








The Magic Watch Complete Series






Kelly Notte




Copyright © 2018 by Kelly Notte

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.



[image: Created with Vellum]




Created with Vellum






Contents







	
1.


	
The Magic Watch - I














	
2.


	
The Magic Watch - II














	
3.


	
The Magic Watch - III














	
4.


	
The Magic Watch - IV














	
5.


	
The Magic Watch - V














	
6.


	
The Magic Watch - VI














	
7.


	
The Magic Watch - VII









About the Author









1





The Magic Watch - I







I

was just a regular run of the mill loser. I went to work. I ate shitty food. I went home. I ate more shitty food, streamed movies and jerked off to porn. Rinse and repeat.

The shitty bachelor apartment I lived in was clean-ish. The scattered remains of various hobbies I'd attempted were strewn around the room. My desk had beer cans covering every square inch besides my mouse and keyboard.

I had resigned myself to being a loser forever. The closest I ever got to sex was listening to my neighbors fuck next-door.

I had run into the girl a few times in the hallway. She was a beautiful blonde, with gorgeous eyes, huge tits and a tight ass that I loved peeking at when she was walking away in yoga pants.

I must have done something really awful in a past life to deserve the punishment of listening to a beautiful girl get railed by her meathead boyfriend.

I thought I would be punished forever.

That changed.


I was sitting
 at my computer watching two beautiful girls worshipping some dudes huge dick on screen, when there was a knock at my front door. I went to answer it.

"Hello?"

It was a guy in a suit.

"Hello, are you George McIntyre?"

"Yes. Why?"

"I have a letter for you."

The guy in the suit reached into his pocket and pulled out a letter and handed it to me.

I tried to ask him what it was, but before the words left my mouth, he had turned on his heels and started walking away. I shrugged.

Closing the door, I went back to my computer chair to open the letter. I had this weird feeling that it would be bad news. Course I always had that feeling. Everything was always bad. I never got any good news.

I ripped off the corner of the envelope then jammed my finger inside, tearing it open with a hooked finger. There was a small index card inside. I pulled it out and read the text:

If you're reading this, dear nephew, I have passed away.

Please make haste to my home. I have left you something very important.

Love, Uncle James.

"Shit," I muttered under my breath. I had totally forgotten to visit Uncle James. I was in a rut for sure. Maybe I was depressed or something. I ignored all incoming phone calls and rarely went anywhere but work.

It was 9pm, and I didn't feel like leaving the house, but I forced myself to shower, change, and then drive to Uncle James' house at the edge of town.


Uncle James'
 house was less of a house and more of a mansion. I drove up the winding driveway flanked by large, well groomed hedges.

The house looked eerily still, and as I drove up, I noticed my mother and older sister's cars parked outside.

It must be a will reading or something. I parked and took in the surroundings. A beautiful garden was off to the side of the house. With the smell of lavender in the air, I walked up to the wide oak doors and knocked.


The heavy door
 creaked open after a few moments, and my sister's face was there to greet me with a scowl I will always remember.

"Oh look who finally decided to show up!" She said.

"He's here!" I heard my mom call from around the corner, her voice reverberating through the marble foyer.

"I just got the letter," I said sheepishly, slurring my words slightly because I was tired.

"What letter?" My sister said.

"Nothing, I meant message. I got a message saying to come."

"You need to start answering your phone," she said. "We've been calling you for weeks."

"Sorry," I said.

"Greetings," a male voice echoed through the hall. I looked up and saw it was the same guy who gave me the letter. He must be a lawyer or an executor or whatever it's called.

"We're all here," my sister said. "Now can we get to the will reading?"

"Certainly, please come upstairs to Mr. McIntyre's office."

I motioned for my mom and sister to go up the stairs ahead of me while yawning. I looked down and noticed a big stain on my shirt. It looked like ketchup. Probably from the hotdogs I ate earlier. Whatever.

While going upstairs suddenly it dawned on me that Uncle James could have left me a life changing amount of money. Or maybe even the mansion, however unlikely that was. Uncle James was very eccentric, and had a very charitable demeanor. He donated lots of money to children's hospitals and the like throughout his life much to my greedy families disappointment. They were always whispering about money, and how they didn't have enough no matter how good their lives were.

That's what disgusted me about people. The blatant thirst for more. 

I followed my sister and mother up the stairs and down the long echoing hallways. The floors were old, dark hardwood panels, covered in a long faded red floral rug. Our footsteps made a cacophony of hollow clunking sounds. My Great Uncle's executor stopped in the hall, opened a creaky door, then gestured for us to enter the room while holding onto the handle.

There were three simple chairs and a big desk with a lavish, but worn, executive desk in a wide, mostly empty room. The three of us sat in the chairs, and then watched the lawyer or whatever close the door and walk over to the desk.

Before he had a chance to open the folder on the desk, my sister chimed in with something unneccesary.

"Can we skip the formalities and just have you tell us what we get? I got places to be. My husband is at home with the kids right now and he always lets them stay up too late."

"Mrs. McIntyre, the process must be followed as Mr. McIntyre expressed in his will."

"Fine," my sister said. "Go ahead. Follow the process."

I leaned back in the uncomfortable chair and heard the wood sounding like it was going to snap. Another telltale sign that I was getting too fat and out of shape.

"My name is Ivan Rasolivich, and I am Mr. McIntyre's lawyer. First of all I'd like to read a small passage that your uncle wrote, at his request of course."

All three of us nodded. I looked over at my sister and saw a scowl starting to form on her face. It would be disgusting if it wasn't so hilarious.

"Thank you for gathering here, my favourite family members. I will see you again one day, when the wheel turns in place. I died quietly and painlessly in my sleep. I had a full life, and I leave my body happy to have known each of your spirits."

I heard my mom sniffling and turned to look at her. She was wiping away tears, and I couldn't tell if they were fake or not. She was always resistant to Uncle McIntyre's gregarious spirituality, sometimes mockingly so. 

"I don't want to take any more of your time," Ivan continued to read the passage. "So I will get this over quickly. I leave each of you 10,000 dollars. The rest of my estate will be held in trust for 30 days, waiting for certain requirements to be met by one member of the family. I love you all. Goodbye."

"THAT CHEAP MOTHERFUCKER," My sister jumped up and kicked her chair across the room. Ivan held out three cheques in one hand fanned out like he was doing a magic trick. 

I let my mom stand up and get her cheque before I stood up.

"I need to see you privately," Ivan whispered as I grabbed a cheque.

I meandered as I watched my mom and sister leave, stomping as the went. When I turned around to face Ivan, he was holding a small polished wooden box out to me.

"I'll leave you alone, take as much time as you need," he said with a wink that sort of creeped me out. 

I went to sit at my Uncle's desk with the box, placing it gently on the table. I just stared at it for a long time, I was honestly afraid of what might be in it, and the fear mixed with excitement to cause a weird cocktail of chemicals in my body. Something was odd about the box, but I realized I wouldn't know what it was until I opened it.

I clicked open the latch, and lifted the lid. It creaked like every other thing in this old mansion.

Inside was a letter, my uncle sure loved his letters. He never did learn to text or use email, which I thought was stubborn. 

Underneath was a watch.

Just a simple, steel watch that looked well taken care of. It was then I realized it was Uncle James' watch. I took it out of the box and immediately put it on my wrist. It looked nice, and it kinda felt cool to be wearing it. Nobody really wore watches anymore. Cellphones told time.


I took
 the watch off and placed it back in the box. Then I opened the letter:

Dearest Nephew. This watch is very special. Wind it, wear it, and the world will fall to your feet. Collect enough sexual energy from beautiful women, and my estate will be yours to do with as you please. You have use of the estate for 30 days regardless, so whatever happens, enjoy.

Love, Your uncle.

I looked up at the ceiling, with the letter in my hand. There were no cobwebs at the corners of the room, which I thought was unusual. It meant someone was still cleaning this old monstrosity of a home.

From behind me, I heard the door creak, and footsteps enter the room. I assumed it was either my mom and sister, or Ivan come to see if I was finished.

I was very wrong.

In front of me stood two beautiful women, and my heart skipped a beat. I was deathly afraid of beautiful women. Whenever one came near me I averted my eyes as though they were holy or royalty. Not for me. Not for me.

"Are you George?" I examined the woman speaking. She had long curls of red hair, and massive breasts, mostly hidden by her tight maid outfit. Her long legs ended in 4 inch stiletto heels. Not the most practical uniform to clean an old mansion in, but I wasn't going to complain.

"Yes," I murmured. "Why?"

"We took care of the home, and Mr. McIntyre," the other maid had short bobbed black hair and was dressed the exact same as her compatriot, except she was a little bit slimmer with more of a dancers body.

"We wanted to pay our respects to the family," the redhead said. "We just met your mother and sister downstairs. They are quite upset."

"Are they okay?" the dark haired maid asked.

"Uh," I was taken aback by their articulate personalities. Not what you would expect from two women dressed like they were, but I guessed appearances could be deceiving.

Suddenly my eyes were drawn to the wooden box in my hands. It felt warm, and I could have sworn it vibrated. The watch was probably a trinket, a symbol of how my uncle built his wealth, but still it couldn't hurt to put it on.

"Yeah," I started opening the box. "Uncle James gave me his watch, and I guess the rest of the family is upset about it or something."

Suddenly the air in the room became very charged. The maids started looking at me very intensely and I had no idea why. I thought quickly about what the letter said. 

Wind it, wear it, and the world will fall to your feet.

I looked up from my wrist to stare at the two beautiful women standing ten feet from me. Their eyes were wide open, and their lips were quivering. I reached for the dial on the watch, and started to wind it.

"Please sir," the redhead rushed to me and got on her knees. "Please let me know what I can do to please you."

"What?" I laughed. "What do you mean."

The black haired maid rushed to kneel beside her coworker.

"We'll do anything you say. Please. Just let us touch you."

"Ummm," I said giggling slightly. "Go for it."

Immediately the two women ran their hands over my pants until both their hands were cupped around my package. 

"Do you like how that feels, sir?"

I was trembling like a leaf, unsure of myself. I thought it must be some sort of weird trick. Like there were hidden cameras around the room waiting for me to get naked and then BAM a camera crew bursts through the door. Candid Camera.

"Did someone pay you to do this?" I asked.

"NO!" The maids said pouting while massaging the stiffening cock beneath my pants. "We just...need to."

The redhead slid a finger up my zipper while looking deeply into my eyes. The sheer hunger on both women's faces made me think I should just go with it, no matter what the consequences might be. At the very least it would be spank bank material for life. 

"I want you..." I started. "...both to suck my cock."

"Yes, sir," the women said in unison.

It was that easy.

The redhead undid my zipper while the dark haired maid loosened my belt, letting my pants fall around my ankles. My hard-on was now raging and I watched them hurriedly pull down my boxers to set it free. 

Immediately, both women puckered their lips on opposite sides of my shaft and began sucking and slurping. Wagging their tongues along my rod getting it nice and wet and glistening with saliva.

The redhead then sucked the throbbing tip of it into her mouth, and began to suck in long strokes, taking it all down her throat with ease. The other girl began playing, and sucking on my balls with her soft, full lips.

"Are you enjoying this sir? Am I doing it the way you like?" The redhead asked.

I laughed. What could they possible do wrong? What man wouldn't love being worshiped by two beauties. 

"Let's switch, I want to know what sirs cock tastes like now."

The two women swapped positions, and had much different technique. The dark haired maid sucked the tip hard, while stroking my cock with her left hand. The redhead liked to lick my balls, rather than suck on them. 

I watched the top of the girls heads bob and move in astonishment. I seemed to separate from myself due to disbelief in what was happening. I didn't deserve the glory of what was happening. My wrist started to feel warm, and I came back to the present.

Looking down at my watch i noticed the hands and numbers on the face were starting to glow red. Then the second hand began to spin faster and faster. I felt a weird urge to straighten my back, and grab both girls by the hair and use them as I wanted. 

The urge became unbearable quickly, so I grabbed each maid by the back of the head and forced them deeper into me.

Both women moaned deeply, and each slipped a free hand underneath the bottom of their uniforms and began playing with their pussies.

My cock was harder than it had ever been before, no wonder why. But the deep urge in the pit of my stomach wasn't going away. It wasn't orgasm. It was something else. Like I felt in control of the situation. I felt confident that I deserved what was happening, and that I had made it happen by sheer force of will. 

The maids were still playing with themselves when I pulled them up off the ground by their hair. Gently of course. 

"Are you okay sir?" The redhead said earnestly. "Are we giving you pleasure?"

I felt the deep need to command them around, but there was still resistance coursing through my body. I wanted to ask, not tell. I wanted to be pleasant, agreeable, I didn't want to demand anything from either woman, but I felt the watch grow hot against my wrist. The watch was demanding more from me.

"Both of you," I said sternly. "Bend over the desk"

"Yes, sir." Both maids said in unison, then walked in their heels to bend over my uncles desk.

I followed them over, then hesitantly placed my hands against their asses. Squeezing the flesh. Both had a fantastic backside. I teased them with my fingers, making them moan. I was just going to fuck them, but I got a better idea.

I pulled the redhead off the desk and looked her deep in the eyes.

"Eat her out," I pointed to the dark haired maid. "And I'm going to fuck you from behind."

A big smile formed on her face.

"Yes sir!"

Immediately the redhead dove into the pussy of the dark haired maid and went to town. Her licks were audible, and so were the moans.

My cock was still rock hard, and I didn't waste anytime shuffling behind the redhead, and filling her to the hilt with my cock. I hiked up her skirt to get a better handle of her hips for leverage, and I began pounding her tight little slit. 

As I came closer to orgasm, the watch grew warmer and warmer and glowed brighter and brighter. It seemed to vibrate with the women's moans. I reached down to grab a hold of the redheads huge tits and squeezed hard causing her pussy to tighten around my shaft. Finally, I was seconds away from blowing a load inside the maid, and she must have sensed I was close because she looked back at me with huge "impregnate me" eyes. 

So I did it. I cut loose and filled her cunt with rope after rope of hot seed. 

"Ohhh sir, yes please fill me up," the redhead moaned as she came. "Unnngggghhhhh."

The redhead must have been sucking on the black haired maids clit real good, because just then her legs started to shake, just before she let out a low groan.

We all collapsed on top of each other leaning against the desk for a moment, panting wet and satisfied.

"Hey," the black haired maid said. "Did you get sirs seed?"

I looked down at the redheads pussy and saw my white creampie leaking out of her.

"Mmmhmmm," the redhead moaned.

The black haired maid pouted and looked at me with shivering eyes.

"It's my turn next then, right sir?"

"Of course," I said smiling. "Just give me fifteen minutes or so."

The redhead hiked up her panties, and started to straighten her uniform.


"We can show
 you to your bedroom, then."

"My bedrooom?" I had completely forgotten that I had thirty days to use the mansion. I could get used to this.

That's when I noticed the watch was still glowing hot and bright.

"The watch....it's....not satisfied yet," I said looking at the maids with a puzzled expression.

"Oh here," the redhead said, leaning down to my wrist and kissing the watch on the face.

The black haired maid took up place beside the redhead then did the same.

The watch stopped glowing, but still felt warm against my wrist. I looked closer, and saw what looked like a gauge that was almost empty, or just a little bit full depending on your perspective.

"Shall we show you the bedroom?" The redhead said winking, holding out her hand for me to grab it. 

"We shall."

To be continued.
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The Magic Watch - II







T

he watch was warm against my wrist. It was 2am and I had Janice, the black haired maid, naked and riding my cock while Alexis, the redheaded maid, was between my legs with one ball in her mouth. I thought I was experiencing the perfect moment, a once in a lifetime experience. 

"Please, fuck me deeper," Janice moaned, so I took a hold of her hips and started to give her the full length of me. 

The way Alexis was playing with my balls made me want to blow my load immediately, but I needed to hold out, and make this threesome last as long as possible. In the back of my mind I was afraid that I had fallen asleep at my desk, and this was just one prolonged wet dream. A magic watch? How is that even real?

I let my hands wander as I fucked Janice, her long black locks bouncing in rhythm with her perky tits. I grabbed I squeezed both her ass cheeks in my hands, and she let out a deep sigh. Her pussy started to clench, and her upper body started to shiver. 

"Master, can I cum?"

"Of course," I groaned, without losing my control.

I barely got to finish my short sentence before Janice started convulsing, her pussy clenching hard around my cock as she rode me till she collapsed in a heap on my chest.

Rolling her over onto the mattress, Alexis started to climb on top of me, greedy for another orgasm, but I had another idea.

"Face down, ass up," I said.

"Yes, sir," Alexis replied.

Alexis assumed the position and I took up behind her with my throbbing cock in my right hand. I looked at her tight little asshole and my cock twitched. Thinking about how good it will feel locked around my dick got me to push back my hesitance.

"I'm going to fuck you in the ass," I said.

"Yes, sir, please. Can I play with my clit when you do it?"

I nodded at her looking over her shoulder at me, and then started to push my tip into her tiny, tight, pink hole. 

Alexis gripped the sheets with her fingernails. She was holding on tight as I pushed deeper and deeper into her ass. She moaned deeply when i felt her playing with her wet pussy and my balls at the same time. 

I had to go slow for both our sakes. I was going to cum a bucket if even a slight breeze hit me, and I could tell Alexis was riding the wave between discomfort and unbelievable pleasure. Janice came out of her post-orgasmic stupor and crawled over to us on the big bed.

"Oh sir, you didn't come in me, and it was my turn!" she whined.

I looked at her with a puzzled expression. 

"Hmmm," I mumbled trying to hold back and orgasm.

"I need your cum, master," Janice said, this time with more hunger in her eyes.

"You'll get it, babe," I said. "But first Alexis should eat you out a bit."

"No master," she shook her head. "I'm way too sensitive."

The watch vibrated on my wrist, and I was filled with a surge of testosterone. I pulled my cock out of Alexis' ass, and brandished it in front of Janice's face. 

I expected her to hesitate, but she immediately dove for my cock, taking it down her throat in one motion.

Alexis turned over her shoulder, and started to make a whining sound.

"Please master," she said. "I want to cum on your cock again."

I started to alternate between fucking Alexis' ass and Janice's face. I gave each a good three pumps, then switched, but the stimulation was starting to make me squirm. I was about to cum. The train was leaving the station. 

I remembered, however, that it was Janice's turn for my cum, so I put it deep in her mouth, held her by the back of her head and fucked her throat, spilling white hot jizz into her. She moaned greatly, and reached up to play with my balls as though she was trying to squeeze ever last drop of my seed into her mouth.

My vision went white for a second. I closed my eyes and let the dopamine flood my brain. Collapsing in a heap of blankets, sheets, and women who want nothing more than to please me. It must be a dream, right?

I came to with Alexis and Janice curled up on either side of me. My watch purred like a cat. I had made progress on my deceased Uncles quest, even though I still didn't understand the purpose of it. 

If the watch was actually magic, and could transform any woman into my submissive sex slave, what was stopping me from amassing a harem full of a variety of beautiful women?

Nothing. Nothing was stopping me, and that made me afraid. 

Afraid of being someone else. Afraid of not being a loser anymore. Afraid of changing. Afraid of change. Afraid of women. Afraid of affection. Afraid of sex. Afraid of damn near everything in my life. I could blame my upbringing, but it was mostly my fault and I knew it. Anyways...

See, I believe in karma, and I started to consider that having this power would fuck with my karma somehow. Was it wrong to use power for sexual gain? Maybe. Maybe not.

I trusted my Uncle's judgement. If he could justify giving me this power, and he had roughly a century to consider the ins and outs of the morality behind it, I guess it was meant to be. 

Janice and Alexis felt like they were going to sleep in my arms, but I realized I had to go back home to get my things. I felt weird going to work in the same clothes two days in a row.

The bedroom had an en-suite bathroom, so I took a long hot shower, spending extra time cleaning my downstairs area. Dressing up in front of the bed, Alexis caught me getting ready to leave.

"No master," she said. "Where are you going? You're leaving?"

Her worried questions woke Janice, who expressed the same sadness that I was going.

I smiled.

"I'll be back soon, I just need to get some things from my apartment."

"Hurry back, I don't think I could sleep well without you next to me," Janice said. 

"Me too," Alexis said.

I nodded my head.

"Alright," I said. "I'll hurry."


The drive
 back to my apartment went by so slowly. I had sex on the brain, and it was causing time to crawl. I had been privy to what I thought was the prime sexual experience of my life, and I had no idea if regular sex would ever be the same. Did I want it to be?

If the watch was truly powerful enough to turn any woman into my doting subject, it was my duty as a man to use it to it's full potential right? Anyone on the planet with a watch like this would keep it secret, and use it to fuck everything that moved, basically. 

Every car I passed on the road, I thought about whether or not it had a beautiful woman inside that I could bend to my will with the magic watch. It was a worthless exercise, I'd have to physically stop their cars to even get the chance. After that thought, I felt weird about all these potential beautiful concubines driving past me, never to be seen again.

A rush of ideas came to mind. Briefly, I considered what it would take to take over the world with my own personal army of bimbos.

I turned the radio on to drown out my strange thoughts the rest of the drive to my apartment.


Catching
 a glimpse of myself in the window of the lobby, I stopped to give myself a look over. I didn't look like I just had sex. I looked like a shlub. I hadn't shaved in a few days, and I had a visible spare tire that made me feel awful about myself. I walked up the stairs, slowly, to try and make it seem like I was exercising. Trying to be fit. I felt weird knowing that I had two women at my beck and call, yet that wasn't enough for my self esteem.

I was a sweaty mess when I reached the door of my apartment, and I could hear fighting coming from the apartment next to mine. It definitely sounded like the couple was on the outs, but I was certain they would be made up in 10 minutes and having loud sex by the time I was ready to leave. 

I went through my clothes trying to find something that fit my new status, but I had nothing. A few pairs of slacks and a bunch of sweatpants. A few button ups and a lot of graphic tee shirts. I didn't have a wardrobe, so I figured that's what I should do with the ten grand Uncle James left me--buy clothes.

After packing my two rolling suitcases, I went to the fridge, and made myself with the leftover lunch-meat. It was luckily, and sadly, the only perishable item left in my fridge besides the last two slices of bread. 

Finishing up the sandwich, I wiped down the counters while looking at the time on my oven. It was nearly 3am. I wasn't that tired strangely, though I did have to work the next day. 

The yelling next door became louder and louder, then I heard a door open and slam shut that shook the walls.

"Guess I was wrong about the loud sex," I mumbled, then went to get my suitcases.

Outside, my beautiful neighbor was pacing around the hall with her cellphone, frantically texting. 

"Shit, Shit. Asshole!" She said to her boyfriend who wasn't there. 

"Are you alright?" I said, the watch starting to vibrate on my arm.

"I'm fine," she shot a quick look at me, and then her face softened a bit. "I'm sorry. I'm fighting with my boyfriend, ex boyfriend. Whatever."

"You can talk to me about it," I said, cringing internally. "I don't mind."

"I caught him talking to other girls. They were sending him fucking nudes, and he was saving them."

"Oh shit," I said trying to muster up enthusiasm. "How are you going to get back at him?

The last question was a tad leading, I admit, still though.

"I should fuck someone immediately," she said. "I should fuck someone and become their perfect little slut slave. Or something. IDK."

I started winding my watch while I watched her face, waiting for her expression to change. 

Slowly her eyes went wide, and her lips sort of opened. I looked closely and saw her pupils begin to dilate, a sign oxytocin and other love hormones were filling her body.

"Let's go into my apartment, and talk about it," I said.

She nodded, and followed me back to my place.

As soon as the door locked, she jumped into my arms, and stuck her tongue down my throat. She was light and petite, maybe 105 pounds at most. I gripped her by the ass, holding her up as we kissed. I felt my cock start to strain against my trousers, so I brought her over to the couch and laid her down. 

"Fuck me, sir," she said. "Please."

"What's your name? I'm kinda getting bad about this."

"Claire," she moaned trying to reach for my zipper. 

I got off the couch and stood with my crotch next to her face. Claire unzipped me and let my cock come springing out.

"Oh my god," she said. "Your cock is so beautiful."

Claire took the tip of it into her mouth and started to stroke my shaft while she sucked the tip. Her left hand reached out to cup my balls.

She had an entirely different technique than Alexis, Janice, and every other(not many) women I've been with. The amount of suction she was putting out with her full, but small, lips was amazing.

As she sucked me, she took all of her clothes off. Her body was amazing, like a ballerina. Strong, yet delicate. Her blonde hair hanging down to her tits.

I started to feel myself getting close, so I pulled out of her mouth, and lifted her legs up, swinging my cock between them.

"Yes, Oh my god yes sir please," Claire said gripping my dick and pressing the tip against her shaved, wet cunt.

She ecstatic and wriggling beneath me every thrust. Her moans and groans filled the apartment, part of me worried about her boyfriend coming back and hearing us, but the tightness of her pussy soon made it so that I couldn't resist getting as deep in her as I could go. 

The room soon smelled like sex, as I staved off an orgasm with sheer willpower. I needed Claire to get really turned on. Turned on so much that her sexual energy filled the watch. I dismounted her, then lifted her petite body off the couch and leaned her over the top of it. 

"Yes, I never want you not inside me sir," Claire cried out. "Fuck me."

I slid my cock into her again, and pounded her tight little cunt until i could feel her juices all over my balls. She was pressing her hands up against the couch, pushing back against me, wanting to be fucked hard and deep. She was screaming at me to fuck her harder and harder.

Finally, I realized what I had to do. 

I grabbed her hair and wrapped it around my hand, and pushed her face into the couch while continued to pound her and spank her bare ass with the other hand. She stopped being so demanding, and started to let out these long whimpering moans. I had tamed the beast in her, I guess. She became so submissive after that. Her body went slack, and relaxed. Letting me move her, and use her body any way I wanted. It felt fucking amazing to have complete control over this beautiful girl.

"You love it when I'm fucking you," I said, growling at Claire.

"MMhmmmm," she moaned.

"Say it you good little slut," I growled again.

"I love it when you're fucking me," Claire said. "You can have me any way you want. My body is yours."

When she said that I couldn't resist myself. I pulled out of her pussy, and started to press my dick up against her ass.

"How about this?" I said. "Do you want me to fuck you in the ass little slut?"

"Yes, master," Claire said. "Fuck me however you want."

I spat on her brown-eye then started to push into her tight ass, groaning. I thought I would cum right away but I held back.

Claire purred as I slid deeper and deeper into her, she let her body relax against the back of the couch. 

Soon I was buried to the hilt in her backside, and I started to pump slowly. Then I reached down to her pussy and started to rub her clit. She really, really, liked that.

Claire was moaning deeply as I fucked her in the ass and played with her nub. 

I let go of her hair, and took both of her arms and pulled them behind her back. She started to shiver and shake as she came. I felt her pussy get deeply wet, and I felt her nectar pour out of her onto my legs.

Grabbing her hips, I took hold and started to pound her ass as deep as I could. She was tightening up, and I let go of my resistance. Moaning, I unleashed rope after rope of hot seed deep in her ass. 

We both fell into the couch to catch our breath. Whew.


After a moment,
 Claire got up and dragged me into the shower. 

The water was hot, and Claire looked even better when she was wet. After soaping both of us up, we rinsed off, and then Claire got on her knees and started sucking on my tip. Slowly at first, licking the shaft, and teasing my balls with her lips. It felt so good. The warmth of the water, and her big blue eyes looking up at me, her tits brushing up against my legs. It didn't take long for me to cum once again, this time in her waiting mouth.

"Don't swallow it yet," I growled looking down at her.

Claire nodded.

"Open your mouth and show me," I said.

She opened her mouth after nodding.

Her mouth overflowed with my seed. It was there on her tongue and in the back of her mouth, white and glorious.

"Okay, swallow," I said.

"Yes sir."

I turned the water off and motioned for her to leave the shower. I let her dry me off with a towel, and then she dried herself off. Once we were both dry, we walked back to the living room and got dressed.

"I want you to live with me," she blurted out while wiggling into her jeans.

I stared at her, realizing the after effect of the watch's magic still filled her.

"Kiss my watch," I said. 

"Yes sir," Claire leaned down to my wrist and kissed the face of the watch. 

The watch glowed red, the numbers started to glow as well. A small marker on the watch filled slightly. Claire was unphased by this.

"Cool watch," she said. "So are you going to move in with me master?"

"You should move in with me," I said suddenly remembering the two maids waiting for me to come home. "I have some....friends there you should meet."

"Ok sir, your wish is my command," Claire said.

Claire took my bags to the elevator, and I locked up my apartment, after taking one last look. I said goodbye to my old life, then shut the door.
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The Magic Watch - III







I

pulled up in front of my Uncle's mansion, and saw Janice and Alexis waiting excitedly on the stairs up to the front door. They looked excited, that is, until they saw Claire in the passengers seat. 

Stepping out of the car, the maids were already on me before I could even adjust my jacket. 

"Who is this?" Alexis said pouting, and pointing at Claire.

"She's going to be staying with us, and it's not going to be a problem, is it?" I said sternly. 

No sir," Alexis looked at her feet.

"Will it be a problem?" I said, this time to Janice.

"No, master."

"Good," I said straightening my back. "Let's go to the room so we can all get properly introduced."

I let the ladies walk ahead of me up the stairs. I was able to get a good look at their sweet asses swaying back and forth as they moved. Who had the best? I couldn't decide. I'd have to compare them when they were naked.

As we went to the bedroom, I considered how lucky I was. There was a million shlubs in the world who would literally kill me to take the watch. I'd have to be very careful with it, and never tell anyone about it directly. 

Inside the bedroom, the morning light was shining through the windows. It smelled like lavender in the room, so I suppose the maids were doing their job when I was gone. 

My cock was starting to twitch looking at the women staring idly at me. Like they were focused on me and me alone. Like I was their only concern in the world. It made me feel special, in a way I had never felt before. I never got much attention from women, and practically zero attention from beautiful women.

"So what do you want us to do?" Alexis said.

"How can we please you?" Claire said.

"Maybe, sir wants us to take our clothes off again," Janice said, starting to slip out of her maid uniform.

"I like your spirit," I said to Janice. 

She trembled as I moved closer to her, putting my hands on her shoulders, and leaning into her ear.

"You belong to me, don't you?" I whispered.

"Yes sir," Janice said.

At that, I put my lips on hers, and kissed her deeply for about a minute. She wrapped her right leg around me and started grinding her cunt against my leg as we kissed. It made me unbearably hard. 

Then, I pulled away as Janice wiped her lips. I stepped over to Claire, and said the same thing.

"You belong to me, don't you?" I whispered.

Janice nodded, smiling big as she expected my kiss to come for her lips. I leaned in to her mouth, and she wrapped her arms around my waist, pulling me in close. As we made out, Claire started to unbutton my pants, and took a hold of my stiff cock.

I let her stroke it for a bit, before pulling away to stand in front of Alexis. Again, I said the same thing. The watch on my wrist started to get warm, and vibrate.

"You belong to me, don't you?"

"Oh master," Alexis said. "I...am...yours."

She took hold of my dick with both hands as I leaned in to kiss her. Alexis was fiery hot. I could sense the passion brewing in the women as I kissed them, but Alexis was on a different level. I felt her devotion, and it was so strong it almost scared me. 

After pulling my tongue out of Alexis's mouth, I went to sit on the bed. The ladies were waiting for my instructions. 

I put my hands behind my head and leaned back on the pillows at the center of the bed. 

"Take your clothes off," I said, and they obeyed, starting to strip themselves.

"No no no," I said shaking my head. "Take each other's clothes off."

The girls obeyed, stripping each other slowly. It was so hot seeing a bunch of beautiful sluts getting undressed infront of me, even hotter that I could tell they were starting to warm up to each other. Alexis and Janice were acquainted already, so Claire was a bit hesitant, but soon, the beautiful blond was locking lips with Alexis, kissing passionately as their clothes fell to the floor. Janice got involved with the two by leaning in to suck on Claire's big tits, and with a free hand started playing with Claire's pussy. It seemed like the four of us would get along fine. 

Janice got on her knees and started sucking on Claire's cunt as Alexis and Claire continued to make out--hot and heavy.

"Come do that on the bed," I growled, and they immediately obeyed. 

I was stroking my cock slowly, when I realized that I had no need to jerk myself off anymore. The watch's magic meant I'd always have a hot bimbo ready to pleasure me. 

"Claire," I said beckoning her to me. 

She knew what I wanted immediately.

"I love sucking your cock sir," Claire moaned as she took me into her mouth.

The maids continued to make out as they fingered Claire's pussy from behind. 

I liked to watch Claire's mouth completely envelop my cock, making it disappear down her throat. I held her head down for a moment just to test her, and she didn't react she went slack, gagged and spat a little, but otherwise didn't recoil from it. 

"You like being used, don't you?"

"Yes sir, use me anyway you want," Claire said before going back to sucking my cock.

I relaxed and closed my eyes and let the ladies do their thing for a bit before I got bored. I had just had two girls sucking my dick...why not three.

"Alexis. Janice. Help Claire out," I said with a wink.

Immediately the maids stopped what they were doing and took up on either side of Claire, licking my shaft up and down with their wet pink tongues.

The girls traded off. One sucked the tip, one licked the shaft, and one worked the balls for a few moments before trading. At that point I kinda wished I had two dicks. I had seen something like that on the internet a while back, but now I kinda wanted it to be a reality.

My brain was going haywire with pleasure. I squirmed and squirmed, and the ladies took my struggling as a sign to suck harder, and faster. I didn't last much longer.

When I was about to cum I whipped out of Alexis' mouth.

"Open your mouths," and all the ladies obeyed.

I gave myself a few good strokes and then shot strings of seed past their waiting lips, and sprayed their faces for good measure. I expected them to immediately find towels and wipe off, but instead they started to kiss and lick the cum off each other.

They were all slaves to my seed!

I watched them clean each other like...animals. Slurping up every last drop of cum, before they nestled themselves in beside me. The maids, Alexis and Janice, to my left, and Claire to my right.

We enjoyed each other's warmth for a while. I laid there with my eyes closed curled up like a baby. I could have fallen asleep, I should have fallen asleep, but I sprung awake when I realized that it was Sunday and I hate to work tomorrow.

I considered quitting. There was probably a million ways for me to make money with a small harem of beautiful women, but I figured it would draw way too much attention to myself to show off my submissive sluts to the world. Besides, working built character apparently. It was a grounding experience, and I should at least try to do my job until I managed to completely inherit Uncle James' fortune. 

First though, I needed to spend my ten thousand dollar check. 

I started to get up and the ladies immediately started pouting.

"Master where are you going you just got back?" Alexis said.

"Yea, you said you'd spend the day here," Janice said. 

"You two should help make Claire feel comfortable as part of our..." I didn't have a word for our unit of people. 'Family' sounded too cultish, and a little creepy. 'Organization' sounded like we were the mafia.

"Flock," I said smiling. "Make Claire feel comfortable as part of our flock. I'm going to buy some new clothes. You ladies wait here."

I dressed myself for the umpteenth time in twenty four hours, and then walked through the winding creaky halls of the mansion to the front door where my car was still parked. Except my car wasn't parked there. 

Ivan, my Uncle's lawyer was standing out front where my car used to be.

"Where's my car?" I said.

"Oh, I had it removed and junked for you."

"Why did you do that?"

"Because," Ivan said. "Your uncle organized another surprise for you. Follow me."

I followed Ivan through the parkway to the garage, where I assumed Uncle James kept all his old cars. I never saw him drive anything nice, so I assumed he didn't have anything cool.

I was very wrong.

Ivan opened the garage door and inside were about 6 beautiful cars. A few Ferrari's. A Lamborghini Gallado. A Mercedes SUV, and the prime choice, a Rolls Royce Phantom.

"Do I get a chauffer?" I asked Ivan, who laughed.

"Don't get greedy now," Ivan said, still chuckling.

Rats.

"Okay," I said. "Where are the keys?"

"They should still be on the dashboard unless the maids moved them while they were detailing."

I walked down the aisle of vehicles, considering how I would look in each. The Lambo was black, and sleek. But the two Ferrari's were bright red, and would make me the envy of every man I drove past. I didn't want to drive the Rolls Royce myself, so I picked out the convertible Ferrari and opened the driver's door.

I took the key off the dashboard, and hesitantly plugged it into the ignition. Twisting the key, the Ferrari came to life, and oh baby was it purring.

"I could get used to this," I said to no one.


I sped
 down the highway out of the edge of town. I was headed to the center of the city, and I had the perfect store to buy clothes in mind. 

Antonio's.

It was an extremely high end department store with valet parking, and I was in the perfect car to turn heads. I didn't care that I was dressed like shit. I belonged there now. I was one of the upper crust, at least for the next month.

The Ferrari roared through the winding roads, and I felt a fleeting sadness when I had to slow down, and stop for traffic lights. It was a damn shame.

I noticed a car full of sorority girls next to me, and they were all looking at the car. Not at me, the car. I was tempted to wind my watch, and turn them all into my willing slaves, but I thought looking the part was more important. 

The Ferrari is a car not meant for city streets. It needs plenty of road to really perform. It was good as a runway model, slowly creeping past dozens of rich beautiful women sitting in cafe's with the engine purring. 

I turned the corner onto Fifth Street, where Antonio's was located. I slid into the Valet section, hopped out, and handed the keys to the valet who was about nineteen and awestruck. 

"Awesome car, sir."

"Thanks," I said smirking without looking back. 

A doorman opened the double glass doors for me, and I started to feel like royalty.

When I got to the men's section, I realized I had no idea what to buy. I was completely lost, and had no sense of fashion. I started to wish I would have just ordered a box of clothes off the internet, but was determined to at least pick out a suit and get it fitted. 

"Excuse me?" A woman's voice said. "Do you need help with anything?"

I turned around and was immediately shocked. It was my ex best friend's girlfriend. And she had gotten a lot hotter since I last saw her. It looks like she had a boob job too. I tried not to stare.

"Uhhh," I said. "Hi Maxine."

"Do I know you?" she said and my heart deflated.

"Yes, I used to be friends with your boyfriend Steve. We met at one of his barbecues."

"Ohhhh," she looked up at the ceiling. "George?"

"Yup," I smiled. "That's me."

"What are you doing here George?"

"Trying to pick out clothes, and realizing I don't know anything about clothes."

"Oh no problem," Maxine said. "Whats your budget?"

"Ten," I said.

"Ten dollars?"

I laughed.

"Ten thousand."

"Oh," Maxine said. "Ohhh! Look at you go! Yeah we can definitely find something."

She grabbed my hand and pulled me through the aisles, and racks asking me a barrage of questions I couldn't really focus on. I was too busy staring at her ass.

My watch started to feel warm on my wrist, like it was begging me to twist it and turn this woman into my own personal sex toy, but could I really do that to my ex best friend?

Yes I could.

I let my imagination run wild with all the things I would do to her body while she was picking clothes off the rack for me. I think at one point she asked me what color's I liked, but all I could do was shrug my shoulders. I felt as though talking would give away my burgeoning erection.

I followed her to the change room after a few more minutes. She had picked a lot of clothes out for me to try on.

Her ass was shifting beneath her tight trousers as she stepped into the fitting room to put the clothing on a hook.

"Ok, I'll wait out here to let you try on everything. It's sorted so all elements of an outfit are right next to each other on hangers," Maxine said.

I stepped closer to the change room while she was still inside, standing in her way, looking at her with hungry eyes. 

"What's going on?" She said. "Why are you looking at me like that? I'm getting weird vibes."

"Oh sorry," I said, reaching down to twist the knob on my watch. I watched her face as I wound it, watching her eyes turn from defiant and stern, to submissive and wanting. 

"I..." Maxine said. "I......" 

She was literally speechless, until she pulled me into the change room, and then shut the door, locking it behind us.

"I need to please you," she said. "Please tell me what you want and I'll do it."

Maxine began unbuttoning her black blouse, revealing her massive D cups. 

Her bra was scarlet red, and after she dropped the blouse to the floor, she tore off her bra and pressed her breasts into my sternum.

"What do you want me to do sir?" Maxine asked again and honestly I was at a loss for what I wanted to do to her first.

"Take my cock out, and play with it," I said. 

Maxine undid my belt, unzipped my pants, and pulled my stiff rod out.

"Oh my god master," she cooed. "It's so BIG."

Maxine didn't hesitate to spit on my shaft and start stroking me with both hands. 

I leaned back against the wall of the change room, and just watched her stroke me so lovingly. Every hand-job I received before the week I got the watch were so awful. It seems like it took devotion to make a good hand job, still though, the best hand job was only as good as the worst blowjob.

"Suck it," I growled. "And put the shaft between your tits. Let me fuck your tits while you suck me."

"Yes sir," Maxine said pushing her tits together around my cock, while her lips stayed tight around the head of my cock.

I heard people moving around outside the change room, so I had to hold back my moans and groans, even though she was sucking the hell out of my cock. Her tits felt so soft around my rod, and her lips were so plump and juicy around my big dick. It didn't take long for me to start squirming.

"Fuck," I sighed into my hand, wondering if I should just blow my load in her mouth, and then take her back to the mansion to fuck her properly.

But it was my first time having sex in a public space, and I wanted to make the most of it. I pulled out of her mouth, then brought her up, turned her around, and then pulled down her pants and panties. 

"Is this what you want, sir?" Maxine whispered with her long brown hair in her face. "I bet you fuck better than my boyfriend."

At that I pushed her head into the wall, then rubbed the head of my dick up and down her shaved cunt, until I managed to slip into her.

She was so tight, and her ass wiggled more and more the deeper I pushed into her. 

It was too late to worry about noise, as I started to pound her tight cunt, my balls slapping her clit, and her ass clapping. Soon she was moaning, deep and long as I fucked her. 

After a few minutes someone started knocking on the door to the change room, and I wanted to bust out laughing, but that would have probably ruined the moment, so I kept pumping.

The knocking became more and more angry. But the thought of doing something bad started to push me over the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I whispered in her ear.

"Please can I cum?" Maxine said. "Cum in me and I'll cum. Fill me up master."

As soon as her lips wrapped around the 'M' in master, I started to blow my load, flooding her cunt with my seed.

"Unngghghhhh," I cried out.

"Mmmmmmmm," Maxine moaned with her legs shaking. 

I finished dumping my load in my ex-friend's girlfriend, and then quickly put my dick away, zipped up, and fastened my belt. Whoever was knocking on the door, they really wanted to get in.

To Be Continued
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The Magic Watch - IV







"
E

xcuse me sir," a voice said from outside the stall. "What you're doing is highly uncouth."

When Maxine was dressed and looking as proper as a woman could after getting fucked in the ass. I opened the door ready to face whatever obstacle life was throwing at me.

It was an old woman wearing a manager's name tag. My heart sank. I didn't want to get Maxine in trouble, but I guess that didn't really matter now. She was mine.

"We were just trying on clothes," I said smoothly. "There was nothing uncouth about it.

"We had complaints of...ahem...noises...coming from the change stall."

"I had problems fitting into some pants," I said. "Maxine was nice enough to help me get into them."

"Maxine," the old woman said. "You know what you're doing is highly against company policy. You may need a writeup."

Without hesitation, I needed to make a boss move.

"Maxine is quitting," I said. "She's going to come live with me in my mansion."

"What?!" The old woman looked very confused.


I grabbed
 the pile of clothing from Maxine and handed it to the manager.

"Be a dear, and ring these up for me, will you?" I said grabbing Maxine's hand and walking with her to the nearest cash register with my credit card in hand. 

Maxine tugged on my arm, and I looked to her.

"Sir, can I really live with you? I didn't think...I just...I need to be near you. I feel like my life's purpose is to make you happy, but I didn't think..."

I put a thumb on Maxine's chin and looked her deep in the eyes.

"Everything is going to be better," I said. "I will take care of you. You don't have to worry about a thing."

We both watched the old bitty ring up my new clothes, looking furious, yet compliant.

"Make sure you get the anti-theft tag off this one," I said to her, seeing she had missed on an important detail in her frustration.

"Yes," the manager said.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes sir," the manager said.


The manager finished ringing
 me up, and I charged it without flinching. Knowing I was rich, but more importantly, feeling I was rich. We left the snooty store, then I turned in my valet chit to the parking attendant and he went round to fetch the Ferrari.

I looked at Maxine who was standing still with her ankles crossed looking pensive.

"What's wrong, Maxine?" I asked.

"I just feel like I'm forgetting something and I don't know what it is."

She was probably forgetting about Steve, the poor bastard who was waiting for her to come home after work. It was hard to feel too bad for him, after what he did to me.

He took me to a trendy bar downtown, we had a few drinks and shot the shit like normal. Only thing was, Steve had something on his mind. He ended the friendship. His whole plan was to end the friendship, saying I was holding him back.

Apparently Steve had gotten himself a life coach, and that life coach told him he needed to sever from relationships that might be holding him back, mindset-wise.

And I just so happened to be the poor loser friend.

Fuck Steve.

The valet came round the block with my car, and Maxine walked around the car to but the bags in the back.

I hopped in, and sped off, headed for the highway to my Uncle's mansion.


We drove
 in silence for a few minutes. I was preoccupied thinking about things still. The memory of the whole Steve thing had irked me some. Maxine was the first to cut the silence. 

"Sir, you look so distressed," Maxine said. I felt her staring at me from the passengers seat.

"Do I?" I chuckled thinking dirty thoughts. "Do you have an idea of how you can help me be less distressed?"

I shot her a glance and winked then turned my attention back to the road.

Maxine immediately took off her seat belt, reached for my belt, and started the process of pulling my dick out for me. When I felt the cool air hit my junk, I knew it would be a matter of seconds before I'd once again know the warm embrace of this hot slut's mouth.

She was tender with it at first. Kissing and suckling the tip, but soon she had me fully hard, and was gagging on the full length of it.

"Master...glug...do you...feel...glug...better?"

I moaned out.

"Yes, Maxine. Much better, thank you.

I was definitely over the speed limit at that point. Careening down the highway. Every time she pulled up with her lips around my tip I thought I might nearly crash the Ferrari I had just been given. Not that I was wanting for beautiful cars to drive. Still it seemed spoiled to not be careful with an expensive new toy. The car, or Maxine.

I was near maxing out the throttle, and I felt hot seed bubbling up, that's when the day took a turn for the worst.

I heard sirens in the background. Immediately I slowed the car, and looked in my rear view to see a cop car flashing its lights at me.

"Fuck," I said, pulling over into a rest stop on the side of the highway.

"License and registration please," the female cop was hidden behind sunglasses. Her voice was commanding and authoritative, albeit familiar.

"Yes, Officer," I said sheepishly with a pool of Maxine's saliva between my legs. I reached over to the glove compartment to rummage around for the cars registration. My license was in my wallet.

"Do you know how fast you were going?" The officer said with a voice that made me flashback more than a decade to a time I may have known this woman. We were boyfriend and girlfriend, but it didn't last long. She dumped me before we ever got further than first base. I swear to god I noticed the cop looked exactly like my ex girlfriend from highschool, Sara.

"Sara?" I said with a hesitant tremble in my voice.

"Yes? Do I know you?" The cop said, sounding like she was losing her patience with me.

"We dated in highschool..." I said, with an almost pleading voice. I felt like my dream was soon about to end, or possibly turn into a nightmare.

"I'm going to need you to put your dick away, sir," Sara said putting her hand on her taser.

"Right, sorry," I said zipping up. I turned to Maxine and she was wiping her lips. I turned back to Sara and spoke again, attempting to jog her memory. Maybe if she recognized me I could get out of trouble. "Check my license. I'm George! George McIntyre! We know...knew each other. How have you been?"

"It says the car is licensed to a different McIntyre..." Sara said.

"That's my uncle! I just inherited his estate...sort of," I smiled ear to ear as thought it was the greatest accomplishment in my life to inherit something. Be gifted something.

"Inherited huh...." Sara said frowning. "You know George..."

"Yes?" I said.

"You always were an asshole," Sara said taking off her sunglasses. 

My watch started to vibrate my wrist. It got the sense that this was about to turn south a split second before I did. 

Subtly as I could, I reached over to the watch's dial and twisted it while Sara rattled off a list of things she was going to charge me with. Reckless endangerment and public indecency were just the highlights. 

As I twisted the knob on the watch, Sara's eyes began to soften, and her features started to glow a little. Her mouth opened into this almost dumbfound expression.

"Do you have something to say?" I asked smirking a sadistic smirk. My eyes started to wander along her body. Sara had really filled out. Her ass and tits looked perky in her police uniform. I couldn't wait to strip her down.

"No sir," Sara said. "What do you want me to do?"

It was amazing how quickly the watch turned even the most hostile woman into my doting sexual servant.

"Come around to the other side of the car and take off that uniform. You look warm."

"I am warm, master," Sara said.

Sara started to stip down to her black sports bra and panties as she walked around the car. 

"Maxine," I said.

"Yes master?" Maxine said.

"Take off your panties and let Sara get a good look at your cunt." I said.

Maxine stripped off her bottoms quickly, then opened the passenger door to give Sara a nice full view of her slit.

"Eat Maxine's pussy, Sara," I commanded, and instantly Sara got on her knees and dove between Maxine's legs and started licking. As she let out a few introductory moans, Maxine reached to pull my cock out of my jeans instinctively. Stroking the shaft slowly, she relaxed into my lap and began doing what she did best, sucking my cock. 

I listened to traffic zoom past us pulled over on the highway. The people in every car not knowing the true show of power going on inside this Ferrari. 

Maxine was doing her thing, and so was Sara. The highway got quiet all of a sudden and I could hear just how furiously Sara was lapping up Maxine's sweet cunt. The suction around my dick was incredible. It was like I had "accidentally" stuck my dick in a vacuum cleaner. Maxine went all the way to the hilt, and then stuck out her tongue to lick my balls.

It was amazing, but I was starting to grow tired of just a blowjob, and sex in general, having been going nonstop for the last few days. In fact I could not think of an hour that went by where I did not have at least one orgasm, thanks to the magic watch. 

My tastes were starting to change, and I desired more from the watch's power.

"Sara, how does Maxine's pussy taste?" I asked, balling up Maxine's hair into a fist and pressing her throat down to swallow up my cock. She didn't resist. 

"It tastes delicious, sir," Sara said looking up at me with her face glistening.

Her eyes flashed hot with lust when she looked at me, and the watch started to grow warm and vibrate on my wrist. Suddenly I was reminded of my mission.

I had to fill the watch. I had to satisfy the watch. It would require a better sense of time management. I had wasted a lot of time with the maids, when I'm pretty sure I could only receive their lust-essence once. Whatever I needed now from Sara, I wasn't getting it by watching her service my other slave.

I beckoned Sara to crawl of Maxine and sit in my lap. Maxine pouted a bit, as I pulled her off my cock, but she would soon be happy assisting me and Sara.

With Sara in my lap I reached up her tight stomach to cup her breasts hidden beneath her black sports bra. I grew more and more hungry staring at the hemline of her sports bra, wondering where I should put my hands to lift it up. I wanted them to drop out, perky and perfect right in front of my face.

"Pull your bra over your head, and take it off," I said to Sara.

She obeyed.

"Sir, I will do whatever you want. Whatever you say. I'm yours to take," Sara said tossing her bra to the side and gyrating in my lap. 

Her tits were amazing. I had never got to see them in high-school. I took each breast into my hands and squeezed them, kneaded them, and then popped a nipple into my mouth and started sucking.

"Oh!!! Sir! Your mouth feels good on my tits.

I could feel Sara's hands on my dick, and I looked down to see she had pulled her panties to the side and was now rubbing my dick between her sopping wet lips. 

"Please sir," Sara started whining. "I need your cock inside me. I can't contain myself anymore."

I looked over at Maxine who was reclined in her seat, had her feet spread apart on the dashboard and was going to town on her clit. 

Sara was reaching down with both hands, running her fingers across my exposed stomach, as though she needed my permission to touch my cock with her hands.

"Go ahead," I said. "Put it inside you."

"Thank you, sir," she said. "Thank you. I need your hard dick inside me.

Sara wrapped a hand around my shaft, and then popped the tip into her warm, welcoming cunt. 

She rode me slowly. Her juices quickly gathering at the base of my cock. I played with her nice tits, rolling the nipples between my fingers as she moaned.

"Sir I just love the way you touch me," Sara said. "Your cock feels so big inside me."

Sara's hip movements became quicker as her ass started to slap my thighs. I reached around and took a hold of her cheeks, squeezing them violently. 

She looked at me with a deep longing in her eyes. A longing I had seen before in my other slaves, but this time, it had more of an effect on me. Maybe there were some lingering feelings inside me that have long been dormant.

As a teen, I had been even more quiet and shy than I was a week ago. I did my work, and didn't speak. I barely even made eye contact with anyone, until Sara.

Sara's hand touched mine in PE class where the boys and girls were brought together in order to learn dance. Swing dances, and line dances. It was ridiculous looking back on it, but maybe it was more to evaluate us as kids. See which boys and girls took to the opposite sex easily. And which put their hands inside their shirts in order to keep the bare skin of the palms from touching. 

My mind snapped back to the present, as Sara was nearing climax. Her pussy was clenched tightly around my cock, and yanking upwards in arrhythmic motion.

I looked over at Maxine who was watching us fuck with one hand on her pussy, and one hand on my arm. 

These two women just wanted to be close to me, but was it even real? Their bodies and minds were mine. They were only concerned with my pleasure, but was it real? What was even real, anyways? If true love was just processes of chemicals in the brain and body, why wasn't the watch's effect on these women as real as any love? As any devotion?

The watch pulsed slowly, and it was getting hot on my wrist, but not hot enough to burn.

"Can I cum, sir?" Sara asked.

"Yes sir, can I cum?" Maxine asked.

I was so unconcerned with my own orgasm at this point, I wasn't even sure if anything would come out! That's how drained I was. It would be cruel of me to not let the girls enjoy themselves.

"Yes you may cum," I said with my hands gripping Sara's bouncing tits.

Sara and Maxine both started shaking violently. Moaning, almost howling with pleasure. I felt their bodies rock up against me, and as they're convulsions slowed, I realized I wanted to do something I had never done before.

"Do you girls want my cum?" I asked.

"Yes sir!" Sara said. 

"Please master!" Maxine said.

I started to sit up in my chair, and pushed Sara off of me onto the seat Maxine was sitting in. They laid ontop of eachother, both being kind of petite, they had no problem sharing.

"Open your mouths," I said smiling devilishly.

Sara and Maxine obeyed and I jerked myself furiously, hoping I'd muster some seed for them to lick off each other's faces. 

"Hnnnggghhh," I started moaning as I sprayed Maxine and Sara with my hot jizz, intentionally missing their open and waiting mouths. 

Before I could say anything, they had already started kissing and licking each other. Cleaning the seed off each other with their tongues. 

Sara and Maxine were still kissing and looking at me each with one eye open on my reaction. I kept smiling at them as I put my cock away and hiked up my pants.

"Are you happy, sir?" Maxine said.

"Are you pleased with us?" Sara said.

"Of course I am," still mildly apologetic at what I had done. "But I need you both to kiss my watch."

"Of course sir!" They both said as I held out my watch for them. 

They both did as they were told, and the watch calmed down on my wrist, satiated for now.

"What should we do now?" Sara said.

I thought for a second, and remembered that Sara was still an on duty police officer.

"Sara, I want you to finish your shift, and then meet me at my Uncle's mansion," I said to her and then rattled off the address as she wrote it down on a pad of paper she had in her uniform.

"Yes sir!" Sara said putting on her police clothing.

Maxine hiked up her panties, and then straightened her clothing and her hair, checking her reflection in the mirror.

"I still have your seed on me sir," Maxine said wiping some cum up with her finger and then licking it off, smirking at me. 

I laughed, then looked behind me at the pile of clothing I bought.

"I guess I should go home and get dressed so I can look the part, right Maxine?"

"You'll look so handsome in your new clothes sir," Maxine said. "I can't wait to get home and help you put them on."

And I couldn't wait to recharge at home, with a growing pile of women ready to do whatever I wanted.

To Be Continued...
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The Magic Watch - V







I

woke up surrounded by beautiful women, and all of them wanted nothing more than to please me.

Some would say I had reached my peak, but I knew better. My big goal was to satiate the magic watch, and inherit my rich uncle's fortune.

The maids were curled up at my feet on the big bed, Maxine and Claire were on my right and left arm respectively, while my newest pet, Sara, was grinding her pussy on my boxers.

What a way to wake up.

"What are you doing, Sara?"

"Sir, I need you right now. I feel this burning in my womb that needs to go away. I want your seed inside me."

Her grinding on me had given me a massive erection, but I looked out the window and it was evening. My one hour nap had turned into a 6 hour sleep. I had to work the next day.

"Fine, " I said. "But don't wake the others."

Sara deftly slid off my boxers and pushed the head of my cock into her pussy. She started riding me, and I reached up to play with her tits. I felt her body. She wasn't muscular, but athletic, and she had sprinter's thighs. It felt like she did squats when I reached to grab her ass.

"Oh....master," Sara moaned.

I put my finger over my lips to silence her. She put a hand over her mouth and nodded her understanding. 

Her cunt felt amazing wrapped around me, but that wasn't saying much. All the women in my harem had magnificent bodies, and winning personalities.

I chuckled to myself.

"What is it?" Sara whispered.

"Nothing," I said. "Go on."

She rode my slowly, holding a hand over her mouth to stifle the sound of her pleasure. I squeezed her nipples, slapped her ass lightly, and ran my hand over her stomach. She was such a hot slut. They all were.

It didn't take long for both of us to cum. I felt no urge to hold back, and Sara got what she wanted.

I realized then, after Sara went to go wash up, that I was deathly hungry.


I went
 down to the kitchen looking for something to eat, and for something for my lunch the next day. The fridge was empty, I found, and the cupboards had nothing in them but expired tuna.

I went back to my bedroom, and nudged one of the maids awake.


"Yes sir?"
 the maid said. "What do you need?"

"Where's the food?" I asked. 

"Oh sir," she said. "Mr. McIntyre Sr. never kept much food in the house. He was always going out to eat. He liked being seen."

"Well, fuck." I said. "I guess I'll go to the store then."

"No sir, It's so late! You need to rest, and I can't stand being away from you any longer," the maid pleaded. 

I put my finger over my lips, and the maid immediately understood. 

"I'm sorry sir," she whispered. "I didn't mean to be so loud. I just don't want you to be away from me....us."

"I'll be right back," I said kissing the maid on the forehead. "I promise. Now go back to sleep."

"Yes, sir," the maid said yawning...and then she went back to her position. Curled up in a little ball at the foot of the bed. 


I dressed
 myself in my new clothes, then headed to the garage to get the Ferrari. I didn't feel like being too flashy, and driving a different car every time I came out of the house. The Ferrari suited me fine.

The engine roared to life when I twisted the key in the ignition, and I tore off the estate headed for my favorite grocery store. 


Lloyd's was an independently owned
 grocery store that only stocked the best produce, and had good prices. The manager was a bit of a prick from what I could tell, but I never had to deal with him, so that was fine.

The streetlights sped by quickly as I pulled off the highway onto the city streets. I was careful not to rev the engine too much. It was late, and I didn't want to be a douchebag.


In the parking lot,
 there was a few other cars in the employee parking section, and one other vehicle in the customer parking. I walked into the store without a shopping list, but I had a craving for cereal.

In the cereal aisle, my heart started to pound with nervousness when I saw someone I hadn't seen in a very long time. She was wearing a white blouse, and a long skirt. It was my old highschool teacher. Ms. Hollis.

I tried to turn away from her, but she recognized me instantly.

"Well well, Mr. McIntyre."

"Hello Ms. Hollis," I said. "How are you?"

"I've been better," she rolled her eyes as she caught me looking her body up and down.

She still had magnificent tits, as far as I could tell. Her face was still beautiful, and I wasn't sure if it was due to surgery or just good genetics. Doubtful she could afford a face-lift on a teacher's salary though. So it must be good genes. 

The store was pretty much empty at this time of night. Workers looked like they were exhausted and getting ready to close up shop.

"How have you been doing George? You weren't the greatest student so I'm wondering if your life has turned out the way I thought it would," she said.

Fuck, she's still a rude bitch, I thought. I had a special something for that type of woman.

"No, Ms. Hollis," I said while reaching for the knob on my watch. "My life has turned out much better than anyone could have imagined."

I smirked while twisting the dial, and stared deeply into Ms. Hollis' eyes waiting for her expression to change. Those seconds between turning the dial and making a woman submissive were the ones I treasured most. Where you could visibly see their walls come down, and they slowly but surely opened themselves up to me, like a beautiful flower blooming for the first time. 

I'm sure Ms. Hollis would enjoy life at the mansion, more than whatever she had going on currently. Not that it mattered. I needed to satiate the watch. That was my one purpose in life. My true calling. I had to inherit my uncle's fortune. Nothing else would do for me. Still though, I had to go to work tomorrow to hedge my bets. First though, I'd take Ms. Hollis for a test drive...right in the middle of the grocery store!

Ms. Hollis' face softened, and then she cupped her breasts with both hands and lifted them up. Readjusting. Her mouth opened wide, and then she dropped to her knees right in front of me.

She rubbed her face against my crotch, feeling the ever hardening cock within. Then she looked up at me.

"Please, Sir," she said. "Let me suck your cock. I need to suck your cock more than anything in this world. Let me please you."

"You don't want to give me detention?" I said, snickering.

"No, sir."

"You don't want to phone my parents and tell them I've been a bad student?"

"No, sir."

I sighed.

"I guess you may suck my cock," I said.

Ms. Hollis nodded with a small smile across her face. She started undoing my belt, then unzipping the zipper. My cock sprang out, waving in front of her face.

"Oh my god," she said. "It's so beautiful. It's so big!"

Without hesitation, Ms. Hollis immediately devoured my cock. I looked down to see her neck bulging with the fat head of me inside her. She didn't gag at all, which was impressive. I guess what they said about teacher's was true!

I watched her deept-hroat me in smooth strokes, taking my length without issue. I felt her throat tighten around my dick as she came up for air. Ms. Hollis looked up at me and began stroking my dick with both hands. My cock was glistening with her saliva, which she was licking and sucking off my shaft.

That's when she started sucking my tip, while stroking me, and that's when I thought the night was going to be an early one. The amount of suction my old MILF teacher had was almost enough to pull my insides out. 

I took hold of her long blonde hair, and used that as leverage to fuck her face, hard and deep. The nut was bubbling up inside me, and I had to make a quick decision to either blow my load down my old MILF teacher's throat, or save it for some other place. 

But my nut made that decision for me. I started to cum down Ms. Hollis' throat. She moaned deeply, sucking even harder than she had been. 

"Mmmmmmmm," Ms. Hollis' groaned and I felt the vibrations of her throat through my whole body. It felt amazing. 

When I finished, Ms. Hollis wiped her lips, then stood up, looking deeply in my eyes. She reached for my zipper, or at least I thought that's what she was doing.

"Sir, I need more of you. I want you to put your seed deep into all my holes," she said wrapping her hands around my balls, squeezing lightly.

I was worried at first by what she was doing, but somehow I immediately returned to full hardness. She was rubbing my balls in a way that I had never been touched before. Massaged in a way I had never felt. 

When I was fully hard, Ms. Hollis unbuttoned her white blouse, and un hooked the front of her bra, revealing her ample tits. She pressed them up against me as she hiked up her dress, pulled her panties down, and then bend over in front of me, whining for me to fuck her.

"Please sir," she said. "Give me your big fat cock. Fill me up."

I didn't hesitate. I slid into her, grunting as her pussy tightened around my cock. It felt different than most of the pussies I've been in, not bad, just different.

Ms. Hollis' bucked her hips into me, forcing my dick deeper and deeper into her with each thrust. At the moment I didn't care that we were in the middle of a grocery store. I felt like I was immunity to laws and common decency. The watch was making me powerful. The watch vibrated warm on my wrist, eager to be filled with the essence of Ms. Hollis'. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a female cashier wearing a smock cover her mouth and run away. 

Not much time left, I thought. 

I grabbed the MILF's hair again and pulled her head back as I fucked her. Ms. Hollis's hands shifted against the shelf, knocking over a few boxes of cereal to the floor.

"Please, sir, fuck me harder," Ms. Hollis' moaned.

I put one hand on her hip, and squeezed tightly. She was definitely a MILF. She had that big round ass that older women get. I loved watching it jiggle as I pounded her. It was so fucking hot.

I couldn't believe I was fucking my old teacher. She was such a bitch to me when I was younger. Constantly riding me about every small mistake in my homework. She didn't do that to anyone else that I could remember, which is why I always thought it peculiar. 

I thrust deep into her, looking down at my cock sliding in and out of this submissive MILF's cunt, my shaft white and wet with her nectar. She was my new perfect whore. A perfect addition to my harem. 

I had already cum, so I wasn't about to pop anytime soon, however Ms. Hollis was loving getting fucked. She was knocking over boxes of cereal left and right. I reached around her and grabbed her tits. They were so soft and squeezable. They felt amazing in my hand. 

Suddenly, Ms. Hollis began to shudder, and my watch shuddered along with her. It was getting burning hot as the MILF was getting closer and closer to orgasm. I felt her chest grow tense, and her legs began to shake against mine. I continued to fuck her as hard as I could. Giving her a few good pumps, as her orgasm peaked. 

I slowed down and let her catch her breath, but I was still deep inside her, still sliding my cock in and out of her, slowly this time. I was greedy for more orgasms.

Ms. Hollis slid me out of her, then turned around to face me. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders, then locked a leg around my waist. I popped my cock back inside of her, and continued to fuck her senseless.

"Sir, fuck me deeper. Fuck me. Fuck Me, I want your seed inside me," Ms. Hollis moaned as I fucked her up against the cereal shelves.


Finally,
 I felt a twinge in the pit of my stomach. It was my seed starting to get ready to explode inside this sexy submissive MILF.

"Fuckkkkk," I moaned into Ms. Hollis' chest as I blew my load in her cunt.

"Yess. God yes. Give me all of it!" Ms. Hollis moaned into my ear. 

My cock twitched inside of her until it started to soften. When it fell out, she loosened her grip on me and dropped to her knees.

With a deep hunger, the MILF started sucking my cock again. Licking the cum, and her juices off like they were her last meal. She started squeezing my balls the same way she had before, and along with her sucking. I was hard again in a few moments. 

"Good," she got off her knees, turned her back to me and hiking up her skirt once again. "Now fuck me in the ass with your big dick, sir. Please?!."

Again, I didn't hesitate to take her tight little hole. 

Her ass felt amazing, as I slowly entered it. Stretching it out as big as it could go. Ms. Hollis turned around, biting her lip, as I entered her ass.

I spat a few times to make it easier. The only lube we had.

When I got half way in, I felt her insides relax a bit, as thought I had crossed the most challenging threshold. 

"Give me your cum, sir," Ms. Hollis moaned again. 

I started to pull out, and push back in, slowly, letting her ass adjust and acclimated to the cock throbbing inside of it. Then, I started to pick up speed as I fucked her.

Thinking about defiling my old, hot, bitchy MILF teacher was almost enough to make me cum immediately. I watched myself fuck Ms. Hollis in the ass, and it felt so surreal. We were in a grocery store, in the cereal aisle, and here I was fucking this woman in the ass. A woman who was now begging for my seed. Last week I was barely conscious of my surroundings. I was a loser, and now I had the courage to do whatever I wanted. Say whatever I wanted, and fuck whoever I wanted. It was an amazing transformation.  

Ms. Hollis' tight ass was giving itself to me, and I started to pound that tight hole, making her moan.

"Sir," she said. "May I rub my pussy? Please?" She said with scattered breath.

"Yes," I said. "Play with your clit while I fuck you in the ass. I want you to cum and clench up around my cock. "

I felt Ms. Hollis multitasking. She was massaging my balls as she rubbed her pussy. With the same motion. She was a talented woman. I was so happy she was now my play toy.

She started to moan deeper once again, and I knew she was going to cum. He ass clenched around my cock, causing me to feel my own load bubble up, ready to explode out of me like a fire hose. 

"Give...it...to...me..." Ms. Hollis groaned as she came, and I gave her a final few pumps before I doubled over, and spilled myself into her backdoor. 

My cock twitched inside of her forbidden hole, until I felt as empty as I had ever felt in my life. 

I had just three holed my old English teacher.

And now she was mine, and ready to do whatever I wanted. 

Life couldn't be better, but first, I needed her to do one more thing.

"Kiss my watch," I said to her. "Get on your knees first."

It was my will to make her physically submissive to me. I was getting used to that power, now.

Ms. Hollis did what I asked, and the watch vibrated deeply, growing almost white hot against my wrist.

And then it stopped. I waited expectantly for there to be some big parade to come around the corner. But nothing happened. I guess the watch still wanted more from me.

"Hey you! Perverts! Get the fuck out of here!" The overweight balding manager came around the corner pointing at us and stomping. "I just called the police."

I surveyed the aisle, and we had made quite a mess. Boxes of cereal were strewn everywhere. Out of instinct I grabbed Ms. Hollis' hand and started to hurry out of the grocery store. 

I turned around though, when I heard a loud squeak followed by a thud. The manager had slipped, probably on my cum or the MILF's, and was now on the ground knocked out of a commission. He looked like a fat turtle stuck on his back.

We left the store in a hurry, and I was mildly upset because it was my favorite store and now I could only go back in disguise.

Ms. Hollis got into the passenger's seat of the Ferrari, and I got into the drivers seat. She put her hand on my crotch, smiled, and winked.

"What now, sir?"

I was addicted to the watch's power.

To Be Continued...
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The Magic Watch - VI







T

his time, I woke up to my cellphone's alarm, but I was surprised to notice that the girls in my harem weren't asleep cuddling me. Instead, something else was going on.

The six beautiful women in my harem were all laid out across the bed, and floor, having their own fun.

The maids were both finger fucking Maxine, and Ms. Hollis, Claire, and Sara were in a pussy eating three-way. A gorgeous triangle of lust on the hardwood floors.

The room was filled with the smell of sex, and the sound of female pleasure, but they soon noticed that I was awake. They all looked mildly embarrassed for playing without me.

"We're so Sorry sir," Janice the maid said.

"We were all so...riled up...and we didn't want to wake you!" Claire said, her face wet with Ms. Hollis' juices.

I had such a raging hard on from taking in the scenery...and I think the girls noticed.

"Oh sir! Look at your big thick cock!" Alexis the other maid said.

"Let us take care of that for you," Ms. Hollis said.

The women lunged at me and my erection. Sara was the first one to get her lush lips around my cock. The other girls took up position at the sides. Sucking the balls, or licking the shaft.

I took a hold of the back of Sara's head, and started to fuck her face, pushing down her throat as far as I could go.

The rest of the girls continued moaning into me, as they played with their beautiful tits and perfect tight pussies

Then it was Janice's turn. She pushes Sara away and looked me deep in the eyes.

"That's now how you suck Master's cock! I'll show you!"

Janice started twisting her head, swirling her tongue around my cock as she did a corkscrew motion with her free hand. It felt amazing and I had to think about baseball to avoid cumming too early.

The girls took turns sucking me off, and I held back as long as possible. I wanted to get an orgasm in before work, but I wanted to savor the delicious sight in front of me. Five women on their knees for me. Trying to pleasure me more than the next. It was brilliant. I felt like a god. With the watch's power...I was a god.

"Get on the bed girls," I said. "Bend over. We're going to play a game.

All the girls lined up ass to ass with their pussies exposed and waiting for me. I started on the left side and worked my way to the right. Fucking each girl till I felt the orgasm start to reach the event horizon was a dangerous proposition, but I loved fucking them bareback, and I couldn't stop myself.

It was Sara's pussy that felt the best at the time. It must have been our history together. She was really tight, and probably did kegels.

It didn't take long after that for me to blow my loud. The other girls started to pout as I came deep inside Sara's womb. 

If I wasn't careful I'd get the girls pregnant, one at a time, but I didn't have time to worry about that. I had to go to work.

I quickly showered alone, knowing that if the girls came with me I wouldn't be able to help myself. I left the shower to get changed, then put on the nice clothes I got with Maxine. I wanted to impress people and turn heads at work. I had to. I was a changed man. A new man. A better man. 

I drove back to the city to my office building, where I worked as a software developer. I was well paid...sort of. Bruce Morton was the CEO and he was a bit of an asshole but I tried to keep my head down and stay out of his way. That was before I was about to inherit my uncle's fortune. Now I didn't give a fuck.

I drove the Ferrari in the parking garage and found someone was in my spot. 

"Fuck," I said trying to remind myself that I was just here to put my time in as a backup plan in case I could not fulfill the watch's need for female lust essence.

But I felt weird being in the building. My shoulders started to hunch as though I needed to protect myself from something. Work brought out my inner slug. 

I took the elevator up my floor, careful not to stare too long at the women I passed by. If I wasn't careful I could turn every woman in the building into my slutty servant. Not that it would be so bad...

Inside my office, I noticed Chloe, Bruce Morton's daughter, chatting to the receptionist. She gave me a glance, but I averted my eyes. To her I was still just a nerdy employee of her fathers. No one really knew about my secret life yet, and I intended on keeping it that way for as long as possible.

Immediately I saw Mr. Morton wave me into his office, he looked displeased to say the least. Sheepishly I walked to his corner office.

Inside, there were a few family pictures on the walls. A business school certificate hanging behind the desk, and a lot of tacky fucking golf trophies. Why was it always rich guys who golfed? There were lots of other hobbies to take part it. Anyways...

"McIntyre, sit down."

"Yes, sir." I said.

Bruce Morton sat on the edge of his desk with his hands clasped together. He was boring a hole through me with his gaze. 

There was a long silence, and I was the first to break it. 

"Is there anything wrong?" I asked.

"Yes. There are plenty of things wrong....with you I'm afraid," Mr. Morton said.

"What did I do?" I asked.

"Oh it's not what you did, it's what you didn't do," Mr. Morton started. "You were supposed to work this weekend."

"No I wasn't," I said. "That was the weekend. The office is closed on weekends."

"Not when we have deadlines to meet, and investors breathing down my neck."

"Well," I said. "HR didn't speak to me about overtime."

"There will be no overtime," Mr. Morton said. "You're a salaried worker. You work when we say you work."

"Well," I said. "I had a death in the family...so..."

"Was it your mother?"

"No."

"Your father?"

"No," I said.

"Your child?"

"No," I said finally. "My uncle."

"I don't give a good goddamn if you yourself died. You show up to work, when we tell you to work. Keep your phone on at all times when we need you."

"Alright," I said, thinking about what it would look like to smash him over the head with one of his trophies, but in the back of my mind I had a better revenge plan brewing. One that involved his darling daughter.

"Understood?" Mr. Morton said.

"Yes, I understand," I said trying to hold back an evil smirk.

"Good," he said. "Now get to work. We need the first build done by the end of the week."

I walked out of the office, and I noticed people were shockingly quiet as I walked past. They must have heard the CEO chewing me out.

But oh well, I had a plan to show him who was the real alpha male.


I worked diligently
 at my computer for four hours, coding up a storm. As much as I hated the CEO, I didn't mind the other coders, and if I slacked off, it would mean they would have to work much harder, and probably be abused by Mr. Morton.

At lunch time, I slowed down. My focus was drawn from the computer screen. Instead I was more concerned with where Chloe Morton was in the office. She was part of my plan, after all.

Once the office was mostly cleared out. I got out of my seat and walked around the office, searching for Chloe. She wasn't in her special cubicle, so I meandered around. I looked into the CEO's office, and he was gone, probably for the last two hours. It was always businessmen who thought of everyone else as a disposable resource.

Finally, I found her.

She was coming out of the women's washroom.

She was drop dead gorgeous.

Long wavy blonde hair.

Legs that went for miles.

Wide birthing hips.

A beautifully tight ass beneath her pencil skirt. 

And big, bountiful tits spilling out of her lavender blouse. 

She was the boss' daughter. And after the shit he said to me, I was going to take the most important thing in the world from him. As soon as I could get her close enough to me that the watch could work its magic.

"Oh hi, Chloe, I was wondering if there's something that you could help me with at my work station."

"Oh my god," Chloe said. "Are you really talking to me? Do you know who I am?"

"I met you last week. We spoke briefly," I said trying to hold back a smirk. I knew that within minutes she would be on her knees begging to please me.

"Yeah, but this is different," she said. "Bruce Morton is my father. I can't be seen talking to you!"

Shit. What a brat. Well I'd have to play to her weaknesses to get her somewhere private.

"I found an issue that you might want to know about. I could...we could save your father a lot of money."

Her eyes lit up at the mention of money, like a good spoiled brat. She probably wanted a new car and thought this was the way to get it.

"Okay, show me," she said. "But be quick! I don't want to get in trouble by talking to the help."

I brought her over to my workstation, with my right hand hovering over the watch the whole time. I couldn't wait to get this brat to suck my dick.

I let Chloe walk ahead of me as we came closer to the workstation. I wanted to get a look at that fiesty ass one more time before it turned into another ass that belonged to me.

"Your computers off!" She said with an annoyed expression.

"Oh shit," I smiled as her back was turned to me. "I think my foot must have hit the switch on the power bar. Can you go under the desk and flip it for me?"

"Ugh!" She said getting on her hands and knees. "This better not be a waste of my time!"

"It isn't," I smiled as I twisted the dial of the watch. 

She managed to flip the switch on the power bar, while I flipped the switch on her libido. My computer sprang to life as I sat down, my cock hardening in my pants.

Chloe turned around under the desk, and I looked down at her. She looked so vulnerable under the desk. Vulnerable, and hungry.

"Sir," Chloe said, her eyes wide and weepy. "Please."

"Yes, Chloe?"

"I need to see your cock," Chloe said. "Can I, master?"

"Yes you may," I said as my hands hung by my side.

Chloe ran her hands up my thighs, nervously shaking as she undid my belt, and unzipped my zipper. I wasn't wearing any underwear, so my cock sprang out at attention. I didn't even need the women to touch it. Just the thought of turning them and defiling them made me hard as a rock.

Instantly Chloe stuck out her tongue and ran it up and down my shaft. She reached into my pants, to massage my balls, as she made my dick slick with her saliva.

Lucky I was the only one working in my row this late into the lunch hour. I didn't want anyone to interrupt me in the process of fucking the boss' daughter.

She was good at giving head. She was enthusiastic. Gagging on my girth, but still not giving up.

"I want your cum, master," she whispered into the base of my shaft. "It's so big and thick. I need it inside of me."

"Don't call me master, anymore," I said with an evil smile. "Call me 'daddy'."

"Yes, daddy," she said without hesitation, returning to her current occupation.

I didn't think I would react the way I did to being called 'daddy', because instantly I took my cock out of Chloe's dripping mouth, and shot rope after rope of hot jizz all over her face.

She opened her mouth, trying to get some of it onto her tongue, but I wanted to remember the look of her covered in my cum. I took out my cellphone and took a picture, making sure the Morton logo was in plain view. 

I wanted Bruce Morton to know I was his daughter's new daddy. 

Chloe started wiping my cum off her face, and then licking it off her hand and fingers. I started rubbing my balls the way Ms. Hollis had the night before, attempting to get my dick hard enough for round two.

My boss' daughter turned around and hiked up her pencil skirt, revealing that tight ass I had obsessed over. She was wearing a white thong that was so thin I could see her tight pink asshole squinting from beneath it. I pulled the ass floss to the side and slid my cock into her tight cunt. She was on the floor under my desk, but I was sort of squatting down above her ass. The spider-monkey I believe it is called.

Chloe moaned as I got deeper inside her. She was practically gushing around my cock. My whole crotch was coated in her nectar as I fucked her hard. 

She started to push back against me, making her ass clap against my thighs.

"Fuck me, daddy," Chloe moaned looking back at me, and I almost nearly lost it as the watch vibrated on my wrist.

I gave her ass a loud spank, and I watched it spring back to its original shape immediately, albeit a little redder. 

Her pussy was so tight around my rod, and I could feel myself bottoming out inside her. I needed to slow down.

Sitting back down on the chair, I motioned for her to ride me, and she did without saying a word. Chloe swung a leg over my lap, then sat down, pushing my dick inside of her once again.  

I stripped open her blouse, sending buttons flying. Her tits were fucking magnificent, even hidden behind her bra. I reached around her back to unhook the bra greedily.

"Oh my god," I said, awestruck.

They were the best tits I've ever seen. They were big, round, and still perky, but they felt as natural as any tits I'd ever felt. I immediately sucked one of her nipples into my mouth, and reached around to grab her perfect ass. 

She moaned riding me. Saying "fuck me, daddy. fuck me, daddy" into my ear. She was such a good little slut. Her nipples got hard as diamonds in my mouth, and she must have been really sensitive to touch, because she threw her head back and let out a deep guttural moan, and I felt her cunt squeeze my dick. She was coming.

"Good girl," I said to Chloe. "Cum for daddy."

My crotch was nearly flooded with her juices. She was so slick, but I wasn't ready to cum yet. I pushed her off of me.

"What's wrong daddy," she pouted. "You're not giving me your cum?"

"Oh I will." I said. "I'm just going to fuck you in the ass. Have you ever been fucked in the ass before?"

"No daddy," Chloe said. "You'll be the first."

"Good, I smirked, motioning for her to turn around and sit down. She obeyed.

I watched as my cock head slowly disappeared into her tight pink ass. I felt extra turned on that I was breaking the heart of her father. He would probably see the whole thing on the security cameras the next day, but by then I'd be long gone. I didn't care about keeping my job anymore. I just knew I'd be able to satiate the watch.

Chloe moaned as my cock went deeper inside her.

"Fuck my ass, daddy," she cried out.

I grabbed her by the hips and slowly moved her up and down slightly along my shaft. I was basically using her like a toy. She was my toy, now and forever forward.

As I felt her asshole relax, I started fucking her deeper and quicker. Deeper and quicker until  I was buried to the hilt in her virgin asshole.

I was close to busting a nut, but I didn't care. I wanted to completely defile the boss' daughter. 

My cum was boiling over inside me, and I started to thrust as deep as I could. Finally, I shot a warm load of hot semen into Chloe's ass.

"Oh my god, daddy. I can feel you cumming inside my ass!" Chloe said over her shoulder. "Thank you for giving me your cum."

I finished emptying my balls into Chloe, then told her to kiss the watch, which she did. Another essence...mine.

"Well now..." I smiled rubbing her back over her blouse. "Now you should go get cleaned up, and meet me downstairs in the parking garage, okay?"

"Yes, daddy," Chloe said, straightening her clothing. I watched her walk to the women's bathroom. She was definitely walking funny.

As Chloe disappeared around the corner I swivelled in my office chair, taking in the scenery of this hellish office.

I wouldn't miss it one bit, but I felt pleasure knowing Bruce Morton would see me fuck his perfect princess in the ass. Not only that, but also she was now utterly devoted to me.

Hopefully the rest of the harem would enjoy more company. A rich brat might spice things up a bit.

To Be Continued...
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The Magic Watch - VII







I

woke up surrounded by my harem taking turns blowing me. I could get very used to it. Chloe, my ex boss' daughter was looking into my eyes with such adoration with my cock in her mouth I almost wanted to burst into tears I was so happy. Had to hold them back though. My uncle James once told me, "Never let a woman see you cry." And I wasn't sure if that was good advice or not, but I figured he knew what he was talking about being a gazillionaire and all.

Suddenly there was a pounding sound coming from the front door. It was faint, but loud enough that I could hear it. It sounded frantic--important.

I pushed the women off of me, and threw a robe on. As I walked down the hall, I looked down and noticed my erection bulging under the fabric of the robe.

Whatever. Nothing people haven't seen before.

I held the railing as I went down the stairs, got to the door, looked down to see that my erection was starting to fade, counted to five, and then opened the door.

It was three beautiful college age girls. One brunette, one blonde, and one redhead.

Immediately they started pleading with me.

"Sir! We need your help?" The blonde said. 

I was drawn to her beautiful face. It was perfect and heart-shaped with a cute button nose. I scanned down her body with confidence. Her breasts were pert, and her stomach was defined that I could see beneath her tight blue tank top. 

"What is it?" I asked, scanning the other girl's faces.

"Our bus broke down on the highway! We called for a mechanic, but he won't be here until the morning!" The brunette said.

The brunette was exceptionally athletic looking. Every body part was well defined, and her breasts were massive. I was strongly tempted to start winding my watch right then and there.

"Oh no," I said with a grin. "How can I help?"

"Well it will be a nice evening! We can sleep outside if you let us," the redhead said.

She was also very beautiful. Long legs connected to nice curvy hips, up to perky breasts, and beautiful green eyes. 

"Oh well," I said. "The garden has patio furniture, and we have plenty of linens inside. Your team can choose where they sleep. Inside or outside."

"Oh my goodness!" the cute brunette said. 

"That's so generous," the blonde said.

"Thank you so much," the redhead said.

I looked behind me and saw my harem standing around the stairwell giving the volleyball girls death stares. I'm sure they would get used to it, as soon as the cemented their position as my favorites.

"How many of you are there?" I asked. 

"10 and our coach, Miss Kelly."

"Excellent," I said. "Bring your things and the rest of the girls here and I'll show you around."

It was just my luck. The watch seemed to be extremely aroused by the presence of more women. In fact, when the girl said there were 10 of them it was almost as if the watch was speaking directly too me.

"Wind. Wind," it said.

I must be getting close to satiating the watch's desires!

Upstairs I had the harem prepare me a bath. I wanted to get nice and fresh before going out to meet the new recruits outside in the garden.

"Master," Chloe said. "You're just being nice to those girls right?"

"What do you mean?" I asked.

"You're not interested in them, are you?" Chloe said.

She was still feisty, and I wondered if the watch's power was fading.

"I am," I said. "But that doesn't make you less special to me, Chloe."

I looked each member of my harem in the eyes.

"All of your are special to me in your own unique ways," I said.

All the women smiles at that. Phew. Out of the weeds.


In the garden,
 the volleyball team was unrolling their sleeping bags on the lounge chairs, some were already comfortable, basking in the sun, half asleep.

My harem was never more than three feet from me. There were keeping an eye on me, being possessive. It was an unwanted side effect of complete devotion, but one that I could deal with if it meant fucking beautiful women whenever I wanted. 

"Oh my sir, this is the most beautiful garden I've ever been in," the redhead from before rushed up to me. "Thank you so much for letting us set up camp here.

I laughed.

"If I had beds for all of you, I'd invite you to sleep inside."

"This is perfect. Way better than being indoors all day!" the blonde from earlier said. "Thank you so much."

"You're very welcome," I said. 

I walked around the garden introducing myself to each girl, shaking their eyes, and on the sly checking them out. I wanted to wait for the perfect moment before winding my watch. I really wanted to build the anticipation for myself. 

The girls were all in their early twenties, and sexy as fuck. I would have killed someone to be in my position in my early twenties. Though at that age I would have been too timid to know what to do with a dozen women at my feet.

"Hey," a girl said. "What kind of watch is that?"

Perfect, I chuckled to myself.

"It's a very special watch," I said. "Handed down from my uncle. It's quite...important to me."

"Awww," all the girls cooed. 

"It's quite magical," I said.

The girls laughed.

"Does it do magic tricks?" one said.

"Sort of," I said. "Would you like to see?"

All the girls nodded.

"Come closer to me," I said. "It works better when you're close."

The volleyball team stood from their loungers and huddled around me. I gave their bodies one last look.

Then I started winding the watch.

Slowly their faces went from excited and curious, to downright sex deprived. A few of them put their hands into their shorts and started masturbating right there in front of everyone. It was magical.

"Please master," the redhead said. "I want your cock inside me. I want you to fill me up."

All the girls nodded biting their lips.

"First," I said. "My good friend's are going to...play with you for a bit. You all need to get acquainted."

I turned to look at my harem, and examined their faces. They all looked exceptionally turned on. I suppose the watch had a lingering power over them. Whenever I turned the dial, any woman under my control would get even more aroused.

Gesturing to the volleyball team, I told my harem to properly introduce themselves, then went to sit in a deck chair, watching. 

It was quite a sight watching my harem undress the girls gently, and then guide them back to the loungers. Ms. Hollis was the most experience with this type of arrangement, I could tell. The MILF must have had several college student lovers in her time, because she knew just what to do.

The maids, Janice and Alexis had two girls each. Janice had her tongue on the pussy of a brunette, and her fingers in the redhead that came to my door. Alexis had the two girls bent over and was playing with each of their clits with her fingers.

All of my harem members, new and old, were now occupied with each other. The sound of birds was soon overtaken by the sounds of female pleasure. Deep guttural moans as the volleyball girls coasted across orgasm over orgasm. My cock was getting hard watching, but I wanted to wait before sampling my new submissive sex kittens. 

They were all so beautiful. Their bodies all looked so perfect. The way they were spread out before me across the loungers, it looked like a renaissance painting. Each woman wholly engaged in their pleasure, or the pleasure of another. This was the new perfect moment. I pulled my cock out from behind the robe and started stroking it. 

Maxine and Chloe noticed, and brought over their girls to come help me out, a gesture I appreciated.

"You girls are the best," I said. "Did you know that?"

The two girls started running their tongues up along my long thick shaft. With their lips pursed, they started sucking on my fat cock head with their tongues out.

"It's so fucking hot," I said. "I love the way you girls suck my cock."

The girls slurped on my tips for a while, while Chloe and Maxine took turns playing with my balls. I started to feel a bit faint as the watch on my wrist was heating up. I felt like I could be in a dream of some sort. There was no way I deserved this, but maybe I had good karma from a past life.

"Yes master," Chloe said smiling and pushing a girls head down, choking her with my cock.

It felt so good to be deepthroated by such a hot girl. It was even hotter that my harem members were becoming dominant with the new recruits. Getting them to pleasure me the way I liked. Guiding, and teaching them the ropes of what it meant to be a member of the McIntyre Harem.

"You are all so fucking hot," I said. "Your turn to suck my cock, kitten."

The next girl lined up and took my cock down into the back of her throat without even struggling. I loved the look of it. I loved the look of my cock disappearing down some college girl's throat. It was too fucking hot, but I had to keep myself from popping too early.

"Sir," the redheaded volleyball player said. "Who are you going to fuck first?"

I looked deep in the redhead's eyes, then looked down her body. Her tight little pussy was red and flush from getting eaten out, and cumming. I liked this. I liked that the girls were as sex hungry as I was.

"You," I pointed at the redhead. "Come here."

She turned over onto all fours, with her cute little ass up in the air, wiggling. Waiting for me to fuck her.

"Please sir," she said. "Fuck me hard. I've never been fucked properly."

I was going to show her quite a time. 

I slid into her slowly, letting her savor the sensation of my fat cock pushing deep inside her.

"Oh my god master, you're cock is so big," the redhead said. "It's going to stretch me out."

It turned me on to hear that. My cock being big enough to stretch a girls pussy out never occurred to me before getting the watch. I had never dated anyone who liked to dirty talk, but now the whole world was my sexual oyster.

I grabbed the redhead by the hips and started to thrust, quicker and quicker. Her tight ass slapping against my thighs was a sight to behold. Her moaning and looking over her shoulder at me with the sexiest pouty face was almost enough to get me to blow my load, but I held back until the redhead's legs were shaking, and she collapsed face first on the lounger. She must be satisfied, I thought, because she rolled over to reveal her eyes were almost completely closed. I could see just a hint of jade green under the eyelids.

"Who is next?"

I scanned the faces of the girls, but I didn't get far before a girl flagged my attention down.

"Me!" said the brunette volleyball player with huge tits.

She was previously eating out Ms. Hollis, but Ms. Hollis didn't seem to mind. She had another volleyball player between her thighs almost instantly.

She stood up and strutted over to me with her wide hips swaying side to side. This was definitely one I couldput a baby into, I thought.

She turned around and bent over in front of me, rubbing her big sexy ass against my cock, until I stroked my cock head between her lips to see what her reaction would be to being teased.

"Fuck me master, don't tease me," the brunette with big tits said. "Please."

"Well, because you asked so nicely," I said before thrusting into her as deep as I could go.

She moaned louder than any of the other girls, and she was nice and tight. I fucked her pussy hard, holding her wide hips and slapping her ass making it go bright red. I reached underneath her and held her up by her big swinging tits.

I fucked every new girl in the harem, while Janice, Alexis, Maxine, Chloe, Claire, Sara, and Ms. Hollis kept the girls who were waiting entertained. It was such a magnificent site, our massive, mostly female orgy.

It was almost enough to make me nut, but I held back. I wanted deeply to fuck every new girl that was here before I came. It was like the college experience I never got to have because I was too shy and nerdy. Not only that, I was fucking all these girls for all the guys who never got a chance. I fucked the volleyball team with the fervor of a million college boys who were shy and nerdy and never got the girl. This was for them.

But mostly, it was for me. 

I managed to get through every member of the girls volleyball team before nutting. So when it became inevitable that I was going to cum, I pulled out of the last girl whose body was shaking with an orgasm, and started to slowly stroke.

"Come get around me," I said. "Kneel in front of me."

All the girls nodded then got up and came to me.

The girls all huddled around me on their knees with their mouths open and their tongues out, waiting for me to pop. 

I grunted a few times as I felt myself about to unleash my seed.

"Oh, fuck," I moaned, starting to cum.

I made sure to spread my seed around. Getting a good load into each girls mouth. When I had finally empty my balls, I told the girls to clean each other up with their tongues. They did so. Then I told them to come kiss the face of my watch. I knew I must be getting close to satiating the watch. 

The watch started to get hot as a volcano as the girls lined up and took their turns kissing the face of it. Suddenly, the heat started to spread up my arm, and throughout my chest. My post orgasm brain was being confronted by the fear of death. Panic shot its way into my brain, and I felt myself feeling faint. The watch was overwhelming me. I blacked out.

In some inner space, I fell. I could not keep control of my thoughts. They seemed to be rushing past me as a fell deeper and deeper into the darkness. 

Finally, I landed with the sound of a cushion being fluffed. I stood up and looked around, only to be presented with a blue glowing path that was surrounded by absolute darkness. I walked. 

The path went on for a long time, and still my thoughts rushed past me. I could hear them echoing as they zoomed through my mind.

Wait, this doesn't make sense, I thought. 

"It's not supposed to make sense," I heard my uncle's voice say. 

I spun around looking for the source of the voice.

"Uncle James!" I exclaimed as he seemed to enter the path through the darkness.

"George," Uncle James said. "I've been waiting for you."

"Where are we? Is this heaven? It's kind of dark," I said.

"This is a place built by the makers of the watch," he said. "Only those who were in the possession of the watch will ever come here."

"This is a lot to process," I said. "But I guess if there's a magic watch that can turn women into submissive bimbos wanting to please you all the time, I guess anything is possible."

"It's more than that, my boy. With that power, empires are built," Uncle James said. "Now that you're hear I've assumed you've synchronized with the watch."

"I guess that's what happened," I said. "I was having sex with my harem, and a girls volleyball team and now I'm here."

"Good," Uncle James said. "I just need to tell you one thing."

"What is it?"

"This watch has been passed on for centuries down our familial line, unfortunately I was sterile, so I was not able to produce a male heir, that's why you are inheriting everything. However, you must continue the family line. You must produce a male heir. I don't trust your sister or her parenting."

"Got it," I said. "Shouldn't be a problem."

"Good," Uncle James walked towards me and extended his hand. I took it in mine and we shook. His smile was so benevolent, except a little bit sad. We both knew it would be the last time we would see each other.

I broke off the hand shake, and hugged him.

"Thank you," I said. "Thank you for everything."

"You're welcome," he said. 

My vision became fuzzy, and I started to feel heavy. I blinked several times, then found myself lying on the grass of my mansion.

Ivan Rasolivich, my uncle's executor, was standing in front of me waving several documents in my face, helping me to get fresh air.

"Mr. McIntyre," he said. "Congratulations. You need to sign these papers, and everything is yours.

I looked around at all the women surrounding me as he handed me a pen. I signed the papers with a new found respect for the powers my uncle had bestowed on me. Now I had a purpose. A mission. I would expand my uncle's empire, and with it, expand my harem. I would do good in the world with my new powers....but first, I had some women to get pregnant.

I stood up and handed the executor the papers. He shook my hand much like my uncle did--with the same benevolent smile--and then left.

"All right ladies," I said. "Who is ready for round two?"

The End.
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