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A hot preview…

Clarissa walked over to me and cupped my chin in her hand as I looked down at her fertile pussy. She gripped my cock, pointing it at her pussy.

"Claim me," she said. "I want you to fill me with your seed, Harry." She rubbed my cock with her silken hands, and I could feel the warmth of her pussy taking me in, wrapping tight around me, holding back my cock.

Her pussy was tight and warm, and I had never been deeper in a pussy in my entire life. I could feel her heartbeat through the walls of her pussy, and my cock throbbed inside her. I started to pound her, hard and fast, and she began to fuck me back, matching my rhythm, working my cock with her warm pussy.

I grabbed her by the waist and slammed her against a tree as I fucked her. She cried out in pleasure as I rammed my cock into her tight little pussy, fucking her hard, pounding with everything I had. She gripped my cock as she came on my dick, and I felt her pussy squeeze me tight, milking me as her juices ran down my cock.

"You're so big, Harry. Fuck me, Harry. Don't stop fucking me!"

The Magic Drink: Part IV

After I had sex with Rachel and Fiona, I had technically earned two more "notches" to my bedpost.  But in reality, I was becoming more confident, more capable in my role as a powerful alpha male.  In fact, I found that I no longer needed Love Whiskey to perform. 

I decided to ask Clarissa more about the drink.  If, in fact, it would completely alter my personality forever, or if there was a price to it.  

But when I went to find her a few days after the party, she was gone.  Her whole house was abandoned.  

What the hell happened? I wondered.  I walked inside, looking for clues.  

The place was a mess. It looked like someone had ransacked the entire house. Furniture was overturned, and glass was shattered everywhere. I walked up to her bedroom and found her suitcase lying open in the middle of the floor. It was empty. I rummaged through her closet, but all her clothes were gone. Even her shoes were missing from the rack. It was as if she had fled the scene in a hurry.

I looked around, trying to find any kind of clue, but there was nothing. I couldn't shake off the feeling that something was off. Clarissa was a mysterious woman, and I had always thought that there was something more to her than meets the eye. Maybe it was just my imagination, but I couldn't help but feel like she was hiding something.

As I was about to leave, I spotted a small piece of paper lying on the floor. It had some strange symbols drawn on it, and I couldn't make sense of it. But then I recognized them: the same symbols I had seen tattooed on Lauren's shoulder.

What the hell? I frowned. She'd said it was her boyfriend's number, or something like that. But that couldn't be right. Why would that same symbol be on a piece of paper in Clarissa's house?

To my knowledge, they didn't even know each other.

My mind raced with possibilities. Could there be a connection between Lauren and Clarissa? Was this all just a coincidence, or was there something more sinister at play? I knew I had to find out more.

I decided to pay Lauren a visit and see if she knew anything about the symbols. When I arrived at her apartment, she opened the door and greeted me with a warm smile and a long, deep kiss. She was wearing a silk robe that barely covered her curves, and I couldn't help but feel a twinge of desire. It took all my willpower not to tear her robe off and ravage her, but I knew I had to find some answers.

"Hi, what brings you here?" she asked, her voice like a purr.

"I need to ask you something," I said, trying to keep my focus.

"Sure, come on in," she said, stepping aside to let me in.

I walked into her living room, which was dimly lit with candles. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine.

"What's the matter?" she asked, sitting on the couch beside me.

"I found a piece of paper in Clarissa's house with the same symbol that's on your shoulder tattoo. Do you know anything about it?" I asked, trying to sound casual.

Lauren's expression changed from relaxed to guarded. "What symbol?" she asked, her tone defensive.

I showed her the pice of paper.

Lauren's face turned pale, and she looked away. "I don't know anything about that," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

I knew she was lying. "Come on, Lauren. What's going on? Is this something dangerous?"

Lauren hesitated for a moment before finally speaking. "It's a symbol for a secret society," she said, her voice shaking. "I shouldn't have gotten involved with them."

"You said it was your boyfriend's number." I was annoyed that she had lied, but more concerned for Clarissa's wellbeing now. "What kind of society are we talking about?

Lauren took a deep breath and began to explain. "It's called the Order of the Serpent. They're a secret society that's been around for centuries. They have their own set of rules and a hierarchy. Clarissa was a member, and so was I, but I left. They don't take kindly to traitors."

"Why did you leave?" I asked, my curiosity piqued.

"They wanted me to do something...something I couldn't do. Something that went against everything I believed in." Lauren's eyes filled with tears. "Clarissa was the one who recruited me. She was...different. She made it seem like it was all worth it, that we were part of something greater. But it was all a lie. She used me, and she probably used you too."

"What do you mean?" I asked, feeling a sense of dread wash over me.

"I don't know for sure, but I think she was after something. Something that Love Whiskey could help her get."

"Wait - so you know about Love Whiskey?" I asked, stunned. "Did you know all along I was using it?"

She nodded. "I was the one who asked you to come back home with me that night. You were kind of drunk and dazed, so I thought I should take care of you."

So that explains the gap in my memory, I thought. Yet, some pieces were still missing. Why couldn't I remember how I'd met Lauren?

"But why can't I remember how we met?" I asked, my mind racing with questions.

Lauren looked away, her expression changing to one of guilt. "I'm sorry...I had to erase your memory."

"What? Why?" I demanded, my anger rising.

"Clarissa ordered me to do it. She said it was the only way to keep you from finding out about the Order. I didn't want to, but she threatened me," Lauren explained, her voice shaking.

"She asked me to take you home with me that night," Lauren continued. "She said you were the key to unlocking something...something important."

"What could I possibly have that's so important?" I asked, feeling a knot in my stomach.

"I don't know," Lauren said. "But I do know that Clarissa was desperate for it. She would do anything to get it."

"What could Love Whiskey possibly do for her?" I asked, still trying to wrap my head around all of this.

"I don't know exactly, but I heard her talking to some of the other members about a ritual. Something that required a lot of power. And a prime alpha male as the chosen leader."

I felt a chill run down my spine. "And you think she wanted me to become that prime alpha male, so she could use me for this ritual?"

Lauren nodded. "I think she saw something in you, something that made you a perfect candidate for whatever she was planning. And I think she used Love Whiskey to manipulate you into doing her bidding."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. I had always thought Clarissa was a mysterious woman, but I never suspected that she could be involved in something like this. "What do we do now?" I asked, feeling a sense of urgency.

"We have to find out what she's planning, and stop her," Lauren said. "It's the only way."

With that, we decided to get ready for our trip. We quickly gathered what little supplies we had – a few bottles of water, some trail mix, flashlights and a knife – and packed them into a small backpack. Neither of us knew what might lie ahead, but I figured we should be prepared.

Meanwhile, I gathered my laptop and some extra items I might need: binoculars, maps, compass and matches.

Then it was time to go. I grabbed my passport off the shelf while Lauren made sure she had all her documents in order. We both inhaled deeply as we looked at each other, feeling the gravity of what lay ahead.

"This is going to be dangerous," Lauren said, putting her hand on my arm. "I'm sorry I got you into this mess, Harry."

I cupped her cheek and she leaned into my touch. "It was worth it to meet you," I said. "That night between us was incredible."

She smiled up at me, and as I leaned in to kiss her, she met my lips. Her arms went around me and our kiss became passionate.

"Fuck me, Harold," she whispered. "If this could be the last time, I want to remember it."

I slowly removed her clothes, exploring every inch of her skin as goosebumps formed on her body in anticipation. I moved her toward the bed, kissing her urgently. She was hot and wet, as my fingers found her pussy. 

I slipped two fingers inside her, feeling her body tremble with need. She was already so wet, and her pussy clenched around my fingers as I slid them in and out. I turned her around and pushed her back onto the bed, and climbed on top of her. I pushed my cock inside her, filling her up completely. She gasped in delight at the sudden intrusion.

Lauren reached up to grab the bed sheets as I thrust in and out of her. She was moaning in pleasure and I gripped her hips tight, riding her hard, my cock pulsing with desire. I wanted her to come before I did, and I thrust harder and faster as I reached down to rub her clit. She started to shake, as her climax drew near. "Yes, that's it, Lauren. Come for me baby," I whispered in her ear, as I watched her face twist in pleasure.

"Oh God, Harold! I'm coming," she moaned, as I felt her pussy contract around my cock.

She was so tight as she orgasmed, I thought I might explode, but I held off as I drove my cock in and out of her, over and over again, until she was fully spent. I continued to thrust, and soon I came too. Huge thick jets of semen splashed into her womb, and I coated her insides with my powerful seed.

I moaned out in pleasure as I released inside her. As my orgasm subsided, I pulled out slowly and collapsed next to her, knowing we didn't have long to rest before we had to continue our quest.

She kissed me long and deep. "Even if we don't make it through this, I'm happy that we got to sleep together." She smiled at me.

"So am I." I returned her smile.

The thought of dying did cross my mind, but I refused to give in to it. There was something between me and Lauren that I had to discover...and I wanted to find out.

I'm not going to let Clarissa sabotage us.

Leaving New York City behind, we boarded a flight heading west...toward the heart of the wild. It was our best best to find Clarissa. We had only a few leads Lauren had pieced together from emails the two had sent, and so we were heading to Nevada.

As I looked over at Lauren in the seat next to me on the plane, I saw her gazing out of the window, taking in the sight of this foreign landscape. I admired her face, her neck, and her beautiful breasts. Her auburn hair was parted to one side, and fell over her shoulders. She looked grim, but hopeful.

We finally landed. The past few hours on the plane had been a little tense, but now, I thought the silence between us was almost comforting. I reached for her hand and she took mine.

"Are you scared, Lauren?" I asked.  

She shook her head. "Not as much as I was before you came into my life."

"Good. I'm going to make sure we get out of this alive." We set off into the wilds.

****

After a few hours of walking, we finally came across the camp that Clarissa had told Lauren about in her emails. It was situated on the edge of a cliff overlooking an endless sea of trees and mountains beneath us. The wind blew through the camp, carrying a chill with it as we came closer.

We found the fire pit still burning, with charred wood and ash scattered around it. As we walked further into the camp, we noticed empty tents and packs scattered haphazardly around us.

"Something happened here," I said, looking around warily. "They packed up and left in a hurry."

Despite this, there was something peaceful about the area, as if nature itself had decided to take over after all the people left.

Lauren sniffed the air and looked around. "I think you're right."

"I don't think we should stick around to find out," I said. "I think we should get out of here as fast as we can."

As we turned to leave, we heard footsteps behind us. "That's not going to be an option for you."

Lauren and I turned around to find Clarissa standing there, smirking at us. Her lips curled up, and the look of disdain in her eyes sent shivers down my spine. "You're not going anywhere."

Lauren glared at her. "You can't do this," she said. "Harry didn't do anything wrong."

"I can and I will," Clarissa said. "And you, Lauren, were the perfect pawn. The ritual isn't complete yet, and I need you to complete it."

"What are you talking about?" I asked.

Clarissa laughed. "You still don't know, do you?"

She began to explain that I had been chosen. "You, Harry, are the one who will be the alpha male of the harem. You are destined to mate with all the women in this secret society and rule over them. Love Whiskey was the brew that unlocked your true potential - you are our destined one."

"I don't understand." My brain was reeling. "What are you saying, Clarissa?"

"We need to repopulate. Only one with pure blood, like you Harry, can give us the seed we require for our legacy."

"So you're asking me to have sex with a bunch of girls?"

"Not just any girls. Our girls." She handed me the papers she was holding. "We've all been chosen for you. All the women in our society have been preparing for this day."

I looked at Lauren and she seemed as confused as I was. "I don't want to do this," I said, handing the papers to her. "I love Lauren."

She took the papers from me. "It doesn't matter what you want. You came out here for a reason, didn't you? You were drawn here, both of you, to fulfill your destinies."

"Your instincts have been awakened. You've been selected to become the alpha male of our society," Clarissa said. "You will mate with all the women here. All of us will give you our children, and we will all be together forever."

"It's not fair to do this to us," I said. "You're taking away our choices!"

Clarissa shook her head. "Are you insane? What man wouldn't want a harem of beautiful women to fuck and breed every day, as many times as he pleases?"

"I'm not like those guys," I said. "I love Lauren. I don't want to be with anyone else."

"You have to, Harry. You have to mate with all the women here so that you can repopulate the society and ensure the survival of our bloodlines."

"This is crazy." I shook my head in disbelief. "No man would want to spend his days in the wild with some crazy cult."

"That is where you are wrong, Harry. All men desire a harem of women to fuck and breed with. Your instincts have been awakened, and our society has chosen you as our alpha male.

"The harem exists for the preservation of our society, and for the continuation of our bloodlines." She looked at Lauren. "You should be honored, Lauren. Harry is destined to be alpha male of our society. And you will become his wife, as well."

Lauren and I looked at each other in horror. We had been tricked. Clarissa was right. We were now her captives, and we had no choice but to agree to their demands. A group of beautiful women appeared and grabbed us, tying our hands with rope.

The women took us both further into the woods, where they forced us to drink Love Whiskey. It wasn't just alcohol: it had been enhanced with a potent concoction of herbs, spices, and fruit juices that made me feel something strange - a connection between myself and these women that I had never felt before. With the Love Whiskey coursing through my veins, I could feel an animalistic instinct stirring inside me - an urge to take control of the situation and lead these women, as if they were my own personal harem.

Once we were properly bound, the women began chanting around us, hypnotic words that stirred something deep within me. As their song reached a crescendo, I felt an overwhelming power wash over me like a tidal wave.

My dick throbbed. My blood pulsed. I needed to fuck, to breed, to own and dominate.

And suddenly, my hands were free, and I was tearing off their clothes, throwing them to the ground, and taking them one by one. I fucked them, savagely, taking pleasure in the way their tight, eager pussies fit around my hard cock. The women in gasped in pleasure, begging me to breed them.

And so, I fucked each of the beautiful women in that society, claiming their pussies and impregnating them as the ritual demanded. The forest filled with gasps of pleasure, the women spreading their legs for me, letting me pound them again and again, giving them countless orgasms. I fulfilled their destiny, and mine as well.

Finally, when I had filled every one of the women with my seed, I stepped back, looking at their pussies dripping my semen. They were rubbing it in and moaning, praying for me, their new god, to make them pregnant.

I could feel more power surging through my body. It was incredible.

Clarissa walked over to me and cupped my chin in her hand as I looked down at her fertile pussy. She gripped my cock, pointing it at her pussy.

"Claim me," she said. "I want you to fill me with your seed, Harry." She rubbed my cock with her silken hands, and I could feel the warmth of her pussy taking me in, wrapping tight around me, holding back my cock.

Her pussy was tight and warm, and I had never been deeper in a pussy in my entire life. I could feel her heartbeat through the walls of her pussy, and my cock throbbed inside her. I started to pound her, hard and fast, and she began to fuck me back, matching my rhythm, working my cock with her warm pussy.

I grabbed her by the waist and slammed her against a tree as I fucked her. She cried out in pleasure as I rammed my cock into her tight little pussy, fucking her hard, pounding with everything I had. She gripped my cock as she came on my dick, and I felt her pussy squeeze me tight, milking me as her juices ran down my cock.

"You're so big, Harry. Fuck me, Harry. Don't stop fucking me!"

I gripped her by the hair and pushed her against the tree. I could feel her pussy pulsing around my cock, fluids running down my dick, and she began to shudder as she had another orgasm around me.

I thrust into her more and more, harder and harder. She moaned and gasped in pleasure.

"Knock me up, Harry. Impregnate the high priestess of the Order. Give me your baby, Master!"

"I'm going to breed you so full of cum that your belly will swell and you'll be glowing."

I grabbed her and threw her down, her ass and back pressed against the forest floor. I felt my dick slide deep into her pussy, and I fucked her, hard and fast, my cock pounding in and out of her pussy. She gripped the tree trunk beside her as I fucked her, impaling her tight pussy on my cock.

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Breed me! Put your cum inside my pussy!"

I held her by the legs and pounded into her, slamming my cock into her tight little pussy. I grabbed her by the hair and pulled her back, arching her back as I fucked her. I pinched her nipples, and I could feel her pussy starting to tighten, her fluids running down my cock.

"Here it comes, Clarissa," I said, anger and lust boiling inside me. Anger that she had taken away my life, turning me into this primal being, and lust as the magic drink took control, overriding my capacity for reason. I had become a fucking machine, my sole purpose to breed beautiful women.

Her pussy was tight and warm and I could feel her cumming again. I groaned as I held deep inside her womb and filled her to the brim with my semen, until she was dripping my cum down her legs.

When it was over, there was a moment of silence. The other women in the society had their hands on their bellies, their eyes turned upwards, praying for their babies to grow safely inside them, praying for me, their alpha god, to bless them with children.

This is my life, now, I realized.  Is it my worst nightmare? 

Or a dream come true? 
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