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* * * * *

Mesmerizing His Best Friend

––––––––

Lane and Jessica showed up at the residence, each a bit intimidated.

“Didn’t they tell us it was an easy one story?”

Lane nodded, thumping his cooler against his thigh. “Yup.”

“That’s a three story house, Lane.”

He nodded again. “Yup.”

Ugh. It was like drawing teeth with him. 

She tried to put on a cheerful face, smiling and tossing her hair back as they approached the house together. The impulse to reach her hand out and pat him on the back—she could sense his mounting frustration—was almost unbearable, but she checked it.

The house above them was rather enormous, on the top of a short hill. It had a slanting black roof, and deep red brick, each window a long ovoid shape. There were forty stone steps up to its front door—Jessica counted. The lawn was unkempt, and kids from around the neighborhood had already started tossing eggs and stones at the old thing.

The two were doing volunteer work for the local Community Center. It was their job to clean out the possessions of old hoarders, usually dead ones, to help new individuals move in. Most of the houses were used for halfway homes, but some were used just to raise money for the Community Center with the profits of the house sale.

“I know this house,” she said, trying for a little conversation. “I forgot about it until now. But there was an old magician who lived here with his assistant. They married when he was just getting started out. They made lots of money, I think.”

“Yeah?”

“She died like five years ago or so I think. I guess he didn’t take it well.”

He said nothing in response, of course. Jessica tried to not to sigh and show her frustration—that would just make things worse.

Ever since she had turned down his stupid, ill-advised love proposal, it had just been down hill for the two of them. She had been as nice as she possibly could, explaining to him how she just didn’t feel the same way as he did. He was more like a brother to her than a lover. 

It killed her mostly because they had been such good friends not too long ago. Three days! They had been friends for years and years—since Jessica was ten and moved in down the street for them. They each loved the same TV shows, and would reenact stories from the big fantasy adventures with walking sticks and bathrobes, floating around the neighborhood and shouting out lines of dialogue. Any time one or the other had a birthday party, they would always make sure to give each other their presents last, knowing that what they delivered would trump anyone else. 

They even arranged their high school schedules around each other's classes so they could have the same lunch. And all throughout high school, they had been close, not breaking up into different cliques even though Lane was becoming more of a programming nerd and she was becoming more and more focused solely on her studies.

Things could change so quickly. Before, he had been warm, happy, smiling all the time, always with something chipper or funny to say. 

Today, and for the last three days, he was dour. 

It was her own fault, she supposed. She shouldn’t have ever demanded that their supervisor at the Community Center put them on the same team. If she hadn’t made such an enormous deal of working with who she thought at the time was strictly her best friend, then she might have been able to get out of working with him on this Saturday.

But no. 

“I’m sorry,” Dylan, her boss, had told her. “I booked everybody’s schedule around you two. There were some complaints, but you put the demand forward so hard that I can’t do anything else now. Try again in a month.”

She was stuck with him. For a whole month. One month of Lane’s endless, sour mood. God, if only he had kept his mouth shut and didn’t tell her he loved her! 

Jessica thought it could be cool to work some community service before heading off to college later this year, in the fall. The two of them had just graduated from high school, each eighteen years old, and Jessica wanted to pledge to some sororities. She would have a better chance for the big ones, like Kappa Phi Theta, if she worked community service first, though.

In any case, she liked helping people. She felt like a life in community service wasn’t a bad way to live. She wouldn’t be paid much, of course, but it was a calling, and she felt—very strongly at times—that it was calling to her. Happiness was helping others out. That was just how she had been raised.

Lane said he wanted to do some community service too, just to help out. That he felt bad about not giving back after being raised with so much privilege. He wasn’t rich, but he was a white kid living in suburban America, and he said all the stuff that he took for granted—a nice house, a nice car, a guarantee of a safety net—got to him from time to time. 

Now, Jessica knew that volunteering had only ever been to get close to her. Of course, he was too proud to back out now. Or maybe he just wanted to sneak glances at Jessica.

Jessica was positively, achingly gorgeous. She knew this about herself, though she tried not to be identified by it. She was a real woman, with real ideals and ideas and thoughts and motivations and concerns. She wanted to save the environment, and use quinoa in every meal. She wanted to switch entirely to electric cars, and run airplanes off of lithium batteries. She wanted to spend her life making the world better.

And what she did not want, at all, was to hang out with Lane today. 

She sighed. At least she went out of her way to not dress provocatively. Her thick, long, shiny dark hair was bundled behind her back in a thick ponytail, her slim, shapely legs covered over with jeans. A tight t-shirt—probably too tight for her liking with Lane around—tried its best to cover over her enormous bust.

She had experienced a rather late growth-spurt within the last year, and she was still somewhat in denial over her blooming, and had refused to update her wardrobe accordingly. Her friends would tell her it was no use being gorgeous if she wasn’t going to flaunt it—even Lane had dropped similar comments, which in hindsight now felt creepy—but Jessica wasn’t just going to start changing her personality because she had turned out beautiful. Men could look at her angelic face or her bright blue eyes or her incredibly sexy lips all they wanted—she would stride right on by and do what she wanted while they were distracted.

The two made it up to the last step at the top of the hill. Lane dropped his cooler down on the porch, scooting it out of the doorway. The last house they had been to, Jessica had nearly been buried alive under a stack of magazines fifteen feet tall and ten feet wide. Luckily, Lane had grabbed her out of the way just in time. 

That had been just yesterday. Afterward, he still barely spoke to her, and she was afraid to talk to him much, lest she get drawn into another discussion about how she wasn’t going to start loving him just because he wanted it. 

The door to the house was already open, but they had the keys just in case it wasn’t. Inside the entryway were a multitude of photos in frames on the walls, each with the frankly beautiful assistant—whatever her name was—paired with The Great Machismo. Most of the photos had her bending over in front of him, or on her knees, or sliding up one leg, or other various forms of supplication.

“Gross,” said Jessica, eyeing the photographs.

“Yeah,” said Lane. “Take a look.”

He was pointing to the study across the hall, where there were stacks of shopping carts layered on top of one another, each filled with bags of trail mix. One whole wall was covered by boxes of pens, and the wall opposite was covered with boxes of pencils. The last wall had interlaced boxes of colored pencils and highlighters. Several grocery bags littered the space in between all the shopping carts, each filled to the brim with cereal box tops. 

“Okayy...” Jessica said. “Let’s get to work, I guess.”

Since the owner was dead, all they had to do was move everything out of the house into the yard, where the community center service would come by later in the day and load it all up on a truck. They were to make two piles—one for still useful items, like the pencils and pens, and the other for things with no apparent use, like the box tops. 

After two hours, they had cleared out the living room entirely, and Jessica said something about being thirsty. 

“I’ve got some bottled water in the cooler,” said Lane. “You want one?”

“Sure,” she said. 

She was reluctant to take anything Lane gave her just on principle, but she felt she had little choice in the matter. When Lane stepped outside to grab the cooler, she heard a loud thump upstairs. They hadn’t even ventured upstairs yet. 

Lane came back inside and handed her a bottle.

“Did you hear that?” she asked, twisting open the water and taking a swig.

She could see Lane trying and failing to avert his eyes from her lovely mouth wrapping around the water bottle’s head.

“Hear what?”

She wiped her mouth. “There was a sound upstairs.”

“Maybe he had cats?”

“Dylan said there were no animals here.”

“Let’s go find out,” he said.

She knew he loved animals. He had always gotten the best grades in biology, figuring out how stuff was supposed to work. It was the one subject that he could actually tutor her in. If there was computer programming, he would have tutored her in that as well—but that was just a series of electives at their high school.

Following him upstairs, she looked critically at his backside. He just wasn’t...firm enough for her ideal man. He was skinny, and not bad looking, but Jessica was holding out for a sensitive jock type. A completely ripped athlete with a heart of gold who would read her poetry as he fed her grapes. Was that too much to ask?

The upstairs was uncharacteristically clean for a hoarder. There were several stacks of books, and many, many notebooks filled with spidery-scrawl handwriting that flipped openly from the breeze coming in through the windows, but not really a lot of junk.

“I guess he didn’t have enough time to get started up here.”

Lane nodded. “I guess not.”

He bent down. 

“Hey, look at this.”

There was a book splayed open—no title, written in some language Jessica didn’t recognize—with a deep portion of it cut out in the shape of a circle. Next to it was a golden pocket watch.

“I guess this was in there?” Lane said.

“Yeah,” said Jessica. “But why carve out a book to hide a pocket watch?”

Lane shrugged. “Maybe it’s worth something?”

Jessica rolled her eyes. “Everything is worth something. Especially the hidden kinds of things.” 

She snatched it out of his hand, opening it up. There was a little note inside. 

“It says, ‘Thirty Minutes of Unlimited Induction. Limited to One Use.’ What does that mean?”

He shrugged. “Well, the one use thing, that’s self-explanatory, right?”

“Right. But one use of induction? Induction into what? That doesn’t make any sense.”

“Can I see it?”

She handed it to him. He did know about machinery and that sort of thing, she supposed. She watched for a moment as his fingers slid across the dials.

Humming quizzically, he pointed it at her, and she felt hot, sweet, perfect orgasmic bliss rush through her body.

“Laneee,” she moaned. “Fuckk Laaaneee...”

And then her mind simply went away, ready to be filled in with whatever Lane happened to say.

* * * * *

“Jess? Are you okay?”

Lane was snapping his fingers in her face. She giggled happily, snapping back at him. 

A surprised smile slid over his face. 

“You okay?”

“Uh, yeah. Why wouldn’t I be okay?” 

She slid her hands over one of his, grabbing them and sliding them in between her tits. Then she started mashing her titflesh on his hand. He liked that, right? Why wouldn’t he? She had great tits. She knew that. She was proud of them. She was proud of her body. She should really show it off more. Lane would like that. 

Jessica would love anything at all that Lane happened to like.

He shuddered and started breathing hard, looking her up and down. His other hand went to her waist. She nodded small, encouraging him even more by licking her lips.

“It’s just...you were...spacey for a moment...or thirty...”

“Mmm,” she purred, sliding his hand up to her jaw and then cheek. “Maybe I was just thinking about how I have like, the biggest crush on you.”

That was an understatement, if there ever was one.

“You...you do?”

“Of course I do. I’m in love with you, silly. Can’t you tell?”

She hardly felt she could make it more obvious. Still, it didn’t hurt to work at it. She slid one leg up his. 

“Say...say that again,” he said. He was biting his lip now, clearly turned on.

She drew herself close, crushing her tits against his chest. His hand was trapped there, now, completely enveloped.

“I’m in love with you, Lane.” Her blue eyes shone with an almost zealous light. “I’m so sorry I freaked out when you told me before. I just wasn’t in my right head at all. But I totally am. I love you more than anything, more than anybody. I need you in my life, Lane. I need to be your girlfriend. I need to do as I’m told and be your total fuckbabe sweetiegirl. Please, Lane? Please make my dreams come true?”

She knew she was born to be his girlfriend. She had longed to be his girlfriend for as long as she could remember. It was her life’s goal. More than helping others, more than going to some stupid college or earning degrees or jobs or whatever—Jessica needed to be Lane’s girlfriend and adore his face with her lips and enormous tits as much as possible.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I’d love that, Jessica.”

From out of nowhere, she came. The orgasm rocked through her body, and she held his hand even tighter to his chest, her strawberry-sized nipples rubbing up and down on his torso. She knew he could feel the hummingbird fluttering of her fragile heart, the heart that he now controlled utterly, as the bliss slid through every last crevice of her being. She held him tight, her hips bucking, kissing his ear and breathing so hard. Lane grabbed her ass, hard, and that made her cum even harder.

“Holy shit, Jessica...did you just cum?”

“Yeah,” she whispered happily. “Oh fuck yeah I did, love. Just for you.”

Squirming delightedly, her pants totally soaked from her hot pussy juices—she didn’t stop to think about how one orgasm by itself was not enough to completely soak her pants—she looked up at Lane beseechingly. He moved his hand from out of its space between her tits and then wrapped it around her ass with his other. He picked her up purely by her ass cheeks and kissed her.

It was the most perfect, most wonderful, most passionate love-filled kiss Jessica could ever have imagined. She could have died then and done so happily. She sucked at his tongue, loving every perfect inch of it. When he finally drew away just for a breath, she needed more.

“I want to go down on you, baby,” she purred. “Please?”

She tilted her chest up so he could see right down her shirt. In case he couldn’t see enough, she tugged hard at the neck, showing off her breasts even more.

“You want to go down on me, here?”

She nodded. “I haven’t gotten to do it ever. And I need to show you how contrite I am, love. Please?”

Lane bit his lip. “You want to suck me off because you love me, huh?”

“Of course I do! I love you completely! I’d do anything for you! You’re my superman, love. You’re my big bad hero man. I need my boyfriend’s cock inside of me, filling me up like nobody else gets to, please!”

A hot, dominant edge had taken Lane’s face.

“Kneel down.”

She did so happily.

“Take your shirt off. I want to see your tits.”

Again, she did so happily, showing him her perfect, young eighteen year-old tits, so firm and round. 

“The bra, too.”

She did it without a second thought, eager to show herself off for her boyfriend. There was no sag to her enormous breasts. She was so proud of that. So proud that she was so pretty, just for him.

Jessica didn’t care she was supposed to be working. She didn’t care she was in a dead stranger’s house. All she wanted was to suck Lane off. Her best friend. Her boyfriend.

“You’ve never been fucked in the mouth before, have you Jess?” He started unbuckling his pants.

She shook her head. “No way, baby. I’ve been saving myself for you. I’ve barely even kissed other guys...and if I was, it was just practice for you! I need to be your perfect girl, Lane! I need to be yours, totally!”

His pants and underwear dropped all the way down to the floor. She could easily see his thick, hard cock, so ready to go. “You want me to fuck your mouth for you?”

“Yes, baby! Take my stupid mouth’s virginity! I don’t want it anymore! I don’t need it when your cock is so big and true and wonderful!” She took in a deep breath, so in love with the sight of his perfect dick. “Please, Lane, baby, you have to fuck my mouth with that thing. Please? Fuck my throat, Lane. Fuck it like it’s a pussy.”

Obliging her, he shoved his cock hard into her mouth. She slid her lips over it, savoring the taste of his perfect rod.

In a perfect world, he would have taken his time, letting her explore the taste of his cock, letting her find out just how wonderful his cock was inch-by-inch. But no—she had asked him to fuck her mouth, and fuck her throat, and that’s exactly what Lane did.

With a dark grunt, he took a hold of her thick, shiny dark hair and drove his hips furiously into her face, relentless. She was gagging, soon—Lane didn’t care. So, Jessica didn’t care. She would learn to overcome. His cock filled every part of her—it was literally too much for her. 

That was really fucking hot, she decided.

She could have her throat fucked, though. She could be Lane’s special mouthfuck girl. She was his girlfriend. That made her special.

It seemed important to stare at him the whole time while he fucked her mouth, her tongue rapidly sliding over every bit of thick meat that it could. Hot, delicious shlocking noises rang out in the empty house, punctuated by the happy slaps of her naked tits against his legs.

She stared at him with all the love she could possibly muster. He seemed angry as he fucked her, and that was so fucking hot, like he was fucking away his frustration by driving his big fat meat into her so fucking hard. 

If she could form any words that weren’t slippery, sexy moans, they would be, “Oh my god, Lane, I love you, I love you so much!”

Jessica’s enormous tits bounced wildly as he fucked her harder and harder, filling her up totally. 

“You’re my fucking girlfriend,” he grunted. “Mine. All mine. My girl. My fucking blowjob girl.”

“Mmmhmmmm!”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “Fuck, Jess. I love you so fucking much. I love you. Oh god, oh god...”

He erupted in her mouth, unable to hold back any longer. Jessica knew it was because she had been such a perfect little cockdoll girlfriend that he had cum. His hot spray layered in her throat and mouth, filling up her every thought, her every possibility for the rest of her life. She knew that no matter where she went, no matter what she was doing, all points began and ended with her boyfriend’s cum spraying inside of her. 

Finally she withdrew her mouth from his cock, but only to clean it more thoroughly and swallow even more of his cum. 

“That’s so good,” he said softly. “What a good girlfriend you are.”

It was a dream come true. She was his girlfriend. She couldn’t believe how perfectly lucky she was to be with him.

* * * * *

“How’s my little loveslave doing?” 

Lane bit Jessica’s shoulders as she did the dishes. It was her night for the dishes. She was happy to do them. Clean dishes made the little home they shared, the top floor of a duplex, even better. They had moved in together only a few days after Jessica announced her love for him, over six months ago. He was going to college in the city now, and she was working a full-time job as a secretary, basically supporting him. She thought that was terrific, that she could help him like that. He promised her that once he was done with school, then it would be her turn, and that was really so generous of him.

Girlfriends were supposed to be agreeable.

But, as he whispered to her, hands wrapping around her waist, she felt reluctant to play at that exact moment.

“Baby, I just...I don’t want to do that roleplay stuff tonight. Is that okay? I just want to make special, hot, sexy love to you later, when I’m done with this...like we used to.” 

She leaned her head into his, but he drew away. She could feel the disappointment brimming off of him.

More and more, Lane had been asking for her to call him Master while they fucked. 

Jessica liked it fine—it was a neat little way to spice up their dirty talk. She’d say things like, “Fuck me, Master” or “Your slavegirl needs your mighty dick, Sire.” And he would fuck her that much harder.

But, it wasn’t her thing all the time. Lately, though, it really seemed like it was Lane’s thing. All slave for her, all Master for him, all the time. She missed the lovemaking sessions they had when they first started their relationship, where he would stare into her eyes and just list out all the happy, lovely, wonderful things he adored about her.

She was always thoroughly happy to go to bed with him. Fucking her man, when he was so wonderful and beautiful and she loved no one else better? It was transcendent.

Perhaps he could be a little better in bed, or a little bigger, but Jessica was fine without those things. Making love to her wonderful boyfriend was the best thing in the world. She would do it however he wanted. But...if she could influence what he wanted, if she could mention maybe another way of getting things done...wasn’t that good of her? To be open and honest about what would make her happy too?

“I’m going to go read for class,” he said, sulking off.

She sighed. Her man was so complicated. She would have to work harder to know what he wanted. Being a great girlfriend was everything that Jessica wanted, and she could only ever be Lane’s girlfriend. 

When she finally finished up the dishes, Lane walked back into the tiny kitchen, holding the gold pocket watch he had taken as a memento, he said, of her pronouncement of love for him. She thought it was sweet at the time. But lately...

“That thing again? Come on, Lane,” she said, smiling and shaking her head.

Every little while or so, he would take it out and show it to her, trying her to do...something. He’d ask her how she felt—always, her answer was great. Being around Lane made her feel just fabulous. But he always seemed disappointed in the answer.

“No, I’ve been thinking about this a lot. This time...this time I want you to try something for me, okay?”

She would be happy to try anything once for him. That was how they ended up doing anal—which she would not confess to ever liking, though she loved that Lane had loved it. Afterward, of course, she asked very sweetly not to do it again, and he acquiesced. He was wonderful like that.

“This time I want you to point it at the mirror, and press this button,” he pointed at the side of it.

She took it. “This button?”

He jumped to the side, ducking his head. “Whoa. Yes. That one.”

She giggled. “What do you think is going to happen?”

“Just...just try it and see, okay?”

She shrugged. Of course she would try it. She was his girlfriend. She’d always be his girlfriend, unless he gathered up the courage to propose—and then she’d happily be his wife. 

Stepping in front of the mirror, Jessica took a breath, quite happy with what she saw. She was wearing a happy little yellow sundress, skimpy and sultry, showing off lots of her gorgeous breasts. She loved that she was so pretty, just for Lane. 

He shut the door behind her.

“What’s that for?” she called.

“Just trust me,” came his voice through the door.

“Okayyyy...”

She held up the pocket watch, pointed it at her reflection in the mirror, and pressed the button.

And then her world exploded in happy, thoughtless bliss.

* * * * *

Jessica felt herself coming back online, brushing her hair in front of the mirror. It was thoroughly shiny and sexy, just like Lane deserved of his girlfriend.

She sighed. She was really tired of that designation—girlfriend.

It was so drab and boring to just be her love’s girlfriend. He deserved so much more than that, didn’t he? He deserved something sexier. Something so much more incredibly erotic.

I really should be Lane’s slave, she thought. 

Yes. A slave. 

Girlfriends kissed and fucked and loved. But slaves served. Slaves did anything their Masters said. Slaves could pregnant, she realized distantly, her hand sliding up into her bare, wet cunt.

She was naked in front of the mirror, she realized. Totally naked, her pussy dripping hot wetness like she had been cumming for the past thirty minutes straight. And yet, even so, she still wanted more sex. She wanted Lane to fuck her and call her his fuckslave and she wanted to call him Master and she wanted him to be her Master.

The thought clung to her mind like it was coated in molasses. There was nothing in the world that makes more sense. In fact, if she was his slave, that would mean that she could just be sucking his cock nonstop.

He could just be watching television or playing videogames or any of the other really important manly things he did all day, and she could crawl up to him and start sucking off his big fat cock that she loved so fucking much and just suck and lick and adore him until he spurted his cum down her happy little slave throat. Then she would go make him dinner like a good slave and then suck him off again while he was eating dinner.

That would be so cool.

The bathroom door was open. When had that happened? She shrugged. It didn’t matter.

Stepping out of the bathroom, she rushed to the bedroom, where she put on her sexiest lingerie as quickly as she could. The black corset, of course, that made her big tits look so fucking great, like she had stepped right out of a porno. 

And the lace panties with the garter strap too, along with those smoky hot stockings that covered her legs and made her feel like she was just born to be shown off for her Master. 

Tall, tall black heels, of course, the tallest ones she had. They were only a measly four-inches high—she’d have to fix that soon. And then the coup de grace: black elbow-length opera gloves.

She had never worn them, even though Lane bought them and said she would look really sex if she did. She didn’t understand that. Why had she been such a disagreeable bitch? That was no fair to him. She needed to show him what he was to her.

Every part of her now was advertised as a complete fucking slavecunt for Lane’s use and abuse. Her hair, so long and thick and shiny and sexy, ran all the way down to her waist. Lane insisted that she had long, gloriously healthy hair, and she was so glad she had obeyed. There was no way he could look at her and think about anything else except for hard, furious fucking and putting her in her place as a bitch that only just barely deserved his glorious cock.

That was how she should look all the time. She didn't care if he wanted to go out to eat and have her on a leash, or walk through the park with her crawling behind him. If it was what he wanted, then he should get it. Lane was that important. Her Master was that important.

Fuck, she hoped he would let her call him Master.

She strutted down the short hall of their apartment, easily in view of where he sat on the couch, watching her approach. Almost like he was expecting her...like he was expecting this outfit. That was good. She wanted him to expect her to wear sexy things. 

Casually, he pointed a finger down on the ground. Obediently, Jessica started to crawl toward him, swaying her ass happily as she stared up at him with lust in her eyes. When she finally reached him, she wrapped herself around his leg, her huge, delicious tits enveloping his thigh.

“Lane, baby? I’d like to ask you something.”

He stroked her hair. She purred happily. 

“What is it, love?”

She melted a little, hearing the pet name...but it hardened her resolve too, knowing it was the wrong one for a fuckslave like her. She took a breath, further hugging his thigh with her big breasts, and began.

“It’s just, like, I’m tired of all these roleplay games. I really, really want to be your slave for real. I don’t want us to be playing around with it. I don’t want to just say those words. I want you to know, in your heart, that I’m your total, absolute slave. I want you to know I’d do anything you ask. I'd take your babies inside of me. I’d steal things. I’d lie.” Her voice got huskier and huskier as her pussy moistened. “I’d murder someone. I’d seduce some old man so you could have all his money. Anything at all you want, Lane, I want to do it for you. Because I don’t own myself. You own me.”

She could see the excitement building in his face, and in the bulge in his pants. She leaned forward a bit and slid her hand over his pants, rubbing intently.

“You’re my owner, Lane. You’re my fucking Master. I don’t care if I never call you anything but Master ever again. I’ll do it in public, in front of my friends—you can upload hot photos of me sucking you off on the internet and make money off my hot fucking body, Sir. I don’t care. I am whatever you need me to be. I’m your fucking slave, Master.”

Her gorgeous face had become more and more intense as she spoke, her breaths harder and harder.

“Fuck,” he groaned finally, stroking her lovely face. “Are you sure about this?”

“Oh yes, Master.” She nodded intently.

He scratched his head. “I’m only asking because you’re not begging. If you were serious, I’d think you would beg.”

Oh god, she was so fucking stupid! It was the proximity of his cock making her so dumb. She had gotten greedy, demanding things from her Master, not thinking to beg.

“I’m so sorry, Master!” Her big blue eyes were so wide and earnest. “I can do that! Please let me beg! Please let me beg to be your cockslave fuckdoll!”

He ran a hand through the thick, sexy mass of her hair. “Very well. Impress me.”

Obediently, she bowed her heads between his ankles, raising her ass high in the air. 

“Please, Master,” she purred. “Please let me be your fuckslave forever. Let me obey you in every possible way, please? Let me do anything and everything you desire. Let me be your perfect fuckpet slave now and forever, oh please, please, please!

So enthralled was she in her worship that she hardly noticed Lane had gotten up. In fact, she did not notice that he had moved at all until he ripped her panties down and shoved his bare, unprotected cock deep in her pussy from behind. 

“Ohmygodohmygod!”

Lane grunted and shoved into her even harder. “You like that, slave? You like it when I take you how I want?”

She felt more alive, more fertile, more womanly, than she ever had before in her life.

“Yes, Master!”

“Tell me again,” he grunted, pumping his thick, hard cock. “Tell me what you’d do for me.”

“Anything you ask,” she moaned.

He thrust harder. His cock was so fucking big. She couldn’t imagine a cock ever coming close to his.

“I’d steal for you.”

Grunting, he slapped her ass. She came right away, her face thumbing against the couch cushions. 

“Yes! I’d lie!”

Thrust, thrust thrust, slap. She came again, again. Each new spanking was a new orgasm.

“Murder.”

Thrusting even harder still, pushing her face hard against the couch, he started to tug her thick hair back. It was so fucking perfect.

“I’d take everything someone else had and give it up to you, my Master!”

Slapping her ass wildly now. Her head was caught between the floor and the bottom of the couch, and she just simply did not care. Her orgasms arrived like trains in a subway, one right after the other, going every which way through her body.

“You have no will but my will.”

“No will but your will!” she cried out. “No will but my Master’s will!”

Finally his orgasm burst inside of her. It was Masterseed. It was godcum, filling her up. It was her alpha and omega, everything she hoped to achieve from life. It was so warm, so gooey and wonderful. He was such a fucking stud. She had no doubt that she was pregnant already. She was such a hot fucking perfect slave to make her Master cum like that.

“Very well,” he breathed on top of her, after a minute. “You can be my slave. You call me Master from now on, girl.”

She had been Lane’s fuckslave for as long as she could remember, deep in her heart. Now it was her reality. 

She couldn’t help it. All her dreams coming true at once. She came once more, her pussy vibrating madly, turning around and holding her Master so tight, knowing he was going to give her countless more orgasms in the future.

# # #

Mesmerizing His Cheerleaders

––––––––

“Explain to me again why we are having this meeting? Aren’t you an alumni?”

“Yes, Miss Fellows. That’s right.” 

The young man, Daniel, leaned forward, grabbing a photo off her desk. He was of average height, average build, his hair short and brown and his eyes distant brown. He wore jeans and a blue hoodie. To be frank, he was rather beneath having a conversation with Joanna Fellows, but as the cheerleading coach of Lovely Valley High School, she had to deal with a great number of undesirables. Constantly, men were attacking her solitude and personal space, trying just to have one more second of her lovely face or firm, delicious figure. As a ridiculously beautiful brunette thirty year-old, Joanna was rather used to it. 

“Is that your husband? Your kids?”

A frown formed on her her lovely face. “Um, yes. But I don’t see—”

“How long you been married? Your kid looks like, what, two years old?”

“Three. And that’s how long we’ve been married, but I don’t see—”

“That’s good. I’m not really about older women, but you’re so gorgeous, I figured what the hell, you know? You only live once. It’d be weird if your kid was older, though. I don’t know why, exactly, but I know that’s true. So I’m glad she’s young, because you are really just incredibly hot.” He smiled. “You know you’re gorgeous, don’t you?”

There was such a stream of vileness, such outright contempt for her station pouring from this boy, that Joanna hardly knew where to begin. 

As such, she could only really stammer out a response. “I—you see, now see here, I don’t—what do you mean, I know I’m—”

She shook her head. This boy was very confusing and right away. He had just stormed into her office and sat down, barely even saying who he was. That was unusual at any time, but especially on a Saturday practice, when practically no one else was at school. 

Joanna purposefully asked for Saturday practices for the lack of distractions—so many of her girls were rather beautiful, and so boys from all over the school would skip class to come and watch her team work out. And probably too, of course, to watch Joanna join in when she had to.

Joanna, of course, did know she was gorgeous. Joanna was tall, in incredible shape from her many years of cheerleading semi-professionally and then coaching, with beautiful breasts that enabled her to convince most men of anything she wanted to convince them of. Today, wearing her tight spandex coaching shorts and tighter cleavage-baring button-up jacket revealing the lovely deep line of her bountiful bosom, should have been a banner day for getting what she wanted from every man.

Except for this young brat, of course.

Her looks were how she landed her super hunk husband, Jerry, who ran the town’s only used car lot. He was rich, and Joanna loved spending his wealth and being the recipient of it. She had three fur coats, her own master bathroom, and a walk-in closet the size of a barn. Now that she had a child with him, she had really locked him in. He loved their little girl, and treated her like a princess, surpassed only by Joanna herself.

“Look, toots, you don’t gotta be humble with me. I think you’re smoking hot. It’s no wonder you’re a cheerleading coach.”

This really raised her ire. “I-I-I am the cheerleading director because I cheered all through college and won state awards. It has nothing at all to do with my appearance or my figure or my breasts—”

“Whoa, hey,” he held up his hands. “I didn’t say anything about your tits. Though they are really nice. They real?”

“Of course they’re real!”

She felt stupid for giving him the reason to focus on her tits like that. But all the time, men thought she was a cheerleader just because she had big, firm, delicious breasts. In truth, they were more of a hindrance to her career than anything else. It was difficult enough doing all the back flips and twirls required for cheerleading without an extra ten pounds on your chest. 

She stood up, pointing at the door. Her tits bounced gracefully with the movement. “I really must insist that you leave. Now. You have far outworn your welcome, young man.”
Joanna felt she had been quite forceful. She felt like he must have really heard her, that there was to be no doubt what she wanted and that he would acquiesce.
All the same, he remained seated.

“Nah,” he said, waving a hand. “When does practice start, by the way?”

“What does that matter? Leave!” She pointed again, jabbing toward the door.

“It matters because I’m waiting for my girl Valerie. I really, really want to see her. But it’s fine that I saw you first, I guess. It’s just I been soft on her for the longest time. We grew up across the street from each other. She’s really, damned pretty. I think she’s only gotten prettier as the years have gone on, and now other guys have noticed, and I think my chances with her have been drying up, sort of. I’ve never been really good at communicating what I want, though. Lately, though, I got all kinds of confidence. Your tits look amazing in that tiny little jacket, by the away. Do you catch a lot of guys staring at you?”

Of course, she did. But that wasn’t the issue.

“Leave!” Joanna’s voice was reaching the very top of her speaking tone, bordering on screaming.

“No? Didn’t I already tell you no? You gotta listen, babe. It’s gonna be very important that you know how to listen to me in a few seconds.”

He reached into his hoodie pocket, pulling out a gold pocket watch.

“I’m calling school security.”

“All right, all right, just hold on a second.” He was twirling dials on the watch.

Joanna had picked up the phone, and was searching her desk for the number. The watch started to glow. “W-what is that?” she asked.

“Oh, this?” Daniel held up the watch. “This is my magic watch. A new friend of mine gave it to me after I helped him fix his car on the side of the road. I’m good with my hands like that. He said he’d been wanting to give it someone who was basically decent. I guess...” Daniel smiled. “I guess I am a little decent. I’m only going to enslave you for sex. Nothing really nasty, though I could make you do anything at all. This watch, it only works on one person at a time, but there’s a loophole around that he told me about.”

That was it. She was going to slap him. Joanna stood up and walked around the desk. She heard a low, odd humming sound from the watch as she made the turn, and as she turned on him her legs gave out in instant orgasm, every last bit of her mind melting into the background.

* * * * *

“Oh god, Monica, I’m so sorry.”

Lovely, slim Lindsay bent over trying to help the busty brunette up onto her feet. Monica shoved her back, and the pretty girl banged her head against a nearby locker. 

“Don’t touch me, you idiot cow. Maybe if you weren’t such a fattie, it would be easier to not knock into your betters.”

Monica stormed off, rather enjoying the tears that had started to brim in Lindsay’s eyes from the impromptu humiliation. The stunning eighteen year-old would have been able to do much better if she’d had a little more time, but Lindsay jostling into Monica the moment that Monica entered the locker room had caught her off guard.

Calling Lindsay a cow, or even slightly overweight, as about as far as an exaggeration as someone could make about another human being. She was incredibly thin, almost too thin to be cute if it weren’t for her gorgeously styled blond hair and her beautiful face. 

Most every girl on the cheerleading team was just as lovely as Lindsay if not moreso. But Monica knew that if Lindsay or any of the other girls had even a shred of self-esteem, then they would be able to challenge Monica’s spot as Queen Bee, and the sveltely curved young beauty just couldn’t let that happen.

So, three years ago, when she signed up for the cheerleading squad, Monica started a private war against the egos of the rest of the squad. With Lindsay, this meant initiating a long campaign of digs against Lindsay’s weight, who was at a perfectly healthy size at the time. It was fairly obvious that Lindsay’s eating disorder and subsequent severe weight loss were a direct result of Monica’s constant potshots.

Good, thought Monica, tossing her hair back and holding her nose high as she approached her locker, set aside from all the other girls—as was the cheerleading captain’s privilege. Other girls deserved to hate themselves when she was around. Monica was better, and deserved to be recognized as such. She didn’t care how other girls learned their place, so long as they did.

For the longest time now, Monica had loathed most other girls. As far as she was concerned, they were in her way.

Pulling out her practice uniform from her locker, she reflected on how she especially loathed the new girl, Valerie. Not only was Valerie’s beauty homegrown and natural and pure, it was rather more striking than Monica’s own if one was paying close enough attention. Monica was your classic beautiful brunette, and alone in a room with a man, she was sure she could make him do anything she wanted. 

But Valerie was the kind of beauty that could make a man think anything she wanted. Green-eyed, blonde, with curves that went on all day and legs that didn’t know the definition of “stop,” there was not a fleck of a flaw on Valerie’s angelic figure or face. Her green eyes in particular made Monica green with envy. And so, Monica hated her. Just looking at Valerie, you knew she was the type to be gorgeous long into her fifties and sixties. 

Monica knew she was beautiful, knew she was desirable, but she also knew that had quite a lot to do with her youth. Once she got old enough, unless she had a man firmly manipulated to her needs, she wouldn’t be going anywhere in this life. 

Her mother had been the prettiest girl at Lovely Valley High School. Three years ago, Monica’s sister Laura had been the prettiest girl at Lovely Valley High School. And ever since Monica’s sister had gone off to college to conquer a man and take him as her prize-winning husband, Monica had made it her life’s mission to be the sexiest, hottest, most wanted girl at school in her mother and sister’s place.

It wasn’t that hard. Monica was perfectly beautiful. With her dark hair, slim body toned from years of cheerleading, and beautiful face, she broke hearts in every room she walked in. Boys or girls—she didn’t discriminate. Most of the girls in the locker room right now probably had some sick, twisted lust/hate relationship with Monica. She took enormous pleasure in the thought that if any of them had lesbian fantasies, they were chiefly concerned with her tight ass and the way it carved into her hot little spandex shorts. She liked it that way—it kept them off-balance and therefore easier to intimidate and manipulate. 

Valerie didn’t have enough exposure with the rest of the girls to work up that kind of obsession yet. 

Today, Monica’s body looked terrific in her tight, spandex practice uniform. The school’s colors were gold and blue, so her shorts were bright blue, tight and effortlessly showing off the amazing curve of her tightly toned ass. Her abs, a perfect combination of smoothness and tautness, weren’t covered at all by the tiny gold cleavage-baring top, with its short sleeves and fun little blue stripes. She put her long hair back in a thick ponytail, ready to work. When Monica showed up to practice, she showed up to show everyone else up.

The PA system dinged. 

“Monica, come to the Coach’s office.”

That was odd. Coach Fellows almost never used the PA. Usually, she just shouted from her door.

Not thinking too much of it, she entered the office. Coach Fellows behind her desk with a young man, someone who Monica recognized remotely. Coach Fellows had a distant, serene smile on her face. Even though she was looking directly at Monica, the beautiful young cheerleader got the distinct impression that her coach wasn’t all there. Maybe it was drugs? 

And why was this man sitting in the coach’s chair?

“Have a seat, Mon-ic-aa.” Coach Fellows’s voice was sing-songy, tinged with bliss.

Yes, drugs. It had to be drugs. Still though, the coach was in charge.

“Yes, Coach,” said Monica, sitting down in front of the desk and crossing her legs. 

She didn’t spare a second glance to the man in the room. A boy, really, barely worth her time. She only dated college guys, and even then, just seniors.

“Please,” said the buxom blonde. “Call me Joanna.”

“O...kaaay?”

That was a near-taboo. The lovely cheerleading coach had insisted time and time again that she be referred to only as Coach, or Coach Fellows. Any attempts to call her something different result in marathons of push-ups. 

Meanwhile, the man behind the desk was just staring at Monica, a small smile on his face. He would been maybe marginally attractive, in an average sort of way, if Monica’s standards weren’t so justifiably sky high. Not just anyone could be allowed to be near her.

“You’re an incredibly beautiful young lady, Monica,” the Coach said breathily. “I’m sure you know this already.”

“Oh, I don’t like to make a big deal about it.”

The man laughed. “Please. Don’t start lying already.”

“Excuse me?” said Monica.

He leaned forward. “You make a bigger deal out of your looks than anybody on this planet, I think. You are nothing but your looks, sweetheart. You might as well own up to it.”

Joanna, next to the man, moaned out an affirmative. “Own up to it,” she whispered slowly, hotly. Her tongue lavished over every word. “Might as well.”

Monica was becoming...well, she didn’t know what she was becoming. Scared? Maybe a little? Was this how it felt for others when she seemed not to care about what they said?

“Miss Fellows—Joanna, I don’t understand. Who is that man in your desk? Why is he here?”

“This is Master Daniel, darling. Isn’t he wonderful?”

The man—Daniel—banged his hand down on the desk.

“Unbelievable. All the hell you gave me, and you don’t recognize me.” He shook his head, clearly getting mad. “That’s...that’s mind boggling, it really is. You just hand out abuse like candy, don’t you? Someone needs to do something about that.”

Monica arched an eyebrow. She could smell it now, the sex in the air. Was it his, or Joanna’s? Both? That was...that was disgusting, was what it was. 

Sex. Ick.

“Is that a threat?”

He laughed, hanging his head back. Then he just sort of stayed there, as if he was enjoying something long and thorough, something perfectly executed. His hand went over to Joanna’s hair, alternating between strokes and tugs. 

For the first time, Monica noticed Joanna’s arm movements, her hand pumping underneath the desk. How close she was sitting to Daniel. How she stared at him with complete adoration, unless he motioned with a finger for her attention to be on Monica. 

Monica was no stranger to sex. It was an excellent way to control men. She had never gone all the way, of course, but she had given out her fair share of handies and blowjobs. She could only promise them for money and favors so much, after all, without delivering. 

Mostly, she didn’t enjoy it. Sex was a means to an end—but she enjoyed that end, power, so very much.

“Joanna, are you...are you giving him a handjob?”

Now caught, Joanna seemed just to speed up her efforts, staring into Daniel’s face

“Of course I am, dear. He deserves it, for working so hard and being so wonderful. Isn’t he wonderful? Say how wonderful he is, Monica. Do it with me. You’ll really enjoy it, I promise. I didn’t think I would at first, but he showed me how wrong I was. He’s so good like that.”

She stroked his hair, kissing his face just a bit. Her eyes full of worshipful zeal, the kind that Monica had only seen in Joanna’s face before when she had been discussing new cheering routines. 

“B-but you have a husband! A little girl!”

“Oh, them. I don’t really care about them. Master said I could divorce that fat lout and stick him with the child. At least until she’s old enough for Master to take, just like he took me and he’s going to take you! By that time I’ll probably be too old to fuck him good enough anyway, so I’ll have a perfect replacement on the way already. Isn’t that great? Or maybe he'll just get me pregnant today. I've asked him to. He seems very open to the idea.”

“Shut up already,” said Daniel, putting a hand on the back of her head. 

Joanna nodded happily and gracefully slid down between his legs. Monica didn’t have to use much of her imagination to understand what she was doing. The hot, loud slurping sounds required very little thought to fill in the blanks. A long flush crept up over Daniel’s face. Apparently, Joanna was very good at being on her knees.

“Look babe. You gave me hell every day that you saw me in school. Which was, you might recall, a whole lot.”

“Oh...oh.”

Monica remembered now. A boy in the class ahead of her. She would order up her boyfriends to dump their lunches on him, or beat him up outside the cheerleader’s locker room, or prank call him and tell him to show up at Make Out Point by himself, whereupon she or one of her boyfriends would slash his tires. It was easy to forget doing things like that when she did them so very often to nearly everyone.

And now he had...he had somehow convinced Joanna Fellows to suck him off in front of a student. 

Drugs. It must have been drugs. Right? Well, she wasn’t going to take any, by god!

Monica, horrified, stood up and starting walking out. 

“I have to...I have to go!” she said loudly, panic tinging her voice.

“Wait a second,” he said, holding up Joanna’s hand, bent a little backwards. In it was a shiny gold watch. “You’ve got to watch this for a minute before you leave.”

“I don’t have to—”

Then an odd low humming sound began, and Monica couldn’t look away. Bliss poured out from the watch, and her brain turned turned off and her vile personality melted away.

* * * * *

“I’m sorry I’m late, everybody.”

Sweet eighteen year-old Valerie rushed through the double doors of the locker room, head down, not wanting to look at anybody. She hated being late. It embarrassed her terribly. Practice was supposed to start at ten thirty in the morning, but everyone was expected to be dressed and ready by ten for the Coach’s daily pep talk, which meant arriving around nine-thirty most of the time. Even so, most of the girls got there at eight or even earlier, warming up and watching videos. It was ten-twenty, and Valerie felt horrible.

“That’s all right,” every cheerleader said in unison. “We are all on time for service, all the time.”

Valerie wasn’t sure what to make of all those eighteen year-old lovelies chanting that sort of thing all at once. Certainly it was part of their job description to chant, but it seemed odd they would do it on her arrival. She also wasn’t sure to make of the fact that every girl was grouped up with at least one other teammate, often two, sitting down together and engaging in all kinds of licentious activities. 

Each deliciously hot girl was in underwear. Many were kissing each other. Others had escalated well beyond kissing, into full-on tit-grabbing and pussy-stroking.

She watched the gorgeous slim redheaded Darla sit in the lap of busty Asian Cecilia, kissing her passionately, like her life depended on it. Then tall, amazonian Debbie tapped Darla on the shoulder. 

“That’s good, babe,” said Debbie, her voice quiet and breathy, like she was afraid of disturbing someone nearby. “You really know how to use your tongue. But make sure you’re grinding properly. He’ll like it so much better if you’re paying attention to his big fat cock. Here.”

Darla slipped aside to let Debbie sit down on Cecilia, where Debbie ground her hot, wet snatch into Cecilia’s needy lap expertly. Darla, her eyes blank and almost lifeless, nodded thoughtfully.

“Oh yes,” Darla said, her voice also a hot, breathy moan. “I see now. Do you think he'll get me pregnant if I do it good enough?”

Valerie would have left, then, like a normal person, except the whole scene had her horribly turned on. Her bisexuality was no secret to herself. If the entirety of the cheerleading locker room had collectively decided to give in to their hot lesbian desires at once, she was certainly in favor of it.

Although...why had they mentioned a “he?” Were they practicing for someone?

That would be pretty hot too. It was quite warm in the locker room, so all these young eighteen year-old beauties who were happily adoring each other’s tight, sexy bodies were beginning to be covered in sweat. Their bras and panties were all becoming casually see-through. Valerie certainly wanted to practice some kissing drills—maybe with that tart Monica who could never shut her evil trap—and so she began to strip down.

In her underwear, around all these other pantie-and-bra clad beauties, Valerie felt right at home. Surrounded by so many hot, young, athletic bodies, there was little to not be turned on by. All of the beauty and power of the school was concentrated right here in this very room, and each of these girls seemed compelled by something much greater than themselves.

She knew that she fit in with all the overwhelming volume of beauty in the small, sweaty room. Her blond hair was long and perfectly styled, her body lean, her breasts a considerable D cup that fit perfectly on her long frame, and her face was strikingly beautiful. She was gifted with plush, pink lips, bright green eyes, and wonderfully shaped cheekbones that made her face soft without seeming plump, and angled without seeming harsh. 

She was not tall, though not short—romantically, she liked to think of herself as the perfect kissing height for her neighbor, Daniel, who she had had a terrible crush on for several years now. 

That crush being denied and unsurfaced for so long, she had felt like she should at least explore her sexuality a little—she had no interest in other boys, who all seemed such bores when compared to Daniel, but other girls were free game as far as she was concerned. 

So what was happening in the locker room right now excited her quite a bit. She looked from one kissing couple to another, hot strings of lust tugging at her pussy.

Still, she felt like she should get a little more information about what was happening. 

Sitting on a bench near the water fountains were Angela and Lindsay, two lovely bleach blond babes who could have nearly been twins, locked lips happily, moaning into each and ever little lick and purr. 

“Um, girls?” 

No response.

“Are you...girlfriends, now? I’m really cool with that, but I’m just sort of...I mean, you’re being really open about it. Everyone is.”

“We’re doing kissing drills,” they cooed together, each gasping for breath. “Would you like to join us? Cheerleaders are required to be extra good at kissing, in case we are called to premium service.”

Valerie bit her lip, rather tempted. Kissing both Angela and Lindsay at the same time?

Um, yes please. 

She licked her lips a little, running her hands along Angela’s big, perfect tits. Angela just moaned and stared up at her with the promise that if Valerie tried, there would be more moaning, more squeezing, and lots of hot, wet kissing.

Wow, wow. Oh wow.

Valerie wanted this. She wanted this almost as much as she wanted Daniel. She had been waiting for him to ask her out ever since becoming a dating age, after growing up with him living across the street. If there was anyone she wanted to spend the rest of her life with, she knew automatically it was him.

She slid down one long leg into their joined lap, smiling. Their eyes were vacant and empty, but for these two, that was sort of par for the course.

She slid her lips forward into Lindsay’s face, pleasantly surprised at the hot, easy wetness that was waiting there for her. Valerie hadn’t kissed anyone before—saving herself for Daniel entirely. 

As they kissed, Valerie mused in the back of her mind about how cool it was to be a cheerleader. Valerie wasn’t sure why exactly she had become a cheerleader. She did it, at first, to kind of throw it in their faces, all these stuck-up bitches thinking they ran the school.

For three long years, they had laughed at her, pushed her aside in hallways, or sneered at her as she got straight As in every class. 

At the end of last year, after a particularly humiliating incident with a water bottle and the entire wrestling team, a lightning bolt of inspiration struck Valerie.

Why not become a cheerleader? 

Why not become the best cheerleader? 

She could do it for herself and for Daniel. Certainly, all those bitches had made his life hell while he was at school. Once she was the very best cheerleader, she would run them just how Monica did, and force them to apologize to him.

So, she spent all summer learning all she could about make up and fashion, knowing she had to look the part perfectly. Her blond hair, once an unkempt broken tangle of threads, was now flawless and shiny, like woven gold. By paying attention to her diet, her skin cleared up, her tummy flattened, and her eyes started to gain a luscious green luster that wasn’t there before. 

Lindsay kissed her hard, harder, as Angela’s face moved down to Valerie’s perfect abs, licking the soft muscles there. At the local gym, over the summer, she had taken two gymnastics classes and three other workout classes simultaneously. Her body became hard with sexy, luscious musculature. 

And at the back of her mind, through all this work, she thought—maybe this will make Daniel finally notice me again.

They had drifted away when he made it to high school. One year older than her, he just got caught up too much in his studies—and he was even more distant once he made it to college. Even then, when they would hang out during his time at home, he seemed distant, like his mind was a million miles away.

So at the end of the summer, she had lost forty pounds and looked like a supermodel princess. She rather liked it. Lately, she had found herself really quite enjoying all the attention she was getting. 

Boys gave her gifts. Other girls asked her opinion. Teachers didn’t mind if she stopped turning in work. It was wonderful what showing a little skin got her.

She especially enjoyed driving Monica nuts with her show of innocence about her own beauty. Girls like Monica only cared about status and beauty—it was fun to throw it in their faces every once in a while.

“Valerie,” said a breathy voice over the intercom. “You’re being called to service, dear.”

A long, jealous moan rose up from all the girls. Angela and Lindsay both stopped kissing her, retreating obediently.

“I’m so jealous,” said Angela. 

“So very jealous,” said Lindsay. “You’ll get to be with him now.”

Just the thought of “him,” whoever it was, drove Angela and Lindsay to start kissing each other again once Valerie had stood up completely, their fingers diving into each other’s soaking cunts.

Valerie stopped by in front of the locker room mirror before popping into the office—her hair looked a bit tangled from Angela’s strokes, but still flirty and sexy. Her plain white t-shirt and panties did nothing to hide how excitingly young and hot her body was. Whoever was in charge here, he would be sure to want Valerie.

And she wanted him to.

Something incredibly arousing was happening here. She knew she could run away. She knew that every single girl here had been dominated somehow. She knew they were all the servants of some powerful force, forever destined to do as they said.

It was easy to see that. She had read dirty, hot stories on the internet. She had fingered her hot cunt to them again and again, imagining herself in this very situation.

Run? 

As if. If she couldn’t have Daniel, at the very least, she could have some hot hunk totally mindfuck her. That sounded completely divine.

She walked into the office, completely unsurprised to see a make-shift throne formed out of six beautiful cheerleaders in a pyramid formation, just as they had been trained for so long. They were smiling and gasping in orgasmic bliss as they stacked on each other, just so happy to serve. The man on top of the hot, young throne was being serviced orally by Monica and her coach Joanna, each taking turns between sucking hard and lovingly and then kissing his thick balls.

Valerie drew in a shocked, perfectly excited breath.

It was Daniel. He was smiling wickedly down at her, though clearly trying to control the pleasure just her appearance gave him, on top of the sexy blowjob the two babes were delivering.

“Oh my god,” she murmured. “It’s you. You’ve taken control of all of them. You’ve...you’ve dominated each and every last woman here.”

“Yes,” he said, “ I have.”

She licked her lips, putting her hands in her face for a moment. This was all so much to take in.

“Daniel, that’s...that’s...that’s...”

“Evil? Despicable? Deplorable? Shameful?”

He looked almost ashamed as he said those words. And Valerie knew at that moment that, if there was one person in the world who Daniel would listen to, if there was one person in the world that he would stop all this because of, it was her. 

Too bad for all those cheerleading cunts, then.

“That’s really fucking hot, Daniel.”

He seemed taken aback. “What?”

His grip on Joanna’s head tightened. She could sense already that he was hoping, desperately, for exactly the words that she was bursting with need to say. He used Joanna’s mouth like a wet hand, sliding her up and down his shaft intently as he listened to Valerie. Joanna’s eyes were glazed over with pleasure.

“Daniel, I’ve been wanting you to ask me out on a date for longer than I can remember. I’ve dreamt of you coming over to my house and busting down the door and holding me down, fucking my mouth until I can’t breath. I've dreamt of you getting me pregnant, even. I’ve fingered my cunt so much thinking about that, Daniel. And now you’re here telling me that you’ve enslaved all these snobby bitches to your will and you’ve saved me for last? Daniel...”

She rushed forward, pushing on top of the throne of girls and kissing him on the lips hungrily. Her thighs slid over the cooing faces of Joanna and Monica, her hand shoving Joanna down harder on Daniel’s cock. His breath caught.

“That’s the hottest, sexiest, dirtiest, most wonderful thing I’ve ever heard. I want you, Daniel,” she purred. “I want it, Master. I want you to dominate me.”

“Fucking...shit. Wow.”

She kissed him again, nodding intently. “Mmmmhmmm. I want you to be my Master. I want to help you take over more stupid cheerleading sluts to worship your hard, needy cock, sir. Please won’t you let me?”

“Y-yeah,” he nodded. He tugged her hair then, a test maybe. Valerie cried out happily. “Yeah, that’s right. You’re just a little fucking fertile slut for me, aren’t you? My special little Valerieslave, ready to suck me off. You’ve needed to for so long, haven’t you?”

“I really have, Sir! I really, really have.” 

Her voice was filled with whiny, hot need, so desperate to show him how much she cared. Open, hot lust poured out from his face, the most emotion she had ever seen from him. Clearly, it turned him on, knowing that she wanted this so bad. 

Hoping to double his lust, she slid Joanna off of Daniel’s cock and then wrapped Monica’s hair around her hand, shoving the lovely teen’s mouth up and down her Daniel’s cock hard, harder, harder.

“You little fucking slut, you take Master’s cock.” Valerie had a big, satisfied smile on her face. “You take it like you deserve for being such a cunt.”

Monica could only moan out a happy affirmative, so very ecstatic to do as she was told. Valerie looked back up at Daniel with her big green eyes, covering him with a love-filled gaze.

“How does it work? The control?”

“This watch,” he said, holding up a big gold pocket watch. “It entrances someone for about however long I need, but I only get one shot. You press this button, here,” he pointed, “and whoever’s looking at the watch is your slave.”

She licked her lips helplessly, so turned on. The vehicle of the destiny she had always wanted just sitting there in the hands of the man she had always wanted to be with.

“Tell me to do it, Daniel,” she moaned, jacking his cock so hard with Monica’s gorgeous face. “Make me yours forever.”

He was about to open his mouth, and she kissed him to cut him off just for a moment.

“Wait,” she breathed. “I have a better idea. What if you put me under the second you came?”

“No,” he said. “I can’t do it. It’s limited to one use, like I said. Forever. And all these girls have been taken and used the watch already. You have to put yourself under.”

Another sizzling hot kiss, choking Monica’s throat on her new Master’s cock all the while. It was fun hearing the once-snotty bitch try to breath.

“Even better,” Valerie said, half-purr, half-growl.

Pushing Monica and Joanna aside, she laid out on the pyramid of hard, hot teenage bodies beneath her, each still squirming with ecstasy from being so close to their Master. 

“Undress her, girls,” said Master Daniel.

Nodding with happy, lusty smiles on their faces, Joanna and Monica each ripped Valerie’s panties and sweaty white tee straight off. Right away, he entered her with his huge, unprotected cock, wrapping her legs around the back of his neck. Practically squatting down into her cunt, he drove into her harder and harder with his thick hard member. He was so big! She couldn’t believe what she had been missing out on for so very long.

“Fuck me, Master!” she moaned. “Fuck me harder, please harder!”

He did tenfold. Valerie was endlessly impressed at his stamina. Surely he had been fucking all morning long. He was so very virile. How lucky she was, to have a man who could fuck for so long and so hard, and had such an array of choices when she wasn’t enough for him!

Her hands dug into the hair of the girls underneath her, pushing and pulling their faces against each other. She didn’t care how hard she was tugging. They would take it. They didn’t have a choice. Soon, she wouldn’t have a choice.

God, that was so fucking hot!

“I’m gonna come, Valerie,” her darling Master moaned, his pumps increasing again in intensity.

All the slaves around them gasped with instant orgasm, each of them writhing underneath the two as their pussies exploded with bliss. It was like a window into the future. They were cumming because he was cumming. Soon, that would be her whole life—cumming at her Master Daniel’s pleasure. Oh god, yes! Yes, please let it be true!

“I’m gonna come. I’m gonna...gonna come!”

She felt his hot, perfect release spurt inside of her waiting fertile pussy, and for just a second, let herself enjoy that last bit of consciousness. Then she pressed the button on the watch, hearing its low, hypnotic thrumming, staring right into it. Her very last thoughts were washed away, just as all the others were, though probably Daniel would have rather liked them:

Bye bye, mind. I don’t need you anymore.

I’ve got my Master.

* * * * *

SlaveValerie adored SlaveMonica and SlaveJoanna. It was so hot how all three of them got to suck and kiss and lick Master’s big cock all at once. His dick was enormous, too big really for just one slave—they all knew this to be true. So SlaveValerie would suck on the head while SlaveMonica and SlaveJoanna would slide their tongues up and down his shaft. Or they would switch, and SlaveMonica would try valiantly to deep throat him while SlaveJoanna and SlaveValerie licked and kissed his thick balls. 

It was some time past six in the evening on Saturday. He was dozing in the coach’s office now, all the other enslaved beauties serving as a big, finger-fucking, big-titted pillow and mattress for his chosen three sluts. Somehow, his cock was still responding to their efforts. He was so powerful like that. SlaveValerie adored that about him.

Together, they adored their Master. He was so good and strong and wonderful. They would do anything at all for the rest of their lives if it involved pleasing him.

SlaveValerie loved Master Daniel. She always had. There was no other truth for her, no other thought. He was her beginning and ending. His will was her will. Obedience to him was purest pleasure.

She loved being his slave. She loved that she had been born to be his slave. She loved that all other girls were born to be his worshipful slaves, and those that hadn’t realized this yet were either not worthy of him or just not educated enough.

Suddenly, the phone rang. Master stirred, sitting up on an elbow.

“You’re the coach,” he nudged SlaveJoanna along with his knee. “Answer it.”

Obediently, she nodded crawled over to answer the phone.

“Act for society,” he instructed, right before she answered. Joanna nodded.

“Coach Fellows’s office. This is Coach Fellows. Who’s calling?”

Her voice, bright and cheery, did not match the blank, lusty stare of her face. That was really, really hot as far as Valerie was concerned. There was a quick back-and-forth, and then SlaveJoanna put her hand over the receiver and turned to Master.

“It’s the state cheerleading competition. The stadium that was going to host it is undergoing emergency maintenance. They want to hold it here. What is your will, Master?”

“Oh yes, Master,” urged SlaveValerie. “Do it, please. We can take all of them, Master. We can get every last one, just like you deserve.”

He grinned, tugging at SlaveValerie’s thick golden hair. “Oh yes,” he said. “I would like that very much.”

# # #

Mesmerizing His Bride

––––––––

“You’re what?”

“I feel...trapped. Helpless,” said Paige. “The marriage is in what, two weeks? I feel like I can’t get away.”

Paige watched the beautiful blond Daniela sip at her soda through the long neon-colored twisty straw that the Corner Diner was famous for. Her plush lips couched the plastic tube perfectly. As they sat on the neon orange pleather seats, young twenty year-old Paige, dark-haired and quite beautiful herself, considered her friend. 

Would Daniela offer good advice? She loved Daniela—she was fun at parties, was a fierce protector of her friends, and had just the best fashion sense, always in designer clothes and cool, hip jewelry. They had gone to high school together, both graduating at the top of their class a year and a half ago, and each had decided to take a couple of years off and just enjoy life before stressing about education or some dumb career. 

For Paige, taking a year off had caused some dissent within her family, but eventually they accepted the decision. They accepted it more once she accepted the marriage proposal of Charles Race, first son of one of the wealthiest families in town.

For Daniela, it had been easy. Daniela’s whole family was just filthy rich, the richest in the state, and Daniela was not shy about sharing that fact or sharing her wealth with the people she had decided to care about. But she could be...wrathful, at times, and Paige was always trying to avoid stepping into the direction of that part of her.

“I mean, it’s marriage, Paige. Not getting away is sort of the point.”

“I know that, it’s just...”

Paige didn’t know how much information to trust Daniela with. In the past, Daniela had come to Paige with juicy gossip about their other friends—Lydia had a pregnancy taken care of when they were all in high school still, or Jamie was dating the guy from across town with two daughters, and so on.

Part of Daniela’s penchant for flair and snobbery had to have come from the fact that she was so gorgeous, and flaunted it at every opportunity. Today, for instance, she wore a gorgeous plain light blue silk blouse, unbuttoned just enough to show off her big, plump tits that were as voluptuous and perfectly shaped as the rest of her. Her tiny gray pencil blue skirt only further accentuated her hourglass frame, which was entirely highlighted by her thick, golden-spun hair that draped all the way down her back in luxurious waves and curls.

Most women were intimidated by Daniela’s beauty. Paige, although intimidated by Daniela more often than not, had no reason to feel unequal in that department. That was probably why she had ended up chosen as one of Daniela’s confidants—the beautiful blonde was distrustful of plain and ugly people, always believing them to be too jealous of her to tell the truth. Often, she was right.

Paige was a tall bronzed beauty with long, elegant limbs and an inheritance of Brazilian and Eastern European bone structure that landed her with a uniquely gorgeous face and tight, sexy curves. Her breasts, beautiful 36 D cups, were looked on with enormous envy by most women and with unrestrained lust by most men. And so, Paige was not intimidated by Daniela’s beauty because Paige knew, very obviously, that the two of them were on their own level, largely above everyone else. 

And though she would never admit it (unlike Daniela), she rather enjoyed being at that higher level and the privileges it granted her. Marrying a rich husband like Charles Banks, her fiance, was just one of the many privileges of being a gorgeous young woman. She tried to be humble, though, she really did.

Paige was still trying to put her thoughts together for an answer. Around her, the crowd in the diner bustled, and she noticed men stealing glances at her.

“I’m sorry, dear, hold on just one moment.” She held up a finger, catching the waitress’s attention.

The waitress was a perky young blonde, perhaps two years older than the two of them. She arrived with a smile.

“Excuse me, but what the fuck is this?” asked Daniela, holding up her mostly-full plastic cup of soda.

The waitress seemed taken aback. “So...soda?”

“It’s diet. I asked for regular. Are you so simple that you can’t distinguish between completely different logos and words on your little machine back there?”

“I...um...I apologize, miss, and...”

“Oh, I get it.” Daniela smiled. “This is an intervention on your part. You drink diet, because you’re a cow, and you think every other woman in the world must also. Look at my fucking body. Is it not clear how much better I am than you? Do I look like I need diet soda? Is that what you’re telling me?”

As she stumbled for an answer, Daniela grabbed the waitress by the elastic band of her skirt and poured her drink inside. The waitress let out a shocked little yelp. Her panties were soaked entirely with the sugary syrup water. The dark liquid ran down her thighs, bleeding into her socks and shoes.

Paige knew that in other towns, probably someone would call the cops on Daniela. At the very least, she would be told to leave the Corner Diner. Instead, everyone kept eating and drinking, doing their best to look as if they weren’t paying any attention, and the waitress kept her head down, tears starting to brim in her eyes.

“Fix it,” said Daniela. “Now.”

Daniela turned back to Paige. “Sorry. Good help is just so very hard to find, isn’t it? I’ll need to find out her name and make sure Father knows to discipline her family later.”

And that was why no one dared stand up to Daniela. Her wrath was legendary in the town, and either through the town’s factory or one of many side businesses, her father owned almost every source of income the town had. He doted on her endlessly, and she milked him for it, and his own moral standing was firmly in the gray. Punishing some waitress’s family for a wrong drink order was rather on the low end of the scale of what Paige had been witness to in the past.

Daniela’s wrath was, incidentally, why Paige was turning to her for advice. Paige had friends who would be more compassionate, probably, and more understanding, but Daniela would catch wind of Paige going to them first, and this was something that Daniela, as Paige’s self-proclaimed BFF, would be highly offended by. 

Depending on the nature of Daniela’s advice, the gorgeous blond might also end up offended by Paige going to ask someone else for advice after being consulted first. It was a tricky prospect all around.

Tricky prospects like that were why Paige kept so much to herself. No one knew she was still a virgin, for instance, except for Daniela. What Daniela thought was that Paige was saving herself for marriage. The truth of it was a little more complicated—that Paige was saving herself to by ravaged by just the right man. 

And she just didn’t feel Charles was that man, as much as she adored so many things about him.

Paige struggled to not say something about the overkill that Daniela had performed on the waitress.

“Good help is hard to find, you’re right. It’s a shame she forced you to do that.”

“Isn’t it?” Daniela nodded, examining her perfectly manicured nails. “Now, what is it that’s troubling you, dear? You’re feeling trapped, you said?”

“Yes. It’s just...I do so love Charles, but lately I just can’t get around the fact of just...” she sighed. “He is so very affectionate, and so very sweet, and he consults me on every single little decision that he makes. ‘Should I wear this tie with these shoes? This shirt with these socks?’” As if on cue, her phone buzzed. She picked it up and showed it to Daniela. “He’s left me thirty text messages since I’ve sat down here. And I’ve talked to him about this, Daniela. I have! But he doesn’t seem to get it. That he’s a free, independent man who can do what he wants. I don’t like being treated like some rich hobnobbery bitch who wants to control every aspect of his life. You know? I sometimes feel that I’m marrying him only because he said...”

Daniela seemed clearly annoyed. “He said what?”

“That he...that he’d die without me. He was very dramatic. Melodramatic, really.”

Truth be told, the way Charles acted toward her was about as exact the opposite as she wanted a man in her life to behave as possible. Paige had no interest in being consulted for every last decision. 

Decisions were difficult for her—there were so many variables to think about, so many people she didn’t want to offend or annoy. Society was such a delicate tapestry, woven from eight billion decisions all at once, and sometimes when she thought about adding to that tapestry it just made her mind spin.

She wanted a man to decide everything for her. She wanted the risk and the trouble of indecision to leave her. If someone could just tell her what to do all the time...if she could just leave her will behind, lock it in a box and entrust to some big-cocked hunk who would fuck her thoughts away and never let her have a moment of panic ever again...

She had dreams of domestication. Incredibly hot, naughty dreams that she didn’t feel she could share with anyone. They were in her head, all the time, so vibrant and alive that even right there in front of Daniela, as her friend was talking, Paige could see them clearly.

...Master was arriving home from work, and Paige was ready for him, kneeling in the thick shag carpet of the entry way, her wet mouth open.

When her MasterHusband arrived home, he enjoyed a good throatfucking of his best girl. And Paige always wanted to make sure he had what he wanted. 

Her elbow-length silk gloves covered her fingers as they dug into the thick material of the carpet. A black garter, lined with white frills, connected to hot lacy stockings decorated with little patterns of roses and stars. Her corset bra only just kept her massive, shiny tits in line, but each time she giggled or shifted her hair—which was a lot—they threatened to pop out of their constraints.

Her hair was enormously long, gathering on the ground all around her in a thick, dark mound. It looked like she was kneeling inside a shiny pool of shadow. Each and every lock was thick, fluffy, and impossibly soft. Sometimes, if she was very lucky, her Husband would cum in her hair but not tell her where, and Paige would be allowed to spend an hour or two searching through the thick strands so she could lick out the thick, hot goo.

For someone that was inside most all of the time, her skin was gloriously tan and shiny, contrasting sharply with the bright, light, Easter greens of her eyes. Paige liked being inside, though. She loved being a kept girl, a slavewife.

She had given up all that stupid college and career stuff. How could that possibly be important when she had a man at home to take care of and adore? 

Master had built this whole house with his two hands within a week after they had married, and Paige loved every spotless inch of it. It was so right, she thought—him building things, and her taking care of them all day to make sure they looked good. This was how man and slavewife were supposed to be.

Finally, he opened the door. His hulking, massive frame barely fit inside—even since the day he had built the house, just weeks ago, his muscles had grown. He was gigantic. Paige, kneeling, only barely came up to his thigh, and she was not a short woman.

She didn't mind the size difference at all. Just looking at the massive flexing of his muscles, the way they rippled and pooled with every little movement, the way they stacked and planked on top of each other, was enough to drive her into orgasm. She knew, because the other day, just for fun, he had instructed her to do it.

Paige always did what her MasterHusband said.

After closing the door, he didn't say a word. He just dropped his pants strode over to his slavewife, roughly shoving his thick, hard cock straight down her hot wet throat. 

He didn't like hunching over so much, so he slid one hand up underneath the big handles of her tits, and lifted her up off the ground like she was a toy. Which, of course, she was. Holding her like this, he forcefully fucked her mouth, choking her on his fuckmeat.

Paige did nothing to interfere. In a way, it was almost low-effort for her—like her Master was just masturbating himself and using Paige as his hand. She was fine with that. A good wifetoy was used however her Husband needed. She just moaned happily as he fucked her mouth like it was a cunt, and stared up worshipfully at the face of her living God. Her decorated hands ran up and down his shirt, which was dirty and layered in sweat from the day's work.

His balls tensed up, the twin grapefruits slapping into her cock-filled throat. He dropped down to the ground and sprayed into her body. His cum shot directly into her tummy, quickly filling her with pints of her daily meal. Just as quickly, the thick, white load overfilled her body, and he pulled out to spray her down with his cum.

The startlingly hot cum rushed over her body, plastering her face and tits with its gooey perfection. She came helplessly, constantly, as his cum piled on top of her face and skin. Paige held herself close to her Husband's cock, licking and sucking up any excess that she could possibly gobble down. Cum had puddled up over the thick blanket of her hair. She would have such a delicious time cleaning it later with her tongue. And then maybe she could beg him to get her pregnant...

Daniela was frowning at her.

“I don’t believe you,” she said coolly. “You come here, asking for advice, and then you zone out when I offer it to you? Do you think you’re too good for my advice? Do you think what I say doesn’t matter?”

Oh, no. Oh god, no.

“Oh, Daniela! I’m so sorry. I was just lost in my head space. I apologize, really I do. That was very unkind, and—”

Daniela threw up her hands. “Charles is a saint for putting up with a bitch like you. He wants you. He takes care of you. He does everything for you. And you’re mad because he wants your opinion on what he wears? You can’t even listen to me, no wonder you have trouble listening to him!”

“It’s not just what he wears. That was an example. If you would listen...”

“Oh, I’ve listened enough, and you didn’t listen at all. I don’t have time for ungrateful bitches who don’t know an incredible man when they see one. A wonderful, perfect man who any other woman would kill to be with. You disgust me, Paige. And you ought to stay with Charles. Because right now, my affection for him and knowing how he feels about you is the only thing keeping you safe.”

Daniela got up, grabbed her purse, and strutted off toward the exit. On the way, she flipped over the tray of soda that their waitress had fetched. The liters of liquid flew all over the poor girl. No one helped or seemed to care when the waitress broke down on the floor, cleaning up the mess.

Paige put her gorgeous face in her hands. That had escalated rather...quickly.

* * * * *

Joey slid the watch across the picnic blanket toward Daniela. He was staring at her tits, her neck, the tilt of her chin, but of course he was. She was fantastic, and they both knew it. Today, wearing her tiny black jean shorts and one-size-too-small t-shirt, most men she crossed had to stop whatever they were doing to watch her. The curves of her ass were plastered by the fabric of the jeans, and the shirt clung happily to her amazing bosom. 

She enjoyed a man’s gaze on her. It let her know she was in control of him. Men couldn’t help but do what she said when they were looking at her obvious divinity.

“So what’s so special about this watch?”

“I’m sorry?” said Daniela.

They were in a park, deep in the middle of a grassy field. It was a sunny day, though there were smatterings of clouds in the sky. On the other side of it, some overweight teenagers were playing touch football and laughing a lot. Birds sang in the distance. She was sitting down with Joey on a blanket that she brought. She hoped that any observer would think they were just having a nice picnic.

Joey was beneath her. His looks were average, his family status firmly stuck in the middle class. He was maybe one hundred fifty pounds, and well-shaped, but he was a bit too rough around the edges for her. Something about his disheveled brown hair put her off, the overly intelligent gleam in his dark eyes. He was wearing jeans and a button-up short-sleeve shirt, in an outfit that probably only cost him a hundred dollars.

So obviously, on a regular day, she would never have any sort of picnic with Joey. But today, just a week before the wedding, was not a normal day.

“You had me buy it with like three million of your dollars, in cash. Do you have any idea how much cash that is? It’s so damn much, Daniela. It weighs like three hundred pounds. So what’s going on with it? The guy’s house—the guy you had me buy it from? It was full of women who had no idea what to make of me. It was like they had never seen a man other than the guy who lived there. They were all dressed in lingerie and fetish outfits, lots of them were like, cheerleaders or something. They kept chanting his name. So what’s the deal with the watch?”

“Oh wow, Joey. I didn’t know it was so much trouble. You must have been really great to move through all those problems and get it for me.”

Her voice was soft, low, soothing. She knew just how to speak to appease a man. She knew her voice, on top of the rest of her incredibly-made body, was icing on the cake of her perfection. Many beautiful women had a grating voice, or a whining one. Daniela’s was always at the perfect level, always open, always like soft little licks to the pleasure center of a man’s brain. Soft. Happy. Centered.

Daniela did not like Joey that much. He was a self-professed “nice guy.” He probably didn’t understand why he never got girls. 
What this meant to Daniela was that he was the kind of guy that she could manipulate easily. He was one of five men who had an unending crush on her since high school. 
Well, at least one of five that she acknowledge. Her house had a separate mailbox for her, often stuffed full of packages and letters from admirers around the state. She kept those particular five on the rope by sending them emails, or following a blog post, or dropping a little monthly text. So far she had wrecked seven potential relationships, three of which had belonged to Joey. He really, really wanted to prove himself to her.

“No, it was fine,” he said, puffing up his chest a bit. “I just wanted to know what you plan to do with it. I mean, it’s important, whatever it is. I wanted to know how I could help.”

Of course he did.

“Really?” She made her eyes light up in surprise. “That would be so helpful.” 

Her hands, soft and tender, slid over on top of his. 

“You see, when I heard about this watch, I didn’t know if I should believe or not. But what you just described, with all those women? I think it’s proof enough.”

“Proof of what?”

“Proof that it’s going to change everything for the better. It can make people believe things, Joey. Any old thing.”

He slid back from the watch, eyes widening. “It does what?”

“It hypnotizes people. Mesmerizes them. Entrances them. Say something to them while they’re under, and they believe that. You can even make connect physical stuff to commands. Like you could say ‘sweat’ and they would sweat. 

He snapped his fingers. “That explains all those women.”

“I would say it does. It only works on one person at a time, though, and you can only ever turn it on once. So he must have...used one girl to hypnotize another.”

Joey’s brow had begun to sweat. “That’s...that’s um...”

He gulped, obviously holding in what he really thought. Daniela knew Joey was probably turned on by it. Whatever. Anything to keep him focused on his cock. 

“I don’t want to do anything so drastic as him. So you see, it’s for the greater good that it’s out of that man’s hands, right?”

“Yeah, sure,” he nodded enthusiastically. “You’re really swell for doing that. Maybe...maybe we should call someone?”

“Who would believe us?”

He shrugged. “Good point.”

She picked up the watch, stroking it a bit. “Anyway, I wanted to use it for myself. I have a friend who is really in dire need of a...shift in priorities.”

His eyes went wide, watching her fingers, and then her breasts again. “I don’t understand.”

“Do you know Paige?”

“Paige? Your friend Paige? Gorgeous and about to get married to the second-richest-guy-in-town Paige?”

“That’s the one.”

“Never heard of her.” He smiled, obviously pleased with himself.

She fought the urge to roll her eyes. “Well, if you had heard of her, then you would be interested to know that it’s not all sunshine and roses with her. She’s been feeling...nervous, lately, about the wedding. And she truly believes that she and Charles aren’t a good match.”

“And you want to use this watch to...to change her mind? To make her in love with Charles?”

She shook her head. “Oh, no! Joey, that would be truly evil. Changing someone’s mind like that. No, she feels stuck, like she can’t get out. So I want to help her. I want her to be convinced that she can leave whenever she wants. That’s what would make her happy, after all.”

“Oh.”

She saw him starting to think again. Couldn’t have that. As if it were the most natural thing in the world, she put her arms up and stretched them upward, putting her breasts on display. Her tight shirt slid up her torso, exposing her exquisitely muscled abs. Then she put her arms back down, letting out a cute little yawn. 

Joey had been staring the whole time, of course. He shook his head, still trying to think.

“I don’t know that I understand. What do you get out of this? Why do you care so much?”

“I care about my friend very dearly, Joey. She means the world to me.”

“You care about her so much that you want her to leave Charles at the altar?”

Daniela imagined that for a moment. Paige, in her gorgeous dress, hearing Charles saying all those words of love. And then she slaps him, perhaps even spitting on his shoes, and runs away...

...Daniela, right there, is able to comfort him and let him know it will be all okay. And after a few months, start dropping hints about much hotter she would look in the very same wedding dress that Paige had picked out...

Her cheeks had started to get flushed. There was a hot, severe wetness building in her pussy, and she had unconsciously began to bite her bottom lip. She wanted Charles so very much. It was maddening to think she couldn’t have him. 

Daniela got everything she wanted. Charles would not be an exception. He would not. Daniela refused to allow it.

“You okay there, Daniela?”

She snapped back to reality, smiling. “Yes.” She shook her head for a moment. “Yes. Just thinking.”

“You want to know what I think?”

Not really.

“Of course, Joey.”

His face had become rather severe. “I think you’re in love with Charles. I think most people in this town know that. It’s not a very well-kept secret, and I’m not sure how Paige doesn’t know. I think you want him for yourself.”

Hmm. She would have to step up her game a little bit. If he caught on to too much, too soon, he’d figure out without too much trouble that she needed him as a fall guy in case anything went wrong.

Her plan was simple. Since the watch worked by mesmerizing one person at a time, after she had entranced Paige, she would have Paige entrance Joey. That would work beautifully, just like everything else in Daniela’s life. 

She would have Joey would take the blame for screwing up the marriage, confessing eagerly, and order Paige to disappear forever, and none of the attention for any of the going-ons would be on Daniela.

She was rather impressed with her intelligence. It seemed a lifetime of plotting and gossiping had prepared her well for being conniving. She slid close to Joey, letting him feel her thick, golden hair against his shoulders. Her face was inches from his. 

She made her voice husky and urgent. “You can think whatever you like, Joey. But here are some facts. After this is done, Paige will be single. You might even leave a little implication in her mind there about...who to be attracted to, hmm? And I’ll be single too, still. And I’ll be very, very grateful to you.”

She could see him trying to resist her. And because she could see him trying, he knew that her methods were working. She slid even closer to him, her thighs moving against his. One of her sandals moved over his foot. 

“Please do this for me, Joey?”

“Do...do what?”

“Help me. The day of the wedding. I need you there for support. Reading Paige’s instructions. It has to be someone I can trust. I can trust you, can’t I?”

It also had to be someone she could control. And she knew she could control him. For whatever reason, she felt wrong about being the one to rearrange Paige’s head. But she had no problems with Joey doing it for her. 

“Daniela...Daniela, I...”

She stroked a finger across his chest. “When my friend is happy and free, then I’ll finally feel free to follow my own heart, do you understand? I need this...so that you and I can be together.”

“W-what? You just said...said for me to be with Paige...”

She put a hand on his crotch, her breasts sliding up on his arm. She let out a soft gasp of mock surprise when she felt his bulge. In truth, as a virgin, she had no idea what a good or bad bulge was.

“You’re such a man, Joey. Everyone in town knows it. I’ve known it. I’m intimidated by you...I want you to have more than just one girl. Paige isn’t enough. I’m not enough. But together...together we could be enough for a man like you.”

She leaned in and kissed him then, hot and wet. He was good at it. That surprised her. His tongue slipped into her mouth and danced with hers. His hands went up her back and dug hard into her lithe, strong muscles there, and then tugged at her gorgeous wealth of hair. 

That was enough. She did not like rough stuff. All those words, all that playing on his ego, she knew she was having exactly the effect she wanted. 

“You’ll help me, won’t you Joey? You’ll help me make this dream come true?”

“Yes, Daniela,” he said, staring at her with awe. “I’ll do anything you want.”

* * * * *

Joey, standing on the drive of the enormous, luxurious Race mansion and trying to look inconspicuous as he waited for Daniela to arrive, tried to keep focused. It was a beautiful day, not a cloud in the sky, and the temperature was cool. A slight breeze ruffled through the nearby trees.

The marriage was to take place in the middle of the Race’s expansive mansion grounds in a little over an hour. It was a beautiful estate, full of acres of green grass and beautiful flower gardens. The marriage itself was in a little area fenced in with bushes of white roses. He could see it easily from the mile-long driveway. The only way he had gotten past the guard at the gate was with Daniela’s invitation in hand, announcing himself as her plus one. 

He wore a plain blue suit, fitting tight over his slim frame. Joey had never been truly happy with his body—he always planned to add a little more muscle to his frame—but even he had to admit he looked good in a suit. 

For the past week, Joey’s mind had been thoroughly focused on Daniela, Paige, the watch, and the promises made to him. Paige and Daniela kneeling before him, adoring his cock...both women completely in love with him...

To think that Daniela had wanted that, with him, this whole time! It was unreal! He felt so incredibly lucky to be a part of it. 

She had been ignoring his phone calls thus far, but that was all right. She was just preparing. It was a big step they were going to take together. The only contact she had given him was to email him a script she had prepared for what to tell Paige when she was being mesmerized.

It was pretty straightforward stuff. “You don’t need Charles. You can leave him.” At the very, very end, there was stuff about Joey being rather attractive. 

He had the script in his coat pocket now, ready to pull out whenever he needed it. Of course, he had memorized it, hoping to impress Daniela should she ask about it.

He looked Paige up on the internet, just to remind himself of what she looked like. He hadn’t seen her since high school, where she was firmly positioned in one of the exclusive Queen Bee spots, running crowd control on who was popular and who was welcome at social events and so on. Her methods were gentler than Daniela’s, perhaps, but were methods all the same. If anything, Paige had only become more gorgeous, easily as gorgeous as Daniela, and completely heartbreakingly distracting. 

Joey, ever since hearing of what the watch could do, had been unable to stop himself from wanting to try it out in ways that he knew were completely immoral. His cock didn’t care. All he could think of was owning Daniela, owning Paige, having his own perfect girls doting on him at all times. Shifting on the concrete of the drive, his mind drifted to a daydream he had held ever since seeing Paige’s picture...

...Paige held herself close to her MasterHusband Joey's cock, licking and sucking up any excess that she could possibly gobble down. Cum had puddled up over the thick blanket of her hair. He knew Paige would have a delicious time cleaning it later with her tongue.

Her hands ran up his massive body as he stood in the entryway, breathing and grunting, petting his slavewife's head. Grizzled, hot sweat covered his body.

“May I wash you, Sir?” she asked sweetly. “Your shower fuckslut is already prepared for you.”

He nodded, grunting. When he was around her, he spoke mostly in grunts. Words didn’t really need to be wasted on obedient fucksluts like Paige. 

She didn't mind. He ordered her not to, long ago. He felt that speaking so infrequently made it all the more special when he did decide to call out her name during their intense fucking sessions. She, of course, agreed.

Taking his thick, rough hand, his wifeslave Paige led him into the bathroom and stripped off his shirt. Just like always, she moaned appreciatively. She loved his body. Its thick collection of muscles, stacked on each other like bricks. 

A hot moan sounded off from inside the shower when Paige opened its door. Inside was Daniela, on her knees in her brand new cheerleader lingerie—complete with stockings, pleated skirt, tiny bra top, and six-inch heels. She sat in the corner, her hands behind her back.

She was blindfolded, too—a request of Daniela's. She loved being fucked by her Master without seeing him. She said that, since Paige was Master's first slavewife and therefore so much better than her, only Paige should really be allowed to look at their Master when he came.

Joey didn't really agree—he knew that if he wanted, he should have dozens of girls watching him as he came—but he liked Daniela's initiative. Bending over at the waist, giving Joey a wonderful view of her tight, perfect ass, Paige turned on the water, making it nice and warm. Joey watched appreciatively as she she stayed out of the water's aim. He knew she didn't want to ruin the nice hot cumbath she had only just received in the entry. Later, Daniela would lick her clean.

Joey stepped into the shower, and Paige gathered up the loofah and soap and started lathering his body. 

He could sense her moist cunt squirming happily as she washed her man's thick back muscles. Grunting, he pushed Daniela backward into the corner, sliding his slick, hard-again cock into her face. He fucked Daniela's face into the corner, pushing out hot little moany squeaks from the gorgeous teen.

Before long, he came once again, bathing Daniela much as he had bathed Paige just moments ago at the front of the house. 

After finishing soaping him down from head to toe, Paige stepped around her Master in the large shower and undid Daniela’s blindfold, so the two of them could each step out of the shower first. They dried each other off with hand towels happily, so they wouldn't be making a mess all over. 

That would be rather rude of them, to leave puddles of water all over for their Master to have to deal with. The hot lusty messes their brains turned into when Master was nearby were the only acceptable puddles in the house. He would never get them pregnant if they couldn't keep the house clean...

Joey’s mind broke from the hot reverie when he saw Daniela strutting toward him. He may have been imagining a wet dream, but she was a walking wet dream.

If Joey didn’t know any better, he would have sworn that this was Daniela’s wedding day. Her dress was ornate and gorgeous, surely rivaling whatever Paige had on.

Daniela, simply, looked divine. The neckline of her pure white gown dipped low, hugging her plentiful bosom, her golden hair sliding down in loving curls to highlight the obvious plump half-globes of perfection that she boasted. A long golden silk ribbon wrapped around her body, matching the elegant tresses of her mane of golden hair. The dress was inlaid with what looked to be diamonds, sparkling in the sunlight around her cleavage and arms, which were covered in long white velvet gloves that stretched up past her elbows. 

Joey thought it was considered distasteful to show a lot of leg at a wedding, but still, Daniela had fantastic legs and from her dress it looked like she wanted to show them off. Apparently, she had compromised by having a sexy, sheer, white lace bottom to her dress—completely revealing her bombshell legs, but still opaque enough to not be showing off directly.

He also thought bridesmaids were not supposed to wear white, along with the bride. But Daniela was hardly any bridesmaid. She was the Maid of Honor, and more than that, she was the star of the show.

God, she was just the star of anything ever that she happened to be in. Watching her strut toward him, her gait so effortless and sexy in her high heels, Joey was convinced he would do anything for her. Anything to feel her kiss him again. 

He was thoroughly convinced he was in love. He had jerked off countless times since that kiss just a week before, each time dreaming of tasting her tongue again, feeling her sweet hot thighs against his body again.

“I’m glad you got here when I did,” Daniela said to Joey, slipping a gloved hand over his. The feeling was bliss. “I’m not sure how I was going to explain waiting outside, looking like this, risking this dress to the elements.”

“I thought most Maids of Honor got ready with the bride?”

“I felt it better she didn’t see me until the time to do the deed,” said Daniela. “Besides. I had my own special preparation to do.”

She certainly did. Joey couldn’t look at those gloves on her hands without thinking about her soft, velvet hands stroking his cock, her sultry soft voice begging him to cum all over her face. Then she would keep stroking him, encouraging him, begging him to do it again...

Later. After today. When he had proved his loyalty to her. When he showed her how much he cared. Then she and he and Paige would be together, just like Daniela said. He loved her for offering such an amazing grouping.

He leaned in, trying to seal their greeting with a hug. She smiled and stepped back.

“Not here, darling,” she warned. “Too many can see.”

He nodded. “You’re right. Sorry.”

Relief crossed her beautiful face. Relief that their ruse would not be broken, he was sure.

Men and women were bustling all around. A catering service, all the members wearing dark button-up shirts with red bow-ties, were busy preparing tables and situating floral arrangements on the plethora of tables. 

“It would have been such a nice wedding,” Daniela said. “It’s almost too bad.”

Something caught her eye across the grounds. He looked with her, but only saw Charles. 

“Almost...” Her voice had gotten wistful.

Jealousy attacked Joey’s thoughts—he tried to hold it off. Surely she didn’t want Charles. That was just some rumor. She had told him her intentions, had promised him! 

If he couldn’t trust Daniela, who could he trust?

She took his hand, the velvet of her gloves so soft and amazing, and he looked back into those deep blue, perfect eyes. All angry thoughts evaporated entirely.

“Meet me in Paige’s dressing room in five minutes,” she told him. “Exactly five minutes. Got it?”

“Yes,” he said. “Of course. I’ll be there.”

He watched her walk off, strutting in her five-inch heels. Her ass had a naturally sexy sway that he could have watched for hours. She knew she was gorgeous. Somehow, that made her even hotter. That she knew exactly how hot she was, that she understood everything that she did to the people around her, being so incredibly beautiful and superior.

Nobody questioned him or his purpose as he made his way through the grounds, following Daniela at a distance. Without any way of knowing where Paige was, the only real way to get there was to follow his love. This just made sense. He wasn’t trying to be surreptitious—or at least, not anymore than his motive required.

So then, he felt really strange hiding behind a nearby bush when Daniela ran into Charles. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but she was obviously flirting with him. Charles’s eyes were clearly eating up Daniela’s dress, so sensationally sexy, especially with the living goddess who was inside of it. 

Jealousy attacked Joey again. He tried to fend it off. She had called him darling. That meant something, didn’t it?

But there she was, flirting with Charles, the same way she had with Joey. Was it all a feint? Was she trying to distract Charles, trying to manipulate him somehow? Or had she been trying to manipulate Joey?

Something about all of this struck Joey as completely, totally wrong. He wanted to believe Daniela. He really, really did. She was so gorgeous, and his heart just thumped at the thought of waking up next to her body every day...and waking up to Paige on top of that, oh wow! What a dream!

But...suspicion ran around his mind like a dark cloud. He knew what everyone else in town said about her. How she was a royal bitch. How she would cut someone’s throat as soon as look at them. She had ended relationships of Joey’s in the past, but that was only because those girls were wrong for him, weren’t they? He believed that.

And Daniela had told him to believe it. 

No, he thought, watching her smiling angelically as Charles walked off. No, he wouldn’t believe such terrible things about her. She was an angel. A goddess. She wasn’t worthy of such negative thoughts.

Daniela approached a small guest house on the far side of the grounds. There were plenty of bushes he could use as cover, and so he was actually quite close when Paige stepped outside, fanning her lovely face with her hands. Her dark hair had been done up in a gorgeous arrangement, one thick shiny braid looping back around the long locks waterfalling down her luscious back. 

A procession of women—her mother and cousins, he guessed—walked out with her. 

“I’ll see you soon, ladies. But let’s take half an hour, okay?”

They all nodded graciously. Joey scrambled to stay hidden in the bushes as they walked right past. It was exhilarating, like he was the star of some spy movie. He peeked his head up, getting a closer look at Paige as she focused on the approaching Daniela.

Oh, god. Paige was gorgeous. It was hard to think about anything else, let alone Daniela, in front of her. Her skin was bronze, her lips perfectly shaped for kissing, sucking, loving, adoring. Her cheekbones were so defined and soft, her face the very definition of beauty. Her hair, so long and dark, was thick and lustrous, possibly even longer than Daniela’s. 

The dress she wore was sensational in its simplicity, cut dramatically low to show off her braless tits—they hardly needed a bra to be firm and bouncy—and completely backless, held up by tiny golden chains criss-crossing around her neck. The expensive white cloth clung to her hips and slid sexily all the way down her legs, moving over itself in sexy folds before landing in a hot puddle on the ground. 

Daniela stepped in front of her, putting the two in direct competition in Joey’s mind. 

Fuck, who was hotter? How could you even make a decision like that? It was like choosing between the sunrise and the sunset.

Paige seemed rather upset that Daniela was there. 

“What do you want?” 

“I’d really like to have some alone time with you, Paige. Please?” Daniela was using her soft voice, the one that Joey could feel himself going to pieces just from overhearing.

“I don’t know how inclined I am to do that, Daniela.”

“I understand that. And I just—”

“The only reason you’re even still here is because Charles insisted on it. Do you know how embarrassed that makes me?”

“I do. I understand. I apologize. And I’d love to give you an even longer apology in private.” She held open her hand toward the guest house. “Please?”

Her words seemed to surprise Paige. “A-all right. All right, then. Come on. My hair and make-up are mostly done already. I think we’ll have some time.”

They stepped inside. Joey followed, moving around to a nearby window, well out of view from the rest of the grounds. He could hardly have anyone seeing that he was spying, after all. He knew that probably, per Daniela’s orders, he should go ahead and enter, but he was rather curious as to what she was going to say. 

The room they were in was like a small living room, with a light blue couch and matching loveseat, a cherry wood coffee table, and an extensive array of fruit paintings on the walls. He watched Paige shut the door. Daniela was across from her in the small room, smiling haughtily, her crossed arms pushing up her terrific breasts.

“Actually, I didn’t want to apologize to you at all,” Daniela said smugly. “I wanted to tell you you’ve been a conniving, contrary, evil bitch who doesn’t deserve Charles. I hope some day you die alone. In a cave. And as a matter of fact, I’m going to make all that happen.” Daniela laughed. 

Paige’s rage was instant. Her cheeks flushed, her mouth opened wide. “You—you bitch! What are you even saying? Do you really think...I mean...Daniela! What’s wrong with you? You won’t get away with something like that, Daniela! I don’t care how rich you are!”

Daniela laughed again. Joey wished it didn’t turn him on so much, seeing her act so evil and calculating, but it really did. 

“Of course I’m going to get away with it, sweetie. I’m going to make sure you’re never seen in this town again, and I’ve got some mope lined up outside ready to die for me just because I kissed him a little. He’s going to take the blame for all of this. And then Charles will come to me, needing comfort, needing a woman’s touch, and I’ll make sure he’s with someone who truly deserves him.”

And there it was. A cold, firm hand wrapped around Joey’s heart. He began to understand what he needed to do.

Paige scoffed. “Have you been drinking? Are you high? Good lord, Daniela. What do you think will make me do any of that? If you think, for even a second, that I’ll let you—”

But she didn’t get to finish her imminent tirade. Daniela had the watch out already. There was distinct, strong thrumming sound that reverberated in the room. Paige went completely still, and then her arms went limp around her side. 

Joey, seeing this as a good of a time as any to make his entrance, slipped around the house and stepped inside.

“Took you long enough,” said Daniela.

“Took long enough,” Paige echoed dumbly. She wavered as she stood.

“I guess we should keep our voices down,” whispered Joey.

Daniela nodded. “Just hurry,” she said softly. “We only have twenty-nine minutes or so.”

“Right.”

He looked at Daniela, all that sweltering hotness wrapped around such an evil core. He felt used, betrayed. Then he looked at Paige, and felt his cock swelling. Quickly, he walked to the windows and made sure he closed the curtains. Couldn’t have anyone repeating his little espionage. Then he turned to Daniela, struggling not to just stare at how openly gorgeous she was. Her gloved hands rested on her luscious hips, waiting for him to start. The haughty look on her face...he wanted to kiss her, adore her...but also to hold her down, make her beg to say his name.

“Here, give me the watch,” he said.

“What?”

“Doesn’t it only work if someone’s holding the watch?”

“I...I don’t know. Why would it work like that?”

“Why would it entrance someone at all? Just give it here. Just in case.”

She placed it in his hands. Clearly, she thought he was too dumb to figure out what power it held. Joey felt like his heart was going to explode. Everything was working his way, now.

“Paige, can you hear me?”

She smiled dreamily. “Yesss.”

“I’m Joey, Paige.”

“Jo-ey...”

Her voice so ghostly, so distant...with such a strong tinge of admiration.

“Did you want to marry Charles, Paige?”

“No...”

“Why not?”

Daniela hissed in his ear. “This is useless. We know why not. She’s unhappy! Start the script!”

Oh, the script. He had completely forgotten about it.

Paige was answering the question obediently. “He wasn’t enough man for me. He did not tell me how to be. Did not fuck me like I need. Always asking. Always begging.”

From over his shoulder, he heard Daniela scoff. The bulge in Joey’s pants got proportionately thicker. He stroked Paige’s gorgeous face then. She slid into it, her eyes still empty. This was all so hot and strange. Her breaths were shuddery and heavy.

“Have you wanted...” he took a breath, deciding not to care that Daniela was right there, “Have you wanted a Master, Paige? Someone to own everything little thing about you?”

A hot, sexy moan rose up in Paige, pouring out from the blankness of her face. “Yes.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck, oh fuck. 

Joey heard Daniela stamping her feet behind him. He could imagine her thoughts: hurry up, loser! Time’s wasting!

He smiled. She would be sated soon enough.

“You don’t care about Charles,” said Joey, very low, not trusting his voice to stay steady.

Paige nodded. “I don’t care about Charles.”

“You don’t want to marry Charles.”

“I don’t want to marry Charles.”

“Charles isn’t good enough for you.”

“Charles isn’t good enough for me.”

“You want a real man.”

Paige smiled indulgently. “I want a real man.”

“I’m a real man.”

“You’re a real man.” Her eyes shined brilliantly, filled with submissive vacancy.

“You want to belong to me.”

From the corner of his eye, he saw Daniela stiffen. 

“Want to belong to you.”

“You’ve always wanted to be my servant. My loveslave.”

“I’ve always wanted to be your servant. Your loveslave.”

She was practically drooling over the words. Every syllable was doted upon and sent out of her mouth with a bow on it. Her nipples were stiff inside of her dress, pushing up the slender fabric. This bride was his. She wanted to be his. 

He wondered if her own subconscious desires were going out of their way to reinforce everything he said. To forge unbreakable ironclad will on top of the impossible-to-deny orders that the watch allowed. God, that was so hot. She wanted it. She wanted him to take her, to remold her mind the way he wanted. 

Joey almost forgot Daniela was there until she tugged at his sleeve.

“Hey,” Daniela whispered furiously, her blue eyes wild. “What are you doing? I said she could find you attractive. Not that she was going to be your slave! You’re fucking crazy!”

He shrugged, turning to her with a smile. He fingered the watch in his hand. 

“I thought you would be less lonely that way.”

“Less lonely? What the hell are you talking about?”

“You’re a smart girl,” he said, turning on the watch. There was a series of low, hard thrumming sounds. “You’ll figure it out.”

Her gorgeous face stayed outraged for just a second before her face slackened, and a serene, blank smile arrived.

* * * * * 

In the small guest house, Paige’s brain came back online slowly, as if unwilling to leave the happy, empty place that her Master had led her to. She was sooo grateful to him for taking away that pesky will of hers. She had never, ever wanted it in the first place. Beautiful, wonderful girls like her didn’t need wills. They just needed a Master who would do all that thinking and deciding for them. 

She knew that was true because he told her so, but also of course because she had always, always wanted it to be so.

She was kissing Daniela’s neck, adoring the sweet, tender flesh there. Daniela was so very beautiful. She had the face of an angel. Paige loved Daniela, everything about her. Her violent temper, her hot flashes of jealousy, her supreme vanity. Master found all of this so deliciously hot about Daniela...it was simply never to be directed toward him, that was all. Only others outside of their perfect circle of servitude and obedience.

“You love Paige,” said Master.

“I love Paige,” Daniela purred.

“You relish her totally. She is your closest friend. You love to adore her body.”

“I relish her totally. She is my closest friend. I love to adore her body”

Oh, wow! That was so great! Paige felt Daniela was her closest friend, too! Wasn’t that such a wonderful coincidence? It was so great they would be getting along so well just for Master!

“Paige, finger Daniela.”

“Yes, Master.”

Paige slid her hand up inside of her best friend’s beautiful dress. She felt her cunt explode with hot, sweet orgasm the second her fingers reached Daniela’s pussy, just from obeying His will. 

Fuck, her Master was so fucking good to her to make her obey like that.

“Paige, finger Daniela and tell her how she needs to obey, serve, and pleasure me.”

Her fingers sticky from Daniela’s sopping wet pussy, Paige began to obey, her middle two fingers sliding in and out of Daniela’s hot entrance. 

“Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Joy. Joy is Service. Service is Pleasure...”

As she spoke softly into Daniela’s ear, Master continued to rewire Daniela’s brain, with Daniela responding obediently to everything he said. She would be happily obedient to Master, joyful and orgasmic in his presence. She and Paige would always get along, and would do everything they could to make Him happy, together. And Daniela would happily donate all of her money to whatever causes Master decided, and would even go so far as to seduce other men just to get more money for Him.

He unzipped his pants, his completely stiff cock throbbing outward. Paige came at the sight, another hot orgasm flooding through her body’s senses.

“Paige, continue to indoctrinate Daniela.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, cumming again, holding Daniela so tight. Her breaths came hard and heavy, spilling against Daniela’s blank, blissful face. Daniela’s big, beautiful tits pressed hard against her arms, their skin so warm with joys of service.

“Obedience is Joy. Joy is Service. Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Joy...”

With Daniela still thoroughly mesmerized, Master shoved his cock into her mouth. Her blank eyes stared up at him, absorbing everything, her mind wiring completely to his needs. She sucked dutifully, if robotically, mechanically kissing and adoring his cock while he fucked her mouth harder and harder.

Paige continued whispering, continued fingering Daniela’s pussy. “Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Joy. Joy is Service. Service is pleasure...”

Master was going to cum soon. Paige saw him tensing, his hips bucking faster.

“So fucking hot. So fucking right. This is what I deserve. Yeah, yeah,” he tugged Daniela’s gorgeous golden hair.

“What he deserves,” Paige moaned into Daniela’s ear. 

Daniela moaned vacantly. It seemed her mind was just starting to come back online, just as Paige’s had. And the very first sensation she had, the birth of her new rewired mind, was to be completely surrounded by bliss and pleasure, held so tight and sweet by the incredible beauty who was her SisterSlave and filled with the cock of the Man she worshiped and loved as a Master.

Master’s facefucking increased in intensity tenfold as he saw the blankness fade from Daniela’s eyes. 

“Take my fucking cock, you slaveslut. Fucking take it.”

Daniela whimpered happily, and Master shot his load inside her. Paige could only look on with open, happy envy as Master favored Daniela with his seed. It seemed like he had been saving up for the amazing blonde, driving her lovely, once-haughty face against his hips again and again. 

One hand slid over to Paige’s hair, and Paige could not hold back her own orgasm any longer, feeling her Master’s pleasure conduit through her. She knew Daniela was cumming too, could feel her pussy vibrating and pulsing around her swift fingers, her entire torso trembling with uncontrolled bliss.

Finally, Master disengaged from Daniela’s face, taking in deep breaths. He pushed the heads of his two slaves together.

“Clean her off,” he commanded.

Paige obeyed, another hot, sweet orgasm kissing the heels of her most recent one, and frenched Daniela passionately, slipping her tongue deep into the perfect blonde’s mouth, licking up every bit of her Master’s cum that she could find. It was so fucking delicious, so incredibly good! She loved her Master’s cum, she loved Daniela, and she loved her Master. 

Then Master dipped his cock and balls down between their mouths, still slathered with plenty of his cum and Daniela’s saliva. They licked eagerly, so happy to clean for him. 

He seemed to be considering.

“Daniela here thought she was the hottest thing around...but then I caught wind of you,” he stroked Paige’s hair. “And I felt like you really outclassed her, you know? And then I was back to Daniela, thinking she was the classic beauty, all blond and big-titted...but then you’re so fucking tight and muscled and slender and tall...man. I was really having a tough time deciding who I wanted more.”

“That sounds so difficult, Master,” said Paige softly, in between licks. 

She was so saddened by the thought of her Master having difficulty with anything. He carried such a burden, doing all the thinking and working for such beautiful girls. It was all she could do to lick his balls and need to obey him with her sisterslave Daniela.

“So very hard,” said Daniela, listening intently as she slurped on the side of his semi-hard shaft. 

“It was. So I’m very glad it’s worked out this way, you see? You are both my completely mesmerized fuckslaves, now and forever.”

“I am your completely mesmerized fuckslave, now and forever,” they moaned in tandem, staring up at him with worshipful eyes and happy smiles.

He was their god. That much, beyond anything else, was quite clear. Master was just a hot little pet name that he allowed them to use. They were so very lucky that their god had allowed them to call him something so personal.

“That’s better,” said Master.

“Better,” echoed Daniela and Paige. “So much better. We love being your slaves, Master.”

Paige truly did. She could imagine, her pussy tingling, Daniela hating it. Perhaps somewhere in her mind, some willful part of her still existed, rallying against the unbreakable cage she was placed inside. 

But perhaps not. Paige had no idea how thorough the mesmerizing process was. She just knew that every part of her loved it. All that really mattered was that Daniela, on the outside, was smiling, happy, blissful, and her Master’s completely arrogant, vain, haughty fuckslave. 

“It’s time for us to go, girls,” he said. “Daniela, give me your wallet. I need to get us a ride.”

Daniela happily handed him her tiny designer purse. It was one of probably hundreds that Daniela possessed. He took out a billfold that had close to probably five thousand dollars inside. 

“What is mine is always yours, Master,” Daniela enthused, glad to give up her “property.”

“Meet me at the drive, together, in about five minutes. Make sure you’re presentable. I want you both looking perfect.”

“Yes, Master,” they cooed together. “Of course, Master.”

They watched him walked out, each holding the other, trying to hold back the need to crawl and follow him wherever he went. But after a quick moment of lusting after his perfection, they turned to each other and began grooming. They had to be presentable. They had to look perfect. He wanted them to. 

It was a rather easy job on Paige’s part, attending to Daniela. Even with just receiving the most forceful facefucking that Paige could possibly imagine, Daniela still looked gorgeous, barely a hair out of place. Paige did her best to smooth everything down, clearing up any smears and reapplying make-up where needed. Daniela, smiling blankly, did the same for her. 

“You’re so beautiful,” said Daniela, her voice full of admiration. “You must make Master so happy.”

“Oh, thank you! I was just going to say the same for you!”

Daniela smiled back. There was not even a hint that there had ever been any hostility between the two. It was so much fun, being slaves for Master.

There was an insistent knocking at the door, someone saying Paige’s name over and over again. Paige ignored it entirely, of course, until Daniela was ready. 

“He should love you,” she said happily to Daniela. 

“He should love you,” said Daniela. “It’s so much fun being the kind of gorgeous babe he prefers. It makes us so much better than the others. He'll get us pregnant in no time.”

Paige’s cunt squirmed joyfully at that idea. Their chins held high, Paige and Daniela walked out, hand-in-hand. Paige’s mother was right there, hands on her hips, all gussied up for her daughter’s big day.

“The groom is all ready, dear! It’s time to get things started!”

Paige smiled. “Oh, no. The marriage is off,” she announced happily. “I’m going to leave now.”

“Of course you are, dear.” Paige and her mother were known to have little sarcastic games from time to time. “When will you be back? You really don’t have much time. Maybe five minutes if you must.”

“Absolutely never!” she giggled. “I’ll never be back!”

Her mother looked a little puzzled. Paige didn’t care, walking right past her with Daniela’s arm hooked in hers. Within a minute, the two had made it across the grounds and were standing at the drive, waiting for their Master. Guests had started arriving in droves—all the high society from town—and the two ignored them completely. 

All attempts at conversation from the guests were totally rebuffed with blissful, smiling silence. Nobody really deserved any conversation with them besides their Master.

Finally, a limo crested round the bend. She recognized it as the one that had been reserved to take away herself and Charles after the wedding. Little cans tumbled after it, attached to strings tied to the bumper. 

Just then, Charles arrived, touching her shoulder. He was tall, with gelled blond hair, his light-colored tuxedo not quite working for him.

Paige sneered down at his touch, and Daniela hissed audibly.

“Uh, Paige? Babe? What...what are you doing?”

The limo stopped in front of Paige. The door opened up—she could see her darling Master’s leg right inside. Beat-heavy music thumped out from it. Daniela, apparently lost in lust and completely forgetting about Charles, bent over at the waist and entered the limo ass first. Paige heard a hot, hard, spanking sound on Daniela’s perfect ass. 

Out from the corner of her eye, Paige could see Daniela’s legs intertwining with her Master’s. 

Paige groaned with lustful need. She pushed Charles away. She despised him. His stupid gelled hair, his idiotic eyes, his sad little lips. Everything about him was cause for disgust and sneering. 

“I’m leaving you forever,” she said haughtily, tossing her hair back. “You’re just not a real man, are you? I think we both know that. At least, I always have. Have a nice life.”

She slid inside the limo, leaving the completely crushed Charles with an evil little wink. 

Paige had learned some fun things from Daniela.

Master slapped her on the ass as she entered too, and Paige let out a helpless little giggle. The interior of the limo was luxurious—leather and chrome everywhere—and incredibly spacious. Master was almost completely spread out with Daniela on top of him, and they did not even cover half the room the vehicle offered. 

She watched the lady driver up front rolling up the partition, counting the thick stack of bills in her hands. She was a pretty young thing. Paige wondered idly if Master would like it if such a skilled, pretty driver were to become their officially enslaved chauffeur.

Daniela interrupted her thoughts, sliding onto Paige like a happy puppy, licking her neck and kissing her fiercely. 

“We did it!” she said exultantly. “We have him and we’re his forever! Oh, Paige, my darling perfect Paige babe, I love you so very much and I’m so utterly happy!”

Paige, kissing and wrapping her long, perfect legs around the waist of her busty, amazing friend, could only return the sentiment. Then, Master coughed. 

“Time to pleasure Master, girls,” he said, crooking his fingers at them. 

Daniela was a bit quicker on the draw, and slid over immediately across the backseat. Paige couldn’t hide the disappointment on her face as she watched Daniela open up his pants, once again taking privileged first access to his cock.

Master seemed to notice her initial sadness, though.

“That’s right, you didn’t get to feel me inside of you yet, have you? Come here, babe.”

He pushed Daniela aside, who landed with a happy little giggle, apparently drunk on glee. She slid down to the floor of the limo and crawled up around his feet, removing his pants entirely, and then enveloped one of his strong legs between her tits, kissing his knee.

Master took Paige’s perfect chin and guided her forward, kissing her hotly. She came, her throat pulsing as all her moans entered into his mouth. He was so very fucking perfect to her. She loved him. She loved him. She was his bride.

Pushing up her dress, he slid her on top of his bare cock, her legs bent on either side of his hips. Her entrance was completely wet and totally ready after the dozens of orgasms she had already had. 

Him being inside of her was better than anything she had ever experienced in the entire world. It hurt, rough, for just a moment, and then was pure, unrestrained pleasure. She knew he was perfect for her. She knew it in her bones. 

She was so glad she had waited until marriage to lose her virginity. He ripped her dress down, exposing her bronze, lovely tits. He pawed them roughly, hard, knowing she belonged to him. It felt amazing. 

Then he took handfuls of her hair, still pushing up inside of her body so perfectly, and tugged her face down toward his.

“I’m your real husband,” he grunted in her ear. “You only want to fuck me. Me and me alone, forever.”

“You’re my real husband!” she cried. “I want to fuck you! I want to only fuck you! You and you alone forever!”

She moved up and down on his cock, her child-ready hips somehow knowing just exactly how to pleasure his cock. Daniela slid up to one side and kissed him fiercely, possessively, and she and Paige exchanged a hot look. 

He fucking deserves this, the look said. He deserves us. We have to be perfect for him, forever.

Paige completely agreed, of course.

He kissed Paige deeply once more. “You’ll enslave other hot babes just for me.”

Oh, fuck yes! Anything he wanted! His cock filled her so incredibly well. The sweet motions of his shaft just got better and better. His orgasm was going to arrive soon. She could feel it. She could sense it, like a preternatural radar sweeping through her bones. His thrusts inside her pussy became harder, more frequent, and he picked her up and slammed her slim body down on his thick rod even harder.

“More babes, just for you! So many slavewives!” 

Paige was orgasming wildly, just imagining so many hot women on their knees for him, just being fucked by her mastergod.

“So many slavewives!” Daniela cried, orgasming with Paige.

With a long, loud shuddering grunt, Master came, his sweet, enormous load erupted inside of the fertile Paige, filling her up. The thick, perfect warmth spread through her entire body, sending shock waves of hot blissful orgasms skipping across her entire existence. There was nothing else important, nothing else truly real, outside of her Master’s hot, throbbing, life-giving, goo-spurting cock buried inside of her. 

God, was she pregnant already? It felt like it. If she wasn't yet, she'd have to keep fucking until she was.

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned loudly, holding herself close.

Daniela, her body wrapped so tight against both of them, had cum with them as well, burying her face in between Paige’s tits and her Master’s chin. 

“Thank you, Master,” she moaned. 

She and Paige began to match each other’s rhythm and cadence.

“Thank you, Master. You are so amazing,” they said together. “You are perfect. We are yours, forever.”

“Good wives,” he said, stroking Daniela’s hair and kissing Paige deeply. “Good little slavewives.”

“Husband,” the new slaves said together happily. “Master Husband. Our Master Husband...”

The honeymoon was just beginning.

# # #

* * * * *

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this sexy bundle, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

Be my friend on Facebook!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

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

* * * * *

What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––

Her Change In Style

This erotica is novella length! The super-serious Gloria Phine wears a strange pair of shoes, and soon she starts dressing sluttier and sluttier, and acts more and more like the gorgeous, sex-loving bimbo she’s always had hidden inside.

––––––––

Bang The Gang - Captured

A gorgeous young woman is captured by the brutal rivals to the gang that owns her. This rival gang wants to initiate her into their ranks with a hot gang bang!

––––––––

Owned By Bareback – The Call Girl 

This call girl has specific rules...but they’re all thrown out of the window when a billionaire stud arrives who can bend her mind to his will.

––––––––

Owned By Bareback – The Princess

A wicked counselor plots to own an entire kingdom by hypnotizing and breeding the gorgeous princess and her innocent barely legal aide.

––––––––

Maid Made Bare 

Sexy Claudette enters the employ of a billionaire couple who make her their servant in EVERY way...and then want her to carry their heir!

––––––––

Maid Made Bare 2: Milk Maid

A sexy lactation fantasy including the hot, eager babes from “Maid Made Bare” and one new addition to their harem!

––––––––

The Magic App – The Big Dance

Adam's quest to own the entire town concludes as he overcomes the final obstacle to his ultimate goal―wiping out the mind and will of his dream girl, the haughty and gorgeous Camille!

––––––––

The Magic Remote – Controlling The Sorority

With the Magic Remote, even a loser can bang an entire sorority—and never use any sort of protection!

––––––––

Knocked Up Lust – Two Sexy Students, One Stud Teacher 

What happens when two gorgeous barely legal beauties absolutely MUST get out of detention early, with only their hunky teacher in the way? If you guessed incredibly hot bareback threesome action, you guessed correctly.

––––––––

Giggles & Sex – Becoming His Bimbo

A frumpy BBW is transformed into the personal plaything of an amoral billionaire.

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

Bimbo Thoughts: A Female Designs Bundle

Magic clothes that transform business-minded women into big-breasted bimbos!

The Magic App Bundle

The Magic App hypnotizes anyone Adam turns it toward. All he really wants is Camille, but she’s so arrogant and haughty that she keeps getting away...luckily for him, all his other new slaves are eager to give him everything he wants.

The Magic Remote Bundle

With the Magic Remote, the hot girl next door is your brand new slave. The sorority down the street is your brand new harem. And the detectives who come around asking questions? They’re no problem at all.

The Magical Mesmerism Bundle

The Magic Watch brooks no resistance. It owns everyone it is used upon. This bundle features a number of lucky fellows finding the Watch and improving their lives with the power of unadulterated ownership of gorgeous, fertile women.

Owned at Home - A Totally Taboo Bundle

The men in these houses take everything and everyONE they want, HOWEVER they want! The most forbidden barely legal girls in the world—their daughters and sisters—are theirs to have whenever they decide.

Transformed! Nine Magically Erotic Stories

When sex meets sex magic, expect hugely endowed men and beautifully enhanced women to have the wildest sex ever imagined!

The Paid & Laid Series

Every woman in these hot stories are eager to get paid for every kind of dirty, sexy act you can imagine.

The Sold For Service Bundle

In this alternate reality, sexual slavery is part of everyday commerce. This series explores the hot situations that occur when beautiful innocents are sold to studly new masters—and eagerly do every last thing they want, even the most taboo and forbidden of acts... 

––––––––

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts!
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When the beautifully busty stripper Colette met Jefferson, she thought all her money troubles were over. She owed huge amounts of cash to a violent criminal, and Jefferson said he would pay off all her debts if she vacationed with him in Maui and served him in every possible erotic, sexy way. But her troubles were just beginning. Even though Colette was a gorgeous young strip club dancer, she had never had sex with anyone in her life. But Jefferson was rich. Jefferson was handsome. He was domineering. He had a “way.” 
 
Colette never knew the people who raised her. But as a natural submissive, she can’t help but think of being Jefferson’s good girl, of thinking of him as the real Man of the House that she’d never had growing up…and she couldn’t help thinking that she was filthy and dirty for doing so. 
Their taboo relationship was set to explode…but would it rocket them upward or tear them apart?
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For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.


Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:
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