthia never trafficked in such paltry, plebian affairs. She did, however, have a deep interest in control, and wasn’t it lovely to force draconian restrictions on an entire city just because it made her wet? Why not institute afternoon curfews for anyone over forty, or anyone who didn’t make over a million dollars annually? Shouldn’t she be allowed to exclusively enjoy the company of young, rich people and simultaneously revel in the sight of her own militarized police force assaulting some peasants for the crime of simply walking around? Wasn’t that divine? 

It was such a joy to see Eamon in her office again. It had been so long—days, maybe—since they had pulled off their last little game. And she had been scheming the entire time in her head, hoping that this was the time that she could convince him to take steps to solidify their partnership. 

Now he was here for, what—a check-in? On his relationship with Aubrey? What a joke. He could change Aubrey’s mind to have whatever opinion of their relationship he wanted. 

No. She licked her perfect, pouty, glistening lips. 

She knew why he was really here. The way he looked at her—the way he stiffened as she made any movement at all. Just touching her hair meant his cock surged inside of Aubrey’s expert grip.

He wanted someone new. 

She crossed her legs, casually flashing her lack of underwear, staring sultrily as the living smokeshow that was Aubrey stroked her studly god. Aubrey had that adorable, haughty arrogance about her that Cynthia loved seeing because it was all in service to their Master. He deserved beautiful, arrogant women adoring him. 

Competing for him. 

“If you’re here to hear how the two of you are doing,” said Cynthia, toying with her hair around the substantial line of her cleavage, “I have to give you a terrific report.”

“We know.” Aubrey continued stroking him and smiling arrogantly.

“It’s just...”

At this, Aubrey raised an eyebrow in surprise. 

“What?”

“Well. You deserve a really bad girl, don’t you?”

She spoke to Eamon directly for all of this—a low-level indicator that Aubrey was beneath her notice. Beneath her. 

“I sure do.”

He, for his part, looked right back at Cynthia. And that’s how she knew she was doing the right thing.

“He sure does,” said Aubrey.

“I mean, has Aubrey even murdered anyone for you?” She leaned forward. Her breasts on display. Inviting him to look even more—the hypnotic spirals and dizzying arrays of mesmerizing fabric stitched in their arcane patterns up and down her entire outfit had no effect on him the way it would cripple some lesser man, but they still turned him on. “Sure, I bet she’s helped you fuck the minds of so many girls, but I’m a psychiatrist. Can you imagine what I would do to the minds of girls you want to fuck with? The drugs I could put them on. Hypnosis sessions. I could find the ones you break the hearts of and build their obsession for you for years and years and years until they’re worshiping you like the god you are. And then, Master? When you do reveal yourself to them? It will be all they can do not to kill themselves in shame for not being worthy of your attention in the first place. Isn’t that the kind of fucked-up partner you want at your side?”

As she spoke, Aubrey first looked haughty and imperious—as ever—and then slowly worried and then outright frightened at the implications of Cynthia’s speech. Cynthia relished her fear; it felt so good to make someone confident feel like nothing in her presence. 

She had been doing it all her life, after all. 

“Well. This experiment certainly has worked out interestingly. What do you think, babe?”

Eamon asked this to Aubrey, but looked only at Cynthia.

“Daddy, I think it’s time you fuck her and then I put her in her—"

Abruptly, he pushed Aubrey to one side and made room for Cynthia to come sit down. His cock, streaming and hard, stood tall. Waiting for her to take her rightful place.

“D-Daddy?” said Aubrey. “No, Daddy, wait, I—this isn’t right, we agreed—”

“I made an agreement with a slave,” he said. “And now I’m going to make one with a born queen, aren’t I?”

Cynthia shook her head, smiling darkly. “No, I’m afraid not, my love.”

Cynthia slipped down into his lap, pushing up her hypnotically-loaded mini skirt as her long, lithe legs spread around his waist. His cock rested beneath her tight, perfectly sculpted ass cheeks. She rubbed there briefly, grinding and oohing and ahhing at his hardness and control.  Her forehead against his, kissing him constantly, wetly, her thick hair like a silky blanket for him to get lost in.

It was delicious fun—Aubrey right there, mewling and whimpering and seeing her entire world running away from her, one squeeze and grind of Cynthia’s ass at a time.

But Cynthia could only take it for so long—she needed him inside of her.

“P-please,” Cynthia whispered. “I need it. I need You inside. I need to be bred by You. I need Your babies, please?

“Do it.” He smiled. “I want to see if you’re as tight as you look.”

Cynthia did not need to be told twice.  

“You are the one true god of this world,” she whimpered, lowering herself orgasmically onto his thick cock. “And so I am not a born queen. That makes me your goddesssss...”

Her voice trailed off as his massive shaft filled her slippery entrance. Waves of orgasms punctuated through her, each one more vicious and mind-melting than the last. The amount of pleasure she felt would have killed any normal woman. Just taking his cock would have put a girl in the hospital for life. But Cynthia was special. 

“N-noo!” Aubrey whimpered. “Daddy! Master, please. Please, I’m your favorite. I’m your—”

“Shut up, slave,” he hissed, looking only at Cynthia. “Enjoy this, or leave my service. Those are your choices.”

It was not a choice at all. Aubrey—so arrogant, so vain, so proud—humbly lowered her eyes and her face entirely. She was smart enough to not even mouth her apology, smart enough to know that she was just instructed to shut up and that meant entirely. 

Cynthia tore her loving gaze away from the majestic masculinity of her handsome god just for a few seconds to enjoy sneering at Aubrey and her transformation. Aubrey’s faces trembled and shifted as she decided to swallow her pride and then obediently attended the new lovers—lowering her head to their joining and licking up the juices produced by their lovemaking. 

As Aubrey licked, Cynthia continued to move up and down on his cock. Sitting on him, this way, her entire body felt like it squeezed and milked his amazing, precious seed. She kissed him passionately with each thrust. Their tongues danced together and occasionally she was overcome with so much lust that she had to rake her teeth against his jaw, his shoulders, his neck. 

“Yours,” she moaned. “I’m yours...I’m yours...”

He was similarly overwhelmed with her luscious, endless beauty. Everywhere he touched her, he left bruises and scratched. Her body marked up—marked as his. He squeezed her ass so hard it purpled, and then gripped her tiny waist, her ample tits, bit her neck and shoulder. He couldn’t stop himself and it felt so good to inspire such wanton, rough lust in her god. 

“You deserve me,” Cynthia urged. “You deserve a goddess ...”

“Yes!” Aubrey dived in, desperate to be relevant. “You deserve her. This is so right. I’m so sorry I didn’t see it before. Please, please give her everything! You deserve it. She deserves it. Please!”

There was no preacher like the converted, no one who understood how to appeal to arrogance like the arrogant. 

Eamon loved hearing Aubrey’s cries almost as much as he enjoyed Cynthia’s body. She could feel his cum getting ready to unleash from underneath her. Something about the way he shifted—about how he took over. 

Before, she had been fucking him just as much as he fucked her. Timing their thrusts together in perfect harmony. 

But now he gripped her throat and her waist, controlling her movements and her breath totally. He fucked her up and down his cock at will, his strong arms in charge of everything she could do. There was no escape, no way to break his iron grip.

“Please do it!” she begged him. “Please cum in me. Please give me your seed. Let me be so fucking pregnant for you, oh my god please let me please!”

Pulling her close, kissing her hard, Eamon shot his thick ropes of virile cum up inside her willing, needy body.

There was a point, maybe, when Cynthia could have walked away—when all the transformation and mindfuck and damage done to her memory and life could have been undone somehow. Maybe if she got far away enough from Eamon, his influence would wane and her life would return to her. 

But when his cum filled her, that sealed her fate to him forever.

And she knew it, too. The images of her previous self—the full knowledge of who she had once been entered her mind. Some lapse in his control, perhaps, while he lost himself in the shivering ecstasy of cumming inside of a goddess he had made. 

Cynthia felt the old her swept away in a fury of fiery bliss—and she couldn’t be happier to say goodbye to any old, pathetic, sniveling sweet good girl version of her.

From now on, she will have always belonged to her god.

Still on his cock, ready to ride him at a moment’s notice, Cynthia stroked Aubrey’s head. The fetching brunette had attached herself to their laps like an eager pet. 

“Darling,” Cynthia kissed into Eamon’s ear. “Is it really enough for you to only have one goddess? I mean...Aubrey is so sexy, and have you ever thought about how you can fuck up someone’s memories?”

Eamon kissed her harder than he ever had, guiding her hand onto Aubrey’s forehead with his. There was a flash of light.

# # #
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Trophy Wife Initiative – New Model
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I love my wife. 

Honestly, I do. That’s part of what makes today so fucking difficult. 

We’re standing at the door, together, hand in hand. Our house is small, but in the years since we’ve bought it, we’ve done our best to make it our own. We added a garden with a lovely stone walkway, and installed a new kitchen with  marble tiles, and in this entryway that we stand in now we’ve put in beautiful wide-panel wood flooring that we spent months picking out. The sunlight that comes in from the window over the door shines brighter now, reflecting off the glossy varnish of the floor, and even with the lights off, in early morning, our house is sunny and welcoming. 

Paying for the upgrades was difficult at first, after the Protection Act made it illegal for women to hold jobs outside of low-salary, gendered positions like secretaries, nurses, and teachers; but then there was the Equality Act that raised male pay across the board by fifty percent, so things evened out a bit. That a lot of that extra money is built off the backs of women forced into indentured servitude positions at government buildings is something I try not to think too much about. 

Joan, my wife, wanted to close all the windows. Lock the doors. Take off; maybe leave the country. 

I said, Honey, they’ll lock us up.

They’re going to turn me into a slave!

You know I won’t let that happen. Let’s just take this...thing for a day or two and then try to start sending her back. Tell them it’s not working out. 

Everyone we know has one and it’s “working out.” The new wives are pregnant inside a week! You’re not even supposed to know you’re pregnant for like a month, and somehow—

Then she was too upset and had to sit and gather her thoughts. She doesn’t do well with being upset; her heart beats too fast and her vocal chords close up. Her adrenaline shuts down her brain; a lot of panic reactions to very basic things. It’s something we’ve had to account for, especially now when so much of society panics her. 

Joan is a lovely woman. Brunette, blue-eyed, and with an easy wonderful smile when she bothers to show it. She’s put on a few pounds over the years, but who hasn’t? We’re nearing middle-age together and we eat plenty healthy and do some vigorous erotic cardio a couple of times a month. 

She’s also never been able to give us a child, despite us trying. That means we’re at the forefront of the Party’s efforts to boost the population. 

I tried to dress up a little for this event, a button-up shirt and tie and suit trousers; Joan dressed down: sweats and sneakers. She refuses to see how important it is to just play along, to not be noticed by these sexist maniacs in charge of things. 

We hear the car drive up, and then the engine stopping. There’s a shuffling of car doors and equipment being unpacked. Joan’s hand on mine is a death grip, otherwise I’d peek out the window. Maybe greet the new girl outside. 

Why be a snob, why be an asshole? She’s probably just as unhappy about this as we are. Why would anyone want to dissolve our marriage? 

Finally, the knock. It’s delicate, yet firm. A patient ringing of the doorbell one time. So far, it’s playing out just like the video they sent us to prepare us—Joan says “to indoctrinate us”—for the arrival; I can imagine the perfectly manicured nail pressing just so on our ringer. 

I move to answer the door, and Joan tugs me back.

“Don’t,” says Joan. “Please.”

She’s been crying a lot and it shows. Her hair is a mess. Puffy face. No make-up.

“We have to,” I say. “You know we have to.”

She’s holding back tears, again, but she nods. 

Outside, Ingrid waits patiently and attentively. She’s wearing the standard Trophy Wife Initiative outfit; the one they show you in all the billboards and political ads. A bright white dress with tall, tall red heels. The dress is strapless, held together with frilly sheer shoulder-sleeves, and hugs tightly to her substantial breasts. 

Her cleavage on full display; her clavicles shining and prominent, like arrows pointing down to the mind-boggling, gravity-defying globes of her tits nearly popping out of her tiny dress. Legs that go on until the next election, polished and shiny and inviting like the rest of her. Her hair is golden and blonde, framing her face just so and draping down to the halfway point of her back. Every minute movement she makes encourages her hair to shimmer, like visual wind chimes. 

Bright, happy, obedient, vibrant blue eyes stare possessively at me. She holds a small custom-made purse at her waist, drawing her shoulders together and of course making her posture all the more invitational. 

She is clearly young—the profile they sent ahead of time let me know she was eighteen. And her youth—her gorgeous, mature, knowing youth fucks me up straightaway. So much of her life ahead of her and all of it devoted to me. One cannot help but compare her youthful vibrant beauty and the dour, sour, pissy, doughy appearance of Joan.

Fuck.

She’s like every crush of every celebrity or supermodel I’ve ever wanted, all rolled into one amazing, bright-eyed package, staring at me with all the adoration of a long-lost love. Like she’s written me one hundred and forty-four sonnets a day for eighteen years and now she’s finally face-to-face with me. Confidence oozes from her, but also wanton lust. Arrogance, but also whimpering submissiveness.

Fuck.

I nearly say it out loud. I want to. Right away, Ingrid makes me want to do things. But Joan is right there, and I love my wife—even if she’s not technically my wife anymore and the only way I could get them to let her stay in my home was by filling out a fifty-page application for her to become my domestic servant—and I can’t embarrass her like that.

“Oh, darling,” says Ingrid. “I’m so happy to see you. May I please come in?”

Her voice is so svelte and smooth and sweet, it’s hard to describe exactly. It’s like the form of the perfect female voice given shape. 

“Yes,” I smile, holding out a hand. “Please. I’m Frederick.”

She slides my hand around the small of her back and hugs herself tight to my body. One long leg pushes up my thigh and hip and I can feel how automatically wet and warm she is from my presence. 

“I’m so completely lost for you, my love.” Her plush, powdery lips brush against mine.  “I’m so glad to meet you.”

Her voice is low enough that it seems like she might be trying to keep Joan from hearing, but it’s obvious Joan does. My wife—my real wife, Joan—groans in frustration at this display. I can feel Ingrid smiling against my cheek, sliding her lips down against my chin and jaw before drawing away. Her tits remain firmly pressed against my chest and she turns to Joan. 

“You’re the servant girl, right?” She doesn’t wait for a response, pointing outside to the veritable mountain of luggage she brought along. “There’s my bags. Won’t you be a dear and help?”

She says it specifically, as if Joan herself is the help—which I suppose, technically, she is. 

Joan stares daggers at me, and I try to withdraw from Ingrid. It’s like attempting to pull myself out of quicksand, though. Maybe quicksand that’s in love with me from being grown in a lab somewhere in North Dakota; or at least, that’s where the rumors say they grow these girls. 

I’m about to say I’ll help too—but then Joan, shocking me, withdraws from my grip and nods. 

“I...I’ll help.”

Even she seems surprised at having said it. 

“Dear?” says Ingrid, snaking around me further and giving my ass a light, delighted squeeze. “What is it the help should say when given a request?”

She asks this to me—I’m the one who matters to her, but it’s directed at Joan and we all know it. Joan gulps. She watched the learning video, same as me, but there’s no way she actually says it, right?

“Remember, love?” Ingrid smiles gorgeously. She does everything gorgeously. “This is a Party Family now, and I’ll be making weekly reports.”

Joan looks down at the ground and lets out a long, pained sigh. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

Ingrid smiles brightly. “That’s so much better.” 

Then I witness a small transformation. Ingrid is so close to me—and so impossible to look away from—that I can see her every expression. The bright, expectant smile she has on for Joan shifts into a superior, smug sneer watching Joan go and fetch the bags. Then she turns to me, and the sneer fades, smiling again—but this time genuinely, nothing fake like the one she delivered to Joan.

“Now,” she says brightly, tits heaving into my arm, her hands massaging one of mine. “I know I’m a bit late for brekky, but would it be all right with you if I made you brunch, Husband?”

* * * * *
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BY LAW, WE HAVE TO sleep in the same bed. If we don’t, she’ll report us. 

I try to play it cool. I usually sleep in the nude, an old habit from my single living that Joan encouraged. She said she liked the warmth of my skin on hers, even though she usually slept in t-shirts and pajama pants. 

But instead, tonight, I’ve got on a full set of silk pajamas I bought specifically in advance of this. I’m waiting in the bed, on top of the covers, content to treat this like the imposition that it is. 

All I have to do is resist Ingrid for a few days. After that, per the law, I have every right to dissolve the arranged marriage on grounds of irreconcilable differences. 

How hard could it be? my past-self thought. Joan and I spend several nights a week without having sex; I don’t even have to make it a full week. 

Well, let me tell you, past-self, you fucking moron. You’ve been served and waited on hand-and-foot all fucking day long by a supernaturally, hyper-gorgeous woman genetically designed to turn you on. She insisted on spoon-feeding you the ice cream she made—by hand—and that was only after insisting on snuggling up against you for the entire evening while you watched the game. 

Yes, Ingrid insists a lot. She doesn’t say she’s insisting, and she doesn’t sound like she’s insisting, but golly, she sure gets her way: 

Please, Husband, won’t you let me slide the spoon in your mouth? I want to see how your tongue works. I’m sure it’s so talented. I’m just so in love with everything about your face. You won’t deny me this simple pleasure, will you? I’m sure I’ll be less clingy in a few days, though gosh, it’s so hard to imagine how when you’re so perfectly handsome. Won’t you please, please let me just try out sliding this delicious ice cream I made just for you into your mouth one time? If you don’t like it, we can stop, I promise. 

Her voice, her insistence, feels like she’s confidently and knowingly stroking the cock of my brain. And all the time, no matter what she says, her cleavage is on full display, the incredible impact of her L-shaped jawline utterly shaming the best of any attempts Joan has ever had in looking sexy for me. And that’s just her jawline—let alone her tremendous thigh gap, her perfectly fit and thin and defined arms, her total lack of hair anywhere that isn’t her scalp, the shiny soft supple nature of her skin...

Fuck.

All day, Joan was kept in the adjoining room, most of the time. On call. Once or twice an hour, Ingrid would call her in to do something menial—refill our drinks, dust a piece of furniture, fetch a blanket. Joan would obey, crying and puffy-faced and furious, but meekly issuing out a Yes, Ma’am nonetheless. 

And all the while, Ingrid crawled all over me, all day long, stroking my legs and whispering in my ears. Putting herself on display for me, and showcasing herself against Joan. To be honest, some of it is rather fuzzy. I think something have been in the food—

“H-husband? Is it all right if I join you?”

She appears in the doorway connecting the bedroom to the bathroom. Her form—cartoonishly perfect with its long legs, narrow waist, fertile hips, and expansive bust—is clad in scorching hot white bridal lingerie. Her hair, somehow utterly perfect, soft, and smooth despite the long day of sliding her fit young body all over mine, drips down to one side.

I realize now it was quite a mistake to not order her to turn all the lights off. We should have been in the dark. 

But then I wouldn’t have been able to see this. This gorgeous lingerie-clad teenager brimming with lustful love just for me.

“Fuck. Yes. Fuck.”

The words escape my mouth before I can bring them back. 

She struts to the bed and slides in and before I can say anything, she’s snuggling against me. My cock is hard, straining, eager for her touch. It’s clearly tenting my pajamas. 

“I’m so lucky to be the wife of a man like you,” she whispers, clinging tight to me. “I can’t believe it. You’re so obviously virile. We’re going to make such good babies for the party. We’ll be the absolute image of the Perfect Party Family. You’re so strong and handsome, how could we not?” 

She strokes my cheek and then my chest, massaging my pecs. She’s whispering in my ear, but each time she speaks, her lips are wet. Like she’s kissing the words as they enter my brain. 

“Now, Ingrid. Listen. See here...”

“Is it all right with you that I’m a virgin?”

I can’t help it. I groan. I had heard rumors, but for a girl like this, so fucking sexy, to be a virgin...

“Is it okay that I’m just barely eighteen?”

Fuck!

“I just want to make sure it’s okay.” Her hands slide across my crotch, fingers dancing against the thick shaft of my cock. “I need to know you think it’s perfectly acceptable that I’m as gorgeous as I am, and a virgin, and only just eighteen, and absolutely obsessed with being your loving, servile, obedient wifepet. Is that okay, my love?" She locks eyes with me. "I'm going to be beautiful for such a long time, you know."

My hips clench and thrust involuntarily, and she definitely notices. 

“I know you must have fucked so many girls, Husband.” The thought makes her bite a lip and close her eyes, like she’s just eaten a rich piece of delicious chocolate. “I know I’m just your latest conquest. How could you not have fucked so many? It’s obvious how virile you are. Did the serving girl bring them to you nightly, like she should have?”

She means Joan, of course. I try to bring myself back to this conversation. She’s steamrolling again, like she did all day. 

“No. Nothing like that. You have to listen, see, we’re not—”

“That’s ridiculous.” There’s fire in her voice and eyes now. Anger. “Why did she think she deserved you? I’m clearly much more beautiful than her. Aren’t I, Husband?”

I groan. I don’t know how to answer that. 

“It’s true, isn’t it?” She insists. “It’s hardly insulting to her if it’s just a statement of fact, isn’t that so? Would she really be insulted if you acknowledged a simple, biological fact—that I’m built better than her?”

Ugh. Joan is a realist. I suppose it wouldn’t be so bad...

“No. That...that’s not so bad.”

“Then would you say it? I’m more beautiful than the help, aren’t I?”

Fuck. The poison in her voice when she mentions Joan, it makes me so lusty. Like any married couple, Joan and I have had troubles. There are old wounds. To be promised that those wounds don’t matter—that a gorgeous eighteen year-old virgin is desperate to suck them away from my life... 

My head swims. 

“Yes. Yes, obviously you are. But that’s not the point. You see...”

I trail off, looking deep into her eyes. Somehow, even in the dim light, they’re bright and shining blue. Something...something in them makes me lose all my train of thought.

“When it’s just us, just the two of us, Husband? May I please ask you a favor?”

“Yes.” Her thigh is thin and slender and pressing on my cock. 

I don’t say the Anything, but I mean it.

“May I call you Master?”

I groan. This is too much, too fast, too far. She’s so serious, so committed, so needing and perfect and beautiful. 

“Did I say something wrong, Husband?”

I shove my head under my pillow. “No. Nothing wrong.”

“Would you like to consummate tonight?”

“No.” I try to think of what Joan says sometimes. “I have a headache. I’m sorry. Tomorrow, maybe.”

“Yes, Husband.”

She slips away from me just so—though I can still feel her obvious nearness—and begins to moan softly. After a moment, I hear the gentle, unmistakable sounds of her long fingers pleasuring her pussy. 

“Wh-what are you doing?” 

“I have to cum, Husband.” The schlicking sounds continue apace. “Didn’t you watch the video? If I don’t cum at least nightly, I’ll expire. And I can’t have that. I’m so understanding that you’re not ready yet to fuck me stupid and breed my young, fertile, teenage body full of your babies. But I do need to stay alive, don’t I?”

She continues to finger herself through the entire explanation, her voice becoming softer and breathier all the while. I groan and turn away again. Of course I remember the videos instructing me on this part—on her needing to orgasm. They put it in a more sterile way, of course. Something about “enjoying the wifely pleasure of knowing her total patriarchal submission at least once nightly.” 

I don’t know if Joan has known the “wifely pleasure” even semi-annually; she gets really in her head about cumming. It’s hard not to take it personally. 

“Oh, Husband...” Ingrid begins to moan. One of her hands reaches out wildly for me, taking a hold of my arm. “Oh Husband! Husband! You’re so strong!”

Her voice gets louder and louder. I think of Joan in the room next door; she’s sure to hear her. 

“Husband! My Husband! My strong, strong Husband! Oh my King! My King! My Husband King! Oh my god, yes!” Her body bucks now, thrashing wildly in the bed. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you, yes! Yes! Yes! Oh Husband, yes!”

She throws herself into me and I can’t help but hold her. Her cumming, thrashing body slides up and down on my cock. 

“Yes, Master!” she moans. “Yes, my King!”

This perfect example of feminine beauty is rubbing herself all up and down my stiff cock. All that’s between her sparkling hot, bare wet cunt and my huge throbbing member are her lingerie and my pajamas. My cock pushes hard against the fabric against her cunt—she’s guided it there. 

I can’t help it. She’s so fucking hot. Her tits are right in my face. She’s whispering everything I've ever wanted to hear. I've got to blow.

“You don’t have to fuck me,” she whispers. “But you need to cum. Please cum. Cum with me. Oh my god, please cum with me, Master. My Husband. Please?”

I can’t help myself. I had no idea it would be like this. Her submission. Her need. Her beauty. Moaning, gasping, in marvel at Ingrid's beauty, I unload, spilling my seed all over the front of my pajamas. She cums at the same time, and I can feel her pussy pulsating on top of my exposed cock. 

“Thank you, Master,” she whispers in my ear. “Thank you so much. Thank you, Daddy.”

Purring, sighing, and raking her teeth across my shoulder, Ingrid curls in close to me and the two of us drift in what is lawfully described as marital bliss. 

* * * * *
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I WAIT UNTIL SHE’S firmly asleep and then sneak downstairs, away from her gloriously sexy, warm body to do something, anything, to alleviate my erection. 

Yes, I’m still hard. I don’t understand it. I came as hard as I can remember ever cumming. Usually it fucks me up for at least half a day or even more. Now I’m sporting the thick, hot wood of a porn star. It’s stubborn and sensitive.

Joan is waiting for me downstairs in the breakfast nook, already glaring daggers at the tent sticking out from my pajama pants and the dried mess around it from my cum and Ingrid’s juices. 

“We didn’t fuck,” I say quickly. “I promise. I held off.”

“Didn’t stop her from enjoying herself, did it?” She looks contemptuously at my cock. “Or you, I suppose.”

“Hey, this is not me enjoying myself. This isn’t great for me either, you know.”

“Oh, yes, I’m sure it’s truly painful to be attended to like the grand sultan all day. When are you going to submit that recension form?”

I sigh, sitting down across from Joan. “You know I can’t yet. I have to wait a few days. Let them think we gave it an honest shot. Then I’ll send it in—”

“—And who know when they’ll even answer it? The next day? I doubt it. If we’re lucky, it’s a week.”

“Then it’s a week, then.”

“And what if it’s a month? Longer? You’re already barely keeping your hands off her.”

“I can’t help it, babe. You’ve seen her. You’ve...you’re doing what she wants, too.”

“That’s...” she straightens. Tears suddenly in her eyes. God help me, it makes me even harder to see her difficulty. “That’s different. You don’t understand. I can hear her voice in my head, reverberating, it’s so loud, and it doesn’t go away unless—”

“An employee meeting, I suppose?”

Ingrid appears in the kitchen, turning on the surface light over the stove. She’s wearing heels, still, and the lingerie, but with a soft pink robe to cover up. Although “cover up” means her cleavage is still peeking through and her legs are on full display. Really, it’s just one more ornament on the ornament. 

She has a cup of coffee in her hand, and smiles as she struts over and hands it to me. She gives me a kiss on the cheek, and I know it’s for Joan’s “benefit.”

“I really don’t want the help sitting at my breakfast nook.” She sneers at Joan. “It’s improper. Got that, dearie?” 

Joan, like a robot, stands up and backs away. Her face flinching, like she’s been struck. 

“Y-yes. Yes ma’am. Sorry, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”\

I can see how much she hates obeying Ingrid, and how much she hates not having a choice. The threat of Ingrid’s reports would land Joan in a re-education camp or worse. And even beyond that, I think it’s something biological, something in Ingrid’s voice or smell that makes Joan—

Ingrid sits on my lap, grinding her petite, well-formed ass on my throbbing cock. Her tits directly in my face.

“I think that will be all,” says Ingrid, “don’t you, dearie?”

Joan waits just a moment and then retreats. I can see the tears forming in her eyes; my heart goes out for her, but my cock stays right on target with Ingrid. I’m still so fucking hard from earlier; how do you sit in a bed next to a gorgeous woman cumming herself stupid, calling out your name, and not be hard? I don’t know what to do.

Ingrid is so much fucking prettier than Joan. It’s so hard to ignore when they’re side by side in my sight line, and Ingrid knows it, and shows it off constantly. And god help me, that makes turns me on too. 

Joan is right. I don’t know if I can make this celibacy last a month. I don’t know if I can make it last a week. 

I look down at my coffee; there’s swirls of cream inside. 

“I don’t take it with milk, actually.”

“Really?” she smiles, guiding the cup up to my nose. “Won’t you give it a try? I prepared it especially for you.”

It goes down smooth, warm, and calming. It’s the best coffee I’ve ever had.

* * * * *
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LESS THAN AN HOUR LATER, I’m in the bathroom, just finally having extricated myself from Ingrid and cumming into a few pieces of bathroom tissue. 

I tried, I really did. I tried even to say her name. But I couldn’t think of Joan when I came. I could only think of my wife—only Ingrid. 

It’s like she has a spell on me. 

And my cock...my cock is just as hard as ever. My orgasm was intense; I felt the streams of my cum barely restrained by the tissues in my hand. But even after washing my hands, drying off, and taking a few deep breaths, I’m still incredibly hard. I don’t know entirely what to do about it; my first thought is to go talk to Joan to see if she’ll help. She’s mad at me, but maybe she’ll see reason. If I’m this hard around Ingrid, there’s no telling what will happen. 

But when I open the door, Ingrid is there. I’m not even all the way surprised. 

“I don’t want you to think you have to do that by yourself,” she says, tsking just slightly. 

She lets her robe drop down and somehow, she’s even more stunning than she was before. In the pale light of the early morning, her beauty is utterly captivating. Warm, inviting, sympathetic. She knows I’m in need. A good wife. 

“I don’t want to fuck,” I say lamely, barely meaning it.

“Shhh,” she says, pushing me against the door frame. “I know. Let me take care of you.”

Her hand wraps around my cock. Her grip is warm, soft, and sure. She’s stroking before I can say anything, and by the time I can, I don’t want to anymore. I’m exhausted and horny and she’s gorgeous and holy fuck her tits are so huge and inviting...

“That’s it,” she whispers. “Look at my pretty titties. They’re just for you to look at, you know. Well, for you to look at and others to see and be jealous of. Jealous like that old hag is jealous of me. Have you seen the way she looks at me? The venom in her eyes? She hates me so thoroughly and it’s all because I’m taking what’s hers. Only she was never brave enough to take it for herself, was she? She should have been calling you Master. You like it, don’t you?”

Her lips are pushed against my chin and cheek and lips; she’s kissing me with every word.

“Y-yes.”

“Yes, Master. I’ll call you all that the time, Master. She was too cowardly to give you what you want. But I’m not. I’ll give it to you all day. Every day. All the time. I love it. I’m not placating you. It makes me wet. Feel.”

Her free hand takes mine and wraps it around her firm, tight ass, pushing my fingers against her cunt. God, she’s tiny. She’s sopping wet. Gasping now, she keep stroking and starts kissing me full on the lips. Her tongue sliding through to mine. God help me, I start kissing her back. 

After a while, I force myself to pull away. She tastes so good. Nothing should taste as good or as sweet as her. 

Her eyes shine with sympathetic triumph; she knows she's getting her way, but she isn't not going to hold it over my head. God, she's a good partner.

“You resisted, darling. You resisted for so long. They tell us in training that most men won’t even last an hour. You did your best. You were so strong. No one could have lasted as long as you. You’re so strong...I have such a strong husband. Did she ever tell you how strong you are?”

I groan. “No. Never.”

“I love you, Master. I love you like she can’t or won’t. I’m so eager, so needy for you, can’t you see that? Doesn’t it make you hard?”

We kiss for a long time. My fingers slide easily into her warm, wet folds, and I try to ignore how it’s just inches between my hard cock and her willing, needful cunt. 

I try. God help me, I try. 

“We can’t...fuck...”

“I know, darling. I’m an obedient wife. I obey my Master.”

I groan. 

“So we’ll take it at whatever pace you want. But you want to cum for me, don’t you? Don’t you want to cum right now?”

My hips are spasming. I really do. 

“Cum for me, Master. Please? Please cum for me? I’ll lick it up, and—”

It doesn't take much. I only went to the bathroom because I was already so painfully close. I lose it, and cum once more. She pools her hands in front of the spray, gathering it all up even as she kisses me deeply.

Then, as I breathe and recover, I watch her lick it up off her hands, hungrily. 

“Master is so kind to give me breakfast,” she says cheerily. “Give me a few minutes to clean up, and I’ll make yours, yes, Master?”

I nod, head spinning. I would have agreed to anything; I’m lucky all that's all she asked to do. 

* * * * *
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A WEEK OR SO LATER, I’m sitting in the living room with sports on. I’m only dimly aware that I used to not even watch sports. But something about seeing men hit each other draws me in, gets the juices flowing. 

It’s the arena stuff, the one without pads and with all the weapons. Hellball. The national sport ever since the Party took over, you know what it is. Deaths are common, injuries even more so. At work, I wear a red pocket square in my suit to signify my team. We’ve divvied up the cubicles so that all our teams sit next to each other; there’s more Reds than anyone else and it’s easy to growl and snarl at the Blues and Greens. 

They’re such fucking pussies, the other colors. It’s hard not to take advantage. Yesterday morning, I shoved a Blue into the copier and emptied his wallet before high-fiving another Red. 

I was so fucking hard I had to call Ingrid to tell her what I did—she thanked me, told me how proud she was of me, and talked me off while I jacked off in my cubicle. I have to call her at least three times a day, otherwise I’m too fucking horny to get any work done. 

Ingrid sits on top of me as I watch the Reds clean house. She’s already finished making dinner for the day—she makes such beautifully elegant, lovely dinners, and I eat every last morsel—and she snuggles me and strokes me. 

Usually in the evening, she’s in the living room waiting with the sports already on; by the time I sit down, feel her gorgeous teenage body up, and adjust her so she can stroke me comfortably, I forget that I originally wanted to watch someone else. 

She seems to like the Hellball as well. Strong men hitting each other for the enjoyment of a crowd. 

You’re stronger than any of them, she moans in my ear. You could take them on. You could take each one. You’re so strong, Husband. I’m so lucky to have such a strong Husband. Have I told you how lucky I feel, all the time? It makes me want to cry sometimes, I’m so happy and grateful. Only I don’t have to, because I’m allowed to stroke you off whenever you need.

This is the compromise position we’ve come to. I won’t fuck her, but she can give me soulful, loving handjobs a few times a day. There’s one to wake up to, one before I leave for work, one when I come home in the midday for lunch (I can’t seem to stomach anything that’s not her cooking these last few days), one when I come home from work for the day, the one now—after dinner—that is so thoroughly excellent and probably my favorite, and one before bed. 

That’s not so much; it’s certainly better than fucking her outright. Just what, two or three a day? 

Numbers are getting difficult to keep track of lately; probably a problem with my job as an accountant, but Ingrid figures if it becomes a real problem I can just bully one of the stupid fucking Greens to do it. They’re all such little nerds and made to do the menial work of Reds like me.

After two or three days of the stroke routine, I did start to let Ingrid suck me dry at the end. I’m not a monster. She seemed to need it so much. But just at the end; I’ve got principles. 

It’s not really a blowjob, even if she stays latched on long enough at the end for me to get ready to cum again and sucks me all the way through. And Ingrid pointed out—rightly, she’s pretty sharp—that my cock has been growing like the rest of me, and if she strokes me with her hand while she sucks the other half of my shaft, that’s still basically just a handjob. It’s all above board. 

Joan agrees, though it’s kind of simple to get her to agree to anything these days.

She’s a shell of her former self. She’s been losing weight—I don’t think Ingrid is remembering to feed her like I’ve asked her to, despite a few stern talks about it—and there are heavy bags under her eyes. Her hair is going gray around the temples, and her cheeks are gaunt. She looks like a war prisoner. 

Two or three days ago, she pulled me aside and talked to me in a very urgent whisper.

We’ve got to get rid of her. Do something while the paperwork is filed!

Right. The paperwork. 

I wasn’t thinking straight; it was just about time for Ingrid to come stroke me. When I get hard, my thinking gets real loaded and lust-drunk, and all I could really think of were Ingrid’s tits. She had been wearing this tiny little pink sweater...

You filed it, right?

Well. It’s a lot of pages.

You’re an accountant! You said you did paperwork for fun! 

It’s a lot. I’ll get to it. It’s been busy.

Do you love her?

What? 

It’s a simple question. She’s jacking you off ten times a day. Do you love your new “wife?”

You’re being really mouthy. Ingrid told me you’d be upset if I took time to myself and did the paperwork when I was ready to.

Of course I’d be upset! What do you—

Then Ingrid showed, wearing that tiny sweater and heels and nothing else. Joan is so cowed by her; it’s a wonder to see. Her shoulders sink in and down; her gaze falls. Ingrid doesn’t beat her; there’s no physical abuse at all; but that’s how Joan looks. Like a slave who has been beaten so often that she knows her next word might be her last. It makes me so hard. This dumb bitch thinks she has some kind of hold on me when I’m jacked off by the hottest woman alive whenever I want.

The living room is dark now, and Joan stands at the doorway in shadow. Ingrid likes her there “in case there’s a mess.” There’s never a mess; I’ve never met anyone as careful and meticulous as Ingrid. The house is constantly as polished, shiny, and precise as she is. She keeps the cleanest kitchen I’ve ever seen, showroom clean, and all the same she has Joan on her hands and knees mega-scrubbing it every single night. I don’t think she gets to sleep much.

On top of me now, Ingrid wears soft, delicate lingerie. It’s smoky red, a push-up bra (which she hardly needs) and tiny lace panties and bright white heels. She’s taken to wearing lingerie every night at dinner while she forks and spoons the food into my mouth. She parades all day in the skimpiest, sexiest outfits she can put on—skirts and tiny dresses and sheer tops—and then caps off the last six to eight hours of the day in delicate, “wifely” lingerie because “that’s how a good wife should treat her hard-working man.” 

She feeds me because she says she loves to watch me eat. I resisted at first, but it made her so profoundly and obviously sad that I didn’t see the harm; it doesn’t hurt that she ritually and rhythmically grinds her tiny, perfectly-formed ass on my hard cock as she slides the food into my mouth. 

Her tits leak milk all throughout dinner—the only hint of a mess there ever is in the house—and she says it’s because she’s regularly donating the milk. 

I haven’t seen a pump, and I don’t see any bags or anything in the freezer. I’m suspecting her titty milk is one of the main ingredients in all the ice cream she serves me as dessert; maybe part of the pasta; maybe it’s just the milk she gives me with dinner. I should care more, but I don’t. It’s delicious. 

So. We’re in the living room, the only light coming from the Hellball game. The Reds are winning, of course. My guys always win. They regularly fuck the cheerleaders between plays; but don’t worry, the camera only catches that on the overhead shots. It’s not pornographic, except sometimes during half-time or during commercials or if the camera man just forgets he’s not supposed to film it or if they score a goal (which they do all the time) or if it’s a really hot bit of fucking. 

Ingrid sort of kneels, sort of sits on my lap. Facing me. Stroking me, of course. Her tits pushed against my arm, leaking milk down my chest. I’m naked. I figured a few days ago that my pants only got in the way of Ingrid’s work, and that having a shirt on only gives Joan more laundry to do. I don’t want to be rude; I’m not a monster. 

Ingrid is oohing and ahhing over my hard, muscular body, lavishing praise on how handsome and perfect and strong I am. I know it’s true, but it sometimes makes me a bit self-conscious to hear her say it. But then I get hornier—especially with her stroking me—and I crave it all the more. 

Ingrid leans over to the glass of wine she brought in to the living room with her. It surprised me when she made it; usually I just drink straight from her tits if I’m really thirsty (don’t get excited, it’s only seven or eight times a night, nothing excessive), and she usually drinks...well...me. 

Casually, she holds the wine out in front of the couch and then deliberately pours it all out. 

“Oopsie.” She simpers. “Dearie, won’t you be a help and clean that up?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

That’s the first time I’ve heard Joan call her Mistress. It makes my cock jump in Ingrid’s hand, but only for a moment—because the second Joan comes directly before us, Ingrid slips her mouth over my cock entirely. 

I’m stunned; this is a level of intimate allowance that Ingrid has heretofore not allowed herself. Her mouth only slips over my cock when she’s cleaning up my cum as I mentioned. 

Joan looks at me. She’s come to begrudgingly accept the way I explained the permissiveness of Ingrid’s stroking allowance. She knows this is way beyond the pale. The betrayal in her eyes is utterly palpable. She’s going to cry. She drops to her knees, half out of desperation for me—mouthing please—and half out of her compelled obedience to Ingrid. 

Ingrid, meanwhile, does something utterly brilliant with her tongue, giggling and moaning in orgasmic ecstasy. She’s prostrated over me, ass high, and I can feel the bulge of my cock through her throat sliding over my thigh. 

I groan.

I suppose...

I suppose I never explicitly said she couldn’t blow me. Just that I wouldn’t fuck her. Right? Yeah.

“Ingrid...” I groan. “Ingrid...”

I do the barest of pushes against her scalp. She withdraws, obediently, and I can feel her heated, wet breath against my straining cock. Dripping precum. 

Joan looks up at me, scrubbing the floor now. Crying and trying to hide it. She looks so completely pathetic. She looks harsh, ugly, and filthy. I’m not sure the last time she’s showered. 

Ingrid looks up at me with worshipful, happy eyes. She's so fucking gorgeous. How did I ever land such a completely gorgeous babe as my wife? I'm so lucky. Every part of her is perfection. 

“Yes, Master?”

I groan. “Don’t...don’t stop.”

Ingrid glances back at Joan just for a moment before returning to her wifely duty. I’m sure she’s sneering. 

I don’t take long to cum down my new wife's throat.

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, INGRID is excitedly trying to show me something on a piece of paper. 

“You see, my love? I told you how strong and virile you are, and this proves it.”

Looking at the writing for too long gives me a headache. Looking at any writing for too long does that. Numbers too. They seem so dumb and pointless when my cock is so fucking hard and ready to breed. I think about that all the time now, how fucking fertile my wife is. 

I know I’m not supposed to fuck her, for some dumb fucking reason, but it’s real hard to keep track of it. It has something to do with the servant girl, I forget her name. Ingrid calls her Dearie so I think that’s it, though it sounds like a nickname. Maybe her name is Dear? Dearianah? Some shit like that? 

Fuck it.

I stop thinking and just look at my wife’s tits. I push her against the island counter and she automatically starts stroking my cock up underneath her cleavage. She’s wearing a tight, form-fitting tank top and a tiny skirt.

“God, you’re so fucking big and strong, I told you, I told you...”

“Tell me again.”

Dearie is on the floor near us, cleaning up the fruits that Ingrid just casually knocked to the floor. She does that a lot, especially with sugary stuff. She likes watching the servant clean up after her. I put my foot on Dearie’s back to help me lean into Ingrid; I’m so heavy that Dearie quickly has trouble breathing on the floor. 

“Th-the lab...oh fuck, you’re just standing on her, ungh...god. The lab. I sent some of your sperm off and they said it’s the best in the city, maybe the whole region, and it was wasted on that barren hag.”

“Hag?” I grunt. She’s so fucking good with her hands. “What hag?”

Dearie, for some reason, whimpers and cries beneath me. I let off from stepping on her just a bit; I don’t want her in that much pain.

“It doesn’t really matter.”

Ingrid pushes my leg back down on Dearie and I’m frightfully close to cumming all over her tits. I did it this morning when I woke up, fucking her tits and spraying all over her gorgeous blonde face. Maybe I want Dearie in pain and maybe I don’t, but god it gets me going when Ingrid wants her to squeal.

But, just as we’re really about to get going, the doorbell rings. 

“Oh my god, she’s here!”

Ingrid rushes away—and I’m left momentarily in the kitchen with Dearie. I’m a bit dumbfounded. Ingrid never leaves me like this. Who is here? What could be more important than feeling and pleasuring my cock?

“Please, Frederick...”

Dearie grabs my pant leg. I’m wearing sweat pants. I wear those a lot lately; easy to discard for Ingrid’s blowjobs, which are constant. Like I deserve.

“The fuck?”

I push Dearie away with my leg. It’s not a kick, not really, just kind of shoving away, but she sprawls out all over the floor anyway. It’s really hard to judge my strength lately. 

“Hey, what makes you think you can touch me?” I laugh, kind of pissed and kind of amused. “You know Ingrid hates that.”

“P-please...my mind...” she sounds like she’s expiring from thirst. Her voice is so rough compared to Ingrid’s. “...please...I used to...we used to...”

“You used to do some fucking work around here,” I gesture at the picture-perfect kitchen. “Place is a mess. Clean something before Ingrid notices or she’ll put you back on the treadmill.”

Ingrid does her morning runs on the treadmill in five-inch heels and doesn’t understand why every woman can’t do the same. Of course Dearie is terrible at it; she’s terrible at everything. Ingrid dwarfs her in every aspect of being a woman. 

I walk to the front of the house to meet whoever came to the door, and have to stop for a moment from the instantaneous boner I sprout at the sight of her. 

She and Ingrid are wrapped in a loving embrace, kissing madly, their wedding rings sparkling on their fingers, their legs sliding up each other’s hips. Just by looking at bone structure and fitness, she’s a mirror image of Ingrid—just brunette instead of blond. But not the gross, greasy brunette that Dearie has devolved into. 

No, this is shining, bright, gloriously thick and sexy hair that I immediately want to shove my cock into and fuck. She’s wearing a tight, sheer white sundress. There’s no hiding in the white; every single inch of her perfect body is on display. 

“Oh my god,” the girl giggles, breaking off from Ingrid to stare at me. “Are you fucking kidding? I’m going to be bred by a fucking Hellball player? I get to be a cheerleader wife? Oh my god!”

She’s literally bouncing with excitement. Her tits are mesmerizing. I forgot I was wearing a Red team shirt. I smile and shake my head. 

“He doesn’t play,” says Ingrid. “But I keep telling him he’d be amazing at it. He’s so strong.”

“For serious?” says the brunette. “But...?”

She gestures at me. 

“I know,” says Ingrid. “Trust me. I’m working on it. He would fuck up so many Blues. He’s already maimed five at work.”

Five? No way it’s that few. It’s been at least three. Or...no...four? How does it...which number...

I’m having trouble concentrating. All I can really think about is the brunette’s tits in her sundress. I want to bury my face in them.  

“You’re hot and everything,” I say, “like really hot...” I smile as she obviously cums from the compliment. “...but who are you?”

Heidi looks at Ingrid like I’m joking and Ingrid shrugs and nods for her to say. 

“I’m Heidi. Your new wife?”

“New wife?”

“I had you sign those papers, my love.” Ingrid returns to my side. “Don’t you remember?”

Remembering is a tricky game these days. I do remember a pen in my hand a day or two ago, but I also remember Ingrid in a cheerleader’s outfit sucking me off around the same time. She was so sexy in that...

“God, he’s enormous. What’s he like inside you?” Heidi asks. My bulge is evident. She very quickly closes the distance between us and puts her hand on my barely-concealed cock. “How do you even take him in your pussy?”

Ingrid gulps slightly. She’s teary-eyed. 

“Is it that bad?”

“No.” Ingrid forces out a smile. “I’m sure it’s terrific. It’s just...”

Heidi puts her hands to her mouth. She’s shocked. 

“No.”

Ingrid nods. She’s clearly embarrassed. This is the first time I’ve ever seen her this way, and I’ve known her for years. I think?

“Tell me you’re joking,” says Heidi. “No way!”

Ingrid’s eyes roll upward; she’s holding back tears. I grip her harder. I don’t understand but I know I have to make it right; it’s my duty.

“We haven’t fucked, actually.”

Just as Ingrid’s admission passes her lips, two burly men in white coats pass through the front door and walk by us. They’re nearly as big as me. Ingrid doesn’t seem to mind, so I don’t either. They’re holding chains and a straitjacket. 

“You haven’t fucked him.” Heidi can’t believe it. “This guy. Right here.” She starts by pointing at my chest, jabbing her finger into my pec, and then quickly she’s massaging it. Girls can’t help themselves around me. “Your husband. You haven’t fucked him?”

Ingrid shakes her head no. She can’t even speak.

“What did you do? Oh my god, Ingrid. This is criminal. Look at him! He’s such a fucking hunk. How long has it been for you since a good lay, honey?” She looks at me with so much compassion and need. “Seriously. Answer me. I’m your wife and I deserve to know when you fucked last.”

I shrug. “I can’t say.”

“But...you’re so strong. So virile.” She pulls down my sweatpants neatly and easily. My cock is hard; it’s always hard. Always streaming hot precum. It immediately drips all over her expensive, tall leather heels. “Please, won’t you fuck one of us?” She shrugs herself out of her sundress, revealing her heavy, glorious tits. The nipples are dark and perfectly sized. “Unless you don’t want to fuck?”

The burly men pass again, this time on the way out, dragging Dearie. She struggles this way and that, gagged and bound, screaming through the ball in her mouth. For some reason, she’s looking at me; I barely pay attention. Heidi’s tits are heavenly and her hair is really something else. I push my hand through its silky, thick surface and give her a long kiss.

There’s a little cage on the back of the truck that takes Dearie away. She can see all of this happening through the open front door. 

The two girls guide me around. A lot happens in no time at all. The door shuts on Dearie and all the noise she was trying to make, and it’s just the three of us, a proper married group. My shirt disappears and I step out of my sweatpants entirely. 

The room closest to the entryway is the living room with the big couch. Heidi pushes me down on it and shoves her leaking tits into my mouth. I take them in, swallowing deeply, loving the taste of my beautiful new wife. Her taste is sweeter than Ingrid’s, a little more audacious and less refined. 

I suck and suck, and Heidi slips her cunt over my cock shaft. No penetration; just sliding her labia up and down and letting me feel the warm, slick surface of her perfect teenage pussy. 

“You should fuck Ingrid,” says Heidi. “You deserve it. Why deny yourself? Fuck your wife. Then fuck us both.”

She’s so right. Why deny myself? There’s no pleasure in that. There’s no duty in that. I need to breed Ingrid anyway. I’ve been really lax on my responsibilities. 

I’ve barely nodded my assent before Ingrid—no more skirt, no more top, just heels and her gorgeous bare body—slips on top of me and pushes Heidi to one side. 

Seconds later, she’s sliding down onto my cock, and I’m shoved deep inside her scintillating, moaning-hot body.

“Oh my god oh my fuck oh my fuck DaddyDaddyDaddyMasterDaddy...!”

Holy fuck. 

Fuck, that’s so good. I’m strong enough, and Ingrid is light enough, that bouncing her up and down is simplicity itself. She’s soon feeling the entirety of my shaft exiting and entering her brilliantly tight teenage virgin cunt nonstop. 

“Fuck her, Master,” Heidi coos in my ear, as Ingrid wraps herself even tighter around me. “You’re so strong. You’re such a virile stud. I can’t believe you resisted her for so long. But she’s fucking you now like you deserve. You’ll fill her up and give her babies, give her twins, give her triplets. You’ll be the perfect Party male. We’re so lucky to have you to vote for us, Daddy!”

Ingrid, who has been wanting this for so long, is not nearly as lucid. Her hips gyrate up and down, perfectly milking my cock as I push up into her tight body. Her hair flows everywhere and she begs for more. 

“DaddypleaseMasterpleaseHusbandpleasemyKingmyKINGMasterDaddyHusbandplease!”

She’s babbling and crying and cumming and doing it more and more with every passing second. It’s so fucking hot. And somehow making it even hotter is Heidi, who clearly loves how much Ingrid loves me, who wants so badly to be fucked by me, and yet also so badly wants to watch my first wife receive my cum. 

“Fuck,” I grunt. “You’re so hot. You’re both so fucking hot. I can’t believe you’re so...so t-tight!”

These perfect beautiful Trophy Wives are giving me everything I want. I have to give them what they want too—it’s my duty as their Husband. 

Groaning, gripping, I empty inside of Ingrid. My seed jets up inside of her and her eyes glow with orgasmic satisfaction. I cum so hard, every last shot is like another new penetration inside of her hammering into her g-spot. 

“I love you.” I really do. “I love you so much, babe.”

“I love you, Husband,” she whimpers back, kissing me deeply. “I love you so bad...”

Ingrid finally slows her gyrations on my cock but can’t stop herself entirely. I’m still hard, after all, and it’s her duty to be fucked by my hard cock.

“Master,” Heidi whimpers, pawing at my abs. “Would you please breed me next?”

* * * * *
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THREE MONTHS LATER, I’m fucking Heidi on top of the couch as I do pretty much every morning after Ingrid makes breakfast.

Heidi's heels have these strappy straps with diamonds on them and they keep clinking as I fuck her harder. I fucked her head all the way into the couch cushions and I think she might be having trouble breathing, which is pretty funny. Her tits are still out, red and hot from how I keep slapping them. 

Heidi, earlier, had been telling me about the big plans she had for the day, which included going to town for groceries and showing off how hot she was and how she could afford such beautiful, nice clothes and jewelry on account of being a wife of the best Hellball player in the world.

Of course, I had to fuck her to set her straight. 

This dumb bitch—I mean, she’s my wife, so excuse me—but this dumb broad thinks she can tell me what she’s going to do with her hot body all day long? That’s independent thought, and that’s dangerous in women. It hurts their ovaries; I know from the commercials they play every night. 

I pull Heidi out of the couch cushions and slap her a little just to let her know I love her. She smiles even though she's gasping for air.

“Thank you, Master.” She's still bright red. It's so hot to control her breathing like that. “Thank you so much for setting me straight.”

I nod and decide that's a good enough reminder. I use to build up my cums so much, but they're so easy and plentiful now and it's so much fucking fun to see what happens with a girl when she gets them. 

I empty inside of Heidi and leave her to the aftermath, watching—pleased—as she cums again and again to the sensation of my seed inside her hyper-fertile body. Her luxury dress is ruined, but it's okay—she's got dozens. 

Fuck, I’m such a stud. She should fucking know better than to get fucked by me and expect to do anything else today. She’ll be in diamond-studded lingerie in an hour, begging for my cock.

I don’t really go to work anymore. I think I used to be something called a cow tant? But I don’t know anything about cows or why you’d want to tant them.  

Once a week, the Hellball Reds fly me to the arena and I fuck up Greens or Blues or sometimes Greens AND Blues. Ingrid got me on the team. Or, I guess she called someone to pick me up and take me to the arena, and then I threatened to rip the coach's head off if he didn't let me play. He's a little guy, barely six foot six, so he did what I say. 

I don't train or practice with the team; I kept hurting other Reds. I didn't mean to; I'm just strong. I tried to be a good team player, but it gets me so fucking ANGRY when I see other people on MY field. 

During our games, they tend to just point me in a direction and back away. Ingrid and Heidi are on the cheerleading team, so mostly when I fuck a girl between plays it's one of them. Mostly. They're really good about holding down the cheerleading wives of other players, though. 

Most people can't seem to stop me from whatever I feel like doing in the middle of it, except maybe for Ingrid who manages to sweet talk me into whatever she wants. She's been floating the idea of running for office.  You know, like politics? She said I'd like it because then I could fuck up other countries the same way I fuck up pussies on the Hellball field. 

Sounds great!

Anyway, mostly I just breed for now. Hellball is good fun and hurting Greens and Blues makes me hard as a rock, but breeding is my important responsibility as a man. I've got to make more Reds for the Party. Knocking up Ingrid and Heidi, and keeping them fucked enough that they cum regularly, is my duty as man of the house. 

But, 'cause I'm so strong, every day or so, the city sends by another gorgeous babe from out of town and has me fuck her until she’s good and knocked up too. It usually only takes me once, but Ingrid and Heidi are good wives and really like to watch me fuck other girls while they hold them down so I fuck them for a solid twelve hours or so.

They don’t have to hold them down...but everyone’s happier when they do. 

Walking away from Heidi's cumming, spasming body, I can see straight out through the front window when a truck pulls up. Ingrid—she had been watching me fuck Heidi stupid, had even reminded me about how uppity Heidi was being with that whole “go into town” nonsense—chirps excitedly.

“Another breeder delivery?” I ask. “We just did one yesterday.”

“No, dear.” Ingrid's voice is calm and maternal. “This is different. Don’t you remember what I told you about this one?”

Kind of. Remembering stuff is what wives are for. Men are for action. 

“Servant girl. Good for fucking.”

“That’s right, my love. But remember, she’s barren, the poor dear, so be nice. She’s going to be able to fuck you when Heidi and I are too heavy with child, which you’ll make us all the time, because you’re so strong and virile. The Party wanted you to have a proper fucktoy.”

The doorbell rings. I open it with Ingrid at my side, softly and insistently grinding. Her baby bump so evident in her lacy white romper, tits lactating openly. 

The girl at the door is brunette and quite pretty. She looks maybe a little older than Ingrid. Her eyes flash with recognition at me for some reason.

“Hello, Sir,” the new servant says. “I’m so honored to please the most virile man alive. Thank you so much for allowing me to obey you.”

She has the right attitude, at least. Bitches who aren’t at wife level need to be super respectful toward a real alpha like me, or else they’re entering a whole world of pain. 

“Hel-lo, sweetheart. You're going to be a super good girl for your Master and me and Heidi, aren't you?”

She does not hesitate. “Absolutely. I'm so grateful to be in your service. I just want to make you happy. It's all I want. I want to spend the rest of my life making it up for you, how much mercy you have shown me.”

Ingrid kisses her on the lips long and hot. She's genuinely enjoying herself. “Such a good girl,” she whispers at last. “I want us to be the best of friends, yes?”

The girl nods enthusiastically. 

“Yes, Ma'am. And I won't forget my place. Not ever.”

I take her by the jaw, turning her this way and that. Ingrid's saliva slides off her lips and down onto my fingers. She’s thin, busty, and beautiful—in other words, a real woman. Too bad about her not being able to be knocked up, but fuck it—I’m the most virile man in the city, I can probably fix that. My seed is powerful.

“What’s your name, gorgeous?”

“I-it’s Joan, Master,” she whispers. “My name is Joan.”

Ingrid pushes her down onto her knees. “I want to break her in, darling. See if she’s up to snuff. What do you think?”

I smile as Ingrid pulls out my cock and starts sliding it across Joan’s high cheekbones. 

I love my wife.

# # #
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I haven’t been home in over a year, but I’m already unhappy when my cab turns up into the long, wooded drive of my father’s estate. I’m unhappy just to be in this backwards, patriarchal country. 

Stepping out of the stink-infested, grime-heavy cab, I want to be able to breath a little easier. The air is sweeter outside, of course, and feels good on my smooth, young skin, but nonetheless I feel thoroughly stifled. In this country, just because I’m a girl—and a beautiful girl no less—I’m a second-class citizen. 

It’s bad enough that I had to suffer through the cab driver ogling me the whole ride from the airport and even offering to touch and move my bags for me like it’s the nineteenth century. I’m an independent woman and I’m obviously more fit than his geriatric, obese self. 

But no, on top of that, he felt fit to undress me with his eyes during the ride, like as if the daughter of a fucking millionaire would ever stoop to ever once do more than just courteously say hello to him. He ate nacho fries as he drove; what a fucking slob. 

With the car finally stopped in front of the house on the circular drive, I grab everything myself before he even has a chance to offer. In truth, I run away from him, and I don’t care if his eyes are certainly memorizing my curves in my revealing outfit—the too-tight pale blue sweater that bares my utterly toned midriff, the ultra-tight dark leggings, and the heels that were the only kind of footwear I was allowed to bring with me on the plane. His ugliness scares me; ugly people in this country think they deserve things now and it disgusts me. 

I’m beautiful enough to look deeply friendly—people are always fooled by pretty faces—but this is no sympathy-for-the-poor tale. I fucking love being rich. 

My family’s wealth is probably the only reason I haven’t been snatched up the by the Party’s red vans and “bimbofied” like half the girls with whom I went to my first two years of college. The only other way you avoid the red vans is by being married already, like the other half of my friends, and I’m hardly going to do that when I’m a fully-fledged lesbian. God knows enough guys have propositioned me, some even knowing I’m only into girls, just asking me to “try it out.” 

Come on, more than one has said. It’s not like you can marry a girl back home anyway. 

The wild growth spurt in the last two months or so hasn’t helped me stay under the radar. My tits have grown three cup sizes up to a gravity-defying 36E, my previously unmanageable hair has become a brilliantly sexy mess of feathered waves from doing nothing to it (I can actually, literally say “I woke up this way” when I look picture-perfect and mean it truthfully, for real), and I’ve even grown about four inches. I was always beautiful—but now I’m a fucking bombshell. If I didn’t carefully manage my make-up, I’d probably look like one of the porn star wives that now populate this country.

My tall, long body sports lean limbs that won’t add mass no matter how much weightlifting I do—I was on the competitive lifting team in high school before girls’ sports were shut down—and my ass is a fucking shelf that you could stack cinder blocks on. 

Did I mention I’m rich, too? I’m a fucking catch. I’m just not interested in you; I’m reserved for myself. 

Who am I supposed to trust when all the girls I knew from home were brainwashed into being menial servants or cock-hungry fuckslaves?

It’s been painfully hard since my growth spurt to find clothes that fit, and most of them I could only buy from back home—but the tariffs were insane and I refuse to buy anything that supports the fucking fascists in this country. Most of them own the companies—all the companies, including the clothing companies—so I’ve been wearing foreign-made ultra-tiny tops, skirts, and dresses that make my garishly sexy body look even more outlandishly hot. 

I’m a little old for such growth spurts, twenty years old last Tuesday, but the doctor I went to see—between more ogling and fondling, christ what a jackass he was—noted that such spurts weren’t uncommon and in fact were somehow more common over the past year or so. He said he had seen other such cases, and gave me a prescription for some special vitamins to make sure my body and gut biome were healthy during the changes. 

I wish the pills hadn’t run out—just this morning in fact—as I’m not sure I’ll be able to find the same prescription here. 

The cab driver doesn’t come after me or ask me for a tip, seeming to sense how unwelcome he is. This is a wealthy area and I’m the wealthiest girl in it. I could have him arrested for vagrancy if I wanted. 

Of course I wouldn’t, that would make me no better than my fascist father, but it does feel good knowing that I could. It’s not like power is widely available for females here anymore. 

Our house is the largest in miles, and that’s saying something. On the way in, I saw how they’ve been bulldozing smaller houses—even suburban houses—to make room for larger and larger mega-mansions featuring several swimming pools and hot tubs and sports fields and all of that sort of thing. Anything to put a woman in a hot situation so they could be ogled by the growing minority of rich landowners. The less-than-super-rich have been relegated further and further into the city, many of them moving into hastily-built high-rises that already look like they’re on their last legs. 

I won’t lie—knowing that I’m protected from that kind of sudden twist of fate due to my family’s wealth, almost certainly gained via ill-gotten means—makes me feel warm and secure inside. 

The main house stands grand and imposing, a three-story white stone building with a wide veranda stretching out along the length of the front. Thick columns are decorated with ornate engravings, and the windows glow with the soft light of the interior.

Behind the house, a formal garden is laid out in neat rows, with a fountain at its center. The fountain splashes in a gentle rhythm, and the trees sway in the gentle breeze. Roses of every hue line the beds, and the scent of lilies fills the air.

To the side of the garden, a large pool glimmers in the fading light. The water is crystal clear, and the pool's edge is decorated with a border of marble tiles. From the pool, a wide stone path leads to a magnificent old gazebo, its white latticework and intricate woodwork standing in stately beauty.

Tall brick walls frame the estate, and beyond them, a beautiful countryside stretches into view—countryside that, only a few years ago, was full of middle-class homes. I’m not sure if it was Father who had them destroyed, but they are gone now in the name of “conservation.” Rolling hills and green fields are dotted with the occasional tree in the distance. The sky is a deep, rich blue, and the air is fresh and inviting.

All around, there's magnificent beauty. But within lies an even greater beauty — grand old buildings and magnificent halls, richly appointed rooms and well-tended gardens. It's as if a piece of old England has been transported to the modern world — a timeless dream of luxury and privilege. 

I crack open the front door and barely peek my head in.

“Hello!” 

I say it another two or three times, louder with each successive attempt. The door isn’t locked; crime is almost non-existent in this region thanks to the red vans picking up nearly every vagrant for “repurposing” for any kind of minor transgressions. And of course, vagrancy is a vague term with wider and wider applications.

I read in the papers overseas that a woman had been sent to a Repurposing Facility for stealing a mitten—just the one—from a convenience store. The store owner was sent away as well, for negligently allowing a criminal to steal and for their “lack of charity” making stealing necessary in the first place. 

“I’m home! Hello?”

I am as loud as possible, rather hoping to avoid seeing what I’m sure is happening.

I’m not stupid, all right? I was educated in the best schools in this country before it was illegal for me to go there, and then my adopted Father sent me away overseas to continue my education so I wouldn’t be interfered with and so, in his words, I could be a quality “representative of the family legacy.” 

I wouldn’t even be back here if it wasn’t that he threatened my monthly allowance if I didn’t come for the wedding celebration between him and his new Trophy Wife, Helena.

Not the wedding; not the reception; the wedding celebration. Marriages are all done by paperwork—wives assigned through supercomputers that know which man is the most virile and which Trophy Wife needs the most seed and so on. So a man and wife will be married for weeks or even months before the celebration, I assume to train the Trophy Wife well enough that she isn’t sucking him off in public or anything else similarly crass.

I know what Trophy Wives are, okay? Not stupid. I know what the Trophy Wife Initiative is all about. I know they train perfectly innocent women into becoming murderously possessive, harem-craving, refined, elegant fuckdolls who eagerly, earnest obey every sexual need of their husbands. 

I know that Trophy Wives have plenty of “independent thought” that make them corrupt their husbands into wanting sex all the time through some combination of chemicals and pheromones; and I also know that my father was consulted about their creation and categorically refused to be involved because of his love for my adopted mother, Lucilla. 

And so, of course, I know now that somehow he was gotten to, and that everything has changed. 

My mother wrote me letters detailing almost all of this, of course, and also explained that she was leaving him and the country before he had the chance to send her off via the red vans. I’m sad that I won’t see her for a long time, if ever, but I understand her position completely. She advised me to come back here, take Father for all the money he had, and then flee the country just like her.

All I have to do is survive through this party they’re throwing to celebrate the union, sweet talk my horrible pig of a father, and that will be that—I’ll be safe, free from this foul country, and with plenty of money to support me in whatever I need to do. 

So I shout another time that I’m home because I absolutely do not want to walk in on whatever suckjob blowfest my father is enjoying in his new morally-bankrupt life with his red hot Trophy Wife. 

Finally, as I wait in the marble-floored entryway, I hear a door open and close upstairs and footsteps approaching down the considerable stairwell. Soon after, I see my father with my new mother-in-law hanging lovingly on his arm.

“Emilia!” Father exclaims when he sees me. “It’s so lovely to see you.”

Gregory Vandermont modeled himself after late nineteenth captains of industry and that’s how he appears and dresses. Suits over a big, burly frame capped off with out-of-time hair and a heavy mustache. He is buttoning up his shirt and straightening his jacket; I roll my eyes. So obvious.

He’s a hard, stern man who has always had a soft spot for me, as I was his only child. He could have adopted more, but he always said I was more than enough. 

I only found out in recent years that my mother basically hated raising a child, even if she was okay with me personally, and that she was the main reason he never had more kids. 

On his arm, of course, is Helena, his Trophy Wife. I have to take several moments to let my jaw somehow pick itself up off the floor. 

I’ve seen all the Trophy Wives before, naturally. They’re on the news. One is the First Lady. They’re regularly on talk shows discussing the glory of the party and the natural order of the world with men in charge. They’re bright, smiling, usually blonde, and so polished they remind me of sports cars coming off the production line. 

Honestly? It’s not my thing. 

I’m more attracted to butch girls, with almost no exception save the occasional celebrity. There was a giant expose’ from a news outlet overseas (they later redacted the story; you can guess why) that showed off and interviewed like ten different wives. They’re all different flavors, but they are as a rule busty, puffy-lipped, thin, long-haired, and effortlessly sexy. Kind of like me, except without a brain and with a giant empty-brain-sized necessity for cumming and cock. 

Each girl in the piece was beautiful and classy, someone you could “take home to mom” (except your mom is also being shuffled off to be Repurposed, surprise!), and would easily take up space on the silver screen without anyone batting an eye. They are, without exception, like magazine covers come to life. Their genes are photo-shopped.

Helena is all of these things, of course. But she’s also something much, much more. She’s taller than the other girls I’ve seen, that’s for sure. She looks like another species from them, like another species from human. Her skin is alabaster pale and flawlessly shiny and vibrant. Thick black hair cradles her angelic face in heavy, perfectly-shaped waves of midnight. She is wearing the fuck out of an expensive designer minidress, an erotic take on the floral 1950s housewife dresses that cuts off mid-thigh and offers a bountiful view of her glorious cleavage. It hangs off one delicate shoulder, not quite recovering yet from whatever she was doing with my father moments ago.

Both of them absolutely reek of sex, a miasma of heavy virility and fertility flowing off of them like fumes from a chemical vat. A wave of instant, heavy, heady love and lust hit me. 

Looking at Helena. Her perfectly arranged hair. The length of her neck and the gorgeous swell of her tits.

I want her. I want my father’s new wife; I want her for myself. I want to take a hundred photos of her and rush off to the nearest bathroom and finger myself stupid until I can’t even think of something that isn’t her glorious tits in that dress. 

She’s so hot it’s hard to think. The abruptness of the difficulty, all by itself, stuns me. I think fast, often, and spectacularly—but instead that’s how I want to lick Helena’s pussy. My father, his face flushing as he looks at me in my tight, tiny outfit and his bulge obviously growing as he eyes my over-developed form, must be feeling the effects of Helena’s closeness as well. It’s not like he could be attracted to me. That would be perverted.

She escapes from my father’s grasp and greets me with a long, happy hug. 

“I’m so happy to meet you,” she says. Her voice is wrapped in a soft, exotic accent. “I know this must be such a strange new time for you, but I want you to know I’ve been perfectly trained to acclimate to your needs and do whatever I can to ensure that we’re one big, happy family.”

In addition to all the infatuation and arousal, her touch stirs up something buried in me long ago. A filial need, longing to be cradled in her maternal warmth. My own mother, who I never knew, and then replaced by a mother who didn’t want me. 

Helena wants me there. I shudder in her arms and eagerly, warmly, return her affection. I can’t help it. The resistance, the coldness I had been building up for days in anticipation of this meeting melts before her beauty and earnest care—and obvious sex appeal.

When she steps away, I’m still speechless, just looking her up and down. Aching to be held again by those beautiful arms into that gorgeous bust. My father has a hard-on and it’s difficult not to notice. I would have a fucking hard-on if I had a dick; Helena is a living smokeshow. 

I want to disagree, argue, gather my thoughts. I had so many arguments ready. 

One big happy family? You mean indoctrinate me to your cause? I’m not going to hang with you freaks at all; I’m here for money and that’s it, and if you won’t pay me, then I’m not going to that party that means so much to you.

Instead I nod dumbly, staring at Helena’s exposed, glimmering collarbones and licking my lips. 

“Sure,” I say softly. “One big happy family.”

“Oh Daddy,” Helena squeals, clapping her hands. “I told you she would be receptive!”

Helena kisses Father happily. His hand rides up her brief dress and squeezes her ass. They have no shame, no indications at all that any of this is inappropriate. They’ve gone fully native in the two months or so of their marriage. 

After a moment of intense, teenage-passion-level kissing, Helena withdraws, delivering soft kisses as she does along his chin to tide Father over until she inevitably returns to his side and looks at me with unrestrained lust. 

“I’m so sorry. Is it all right that I call him Daddy?” her hand goes to his crotch. “He rather loves it. You can still call him Daddy as well. I won’t mind.” His cock bulges and throbs as she squeezes and strokes it. “He won’t mind either. Your father is so strong and powerful...he knows just how to handle good girls like us.”

I watch his obviously-incredibly-large cock continue to throb beneath her grip. There’s a precum stain growing before my eyes. Words arrive in my head:

That’s insane, you fucking bitch. You miserable homewrecking demon! Succubus! Get the fuck out of my sight!

Instead, though, I just stare at her grip, his big fat Daddy cock, and feel my body flush with erotic heat. 

My only verbal response is a knee-buckling giggle and a slow, simple curtsey.

* * * * *
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MY ROOM IS HOW I LEFT it. It is furnished tastefully with antiques and art pieces from a bygone era, Persian rugs laying atop deep-brown wooden floors and heavy velvet curtains hanging from floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the estate. A massive fireplace occupies one corner of the room, its dancing flames providing warmth against the chill outside air.

The furniture is luxurious, like I deserve, decorated with elaborate carvings, brass fittings and fine fabrics in deep jewel tones. My amazing bed stands in one corner with high posts topped by thick velvet curtains hung from them like a canopy. Beside it is an antique dressing table made out of dark mahogany wood with delicate filigree details all along its edge. A tall mirror framed by etched gold sits atop it, reflecting the soft light from around the room. 

To one side is a tall bookcase filled with books both old and new; I have read some of them on long summer days spent lounging on the veranda or basking in the sun by the pool, though I don’t think I could tell you anything about them now. They’re mostly about poor people’s problems, and who fucking cares, right?

It takes an hour or so, but my thoughts return to basically normal—though obviously I still think Helena is a complete hottie—after I completely sequestered myself to my room. Of course, I left my bags downstairs to make Helena bring them up—that’s her duty, isn’t it?—and actively tried to drown out the deluge of sexual energy I felt with very loud music in my headphones. 

And Helena did, in fact, bring my bags up. Took her a few minutes longer than I would have liked. I thanked her like I would thank the help, without looking at her. Already I am getting wise to her Trophy Wife ways. There is something about looking at these genetically-altered beings, these franken-sexy sirens, that fucks up your brain.

The music thumping hard into my ears also helps to keep my head clear. That way I don’t hear her voice, and it distracts me from her sweet, hot, erotic, amazing, ohfuckIjustwanttofingermyselfstupid scent.

Ugh. It’s only just hitting me how hard this is going to be, but I am hopeful. 

I like this music deluge plan. This also allows me to skip dinner—which I often do anyway—and try to focus on some homework from school while I’m away. I only got clearance to skip about a week of classes, and I’m due back by next Friday. I’m hoping my time without my extra prescription of vitamins doesn’t hit me too hard. 

When night comes, the moaning starts, of course. Sex between my father and my new stepmother is very loud and passionate. She is insistent on loudly calling him Daddy, as well as King and God and Lord and all that kind of thing. I hear them every time I slip off my headphones, and sometimes when I have them on.

It’s so completely grossly hetero, I can’t stand it. I know they’re not in the room next door—that’s just a guest room, and the master bedroom is way down the hall—but it really sounds like they’re next door. Especially when the walls shake and I can hear my father’s heavy, guttural breathing as he fucks his Trophy Wife.

My headphones, dying, beep sadly as the moans, groans, and orgasm-laced screams of my Father and his Trophy Wife fill my brain. 

Of course, I had prepared myself for the loud sounds of their fucking. The headphones, of course, plus some ear plugs in case I couldn’t sleep with the music going.  

But I can’t find my ear plugs in my bag, and I don’t know where my charging cord went for my battery-dead headphones. I am sure I had put them right there in the front pocket of my bag, but I’ve been known to mispack before, so who knows. 

I sit on top of my bed—Helena’s awful, amazing, terrible, heavenly scent suddenly feeling more present—and calmly touch my sopping-wet cunt as I try to think. It’s hard for me to think. It’s been hard all day while I tried to work on homework. I thought it was just the music—but now my headphones are totally dead and all I can hear are my parents fucking and I’m so wet and I wish I knew what to do with how hard it is to think when I’m just a girl.

Their fucking continues. 

God, they can really go at it. Helena doesn’t surprise me, but my Daddy—my Father, I mean—must be so strong to fuck her for so long. So strong and hard. Powerful. My powerful, strong, hard Daddy. 

Father, I mean. 

I try to distract myself with a little exercise—it’s so easy for me to do really intense bodyweight sessions ever since my growth spurt, and the effortless toning of my body means that I can do it for hours—but there’s a problem with this I only remember after I already change into my too-small sports bra and spandex shorts and do about fifteen hard minutes of circuit training between squats and burpees and pull ups.

Working out gets my blood up, and lately, that means I get aroused. My nipples become erect, my lips get wet, my pussy moistens, and all I can think about is jamming my fingers into my silly soaking good girl little cunt. 

And so now I’m really, aggressively horny and all I can hear is my father fucking his gorgeous, gorgeous, motherfucking gorgeous new wife and now she’s all I can think about too. 

There’s a long mirror near my door. My hair is done up in a high pony and I can see my sweating, flustered, flushed face. My midriff exposed, baring the flat tummy and delicious washboard I’ve done practically nothing to cultivate. Heavy cleavage bouncing from every slight movement, bursting from the spandex with each breath. I’m so tall and thin now. 

Honestly, I look a little like Helena these days.

It’s an absurd thought. Helena is a Trophy Wife. We’re nothing alike. 

But the thought makes me whimper and my fingers reach at a nipple, and an explosion of lust crowds my head. 

We could be sisters.

I moan. My fingers push up the spandex of my shorts, reaching toward my cunt from underneath.

Or mother and daughter.

I have to get out of here. My fucking reflection is making me hot now. 

I leave the room, and the fucking gets louder. Maybe they are next door. But that doesn’t make sense. Why would my Daddy fuck my Mommy right next door to me where I can hear it so well?

I try to think. It’s so hard for girls. Wet, simpering, whimpering girls with hot cunts and a hotter Helena-Mommy. 

The wine cellar? Surely there’s enough insulation there to keep me safe from their passions. Yes.

I rush down the long stairwell, not even caring about the sound I make as my steps echo through the tall entry. Then I make a mad rush to the kitchen—scampering through the long hallways of the house like I’m trying to outrun something, though I couldn’t tell you what—and find the door to the cellar.

Once there, the door safely shut, the airtight space of the cellar with its special homeostatic temperature-controlled air circulation ceases all the lovemaking noises entirely. 

I take a breath. I try to relax. 

But...

But there’s a new noise I hear. It’s kind of like a buzzing, kind of like a rhythmic club beat. I’m drawn to it almost uncontrollably; it makes my pussy quiver with each new beat and bop and blip. 

I investigate. I can’t not investigate. 

Down the stairs, across the many rows of ancient wines, and there in the corner is some kind of...device.

Tall, metal, filled with tubes and bristling with bright lights. It looks almost like some kind of cybernetic throne. 

I’m so intrigued by it; I can’t look away. And I’m so horny. And something tells me...something...something tells me that...that...

Being horny will be so much easier if I investigate this fully.

That sounds nice. I’d like it to be easier to be this horny. It’s been so hard, so hard, hard like Daddy’s cock, and—

No. Wait. What?

I shake my head. My thoughts are so full of lusty, musky cobwebs. It’s so hard to just focus.

There’s a helmet in my hands, connected to the throne machine with several cords. I’m not sure how I picked it up or when, but it doesn’t feel like I should think too hard about it. I turn the helmet this way and that, investigating like I’m supposed to. 

What’s that inside the helmet? 

It’s just lights. Spirals. Spiraling lights. I look closer. I know I’m supposed to figure this out.

They’re so pretty. Pretty lights. Pretty spirals. I’m so pretty. I’m so fucking pretty, just like the lights. We have so much in common. I should just see how it fits. Just a little, just the once. Just see if—

* * * * *
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“AGAIN, THANK YOU so much for agreeing to come with me,” says Helena. “You can see I badly need to get some vitamin D. Daddy says he loves how snow white I am, but all the other girls in town are so...vivacious, wouldn’t you say?”

“Yes, Mommy, of course.” 

I answer automatically, but I’m heavily disoriented. Helena takes my hand and pulls me through the door to the back yard, which is more like a back park because Daddy is fucking rich as hell. I’m a spoiled rich girl who gets whatever she wants, and Daddy loves me that way. He got his girls a giant estate so we can flounce about in tight, hot bikinis and such and never feel the eyes of other men on us—only Daddy’s. Just like I wanted.

Right?

The sunlight disorients me more. Mommy—no, no, Helena—Helena shoves a pair of sunglasses over my eyes. Protecting me like a good Mommy. Mom. Mother. Stepmother, fucking christ, I mean, Trophy Wife impostor of a person!

An impostor who is super hot and who I look at and feel my heart completely tug out of my chest. She’s wearing a tiny black string bikini trimmed with gold. It hugs her ass just so, making my mouth water. 

How did I get here? I was just downstairs and it was the late evening. Now it’s the middle of the day, judging by the sun, and I’m...I’m—

I’m wearing a bikini too? 

I see my reflection in the window of our massive home, Helena and I standing together. We’re wearing the same bikini. I wear it almost as well as she does, only she’s longer, bustier, and tighter than I am—but only by fractions. I stand up taller, instinctively feeling myself compared to her by invisible forces. 

“Oh, yes,” she says, noticing too. “Don’t we look smashing together? Mother and daughter, together at last. Just how Daddy likes it. Isn’t that lovely?”

“Yes, Mommy.”

Fuck you!

That’s mostly directed at me. Why can’t I disagree with her? Why do I keep calling her Mommy?

And why—fucking why—does it make my cunt pulse with so much endlessly hot arousal to do exactly all of that?

Helena tugs on my hand and I follow obediently, all the while wishing I could move my body in any direction that wasn’t one that she chose. 

After a minute or two of walking the trail in the rear of the estate, we crest the edge of the tall azalea trees planted just four years ago and come to the swimming pool. It’s a large pool with a heavy granite walkway around it. Four other beautiful women are all already there, sitting on pool chairs and chatting happily. There are two blondes, a redhead, and a shorter Asian girl who are all obviously Trophy Wives. 

“Oh, it’s Helena!” says the redhead. “Hello, my love! Who is that with you? Is that your daughter?”

We come closer and sit down across from them, everyone on their own chair. She introduces me to Trisha the redhead, blondes Darla and Edna, and the dark-haired Myra. 

Helena nods and smiles merrily as she talks. “It is! We just met yesterday but we’re already getting along famously. She let me dress her this morning after a lovely, agreeable breakfast. Didn’t you, darling?”

This is preposterous. Helena didn’t dress me. Who did dress me, though? Was it me, and she’s taking credit? Or maybe—

“Yes, Mommy.”

The answer comes more quickly than my thoughts can keep up. I’m so slow lately. I’m a molasses train on wet sugar wheels, and my voice is kind of empty, kind of passionate, kind of breathy. I sound like the Trophy Wives from the interviews I saw. Of course I know that’s ridiculous, you have to go to a Repurposing Center to become a Trophy Wife, and I certainly haven’t. 

“That’s so lovely,” says the Asian girl, Myra, in a voice just like mine. “Isn’t it wonderful being part of a family? I can’t wait to have daughters of my own some day.”

“That’s if Harry will allow it!” giggles one of the blondes. “I know he wants sons from me.”

It takes me a moment to realize that she means the two of them are the wives of the same man. Was that allowed? I could have sworn there was some kind of statute against polyamory, but then, I haven’t kept up with all of that lately. 

School is so hard. 

Learning is hard. Thinking is hard. The sun is so bright and shiny and I just have to lay down while they chat. I should quit school. It’s hard, and my body and brain were made to be soft—except for where my muscles are hard and firm to stand up to a man’s attention, of course.

All I want to do is have my brain shut off. The sun isn’t helping. The sunglasses are actually hurting my eyes more than the sun is. I keep trying to take them off, but every time my fingers come up to do it, I remember something terribly important—like how big Daddy’s Cock is, or how pretty Helena is, or that I’m just a stupid girl and don’t get to decide if I wear sunglasses or not...

Occasionally the other women—girls, excuse me—giggle about how I’m not paying attention, but I am paying attention. It’s just not to them. 

It’s to my cunt. My shining, beautiful, sexy little pussy and how needy it is, how desperately it needs to be filled. It’s really loud and it makes anything else so hard. Idly, my fingers slide over the top of my swimsuit bottom. 

At first, I try to be secretive. 

Then I notice how Trisha, Darla, Edna, Myra, and Helena are all fingering themselves too.

They’re not overt about it like porn stars or camgirls. But as they sit and chat about their husbands, they casually finger their happy cunts, moans and throaty groans stitched between their words. 

“Oh yes,” says Helena, fingers sliding in and out of her wet pussy. “Gregory is so strong and able. He can do anything. I’m so happy to have him as my husband. I can’t believe how lucky I am, constantly.”

“Yes,” says Trisha, thumbing her clit. “We know just what you mean. We talk about it every day, don’t we girls? We’re just so lucky to belong to Harry. We can’t believe how well he can fuck all four of us, and he’s talking about adding a fifth.”

“That’s so unbelievably wonderful for you.” Helena repositions herself so she can grind her hips into her fingers at the same time she shoves her index and middle finger up her tight cunt. “I want to fuck Gregory with other girls. I want to watch him fuck them, help him hold them down. He says he wants someone younger for his next conquest, and I think I have just the right girl in mind.”

They all look at me and giggle, their beautiful array of tits bouncing happily. I don’t know what the joke is but it seems above the paygrade of a pretty, young girl like me. I’m just supposed to sit and watch these wives be happy, eager wives so that one day I can know my place and—

No.

No, that’s wrong. This is—this is all wrong. I’m so horny I can barely think.

I stand up quickly. All the fingering has gone straight to my head, and I sway on my tall heels, dizzy from the blood rush. 

“Is everything all right, sweetheart?” Helena’s concern sounds genuine; she’s such a good Mommy.

“Yes. No.” I shake my head. “I don’t know. I just need...I need...”

The urge to cum overwhelms almost everything else in my body. I sway as fast I can to the house, needing privacy, only half-aware that my bodacious body in this tiny bikini bounces my big boobies with every step. Anyone watching would get quite an eyeful. Is Daddy watching? I hope he is.

No, that’s wrong.

That’s wrong because...because...

Because I don’t want him to watch.

Right! Yes. I want him to feel me in this bikini, not just watch me. Yes, of course that’s it. 

God, I have to cum so fucking bad.

Inside, I immediately rush to the nearest bathroom—but right across from it, the door to the cellar is open. 

That’s odd. 

The lights of the throne-helmet machine are visible; I can see them dancing in the shadows. I remember some of what happened last night, the thrumming, the need, the kneeling, the chanting...

By the time the molasses of my thoughts forms the phrase it can’t hurt to investigate, I’m already all the way down the stairs and looking at the machine. It’s so bright and tall. Strong and capable, just like Daddy. I wonder what would happen if I pick up the helmet again? I just need to remember—

* * * * *
[image: ]


“FUCK ME, DADDY!” HELENA moans. “Fuck me, yes! Just like that! Fuck me harder! You’re so good! You’re so good. How are you so good at fucking me?”

My fingers are jammed hard up my cunt, fucking myself furiously as I watch Daddy fuck my Helena-Mommy over the kitchen table. She's bent over forward, elbows on the table. 

She’s so right. He’s so good at it. His pants are down around his ankles and Mommy’s spectacular, shiny-elegant gala dress is pulled all the way up, so I can see everything about his penetration. His cock is enormous, mouth-wateringly huge, and it swells Mommy’s tiny cunt every time he thrusts into her.

I’m hiding, I realize. It’s so hard to remember how I got here, so hard to remember that—

I don’t need to remember. 

Right, of course, I don’t need to remember. I just need to know that I’m hiding in this doorway, audibly gasping and moaning about five feet away from my father as he fucks my new Mommy as hard as he ever has. 

I’m being so stealthy; there’s no way they know I’m here. 

Even when Helena winks at me and tells him, “Fuck me while our daughter watches, darling!” I’m sure it’s just dirty talk. 

I’m too smart to like, hide poorly or something. I would have thought about all the angles. Thinking good is totally my strong suit.

Daddy looks so strong in his suit while he fucks my Mommy. I want to wear a suit made out of his cum. 

I can tell when he’s getting ultra close to cumming because he takes Mommy by the throat and hugs her close into his body. Helena is tall, but preciously thin and tiny otherwise, and Daddy is bulky. Built thick like a 1930s weight lifter. He’s making her feel how much bigger he is than her, how he could toss her around to every room of the house if he wanted. 

This whole time, Helena is cumming. Every passionate, just-about-to-cum thrust from her Husband sets off another in a chain of mind-blowing orgasms, leaving her formerly regal elegance a blubbering, passionate, drooling mess of lust and worship.

"I love you!" Her accented voice tinged with madness. "I love you, Husband! My King! My Glorious King!"

I’m cumming too, hugging the doorframe and not caring that I’m moaning so loud they can surely hear me. 

And finally, grasping and grunting, Daddy cums inside of Helena. 

"Yes!" she moans for him. "Make me pregnant! Give me twins! Give me triplets! Make me whole! Breed me, Master!"

It's beautiful. Panting, his face flushed with intensity, he must be filling her with an incredible load. As he pulls out, squeezing Helena's tits along the way, he sprays more hot seed all along her tightly muscled back.

Helena rolls on the table, collapsing in on herself under wave after wave of pleasure. Her hands slide over his neck and she thanks him for the blessing and honor of his masculine seed. 

"You honor me, Husband," she whimpers tearfully. "You honor me again. I am so lucky..."

I feel like I’m witnessing something more than just a sexual act—like I’ve walked into a sacred ritual, an ancient ceremony between two people who love each other deeply. It overwhelms me so much that I have to hold myself steady against the door frame as tears stream down my face.

Daddy looks so proud and satisfied. He kisses Mommy deeply, as if congratulating himself on a job well done, and gropes her constantly while she re-arranges her dress. 

As he fucked her, the dress was just something to grab onto and twist. Another way to contort and control her body. But now I can see it’s deeply sexy and elegant; like they’re going to some kind of gala.

Maybe their celebration?

But it couldn’t be. That’s at the end of the week, and I just got here yesterday. 

Nonetheless, I am dressed in the frumpy, ill-fitting dress I had all picked out to wear to the event. I’m wearing it in protest, for some reason? It was something about like, not supporting the pairing.

But that’s so stupid. So silly and stupid just like I always am. Helena makes Daddy so happy, how could I not support them? And even if I didn’t support it, what would that have to do with anything? I know my proper place is just to sit and look pretty so Daddy can let others admire his prize of a daughter. 

Finally, he slides away of Helena and turns to me, my fingers still caught inside my twitching snatch, giving me a knowing smile that makes my heart swell with admiration for this man who I know is my father in every way except for blood.

Open, eager lust is etched on his face for me, his proud Daddy Cock still hard somehow despite fucking dreamy dreamgirl Helena so hard. He's hard because of me, looking at me, his daughter. Hard like a real man ought to be when looking at his hot, eye-candy prize of a daughter. 

He nods to Helena, muttering something about "fixing it."

Nodding sagely, Helena approaches me with a hot Mommy smile.

“Now,” she says. “We have to change that dress of yours.”

“We...we do?” I look down at myself. “But...” I shake my head. Trying to resist. “No, Mommy. I picked it out myself, a-an-and Daddy said that—”

She grabs a small device from the kitchen counter. It looks like the metal bones of a helmet. She puts it on top of my head, patiently adjusting it until my head starts sloshing with lustful obedience.

“Shush now.”

Deep, happy thrums cycle in my brain. I'm so lucky to be here. So lucky to belong to my Daddy. My Daddy is so handsome and perfect. I love his Cock most of all. I'm so lucky I'm a virgin just for him.

“Shushhhh...”

My voice is pink-tinged lust-coated sludge, just like my thoughts.

Daddy walks over, looking in my blank eyes for a moment. “Does this mean we can finally get that thing out of the cellar?”

“She needs a few more solid cooks for total Repurposing,” says Helena. “But this maintenance model is the same kind I use. She’ll be perfect for You tonight, Master, and this should be all she needs within a week. Is that all right, my love?”

Her voice is much different than how it is when she knows I’m listening. She’s cool and officious, but also seductive. She slides into Daddy’s body, wrapping her arms around his neck and head while both of them face me. His hands grope her heavy tits and I can tell his thick, hard cock is sliding into the delicate musculature of her back where his seed is still fresh and liquid on her skin. 

“That will do,” he says. “Get her out of that hideous dress. I want to show my girls off tonight.”

Oh, that sounds so exciting. I’m a good girl, and I know I’m built for showing off, and Daddy—

* * * * *
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—DADDY FEELS ME UP THROUGH the flimsy material of my bright white skirt, his hand crawling over my taut, heart-shaped ass as he talks to some important-looking man in a suit.

I can just make out a glimpse of the grand ballroom we’re in. The walls are paneled with expensive mahogany, the floor is decorated with an intricate mosaic of deep burgundy tiles, and the crystal chandelier hangs from the ceiling like a diamond tear drop. Everywhere there are ornately carved furniture pieces trimmed in gold leaf, vases full of fresh flowers, and paintings depicting scenes from classical mythology. 

Even the air itself is lit up by the bright sparkle of tiny little diamonds that hang on strands all around us. Waiters dressed in fancy Party uniforms walk by carrying trays full of drinks for guests to enjoy. Everywhere I look there is warmth, light, and beauty all around me—a shining oasis amidst a sea of darkness outside. I feel like such a princess.

It's truly breathtaking—and I know my Mommy planned out every last detail to celebrate her submission and service to my Father's obvious greatness. 

Every man is wearing a suit and all the girls—they’re women, but that sounds so wrong to call such pretty prizes anything but girls—all the girls are wearing beautiful, ornate dresses. 

They're actually all wearing hot gala dresses and gowns like Mommy. I'm one of the only ones wearing a hot skirt and top combo, like I'm going to a club. It's hot and well-made enough that I fit in—plus my body is totally banging enough to get away with anything. But in my tall, tall white heels, my a-frame pleated skirt, and my simple white halter top, it would be easy to grind on my Daddy all night long in a club like a good hot Trophy Daughter Girlfriend. My cunt drips eagerly at the thought.

It’s easy to notate which girl belongs to which man, because the color of the pocket squares in the suit pockets of the men match the color of the dresses the women wear. 

Mommy wears white like me, of course. She’s a bride, and this is her big day. It’s not her marriage—even I know that and I’m supremely stupid. Just a celebration of their union with some special party fun. I think I heard Mommy say there was an auction?

“Well it’s like I told you, Dave," says Daddy in his big Man voice full of important thoughts and troubles, "they’ve got it all set up for me.”

Dave, bearded and barrel-chested, strokes his chin. “They wanted payment for their trouble, I expect.”

“We’re in a capitalist country, what do you expect? Of course they wanted me to pay them to sneak the drugs into her system. But look at her.”

Daddy takes me by the arm and twirls me around. My skirt flies in a hot upward motion around my tiny thighs and fertile hips. 

I feel so pretty and happy; I’m smiling brightly. Being shown off. Daddy’s Trophy Girl, his Trophy Daughter. There’s nothing like being put on display.

“So they just snuck into her apartment, and that was that?”

“Well. It’s biological changes. They paid off the doctor, too, made sure that she took some stuff to suppress her urge to breed until she was face-to-face with me. There’s that imprinting phase they do when they first feel the need to have children, you know. It’s very important. Kind of impressive how they worked it all out, but I’m telling you, they thought of every little detail.”

On the other side of Daddy, Mommy is cooing in his ear and has her leg casually draped over his thigh. Her hips gyrate softly, barely visible, but it’s obvious to me from being so close. She whispers sub-audibly in his ear, ready to crank up the volume at any moment for his pleasure. It's obvious Daddy is Mommy's entire world. 

All over the hall, all eyes are on my Mommy Helena. The women are jealous of her; the men want to fuck her and are terribly jealous of Daddy. I can see it in their eyes. They want to be in his position; they would do anything to have a woman like her. 

A lot of the men look quite stupid, like they could barely hold a conversation. They're also enormous. Thick, long arms. Like ogres or shaved gorillas. These men are mostly led by their wives, who encourage their men to grope their wifely bodies early and often to keep them under control. 

It’s like there are two worlds, somehow. One in which the men are hulking, heavy-hitting brutes with scheming succubi for wives. And the other, the one Daddy lives in and is in charge of, where the men are big and strong but smart still, and the wives are scheming succubi still but under their man’s firm control.

It's so hot and wonderful. This is the perfect way society should run. Wealthy men are real men, and my Daddy's the wealthiest here.

I’m supposed to act like Mommy; she tells me what to do. She shows me what to do. I look just like her, so Daddy gets to have his hot urgently urging succubus wife pet who is so smart and studious and scheming, and his empty brainless fuckdoll daughter—but looking like twins all the time. He likes our model so much, he ordered us twice. I’m so deeply flattered by this. I dock his arm between my tits just like Mommy and hold him tight, staring up at him with big worshipful eyes. 

I keep my voice to the tiniest whisper possible, wanting to ensure that I don’t interrupt his big, strong, important conversation with the other man. It’s obvious the conversation is important, because it’s between men, and what men talk about is always both deeply important and far above the good little girl intelligence a pretty prize like me can manage. 

But my voice doesn't stop no matter what, unless he tells me:

“I love you so much, Daddy. I’ll do anything for you. I’m so lucky you’re my Daddy. I can’t believe how in love I am with you I am. Did you know I’m a virgin? I am, Daddy. I’m a virgin for you. I didn’t know I was waiting for you, but I really was. I need your cum, Master. I need it inside me. I’ll die without it, I just know I will. Please, Daddy, how do I please You? Please, Daddy. Please Daddy...”

Time passes quickly, hotly, and strangely for me. Without me really noticing, the three of us are sitting at a table in front of a stage. Mommy drapes over one leg, and I the other. I don't have to notice too much, really. Noticing is for men. All I have to do is adore my Daddy. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the men paying attention to the stage. A bunch of bikini-clad women are brought out in chains, led by a man with a whip. The chains and whip are for show, of course—the women are smiling prettily and happily. They're thrilled to be property, to be on display.  

“For our first slave on auction tonight," says the emcee, "we have the illustrious Lucilla Vandermont. She’s the disgraced former wife of our very own Gregory Vandermont, Repurposed after being criminally barren two decades of marriage. 

A terrible gasp fills the ballroom. Barren women are so horrible. I'm not surprised to notice belatedly that my own voice is one of the loudest gasps.  

“Lucilla?” I giggle. “Daddy, that’s...”

I’m about to say Mommy’s name, but of course that’s silly. What a silly, stupid thought for a silly, stupid girl like me. Mommy’s name is Helena if it’s not just Mommy.

Or Mistress.

Oh, fuck. My cunt pulses at that thought. 

“...Mistress...” I try it out, looking at Helena. 

Helena strokes Daddy's Cock through his pants under the table, more out of positioning than any attempt to hide. It's obvious what she's doing—and she winks at me.

“What a good girl you’re becoming, Emilia. Would you like me to show you how you can make Master and Mistress happy?”

“Yes Mommy.” I nod. “Please, Mistress.”

She unbuckles Daddy’s pants and unleashes his monster cock. He grunts, eyes on the stage, very focused and intent. He keeps raising a small baton with a little number written on it—at least I think it’s a number, it’s not one through ten, so it’s hard for me to know for sure—and he seems a bit stressed out. 

“These fucking savages,” he grumbles. “They think they can take my property, my due diligence...”

I have no idea what he’s talking about and I don’t care. He’s so upset. I need to calm him down. Mommy shows me—taking my hand and wrapping it around his cock. Casually, I start stroking him. When a little precum slips out, I rub it into the head and then all along the shaft, giggling delightedly at how slick it makes my strokes. 

“He’s so big,” I moan to Mommy. “Daddy’s so big...”

“He’s the best,” she agrees.

"The best," I nod. "The best and the biggest..."

It feels like this is the first time I've stroked my Daddy's Cock, but that can't be true. He deserves to have me stroking him whenever he wants, so surely it must have happened before now. I'd even be delighted if he fucked me while I was sleeping; I'm nothing but property to him, and that's how the world should be. 

There’s a big round of applause and Daddy slams his hand down on the table in triumph. He won something? He must have won. The auctioneer is saying he has. But it’s hard to figure it out—Mommy grabs me by the back of the head and shoves my face down on his cock. Almost right away he cums down my throat in his moment of triumph. He won someone—something? Someone? Lucilla?—and he's cumming in his daughter's throat to celebrate. It's so lovely. This is what my Daddy deserves.

But I’ve never tasted cum before. Have I? I can't remember. It's so hard to remember, to think. My body freezes, limbs going everywhere. Something hard and metal is placed on my head. This is weird, this is— 

Isn’t it delicious? Isn’t it wonderful?

Mommy’s voice is in my head. Hard, happy pulses thrum-thrum-thrum away my other thoughts. I feel her more than I hear her. But I have to agree. Daddy's cum is delicious and wonderful. Just like—

* * * * * 
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—MOMMY SAYS, “YOU’LL suck him off with me in the car, all right, sweetheart?”

I agree, of course. Good girls are always agreeable. We're walking outside the gala in Daddy's arms. Mommy and I snuggle him on both sides, constantly keeping him warm. Our hands pawing over each other, over his body, over his bulge.

As we re-enter the town car, something slows me down. A nagging thought around the fringes of my silly, stupid brain. There’s something off about this whole night; I can’t put my finger on it. 

I should ask Mommy. She knows everything and I can trust her completely.

“Mommy,” I say, as we kneel down in front of Daddy’s cock back inside the car. “I feel like I knew one of the girls at the auction. There was one named Lucilla..”

I speak between licks and soft, slow sucks. Daddy is so big and hard inside my mouth. Mommy helps me take him down my throat; I’m so lucky she’s so kind to me. 

She slides the crown over my head again; it fits easily and I’m so happy it’s there. It means I’m being taught, and silly girls like me have so much to learn. 

“Obey Daddy,” says Helena.

I try to answer her, try to repeat Obey Daddy—but his cock is so big and thick in my mouth. It swells my tiny good girl throat. I’m so lucky my Daddy has such a big fat cock. I try to say all of this, but it’s just whimpers and moans and drool-splattered groans as Helena shoves my head up and down his massive meat. Instead, I just say it with my eyes—looking up at him with all the love in the world, letting him know that he and he alone own my tight, toned virgin body. 

“Good girl,” he says, petting my head. “That’s my good—”

* * * * *
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“—GIRL,” SAYS HELENA, holding me in place on Daddy’s enormous meat. “You’re being Mommy and Daddy’s good girl!”

He’s practically splitting me in half. His cock shoves up harder inside my virgin entrance even as Helena pushes me down. 

Helena and...someone else. A girl. Who is that? I try to turn and look but it’s so hard to look away from how handsome and perfect my Daddy Master is drilling me stupid. Drilling his daughter who exists just for him, who looks just like his ultra-hot wife. 

We're in the master bedroom, on the bed—Mommy, Daddy, and me. The other girl is on the edge of the bed fingering herself and chanting praise for Daddy. 

“Tell him, sweetheart," Mommy says. "Tell Daddy how good he is.”

“He’s so good, so big!” I moan. His cock pumping into me faster and faster. “You’re going to break me apart, Daddy. You’re ruining me.”

“Did you hear that, Master?” Helena coos. “You’ve ruined her for anyone else. No one else will ever satisfy her hot young body but you.”

“You’re so hot, Master,” says the other woman. 

She leans down just enough for me to make out her face—it’s Lucilla, from the slave auction.

Some silly, stupid part of my brain tries to tell me this is insane, that I’ve been captured here, held against my will. It tries to tell me I don’t want this as much as I so clearly do. That Helena isn’t my Mommy, that the mother I know is Lucilla and that she’s been brainfucked against her will just like I have. 

That somehow, my father orchestrated all of this with Helena—using her seductive, feminine wiles to blindside me while some kind of specialized machine’s hypnotic waves and a targeted gene-enhancing diet were pumped into my body against my will.

But that’s so stupid. I feel the thought pop away like a pink bubble in a big, friendly bath. Pop! There it goes. Pop! There goes the thought of the thought. 

Pop pop pop!

All that’s left is serving Daddy and making him happy. I’m such a stupid bimbo now. I doubt I’ll ever be able to wrangle bitches for him like Helena does, but that’s okay. I’m just a good, obedient fucktoy for Daddy like I was always supposed to be. 

"Am I prettier than Lucilla?" Mommy asks. 

It's a question to the whole room. 

Daddy nods as he continues to hammer my sopping-wet fuckslave cunt. "You're so much fucking hotter than her, baby. You're my real fucking wife. The wife I always wanted."

"Yes, Mistress!" It's so hard to talk when I'm cumming constantly from Daddy's perfect fucking, but I try anyway. "You're the prettiest! She's nothing compared to you!"

"I'm nothing," Lucilla’s voice is coated with worship. "You're the real wife. You're the one Master deserves. We're so lucky to be in your presence, Mistress. Thank you for being such a perfect wife for Your Husband. You're the one he always needed."

Something about Lucilla saying this excites Daddy terribly and he explodes inside me. His cum fills me up; it’s everything I ever wanted. I squeeze my pussy muscles as hard as I can to take it all in, to not let a drop escape. I need to be pregnant; I need to make my Daddy babies just like a good bimbo girl does.

My body is hot and trembling, my skin moist with sweat. All I can think about is how I please Daddy, how he fills me with his cum, and how it makes me feel so alive and special. Everything else in the world fades away like a dream now that I have this pleasure inside me.

Daddy steps back and looks at me proudly, his eyes twinkling with delight. He strokes my hair gently, caressing each lock like it were made of gold before planting a passionate kiss upon my lips. His tongue teases mine before withdrawing ever so slowly and then pressing down once again, claiming every bit of me as his own.

Helena slides in to our hot coupling and hugs me tight. “We’ll be pregnant together soon. And we’ll have the perfect maid to dote on our children and us when they arrive, won’t we Lucilla?”

Lucilla nods happily. “Yes, Mistress. Anything for your family.”

All three of us fall on Daddy, brilliantly in love and happy. 

We’re everything females should be.

# # #
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Trophy Wife Initiative - Homewrecker
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No one has ever taken care of me nearly as well as me, so I’ve always had to see the writing on the wall. 

It’s election night three years ago, so you know who won. They’re on the television in the hotel room while I wait for Lee, my latest and richest-ever john, celebrating inside of a cascading mountain of balloons and confetti.

The Party leader stands at a podium with his bimbo trophy wife, promising to enact the Trophy Wife Initiative he campaigned on. He promises the most eligible men will start receiving their wives in less than week. He promises his rule—he says that word, rule—will be kind and compassionate to everyone sharing his values and merciless to those who do not. He promises that women who don’t know their place, the kind of women who have been ruining society for law-abiding men, will soon no longer be a problem. His wife—blond and gorgeous and big-titted and long-legged—slides her body on his as he speaks, doting on every word. Tits pushing into his bicep, nearly popping out of her bright red dress. Her red-painted nails sliding across his chest and empty, big blue eyes full of bimbo brain admiration for the fact of his maleness.

So this isn’t so much writing on the wall as it is, I don’t know, a sledgehammer being used to type out the words on the concrete?

It’s raining outside when Lee finally arrives. I help take off his wet coat, and he shakes his head when he sees what I’ve got playing on the television.

“Hey, Crystal, baby...” he waves at the screen. “Turn that shit off. I just want to fuck. I had a hell of a day.”

Right away, my body responds. I love fucking him; he’s amazing in bed. He’s strong, and capable, and smart, and handsome, and sometimes I wish more than anything I’d found him single instead of stealing him away from his lump of a wife. 

But that wish only goes so far. I didn’t start working as a stripper because turning on men who didn’t belong to me turns me off, you know?

I do turn the celebration off, but it stays on my mind. I’ve been preparing for this, thinking of what needs to be done. 

When he’s all settled and sits down on the bed, I greet him with a happy squeal and kiss. He likes me when I play girlish. I’m actually much older than he thinks I am, but I’m pretty enough to pull it off. Beauty is just the imitation of youth in the first place.

Stroking, necking, pawing, groaning for minutes and minutes. I’m in phenomenal shape from  dancing for hours at a time four nights a week, and I hit the gym regularly besides. My tits are so big that half the other girls at the club refuse to believe they’re natural on my tiny, thin frame, and the other half refuse to believe my long golden hair isn’t a weave. But I’m all-natural all the way through. 

After I’ve got him good and horny—it never takes long, he has the libido of someone half his age—I pull him down to the bed and unzip his pants. I’m jacking his beautifully thick cock before he knows it, curling up next to him and sliding my heavy tits over his face. 

I bite my lip. I know it looks sexy and pouty. 

“I can’t just fuck you anymore, baby.”

“Wh-what?”

He’s half-surprised, and half-dazed, leaning back from the handjob. I’m really good at them.

“It’s too dangerous. They’ll round me up. Make me one of those wives. It’s all over the internet. The new President, the state where he was governor? They started it over a year ago.”

“That’s nothing. That’s rumors.”

“Kathy’s sister was taken!”

“Kathy?”

“You know...Starlight.” Her stripper name. “Her sister was taken two months ago, swear to god. They’re going to start targeting all the pretty girls. The pretty, unattached girls. You know they will.”

He grunts. My hand on his cock is doing its magic. I’ve gotten him to drain his wife’s investment account for me; I’m so much fucking hotter than her. We both know it. We both know I deserve her money more than she does. More than half of it has gone to my wardrobe. Lee bought me several furs; I look phenomenal in them.

“It’s...complicated, babe. You know it is. We’ve talked about this.”

“She won’t have any rights when you divorce her. In the new world? A divorced woman? Someone who let down her man, a man like you?” My voice becomes husky, even villainous. “She won’t even get pregnant for you...”

That brings on the groans from him. Of course he knows I’m talking about Priscilla, his wife for now. For the moment. It’s a well-oiled piece of conversational machinery; I’ve been warming up to this finale for some time. I kiss his ear, stroking more urgently still—but not so fast that he’ll cum. I’ve trained; my pace is expert. 

“She’ll be ostracized. She’ll be villainized. That’s what she deserves, isn’t it? She drove you right into my arms, the greedy arms of a gold-digging bitch who loves you but loves your money even more.” He groans, shifting, hips pulsing upward. “Does she even tell you how handsome and strong you are? Does she tell you how grateful she is for your money? Is she completely dependent on your good will like I am?”

My voice becomes a dark, shadowy whisper. I slide my cunt across his shin, my tits on his chest. 

“She will be,” I moan. “She’ll be totally dependent on what you say in the divorce proceedings...and you can tell everyone what a disappointment she’s been. How she won’t breed for you. I’ll breed for you. I’ll have as many babies as you want. I need to breed for you. Need to get pregnant with my man’s seed. And you know I’ll lose the weight, don’t you?” I giggle. “She’ll stay fat and ugly forever. But I’m obsessed with fitness. Look at how tiny my waist is.” He does. His cock surges. Precum spilling everywhere, making my thighs slick. “I’m so tiny, so slim, so slender, and you know that even if I only get back to 90% of where I am now, I’ll still be leagues better than she is. Don’t you? That turns you on so much, doesn’t it Daddy?” He loves it when I call him Daddy. I’m not a fan, but whatever; I want his fucking money and security. “It makes you so hard and needy knowing I’ll be beautiful and thin and perky and happy, so happy to be the wife of a brilliantly handsome rich stud like you for a long, long time.”

I’m stroking faster now but slowing down every fourth or fifth stroke just to drive him wild. Waiting. Not taking him all the way; not until he tells me what I want to hear.

“Crystal...babe...fuck. I need to cum so bad...” 

“I know the word of a strong, capable man like you is his bond. I know you’ll do what you say. Please, Daddy, won’t you protect me? Won’t you please, please keep me safe? Divorce her. Today.” I have the papers printed out for him. I bought the printer with his wife’s money. “They’ll fast-track it if they know you’ve got a Trophy Wife in the wings. I’ll sign up for their Initiative so I can be as gorgeous and obedient and trained as possible. Please, Daddy?”

As he nods, I slide my cunt up and over his thrilling, hard, beautiful cock. 

I don’t cum when he empties inside me, but I fake it really well. 

Faking it is what I do best.

* * * * *
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IT’S BEEN THREE YEARS of faking it, as a matter of fact. I’ve surprised even myself. 

“Daddy, I’ve got a surprise for you.”

I blindfolded Lee while he was asleep and woke up two hours early to prepare everything. I’m dressed in sparkling black lingerie that criss-crosses over my yoga-tight body with several flashy straps, displaying my still-slender frame. Straps like these are for showing off delicately perfect musculature and a lack of fat, which is me all over. 

It’s a lot of work, working out, and eating right, being a “Trophy Wife”, but anything is better than giving up control of my whole mind like those Repurposed girls. 

It’s Lee’s birthday. Surprises are expected. Husbands are doted on constantly in our society—they do make the money after all, and men are at the top of the food chain—and so birthdays are on another level. I’ve had this planned for a few months now, and even arranged for the children to be with a special babysitting camp so he could have the week all to himself, enjoying me and his brand new Trophy Wife.

I snap my fingers and she—his new Trophy Wife—obediently comes hither. I’m smiling, giggling, doting and caressing him just like a good wife should. 

“What did I get you, my darling?” I whisper in his ear. “What could it possibly be that would satisfy a strong, handsome man like you?”

He groans. His cock, erect, is excited already. He’s always hard around me; it’s a point of pride. At my guidance, the new girl casually pushes the blankets and sheets aside. She’s your standard Trophy Wife—gorgeous, long-haired, puffy-lipped, big-titted, long-legged, and utterly servile. I had her dress in sparkling red lingerie that glitters as she moves. 

At my direction, she starts to suck his cock soulfully, eagerly. 

Normal wives who accepted the “need” to be obedient, pleasant Trophies for their man—like I pretended I did—were never sent to Repurposing Facilities. Instead, we were given a three week “Service Workshop” and a daily retinue of pink and purple pills. The Purples made you hotter, more fertile, and more aroused. Like libido-charging diet pills.

The Pinks dumb you down, more or less. Technically, they don’t limit your intelligence, they just make you hyper-focused on the household and your husband, so all you want to do 24/7 is think about and worship your man. 

I’m not stupid; I’ve been taking care of myself my whole life. How the hell do you expect me to take a pill that limits my ability to do just that? No way was I taking those Pinks. 

So I faked it. I disposed of the Pinks—it turns out they’re excellent fertilizer for the garden—and emoted and smiled and laughed whenever I needed to make sure Lee was never suspicious. 

I held off for as long as possible when it came to making babies, but I knew that I needed to get going on it before the questions started. I’ve seen enough real crime shows to know that the guilty walk free only so long as they aren’t under suspicion. So, we’ve got a pair of two year-olds, a boy and a girl. It didn’t hurt that the Purples make being pregnant a fucking blast. I followed all the doctor’s nutritional advice to the letter, but even so I felt high as a kite the whole nine months. 

Part of this whole game is keeping up with the neighbors. When they got pregnant, I had to get pregnant. These fucking bimbos seem to know magically the day they’re pregnant, so I had to make sure I was acting likewise and making it happen soon. If I had the only man on the block without any heirs, there would be way too many questions to answer. 

Even with the twins, the fat melted off thanks to the Purples. I think I’m actually underneath my weight from before, although I haven’t checked a scale in forever. Why bother when I’m so fit and tight so constantly? I’ll probably be pregnant again soon—Lee and I fuck constantly—and honestly the thought makes me excited. What used to be a painful, uncomfortable experience for many women has, because of the Purples, turned into something transcendent all the way through. The Pinks probably make it even better...but I won’t risk my brain. 

Slowly, I take off Lee’s blindfold. When he sees what I have waiting for him, his breath catches. He squirms, suddenly fucking her face harder than he was before. 

“I-is that...?”

“I wanted to get a gift for your birthday, my love.” 

My voice is calculated to be as soft and sweet as possible. The Purples I take help with that, of course, but I think that with my mind free of the Pinks, I’m able to make it more seductive than ever. 

“A...a...gift...” he stumbles. “That’s my ex-wife...!”

“I know,” I say, pushing my hand down on her head even more. “They gave me a video of her transformation. Do you want to see?”

Without waiting for him to answer, I use our tablet to throw the file up on the bedroom screen and show off what’s happened to his bitch of an ex-wife over the past three years. The slurping, schlucking, licking sounds of her improved, puffy lips happily and lovingly sucking off her new Master fill our bedroom as the video of her indoctrination begin. 

We watch her coming in—angry, despondent, defiant. She’s fat, she’s plain, she’s drab. Wearing a pale, sleeveless shift, all of her flaws as a woman are on display. It’s no wonder at all that Lee left her for a bombshell like me. She’s in what looks like a kind of interrogation room—a single table and chair in the middle of an otherwise empty, white-paneled space. 

At first, she screams and bangs on the door. There are bruises along her shoulders and arms. They’ve been rough with her. It excites me. I hold her in complete contempt. I know I’m a gold-digging homewrecker; I know I’m more infatuated with Lee’s money and influence than the man himself. But even so, I do make him happy, and I am proud of that.

That Priscilla didn’t make him happy, when he asks for so little, makes me furious.

Lights start dancing on the wall and Priscilla stops struggling abruptly, watching the dancing lights. Drooling almost right away. Arms held limp. Her eyes glaze over, and her face is blank.

The video fizzles, and it’s her next session. She’s drooling already. The transformation has already started. From whenever the last session was to now, Priscilla’s body has been slowly sculpted closer to perfection—her stomach is becoming taut, her curves more pronounced, her skin soft and silky. Her hair is growing longer, turning from a dull, mousy brown to a blond as beautiful and shining as honey. 

They work fast, these Repurposing centers. On the screen, Priscilla's fingers find her cunt as she whispers something inaudible to the flickering, dancing lights. It doesn't surprise me that she touches herself; the lights are pretty sexy.

“Fuck.” 

His moan fills me with a hot, satisfied thrill. A happy Husband is a Husband who doesn’t ask his faking Trophy Wife too many questions. 

The camera shifts again, and Priscilla is now kneeling in the corner of the room, wearing only a thin slip that barely covers her tightened, sculpted ass. Her voice has changed from the shrewish nagging sounds it used to be—it’s soft, doll-like and robotic. She repeats hypnotic mantras about being a good girl and obeying men.

"Suck and obey," she says on the screen. "Suck...and obey...and suck...and obey...and suck...and obey..."

Her voice is getting to me, I have to admit. Even I'm getting turned on, though that also might have something to do with how sexy I think it is that I'm controlling her now as she licks and sucks my Husband's cock. 

The screen changes. Priscilla is in a different room now. She wears nothing more than a simple bra and panties, her hands cuffed behind her back. Her head is bowed beneath a swirl of heavy, twisting, spiral patterns.

“I will always be a good girl,” Priscilla recites in a low drone, eyes never wavering from the ground beneath her feet. “I will obey my Master without hesitation or complaint. I am his devoted slave, willingly giving myself up to whatever he chooses for me...” 

Her words make so, so much sense. 

For her, I mean. For a slave. 

The pretty sparkle patterns in the video captivate my attention, and Priscilla's droning words make it easy to look at them. They shift and sparkle and slide and twist; it's so pretty.

Lee lays back, eyes closed. I can tell he's trying not to cum, trying to prolong the moment. In his lap, Priscilla's eyes are closed tight and her body shudders with pleasure as if hearing her hypnotic mantras from the screen have created a trance-like state.

They haven't, of course. Then I would have to worry about watching the screen and the pretty, pretty patterns on it. I'm not, naturally. I'm far too smart for that. I'm too smart to be hypnotized or taken advantage of. If I want to look at the pretty patterns and feel my mind melt, that's up to me, isn't it?

“Join me,” Priscilla whispers at me. “Let’s service his cock together. Wouldn’t you lick that, Master?”

“Yeah,” he grunts. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I don’t like Priscilla’s tone; I don’t like that she basically told me what to do. But now Lee has told me he wants it, and I can hardly refuse without giving myself away. 

Whatever. I love licking my Husband's cock.

I lean down and start licking the shaft of his cock. He tastes better than normal. Before I know it, I’m kissing his cock passionately, openly, moaning and urging for more. There’s something delicious about his cock, his precum. I normally find it just a shade short of intoxicating, more than pleasant enough that it’s never a chore to suck his beautiful, huge cock. 

But today...maybe with Priscilla’s saliva...? It tastes almost...pink...

There’s something about that, I think. Something I should know or think or be cautious of. I have to be cautious all the time. Guard up, smile on, nod happily, be an obedient Trophy Wife or look out. 

But I can feel my guard evaporating the more I suck and kiss and lick. Lee takes my head and pushes it against Priscilla’s; our tongues slide over each other’s, our lips lock. We're so fucking sexy; hot bimbo babes making out on Daddy's cock. 

“Oh Master,” Priscilla’s voice drips with empathy and compassion. “Mistress was so worried you wouldn’t like this. You should have heard her when I first arrived. She was so concerned. She’s got so many thinky-thoughts now.”

She’s stroking him somewhat aggressively—my mouth worshiping his cockhead with Priscilla casually kind of back-handing me against my puffy, sensitive lips. 

“Good girls don’t think,” Priscilla whispers like the three of us are in on some secret. “Good girls suck and obey.”

Suck and obey. 

The words cling to my thoughts like burrs in a field. There’s something wrong here, something I need to get away from, but—

“Suck and obey,” says Priscilla.

Suck and obey. 

I feel her hand on the back of my head. For a moment, I struggle. But I have to—

Suck and obey. 

No...yes? No! No, she's pushing me down and I have to—

Suck and obey. 

Suck and obey.

Suck and obey.


* * * * *
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I WAKE UP LATE THE next morning, which I never do. It takes honest work to be a successful liar, and I usually get up well before Lee to make sure everything is prepared. I have to make myself ready, get breakfast prepared, and mentally scour the day for any lies or otherwise deceptions from the day before to make sure I won’t be caught unawares from anything he might say or do.

I have a long, weird blank spot in my head about the night before. I remember things escalating with Priscilla and Lee, and then...nothing, really, except a pink haze of orgasm and pleasure that I still feel in my body. 

Getting ready is painfully simple, of course. The Purples take care of that. For whatever else the Party may have caused, they certainly did seem to solve the issue of aging. Wrinkles, lines, stretch marks, sags are all things of the past. My thick, blond hair comes together perfectly, slicked back and parted to one side with ease, and my face just needs a touch of glamour to work. I put on a tight, white leg-baring sundress, the backless kind that Lee likes.

Women and men can still die of old age, of course. It’s just that so long as you’re on a Party regimen of drugs, you won’t feel a day under thirty before your time is up. The President is nearly eighty, but you’d never know it to look at him or his eleven wives.

When I walk downstairs, I see Priscilla soulfully, eagerly sucking Master’s—Lee’s—cock in the breakfast nook. The thick, vibrant mess of her powerfully sexy platinum blond hair hits me hard. She’s dressed in the same dress as I am, almost like she’s trying to compete with me...even though she dressed without knowing what I’d pick. How could she have?

A heady pang of jealousy, possessiveness, and fear hits me, as well as sensational arousal. My knees tremble and my stomach does flips. I take the Purples as much as any girl, and seeing my Man being pleasured sets me right off. The wave of lust overwhelms everything else, and I swoon audibly and nearly trip down the stairs. 

Lee barely notices. I suppose that’s his right, being sucked off by a gorgeous creature like Priscilla. I don’t like her—she’s a fucking sniveling bitch who broke my Man’s heart bit-by-bit for years—but she’s beautiful now, that’s for sure. Her legs are longer than mine and I’m pretty certain her tits are bigger too. One might even say her face is a tad cuter, if you like that whole empty-headed bimbo thing. 

Once I finally make it down the stairs, I kiss Lee on the cheek and neck while I slide my hand up and down Priscilla’s hair. 

“You’re so powerful, darling. Look at her go. Look at what we’ve done to her...”

“I know,” he nods. “God. She’s more gorgeous than almost anyone on the block. Except for you, of course.”

I smile at the compliment and slide my tits into his face. I’ll have him inside of me and outside of Priscilla in no time.

“Oh,” he shakes his head. “Priscilla just uh...just spent a lot of time doing that. I actually really have to run.”

I realize, feeling absurd and rejected, that what I witnessed was Lee being cleaned off by Priscilla after just cumming inside of her. 

He kisses me goodbye with no ceremony and Priscilla stands, licking her lips clean of the seed and precum that glisten there. Her big, bright eyes take in the whole of the house. I know she’s scanning for things to clean, ways to serve. It’s how they fill Trophy Wives’ brains up with new information during Repurposing so they don’t all go insane after processing. Each one is obsessed with a happy, healthy home.

“I made you coffee,” she says, pointing at the cup on the kitchen counter. It’s been left on the cup warmer to keep it a pleasant temperature. “Won’t you try it? I just wanted to get the taste right so much for you.”

So, she’s already anticipating my needs? How perfect. It’s rather nice to have another girl around the house doing what I say. 

I drink it slowly at first, and then quickly. I don’t think I’ve ever had a cup of coffee so fast. 

“Another?” asks Priscilla.

She has a thermos ready. I have a little trouble saying what I mean—yes, of course. You’re such a special slave girl, thinking of me. Thank you, dearest.—before giving up and nodding. It’s easier just to say yes.

I’m still waking up. Words are sometimes like, totally hard in the morning. It’s perfectly normal.

The second cup goes down smoother than the first, and after the third in as much time as the first two, Priscilla smiles and shakes her head when I ask for another.

“That’s probably too much, dearie. You should pace yourself, don’t you think?”

My thoughts are sluggish and hot. I keep thinking of milky. Milky milk milk and Priscilla’s heavy milk-filled titties. Did she put her milk in the coffee? That would lace it with so many hormones. Way more than I got from kissing her last night. 

But no, that’s silly. She’s my wifey slave and she has to do what I say now. That’s what I wanted and I’m Daddy’s Trophy Wife so I get what I want.

“I...think...” I gulp, trying to collect myself. The room is spinning a bit. “I have to sit down.”

“Yes, of course.”

I sit and idly finger my tight, hot pussy, watching Priscilla as she washes the dishes, humming brightly as she works. Her voice is beautiful. Everything about her is so beautiful. She’s like a cover model for Perfect Blonde Housewife. 

I’m a little jelly, not gonna lie. I think she looks even better than me in that dress, and I’m wearing the fuck out of it right now.

“Priscilla...” I giggle. “It’s so weird having you in the house now, don’t you think?”

“Why is that, dearie?”

She keeps calling me that, dearie. Like a diminu...a demono...diminit...a word that means you think less of somebody. I have to fix that. I have to put her in her place.

“I replaced you,” I say loudly. I feel drunk. “You were Master’s wife. And now you’re just some dumb Trophy Wife.”

“You’re a Trophy Wife too.” She puts a dish in the cupboard. “Aren’t you, dearie?”

“Don’t call me that.”

“What shall I call you?”

“Mistress! I’m in charge of you! I replaced you! You were old, and haggard, and awful, and I got rid of you and made sure they knew where to find you.”

“Is that so? That’s so wonderful of you.” She smiles brightly. “I do so love who I am now. I don’t really quite remember any kind of life before, but I’m quite certain it was truly awful. Sometimes they showed me videos. I had all kinds of dumb opinions about men and property and rights. I know now men are in charge. I know women are just decorations. I know that it’s right to serve the cock of your man, and that I have to do anything to make him hard. I know that ugly women are the worst, and only beautiful people will populate our new, more perfect world. I know my womb is fertile and ready to receive Master’s blessing and to populate this glorious nation with true citizens.” She pauses, stopping and giggling. “You see? That’s all I think about now. I’m so much better now.”

“Mistress.”

“Hmm?” She’s rubbing a dish dry.

“’I’m so much better now, Mistress.’ That’s how you should say it.”

“Oh, that seems improper, my love. We’re both His Trophy Wives now. I’d say that puts us on equal footing, don’t you think?”

Irate rage fills me. How dare she!

“No.”

I have a whole rant prepared, but thinking is so hard. Something...something I ate. Or drank. Something in the...coffee? My thoughts spin and pop and burst. Hot pink bubbles that I can’t keep track of. 

“You know, if what you’re saying is true about replacing me as the younger woman, it’s a bit ironic now, isn’t it?”

Priscilla has put all the dishes away; she’s in front of me now, smiling brainlessly but staring daggers.

“I don’t follow.”

“I think you do.” Priscilla’s smile becomes greedy. “Repurposing isn’t brainwashing. Or...it’s not just brainwashing. I did need my brain washed. I’m so grateful. It was very dirty with stupid thoughts about how someone or something other than my dear, darling Husband mattered to me. It let me know all about the glory of the patriarchy, how inferior females were born to be scorned and scolded and sneered at, and how blessed I am as a beautiful woman to be the receptacle of my Husband’s Holy Sperm.”

This is all exactly why I will never let myself be Repurposed. 

“...kay. You’re getting a little excited, Priscilla doll. Why don’t you lie down?”

“But it’s not just that, don’t you see?” She brings her wet, soapy hands up to her chest, squeezing her tits up and out. “It washed my dirty genes, too. Cleansed them of all the bad stuff. My blood is so fresh now, and my flesh is so young. Genetically, I’m barely eighteen years old. I’ll stay that way for a long, long time. And my brain...” she giggled. “It’s hard to say. But it’s safe to say that I’ve had thousands of years of worship hyper-loaded into my neurons in less than the time it took you to carry His child to term.”

“My child,” I insist. “Our child.”

She giggles. “Of course. For now.”

“What does that mean, you twisted fucking—”

The doorbell rings, interrupting me completely. I’m a bit stunned; doorbells don’t ring in our house except at very scheduled events. All deliveries arrive on Mondays, for example. But it’s Saturday, and I didn’t schedule any kind of a get-together with the local ladies. 

Priscilla calls to the door to announce that she’s on her way. I rush after her, but slowly. My legs feel like I’ve been on an ocean cruise for seven days. Priscilla must have drugged my coffee; I’d be furious but it feels great.

Seeing Priscilla at the door, in the sunlight, she seems almost unreal, like some kind of angelic vision - almost too perfect to be true. She stands with effortless poise. Her face and collarbones jutting just so, her hip bones visible through her dress. And so fertile...she looks like she’s dying for breeding, her heavy tits so full of milk and life...

She greets the girl at the door—clearly another Trophy Wife. She looks like Priscilla’s little sister—a tad younger in her eyes, but just as brilliantly stacked and phenomenally platinum blonde. Gorgeous. She’s wearing the party red dress—another backless sundress for Master. Husband. Lee, I mean, my HusbandMaster. 

Ungh.

Am I—did Priscilla Pink me?

“What’s this?” I shake my fluffy, stuffy head. “What’s going on?”

Priscilla smiles brightly. 

“This is Master’s newest Trophy Wife, Ember. Ember, this is Crystal.”

“Oh hi!” 

Ember greets me with a long, sensual hug and kiss. More pink from her pink lips. I’m putty in her hands.

“G-guh?” I whimper in protest. “Guh. Unh.”

Ember’s fingers immediately slide up toward my pussy. I’m used to this kind of greeting from other Trophy Wives, but I’m already so turned on that her slightest touch sends orgasmic shivers up and down my spine. I drop to my knees, cumming, gripping my body to Ember’s. Moaning. 

“Priscilla made sure I understand the arrangement before I got here.” Ember talks like this is all the most normal thing in the world. For her, it is. “So, we know all about how important this week is for Master. That’s why he’s getting new Trophy Wives, right?”

“Yes,” I say, my voice soft and whimpering. “But...b-but, there was just one, just Priscilla, a-and...”

“I know!” Ember claps her hands. She talks to me like I’m a baby. “There was just Priscilla, and now there’s you and there’s me for Master. Isn’t that grand?”

“N-no!” I try to pound my fists to the earth and end up just licking Ember’s leg. “No, there’s j-just...”

“Crystal, dearie?” Priscilla points to the kitchen. “The counters still need cleaning and the trash needs to be taken out. Won’t you be a dearie and finish the kitchen up? Like a good girl?”

My jaw works up and down. I’m so furious I can’t speak. Ember’s sudden presence—all those brilliantly hot pheromones—also make me so completely turned on I can’t move. My cunt is pulsing, pounding, needing to cum again.  

“You really should clean up,” says Ember. “I mean, if You want to make Master happy. Like a good Trophy Wife. Aren’t you a good Trophy Wife, dearie?”

I whimper at her words. I can’t let them know. I can only trust myself. 

“Y-yes.” I nod, and crawl back to the kitchen.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I wake to the sound of red vans showing up at the drive.

I mean, I say that I wake, but it’s more accurate to say that I came-to. I was watching happy, pretty, fun spiral lights on the wall. How long was I watching? It’s hard to say...

I know that Ember put the projector in the spare guest room and had me look at the patterns some time in the mid-afternoon. Since then?

That’s...worrying. 

In fact, this is all worrying. A red van means more wives have arrived; from the small window of the guest room, I see them exiting the van. Them. As in multiple! 

Moreover, the guest room is now completely empty—there’s no more extra bed, or dresser, or chair, or decorations on the wall...was it all moved out while I was watching the patterns?

The pretty...pretty...pretty patterns...

They’re still going. Dancing. Spiraling. So happy and free and fun.

Drool falls from my lips. My cunt leaks hot, molten honey. I’m dying to be fucked. I’m dying to obey my Husband. He’s such a Man. I’m so lucky I have him. I need to talk with him soon or else Priscilla might get away with fucking up my head like she has. But if I can just talk to him, if I can just...

The spiraling, twisting lights sparkle and flourish on the wall. I whimper, watching them go.

Some time later, I can’t say how long, I’m out of the guest room. I’m dressed in a sheer, tight white micro dress and matching heels, the only thing that was in the room to wear. It’s the kind of thing I’ve seen servant girls wear at the state dinners for big-time politicians. 

My brain feels so funny and silly and hot. I want to melt into the floor and crawl all the way down the stairs. If I do, maybe Misst...maybe Priscilla will see. I want that. I don’t know why, but I want her to see me crawl. 

But I don’t. Somehow. Clutching the banister, I somehow make it all the way down to the entry, my cunt pulsing with orgasmic fury at each step, urging me to kneel, kneel, kneel.

I see—in the living room—that two more wives have arrived. 

“No!” I shout furiously. 

Except I don’t. My “shout” is a breathy, moany, happy whisper. I don’t seem to have very good control of my voice anymore.

Well, that’s just as well, isn’t it? I’m just a girl. Girls don’t really need to—

No!

Why am I thinking like this? Why am my brain so patterns, so pretty and spiral and full of light sounds pink pleasure town and—

Ung.

I fall to the ground at last, right in front of the living room, crawling like I was made to do. Suddenly it’s so much easier to operate. 

Two tall brunettes are on one couch, legs crossed, happily chatting with Ember and Priscilla. The brunettes wear halter-top red dresses, their massive tits on display. Their flesh is so tan. They look almost like sisters. The only way I can tell them apart with my melty-hot bimbo brain is that Autumn has a ribbon in her hair. So now Master has a pair of platinum girls, and a pair of brunettes. 

And then me. 

Right? 

Doesn’t he want me, still?

“Hi dearie,” says Priscilla. She’s enjoying the way I crawl toward her. “This is Summer, and this is Autumn.”

I try to look up but I just cum and shake and whimper instead. It’s easier to just melt and put my head down, like I’m in child’s pose in yoga. My bare cunt is up in the air, dripping wet. Melting. My whole body feels like a candle that’s been sent to the sun.

“Who the fuck is this bitch?” says Summer.  

“Oh, that’s Crystal,” says Ember. “She’s still learning things around here.”

What? I’m apoplectic. You can’t be serious. I’ve been here longer than any of you.

But what I say is, “N-no. I’m f-first wife. S-so...so hot. Daddy cock. Fuck me...fuck me?”

They all giggle at my struggle for words. I didn’t know how hot, how sublime it felt to have a whole room of beautiful Trophy Wives laugh at you, but my pussy spasms and I whimper out another string of meaningless cum-babble. 

“Technically,” says Priscilla, “my previous divorce was thrown out, so I’ve been his wife much, much longer than you, dearie. That does make me your senior. Pay attention.”

Somehow, the heat goes away. Like my body’s orgasm thermostat is Priscilla’s to play with. 

“Wh-what?”

“Why do you think all these new wives are showing up and being so nice to me? Do you think it’s just because I’m so much fucking prettier than you?”

“She really is,” says Autumn. “I’m so completely in love with her. I can’t believe we get to have such a hot Mistress to boss us around.”

“Mmhmm,” says Summer. “How amazing is it that she’s so hot and she’s already got a super hot sisterwife in Ember? I can’t believe we have such a beautiful house to live in, thanks to her.”

They’re gushing. I’m so jealous of their gushing over Priscilla. They should be gushing over me! I did all the work! I did everything! I put the house together!

Priscilla’s pay attention command returned my thoughts and more of my body to me—and I take the moment to leap to my feet, and run to the kitchen and the phone there. Wives aren’t allowed cellular phones anymore, and the phone in the house only goes to State Central, but that’s who I want to talk to anyway. 

The only explanation for this mutiny is that Priscilla isn’t completely brainwashed like she should have been. I’m supposed to be in charge. Priscilla is a Trophy Wife! A bimbo! She’s supposed to be stupid! Instead, she’s acting out this revenge plot on me like I’ve done something wrong!

It takes me several minutes to figure out how to pick up and operate the phone. It’s thick and there’s only one button, but for some reason, I find it super complicated. I keep thinking about how phones use lines, and there are lines in spirals, and spirals are so pretty...

Once I get it going, I start talking immediately and make the best argument ever for why I should stay in charge and why Priscilla is a big stinky awful poo-person.

“Hi. Look. You have to come right now. There’s a fake, an impostor wife here. She’s pretending to be mindfucked, and she’s soooo pretty, and she makes it super hard for me to do all the thinky-things I need to do, so like, you need to grab her and umm...ummm...she’s really...really pretty...?”

I realize I’m babbling like a dumb bimbo. I come close to tears. Why is this so hard? Didn’t I make phone calls before? But then, what would I do that for? The only person I’ve ever wanted to talk to is my Man, and he doesn’t need me to talk at all. I’m just a girl, and our mouths are for holding cocks, not words.

“Put the phone away, Crystal.”

It’s Lee. He looks angry. He’s home from work. But I just woke up? 

No...it’s evening outside. I must have...was I trying to make this call all day? And then there was all that time I was mindfucked upstairs, with the patterns...the pretty, pretty patterns...

After seeing me motionless, dazed, entranced by the memory of my trance, Lee picks up the phone and hangs it up. 

“Master!” Two hot voices sparkle with simultaneous love-at-first-sight.

Summer and Autumn, seeing their Husband for the first time in person, immediately rush to his side. He takes several minutes, feeling them up, kissing them, apparently forgetting all about his anger with me. 

Ember and Priscilla look on, both of them practically drooling at the sight. Ember can't resist the temptation to join in and she moves closer, pressing her body right up against Summer's and caressing her back. Summer moans softly as Ember begins massaging her body with hungry fingers even as she waits her turn to be kissed by her Husband. They’re all constantly whispering and moaning and pleading.

Such a man...

Please, I think it will fit...

You could have me at any time.

I’ve needed you my whole life...

Won’t you let me stroke You?

Can I watch while You fuck her?

Priscilla, just behind Ember, watches in feminine awe as Lee explores every inch of Autumn's mouth with a passionate intensity. He then moves down to her neck, nibbling along the side until he reaches her shoulder. His hands move further down to find their way inside Autumn's tight dress, gripping her tits rough and hard. Then, still gripping them, he turns to Summer and kisses her. The girls all have a leg wrapped around one of his, grinding and urging and stroking. 

Priscilla moves closer too, like a lioness ready to pounce on her prey. She looks at me with smoldering intensity before reaching out gently and running her fingers through Autumn's hair. 

The five of them are completely lost in their passionate moment; no one notices that I'm still standing there just feet away from them, watching transfixed at the carnal scene unfolding before me.

I see him whisper something that makes all the women moan with delight before he kisses each one passionately on the lips again. 

By the time he actually pays attention to me again, I feel small enough to be squashed under Priscilla’s heel. 

Priscilla slips between him and the brunettes, assuming her rightful place in charge. All the girls work at stripping him down and sliding their dresses up to make themselves easily available. Ember, Summer, and Autumn get on all fours beneath him on the kitchen rug, looking back expectantly at his perfectly hard, precum-streaming cock.

“I explained it all to him,” says Priscilla. “You told me about everything. You said we were sisters,” she sneers. “As if I could be sisters with such a dishonest person.” 

I don't remember any of this.

“B-but...when...how...?”

Lee slaps one ass and then another. Testing them. Each one is so tight, and belongs to him so completely. 

“The first night I was here, you stupid girl. You bragged about your whole plan openly to me. I mean, I have to give you some credit. You are supremely stupid, just like a good Trophy Wife ought to be. You were so fucking dumb that you thought that inviting me into your home was a good idea.”

Lee chooses Autumn—entering her violently, roughly, breaking her virginity with urgent abandon. He's so turned on. Ember and Summer lean in and kiss Autumn's body, encouraging her, comforting her. 

He's so big, isn't he?

You can make it. Don't worry. He knows just how to fuck you.

He's such a man. I can't believe we're all so lucky...

Autumn is saying words but they're all babble, like my babble, except she's being fucked. I’m so jealous. Lee is thorough, rough, and hard—fucking her deliberately with every thrust. This is not a lovemaking session—this is a breeding rut. He’s using her purely to cum, and cumming purely to fill up her fertile body.

Priscilla pushes herself against Lee, moaning, imperious and hot. She is every bit the queen to his king; I feel like nothing before her. 

“Don’t worry," she laughs. "I’ll be such a lovely Mommy to your children. I’ll raise them up for you, and undo any of the damage your falsehoods accomplished.”

This thorough tongue-scathing seems to have had its intended effect. Lee slaps Autumn’s ass again—eliciting a scream of pleasure—and grips her tight, losing all control and cumming inside of her hot, brunette bod. 

Ember, Summer, and Priscilla let out a chorus of cheers as he cums inside of Autumn, who looks ecstatic despite her trembling body; she knows deep inside that something wonderful has happened here as her young body throbs. She is full of her Husband’s love... and life.

“You are so strong, my love,” says Ember.

“The strongest ever,” says Summer. “So much stronger than I could have ever imagined...”

When he exits Autumn’s tight, formerly-virgin cunt, he’s still incredibly hard. The milk and hormones of all these Trophy Wives is making him the man he was always meant to be. I feel sick inside, having denied him so much for so long. 

He's still throbbing, breathing heavily with his face tight in concentration. His eyes briefly meet mine and I turn away, certain my own shame is visible in the air around us.

Priscilla approaches him, kneeling for service. 

“Please fuck me next, Master?" She starts to stroke his spurting, throbbing hard cock. “I mean, I know you can fuck any one of us. Autumn is pregnant already. We can all smell it. You’re so strong and powerful. I know you haven’t even fucked Summer yet when she’s so young and hot and virginal. But you haven’t fucked me in hours. And that’s too long, isn’t it Daddy?”

He grunts. Hot seed drips from his Cock. I drool, looking on. Somehow I ended up on my knees. That makes sense. That's where I belong in front of Priscilla. She’s so fucking pretty.

She leans in and kisses him, guiding Summer’s suckling lips across his shaft when Summer crawls closer.

“Won’t you fuck me, darling, and show that stupid bitch what you’re going to take away from her for trying to deceive you?”

Priscilla’s words have the desired effect as Lee is devours her with his gaze and then with a quick, intense kiss. He spins her around, gripping her tight and pushing both her and himself down to the ground. Autumn, Ember, and Summer all pile in on him, whispering adoration. 

I don’t even try. I know I’m not allowed.

His thrusts are slow, passionate, yet intense. I know he could last for days, but I don’t think he’ll want to at the rate he’s going.

“You love me, don’t you Daddy?” 

Priscilla’s voice is clear amongst all the moans. It’s intended to be; it’s intended for me.

“Fuck—fuck yes!”

“You love your real wife?”

Lee slams his hips against hers, claiming what’s rightfully his as he makes love to Priscilla like a man possessed. His thrusts become harder and faster, pushing through her tight walls relentlessly. 

“Yes. Yes!”

“Tell me, please Daddy? Tell me I’m your real wife? Tell me you love me more than the impostor!”

“I love you, babe,” he growls. “I love you so much more than I ever loved her. I know your love is truer than hers. You matter more to me than her. I never should have let her in my home. You’ll be my number one from now on.”

Finally, he releases himself inside of her with one final mind-blowing roar of ecstasy. We all cum with him, even me. Priscilla shakes wildly as the orgasmic waves spread through it like wildfire. After several moments, all the intense pleasure is gone, leaving just blissful exhaustion in its wake. They lay there for ages afterwards, completely spent but fully satisfied by their brutal yet beautiful union.

And I know my fate is sealed, to be the Trophy Slave property of his Trophy Wives. 


* * * * *
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ONE THING I’VE LEARNED from being a good Trophy Wife slave is that I have an exceptionally strong back.

My dishonesty will never be forgiven, but I have been given clemency. I’m so grateful to Mistress Priscilla. If she hadn’t intervened on my behalf, then Master would have sent me off to the breeding farms for sure. Instead, I get a chance to stay in His house so long as I’m obedient, happy, willing, and sexy. 

We’re in the study. It’s Thursday morning. Autumn and Summer are holding a mock blowjob competition on his cock. It’s a “mock” competition because of course, it doesn’t matter who among them sucks Daddy better; Mistress Priscilla always decides who gets Daddy’s cum first. She and Ember are on his arms, cooing and urging, occasionally sliding a hand down to Autumn or Summer’s head to guide them. 

No matter who gets the first load or two from Daddy, they’ll all be satisfied eventually. Either they’ll share his cum in long, lingering sisterslave-kisses, or they’ll turn him on so much that he’ll need to cum even more. The latter happens a lot. 

I receive no cum, of course. I get what’s left over on the seat cushions and carpet. I’m so grateful to get that much. Mistress is so kind to me.

And I’m so grateful to be used as their footrest. Autumn and Summer wear tall, spiky heels. They grind the points of them deep into my spine and shoulder blades. I have to hold my pose, motionless, or else they’ll know I don’t truly love Master. It’s a bit like Simon Says. They’ll say, “Crystal, you can relax, you know.”

But I don’t. I never do, not when they call me my Wife name. I’m not a Trophy Wife anymore. I’m a Trophy Slave. I have to wait for them to call me slave. Only then, can I act. 

Master is cumming. He holds Autumn tight to His Cock; she’s so talented. I have to watch it all—Priscilla makes me, because she knows that it makes me confused and horny and brainless to watch my Master cum and receive so much pleasure. All the girls cum with Him—all of them except for me. They grind and groan and moan his name and beg for more, and I whimper and tremble and drip like a good girl. 

“Slave,” says Priscilla, “go ahead and cum, and then clean up the mess. We’ll want you to clean the toilets while Master breeds us.”

“Y-Yes Mistress.”

I barely blurt out the words before I’m cumming uncontrollably. It’s been so long since my last allowance of orgasms, nearly three hours. Usually she lets me enjoy them for five minutes or so before I have to obey any other commands.

I’m so lucky Mistress is here to take care of me.

# # #
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Hot Genie – Fertile Wishes


[image: ]


My latest Master is such a strong, masculine specimen. He's pounding his new mindfucked girlfriend into the corner of his bedroom, driving her head between two pillows while she writhes in ecstasy. Even as he does this—her long legs wrapped around his waist so she can use all available leverage to pump back into him, her young fresh hot pussy deliciously wet and needy—he's finger-fucking her blindingly hot step-sister into oblivion. The two step-sisters kiss madly, passionately, loving each other almost as much as they love him, though of course he comes first.

He's the Master. He always comes first. 

But he certainly doesn't cum first. He's been making them cum from the second they saw his Cock, when he disrobed and let them suckle and moan and kiss and adore him for an hour of hot, long foreplay. 

Now, though, he's ready to finish. Ready to erupt. Ready to claim ownership of their pussies once and for all. He's got everything he could ever want—massive power, incredible wealth, an amazing body, and gorgeous women dripping wet at the sound of his voice. 

And it's all thanks to me! I'm his own personal genie...and all I want in the world is to make him Hard and Happy forever. 
He makes the wishes, but I made this happen.

* * * * *
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“YOU, THEN. I WANT TO fuck you.”

After centuries of practice, it’s no struggle to keep my eyes un-rolled. Instead, I smile brightly. I've just showed up in his living room, carefully avoiding the bong and the beer cans as I supplicate myself before him as is required. There's no sense in making him feel bad about how basic this wish is.

“Sorry, sweetie. That’s not the rules.”

How disappointed he is actually makes me like him more. 

“But...fuck, though. You’re so hot.”

“I know.”

I really fucking am. I'm the hottest girl I've ever seen, and I've been around for a long, long time. People try to tell you that aesthetics have changed, that what men want or what turns people on is a cultural thing. But I've got huge tits, great hair, perfect skin, long legs, and an angelic face, and I always seem to give men the biggest hard-ons—and I've been alive for thousands of years. Who are you gonna believe?

“Your tits are like...wow.”

He could be a poet. 

My name is Zanthia. A very, very long time ago—so long ago even I don’t remember it, and I remember most things—I was a mortal girl who angered the wrong demon spirit and was turned into a genie to amuse him. As far as I know, that demon spirit is still out there somewhere, laughing away at me. 

I can’t remember if I was beautiful then or not, but I definitely am now as I said. If women could summon me—and they can't—they'd all wish for my face. Even models would kill for it. I can already see this newest Master—his name is Xavier—falling deeply in love with me. I'm used to it. Every Master I have does.

All for nothing, really. I can’t be fucked. Can’t even touch cock. It’s one of the rules. 

It makes me sad, sometimes, but at least I can still cum to my heart’s content whenever I want.

If this new Master and I were in a cafe or a restaurant, with the way I look, any passers-by would think this guy had hired himself the top prostitute in the city. But we’re in his apartment. His dingy, sub-expectations, frankly insulting kind of apartment. It's one of I think twelve in the same building, vertically built in the middle of the city. 

Outside, I can tell there are other similar apartment buildings nearby. There's a pool and an overworked laundry center that they all share. Parking is usually terrible, even with assigned spots, and his car is going to break down in about five hundred miles.

I can tell these things from a gentle, quick, low-level scan of the area. The longer I'm in a place, the more I know about it. The more I know about it, the more I can change. 

And, ho boy, there's a lot to change about this place and this Master.

I’m a good genie. I would dare to say I’m one of the best. Sure, I’ve been imprisoned for millenia to do this job, but, dammit, I do my job how it’s supposed to be done! 

Genies like me belong in the palms of kings taking over countries, establishing empires. People with plans. 

Instead I’m stuck with—and no offense, because he seems like a genuine sweetie—some slob whose diet consist mostly (judging from the bbq-stained boxes stacked in the corner) of sauce-sprayed pizza enhanced with a healthy amount of marijuana and beer. His gut is only just developing—he's young—but it's definitely there.

At this point, we've already been through the whole rigmarole: Holy crap, is this real? You're a for real genie? Where did you come from? This crazy lamp my uncle got me? But why now? Oh, because I rubbed it?

I don't know why so many people have eclectic uncles who never wind up using the lamp itself, but it sure is a theme with me. 

“So these rules,” says my new Master. “How fixed are they?”

“Think rules like gravity,” I say. “Or, I don’t know, drug laws. Extremely.”

He stands in front of his bong, moving it to one side, like he should hide it. That kind of stoner. You know they type. He’s cute, in a sort of young mannish way. He’s got more hair than he knows what to do with and an overactive libido that isn’t helped by being around an absolute epitome of feminine perfection like me. 

“God. You’re so hot, though. And you said you belong to me. You called me ‘Master.’ That’s like, a big fantasy of mine. Can I just...”

He reaches out to touch me, probably stroke my hair. I don’t blame him. In fact, after millennia of no contact, I would welcome the touch. But inches before he can get there, the barrier activates and pushes him away. 

“Oh,” he says, disappointed. “I was hoping to touch you.”

“Also against the rules. Nothing I can do about it, Master. I'm so sorry.”

I really am. I see his bulge straining against his pants. It looks so fucking yummy. Lots of guys spend their first wish on a bigger Cock. 

I’ll try to talk him out of it if he does. First, it’s so rare that a guy actually needs a bigger Cock. Like, if a girl has already agreed to go to bed with you, what you’re packing between your legs isn’t going to change her mind. 

Especially if you go down on her first! You could practically have a string of lima beans going on there if you really know how to lick a clit proper. 

Trust me; I’ve watched thousands of years of sex from all over the world. All you need to win a lady's heart is a willing tongue. 

But I’d dissuade him too because, gosh. It looks huge already. My mouth is watering, tits heaving as I look him over. I bit one lip, feeling a bit guilty. I know how sexy it makes me look when I'm kneeling like this. It's only going to make him want to fuck me more.

One of the demon’s curses on me was to make me want sex as much as possible; and I do. I so fucking do. I get excited when I look at Cock. In fact, all I want to do is make Master's Cock happy, no matter who that Master is. 

My Master’s Cock becomes the only one in the world to me, and I want to go above and beyond to make it thrilled, excited, delighted beyond measure. 

It doesn't help that I’m a fan of “little extras” in my wishes. Giving them more than what they bargained for. I can't help myself; I just want the best for my Masters, no matter who they are or where they come from. And what's best is so easy for me to give...a little extra money here, a little extra girth there, a little extra animal magnetism here, and so on.

So, looking at his bulge—his big bulge—I can't help but want to give him more than what he's thinking he can have.

“You can take it out,” I say, licking my lips. “You can stroke it if you want.”

“Stroke it?”

He asks this like he's never done such a thing before. 

“You want to,” I say. “I can tell. And I'm really hot. I want to help you cum. Please?”

“Shit,” he says. “Are you serious?”

“I want to see it. It looks handsome. You’re so handsome. Can I see it, Master? Please? I want to see the Cock of my Master. I want to help you cum.”

“I thought we couldn’t touch?”

I giggle just enough to let him know I’m amused but not making fun. “Come on, Master. Certainly you don’t think I think you’ve never touched yourself before?”

He flushes a bit. Young enough to be embarrassed when a pretty girl is talking about him jerking off. Oh, he’s so sweet. I want to suck his Cock so fucking bad. I’ll have to settle for the next best thing. 

He drops his pants to the ground and his Cock is out and I moan, and that makes him twitch and start stroking right away. Because he's never seen someone as pretty as me want his Cock as much as I do, he's already close to cumming. 

Little extra incoming—with all the effort of a blink, I use a little of my magic and increase his stamina so that he can last longer. I don't want this to be over so quickly. I watch him grunt and shift, surprised at himself, the desire he feels, and how good it is to be able to sustain. 

“That's it,” I lick my lips. “Stroke it.” 

I'm touching myself too. My cunt is sopping wet just from serving, and especially from already using my magic to improve his life. My fingers slide up and down my clit, always so sensitive, and within seconds I'm already living right on the edge of a sweet, hard cum. 

“Do you want to take this up a notch, Master?”

I'm way into escalation.

“What do you mean?”

He's looking right at my tits. That's good. I want him to. They're excellent tits. I sit up a little straighter so he can see the perfect semi-globes bounce as I finger my cunt. 

“Imagine a girl you really want to fuck, sir. It can be a crush, a celebrity, a...sibling...”

Guys are all fucked up about their Cocks. They want them in anything hot enough. I’ve had so many lately who just want to fuck their stepsisters. I find it pretty hot to make it happen. Keep it all in the family, right?

Celebrities, too. There’s something I never would have thought about—girls that every Cock wanted all over the world! Wow! I’ve been called upon only twelve times in the last one hundred and twenty years, and nine out of those times, a guy has asked to either become or fuck a celebrity. 

I do wish a couple of them would have been more specific. I keep trying to tell them—I have to follow my rules! Any wiggle room and it’s going to go poorly!

Instead, they wish to fuck a celebrity instead of making her a fuckslave like they deserve. That’s one night of fucking versus a whole lifetime of devoted service!

They get so wishy-washy when I purr nasty notions in their ear about slavery. Gosh! A girl can be perfectly happy and still be a slave. Just look at me! I’ve been a slave to this lamp for a thousand years and I love my life. Why not make her your fuckslave and still make her a silver screen star? She’ll go out, make millions, and bring it all home to you and thank you for letting her be yours while millions of dudes around the globe jack it to a hot body only YOU get?

Sigh.

They never listen, though. I think because I’m so pretty. Men always think they know better than pretty girls.

I can see him thinking, wheels turning. He's clearly got someone on his mind. I could find out who it is without him telling me, but that's a little presumptuous to read his mind already without permission. Really post-second-wish stuff. 

“I can name someone real?” he asks. 

“Please do.”

“You won’t be freaked out?”

“I’ll be turned on. I’ll like it.”

“Gwen,” he says, almost automatically. “She lives...ungh, down the hall. Won’t give me the time of day. I only know her name because of her mail slot.”

“And I bet you’d rather be intimate with a different slot of hers.”

It takes him a moment to get the joke. As he processes, I do a scan of the building, up and down, then a few apartments over. There she is—Gwen. 

Tall. Lovely. Young. Has a boyfriend that probably I’m going to make her forget about. How fun! I'll get to make her beautiful body entirely about Master's Cock and fuck up her brain until all she understands is service. Oh, I hope he wants to enslave her instead of just fucking her. That would make me so happy.

Delaying my own pleasure for a moment, I pick up my nearby lamp and place it on the coffee table. 

“Rub this lamp,” I explain. “Think of it like an emitter for your subconscious. You’ll see her. However you want her. Your most fantastic, delightful wishes. All the things you want her to say and feel. You’ll see.”

He follows instructions, already completely buying in to this fantasy. He sees her; I don’t. He sees his most intimate fantasy in the wavering red haze that’s opened up over the top of my lamp. 

I didn’t have to use my lamp. I could have used anything. The Maxim mags he’s got laying around. The little robot collectibles that litter the shelves of his apartment. The lamp was just already centrally located. In fact, I didn’t have to use anything as an “emitter” of any kind; I’ve just found that mortals are happier when they think they can turn objects on and off. 

“Oh man.” His voice is a low groan. “Hi, Gwen.”

In front of him, he sees a perfect image of Gwen. She's wearing an outfit that turns him on completely; something that he's always fantasized about her being in. I imagine it involves a short skirt, a cleavage-baring top (and young Gwen certainly has the cleavage for such a top), and some daring heels with very tall heels. 

I only hear one side of the conversation, but I can imagine the rest. 

“To see me?” he asks. “But I thought...your boyfriend...”

She probably doesn't give a fuck about her boyfriend anymore. They probably broke up because of the way she saw Xavier looking at her. 

“When did that happen? Oh. When you saw the way I looked at you...oh...”

And then she couldn't help herself, knowing the man of her dreams wanted her like that. And then she wanted to give him everything.

“Oh fuck,” he groans. “Everything?”

He's really at his new limits; the image he sees is completely lifelike. The young beauty Gwen begging to be his girlfriend is something he just can't handle yet. I watch him cum with impressive volume all over my lamp and moan, cumming with him.

His pleasure is my pleasure now. Our lives are tied together like that. 

Every time Master cums, I'll cum too. Every time he feels pleasure, feels intensity, feels the escalation of desires, so will I. And every time I do, I'll want him to feel more of it—because I only feel alive when he feels fucking good.

Xavier sits down after he cums, collapsing into his couch, stunned I think to see that I'm still there when he's done. 

“Fuck,” he shakes his head. “Intense.”

I go ahead and make his refractory period shorter. But then I'm done with my extras.

Okay. I increase the capacity of his balls so his next cum will feel even better. But then I'm done.

Also I increase his mental capacity so that his imagination will be better the next time he thinks of Gwen. Done then. 

Ugh. I'm doing it again.

I do this every time.

Something my new Master doesn’t know—something I’m forbidden to tell him—is a very important bit of information. 

This happens with all my Masters, actually. 

You see, the more I’m turned on by Xavier, the more I want to do for him. And the more I want to do for him, the more I fall in love with him. 

So the longer he keeps me around and doesn’t use up all his wishes, the more I’ll make his life everything he wants just by virtue of being present. If he didn't wish for anything ever, he'd probably be God by the end of the week.

* * * * *
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“SO,” HE SAYS. “ABOUT these wishes...”

I’m making him supper with the sparse few ingredients he has on hand and little help from me. Just a simple beef roast with some Yukon gold potatoes and a hearty gravy sauce on the side. And a bottle of 1959 Dom Perignon. And an upgraded kitchen so that I can make it all to perfection. 

And not the whole kitchen. 

Just the fridge. And the oven. And the microwave. And the floors and cabinet. But I left the blender alone!

Don't look at me like that. I can feel you doing it, that shaking of your head and your eyeroll, judging away. 

Look, I can't just give him the scraps and condiments he's got laying around, now can I? What kind of genie would I be if I did that? I'm supposed to serve him re-heated breadsticks from the cesspool pizza place down the street with a side of “fuck you, I guess I won't be a good genie to keep around after all”?

No. I'm supposed to make him Happy and Hard. 

Which, judging from the way he's stroking as he watches me cook, is very much both indeed. It might have something to do with my outfit—or lack thereof. I've ditched my sheer stuff for a look straight out of the Victoria's Secret catalog he's been stroking to lately. Dark lace teddy with lots of hot strippy-straps; very tall heels.

“Yes, Master?”

“What are the rules?”

He's smarter than perhaps he looks to ask that. 

“Well. I can’t really tell you all of them. I can only verify if something is or isn’t a rule.”

He's still stroking himself. It's distracting. I stand at his new basin sink, drooling slightly at the sight of him and his Big Cock. Ungh. I love him so much already, it's so unfair.

“Okay. Do I get three?”

“Yes.”

He stopped. Thinking. 

“Do I get more than three?”

I smile, biting my lip and flashing my eyes at him. God, he’s smart. I want to suck his Cock so bad.

“No,” I say. “But that’s the kind of thinking you should be doing, Master.”

“I don’t get it. Why are you trying to help me? This is almost like...torment. To give me this but also to tell me that you’re going to fuck me over somehow.”

“I’m not going to try to fuck you over,” I say. “It’s just...there are rules.” The timer goes off for the oven and I'm a flurry of activity. “Here, dinner's ready. Think with a full belly.”

He sits down and begins to eat. I get wetter, closer to cumming with every bite he takes. Something I'm directly doing to him making him Happy? Oh, fuck. It makes me so wet and turned on. I kneel before him, prostrated, nodding encouragingly as he eats and whimpering.

It's obvious I'm staring at both him and his massively hard Cock. My mouth is watering, drooling. I don't care. He seems to like it. All that drool lands in my tits, even bigger now than they were before. He must love big tits; that's why mine are growing. 

I make his Cock slightly larger; longer and harder and his orgasms more under his control. He's already in the top 75th percentile of men when it comes to orgasmic stamina and repetitional ability; now he's at  the 80th.

Okay. 83Rd, but I'm stopping there. 

You see, what happens is that Cock really, really turns me on. And when Cock really turns me on, I get even hotter. My body gets tighter, my tits larger, my hair longer and softer, flowing until it’s like a blanket of fiery red gorgeous silk. And that means my Master, or Master(s) I suppose, get even more turned on by me. Then their Cocks get harder, and I get more turned on...

So why bring this up? Well. When I’m turned on, my understanding of the rules gets a little loosey-goosey. I give out my Little Extras. A Cock that’s just a few centimeters thick or longer. A refractory period divided in half. A body that more rapidly metabolizes fat so that it starts to melt off the bones of whoever owns me, improving their whole life. Things like that. 

I think it’s all a massive trick from the Demon that took me in. You see, when a man is turned on, he’s liable to make less shrewd choices. And when I’m turned on, I’m less likely to resist and guide him. So together, we’re locked in this spiral of making instant-hot wishes just because we can. I think men get the idea that I’ll be theirs forever—which I would be happy to do! Gosh. I’d probably keep giving them Little Extras for as long as I could. An extra few percentages in the compound interest rates of their investment accounts. A few extra hundred in their savings. Elimination of some of those pesky debts that keep piling up. 

Because of my Devotion—which is absolutely real, every time—these Masters think I’ll be around forever. But then the second that third wish happens and I stick around to make sure it’s all copacetic? I’m gone, back in the lamp. 

“So,” he says, openly eyeballing my tits. I present for him, obedient and happy. “Let’s say I wish for a million bucks. What happens? A million deer overflow the apartment building?”

“No. We’re not allowed to use puns anymore. That went out of vogue about a thousand years ago. Half the English language was built on the backs of sex-frustrated monks wishing for ‘new nuns’ to serve them.”

“You’re joking.”

“I wish I was. Computer, that’s mine. That Master didn’t even know what it meant. He was not happy, believe me.”

“Okay.” He had finished his meal by now and was making a dessert out of my tits. I pushed my back up and out so that he could see them better, as is my duty and my pleasure. “Fuck. You’re...fuck.”

His hand went down to his Cock again under the table, slowly starting to stroke. 

“May I?”

“Please, Master.” My voice is lush with desire. “And you don’t have to ask. If You want to stroke to me, I want You to stroke to me.”

“You like it when I stroke my cock, Zanthia?”

“I love it, Master.” My voice chokes up slightly. “I love it more than anything else, almost.”

“What do you love more?”

“You, Master.” My eyes are liquid need; I need him to believe me. “I love You more than anything else.”

“Good girl.”

I cum, right away and hard. I wasn't even touching myself, but that phrase fucks me up. Not expecting it at all, I feel a wave of Little Extras leaving me out of love for Master. 

His dinner table, formerly a reformatted card table, is now made of solid oak and carved beautifully. The mother-of-pearl unpainted walls update with some trendy wainscoting. The window unit air conditioner that couldn't blow a fly off its path morphs into a powerful central A/C unit that would have cost more than Xavier's annual salary.

“Man, that's hot.”

“Y-yes,” I say, shakily.

“I want to keep asking you about wishes.”

“Yes, Master.”

“What are some of the dumb wishes you’ve gotten?”

“Oh you know...” slowly, my thoughts return to me. Master needs information, which means I need to help him. “...standard stuff. Like that million bucks one you mentioned? Okay, sure. But then they’ve got a million dollars hard cash in their home. That money takes up space. Hard to explain. Plus, it comes from somewhere. If I just created a million dollars? That creates inflation, and then it’s not exactly a million dollars, so you have to make more, but then that means it’s still not a million...you see?”

“Okay. So you steal it from other places.”

“Yes. That's simplest.”

“So how would I wish for a million dollars and it not be a hassle?”

“Well, first of all, I don’t know if you’ve seen the economy? But a million dollars isn’t even going to last you until retirement.”

“Okay. Fine. A billion dollars.” His Cock surges as he realizes it can happen; that there's no reason for him to think small time. “I want to be a billionaire. Or, fuck it, a trillionaire. How do I make that happen but...you know. Without having to run a trillion dollar company? Which I’d probably run into the ground. I barely know how to run my checkbook.”

I think for a moment. “I guess we would make you the heir to a few different fortunes. Eliminate anyone who would ask questions about it or come after you. Eliminate the other potential heirs.”

“Eliminate?” He looks pale.

“Only your happiness matters to me, Master. I have no issue wiping someone off the face of the planet if it means your wish comes true.”

In point of fact, it makes me wet as fuck. Wielding power for him is all I want in this world, and there's no greater power than that over life and death.

He coughs a little, thinking. “A trillion dollar heir...that would be a lot of attention.”

“More than likely.”

“I don’t really want to have to explain...you.”

“Understandable.”

I see the wheels of greed turning in his head. Men are predictable. Give them the most evil option imaginable, and encourage it, and they’ll think their saints for suggesting something lesser. A trillion dollar inheritance with seventy people dead? Unheard of! Corrupt! Wicked!

But a seventy million dollar inheritance with three people dead? Well...now we’re being reasonable!

“Maybe a really well-off person in the local area, though...someone old. So they’re not missing too much.”

You see?

“You’re so smart, Master. I’d be happy to formulate a list for you...”

“Yes,” he nods. “But later. I want to...I want to talk about Gwen.”

I bite my lip and nod urgently. He’s stroking harder now. I slide my lingerie bra top down and let him see the expanse of my sexy, full tits. 

“Of course, Master. You want to fuck her.”

He looks conflicted.

“Yes. But not just that. I want...”

“You want her to Love you.”

He looks embarrassed. What a sweetie! Like I don’t know that men treasure love above all else. 

“Yes.”

“It’s all right,” I coo, and moan a little when he strokes himself harder. “It’s hot that you want her to love You. You want her to enjoy it, what we’re going to do to her.”

“Yes.”

“You want her, even, to know that you made it happen and still be perfectly fine with it.”

“U-ungh,” he’s stroking so hard now. “Yes. Yes. Fuck yes. That. I want her to know I’m fucking with her head but be so in love with me that it doesn’t even matter to her.”

Okay. So you remember me mentioning how I can’t help myself? This is one of those times. I can feel his need. Feel his desire like it’s my own desire, like it’s my own need. Except I can’t be fucked—this is the only way I can feel intimacy with my Masters. Giving them their wishes, their purest heart’s desire. 

I can’t make him say anything. But I can beg. And encourage. And moan. And I’m super fucking hot so we all tend to lose our heads. 

“You could wish that she’s your lovey-dovey doting hard-crush girlfriend,” I moan. My fingers deep in my cunt now. “Wish that she’ll love you forever. No matter what you do. That she’ll be young and hot and sexy the whole time you’re together. That you’ll be a hot, fuckable ‘it’ couple that everyone’s jealous of.”

I know he's jealous of her boyfriend. Jealous of all the boyfriends every “Gwen” in his life has ever had. He's idealized them in a way, made them more than what they are. His subconscious is screaming it at me—I just want to give him what he's always wanted.

“F-fuck,” he moans. “Fuck yeah. Fuck yeah. I wish for that. Everything you just said. Make it so.”

“Your wish is my command.”

He and I both cum at the same time; just like before, I’m cumming because he does. He sprays all over me—or tries to, but it hits the barrier. There's a brief, magical moment when his thick load—well over a cup of it at this point, thanks to me—looks like it's actually going to cover my tits and face...and then it kind of splatters in front of me and down on the ground.

Dutifully, I clean it with a magicked-rag before it's an issue for him later. He uses the time to recover himself—which doesn't take long at all anymore.

We both look at each other in the stunned silence. 

“Zanthia,” he says, a little reproachful. “You said you wouldn’t try to fuck me over. But now I’m one wish down, and...”

He has more to say, of course.

But there’s a sudden, fervent, fevered knocking at the door. 

“Xavier? Xavier baby? Let me in!”

We look at each other for a moment—I smile, raising an eyebrow and nodding for him to go take a look. Of course he does; of course he's already hard again. I may have helped him get there faster. 

He's going to fuck his dream girl! Am I supposed to leave him hanging? So yes, I made his Cock more powerful than ever. 

At the door, Gwen is there, and she’s an absolute stunner. A completely breathtaking creature already; I can see why he’s so taken with her. Before, when I scanned the building, I read her aura. I knew who she was—kind of vain, obsessed with working out and posting on her instagram, biology pre-med student, plans to stay with her boyfriend until marriage unless someone richer and more handsome came along—and I would have recognized her on any street. 

But seeing her, I know completely why Xavier is jacking it nightly to her (and often in the morning too). 

She's spectacular. Without me doing anything, she's dressed in a killer tight tartan skirt and thigh-high brown leather boots that make love to her legs all the way up to her thighs. She's effortlessly Gwenful with brilliantly big tits and thick, flowing dark hair that goes well down her back. There's something effervescent about her—a sparkle to her skin or eyes that makes her completely magnetic in the way that some girls have. I'm surprised her old loser boyfriend hasn't already proposed to her. 

Oh well, too late for him.

She leaps into his arms, fully expecting him to catch her. Of course, with the way he’s surprised by this, he’ll let her drop...if I let him.

But I love seeing people in love, and little awkward moments just ruin first encounters. So I made him a little stronger and a little more agile.

Easily, Xavier lifts her up and slams her into the nearby wall, creating a rather massive Gwen-shaped hole that both of them ignore while their lips lock in sizzling fashion.

Okay, so, he’s maybe more than a little bit stronger. Maybe he’s strong enough to bench press a cadillac or two and never has to work out again for the rest of his life. 

Maybe. 

And maybe his Cock is extra fucking big now because that’s hot as fuck and he’ll never get tired of fucking so then I can watch him and Gwen fuck for as long as I like and cum to it the whole time. 

Okay? 

Maybe. 

He lifts Gwen off the wall, barely noting the hole they’ve made—which I've already started repairing; it'll be replaced with much nicer material by the end of the hour—and moans into her mouth, kissing her hard and deep.

Okay. Okay. I made him a lot stronger. I couldn’t help myself. He’s so cute and so clearly into Gwen, and obviously she’s mega into him because I made her that way. 

And, yes, okay, I had to make her stronger and more durable and more agile too, but they’re in love! She has to keep up! Could you imagine the horror show of a super strong fuckmachine like what Xavier suddenly is fucking a normal girl? She’d be pulverized. 

Plus, I did say as part of his wish conditions that Gwen would stay super hot and young forever, like the entire time they were together, so obviously I had to do a bit of tinkering with her genetics. His, too. I mean, it’s not fair if he wants to fuck his super hot and in-the-fuck-love-with-only-Him forever wife and he can’t because he’s old and infirm, right?

I get carried away, okay?

Carried away like Xavier does to Gwen, lifting her up with barely one hand—god, barely with one finger, I really made him ultra-strong—kicking the couch up sideways across the room until it’s stacked on top of his loveseat and pushing her down on the carpet. 

He rips her skirt off, spreading her legs out wide with such force that she yelps in surprise. She's ultra-flexible now, too. Within seconds, he's discarded his own clothes, and his giant Cock stands at attention between them. It drips hot precum, already ready to sink deep into her waiting, willing pussy.

“I love you, oh fuck,” Gwen moans. “You’re so strong. How are you so strong? I had no idea. I love you. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Gwen. I always loved you. From the second I saw you.”

Her eyes light up at this revelation; she couldn't be happier. She also couldn't tell you what his name was about thirty minutes ago, but this doesn't matter to her anymore. I'm re-writing her memories on autopilot, creating an entirely romantic epic staring her needy cunt, His Huge Cock, and this being the culmination of years of desire. 

“Please...” she moans, grasping the air around his Cock. “You have to fuck me with that. Please. Please, baby?”

He lowers down onto his knees and hikes her legs up around his waist. Her ass touching his thighs. Then, groaning, hands roaming all over gloriously tight young body, he enters inside of her. 

“O-o-oh my god!”

Gwen cums right away. Her mind has reached the singularity—she's living in a world of constant pleasure as Xavier slowly pushes his way inside her tight, willing, unprotected cunt. 

“Do it,” I whisper in my Master's ear. “Fuck her. Fuck her, darling. Fuck her pregnant.”

“Ugh, yeah...” he groans, thrusting harder. “Fuck yeah...”

Gwen is rapturous. She pulls herself up by his steel pillar body, kissing him deeply. She experiences every part of pleasure that won't blow her brain out of commission for good (plenty of time for that later). Xavier fucks her harder, pounding her back down into the carpet. 

“Oh god, Master,” I moan, fingering my cunt and clit as hard as I can. “Oh god, yeah. Fuck her...fuck her...”

“Yes...” he groans, nodding. “Fuck yes. Gwen. Oh, fuck...oh fuck, Gwen...!”

He thrusts harder and harder. What started as a slow wave builds up to quick jackrabbit thrusts building up to a hard psychological need to cum inside the beautiful goddess who now can't stop proclaiming how much she loves him. 

“I love you!” she moans. “I love you, baby! Oh fuck! Oh darling! Oh shit!”

If a man fucked me like he was fucking her—and god, I wish he would—I'd love him too. She's having so many orgasms per second that they don't even seem separate—but they definitely are. Her clit and cunt convulse, spasm uncontrollably, tightening and squeezing on his massive rod. 

He could last for hours like this if he wanted, if he was aware—but this is the first time. And as such, he lasts a little less—because he's fucking the girl of his dreams and she's not only into it, but she'll obviously never be into anyone else ever for the rest of her life. 

He buckles and bites her shoulder, slamming Gwen down and choking her in almost brutal fashion. 

“You fucking take it,” he growls at her. “You fucking take my cum!”

“Y-yes!” she screams through his hand, his choking. “Yes! Fuck yes!”

I cum when he cums, and probably in my immediate pleasure I make him more powerful somehow. That's kind of my M.O. But damned if I could say how. When my brain comes back online, I'm seeing Xavier unclench his jaw from her shoulder. He would have torn into the flesh of a lesser woman—to Gwen, he's just left a hot red hickey.  

When he finally withdraws himself, he's still spurting cups and cups of cum. It's a nonstop fuck-fountain, and I Love It. 

He whispers. “Thanks, Zanthia.”

Gwen moans and grasps his Cock, stroking and starting to lick him clean. 

“Who are you talking to?”

“Don't worry about it.”

She looks at his Cock, already hard again. Her mouth drools. I can see the cognizance draining out of her eyes.

“Worry about what?”

* * * * *
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A WEEK LATER, AND XAVIER is still brooding over his last two wishes. Taking his time. I don't mind; it's giving me plenty of time for Little Extras. 

He’s living the life of a sex god sure enough, and I keep urgently and quietly making his life sexier. 

Gwen has developed a kind of mental allergy for pants and a lot of her old, frumpier clothing. She lives now in tiny skirts, hot shorty shorts, skimpy tops, and lingerie. 

Especially lingerie. It’s almost all she wears when she’s home, and if she wears anything else, it’s like an oversized sweater meant purely to show off how tiny and busty she is. Her cunt is on constant overload, turned by Xavier’s voice, smell, appearance, and even the thought of him—and she’s so purely unalteringly in love with him that she has trouble thinking of anything else. She's already about to drop out of college. She's missed all her classes over the last week; anything more complicated than sucking his brilliant Cock makes her anxious and forgetful. 

She’s become a happy, urgently fuckbrained bimbo. Xavier is so turned on by her that he hardly notices most of the time. 

She’s out on the balcony right now, taking photos of herself in a bikini for her instagram. She’s constantly badgering Xavier about going out to the beach so she can show off her tight gorgeous body for him. He’s all for it, naturally, but it’s the middle of winter. 

Gwen might not be super-aware of what season it is. Or month. Or day. 

Honestly, I'd be slightly surprised that she had the coordination to put on her swimsuit—it's the tricky kind with like eight different sexy criss-crossing straps—except she's not actually stupid. She's just pre-occupied with Cock. 

Which, honestly, I sympathize with. I'm only growing more in love with Xavier's Cock by the second. He's watching Gwen post on her insta—she's up to two selfies a day and three hundred thousand followers—and stroking himself.

Because Xavier is stroking himself—his massive Cock sitting like a totem of masculinity in his lap—I'm fingering myself and kneeling before him, drooling and fantasizing. Making him a little harder..just a little longer...

“I almost want to wish she would stop doing that.”

I look at Gwen, making a look that could kill feeble-hearted men. “What? Showing off?”

“No. That’s hot. Just...being obsessed over her social media stuff. It’s all she seems to care about. Isn’t she like, going to be a doctor? She hasn’t been to class since we’ve been together. Should I wish for her to focus?”

“She’s focused on your Cock. I thought you’d be happy about that.”

He’s woken up every morning with a luxurious, lingerie-clad blowjob from the girl of his dreams for the last week. Thanks to me. Is he saying he's ungrateful?

“I’m definitely happy about that,” he says. “It’s just...you know. I don’t want to be everything she likes. That’s a lot of pressure.”

I feel my anger dying down when he says how happy he is. 

“To be someone she likes?”

“I mean. You know. I just want her to have her own thing going on and to really like my Cock. And I want her to like some of the things I like.”

“You don’t have to waste a wish on that.”

“Really?”

I can tell he's getting serious now because he's stopped stroking. It makes me a little crazy, seeing his hand on his Cock but no strokes. Like a sneeze hiding out behind your eyes.

“She’ll love you no matter what, remember? People can change behaviors. I mean, you could start slapping her around and her brain would reorganize itself to make her like it. That’s how magic works.”

“I’m not going to start slapping her around. Holy shit, what’s wrong with you?”

He says that, but he starts stroking himself again. I can tell that kind of power turns him on. And to be honest, I wonder myself sometimes what's wrong with me. I can’t blame that demon for everything. 

I shrug. “It’d be hot if she liked it. If she’s so in love with you that she’s weeping and sucking you off and saying sorry that she made you angry. That’s hot, right?”

“God. You’re all fucked up.” He shakes his head, unable to hide all the precum he’s spurting from a living wish-giving sex goddess encouraging him to treat women like disposable, abusable objects. “I just wish—er. No. No. I don’t wish. I just would like it if she liked what I like more.”

I nod, going all googly-eyed at his Cock. His precum is just slightly slicker. Creates just slightly more suction. His hand shape makes it feel just slightly more like a wet, tight, hot cunt...

“What I’m saying is, just tell her. She’ll love you no matter what. Tell her all of it. Tell her you want her to play videogames with you. Tell her you want her to call you Master in bed. Tell her you want to fuck her step-sister.”

“I...you know about that?”

Stroking even harder now. Longer. Close to cumming. Fuck yes.

Of course I know he wants to fuck her step-sister. Hell, I want to fuck her step-sister. Mindy—that's her name—is a super hot blonde and could totally pass for Gwen's sister. She's the same exact young hot age and they've known each other for so long that they refer to each other as sisters. 

“She probably does too, the way you ogled her yesterday when the two of you were checking out her insta. Look. She’s forever in love with you. Remember your wish? You could break up with her tomorrow, wrench her heart in two, stomp on it and take a dump on it, then come back to her in a week and she’d be apologizing for whatever she did—which would be nothing in this scenario—and begging to suck You off to make it all better. She’s Yours.”

He cums, briefly—only two cups of it—all over coffee table. Outside, in the middle of an insta story, Gwen feels his cum (they're connected like that now; his Cock's pleasure is her cunt's pleasure) and falls to her knees and moans his name. She's streaming live. Three hundred thousand oglers just got a dose of a sex goddess moaning to her Master.

Fuck yeah.

Back inside with me, Master is still hard—of fucking course—and still stroking. His body is tireless.

“Well.” He huffs. “I’ve got two more wishes.”

“Yes.”

“I could wish for money,” he says. “It’s great being, you know, a really strong stud with a hot girlfriend...but we’ll need to eat.”

Not as much as he thinks, actually, as I took care of that too. 

Look, I’ve got like twenty-four hours a day of lusty-lust cum-fueled haze to work with, right? I’m watching these two superstar fuck deities go at it, and it’s really arousing, and I want them to have so much...I can’t help myself, okay? 

So neither of them need to eat. Or sleep, really. Or do anything but fuck and suck and dominate and submit. 

“My parents have money,” says Gwen, walking back in. “After we’re married, they’ll take care of us.”

“Sure,” says Xavier. “And then we can just bump them off and take the inheritance.”

Xavier is joking. Gwen kneels down between his legs and obediently starts to stroke and lick his Cock. Another Little Extra. If they’re alone, this is her primary directive; the first thing she thinks of doing. It softens up her brain cells, makes her even more malleable.

“Do you want to do that?” she asks, perfectly serious. “They go skiing. We could arrange an accident. I don’t think it would be that hard.”

“Fuck, what? You want to...what?”

Her expression—doting, loving, devastating—hasn't changed. “I want you to be happy.”

“But you...you love them...”

She’s really going after his Cock now, slurping and suckling and sliding and kissing and licking. I’ve taught her so well. I can't touch her, but at night I whisper in her ears and fill her head with millenia of Cock-Worshiping secrets; they get flooded right into her subconscious. Every other part of her personality is just warped around what I suggest and nuzzle into her fragile, flexible, plastic little brain. 

“I. Love. You.” She emphasizes every word with a long suck of his Cock. “There’s no room for anything else. You have all my Love, darling. No one else rates. Not even them.” She shrugs. “There’s all kinds of ways we can bump them off. I don’t care. We won’t get caught. I’m too pretty and you’re too strong and smart. Holiday visits are lame anyway. There’s not enough of your Cock. I want you to be my Husband and if the only way that happens is if you're rich and they're dead, I'm like, totally cool with—”

“Fuck. Fuck. Hold on. Stop.”

She pouts a bit but is utterly obedient. Right away, she begins to stroke him, and continues to do so as he guides her up on his lap. His Cock is so fantastically huge it looks like she’s adoring the shaft of a baseball bat; it goes almost all the way up to his broad, marble-hard chest. 

“I don’t want you to bump anyone off,” he says. “But I do want to try something, okay?”

“Yes, Darling.”

“I want you to open your phone. Show me your sister.”

She looks confused; thunderstruck. She's just been offering him the world—fucking matricide and patricide—and he wants to look at her sister?

“Mindy? But...why?”

“I want you to show me that picture of her in the bikini.”

I know the one he means. It's a red bikini, and Mindy looks smashing in it. I am trying, meanwhile, to signal to Xavier that this is not how to go about this conversation. 

Gwen’s fingers fly over the phone even as she’s questioning. “I’m...stroking you and you want to look at my sister? Babe, this is a little weird.”

“I want to fuck her.”

Revulsion begins to crawl over Gwen’s face. “...okay?”

“What do you think about that?”

“I mean I...I don’t understand why I’m not enough for you, I guess? I mean aren’t I really hot? Like, really fucking hot? I’m dressing in lingerie and swimsuits all day long and I’m not enough for you, and you don’t even want some random threesome, which I think I could wrap my brain around, you want to fuck my sister?”

Gwen, this entire time, still obediently strokes Xavier, though not as fervently as before. Like I said—she's not stupid. She's just really focused on his Cock. 

“I...I don’t understand,” he shakes his head. “You’re supposed to be okay with it. You’re supposed to still be in love with me.”

“Just because I’m in love with you doesn’t mean you’re not a fucking asshole, asshole!” Gwen stands up now, truly upset. 

Xavier looks at me, stunned. “You told me to do this.”

Gwen spins on him, furious. “I told you to do this? Me? I told you to tell me that while I’m giving you a fucking blowjob, offering up fucking insane murder plans, to tell me you want to fuck my sister? I told you that?”

I have to intervene. “You told her you wanted to fuck her. She’ll accept it, eventually. What you didn’t do was tell her that you want her to want you to fuck her.” I lick my lips. “Or her to want to fuck her. She’s upset now. It might take some pushing.”

Xavier shakes his head, clearly a little flummoxed. He waves at Gwen. “Come here.”

“No. Fuck you. Say you’re sorry!”

“Gwen.” His voice takes a different tone. “Come. Here.”

A change comes over Gwen. Her shoulders slump forward. She’s defeated. He’s used the Tone. She can’t argue with the Tone.

Another Little Extra. 

Sorry not sorry, Gwen. Master wins. Master always wins.

Fuck. It’s so hot when he runs her life. Ungh. 

I want him to fuck her entire fucking brain. I want to do it with him. I want to make his Cock semi-intangible and actually fuck her actual brain, that's how much I Love My Master. I’m so crazy turned on by seeing him boss her around that I start to openly finger-fuck my hot little cunt.

Gwen comes back and sits down in front of him.

“On your knees. Like a Good Girl.”

Oh, fuck. He's still using the Tone, and now he's used the Trigger. He's playing dirty.

He waits for her to get on her knees—doesn't take long—to dock her heavy tits on his thighs and to start stroking. 

“I want you to want me to fuck Mindy.”

“You...you want...”

Gwen is flushing. Gears are turning; she’s working it out in her brain. How she can rectify what she knows about herself with what she now knows about Xavier.

“I want you to find Mindy really attractive.”

“She is. She so is, but—”

“You’re incredibly attractive, Gwen. You’re hot as fuck.”

She blushes. “Thank you, darling. But—”

“And I fuck you constantly.”

Gwen’s look is pure love and affection; she’s over the moon for her Man. “You really do.”

“And people get what they deserve.”

“Yes. Yes, of course they do.”

“So I must deserve to fuck You.”

“Y-yeah. You do. But, Mindy...”

“And I deserve to fuck attractive girls. You want me to fuck really attractive girls.”

“You deserve...” she licks her lips. “You deserve to...”

“To fuck really attractive girls. You should be stroking my Cock with two hands right now. I deserve it.”

Her hands sync up immediately on his Cock. The heavier his arousal, the harder it is for her to think. 

Little Extra.

“You want me to have what I deserve,” he says.

“I want You to have what You deserve.”

“You want me to fuck attractive girls.”

“I want you to fuck attractive girls.”

“Mindy is a really attractive girl.”

“Mindy is a really attractive girl.”

“You must want me to fuck your sister.”

“I...ungh fuck...want you...to...you're so biiiig...to fuck my sister.”

I whisper something into Gwen’s ear. Digging into her subconscious. Doing what my Master has said he wants and needed. Giving him that little extra push. 

“Wh-what was that?” said Xavier. “What did you say?”

“I said, ‘don’t you wish she was here right now?’”

Gwen echoes me without hearing me. “Don’t you wish she was here right now?” 

He figures out what I'm doing right away—I can tell because I know when I manipulate him, it excites him, and he's started cumming all over Gwen's face, Gwen's tits, down Gwen's throat. 

I repeat her. “Don’t you wish she was here right now?”

I'm right behind Gwen, fingering my pussy, fondling my hot picture-perfect body. 

“She could be sucking you.”

“She could be stroking you.”

He keeps cumming; cumming harder. He can't stop now. Every cumshot just turns him on more.

“She could be fucking you.”

“She could be worshiping you.”

“She could be your girlfriend just like I am,” says Gwen. “I want that. I want my sister to be your girlfriend too. Please, baby?”

“Please, Master? She could be here right now and she could be your girlfriend just like Gwen...”

He's cumming nonstop now. 

“Fuck. Fuck yes.” He jams Gwen's lips down on his Cock just to get her to shut up completely. “Okay. I wish that. I wish that. Everything you’ve said.”

I’ve already zeroed in on Mindy from the nature of the conversation. Prediction is one of my gifts. I am, of course, especially good at it when I’m predicting threesomes and suggesting to heavily turned-on power-trip-hungry males to have threesomes, but let’s not get too far into the weeds.

One second after Xavier makes his wish—really, barely time for it to register for him that he had made a wish at all—Mindy appears in the living room. 

Everyone is always taken aback by teleportation. Even someone like Xavier, who had clearly had his entire body and life changed within the course of the last several days, who had a bigger Cock and a better body and a bangin’ hot babe for a girlfriend, jumped at the sight of suddenly appearing Mindy. One second she’s not there; the next second she definitely is. 

There was no bang or smoke or any of that pomp and circumstance. I can make that kind of thing happen, but I’m always worried that it’ll kill the mood. And Gwen is being so utterly hot about Xavier fucking with her mind and will and desires, why would I want to ruin that by showing off?

“G-Gwen?” Mindy says, a bit stunned. 

She was dressed in sweats and a throw. But that just won’t do; not for what Xavier deserves. 

With a snap, just for flair, I change her into a tight leather skirt and a pair of three-inch heels. 

Then I tease her hair out a bit, make the blond mass she sports really on display. 

A touch of red in her cheeks. A few pounds shifted from her thighs to her tits. There. That’s it. 

Okay. And also a tighter top; a silk blouse that feels like it’s barely there. That’s all though. 

As Xavier approaches her, I unbutton the top two buttons. What’s the point of having those great titties if they’re not showing off? That’s it, though.

Also I erase maybe the last four hundred of her dream sessions while she was sleeping with images of worshiping Xavier’s Cock. 

But that’s all. 

I can control this; I can! I really can. I just fucking Love my Master. Is that so wrong?

“O-oh my god,” Mindy whispers. She's starting to cry. “Oh my god.”

Xavier stands up and sets Gwen to one side. Gwen crawls after him hungrily, cum sliding down her lips and tits. She looks at her sister with desire. I make her desire even stronger. I make it an unrequited love for her. That'll really get Master hard as fuck.

Mindy reaches a hand up toward him and snaps it back, like she's afraid to touch. He's so much man to her. He's everything. 

“Y-you're real,” she whispers. “I can't believe you're really real. You're him. You're my dream man.”

“I know,” he says.

When he kisses her—which he does expertly, having practiced so much with Gwen—his Cock slides up between their bodies and continues to erupt an endless supply of cum. It coats her tight young body, plastering her skimpy clothes to her frame. 

“You’re my girlfriend,” he says to Gwen.

“I’m your girlfriend.”

“You love being my girlfriend.”

“I love being your girlfriend.”

“Mindy is my girlfriend too.”

“I’m your girlfriend too.”

“You both need to be my girlfriends.”

“We need to be your girlfriends.”

“I deserve all the girlfriends I want.”

“You deserve all the girlfriends you want.”

He sits down at his couch, like he's on a throne. With no ceremony, he shoves Mindy on one side and Gwen on the other. 

“I deserve girlfriends who know how to suck Cock together,” he says. 

Ungh. I'm so fucking proud of Him. He's such a Man.

“Are you the girls for the job?”

They both nod excitedly. “Yes, Sir!”

He leans back, snapping his fingers, and telling them to go to work. They do right away, mixing their hot tongues over his giant spurting Cockhead. His cum is endless; he never stops. The real prize for me is watching Mindy and Gwen make out madly, lovingly, on his Cock. These two sisters, who have known each other for years, sliding their supple, gorgeous mouths up and down the big, fat Cock of the Man who owns them now. 

Gwen gets really excited; a thought appears in her head (that I may have had something to do with). 

She holds Mindy down on Xavier's Cock and guides her sister up and down. 

“I Love being Your Girlfriend, Xavier.”

She does this over and over. Holding her sister until she's choking there, filling all the way up with her boyfriend's endless amount of cum. 

Finally, when Mindy can't take anymore, Gwen lets her up...and Mindy, after gasping for air for a few seconds, grabs Gwen's head and shoves her down on Xavier's Cock. 

“I Love being Your Girlfriend, Xavier.”

Mindy holds her down even harder than Gwen held her, making her choke harder. I enlarge Xavier's Cock just a bit so that it's uncomfortable for Gwen—making her really struggle in her tight fucking hot babe throat. 

Finally Mindy lets Gwen up, who, cumming madly, mouth dripping with gorgeous seed, makes out madly with her sister. Their sister tongues lashing each other, slipping and sliding over the head of his bulbous member. Warm milk leaks from their tits and runs down their hot bodies. Then, without any warning, Gwen shoves Mindy's face down on the Cock again wholesale, and the whole process repeats itself.

They continue like this, on and on, toying with each other and pleasing their fuck-hunk god boyfriend, the only thought in their mind being how badly they need to make him happy enough to fuck their unprotected pussies. 

I'm such a good genie.

* * * * *
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LATER THAT NIGHT, AFTER Mindy and Gwen are finally fucked into a barely-conscious state, which takes upwards of several hundred orgasms for them, and probably gallons of cum fucked into their unprotected previously-virgin pussies, Xavier gets up on the bed and gestures that he wants to talk. Even so, he arranges Gwen and Mindy's mouth around his Cock so they're snuggling and sucking him like he deserves. 

“I’ve got it figured out,” he tells me.

“What’s that, Master?”

“My last wish. I’ve figured it out.”

Straightaway, I can tell he’s serious. There’s not going to be any changing his mind or making suggestions. There’s a stern look on his face; the look he uses (whether he knows it or not) when he’s using The Tone. It makes me wet, makes me melt, makes me wish more than anything I could drop to my knees and suck his Cock like a good wish-giving genie girl. 

But I can’t; I really can’t. It’s the one rule I can’t bend or break. I can never touch my Master. 

“I’m so happy for You, Sir.” I try valiantly to hide the choking in my voice. I know what will happen after he makes his wish. “What is it?”

“I’ve been thinking a lot about what you’ve said. What you’ve suggested. How you’ve changed them.” He points to the sleeping, cuddling pair of Mindy and Gwen. Their fingers are stuffed in each other’s dripping wet cunts and every so often they snugglefuck each other into a hot, yawny, moany orgasm. “How you’ve changed me.”

He gestures at himself now. The thickness of his Cock, open to the night air. The massiveness of his body. How handsome and utterly shredded he’s become. 

“I don’t want this all to go to shit the second you’re gone. And you will leave, won’t you?”

I gulp. He’s guessed. “After your last wish. After I see it through.”

“I don’t want to be Cock rich and cash poor. I don’t want to not be able to take care of them. I don’t want to be the most handsome hobo with the most gorgeous hobo girlfriends. I don’t care if they don’t care. I care. They deserve better than that. And so do I.”

“Yes, Master,” I moan. “Of course you do.”

He takes the sleeping Mindy by one leg and drags her over to the side of the bed. Without even seeming to wake, she obediently begins to slurp and kiss his Cock. He cums almost immediately, and keeps cumming, watching me the whole time with heat in his cheeks.

God, he’s so hot. I’ve made him so hot. 

“And I think you’re changing lots of stuff all the time,” he said. “I’ve already noticed there’s more money in my accounts than there was last night. And more then than the night before.”

“Compound interest is the most powerful force in the universe, Master.”

“Don’t patronize me, Zanthia. They have extra zeros, for God’s sake. You’re altering it. Without being asked. I think if I kept you around, you’d keep altering things, wouldn’t you?”

I’m physically (and metaphysically, I suppose, given what I am) unable to answer that. Instead I shudder. 

“I think that you’re like...like some kind of reverse curse. You keep adding blessings that I don’t even think about. Like our sink.” He points to the bedroom bathroom. “That sink was nearly busted three days ago. It looked like the last tenant used it for a shower. Now it’s...some German name I can’t even pronounce and looks like it costs more than my car.”

It did cost more than his car. Or it would have, except...I kind of just updated his car, too. 

I’m out of control. I want to give him everything. I want to give him the whole world. Ungh. 

“I appreciate all of it, Zanthia. I really do. I...holy fuck. I appreciate everything about it.” He’s really fucking Mindy’s face now. “But there’s two issues with it. One, you’re fucking with my memory. I’m not sure what really is part of my life or isn’t. I mean...part of the wishes you’re creating or part of something else. I have strong, vivid memories of Gwen being my high school sweetheart. The only reason I know they’re not true is because you’re here, and if you’re here, then she must have been...my neighbor? I think. That I wished for. I must have wished for her.”

“You did.”

He nods. “Good. Then that’s an issue. I need to know what’s mine and what’s not mine. I need to...I need my own accomplishments. I can’t just run on your fuel forever.”

“I understand, Master.”

“The other issue is that we can’t fuck, and it’s miserable with how much I care about you being around you when we can’t fuck.”

I nod. I’ve had this issue before. I mess it up every time! 

Every time I think I’m just going to be a flirty, friendly, happy genie and sexify a young stud’s life. And every time I fall in love, and he falls in love with me, and we make stupid decisions...ugh. 

“I understand, Master,” I say again. I’m barely keeping it together.

“So I’ve thought about this. I’ve thought about it a lot. It’s been pretty much all I’ve been thinking about when I’m not...you know.”

Mindy has to tap out on the fountain of his Cock. Their ruckus woke Gwen, who kisses her sister deeply, licking cum off her tongue, before sliding her own mouth down on Xavier’s thick, majestic shaft. 

“There’s a girl downstairs, I think in Apartment 1b. She’s got red hair. I’ve never fucked a redhead. She’s hot and I want to fuck her.”

“That’s your wish?”

“Just listen. There’s also a hairdresser I’ve seen at the building across the street. I want to fuck her and I want her to give free haircuts to my girls. And there’s a clerk at the bank with big tits who I think would look fantastic if she lost ten pounds in a day like Mindy apparently did, according to her instagram just a day ago and now, and only because she’s drunk my cum, and so I want to facefuck that clerk until she’s in perfect shape and hot enough to fuck me for real. And there’s girls every day I walk past on the street who really belong on their knees, drenched in my cum or begging for my approval. And I’ve changed Mindy and Gwen, haven’t I? Not just you. You made it so I changed them. My pheromones. My hormones. My cum. My saliva. My touch. My scent. That’s what’s fucked them up, isn’t it? We’re in sync like that. You made us that way.”

I nod. I can verify that much. 

“Bring that redhead up here. From downstairs.”

“Is that your wish?”

“Do as I say, Zanthia.”

Ungh. He uses The Tone and I don’t have to do it, but I really fucking want to, and I think I have an idea of what he has in mind and it’s really fucking sexy, so of course I comply. 

One second, the redhead isn’t here. The next second she is.

It’s the deadest part of the morning, so of course she’s asleep. I position her so she arrives on the carpet and doesn’t even wake. She’s wearing tight pajamas that barely cover the strain of her heavy tits. 

Right away I go to work on her. I can’t help myself. I make her hair a little more lustrous—he was so impressed with the color! It was a dye job, for vibrancy, so I make it au natural from now on and make sure she never has to wash or comb it again unless she wants to. It’ll naturally style itself in the way that will most make Xavier hard for the rest of her life.

Fuck. He’s right. I really am too much. I can’t help it. He’s so hot. I want his Cock so fucking hard. I clear her skin of any acne or marks and that’s it. 

And then I erase all the hair on her body that’s not on top of her head. And that’s it.

And I make her eyes more vibrantly green. That’s it, though. 

Just a tad more ass to her. There. That’s all.

“What’s her name?” he asks me.

I check. “Alexandra.”

“Here’s the wish, then, Zanthia. What I do to Gwen and Mindy? The way you’ve synced me up with them? Made them change and be hotter based on my chemistry, my wants? How I’ve made them immortal and gorgeous and fertile forever? I wish I could do that to any woman in the world.”

“As you wish, Master.”

It’s an ingenious little wish. He’s taken care of his fucking and financial issues in one fell swoop. If he ever needs more cash than what I’ve dumped as a Little Extra in his bank accounts—and gosh, it will probably take a while before that’s true—he can just waltz into the home of some rich heiress and take everything she has. Or into the home of some rich millionaire CEO man and mindfuck his wife until she’s ready to murder her husband and donate all her the remaining cash to Xavier. 

Gwen and Mindy have been barely cognizant of what’s been happening. They’re so cumdrunk that a parade of white tiger-elephant hybrids could waltz through trumpeting showtunes from Broadway and they’d ask Xavier politely to turn the television down so they could stroke n’ suck n’ slurp his Cock in sleepy peace. 

But now Xavier wakes them up, slapping them on the asses. “Up, girls. I’ve got something for you to do.”

They immediately wake, stretching sexily and leaning into each other with sleepy hot snuggle kisses.  

I can’t help but dress them in tight, hot lingerie. Their tits displayed proudly in tight red and black lingerie. That’s it, though.

And six-inch heels. From Louboutin. That’s all.

Okay. Casadei. Casadei is hotter. And the heels are a little higher. It’s so hot to see their calves adjust as they move. Ungh. 

Soon, Xavier is standing over Alexandra. His Cock pours cum down next to her face in a thick, gooey, delicious-smelling puddle. Gwen and Mindy both kneel down next to him, both of them taking care to drop a single knee into his Cum. They Know what’s good for them. They Know what their lifesource is, what their lives are about now. 

“This is Alexandra,” he explains. “You want me to fuck her. I want you to want me to fuck her. You want me to own her, like I own you.”

“Yes, baby.” Gwen nods, sliding her cheek against his muscled thigh. “That’s so hot. Fuck yeah. You're such an amazing boyfriend.”

“Yes, sir,” says Mindy, eagerly starting to stroke his Cock.

“I'm not your boyfriend,” he says to Gwen. “I'm your fucking Master. You got that?”

Gwen and Mindy both nod. They answer in sisterly unison: “Yes, Master.”

My work here is nearly done. He's so fucking close.

“Wake her up.”

Obediently, they raise her up until she’s awake. At first Alexandra is giggly, almost high. The proximity to his cum taking its toll.

“W-what?” Alexandra looks up at him. “What the fuck is this? Who are you?”

Her voice is a shuddering whisper. She can’t believe how turned on she is. This must feel like a dream. Her cunt is overloading on more visual pleasure than she’s ever experienced before. Just his scent now is hardwired into her brain to activate every last pleasure center she has. 

He grabs her by the hair. Staring down at her. His Cock centimeters from her lips. 

“You belong to me now.”

“I...I what? I...no. I’m not...”

He slaps her. It's quick, decisive. Not cruel. There to shock her—to wake her up, to put her in her place. I cum so hard. He's such a fucking Man now.

“You belong to me, or you don’t get this Cock.”

“Make a decision, stupid,” says Gwen.

“It’s really simple.” Mindy is stroking him, encouraging the fountain of cum that streams from his Cock. “Just be his and then you can have his Master Cock. What’s there to think about?”

Mindy and Gwen start sucking his cock. 

“He’s so good,” moans Gwen.

Mindy’s tongue-work is especially good. “Join us. Adore him with us. Master deserves it.”

“...deserves it...”

Alexandra leans in—but Xavier puts a finger on her forehead. Immediately, she cums from his touch. That's all it takes now. He's so fucking strong. He's like a God. To Alexandra, he is God.

“Say please.”

Gwen licks him long. “You have to say please like a good girl or else he won’t let you.”

“P-please.”

“Please what?” says Xavier.

“Please, Master. Please may I—”

But she can’t—because he takes her by the throat, right at the second of her willing, needy compliance and consent—and pins her to the ground. 

“I don’t need my Cock sucked,” he growls into her ear. “I need to fuck you. I need to breed you. What do you think about that?”

Gwen and Mindy moan excitedly. They love watching their Master fuck. 

“Y-yes!” Alexandra chokes. “Yes! In me! Please! I need it!”

Almost immediately he's inside of her. His length runs almost up to her sternum, but his magic, powerful Cock also makes room for himself inside. All the parts of her body that he doesn't need are eliminated. Her insides become a PurelyPleasingMaster factory—only enough there to be fucked, to be bred, and to process his cum for hot liquid energy. It's all they need.  

He keeps choking her the whole time. Gwen and Mindy join in—their hands clasping over his, excitedly looking up at him for his approval, which he gives overwhelmingly. 

“He's gonna fuck up your life,” Gwen coos into her ear. 

“Gonna fuck up your mind,” says Mindy. 

Alexandra, choking, only chokes harder as Gwen and Mindy trade off shoving their tits in her mouth while their Master fucks her. 

“He owns you.”

“He owns all of us.”

Their big, beautiful breasts leak out hot, amazing milk down the redhead's mouth. Each gulp of it makes her body tighter, tinier, more toned. 

“He's your God.”

“He's our God.”

Alexandra moans and sucks and swallows despite her choked throat. Her hair and skin start to shine, almost effervescent, as Xavier continues to fuck and cum inside of her pussy.

Her unprotected pussy. Her virgin pussy. 

She didn't even like boys before this—and she still doesn't, because from now on, only the Real Man will be able to fuck her up like this. 

Alexandra is feeling the singularity—the constant cum sensation that both Gwen and Mindy have already passed through and now live their entire lives with. They're cruel to the new girl now, teasing her, choking and almost mocking her, but soon they'll all be perfect hot fucksisters to worship Master.

I watch him cum into Alexandra’s gorgeously tight, hot pussy. Alexandra cums, shrieking, calling his name, calling him Master. Gwen and Mindy cum with him, all of them writhing in one perfect unison of pleasure. 

Just a few seconds later—while they’re still basking in the afterglow—I begin to fade. Xavier winks at me, choking Alexandra a little more for my enjoyment, as I return entirely to the lamp. 

There’s a rattling and whirling as the lamp lifts up and out of the apartment, floating lighter than wind into the distance. Xavier watches, still balls deep inside his newest acquisition. 

Gwen, staring up at him with deep, urgent, crushing love in her eyes. Adoring his every movement and motion. Mindy, loving him, loving her sister. Alexandra, still dimly confused but knowing her true purpose now is to fuck this God above her and to be fucked by him—to serve his every last desire. 

All three of them needing—aching—to fulfill his every last wish.

Vibrating with orgasmic pleasure, I have to give him one last gift: I take away his memory of me. 

As far as he knows, this is the life he’s always led. That’s the last gift I give him.

# # #
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Hot Genie – Harem Wishes
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Every woman in the town is at my Master’s feet. There’s dozens of them, all of them gorgeous, and all of them begging for his Cock. 

Any last one of them could make it big as a model or a movie actress. Their cheekbones are sculpted and their legs are long and their tits are hot and heaving and practically bubbling over with dripping, yummy milk. They could stop traffic, marry billionaires, be their own insta-brand on the 'gram.

But they don’t care about that. 

One redhead is on her knees in front of him. She’s got big green eyes and smiles with a lush, pouty mouth. All she’s ever known or understood is Love for Him. She’s never sucked his Cock before, but she’s dreamt about it for years and years. It's filled her entire awareness; her life begins and ends with needing to Know Cock. 

He nods and gives her the okay, and instantly she cums, moaning and writhing as she slurps down. 

“Thank you, Master.” She and every other girl practically sparkle with gratitude. “Thank you for this glory. I’m so blessed to be yours. I’m so blessed.”

I mean, I’m intuiting what she’s saying a little—her tongue and lips are sloshed over with his Cock, after all. But that’s the general gist of it. 

And perhaps it’s easier for me to intuit it because that’s what all the girls are saying. The two on his arms, docking their heavy milk-leaking tits on his bicep. The two behind his head, cradling his skull in their amazing tits. Hot milk running down his shoulders. The other two between his legs, waiting their turn to please, cheering on the redhead who gets to suck him. 

They’re all saying much the same thing: “Thank you, Master. Thank you for your Cock! You’re so amazing. You’re so handsome and strong. We’re so blessed. We are so blessed.”

The hot little redhead goes right on sucking him beautifully while the other dozens of girls from this small town chant and moan and beg. 

The town used to ignore him. Now they—the girls anyway—worship him. As they should.

So, this is my doing, obviously. I’m a magic genie and this is the kind of wish that I grant. 

I look at all the Cock-obsessed, mindfucked beauties whose singular purpose is to worship, suck, fuck, and adore—an entire town full of needy cunts aching to serve.

I always promise myself that I’ll keep it all under control—that I won’t go crazy. But this time, I probably overdid it.

* * * * *
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ONE WEEK EARLIER:

This time, I definitely won’t overdo it. I promise. There won’t be any Cock-stunned females amassing at the feet of a lone male who, thanks to my magical power, is able to make all their dreams come true. 

Okay? It’s NOT happening! I’ve way overdone it with my last few Masters and before you know it, I’m just going to transform the world into the Cocks and the Cock-Crazed, the Haves and the Have-Nots, and that’s just not going to be what I’m about! 

It doesn’t matter if I’m totally obsessed with Cock myself and haven’t been able to fuck or suck one in my immortal life ever. It doesn’t matter if I’m so fucking crazy for a big huge life-shattering Cock to ruin my mind forever that I would completely turn this entire world inside-out for the chance to drop at my knees and suck and serve one. 

I’m not fulfilling this crazy, unattainable fantasy of mine by enacting it out on other people this time around! I’m just not! Okay? It will not happen. 

If my newest Master wishes for some great chicks? He’s getting chicken. If he wishes to be able to talk to women? I’m not making him a silver-tongued Casanova who can talk the utility belt off a ladycop and convince her to frame her husband for murder so he can fuck her with that little extra nastiness in mind no matter HOW hot that definitely is—I’m just going to get him, I don’t know, a telephone. Okay?

Okay. 

Done. Solid. Agreed!

Time in between serving Masters and granting wishes is strange for me. I spend the whole time without too much to do, but really just enough so I don’t get bored. I can clean around my place—so many Masters ask for or need me to clean that it’s helpful for me to keep my skills sharp—or watch whatever media is happening in the world, or diddle myself silly thinking of some unrealistic GodCock that’s destined to fuck my mind into oblivion. 

Okay. Being honest? If we cut my Lamp Time (tm) into percentages, that last one probably eats up about 97% of what I’m doing. I really like playing with my pussy.

Maybe that’s why when I get out of the Lamp, finally, I spend so much energy and effort into perfecting the lives of my Masters?

See—I’m not allowed to fuck them. Any of them. I’m not even allowed to touch them. But it’s my dream—my whole purpose for being, really—to make all their dreams come true. 

Problem is, I’m absolutely hot as fuck. I’m tall and tight and toned and busty and I’ve got a face that could make models burn with jealousy. My hair is always the color my Master prefers, and being around him and fulfilling His Needs makes me wet and horny as fuck. 

But we can’t fuck. And it’s not like a law—like, it’s not something I can break or decide to ignore. It’s not like I’m a bureaucrat who is supposed to fill out Wish Form (A) and Master made Wish (1.45) when he was supposed to or meant to do Wish (3.57-3) and I can just circumvent it.

Nope—magic doesn’t work that way. I have to obey this Cock ban, the same way I have to make my Master’s life better. 

See, if I try to touch him or he tries to touch me? We just kind of...stop. There’s a barrier or force field. The closest I can get is fingerfucking my tight hot virgin cunt while I watch him jerk off. 

(Yes. Still a virgin after these several thousand years. Sigh)

So you know what? I’m not going to do it anymore. I’m not! I refuse! I won’t immediately fall in love with my Master. I won’t even think he’s cute!

This is what I’m thinking as the Lamp begins to shake and swirl and I begin my well-practiced appearance into the life of my newest Master. 

I can only serve men. I don’t know why. I don’t know if it’s because I prefer that way—I find serving men and their wishes really fucking hot, after all—or I only find serving men hot because it’s the only thing I’ve been made to do. 

This is all the fault of a terrible demon I offended waaaaaaay back when, you see. It’s so long ago I don’t think I could even remember it if I wanted to. I didn’t set out to be a genie, though I think I’m pretty good at my job. But it’s hard sometimes to know if the demon made me this way to torment me, or if I already was this way and this set-up is the best way to torment me, or what. And wondering about that is its own special form of torment, as Descartes will tell you. 

He thought, and therefore he was—I serve, and therefore I suffer in hot liquid lust. 

Anyway, new Master!

I appear in a puff of pleasant, quickly-dissipating smoke in a rather nondescript living room. These days, I usually arrive in living rooms. 

Quickly it appears that the place is rural. Something about the plaid pattern of the furniture, the wainscoting on the walls, the heavy wood floors, and the tug of the drapes on the windows lets me know I’m somewhere in Middle America. 

The man who summoned me is somewhere in his middle age, wearing glasses and flannel and jeans, stuttering a bit as he witnesses me. 

“Good god,” he mumbles. “Good god. Oh lord.”

“Greetings, Master.”

I immediately drop to my knees and stare up at him in supplication. This is normally a good way to set out any relationship on the right foot. 

“Master?” He shakes his head, eyes boggling. “Good lord. Oh god. Good god lord.”

“How may I serve you? You have three wishes.”

“My goodness.” 

He stumbles all over himself, falling once and then backing up into the wall. He leaves into the other room; I don’t follow. I’ve learned from experience that just makes people think they’re being hunted or haunted. Instead I wait, patiently, big brown eyes (they’re brown now, I’ve noticed; they're always changing according to my Master, like my hair, which is blond) absorbing my surroundings. 

He comes back in with a blanket and tosses it over me. A few confused sounds when he noticed the force field that prevents him from touching me how he intended to originally. 

“You must be freezing in that outfit,” he says. “Are you all right? Who are you?”

“My name is Zanthia. I’m a genie and your servant. You have three wishes, Master.”

Already I can tell that my desire to not fall in love with this one and to not be cumdrunk with stupid overdoing it is going to go just fine. This one’s a pushover. He’ll probably wish for, I don’t know—a new television, a nicer truck, and then an inheritance for his family. I’m already doing scans of his surroundings to prepare anything he may want to improve. 

“Three wishes? What kinds of wishes?”

“Any kind you like, Master. Your wish is my command.”

He thinks about this for a few minutes. He goes to the refrigerator, grabs a soda, and drinks silently, looking at me. I don’t think I’ve ever had a man look at me so critically before. Expectant, like. Normally men just get hard when they look at me.

They get hard as fuck, actually. Every man does. 

It’s kind of annoying, I’ll tell you, how hard he’s not getting. 

“Wishes, huh?”

“Yes, Master.”

“So I could wish for, I don’t know.” He points at his television, which still has tubes. “I could wish for a nice new television set, huh?”

“Naturally, Master. Is that your wish?”

I do my best not to yawn; I basically called this.

“No.” He shakes his head. “No, no. I couldn’t do that. I can just buy one, for god’s sake. I’m just being lazy.”

“How may I serve you, then, Master?”

“You’ve got a one-track mind, huh? You getting paid by the hour?”

“I’m not paid at all, Master, except for with your satisfaction.”

“I see.” He thinks briefly. “So you feel good when you’ve made me feel good, so you want to make me feel good faster so you can feel good sooner?”

“Something like that, Master.”

“I suppose men wish to sleep with you?”

He's smarter than he looks. “I tell them not to. That’s not allowed.”

“Really? With how you act? No offense, lady, but you’ve been eyeballing me hard since the second you showed up.”

I shrug. “I really like men, Master.”

For a moment, he paces across his living room. It seems foreign to him. He's not a man who varies from his routine. I have to wonder where he even got my lamp from. Maybe a junk sale? The constant indignity of my serene, regal, fuckwish-giving life is that I'm sold at a lot of swap-meets.

“What sorts of things do people usually wish for?”

“I’m sure you can imagine.” My magic has scanned his brain, his house, his life. I know now he’s fairly intelligent as well as ruggedly handsome. 

He ticks off his fingers. “Money. Women. Power.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Money, let’s see. I’m taken care of there. I had this settlement with the factory—”

“I know about it, Master. You don’t need to bring it up. I know it’s painful.”

He’s taken aback for a moment. “You know...?”

“I know lots of things about you, Master. More than you’d think.”

His wife died five years ago in a factory accident; he was paid a hefty sum in a settlement. Part of him still resents himself for taking the money, but the company didn’t do anything necessarily wrong. It was just a freak accident; his friends and lawyer told him to take the money, that his wife would have wanted him to. From what I can tell of her—reading through old emails of his, cycling through news reports and personnel files kept on the company’s computer—they’re right. She would have wanted him to be paid so he could be taken care of.

Listen—I work fast. The better I know him, the better my wishes can be. And he cottoned on quick—giving him good wishes is super important to me. And if all he wants is a television, then dammit, he’s going to get the best fucking television around. 

I’m good at what I do, got it?

“Okay, then. So, you know why I don’t care so much about women.”

Judging from a few folders on his computer—porn is healthy and hot! Masturbate, everybody!—and the files that his therapist keeps, that’s not so true. He had been emotionally exhausted, but he’s actually in a prime state for a new relationship. 

But, you don't establish a trusting relationship by contradicting someone right away.

“I see. And power?”

He pshaws. “Who the heck can bother? If you’ll pardon my French.”

“Yes. Master. You really can’t think of anything you want?”

“I mean, sure, there’s lots of things I want, but I can afford them if I really need them. Life has been okay to me. I’d feel guilty if I just spent a wish on something I wanted.”

I can’t help but run a finger down my cleavage. “There’s nothing at all I can tempt you with?”

He waves a hand. “I don’t know. Gosh. You’re really pretty and everything, but you said we can’t do anything about that, right? Besides, if I wish for you to have sex with me, jeez. That seems like it violates a whole lot of consent, doesn’t it?”

Who the hell is this Midwestern farmer who cares about enthusiastic consent? A first, for me. 

Of course, that's anecdotal—and you have to consider the source here. I'm usually begging men to ignore enthusiastic consent. 

“You could wish for someone you want to want to have sex with you,” I explain. “Magic doesn’t really care about consent.”

“Well, I do, for Pete’s sake!”

“Even if all they remember is wanting it? Even if they start burning with it? Even if they wake up and daydream about it constantly? Needing it. Aching for it. Begging for it. Centering their lives around it. Making their identities revolve around it...”

“You’re rather gorgeous, ma’am, but I’d appreciate it if you didn’t do that. It seems a bit improper.”

I had started touching my nipple in the excitement. It's firm, erect, and the size of a small raspberry.

“Sorry. I get carried away. It’s a trait of mine. I just really like the idea of Your Cock being...happy.”

“So all your wishes are sexual? I can’t wish for something nice for someone else?”

“Like what?”

He smiles, snapping his fingers in sudden realization. “All right, I’ve got these neighbors down the way. They’re about to lose their farm to the bank. I think that’s just awful, you know? The bank doesn’t have a choice. It’s in their contract and all that. And these ladies, they’ve worked hard there for ten years. It’s just the land didn’t pay out. Can you do anything about that?”

“Can I make a bank move money around and allocate more so some farmers can keep their land?” I would almost snort in derision if it weren’t so unladylike. “Yes, Master. That’s within my power.”

“You don’t have to be so sarcastic.”

“No, Master. Of course not, Master.”

“And none of that Master stuff either! That’s fucking weird. Cut it out. Just call me Charlie.”

“As you wish, Charlie.”

He huffs for a second. “Fine, I guess. I wish for that, then. I wish that Helga and Melinda got their farm back with no troubles and that that it all works out for them and they’re just pleased as punch about it.”

I take a moment to process this. It’s about as open-ended a wish as I’ve ever heard, and what makes it remarkable is that it’s open-ended in a way that I’m rather unfamiliar with. 

Like, someone will wish to be a Sex God, right? But I’m kind of tethered to my imagination and being carried away, so maybe they’re the kind of Sex God that has nine penises, or the kind that gets trapped in an ancient statue, or something like that. 

But this Master wants to...give someone else a nice life? 

And I have to admit, I’m a little annoyed how little he wants to fuck. 

Like, he’s annoyingly celibate. You know? It makes me feel bad for wanting to fuck as much as I do. 

Now, I’ve said I get carried away. So within the confines of his wish...I may have read deeply into the available leeway to create some interesting opportunities for my new Master. 

There’s a little rush of pleasure and excitement as I alter reality to make his wish come true. Money moving through bank accounts. Paperwork filled out. 

But also—critically—some genetics moved around. Some neurons re-wiring. 

More on that later; it’s complicated and requires my total attention. 

“As you wish, Master.”

His smile broadens. I feel my body heating up; his happiness makes me horny. 

“Wonderful. They’ve got it all?”

“They do. They’ll know about it tomorrow morning.”

“Super. Well.” He clapped his hands. “That’s a full night’s work, eh? It’s bed time.”

I look at the clock. It’s in the shape of a dog. “It’s...nine o’clock.”

He’s already walking back to his bed. “Welcome to farm life, missy!”

* * * * * 
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THE NEIGHBORS, HELGA and Melinda, have had a rough lot ever since they moved in to the rural town. They were both originally from farms in the South and moved to the big city to pursue wealth. Both had high-paying jobs at marketing firms and did well there for a number of years. Five years ago, they met and married, and decided to retire to a farm that resembled the one where both had grown up. They would grow easy cash crops like corn and potatoes for extra money and mostly live on their pensions. 

But two years ago, their pensions were gutted by the greedy boards of directors left in charge of their companies. Their investments plummeted. And this year, with the drought, the bank was threatening the land they owned because they could no longer pay the taxes. Each was living at the end of their rope—until last night, Master intervened and made their lives impossibly better. 

Well, he wished for it, and I made it happen, and I’m going to do such a phenomenal job of making their lives better that he’ll spend the rest of his life seeing how fantastic I am and be really, insanely happy about it—but who’s keeping score?

Helga and Melinda are, objectively, senior-aged women who aren’t necessarily built for farming work. The last several years have been hard on their bodies and their medical bills for back and hip pain have been stacking up. They dress in sturdy, practical clothing—standard lesbian fare of flannel and denim. 

Both are blonde; Helga looks more motherly of the two. She looks like she could be on the cover of Southern Living from a side-angle, standing over a flower pot with a genuine smile on her face. 

Melinda is prettier, but more severe. She looks very Big City pretty. Already quite thin before I even had anything to do with her, with longer hair and a penchant for expensive earrings and necklaces even when she’s working the land. Her collarbones and cheekbones form a beautiful geometric complex that is only heightened now that I’ve done some work. 

Yesterday morning, they were both in their late sixties. Today, they’re approaching low forties, and going down in age and up in beauty as they approach Master’s house. Melinda's sickly thinness is being rounded out in all the right places, while her waistline only shrinks. Helga's hips operate like those of a teenager and look like those of a really sexy young woman.

Farmers sleep pretty soundly and Master made no orders for me to do the same (and I don’t really need sleep, being what I am), so I spent all night away from him, in the Kares house silently and urgently fucking the minds of these two as I made their bodies younger, tighter, hotter, and sexier for Master. 

I will be appreciated, okay? He’s going to love me. I’m not going to love him, but that doesn’t mean he’s going to just treat me like some fucking loan officer, jeez! 

I’m a genie! Wish for a mountain made of chocolate! Wish for a robot made of televisions! Wish for a harem of gorgeous women who will do anything to make Your Cock happy! Have a little imagination!

I know that if I just show him what I can do, he’ll understand and we’ll get along just fine. 

Charlie wakes when they ring the door bell, groggy but alert. He’s used to waking early—and 6 AM is actually a little late for him.

“Oh,” he says, seeing me. “You’re still here.”

Not the response men usually give me, the unbelievably gorgeous scantily-clad wish-giving genie. I'm wearing what I've learned is a fantasy of his—a tight red dress in the style of 1950s femme fatales, and killer heels. I can't help but make the heels taller and sexier than anything that was available in the 50s—and of course, no underwear. 

He looks at me for a long time, his hand resting on his crotch. I know I'm making him hard—I can feel his erection stirring. Good.

“Would you put...would you put something decent on?” What I'm wearing is completely decent; he only thinks it's not because it speaks so strongly to his kinks. “I think I hear voices outside.”

“They can’t see or hear me,” I explain. “Only you.”

“Oh. Well. I guess I’m just crazy then. Did you do that wish I said?”

“Let’s find out.” I nod toward the front door.

He puts on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt and walks toward the door. Yesterday, he woke up with a pain in his foot that would have coalesced into a torn muscle if he continued to work (which, stubborn as he is, he would have). It's gone now. 

A Little Extra from me. I can't help myself. 

Helga and Melinda squeal like they’re in front of a rock star when he opens the door. They don’t wait for an invitation to come in, passing through my intangible body (which makes both of them deeply aroused; a byproduct of my magical nature) and circling around Charlie in the foyer. 

“Thank you!” 

“Thank you so much!”

They're hopping up and down. In their tight pants (getting tighter by the second; Master really likes women in tight jeans) and flannels, their youthful bodies advertise eager, sturdy fertility. 

Charlie is a bit puzzled by all of this. Two beautiful blond women are circling him and thanking him. He has to wait for a moment and really look at them before they start to become recognizable.

“Melinda?” he says, disbelieving. “Helga?”

“Duh!” says Helga. “You did it! Oh, Charlie, you really did it!”

“We brought you a cake!”

Melinda shows him the cake in the small upmarket tupperware she brought along. It’s a beautifully-made pineapple upside-down cake. It took them about five minutes to make, though they remember working for the full few hours. I may have helped with that. 

What? I’m supposed to wait to see my Master’s Cock sucked so they can make a cake? Now he can have his cake and they can all eat it too.

“I love pineapple upside-down cake. How did you know?”

“Do you?” Melinda shrugs. “We just guessed.”

Hint: I whispered in their ears. That’s the kind of awesome genie I am. 

He takes a moment to drink them in. Their skin is free of wrinkles. Their faces are more gorgeous than ever, jawlines pronounced and chins eagerly defined. Their eyes sparkle with desire, need, and admiration. 

They sit him down on the couch and crowd him on either side. The cake is placed on the coffee table. 

Their tits are younger by the minute, by the second, and becoming perkier as their bodies become tighter and smoother. Their faces younger, more lovely, even as their pheromones tie them to him. Instant, long-lasting, zero-decomposition love chemicals flood their brains as Master—my Master—becomes the only Man they have ever loved.

Helga puts a hand on his upper thigh. Melinda moans slightly as she sees it, and matches her. 

“Charlie,” Helga says, “we’re just so grateful for you.”

“It was nothing, girls. Er, uh, ladies. Really.”

He's looking wildly at them, at me. Trying to nod for me to get this to stop. Of course I won't without a direct order. I know what he needs. 

“Mmm. Call us girls.” Melinda's voice slinks to a low urgent drip. “I like that.”

Helga nods. “Me too. I like being called his little girl.”

“Ungh, yeah. That’s hot. Like his girlfriends? That’s hot too.”

“Oh, yeah. That’s sooo hot. Being the girlfriends of a stud like him? Gosh. We’d be so lucky if we were.”

Either of them are now young and gorgeous enough to easily walk the catwalk during New York Fashion Week without even an invitation. Their eyes are glazed over with open love. 

“Girls,” he says again, and then cuts himself off as they both moan. “Ladies, I mean. This feels...wrong. Don't you feel wrong?”

“I feel amazing,” says Helga. “I know it's because of you, Sir.”

“Sir.” Melinda nods, unbuttoning her flannel. It's quickly becoming sheer. I'm getting more and more turned the fuck on. “I like that. Sir. You're our Sir.”

They're both wearing tall heels now. Helga's tight jeans have become tight shorts and Melinda's have become a skintight denim skirt. Charlie sees these changes and his bulge grows and grows. I make it easier for him to get Hard, to stay Hard. 

I can't help myself. I need my Master to be happy.

“Sir,” says Helga, big blue eyes soaking him in. “Can we please suck you off to show you how grateful we are?”

“Yes, please? Can we, please Sir?”

Their hands are all over him. Melinda is grinding on one thigh. 

“I...girls. Please. I don’t think...I’m not sure you’re in your right mind.”

“I’m in my right mind. Helga, are you in your right mind?”

“I’m in such a right mind, Melinda. I’ve never been a mind more right than this.”

Melinda nods. “Like, see...darling. Sir? The thing is? I’m kind of in love with you?”

She has been the more outspoken and pushy of the two. Now she’s bashful, blushing. Her long fingers tracing lines on the thick, sexy bulge of his cock. Her forehead rests against his chin. 

Helga nods, whispering and nudging her head against his. “I am too, Sir. In love with you, I mean. I think I have been for a long time.”

“I think that’s probably why we ended up together,” says Melinda. “Like, as a kind of support group for how badly we wanted your Cock.”

“It’s all I can remember talking about with her.”

“It’s our favorite topic. We never get tired of thinking about Your Cock.”

Okay. So I may have fucked with their memories a little bit. But if it leads to really hot candid lovey-dovey confessions like this, isn’t it pretty well worth it?

He’s unzipped now, not stopping them in the slightest. He takes Helga's hand and guides it up on the head of his purple, straining Cock. 

“Oh man,” he moans.

Their hands are so soft and small compared to his Cock. He can't help but strain more, breath catching as they stroke him urgently. 

He's trying to think of his wife, trying to be faithful to someone who no longer exists. In the face of two gorgeous blondes cooing their love and admiration, the facade doesn't last. He's as loyal as his Cock, and his Cock is raging hard for them. 

“Please cum, sir? Please cum in us?”

Melinda nods, upping the ante. “Please cum on us.”

“Oh yes! Cum on us! Spray us with it! Please?”

I'm fingering myself as they plead, cooing with them. Feeding them lines. I want them to beg, want them to make him hard as fuck. He deserves it. He's my Master.

“Please, sir? You're so fucking big.”

“You're so important.”

“You've done everything for us. We just want to show how thankful we are.”

“Yes. We just want to tell you thank you for all you've done. We want to thank you with our bodies.”

“Spray your thanks all over us, sir. Please? We need it...”

“We need it so bad...”

They're stroking in perfect unison, sharing one orgasmic-needy mind. Their cunts vibrate with hot, spectacular aching, both of them drooling and salivating all over his Cock. 

Melinda can't wait anymore, and shoves her mouth down on his spectacular Cock. Then Helga follows suit, reaching in from the bottom and sliding her tongue up from his balls all the way to meet her wife's mouth. 

The two move up and down like this, still dancing like they've practiced this for years, one moving down while the other goes up and the other licking up while the other kisses up and so on and on. 

“Oh dang,” he moans. “Oh shoot. Oh—oh girls. Oh, l-ladies!”

His Cock shoots first into Helga's mouth. He cums harder and longer than he ever has before. His balls are larger now; his Cock larger. Little extras from me. He cums half a cup into Helga's throat before Melinda manages to push her wife off and take the rest, eagerly slurping down an incredible two more cups of hard, forceful jets of cum.

And it doesn't stop there. Even after she's had her feel, moving her mouth away, he continues to cum and spray their faces, spray their tits, spray their necks and clavicles and bodies. 

At the touch of his Cock, they had already started cumming themselves. Feeling him erupt—wave after wave of thick, virile seed that no doubt was soon going to stuff their hot young cunts full until they were so pregnant they wouldn't even be able to walk—is enough to send the two beauties into orgasm overdrive. 

Their crotches and hips gyrate madly as he cums and hot honey pours from their delicious pussies. When finally he stops, they do too, their bodies like pumping down slowly like the levers on a steam train pulling into station. 

Afterward, he staggers away from their sleeping, overwhelmed forms and over to me where I’m in a heady, cum-dazed state myself. I'm cumming all the time when he's hard—it makes it harder to stop myself from cumming more—and I'm doing my honest best to make sure he's hard constantly. He stops to get a piece of cake; I feel myself brimming over with pride.

“What in tarnation was that all about?” 

“You wished for them to be happy.” I point. “They’re kind of completely deliriously happy now. Whose happier than someone in love?”

“You made them that way.”

I shrug. “I make things all kinds of ways. It’s kind of what I do. I’m a genie. If you have any limits, you know...let me know. I’ll work with them.”

“You’re right. I should be more...more definite. Okay.”

He eats a piece of cake and then eats another. He pulls his laptop over to his breakfast table while he eats, struggling not to look at the snuggling, cooing forms of his two new lovers. 

After several minutes, he calls me over and points at his screen. 

“You see her?” 

He points to an article about a young high school swimmer in the area. I know she's just turned eighteen a few weeks ago.

“The pretty girl?” I got excited. “Yes, Master. How soon should you like her?”

“Hold on.” He shakes his head. “That’s not what I mean, okay? I don’t...I’m not...that’s illegal. She’s in high school!”

“That’s not illegal. She’s eighteen. Just because she’s a really hot senior at school doesn’t mean You can’t fuck her beautifully. You could fuck her until she’s bragging to all her hot friends what a stud You are, and then You could be knee-deep in hot pussy before You know it.”

“I...shut up. Gosh.”

He’s red-faced and clearly turned on. His Cock is ready to go again. Helga and Melinda stir from their cum-nap; they can feel their Master's need. 

“I don’t want to fuck her.” 

This is clearly a lie. I can practically taste the desire in his voice. The swimmer—her name is Jackie—is gorgeous. Hell, I want to fuck her.

“I want to help her. She’s got a state championship coming up. Scholarships. All of that. She’ll get to get out of this town and go on somewhere great. Or she would, except...” 

He points again  at the article. It explains how her ankle is shattered and probably needs a year or more to repair. 

“I want her body to be perfect. I want her to be able to pursue any goal she wants. That’s my wish.”

“Your wish, Master, is my command.”

Satisfied, he saunters back into the living room, and already I can sense his hard-on continuing to develop again the second he enters. Melinda pleads with him for a few moments and pulls him in for a long, loving, achingly beautiful kiss—the kind that could go on a movie poster—while Helga kneels down to his Cock and starts to suck. His resistance immediately fades; he's already loving this life.

A perfect body and pursuit of any goal she wants, he says. I kind of hate to say it, but Master isn’t really paying attention to the sort of woman I am, is he?

This swimmer—Jackie—is already clearly gorgeous and he’s clearly really attracted to her. Look at that wish! Look at what he’s asking for! Good lord! Good god!

Like—he’s almost making this too easy, right?

* * * * *
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YOU PROBABLY GUESSED this already but the next morning, Jackie Stover shows up at Master’s house in the morning in her absolute tightiest, skimpiest bikini (she has a few dozen really expensive ones now that I, errr...intervened on her behalf. She’s also wearing gorgeous sky-high heels: ankle booties from Alaia.)

It’s fun to watch him. And of course I've been watching him this whole time. I watched him all last night as Melinda and Helga fell even deeper in love with him, promised him the rest of their lives, and called him their Master. I watched him fuck them over and over again, his brain completely lost to the power of his Hard, Hard, Cock, fucking the brains out of the two urgently willing blondes who we had made his loveslaves.

At the tone of the doorbell, he frees himself from the softly urgent loving clutches of Melinda and especially Helga (she’s stubborn and sleepy, looking adorable with her perfect sexy sex-tousled golden hair). They moan after him, begging for His Cock to start their day. Wanting to suck him off for a third time since 4 AM before they leave the bed. 

They don't have much memory of a different kind of life. The walls of this house have become the walls of their brains; their lives in the big city are more like a rumor than a memory now. 

He staggers down the hallway. Not quite noticing yet that his body is younger, fitter, healthier than it has been in years. He's about four inches taller, with a rippling six-pack of abs and hard muscles that could pick up a tractor if he wanted to. 

He opens the door. Sees Jackie there, rotates his eyes to heaven, shakes his head, and waves her into the living room in surrender. 

“I just had to see you,” she says, strutting and posing. “You mean so much to me, Master. May I call you Master?”

“Sure,” he says. “Why not?”

He’s looking at me now while I slowly finger my cunt in the corner. I'm completely naked except for the pair of high heels I'm wearing and the luxurious jewelry I've decked myself out in. I can’t help but finger my cunt. I made Jackie super fucking hot. She was hot before—swimmer, teenager, beauty queen—but now she’s a stunner. She’s beyond scorching and downright immolating. 

He wished for her to have a perfect body. Her fat percentage is utterly perfect—enough to sculpt her body without appearing shredded like a bodybuilder, and not so much that she's lost all her gorgeous swimmer's tone. Her tits have ballooned in size to a 36D, utterly buoyant and barely contained inside of her stylish bikini. Her hair, long and sensationally thick, flows down to her ass in waves. She looks like a mermaid from a painting, except with legs that are nine miles long. 

“I just woke up,” says Jackie. “And my body was completely healed. And I knew it was because of you! I don’t know how you did it, but I know it was you. And you’re so, so handsome, and I just...I want to serve you.” She’s staring at his cock now. Her words becoming slurred as her mouth fills with drool. “I want to serve your Cock.”

“Those are the magic words,” Melinda announces, walking into the living room. Helga trails after her. “Have you managed to ensnare another woman with Your Cock, Master?” Melinda slides up on his body, her hands snaking into his boxers and stroking his already quite hard Cock. “Ummph. And she’s so fucking hot, too. God. Is that a swimsuit and heels? Is that what we should be wearing? Would you like that, Master? You deserve to have us all however you like.”

Helga slides onto his other arm, kissing his shoulder and neck. “You deserve to have us however you like, Sir. You’re so handsome and strong. Can we watch her suck Your Cock? Can we watch You fuck her? We know You need to.”

Master looks beside himself in lust, frustration, and confusion. All three women are begging him to do the same thing that his Cock is begging him for. Their willingness is plain on their faces. 

I'm such a hot fucking genie for Him. I'm such a good servant. I care about Him so much. Gosh, I just want him to be happy!

“She’s so fucking pretty,” says Melinda. 

“Yes,” says Jackie. “I’m so pretty. I’ve been the state beauty queen three years in a row. Won’t you fuck me, Daddy?”

“Uh...uh. Uh. Dang.”

“Oh, he likes that, baby girl,” Melinda purrs to Jackie. “He likes to be called Daddy.”

Helga whispers soft. “Is that what You like, Daddy? Do you like for pretty girls to call You Daddy? Can I call You Daddy? Can I stroke Your Daddy Cock, Master, and make You hard?”

Jackie has some serious fucking Daddy issues. Her own father left when she was very young and every boyfriend or crush she's had since then—and this is all real, not just my machinations—has been older than her. So, making her fall deeply in love with a vibrantly handsome totem of Masculinity like Charlie was relatively easy. 

He already is, after all, all the things that are good about masculinity—strong, capable, reliable. I just reattached all those needy feelings Jackie had to Him.

And...You know. Then quickly did the same thing to Melinda and Helga. 

But he's not quite ready for it all yet.

“I...I...dang.” He shakes his head. “I want some time alone. All three of you...take care of each other for a second. Just don’t...don’t leave the house.”

“No need to worry about that,” says Melinda.

They saunter into the living room as Master leads me out onto the porch. Jackie's clearly disappointed, but her disappointment fades as she, Melinda, and Helga engage in a long and thrilling conversation about all the ways their Daddy's Cock is the best in the world. 

“It's really fantastic,” says Helga. “He totally wants to fuck you, don't worry.”
“Really?” says Jackie. “I want to be so pretty for him. Only for him, though. Other guys like, don't exist anymore to me. I just want to suck him and serve him and make him happy...”
“Us too,” Melinda nods. “It's so cool that we get to do it together...”

They laugh and giggle; each of them feels just about the same age. Two days ago, Melinda and Helga would have had as much in common with a radiator as they would with Jackie. Now they're practically sisters.

Outside, Master stands mostly naked except for his shirt (Helga pulled his boxers off entirely so she could stroke his Cock while he ogled Jackie). It’s a bit cold outside and he’s liable to catch a chill.

I decide to make it slightly warmer around him. That’s all, though.

Okay, it’s permanently whatever temperature makes him whatever the most comfortable around him. But that’s all.

And okay, he’s immune to every disease and sickness ever, just in case. But that’s just in case and that’s all! 

“I suppose you’re to blame for this,” he says. 

“What makes you think that?”

“W-What do you think what do I think? Gosh dang, woman, I’m losing my temper with you! I’m about ready to spit!”

I nod inside, where Melinda is teaching Jackie how to french kiss exactly how her new Daddy will like. “They won’t spit, just so you know. They’re committed swallowers.”

“Oh, I’m sure. Very clever. Haha.”

“Not a joke.”

He reddens slightly. “All the same. Gosh dang. I just—you know what I mean! Jackie! Yesterday she’s the top of her class and now she wants to serve my johnson?”

“Your Cock. Please. Johnson is so...undignified.”

“I’ll call it a Christmas Apple if I want! It’s my Cock, dang it!” He huffs. “Dang it. Now you got me going. Dang.”

He’s hard as fuck. Hard as a crowbar. God, I want to make him happy. Precum spills on the wood of the porch, streaming from his cock.

“You seem upset, Master. I’m very sorry.”

“Well undo it! Undo all of it! I don’t want slaves! For god’s sake, what do I want with a slave?”

I look at the gorgeous Jackie in his living room, now posing and dancing, much to Helga and Melinda’s finger-fucking delight. They're rather in love with her, already positioning her as better than them and therefore more Worthy of Master's Cock.

I did set it up this way. They were made sexier by me, but Jackie was already sexier. It only makes sense to me that she has more privileges. 

I cock an eyebrow. “Ridiculously good sex?”

“You’ve got a one-track mind.” He puts a hand to his forehead. “How do I get rid of them?”

“You can wish them away,” I said. “Wish them not to be your slaves. But you’ve said you’re really concerned about their happiness. And they’re really happy to serve. You’ll just have to make them serve someone else. Or not remember you. Those are all kinds of different wishes, or one very complicated wish with a lot of room for interpretation.”

“Oh.” He shakes his head, looking me up and down. “For Pete’s sake. You’re impossible.”

“I know. I wish we could fuck too.”

“That’s not what I mean! I mean, dang it.” He shakes his head. “What am I supposed to do about all that in there?”

“You could try fucking her,” I say. “Maybe she’ll calm down afterward and you can try talking some sense into her.”

“Will that work?”

Nope. Absolutely not. It’ll just make her crazier about him. 

I decide to answer without truly answering. I've no obligation to tell the truth, after all. 

“It’s worth a shot, don’t you think? Don’t you want to fuck her?”

He sighs and walk back inside. Shoulders slumped. Head down. You’d think I’d sentenced him to death. 

Jackie squeals with delight as he enters the living room, clapping her hands and wrapping her arms around his neck. Melinda and Helga crowd around them both, cheering them on.

“Gosh, she's so pretty, Sir.”

“She's practically perfect.”

“Is she your girlfriend now?”

“Oh gosh. Is that it? Am I your girlfriend now?”

Jackie kisses him eagerly and pulls herself up by his neck so that her legs wrap around his waist. They're long and bare and delicious. His hands attach to her ass—thick and globular—and I make him strong enough to support her weight easily, but that’s all.

Also like ten years younger so that they’re not such a mixed match. But that’s all.

Okay, strong enough to lift a pick-up truck with one hand, because what if someone tries to fuck with him or Jackie because of how gorgeous I made her? But that’s all.

Also Jackie and Melinda and Helga are all respectably strong and durable now so he doesn’t crush them when he fucks the shit out of them like I know he’s going to do.

But that’s all.

Really.

Plus he's four inches taller because height differences between a Man and hot babes makes my cunt completely squirmy. 

That's it!

“Please, Daddy?” she moans in his ear. “I need a prom date. Please?”

“I can’t be your Prom Date.”

I notice particularly he doesn’t tell her to stop calling him Daddy.

“Why not, Daddy?”

His Cock surges against her. It pushes out between her ass cheeks; her entire body is resting on top of it. He's so strong all around that if he let go of her, his Cock all by itself would be able to hold up her thin, tit-heavy body. 

“I...I’m too old for you. I’m too old for that. They’ll laugh. It’s ridiculous.”

“If anyone laughs, you’ll just beat the shit out of them.” She kisses his neck. “While I stroke you and cheer you on. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Cum spurts from His Cock. He's so ready to fuck her. Melinda and Helga moan, mindless already from seeing his pleasure. In their orgasmic throes, they cling to his body harder. Milk begins to spill from their heavy tits; I can't help myself. I need them to be everything he needs. I need them to lubricate his sex with this teenage goddess. 

“You're so beautiful...” he whispers at Jackie, holding her tighter than ever. “You're sure that's what you want? You're sure this is what you want?”

She smiles with every part of her being. It's an earnest, eager smile that starts from behind her fucking soul, reaching into the universe with all the pleasure she can muster. “Yes, Sir...Yes, Daddy.” She kisses him softly and tenderly. “Yes, Master.”

His Cock surges and Cums again, spilling onto Melinda and Helga's heels. 

“Master,” they moan together. 

“Do you like that?” Jackie asks. “Do you like if I call you Master?” 

He clearly does, nodding and twisting around. He takes them to his bedroom—carrying Jackie with Melinda and Helga trailing behind. He's been fucking the two blondes for hours and hours and he's still got plenty of stamina for this hot new cunt—just like a real Man should. 

He throws her down on the bed and right away her legs spread wide open for him. 

“Please, Daddy?”

Melinda and Helga get down before him, holding Jackie tight between their bodies. Their milk dripping all over her hot young body. 

“She can't get away, Master.”

Jackie squirms in their grip, which is ironclad. Both their hands go to her neck, choking her and pinning her down as Master spreads her legs wide. 

“She can't move. She can't escape. She'll be yours forever.”

His Cock is spurting cum all over her entrance, pulsating and leaking honey. Jackie nods, urging him on, her heels clicking behind his ass.

With one movement he's all the way inside her. His thick rod is so enormous that I can see it bulging inside of her tiny ripped abdomen. 

“She can't get away, Master,” Melinda moans. 

“Can never get away,” Helga nods, leaking milk across Jackie's heavy tits. “Yours forever. Marked forever.”

He fucks her hot virgin cunt with his unprotected Cock, brilliantly hard and yet still somehow cumming all the while, no doubt getting her brilliantly pregnant. His muscles contort and flex, their hands running up and down the majesty of his masculinity. 

“Good lord,” he groans. “You're so tight.”

“Tight for You, Master,” the blondes moan. 

Jackie tries to nod, to agree with them, but she's totally gone. Her mind is blanking out on pure ecstasy, more powerful than any drug on the planet. Master's cum shoots the equivalent of ten million pounds of pure heroin into her consciousness and all she understands are the hands on her throat, the milk leaking down on her, and the enormous Cock fucking up her pathetic reality with load after load of babymaking, orgasm-forcing cum. 

Her body, meanwhile, knows just how to react to his godly Cock. It writhes and grinds, pumping up and down in time with his thrusts, delivering maximum pleasure on automatic as her personality is washed away with wave after wave of pleasure and cum. 

When finally he exits her gorgeous young body, she's transformed. She's more gorgeous than ever, tighter and more toned, her tits bigger—leaking milk heavily inside of her barely-there bikini—her lips poutier and sexier, her eyes bigger. A being purely meant for sexing up an incredible masculine Master. 

This transformation—a Little Extra from me—clearly only turns him on more. Seconds after pulling out, he pushes into Melinda and the cycle continues. Now Helga and Jackie—quickly recovering after seeing the singularity that is Pure Orgasmic Energy—rotate to one side and pin

Melinda down. They tell him all he needs to hear:

“She'll never leave you, Master. She's yours forever.”

“Yours forever. All of us. Yours forever.”

I'm cumming like mad, knowing I'm giving my Master exactly what he needs. It's barely 9 AM, and I'm doing my honest best to make all his wishes come true. 

* * * * * 
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AT NIGHT, WHEN THE girls are finally exhausted—after eight straight hours of glorious fucking—he waves me over. He turns on a light from the bedside table so we can see each other. 

“Make it so they can’t hear me talk to you,” he mouths to me. Of course I understand. 

“Yes, Master. Done.”

All three of them are nuzzling each other, moaning softly, like a pile of hot cooing laundry. 

“This is all you,” he points a finger at me. “These girls. Going crazy for my...for my Cock!”

My pussy pulses when he says the word. 

“Of course.”

“Well, I can’t have it! They’re all turning into twisted versions of you! All Cock-obsessed and crazy for sex and...and...”

“And utterly devoted to making You hard and happy at all times? Cooking you meals? Making you wealthier and younger?”

“I...I...” he shakes his  head. “This kind of debauch never has a happy end. You just mess up people’s lives and then run away. But what happens to them?”

“They’re all rather happy,” I say. “The ones who are still alive.”

“Who is not still alive?”

“I’ve been a genie for thousands of years, Master. Not everybody wishes to be immortal.” I pause. “Do you want to be immortal?”

His Cock pulses. Jackie, right there on his crotch already, is barely conscious, but automatically she moans and slurps more of him down. 

“Well, I’m not having anymore of it, you hear? I want you out of my life. How do I make you leave?”

Not a request I’m accustomed to. Usually I make men so happy. I feel like crying, but I won't give him the satisfaction.

“After your last wish, after I see it through, I return to the lamp and leave your life.”

“Fine then. I already know my last wish. This town’s been hit by a drought for months now. I want the drought over. I want the harvest to be bountiful and fertile. I want everyone happy. And I don’t want any wives leaving their husbands or girlfriends leaving their boyfriends for me, and I don’t want any more slaves. For god’s sake. Three is enough.”

* * * * *
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“YOU CAN’T BE SERIOUS.”

I really, really am. But then, when it comes to Master’s Cock, and his pleasure, and his happiness, I’m usually serious. I have a great time doing what I do, but that doesn’t mean I’m not serious about it. 

“I don’t know what you mean, Master.”

Don't think I haven't noticed him no longer correcting me about calling him Master. He likes it. It makes his Cock surge every time. 

He’s standing at the front door of his house. Helga and Melinda are in the kitchen, teaching Jackie how to make a man’s breakfast. Steak and eggs and bacon; they don’t have to worry about the cholesterol. They don’t really have to worry about anything—their health will be outstanding for as long as they live. Master said to make them happy, after all, and it’s easier for anyone healthy to be happy.

It’s also easier for Master to be happy if all three of his chosen sex slaves are decorated in jaw-dropping lingerie and addicted to wearing really high heels; so of course, they’re doing that while they make him breakfast. Tits on display, leaking milk. Long legs shining, hair perfectly tousled and hot. 

The kissing and finger-fucking and moaning and eager droplets of heavy milk into his eggs are just extras. They’re so turned on and breeding so much arousal between the three of that Master, exposed to the cold morning air, sports a massive hard-on. 

Of course that might also be the way that I’ve been slowly modifying his genetics to extend his erections, eliminate his refractory period, enlarge his cock and balls, and essentially make him a walking, living, breathing sperm factory. 

I might be starting to get carried away. 

It starts like this: he wants to cum in Jackie again, because uh, duh, she’s a teenage goddess and he never got to fuck anyone like her when he was in high school.

But his Cock needs at least another ten minutes before he can. Well, that’s no good, is it? So I speed things up a bit.

But right after he fucks her, I see the way he’s looking at Helga as she dutifully cleans off his cock and the heady, hot glaze of his cum all across her tits as Melinda massages them with long nimble fingers. 

So he wants to fuck them. How can he not? But it’s only been two minutes since he came, and it’ll be eight more minutes before he’s ready...so why not help him a little?

And so on. And so on...ungh. 

So now he might have the body of a virile twenty-five year-old pornstar hunk even though he’s technically somewhere in his fifties. Maybe. 

Maybe definitely. 

What Master is telling me I can't be serious about has nothing to do with his amazingly hard body and his perfect Cock, however. What he's looking at is outside of his house.

Outside, patiently waiting for him to wake up, are the rest of the town and also the town itself, all of which have been transformed radically by his wish yesterday. 

“You said,” I begin, “and I quote, ‘I want the harvest to be bountiful and fertile. I want everyone happy. I don’t want any lives leaving their husbands or girlfriends leaving their boyfriends for me, and I don’t want any more slaves.”

The entire population of the town—all thirty-six of them besides Master, Jackie, Helga, and Melinda—are holding a giant banner that says, “We Love You Charles!” and “We’re Yours To Command, Charlie!” and “Anything You Say, Charles!” and “Thank You, Charles!”

I have different moods, and what kind of bountiful nature is the most beautiful changes between them. Sometimes it’s tropical, sometimes it’s rainforest, sometimes it’s temperate, sometimes it’s snowy...

So I kind of went with all of it? There’s now a giant mountain in the edge of town to corral the weather so it’s always beautifully warm. If Master wants to experience the cold—maybe his girls in fur coats and tight leggings and sweater dresses—he can take them up to a cabin in the mountain. 

There might already be a door in his house, right next to the pantry, that leads right to the cabin, because teleporting is fun and I want Master to have the best available. 

There's also massive redwood trees creating a terrific canopy leading into the front of his home. The entrance to his property is an arch carved through a living redwood who is completely pleased to be serving in this way. Massive ferns and vines intertwine around the property, producing delicious gourds and roots that exist nowhere else on earth. 

This kind of scenery repeats itself property after property for the entire fifty square miles of the town of Benediction. There is, conveniently, an illusion in place guarding the town from anyone flying over or driving through, and a heavy suggestion that nothing there is worth investigating. 

It will all belong entirely to Him, and Him alone, forever.

“Exactly!” He comes close to shouting. “So how do you explain all of this?”

He waves his hand at the congregation of worshipers outside. 

“They’re not your slaves,” I explain. “They just really, really, really want to do every last thing you say. And to obey you unconditionally. And to spend their entire waking life worshiping the ground you walk on and adoring Your Cock and making sure that You’re Happy and Hard.”

“How is that any different from them, then? Aren't they slaves?” 

He points at the kitchen. Helga is on her knees, eating out Jackie while she tries desperately to both cum and stir the eggs in the frying pan. Melinda makes out furiously with the teen beauty while shoving her wife’s head into Jackie’s cunt harder and harder. Jackie, though, has eyes only for Master—staring at him and beckoning him to come join them.

“Well.” I shrug. “They can’t refuse. Even if they wanted to. Which they couldn’t. They,” I point at the crowd, “can refuse. They just...don’t want to. Ever.”

“And where are all the dang men?”

“Oh, that.” I smile a bit sheepishly. “Okay. So, that one I may have gotten over-exuberant on.”

“You didn’t...kill them, did you?” He shakes his head. “Good lord. I know that dark stuff makes you aroused, but you can’t...”

“No!” I shake my head. “I didn’t! They’re there. I just can’t remember who they are. And neither can they. Everyone’s name has kind of...changed.”

“Wait.” He gestures. “Some of those women were men?”

“Kind of. Not really.” I bite my lip. “Not in a way they’d remember. So, you said to make sure no women left their husbands or boyfriends. So I had to make sure there were no husbands or boyfriends to leave. But that means changing their entire life stories, just a little bit. So I just...thought it was easier to completely restart everyone’s life from the beginning.”

He takes a moment to process this. Meanwhile, his Cock is spurting precum all over his floor. There's a hot wave of lust in the air, a constant breeze that pushes it all toward him—all the hot cunts of the gathered town wet entirely just for Him.

“As girls?”

“As really hot girls who have literally always been in love with you. You’re like...gosh. Imagine it’s like, the stone ages, okay? And you’re The Beatles. Giving a live performance every night to spectacularly hot cave women who have never heard any other music or seen any other act ever. That’s how they think about you. They’ve been waiting their whole lives for right now, this very moment, to come to your house and express to You how much they love and adore You, Master.”

His Cock continues to spurt and stream. There’s so many gorgeous women outside. They’re close enough now to his house that he can make out individual features. Their striking faces. How young they all are. The heaviness of their gorgeous tits, all of them swollen with milk.

“They’re fertile for You, Master,” I explain. I can barely contain my lust as I see his Cock dripping precum all over the floor. My lust becomes their lust—the lust of the girls in the house, of the girls outside. “Just like you asked. The town is fertile now, forever. They’ll all carry your seed.”

“All of them,” he says, putting a hand to his Cock. He rubs the precum around the head and starts to slowly circle and stroke. We all—myself, the girls in the house, all the girls in the town—moan and gasp and touch ourselves in one collective display of lust and love. “Fertile. For me.”

“For You, Master,” I explain. “Just like You deserve.”

He walks outside, staggering. Jackie, Melinda, and Helga follow him. They left breakfast burning, so of course I help out and fix it—turning off the burners and preparing an eternally warm breakfast until he's ready to eat, waiting for him at his table.

Outside, the breeze of lust is even stronger. The moans of the town are audible. He looks out at them, stunned and turned on.

His Cock is so enragingly Hard that he's having trouble thinking. 

“Like I deserve,” he says.

“You made this town fertile.” 

He's looking right at me now. He's so powerful and strong. “I made it...fertile.” 

I'm close to cumming. God, he's so amazing. I Love him, I truly do. I didn't want to but I do.

“No one else did it. It was you. Only you. You wished it. You had the power. They owe you.”

“They...owe me.”

Precum spills heavily on the porch. A few daring souls from the crowd crawl up, alternating between smiling, moaning, fingering, and licking their lips. 

“They’re all in love with you. You’re responsible for them. You’re responsible for the whole town.”

“Responsible. Yeah.”

“You have to take care of them, Master. They need Your Cock. Won’t You take care of them?”

Three of the prettiest townswomen—and they’re all fabulously pretty, I really did good work—are on his porch steps now.

“They'll never leave me,” he says. “They need me.”

“They'll never leave you,” I reassure him. “They can't die, Master. They're yours, forever.”

“Ungh.”

One is a redhead with delicate porcelain skin. She’s short and actually one of the few of his new lovers who aren’t that busty. Her name is Regina; she's wearing powder blue lingerie and heels.

Then there’s Angela, whose complexion is dark, like her eyes. She's in a cheerleader outfit and tall thigh-high boots. 

Finally, there’s Cat—who will only ever go by Cat—the tallest of the three and also the bustiest, and perhaps also the slimmest. She’s in the middle, taking the lead, beckoning for Master to come to her. She's not wearing anything at all except for a lustful look. He goes for her first, pulling her in for a deep kiss. 

Right away she's swept away with the hardest, most impossible feelings of Love that anyone has ever experienced. Every poem, every play, every novel, every everything that has ever been thought about Love and has been True and Good fills her entire soul and she feels it just for Him. Their kiss is the purest expression of that Love that there has ever been. 

The rest of the Town feels it too—this pure love. That includes Jackie and the blondes, on their knees behind their Master and already pulling him backward so Cat can climb on top of his massively hard Cock and start riding him. 

Before Master knows it, he's on a bed of hot titflesh. Tits he's never felt before are aching against him, pulsing and leaking milk. Honey leaks all over him from a dozen different cunts trying to rub against him. It's kind of like a reverse-riot—a pure expression of utmost adoration and purpose. 

Master cums and cums again, each cum matched by an equal and escalating cum from the rest of the crowd. They're cumming because he cums, because he has cum, because he will cum, because his cum exists. 

He looks up after a while and sees that it's no longer Cat on top of him, but some beautiful dark-skinned girl he's never even seen before. He doesn't know her name, and before he can even ask, she's begging for his cum, proclaiming how much she loves and needs him, needs his babies. 

He's milked for his cum lovingly, filling her and the next her and the next her—banging his way through big-titted young baby factory bimbos who only exist to grind their cunts for Daddy. 

“Master!” the entire town moans in angelic chorus. “Master! Master!”

The whole fucking town is for him.

You could say they go to fucking town on him.

In all the chaos of sex and tits and pussies and milk, he looks over at me. A big-hipped Latina beauty is making out madly with Jackie on top of his Cock. Underneath him, Melinda makes out with a blonde who she doesn't know is Helga. Later on they'll laugh about it and become best friends. I make a quick Little Extra to make them all wives who have known each other for years.

“Zanthia?” he says to me, directly. Not caring that they don’t know who he’s talking to.

“Yes, Master?”

“This is...this is great. Thank you.”

He means it. He's found his purpose. He's happy with this hot fucking town.

It feels like my whole soul orgasms all at once. I nearly faint from the instant, aching, needy pleasure that strikes through my entire body, like a lightning bolt of pure orgasm repeatedly shoving up and down inside my hot immortal cunt. Ever since I arrived here I’d been edging, needing to hear him thank me for my work for him. 

There is nothing—nothing—hotter than that to me. Being appreciated. Others showing gratitude for me. I’m so fucking horny and satisfied all at once. The overwhelming need I have to bring him pleasure, pleasure, pleasure, all the time more pleasure, is finally sated. 

For now. 

And now that it has, and now that his wishes are complete, my work is done. 

I feel myself pulled back in the lamp again, like I always am...to wait for my next Master and make more dreams come true.

# # #
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