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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering Her Naughty Delights”




I threw Yoko down on my bed. Her doll-like face stared up at me as she squirmed on my dark sheets. She lived in the apartment next to mine, a gorgeous, young woman. Japanese, her skin a delicious shade of cream. She was naked and nubile.



“Come on,” she moaned. “Give it to me, Charles.”



I grinned at her, shirtless, my dick straining my work jeans. They had some dirt smeared on them from working all day at the construction site across from the courthouse. I was eager for this. Yoko had been flirting with me for a few weeks since she moved in. I had run into her at White's Pub.



Now I was ready to devour her.



“I hear you,” she moaned, her hands sliding up to cup her round breasts. She had a six-pointed star tattooed over her left tit in silver ink. It was on the inner slope, over her heart. Her fingers dug into her flesh. “With the women you bring home. You make them squeal. I want that.”



I grinned at her. “You think you can handle that?”



“Of course I can handle you,” she moaned, sliding her eyes down to my crotch. She bit her lips, her thighs working together, hiding her shaved pussy. The tangy scent of her musk filled the air.



I unsnapped my jeans. The Japanese woman, twenty or so, groaned. Lust blazed in her eyes. Her moans were as sweet as a soothing wind on a summer evening. Her every movement brimmed with grace as she shifted around on the bed.



I shoved down my jeans. They rolled down my thighs, my cock tenting my boxers. She licked her lips, salivating for me. I had that effect on women. Twenty-four and in the best shape of my life. I worked out almost every day at Iron Lift Gym
 and
 performed heavy labor at the construction site. Muscles rippled across my body as I stepped out of my jeans. My cock throbbed.



Passion swirled across her doll-like face. She kneaded her breasts and whimpered. Her black hair had fanned out over my rumpled bed. Light shone on her from my open doorway, spilling from the short hallway. I had a one-bedroom shithole apartment I rented here at the Elysium Apartments.



“Show it to me,” she moaned. “Show me what makes all those women gasp and moan like whores.”



“You a whore, Yoko?” I asked her, sliding my fingers into the waistband of my boxers.



“Maybe,” she purred. She kneaded her breasts and shook them. “For the right man. Is that you?”



I winked at her.



She shuddered in delight and shook her tits.



My clock read 12:03 in red, digital lines. I had to be up by 6 to make it to work. I didn't care. I felt energized. I would fuck Yoko hard. I would make her cum and cum and cum. I shoved down my boxers.



My cock popped out.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Tierra Quiones



“Night,” Dr. Marvin said as I headed out to the door. “Be safe.”



“I will,” I said, zipping up the front of my coat I wore over my pink scrubs. The lobby of Browns Free Clinic was dark, only the lights from the back rooms were on, spilling a dim twilight before me. But it was even darker outside. I stepped outside onto the sidewalk, a single car passed by, heading down 22nd Avenue towards Tsarina Park. I yawned, thrusting my hands into my pockets.



Another shift working as a nurse at the free clinic over. We helped out those we could. We never had enough resources for everyone. It was always busy as we ran around seeing anyone who walked through the door.



I head left for the brownstone I lived in. I had rented a place not far from the clinic, only a few blocks. A short walk, and yet it still had me nervous this late at night. I lived across from Tsarina Park. It was a beautiful place by day, but by night, it became a dark abyss where the homeless slept, punk kids drank cheap beer or wine coolers and smoked pot, and where drug dealers peddled their merchandise in the shadows of the bushes.



And it was where that crazy preacher lived when he wasn't preaching doom and gloom before the courthouse steps.



It wasn't too cold tonight, I didn't see my breath, but I still walked hunched up, my purse tucked beneath my arm. My nerves had my heart pounding a mile a minute as I headed down 22nd Avenue for the park. Another car passed, spilling headlights down the road. The street lamps seemed so desultory. Their yellow light hardly able to drive back the night.



Useless. Falling apart. It seemed like the world was creeping into decay. Rusting away before my very eyes, and there was nothing I could do about it.



I crossed 3rd Street, passed Luigi's, and hit Scenic Drive. Tsarina Park lay across the street, dotted with trees and jogging paths, benches that were crowded with sleeping forms huddling against the cold in layers of clothing. Many were patients of the clinic, mostly men that I had treated for all manner of problems.



I wanted to help them all. Couldn't.



I went right at Scenic Drive, heading to Park Avenue, the street I lived on. Our Lady of Heaven lay before me, the Catholic church rising up into the darkness, Gothic in the way its central tower soared. Though it lacked the gargoyles and grotesques that a real Gothic structure would have. I yawned, walking quickly, anxious to get home. A few people passed me in the street. A drunk homeless guy, a couple clutching at each other and so wrapped up in their love they didn't notice, a Black man who gave me a nod.



I crossed Park Avenue and stood on the sidewalk of the church itself. I turned left to head the last few blocks to my house when a figure appeared out of the shadows. He stumbled before me, dressed in ragged clothes. An old man, grizzled face smeared in dirt. He had a hobo stick over his back with a cloth bundle holding his possessions. He grinned at me.



“The end is coming!” he shouted, his eyes wild. Powerful.



“Okay,” I said and went to side-step around him.



He moved before me. “Change! Apocalypse shall fall! The choice must be made.”



“Please,” I said, sliding to the right now to squeeze past him by pressing against the church's exterior wall.



He moved to block. Tightness swelled in my stomach. My hands balled into fists inside of my coat pocket. My heart hammered a mile a minute as his wild eyes bored into mine. They were filled with the unearthly zeal of the insane.



“The choice!” he cackled. “Who shall you love? Who shall control your fate? Life or destruction!” He smiled.
 “Aut paratus?”



The last words he said made no sense to me. His hand flourished like a magician's. A thick card appeared in it. A playing card, but it didn't have any suit or number on it. No face card, either. It had a picture. He shoved it into my hands.



“Aut paratus?”



I gaped at him, the strange phrase resonating in my mind. His eyes had captured mine like a serpent's with their intensity. I clutched at the card, struggling to breathe. To think. My mind reeled. Who was this man?



A dog barked.



“Shit!” the man growled, looking behind him, tearing his gaze from me.



A mangy dog burst around the corner of the church from 4th Street. With a yelp, the homeless man darted out into Park Avenue, racing for Tsarina Park. The dog chased after him. The man's coattails looked ragged, torn by ripping jaws. The dog snapped at his heels as he vanished into the darkness of the park.



I clutched the card and swayed.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I threw Yoko down on my bed. Her doll-like face stared up at me as she squirmed on my dark sheets. She lived in the apartment next to mine, a gorgeous, young woman. Japanese, her skin a delicious shade of cream. She was naked and nubile.



“Come on,” she moaned. “Give it to me, Charles.”



I grinned at her, shirtless, my dick straining my work jeans. They had some dirt smeared on them from working all day at the construction site across from the courthouse. I was eager for this. Yoko had been flirting with me for a few weeks since she moved in. I had run into her at White's Pub.



Now I was ready to devour her.



“I hear you,” she moaned, her hands sliding up to cup her round breasts. She had a six-pointed star tattooed over her left tit in silver ink. It was on the inner slope, over her heart. Her fingers dug into her flesh. “With the women you bring home. You make them squeal. I want that.”



I grinned at her. “You think you can handle that?”



“Of course I can handle you,” she moaned, sliding her eyes down to my crotch. She bit her lips, her thighs working together, hiding her shaved pussy. The tangy scent of her musk filled the air.



I unsnapped my jeans. The Japanese woman, twenty or so, groaned. Lust blazed in her eyes. Her moans were as sweet as a soothing wind on a summer evening. Her every movement brimmed with grace as she shifted around on the bed.



I shoved down my jeans. They rolled down my thighs, my cock tenting my boxers. She licked her lips, salivating for me. I had that effect on women. Twenty-four and in the best shape of my life. I worked out almost every day at Iron Lift Gym
 and
 performed heavy labor at the construction site. Muscles rippled across my body as I stepped out of my jeans. My cock throbbed.



Passion swirled across her doll-like face. She kneaded her breasts and whimpered. Her black hair had fanned out over my rumpled bed. Light shone on her from my open doorway, spilling from the short hallway. I had a one-bedroom shithole apartment I rented here at the Elysium Apartments.



“Show it to me,” she moaned. “Show me what makes all those women gasp and moan like whores.”



“You a whore, Yoko?” I asked her, sliding my fingers into the waistband of my boxers.



“Maybe,” she purred. She kneaded her breasts and shook them. “For the right man. Is that you?”



I winked at her.



She shuddered in delight and shook her tits.



My clock read 12:03 in red, digital lines. I had to be up by 6 to make it to work. I didn't care. I felt energized. I would fuck Yoko hard. I would make her cum and cum and cum. I shoved down my boxers.



My cock popped out.



Her eyes widened. She swallowed as she stared at it. I'd had girls tell me most Black guys weren't as big as me. She squeezed her thighs tighter. She whimpered, a breathy moan of excitement. Then she spread her thighs apart, opening herself up to me.



Surrendering to me.



What a beautiful thing it was when a woman surrendered to me. When she parted her thighs and exposed her pussy. Shaved or with a bush, it didn't matter. They were all gorgeous in their own ways. All beautiful.



All needing to be loved.



I sank onto the bed, the springs creaking beneath me. I was two-hundred-and-forty pounds of muscle. I grabbed her thighs, sliding my hands down her silky skin. She groaned, feeling the callouses that working hard gave me. A man's touch.



She smiled as I did, her fingers sliding up her breasts to her brown nipples. She twisted them and shuddered. I leaned in, her tangy musk filling my nose. A wonderful scent. She dripped with her passion, making me hungry to feast upon her.



To conquer her body and rule her passions.



“Charles,” she groaned as I kissed at her belly right by her navel. I tasted the salt of her skin, letting her feel the day's growth of whiskers adorning my face. She arched her back, twerking her nipples. “Oh, Charles, don't be a tease. I need you in me.”



“When I'm ready,” I groaned and smooched around her navel.



I circled that little divot, savoring the salty taste of her skin. The Japanese woman shuddered. Her moans echoed through my bedroom. I kissed into her bellybutton. I thrust my tongue into her navel, swirling about.



She gasped out in delight that became giggles. Her fingers slipped from her breasts. I loved the peals and squeals I made dancing my tongue through her navel. My hands stroked the outside of her thighs as I did it.



Her tangy scent beckoned.



“Charles,” she panted. “Oh, you are such a tease.”



“Mmm, and you love it,” I growled and moved south again.



I kissed at her hot skin. The tangy aroma filled my nose. I salivated for her cunt. Any man who didn't go down on a woman was a fool. To feast on a beauty and to make her cum was to own her body. To dominate her passion. She would be open to you, ready to receive her cock and cum and cum on you. Then, when you had her utter submission, you erupted in her.



My dick throbbed for that. It ached. Demanded satisfaction. I ignored it. Controlled myself. I kissed lower, reaching her shaved pubic mound. I kissed across her smooth pudenda, coming closer and closer to her hot folds.



“Oh, god, Charles,” she purred. “I get it. I get why those other women moan and gasp.” She turned her head to the wall. “I sleep just on the other side of this wall. It's so thin. I hear it all. I masturbate to it.”



“You sad no one will masturbate to the sounds you'll be making?” I asked her and then kissed at the top of her folds, right where her slit began.



“A little,” she panted. Her graceful body shuddered as I kissed past her clitoris peeking out of her folds. Her tangy juices coated my lips. “Oh, Charles.”



I kissed to the middle of her slit, her tangy passion filling my nose. Her juice coated my mouth. My hands slid up her thighs and then shoved beneath her to cup her ass. I held her perky rump, gripping her. She squirmed, her muscles flexing.



My tongue flicked out and caressed up her labia.



She gasped, her back arching. Her stomach flexed. I watched her face twisting in delight. The pleasure writhed across her features. She whimpered, biting her lower lip. Her thighs clamped down on my head. She held me tight as I fluttered my tongue up and down, stroking her folds.



“Oh, fuck, Charles!” she gasped. “Oh, fuck, yes! I wish there was someone to hear us! A woman getting envious of my passion!”



I slid my tongue deeper into her slit, parting her folds. I caressed over her pussy's entrance and flicked up to her clit, gathering her delicious cream. My fingers kneaded her rump as I feasted on her shaved twat.



I loved the sounds she made. Those gasps and whimpers of delight. Of passion. I gave them to her. I mastered her pussy with every lick. Every lap. I tamed her flesh to my will. My fingers dug into her asscheeks as my tongue fluttered up to her clit. I stroked her bud.



“Charles!” she squealed as I swirled around her sensitive nub. “That's... You... Oh, god, you're going to make me explode, aren't you?”



“What do you think?” I growled and then thrust my tongue into the depths of her pussy.



Her silky walls clenching about me, she gasped out, “Yes!”



I swirled my tongue through her depths. I loved the taste of her. Her tangy cream coated my tongue. It was a wonder to imbibe. I savored the pleasure of her, my fingers digging into her flesh. She groaned, her moans echoing through my bedroom. They swirled around me, her pleasure both a soothing and arousing sound to hear.



I fucked my tongue in and out of her cunt, reveling in the tangy passion I tasted. I devoured her with everything I had. I fluttered my tongue around in her while the thumb of my right hand slowly dipped into her butt-crack.



“Charles!” she groaned. “Please, please, make me cum! I want to drown you in my passion.”



“To soothe my ardor with your juices?” I growled.



“Yes!”



My thumb slid through her butt-crack as my tongue slid up her folds to her clit. I caressed her bud with the tip of my tongue. I stroked around that swollen clit. I sucked on her. She gasped, her boobs shaking. The silver star tattoo flashed with reflected light for a moment. She groaned, humping against my face, her butt-crack squeezing about my thumb.



I brushed her asshole.



I circled her puckered opening with my thumb as I nursed on her clit. My thick digit pushed on her anal ring. Her sphincter widened and widened. She gasped and shuddered. Her thighs squeezed tight about my face. I nursed hard on her clit as I popped into her bowels.



She gasped in shock. In delight. Pleasure twisted across her features. Her head rose up and fell back down to my pillows as my thumb sank deeper and deeper into her asshole. Her velvety flesh gripped it as I nursed on her clit.



“I'm going to explode, Charles!” she gasped. “Oh, my god, I'm going to explode!”



“Don't hold back, Yoko,” I growled. “Shower me in your passion.”



I nipped her clit with my teeth. Not hard. Enough to make her asshole clamp down hard on my thumb. I shoved it as deep as I could and sucked on her bud with all my passion. My dick throbbed, aching to be in her. She gasped and moaned, trembling on my bed. Her hands grabbed my dark hair, clutching at me.



“Charles!” she groaned.



Her pussy juices gushed out of her cunt. She bucked, her asshole writhing around my thumb.



“Oh, my fucking god! You stud!”



I drank her juices, savoring my domination of her pussy. I had ruled her cunt and made her cum. Now I gulped down her passion. My eyes squeezed shut at the exciting flavor of her tangy pussy. I reveled in Yoko's passion.



I fucked my thumb in and out of her convulsing bowels as she trembled through her climax. Her moans gusted through my bedroom. She tossed her hair, strands of her silky, black hair fluttering. Her thighs squeezed about my whiskered cheeks, holding me in place.



Just like I wanted.



“Yes!” she groaned. Her entire body tensed and shuddered. Her tits quivered in her hand. Then her thighs relaxed.



It was time.



I slid up her body, pulling my thumb from her asshole. I kissed at her stomach. I smooched up her belly. My hungers throbbed through me. I wanted to make this gorgeous woman cum again. I wanted her gasping. Moaning. Crying out in ecstasy.



I smooched higher and higher up her body. I kissed up her stomach to her breasts. I licked at her flesh. She shuddered as I did that. Her moans echoed through the room. I loved them. Savored them. They were such a delight to hear.



“Charles,” she groaned. “Oh, my god, Charles, this is amazing.” Her eyes opened. She stared down at me as I grabbed her breasts. I squeezed them and sucked her nipple into my mouth. “Fuck!”



Yoko shuddered, her gasps echoing through my bedroom. My dick was pulsed with the need to be inside her. I swirled my tongue around her nipple. I sucked on her nub. The Japanese woman gasped, her face twisting in delight.



I loved her whimpers. Her moans. Her desperate need to have my dick slamming into her cunt. I would fill her up and make her explode. She would have such a mighty orgasm. It would be delicious. Perfect.



“Charles!” she whimpered as I sucked. Her hand grabbed my cock. She stroked my rod, pumping up and down my shaft. “Please!”



She needed to be tamed. Her pussy begged for it. She groaned as I sucked hard on her nipple a final time. Then I tugged my mouth off her bud. She gasped at the popping sensation. Her face contorted with delight. I then slid up the bed, looming over her.



“Oh, my god, yes,” she purred, her eyes staring up at me. “Please, please, Charles, ram into me. Fuck me hard.”



“Yoko,” I growled, her hands pressing my rod right into her pussy. “How hard will you cum?”



“I'll scream my head off,” she whimpered. “I need you in me. You're so big. So thick. I've never had a man this thick before. Just... just... ram it into me!”



Her hot flesh caressed my folds. She felt amazing. I thrust into her hard. I buried to the hilt in Yoko's pussy. Her flesh parted. Her hot twat engulfed my cock. I groaned at the silky warmth of her juicy twat swallowing my dick.



I growled as I sank into that delicious twat. Her body trembled beneath me. Arms whipped around my neck and pulled me down. She groaned beneath me, her eyes bright with excitement. She rubbed her thighs up and down my waist, her pussy clenching about me.



“Oh, my god!” Yoko moaned as she felt every inch of me.



“I know.” I grinned down at her. “You ready for this?”



“No,” she groaned. “But fuck me anyways! God, you're huge!”



I drew back my hips. Her fingernails clawed at my back as she gasped. Her hot flesh clung to me. I groaned and thrust back into her. I buried into her pussy's depths. Her hot flesh engulfed my cock. She held me tight. Her pussy squeezed about me.



I grinned and pumped away at her. I thrust into her snatch. I fucked her with passion. She squeezed her cunt down around my dick. She held me tight as I pumped away at her pussy. I buried into her again and again.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, her face twisting with passion. “Charles! God, you're a stud!”



I thrust my rod deep into her juicy cunt. I fucked her with passion. With ecstasy. I grunted, ramming into her snatch. She trembled beneath me, her twat squeezing about my dick as I pulled back. She held me tight, her face twisting.



Her dark eye shone with passion. My balls smacked into her flesh. She squeezed her thighs about me. Her pussy gripped me with her soothing silk. I groaned, loving the massaging bliss of her sheath. I drove into her, plunging my rod to the hilt in her snatch.



“Charles!” she whimpered, her face bursting with delight. “Oh, yes, Charles!”



“You like that?” I growled, thrusting away at her. “Huh?”



“You know I do!” She clamped her cunt down around my cock. “Can't you feel it?”



I grinned. “I feel it. I feel that tight pussy loving my dick. You want me to explode in you, don't you, Yoko?”



“Oh, god, yes!” Her fingernails clawed my back.



They always wanted my seed. They craved my cock spurting into their pussies depths. I thrust into her hard, giving Yoko what she wanted. The Japanese beauty gasped. Her pussy clenched about me as I buried hard into her.



I reveled in her passion. Her flesh massaged me, bringing me closer and closer to erupting in her. I would spurt blast after blast of cum into her twat. Just flood her with my passion. She groaned, squeezing her twat around me. I growled, burying into her twat with passion. I fucked into her with all the force I could.



She moaned, her fingernails clawing at my back. She held me tight as I plundered her cunt. She felt amazing wrapped around my dick. I snarled, burying into her deep and hard. I rammed to the hilt in her cunt.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped, her pussy clenching tight about me. “I'm going to cum on this dick! Oh, my god, you're so big, Charles! This shaft!”



I groaned, her pussy sucking at my rod, building and building the pressure at the tip of my dick. The mighty burst of rapture that would erupt into me. I shuddered, pumping away hard and fast into her cunt. It was incredible. Fantastic.



My balls tightened. The aching, explosive release swelling faster and faster. I groaned as I thrust into her. I buried to the hilt in her cunt. She gasped, her twat squeezing about my dick. She held me so tight.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned. “Oh, my god, that's so good. That's amazing!”



“Let me feel that pussy writhe!” I growled, so close to taming her cunt with my rod. “Don't hold back. You deserve it, Yoko.”



“I do!” she moaned, her fingernails raking down my back. The fire burned. I loved it.



Her breasts rubbed into my chest. I held her tight to me and kissed her on the lips, mine still coated in her tangy passion. She groaned as I buried into her. I plunged to the hilt in her cunt. Her body bucked. Her pussy went wild around my cock.



Her flesh spasmed and sucked at my cock. I groaned, my balls tightening. I ruled her cunt. Her flesh writhed and massaged my rod. I drew back, savoring how she squealed into the kiss. Her fingernails dug into my back.



I slammed into her.



She bucked in my embrace, tits rubbing into my chest. Her tongue danced with mine. Her flesh rippled about me. Sucked at me. I growled into her, plunging my cock deep into her snatch. The pleasure swelled and swelled in my nuts.



That explosive release that would erupt from me.



She broke the kiss and gasped, “Please, please, cum in me, Charles! Cum in my pussy!”



“God, yes!” I growled. “Let me feel how much you want it.”



“I do!” Her pussy convulsed harder around my cock. She gasped and bucked again. “I'm cumming! Oh, god, I'm cumming again!”



“Yes!” I snarled, my balls smacking into her pussy. “That's it. Fuck!”



I buried into her and erupted.



My cum fired into her snatch. Her cunt's writhing flesh worked around my erupting cock. Pleasure slammed into my mind. Majestic. Triumph. Another woman pleased. I groaned, my balls unloading spurt after spurt of jizz. It was incredible. I savored that pleasure. My mind burst with bliss. The sparks rippled through my thoughts.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, sucking in deep breaths. “Goddamn, that's good!”



“Uh-huh!” she moaned, my cum pumping into her snatch. “Charles!”



Yoko milked my cock dry. She worked out all that jizz. I loved it. I savored every last spurt of jizz I pumped into her. She groaned, her face twisting with bliss. I hit the peak of rapture. She shuddered and gasped.



“Oh, my god,” she whimpered. “Oh, my fucking god.”



I grinned at her. “And we're not even close to being done.”



She shivered. “Fine with me. I got nothing better to do.”



I glanced at the clock. I wasn't getting any sleep tonight.



I pulled out of her and had her suck my cock. She nursed her own juices off, fluffing me hard again. I was ready for more. I was young. I would have to crush a few Red Bulls tomorrow, but it was worth it to fuck her.



I took her doggy style next. I pounded her from behind, slamming into that juicy cunt. She gasped and moaned, howling her head off as she milked a second load out of my cum. She groaned at that, her passion echoing through the room.



Then I flipped her over, threw her legs over my shoulders, and fucked her to two more orgasms before I dumped a final load into her. By then, it was nearly 3 AM. I had to be up in three hours.



I collapsed on my bed and fell into sleep.



~~*~~



BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!



I woke up to the blare of my alarm clock. I groaned and slapped it. Yoko rolled over and buried her face beneath the pillows. I rolled out of bed and left my neighbor curled up. The room smelled wonderfully of sex as I stumbled to the bathroom.



I pissed. Showered. Didn't bother shaving. I'd have whiskers, but that was fine. I told a slumbering Yoko to let herself out. I think she was unemployed. I wanted to slip back into bed with her, but I had bills to pay.



Yawning, I dressed in my work jeans, an old t-shirt, and slipped on my ankh medallion I wore for good luck, tucking it beneath my shirt. Last, I grabbed my tools then stumbled out of my apartment, and out into the dreary halls of the Elysium Apartments. I zoned out during the elevator ride down to the lobby. I passed the banks of mailboxes and out through the heavy security door onto the streets. The sun was just peeking over the horizon. In just a short-sleeve shirt, I felt the brisk pre-dawn chill lingering.



That helped to wake me up.



Traffic rolled down busy 19th Avenue. Across the street, I stared at the brownstones that lay between White Street and 5th Street. Small houses with chain-link fences dividing their backyards. They each had a small plot of green.



Lucky them.



I crossed 19th and made my way towards 4th street and the 24 Mart convenience store. It was the oh-so-originally named store. Run by a Korean guy, it had narrow aisles and as much stuff crammed in as possible. You could get most of your basic necessities there, though never the name brand stuff. I bought myself three Red Bulls. I chugged one down immediately, my stomach rumbling. I needed breakfast. I cut through the alley that ran behind the convenience store and White's Pub.



The lesbians who ran Lover's Delight were out in front of the entrance to their sex shop. They were kissing each other. Mai, the feisty, Japanese girl had her girlfriend, Amanda, pinned to the wall, their lips locked in a fiery kiss. Amanda's red hair spread out against the beige wall of their store. It lay on the other side of the ally from the pub, the windows blacked out.



They were up early. Or up late.



I scowled as I saw some local scumbag leaning on a car watching them. He drank a 40 out of a brown paper bag, a big leer on his face as he stared at the lesbian couple. Chance was a dirtbag, a petty thief, and a drug dealer that haunted the neighborhood. He was a tall lanky guy with a goatee, his black hair wild. He wore a trench coat and a silk shirt that was half-unbuttoned to show off the tattoo of the Ace of Spades on his chest.



“Sup, man,” he said, nodding to the girls. “They're putting on a show, ain't they?”



“Yeah,” I said, watching Mai's hand on Amanda's hip. Both girls were wearing short, tight, miniskirts, fishnet stockings, and belly shirts cupping breasts pressed together. They were lost to their passion, kissing each other with fiery heat. I sipped at my Red Bull. I had to get to the deli, grab my breakfast, and be on my way to work, but, damn, it was hard to look away from them.



Amanda's hands grabbed Mai's ass, pulling her close. The two must have been out partying all night. Their store didn't open until noon at the earliest. They whimpered, lips smacking. I drew in a deep breath, my blood on fire.



“You look bushed, man,” Chance said. He had a sly look in his eyes. His brows shadowed them. His smile cracked across his lips. “Need a pick me up?”



I flicked my eyes up to where 3rd Street met 19th Avenue and grinned. “You sure you want to be dealing right now?”



He glanced over and groaned. “Officer Fuck Me.” He shook his head. “Damn shame she's wearing blue. I bet she'd look stunning in what the dykes are wearing.”



The redheaded cop worked the beat around the neighborhood. She already had her eyes fixed on Chance. He straightened from the car and whistled as he sauntered to the alley I had just emerged from. I took a last look at the girls then crossed the street as Officer Donnelly picked up her pace. She had sunglasses on, her red hair pulled back into a ponytail. She wore her uniform like armor. Tall and lithe with an athletic build.



There weren't too many women that looked like they could kick a guy's ass. She could; I'd seen her sparring at the gym.



I crossed the street to the small strip of stores—Healthy Life, Pho Gettable, and Happy Pets—and walked past them to 20th Avenue. The construction site lay across the road, surrounded by temporary barriers surmounted by razor wire to keep the various low lives in the area from climbing over and stealing shit during the night. I walked up 20th towards the courthouse and Knave's Deli.



I was aching for a good ham and cheese sandwich to fill my belly. Knave's Deli had the best sandwiches in the city. I'd kick anyone's ass who thought otherwise. The sun was peeking over the horizon as I hit Browns Boulevard, the street that ran in front of the courthouse. I joined the flow of people starting their day off right.



Ester manned the counter as usual. The peppy, eighteen-year-old girl had a bright smile for everyone that came through the deli. Her silver-blonde hair fell down around her joyful face. You really got the impression from her that she was thrilled to provide sustenance to the neighborhood.



“The usual?” she asked when the line moved and it was my turn to order.



“I'm predictable,” I said.



Ester giggled. “One day, you're going to surprise me, and it will be like the entire world was turned upside down.” The slender girl turned around, her long hair sweeping behind her. “Then I'll be all topsy-turvy. Won't know up from down. So don't you go and change on me, Charles.”



“I'll try not to,” I said, her babbling words spilling over me.



She grabbed two ham and cheese sandwiches out of the warmer and came back to the counter. Her smile sparkled like summer sunlight playing on a rippling brook. She quickly typed in the amount while I was already counting out the bills plus a few extras.



“Back to digging away across the street?” she asked as she finished typing it in. The cash register rang with a bell and the drawer opened. “Do you ever think you're going to uncovers something mysterious there?”



“You find some weird stuff every once in a while,” I said, handing over the money. “Keep the change.”



“Oh, like what?”



“Junk from the twenties and thirties.” I shrugged. “Found one of those old lunch boxes. Made of stainless steel. Tough as fuck.”



She smiled at me. “That's so cool. What did you do with it?”



“Let Connal keep it,” I said, taking my breakfast. “Thanks.”



“You have an amazing day!”



I had my first sandwiched unwrapped and was biting into it. I savored the cheese and ham melting into my mouth on that succulent rye bread. I groaned, leaning against the wall and staring out across Browns Boulevard to the majestic courthouse. It was one of those marble edifices of government power. Steps rising up to the grand entrance supported by those Greek columns. I couldn't remember what they were called. Already, people were heading inside, lawyers and judges and clerks to get the legal wheels churning.



The preacher was out front spouting his nonsense. A pretty lawyer, her ass swaying in a tight pencil skirt, headed up the stairs to the entrance of the courthouse. She had a long fall of black hair and light-brown skin. She shook her head in disgust at the preacher.



A few of his acolytes were already out listening to him. Three women. It was too early to be hearing this crazy guy rant. One wore biker leathers, her black hair falling down her back, her skin as pale as death. She worked at the liquor and smoke store next to Lover's Delight. Beside her was a woman with silver-blonde hair, a similar shade to Ester's. Made me wonder if they were related or something. I think she owned Happy Dog, the pet grooming store I'd passed on the walk over. She had her hands clasped in rapt attention.



The last girl I did know well.



“Magdalene, really?” I asked, staring at the woman wearing blue jeans and a reflective vest. She was a flagger at the construction site and did odd jobs throughout the day. She was a solid girl, curvy and voluptuous. I wouldn't mind enjoying her curves.



But she was a moron if she was listening to the preacher.



He stood on the steps above them, a tall man with an aquiline nose, bold and powerful. He wore dark clothes that were almost like what a priest would wear, a white stole about his neck. He had his arms wide, a ragged bible in his right hand. He had his left hand with two fingers pointed up towards the sky.



“...destruction will come...” floated across the street in a break in the traffic.



I finished my sandwich. Officer Donnelly passed me, glancing over for a moment. Then she crossed Browns Boulevard and looked like she was heading to the preacher. I hoped it was to roust him. I glanced at my phone.



“Fuck,” I muttered. I tossed my wrapper in a trashcan on the corner and crossed 2nd Avenue to the construction site. 2nd ended here almost aimed dead enter at the entrance of the courthouse. I whistled while Office Donnelly marched up to the preacher. He looked at her and pointed, shouting something.



The cop put her hands on her hips. I doubted she was taking his shit. It would be fun to watch her drive him off, but I had to get to work. I walked past the fence, light teal canvas stretched over the chain links to keep people from peeking in. The gate was open, men filing in.



“Sup, man,” Connal said.



I grinned at my friend, his steel lunchbox in hand. I started in on my second sandwich as we headed in. Connal was a tall guy, Irish with the classic red hair and green eyes. He had a strong build, standing a few inches taller than me. He wore a gray tank top and his own reflective vest. I hadn't put mine on yet. I hated wearing the damn things.



“You look like you're sniffing the dog's ass,” said Connal.



“Hooked up with that Japanese chick who lives next door,” I said, grinning. “She squealed on my rod a few times last night. Passed out 'round two-thirty.”



“Fuck, man, you got any pics?” he asked. “So I can prove the girl I hooked up with last night's hotter.”



“You finally got with that girl at the health shop?” I asked.



“Sakima...” he groaned, smiling. She was an Arab beauty that I wouldn't mind tapping, but Connal had a thing for her. “Still working on her, but, no, this lawyer chick. Things really clicked last night. Adalet's her name. She spent the night.” He sniffed his digits. “Fingered her in the shower before sending her to court with something to remember me by.”



I laughed. “A lawyer, huh? Where'd you meet her.”



“We both were eating dinner at Luigi's last night. Got to talking. You know those college grads, they love slumming with us real men.”



“Nice,” I said, stretching my back.



I finished my sandwich, my second Red Bull, and had energy in me. I got my vest and hardhat on, punched in, and then slid into my backhoe. We were digging out the foundation for a new skyscraper that would go in. They were slowly taking over the neighborhood. Electros Tower was just finished last week. You could see her rising to the northwest, thrusting up into the air, the glass windows reflecting the rising sun.



I drove the backhoe's shovel into the ground, breaking it up and spilling the rubble it into dump trucks. Once full, they would spill out of the exit, Magdalena and a few other flaggers controlling traffic on Browns Boulevard.



It was fun playing with my toy. I loved excavation. Made me feel like a kid playing in the world's biggest sandbox. We were a few days from finishing this phase, then we'd start laying the foundation for the new tower.



The hours flew by, and lunch came. Connal had mysteriously lost his lunch box as he said, “Mind if I pick something up from healthy life?”



“Do you need me to hold your hand while you flirt with Sakima?” I asked, shaking my head.



“Just want you to watch a pro at work,” Connal said, his green eyes strong.



“Mama's for lunch?” I asked. “Did you already eat what you brought in?”



“Worked up an appetite,” he said.



We clocked out for our lunch and headed out. We chatted, the sun warm now. Traffic and pedestrians streamed by. A girl was handing out fliers across the street, a sunny smile on her lips, golden-blonde hair spilling about her face. It took a few minutes to reach the health food shop.



I wasn't much for the granola, but Connal was putting in the time on Sakima. He went in there to buy these grass health shakes. They were green and smelled awful, but they were supposed to be good for you.



He flirted while I waited. Sakima was gorgeous, that dusky skin of the Mediterranean. She had a calm aura about her. Placid. Deep waters, though. I had known girls like her who could be wild in the sack.



She wrote on a card and slipped it to Connal.



He grinned at her and took his purchase, credit card slipping into his pocket. Well, not a total waste. We stepped out into the street. The lesbians were no longer kissing out in front of their sex shop. The open sign was even on, blinking with pink letters. White's Pub had its A card sign out with its lunch special advertised.



Great place to drink. Lousy place to eat.



We were about to cross the street when a woman hurried around the corner and gasped, stopping herself right before she ran into me. The brown bag she carried ripped. She wailed as several cans of food struck the pavement at her feet.



“Oh, no,” she moaned, dismay on her face. She bent down to pick them up. She was young, fresh-faced, with blonde hair. She had some of her locks fashioned into a narrow braid she wore around her head like a circle, the rest falling loose down her back. Her dress rustled.



She wore a one-piece dress. It was so at odds of the business wear and casual wear of the streets. Women wore business skirts or jeans, not something you'd wear to church. She scrambled to grab the cans.



I knelt down and grabbed some peaches. Then I scooped up the green beans and the creamed corn.



“Thank you,” she said, flashing me an enchanting smile. She had dimples. I loved dimples.



“You're welcome,” I said, grinning back at her. I could feel that tingle of attraction in the air. That electric charge. Her blue eyes flicked up and down my strong arms as I scooped up her food. “You need some help?”



She pursed her plump lips. Her cheeks were going rosy now. “I could. I have to get these to Our Lady of Heaven and...” She stared at her ruined bag she had set down. “I don't know how. The bottom's ripped out.”



“Here,” I said, grabbing the bag. I put my hand over the tear, holding in the other cans. I dropped in the ones that had fallen out and then lifted it up with ease. “I got this one. You handle the other one.”



“You really don't mind?” she asked.



I shrugged. Our Lady of Heaven was just around the corner. You could see the wrought iron fence around its cemetery from here. It lay on the opposite side of the construction site from the courthouse. “Just a couple of blocks.”



“Thank you,” she said, her smile flowing across her lips. She rose to her feet, her dark dress swirling about her ankles. It had short sleeves and a round neckline. She adjusted her other bag to hold it in both hands. “Not many people like to help these days.”



“Oh, Charles is always willing to help a pretty girl,” said Connal. He watched, grinning at me.



I shot him a look, telling him not to fuck this up for me.



“I'll see you later,” he said and crossed the street to head to Mama's Diner.



“Were you going somewhere with your friend?” she asked.



“Nowhere important,” I said as we headed down 3rd Street towards the church.



“You work at the construction site?” she asked. “I see your vehicles come in and out of there all the time. Are they really building a tower there?”



“90 stories, if you can believe it. Progress, right?”



“I suppose,” she said. “I'm Joan, by the way.”



“Charles,” I said.



“I know.” She smiled at me. “Your friend mentioned it.”



“So, you work at the church?” I asked. “You're not a nun, right?”



“Oh, no.” She giggled. “I just volunteer at the church. I'm too wicked to be a nun. I always have things to confess.”



“Yeah?” I asked, staring at her. She was dressed modestly, but there was something about her. Turbulent and wild. “What sort of sins?”



She glanced at me. “What sins do you have inside of you, Charles?”



“A lot,” I said. “I try so hard to stay pure, but women keep falling into my bed. How can I pass up such temptation?”



“How indeed,” she purred, holding her bag to her breasts. “The sort of man who takes what he wants, huh?”



“If it's being offered, why turn it down?”



We crossed 20th Avenue and walked down the side of the church, passing the lichyard. She was something exciting. Wild fantasies popped in my head. I had never fucked a girl in a church before. That could definitely be exciting.



It certainly had my dick throbbing in my—



“The World needs saving!” an old man cackled, stepping out of the shadows along the side of the church. He had dirt staining his beard, a ragged coat draped over his body. He carried a hobo stick like he was out of some thirties cartoon. “The world!”



“That's cool,” I said, marching at him. “Go tell it to the preacher. I'm sure he needs to know.”



“Potest imperare?”
 he said.



Joan blinked at that.



“Uh-huh,” I said, not caring about the man's gibbers.



“You must rule,” the homeless guy said, a foolish gleam in his eyes. “That's your role. Rule!
 Amor octo necesse est.
 ”



Joan cocked her head, mouthing the words like they meant something to her.



My patience was wearing thin, though. He was right in our way. I had the bag of canned goods that were coming apart. “Right,” I growled. “And what's yours?”



But he turned to Joan. “You hold secrets. Mysteries. The divine love is yours!
 Secretum tuum amorem
 .
 ”



“Okay, that's enough of this,” I said. “We got places to be. Go spout your nonsense somewhere else.”



“Of course it's nonsense!” shouted the old man. He then flourished both his hands and cards appeared from them like he was a street magician. He flicked them at us both. I cursed under my breath as I managed to catch my card and not drop my bag. I turned it over.



A tarot card. It had a man sitting on a throne, a rod across his lap. He looked stern. Commanding. Dominating. Across the bottom was written, “The Emperor.”



“The fuck,” I muttered. “If I wanted crazy, I'd go to that palm reader over on 3rd Street.”



A dog barked. The homeless man gasped and then he tore off past us, the tattered tails of his coat flapping. A mangy hound raced down the sidewalk. I cursed and pulled Joan over to the wall of the church so she didn't get barreled over by the hound. The mutt tore off after the homeless guy. He vanished around the corner of the graveyard.



“The fuck was that?” I muttered.



“I don't know,” Joan said. She stared at her own card. It showed a woman in plain blue robes sitting with her hands on her lap. There was a lunar crescent at her feet and a horned diadem on her head. It read “The High Priestess” at the bottom.



“Crazy fucker,” I muttered.



Joan was silent as we walked the last dozen feet to the church's entrance. It faced the corner of 4th Street and 20th Avenue. A few steps led up to the rich wooden doors. I held the left one open for her, the bag barely staying together under the weight of the canned goods as soon as I wasn't supporting it with two hands. We swept inside, past the altar of votive candles and through the worship hall. A few older women were praying, the church peaceful. She led me back to a side door reading “Staff Only.” It opened onto a plain hallway with a few doors lining it. We entered a kitchen.



I dumped my bag on a counter, one can spilling out of the rent. I caught it just before it fell. She put her own bag down. Then she set her card on the table. She stared at it, her brow furrowing. She whispered something. Then she looked at me.



“What?” I asked, tossing my card down. “Just some tarot cards, right? Guy's crazy.”



“Potest imperare?”
 she said. “That's what he said to you. 'Can you rule?'”



“Rule what?” I asked, snorting. “The guy's crazy.”



“He was speaking Latin,” she said.
 “Amor octo necesse est
 . 'The love of eight is needed.'”



“What?” My brow furrowed. “Love of eight? What are you talking about?”



“That's the second thing he said to you,” Joan said. “The love of eight is needed.”



“Okay,” I said. “And? What's your point? Why do you look disturbed?”



“It's just...” She bit her lip.
 “Secretum tuum amorem.
 That's what he said to me.”



“Okay. That sounds like... secret? And is that love?”



“'Your love leads to the secret.'” She bit her lip. “Love... I've never known love.”



My brow furrowed. She looked really disturbed by it. “So what's your secret?”



She lifted her gaze. Her blue eyes held the depths of the ocean, full of all those same hungers as the endless abyss. She shuddered, her blonde hair swaying. She looked sort of like the woman on her card in her one-piece dress and her braided hair forming a circlet of her own.



“I'm a nymphomaniac,” she said, her hands going to the buttons of her dress. “I've never, ever fallen in love before. I've never felt that connection. It's always just been this drive for sex. This mania to have pleasure.” She undid the buttons.



“Damn,” I muttered.



“It's why I volunteer at the church,” she moaned, working open another button. Then another. “To stay away from temptation. To try to keep from falling into my vulgar ways, and then I ran into you. I got so wet the moment I saw you. When you offered to help, I knew I would fuck you. Right here in the church. I wouldn't care one bit.”



I grinned. “I never refuse what's offered.”



“But can you rule?” she asked. She shrugged her shoulders out of her dress, her small breasts appearing. She wasn't wearing a bra. They were perky and perfect, topped by pink nipples. A silver crescent moon dangled between them. She licked her lips, her blue eyes turbulent now. “That's what he asked. Can you rule?”



“Rule what?”



“Me!” She threw herself at me and kissed me with passion that was startling. Her lips were so sweet. I groaned as she plunged her tongue past my lips. Her arms went around my neck. She held me tight. I groaned against her, my dick throbbing as I slid my hands around her waist and grabbed her ass.



I could rule her. Oh, yes, I could rule this nymphomaniac. I would gladly show her my domination.



As I kissed her, the world shook. Rumbled. An earthquake rose out of the ground. She hugged me tighter and kissed me with passion as the church groaned around us.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



“That was wonderful,” breathed Yoko.



She stood before me, one of my disciples. She had arrived late, flushed and disheveled from carnal pleasure. She reeked of sin as every woman did. I clutched my battered bible as I stood on the courthouse steps.



“You make the end sound so beautiful,” she continued, her slanted eyes wide.



“Yes!” groaned Diana, her silver-blonde hair falling down to her waist. “I want to see it. I want to see it all come crumbling down.”



“It shall,” I said, caressing her cheek. She trembled in delight, her eyes so wide.



These were the only two of my followers still here. The others had to leave to attend to their affairs. But they would come back. They had tasted the truth. They had—



“The end is nigh!” a voice shouted as the ground shook. A rumble rippled through the earth.
 “Et te perdere?”



The shouting voice belonged to a ragged old man, his beard dirty, coat tattered. He flicked his wrist and threw a card at me. Behind him, the fence around the construction site rattled. Dust rose up as the quaking continued. Yoko and Diane clutched to each other.



I flipped over the tarot card and saw the Hierophant.



Yes, the end was nigh. I would see this corrupted world destroyed.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Naughty Church Girl!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Naughty Church Girl”




“Slut, if you want to get be controlled, get down on your fucking knees and suck my cock.”



“Yes!” Delight burst in her eyes. “I wanted to suck it the moment we bumped into each other. I wanted to feel that dick in one of my holes. My mouth. My cunt. My asshole.”



“You are a dirty girl,” I growled. “But I said to suck my cock. That's how I want you using your mouth right now, High Priestess.”



I said that last part as a joke, but she shuddered in delight. She slid down to her knees before me, her fingernails scratching down the front of my shirt. It was dirty from a morning spent working the backhoe at the construction site. I was on my hour lunch break.



I wasn't getting any food, and I didn't care right now.



“I'll be your High Priestess,” she moaned, her fingers attacking my belt. “Mmm, rule me, Emperor!”



She tore open my fly, fastener popping undone and zipper rasping down. That metallic, rasping sound echoed through the kitchen. She yanked down my jeans and boxers, my cock flopping out before her face. Her blue eyes lit up. She grasped my cock in both hands and groaned with lusty delight as she pumped them up and down my rod.



She licked her lips and then the tip of my cock. She dragged her tongue across the slit, probing into my urethra and gathering up the precum seeping out of me. I growled at the pleasure shooting down my cock. My balls tensed, drinking in the friction of this delightful moment.



She then kissed at the tip. She smooched around the edge of it. I shuddered at the way she planted her hot smooches around the perimeter of my crown. It felt incredible. I groaned as she nibbled at my flesh, her hands fisting my rod.



“Such a mighty cock, Emperor,” she groaned, her voice wicked.



“Goddamn, Joan,” I groaned. “You're a cock-worshiping slut, aren't you?”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Mastering the Naughty Church Girl




Charles Ramhorn – The Emperor



The earth shook.



I clutched Joan against my chest as she kissed me in the kitchen of Our Lady of Heaven. She was naked save for her panties. Her lips were hot on mine, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I fought for balance, holding her tight. My heart pounded with the exhilaration of her kiss and the fear that the church was about to come down on top of us.



She just kept kissing me, clinging to me. I could feel her small, firm breasts and hard nipples through my work shirt. I groaned, the combined rush of the danger and the feel of her sultry body in my arms setting my blood on fire.



The earth groaned. Pots clattered. The door to the fridge popped open and swung back and forth. Canned goods that we had brought in spilled off the counter and struck the floor. I felt the vibrations in my bones.



I held her tight to me. My hands grabbed her ass through her panties, squeezing her rump tight. My dick throbbed, a slab of steel in my pants. I wanted to fuck this nymphomaniac while the church fell around me.



And she was a nymphomaniac. I just met this girl ten minutes ago, and here she was getting naked and eager to fuck me. Her lips were so sweet. Her arms tight around my neck. She purred into the kiss, humping against me.



The earth's shaking slowed.



My heartbeat didn't.



Then it stopped. I growled into the kiss, fire suffusing my blood. I'd had my share of conquests in my life. A lot of them. I was a strong and handsome construction worker. A real man, not like those soft soy boys that were coming out of college these days. Women responded. Even the most strident feminist wanted to be thrown down and fucked hard. They could be the dirtiest girls in bed, calling me daddy and begging me to spank them as I fucked their cunts raw.



But I
 never
 had a girl take me to the church where she volunteered and then strip naked after declaring herself a nymphomaniac. Joan was a slut, and she made me fucking hard. I wanted to bend her over the altar and fuck her before the entire Catholic congregation with the priest watching on in shock.



She broke the kiss and groaned, “Charles!” she moaned. “Mmm, am I one of your eight?”



“What?” I groaned. That crazy homeless guy who'd thrown the tarot cards at us had said something about me and loving eight. He'd thrown the Emperor tarot card to me and tossed Joan the High Priestess.



Her blue eyes twinkled. Her blonde hair spilled down her back. She wore a thin braid of her hair as a circlet around her head, her own hairband to hold back her locks. She had this naughty gleam in her eyes. Her hips rotated.



“Can you rule me?” she cooed. “I've been searching for a
 real
 man
 all my life. I've fucked so many, and none of them could control me. Can you?”



“Slut, if you want to get be controlled, get down on your fucking knees and suck my cock.”



“Yes!” Delight burst in her eyes. “I wanted to suck it the moment we bumped into each other. I wanted to feel that dick in one of my holes. My mouth. My cunt. My asshole.”



“You are a dirty girl,” I growled. “But I said to suck my cock. That's how I want you using your mouth right now, High Priestess.”



I said that last part as a joke, but she shuddered in delight. She slid down to her knees before me, her fingernails scratching down the front of my shirt. It was dirty from a morning spent working the backhoe at the construction site. I was on my hour lunch break.



I wasn't getting any food, and I didn't care right now.



“I'll be your High Priestess,” she moaned, her fingers attacking my belt. “Mmm, rule me, Emperor!”



She tore open my fly, fastener popping undone and zipper rasping down. That metallic, rasping sound echoed through the kitchen. She yanked down my jeans and boxers, my cock flopping out before her face. Her blue eyes lit up. She grasped my cock in both hands and groaned with lusty delight as she pumped them up and down my rod.



She licked her lips and then the tip of my cock. She dragged her tongue across the slit, probing into my urethra and gathering up the precum seeping out of me. I growled at the pleasure shooting down my cock. My balls tensed, drinking in the friction of this delightful moment.



She then kissed at the tip. She smooched around the edge of it. I shuddered at the way she planted her hot smooches around the perimeter of my crown. It felt incredible. I groaned as she nibbled at my flesh, her hands fisting my rod.



“Such a mighty cock, Emperor,” she groaned, her voice wicked.



“Goddamn, Joan,” I groaned. “You're a cock-worshiping slut, aren't you?”



She nodded. “And this one... Oh, my god, this one is magnificent. So big. So thick. That precum...” She licked my tip again, gathering the next bead of lubrication juices that spilled out. A shiver ran through her body, her blonde hair swaying down her lithe back. “Lord, yes.”



She swallowed my cock. Her lips engulfed my dick in moments. The wet warmth of her mouth surrounded the tip. Her tongue swept around it, stroking every sensitive inch of the crown. I growled again, the pleasure shooting down to my balls and the load of cum I had for her.



Joan sucked with passion. Her cheeks hollowed. She moaned around my cock, pumping her hands up and down my girth. She bobbed her head at the same time, polishing my rod with her hungry mouth.



“That's it, you little slut,” I growled. “I want to choke you with my cock and drown you in my cum.”



She whimpered in delight; suckled with passion.



“Yeah, you want to guzzle down my jizz.” I grabbed the sides of her head, feeling her braid against my palms. “Worship me. Make me cum.”



Joan purred in delight. I growled through my clenched teeth, loving what she was doing to my cock. The way she worshiped it. She twisted her head, rubbing the crown of my cock against the insides of her cheeks and the roof of her mouth. Her tongue never stopped moving.



My digits flexed against the sides of her head. I caressed her circlet braid, the silky texture coming alive beneath my fingers. She bobbed her head, taking my cock to the back of her throat before sliding back up it.



“You can do better than that,” I panted, savoring this pleasure. I had never had a woman suck my dick with this much enthusiasm. Even chicks who loved to give blowjobs paled in comparison to her. “Come on, slut, take it all.”



She winked a blue eye at me.



Joan bobbed her head and took my cock to the back of her throat again. This time, she kept going. She didn't gag once. I shuddered as she skillfully swallowed my cock. I slid down her gullet. She moaned, the vibrations of her vocal cords massaging my dick as I slid past them and down her esophagus.



“That's fucking it,” I growled, my chest rising and falling in my shirt. “Take it all!”



She worked her lips further and further down my cock. She swallowed inch after inch. No girl had ever deep-throated every inch of me. I just had too much dick for every other woman I'd been with. But Joan didn't care about that. The nympho priestess was up for the task.



Her lips nuzzled into my dark bush. My cock throbbed in her mouth and gullet. She moaned around it, swallowed to massage my tip. I growled, my dick aching. She took every inch of my rod. I loved it.



“Goddamn, Joan,” I growled. “You are a fucking whore, aren't you?”



She moaned with what sounded like pride. Delight.



“Yeah, be pleased. You took every inch of my fucking rod.” I grinned at her. “You're something special, huh, Joan?”



She groaned and slid back up my shaft. She sucked hard the entire time. My dick throbbed in her mouth. My heart pounded. I savored the feel of her mouth sliding up and up my cock. She
 was
 something special. Something amazing. I groaned, loving every moment of her sucking on me. It was incredible to enjoy.



I gripped her hair, my chest rising and falling with her every suckle. Her tongue danced around my dick. It was magnificent to enjoy. My heart thundered, my dick pulsing as my cock popped out of her gullet. She swirled her tongue around my shaft and then deep-throated my cock again.



She fucked her mouth down my cock, massaging me with her moans. The hummer made my dick throbbed. The ache built at the tip of my rod. That explosive release. I would drown her in cum as she slid her mouth back up my cock.



She deep-throated me again and again. She worshiped my cock while those blue eyes stared up at mine. This girl was amazing. I gripped the sides of her head, loving her technique. The pressure swelled in my balls. I was so close.



“Fuck,” I growled. “Get ready to gulp down my cum.”



She moaned and worked her mouth up my shaft again. I slid out of her throat. She nursed on the tip, her hands grabbing my dick again. She slid her lips up my saliva-soaked shaft, nursing hard on me. My grip tightened. I growled.



Erupted.



“Fuck, yes!”



My cum fired into her mouth. I basted her with blast after blast of my cum. I pumped it into her again and again. I growled as I savored the rush of dumping my jizz into her hungry maw. She squeezed her blue eyes tight. She moaned as she gulped it down with noisy swallows.



The pleasure slammed into my mind. Stars burst across my vision. I growled as I pumped my cum into the slut's mouth. My naughty priestess gulped it down, whimpering around my cock. She stroked me, working out the jizz as she nursed out every drop.



“Fuck me, you little slut,” I growled. “You want me to rule you, huh? Want to be one of my eight?”



She nodded around my cock.



Christ, did the whore want to be a part of a harem or something?



I ripped my dick from her mouth. She gasped, drool coating her chin along with cum. She licked at her lips, sucking in breaths. I grabbed her forearms and hauled her to her feet. Then I seized her waist. I lifted her petite form with ease and set her on the island counter in the middle of the church's kitchen. A can of creamed corn, nudged by her rump, rolled away and fell off the far side, landing with a clatter.



“I'm going to rule that pussy,” I growled, my hands grabbing the lacy panties she wore. I could see the dark spot staining her crotch. “Just devour every drop of your cream.”



“Yes, Emperor,” she moaned and leaned back on her elbows. Her firm tits quivered, her pink nipples hard. A silver crescent amulet gleamed between them.



I believed a man was at his best when he was devouring a woman's cunt. You make a woman cum hard devouring her snatch, and the sweetest good girl would be your whore. What would I make of a nympho?



I was eager to find out.



I hauled down her panties. She lifted her rump to help, eager for me to eat her out. Her trimmed bush came into view. Interesting. A slut who didn't shave. I liked it. I threw the panties down to the ground and breathed in her tangy musk. Through her blonde curls, her plump pussy lips awaited.



With a hungry growl, I ducked my head down and buried my face into her cunt. She gasped out in delight, a liquid sound. Her body quivered. Her juices had soaked her curls. Her wet hairs tickled my face. I breathed in her delicious musk. I licked her again.



Her body bucked. She arched her back, thrusting out those firm tits. Her amulet gleamed. I loved the sight of her as I wrapped my arms around her thighs. I pulled her to my mouth. I thrust my tongue right into her depths.



I sank my tongue into her tangy cream. She brimmed with passion, a reservoir of juices that soaked my tongue and set my taste buds on fire. She gasped in delight, her small tits quivering. Her thighs tightened around my head.



“Oh, Charles,” she moaned. “Yes, yes, rule me. I want that. I want to be ruled by a man. Show me that you are a man. You have the cock for one. The strength. The chivalry.”



My hands slid up her stomach as I swirled my tongue around in her cunt. Her liquid depths quivered around me as I reached for her tits. My calloused hands slid over her satin-smooth skin. She groaned, her face twisting in delight. I slid over her breasts, her nipples poking hard into my palms.



I groped her as I ate her out. I massaged her nubs, my tongue plundering her snatch. Her liquid moans sang through the air. They flowed around me, as sweet as a mountain spring. I lapped at her. Feasted on her.



Loved her.



“Charles!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, that's so good. Ooh, you know how to please a pussy.”



“Every man should,” I growled, squeezing her tits.



“Yes!” She gripped my head with her thighs, holding me to her cunt. “They should. So many don't.”



“Their loss.”



Eating a woman's pussy was a delight second only to fucking them afterward. To have the font of femininity against your lips, her labia rubbing on your mouth, was a thing of majesty. Whether she had a shaved vulva or silky bush, it was a treat to have her rubbing on your face, her scent filling your nose and her flavor coating your taste buds. I licked and lapped and worshiped her cunt. I mastered her twat. My every lick was designed to give her pleasure, to make her more and more mine.



Then I would fuck her and
 really
 make her cum.



I fluttered my tongue up her folds and grazed her clit. I swirled around her bud. She gasped, her small tits jiggling beneath my hands. She stretched out onto her back. Her hands grabbed mine on her tits, pressing my palms harder into her nipples.



“Charles!” she whimpered, the pleasure coursing through her. “Oh, my lord, Charles. That's amazing. Yes, yes, big dick and an expert pussy licker. Rule me!”



“I'll fucking conquer you!” I snarled and sucked on her clit.



She gasped as I nursed on her bud. Her body bucked. I groped her tits as I nursed on her clit. Her little nub felt delicious between my mouth. Like sucking a nipple, it had that same soothing sensation. Only I had her tangy scent in my nose and mouth, her wet pubic hair rubbing on my face, and her thighs squeezing about my head.



My tongue danced around it. Her moans sang through the room, worshipful hymns crying out my praise. Her stomach flexed, rippling as she humped her cunt against my hungry face. She smeared that hot flesh on my lips, her clit leaving my mouth.



I licked at her.



Lapped.



“Oh, my fucking god!” she moaned. “Charles! Charles!”



“Cum as hard as you want,” I growled and sucked on her clit again.



I pinched her nipples as I did. I rolled those little nubs between my fingers. She squealed in delight. Her entire body bucked and shuddered. Her cries echoed through the room. They were just such an amazing thrill to hear.



Her silky thighs squeezed about my face as her pussy cream gushed out of her cunt. Her orgasmic passion spilled over my lips. I drank them down, reveling in her passion. Her tangy cream filled my mouth while her body bucked through her pleasure.



“Charles!” she cried out, voice thick with worship. “My Emperor!”



I grinned at that, reveling in her hot flesh and silky bush rubbing on my face. My dick throbbed in my jeans. I had a wild idea at where I would fuck her. Something that only a real man would do. My dick throbbed in my jeans as I knew I had mastered her.



Knew I could do anything to her.



~~*~~



Joan Clark – The High Priestess



“You want to be ruled?” Charles asked as he rose, his face dripping in my pussy cream.



My tangy scent filled the room. I clutched at my silver amulet, feeling the crescent moon in my grasp. I stared up at this brawny man. A construction worker with a shirt that fitted over his sculpted muscles. He had such broad shoulders and a face chiseled from stone. He had a shadow of whiskers. He stood tall. Regal. His cock thrust out before him.



“I want to be dominated!” I moaned. “Rule me!” Those words the homeless man had said resonated through my thoughts.
 Amor octo necesse est...
 Eight women to love him? It was so kinky. My ultimate dream. A harem. I wanted to be part of a man's harem.



An impossible fantasy, but...



I had revealed my secret to him. That I was a whore looking for a man to tame me. I knew I could be faithful to the right man. Be his slut, even his slave, if he had the strength to collar me and rule over my body. He could have all the women he wanted—I
 wanted
 him to have all those women—just so long as we could share them.



He tore off his boots as I panted. Then he pulled off his shirt. His blue eyes were bright. Swinging across his chest was an ankh. The Egyptian symbol of life. I smiled at it dancing over his muscles.



Lord, he was a gorgeous man.



He grabbed me and threw me over his shoulder with ease. I gasped at that. My breasts rubbed into his back as he marched us out of the kitchen, thrusting shut the fridge door on the way out. I quivered on his back.



“Where are we going?” I asked.



“The altar,” he growled. “I want to fuck you on the altar.”



My pussy clenched. There had been a few old women in the sanctum when we had arrived, but would they still be here? Father Donovan would be out of church all day. It was a Tuesday. A slow day. Nothing going on. We could be watched.



Could be caught defiling the altar.



He had balls. I loved it.



He marched with purpose. Unafraid. I stared down at his muscular ass as he carried me, my blonde hair falling down his back. He had such calm about him. The sort that preceded a storm. One that brimmed with the promise of passionate winds. Strength that could be unleashed at any moment.



I was wrapped up in his storm, carried off with no control over what happened next. Lord, that made me feel so sexy. So womanly. I pressed my face into the muscles of his back and breathed in the scent of sweat on him. That salty, manly musk that made my pussy quiver and ached to be filled by his big dick.



We stepped into the worship hall. “Empty.”



He sounded disappointed. Did he want to fuck me before the congregation and show them all I was
 his
 slut. Lord, wouldn't that have been wild? I trembled as we passed the polished wood of the tabernacle that held the implements for holy communion.



I licked my lips. I had already enjoyed his seed. Now I would get his cock. My own communion from this powerful man.



He stopped and then he swung me off his shoulder with ease. He settled me down on the altar with care. He didn't slam me down like he would if it had been a comfy bed. He sat me on the white cloth that draped it, standing over me.



I shuddered and spread my legs wide. My pussy lips parted as I hooked my thighs around his waist. I crossed my ankles and pulled on him. Instead of him moving, I slid towards him, the cloth shifting beneath me. I came closer to that magnificent cock. I was his offering. I gave myself to him.



I found him. I knew it in this moment.



“First of your eight,” I said. That homeless man was more than he seemed. Not a fool, but a messenger. I could feel it. The earthquake was a sign. Something portentous had happened in the world, and Charles somehow stood at the fulcrum of events.



“You really want me to have a harem, don't you?'



I grinned at him. Maybe Victoria could join. She was my roommate, a wonderful and loving girl who was great with plants and animals. She tended the garden in our apartment complex's courtyard and worked at Happy Pets grooming animals. She was a wonderful woman with a very regal and majestic bearing.



“Yes, I do,” I moaned. “Claim me. Make me your first.”



He planted his hands on the cloth, staring down at me with those piercing, blue eyes of his. They were gorgeous. I quivered on my back, so ready for him to ram into me. His cock came nearer and nearer to my cunt. And then his thick shaft was rubbing against me. I groaned as he slid through my bush and touched the folds of my cunt.



He thrust.



I gasped.



His rod filled me. That thick dick slammed into my cunt. I shuddered as he drove his cock to the hilt in me. I groaned, squeezing my cunt around him. His rod felt amazing in me, stretching me out. I gasped at his girth. My back arched on the altar, my moans echoing through the church.



Resounding with my worship of this dick. This man. My Emperor.



I could see it in his eyes. Read it in his soul. Charles was born to rule. To master and dominate. I shuddered, squeezing my cunt around his cock as he pumped away at me. He drove that dick deep and hard into my cunt. He plowed away at me, thrusting with powerful strokes. His ankh medallion swung off his neck. I bit my lip, watching that pendant swaying over his muscular pecs was delicious.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped out, my cunt squeezing down on his cock. “Charles! Oh, Lord, Charles! Yes!”



“Goddamn,” he growled, blaspheming in a church as he fucked me on the altar.



It was the most depraved thing I had ever done. The most sinful act. I loved it. I humped against him, grinding my clit into his pubic bone on his every downstroke. His heavy balls smacked into my taint. They thudded into me, heavy with his cum. He would spurt so much jizz into me. Just blast after blast of cum that would flood me.



I ached for it. Hungered for it. I squeezed my cunt down around him as he buried into me again and again. It was amazing. I loved every second of it. I savored every last moment of his big dick pumping away at my cunt.



“Oh, my Lord, yes!” I moaned. “Ram that dick into me.”



He grinned. “Let me feel that pussy melt around my cock and burst with your passion.”



I shivered, my orgasm swelling, the heat from the silky friction growing and growing. “I will! Lord, this dick. This mighty rod! I love it! I'm yours, Charles! Yours!”



“Damn, I believe you!”



I meant it. He had me. Body. Soul. There was something so spectacular about my secret being revealed.
 Secretum tuum amorem... Your love leads to the secret...
 The homeless man was right.



Charles slammed into me, his arms braced on the altar. I stroked my hands up his biceps, feeling his strength, and reached his shoulders. I scratched down to his pecs. I groaned at how strong and handsome he was. My pussy melted beneath him. I shuddered, my face scrunching up in rapture.



This was amazing. Delicious. I whimpered, squeezing my cunt down on his dick. He slammed his cock into me with hard strokes. Fast strokes. He buried into me again and again. He rammed that big rod into my naughty twat. My body rocked from the force of his thrusts, the friction growing.



“Charles!”



“Joan!” he growled. “Let me feel that pussy sucking at my dick. You want my cum flooding your twat.”



“And leaking out of me all day!” My pussy clenched down around his cock, my breasts jiggling as he buried into me again and again.



I held his thighs tight about his legs. I clenched about him. His balls smacked into my flesh. My back arched. I squirmed, my orgasm building and building. I squeezed my eyes shut. I shuddered on my back.



“Oh, that's so good,” I gasped. “Oh, yes, yes. I'm going to cum. I'm going to explode. Fuck!”



He buried into me and I erupted.



My pussy melted into spasming delight. I gushed cream—I was a squirter—and bathed his crotch. I bucked as he slammed his cock into my cunt. He buried to the hilt in me. I squirmed and gasped, my pussy writhing around him. My toes curled, my mind melting beneath this wonderful onslaught.



“Charles!” I gasped as my pussy worshiped his cock.



He drove into me, growling with thunderous passion. He slammed to the hilt in me. His cum fired into my pussy. His jizz spurted over and over into my writhing depths. I gasped as he soaked my cervix.



“Goddamn, Joan!”



“Flood my cunt!” I moaned, my pussy writhing around his cock.



“Yes!” he snarled, his passion storming across his strong face.



My pussy writhed, milking out all that cum in his balls. I writhed about him as he emptied his balls into me. I groaned and shuddered, my body trembling through all this rapture. This wonderful ecstasy. I bucked and squirmed, my mind drowning beneath all that bliss.



I floated there as his cum fired a final time into me. I smiled in delight, feeling so fulfilled. He had claimed me. I was his. That card that had been dealt to me, the High Priestess, was in his hand now. Would he build a winning hand with me?



The love of eight is needed,
 whispered through my mind.
 And your love leads to the secret.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston – The Hierophant



The earthquake passed.



I gripped the card the homeless man had thrown at me right before the sign shook the world. Dust rose from across the Browns Boulevard in the construction yard. I shifted on the courthouse steps where I preached the end of the world.



Two of my disciples swooned. Yoko and Diane were the only ones here. They threw themselves at me, grabbing me. I swept them up in my arms. The Japanese woman on my left, her doll-like face full of passion. Diane trembled on my right, her silver-blonde hair falling down her back. Her emotions flashed like quicksilver across her face from fear to awe to hope to dread.



“A sign,” she whispered. “It's coming.”



“Yes, it is,” I said, my left hand sliding down to cup her rump. My right held my ragged bible against the small of Yoko's back. “The destruction of all. The holy cleansing that shall sweep across the World.”



They both groaned in awe. They feared it and yearned for it at the same time. They were like moths who knew my bright flame would burn them but had to swoop in anyways. They dreaded being burned and yet ached to be consumed in apocalypse.



Their lips met mine. They both kissed me at the same time, their tongues thrusting into my mouth. They were sinful women—all were—but that was okay. I was a sinful man. That was why the world had to burn. It had to be destroyed. It was the only way for evil to be slain.



We all had to be cleansed by fire.



I squeezed Diane's ass, my cock throbbing in my pants. I was the Hierophant. The holy man who would lead the faithful to the end of the world. I squeezed my eyes shut, rapture sweeping through my body. Glorious ecstasy. I would—



A feminine voice cleared her throat.



I opened my eyes while Yoko and Diane broke our kiss. My gaze fell on Officer Donnelly. She stood there, hands on her hips in her blue uniform. A gorgeous and athletic woman with mirrored sunglasses on her eyes hiding her emotions. Her red hair was pulled back into a ponytail. She walked the beat around the courthouse. Protecting. Serving.



“We talked about your public displays of affection, Preacher,” she said, her voice stern. “Follow me.”



“Yes, officer,” I said with mocking obedience.



Yoko and Diane clung to me as I descended the steps. They weren't my only disciples. Magdalena, who worked across the street at the construction site, and Lorelei, the biker chick who worked at the Liquor & Smoke Shop, also listened to my preaching. They saw the truth in my words and were willing to see this world end.



Officer Donnelly led us east down Browns Boulevard, past the courthouse. The city jail was built right next to it, a smaller, squatter building, the windows small and barred. We reached 22nd Avenue. Across the street loomed Electros Tower, the newest monstrosity of the modern world. A glass and steel megalith that thrust into the pristine sky. Diagonally across the intersection lay the Browns Free Clinic, a few homeless men lounging outside of it, waiting to go inside to be treated.



The cop turned left and walked up 22nd Avenue towards the back of the jail and the courthouse. I followed, my women clinging to me. My dick throbbed as I watched the cop's rump swaying as she walked. She had a curvy body. A sinful woman hiding it beneath a veneer of authority given by her uniform and the 9mm handgun on her hip.



She reached the back of the jail and stepped off the sidewalk into a parking lot. A group of police cars, both marked and unmarked, were scattered about it. There was a small alcove where the jail and courthouse buildings met. She vanished down it.



I rounded the corner and smiled to find Officer Donnelly shoving down her blue pants, revealing the black thong she wore beneath. Her curvy ass thrust out at me. She threw a look over her shoulder, her eyes hidden, but she bit her lower lip.



“Preacher!” moaned my disciple. “I felt the earth! It's coming. The end! It'll burn out all the scum. All the sinners. All the filth that stains this world!”



“Hallelujah,” I groaned as Officer Fianna Donnelly shoved down her thong next, peeling it from the shaved folds of her pussy. A tart aroma filled my nose.



I undid my pants and pulled out my cock. Yoko and Diane broke away and embraced behind me. They kissed with wild abandon. Time was ending. Bonds were breaking. Pleasure had to be enjoyed while the World still existed.



“Take me!” moaned Officer Fianna. “I need it. That earthquake stirred me up, Preacher!”



I placed my cock against the shaved folds of my disciple's cunt. Who was she truly? Roles were being assigned. I was the Hierophant. What part would Officer Fianna play in the end? She had strength. Authority. Power.



And she bent to me. She submitted to me. I groaned at that thought and thrust into her cunt.



She gasped in delight, her pussy squeezing about my dick. She let out a throaty moan, her twat massaging my dick with her juicy passion. My crotch smacked into her rump. Her butt-cheeks jiggled from the impact. Her gasp echoed through the alcove, mixing with the women kissing behind me.



I grabbed my disciple's waist. I fucked Officer Fianna with powerful strokes. I drove my cock into her juicy pussy, loving the way her cunt gripped me. Her snatch felt amazing squeezing about my dick. I groaned, driving my staff into her twat again and again.



“Yes!” she grunted, her cunt clamping down on my dick. “Oh, yes, yes, Preacher!”



Her throaty delight echoed around us. I growled, pumping away faster. My balls tightened from the heat flooding down my dick. Her flesh massaged me. Her silky sheath sent delight spilling through my body with my every plunge into her twat.



“Officer Fianna!” I growled. “You're going to help cleanse this world.”



“Yes!” Ecstasy burst in her throat.



I loved it. Savored it. Her pussy worshiped my dick. I slammed into her hard while Yoko and Diane kissed behind us. They whimpered and gasped. Clothes rustled. I glanced behind me to see them fingering the other's twat, their lips dancing together in uncaring abound.



Apocalypse was change. Transformation. The destruction of the old. Nothing was sacred any longer. All transgressions were permitted because the fires would destroy all the evil in the world, we included.



It would be fantastic. A last, hedonistic plunge before the end.



I slammed to the hilt in Officer Fianna's cunt. I stirred up her twat, my balls growing tighter and tighter. Her ponytail danced down her back. Her pussy squeezed around me, so hot. Almost blazing. She growled like a crackling fire.



She would burn bright and hot.



I groaned, wanting to feel that passion. I slammed to the hilt in her. I buried deep, the ache growing and growing at the tip of my cock. I would spill all that cum into her, grunting as I gripped her hips. She humped back into me, using her arms braced against the walls. Her butt-cheeks smacked into my crotch.



I groaned at the hot delight of her cunt squeezing about my dick. She held me in a tight grip as I fucked her. I felt her fiery strength as I drove my dick into the cop's cunt. She gasped, her back arching.



“Preacher!” she groaned.



I seized her ponytail and yanked back her head. “Let me feel that cunt going wild around my dick, slut.”



“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, such delight in her throaty voice. “Oh, Preacher, yes!”



Her pussy convulsed around my dick. That hot and naughty twat rippled and writhed around my staff. I drove into her, feeling her passion. The depth of her devotion to my cause. A wild thrill raced through me as her cunt convulsed around me.



I drove to the hilt in her and erupted.



I filled her twat with my seed. I basted her cunt, marking her as mine. I owned her soul. She surrendered it to me. Her pussy rippled and writhed around my dick. Her gasps echoed through the alcove.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, her passion blazing around my dick as she worked out my cum. “The end! Oh, it will be so beautiful when we all burn!”



Et te perdere?
 the homeless man had said when he delivered the Hierophant card to me.
 Will you Destroy?



“Yes!” I growled, spurting the last of my seed into her cunt. “When the World is found, she shall tremble! And the destruction shall follow!”



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn – The Emperor



Joan made me lunch while she was still dripping in my cum. She was naked as she bustled around the church's kitchen. I didn't have much time before I had to get back to the construction site. Luckily, it was only a block away. The back of the church faced it.



“Lord, you ruled me,” she said as she handed over the turkey sandwich on thick, dark rye. She had slathered it with mustard and mayo, adding lettuce and tomatoes. And not that cheap lettuce, either. Romaine. The good stuff. “Whenever you want me, I'm yours.”



I winked at her. “Just remember, I'm not the type of guy to settle down.”



“I know.” She shuddered. “The love of eight is needed. Go and find them. I want to meet them all.” She licked her lips. “Eat them all, too.”



I chuckled and, before I bit into the sandwich, said, “You're a strange one, Joan.”



As I savored the crunch of the lettuce, the tart bite of the tomato, and the smoky flavor of the turkey, she held up her card. The High Priestess. The woman on the card resembled Joan in superficial ways. The face of the figure didn't hold enough detail, but it was in the bearing, the way her circlet braid was like the diadem on the card. Even the crescent moon Joan wore between her breasts was found as a symbol at the feet of the High Priestess.



I glanced down at the Emperor card. A man sitting strong and regal on a throne. Dark hair. Serious face. I frowned, there was an ankh in his left hand, the right holding a rod across his lap. I glanced down at my necklace. Something I'd bought when I was eighteen a few years back. It meant life.



A good luck charm.



“Something momentous is coming,” Joan said with all seriousness. She hardly seemed naked and dripping in my seed now. “Can't you feel it?”



I shrugged and took another bite of the sandwich.



“You're at the heart of it,” she said, pressing her card against the left slope of her breast. “I feel it in my heart.”



I glanced at my phone. “I got your number. You're definitely going to hear from me again. You want to lick cunts; we'll have a threesome.”



“Or a ninesome.”



“An orgy, huh?” I shoved the last of the sandwich into my mouth, nodding in agreement. I could do that. Me and eight women.



After I swallowed, she licked mustard off my chin and kissed me. As she did, she slipped the Emperor card into my jeans pocket, sliding into the front, rattling my keys. She brushed my dick which was swelling hard again. I wanted to stay. Fuck, I really, really did, but I had to get back to work.



I broke the kiss and she stepped back, a big smile on her lips. “We are definitely seeing each other again, Charles.”



I smiled and winked. I liked Joan. I wasn't a one-woman type of guy, but she was tempting. She was wild in the sack and made me a sandwich afterward. What wasn't to love? And her wanting to share me with other women...



Damn.



I strolled out of the kitchen, leaving her to continue her volunteer work. I headed out through the worship hall, the cloth on the altar stained with our passion, the wet spot still obvious. She had gushed like the Nile when she'd cum.



I stepped out into the warm afternoon. And walked out onto the corner of 4th Street and 20th Avenue, a row of brownstone houses across the road. I headed right up 20th, the construction site ahead. The homeless weirdo didn't pop up. I passed the lichyard behind the church, crossed 3rd Street, and walked past the fence surrounding the worksite. I wondered if the earthquake damaged the hole we were excavating for the skyscraper's foundation.



I had to walk out to Browns Boulevard to enter the site, the courthouse looming on the other side of the busy street. The Preacher was missing. Magdalena, whom I'd seen listening to his nonsense this morning, kept glancing where he normally stood with a pensive look on her dusky face. She had on her high-vis, reflective vest and a hardhat. She had a Mediterranean look about her, her work shirt fitting tight to her ample bosom.



“I'm sure he'll be spouting his nonsense again this evening,” I said.



“I just... I need to see him,” she groaned. “Didn't you feel that earthquake. It's a sign.”



“Yeah, that we're on a fault line,” I said, rolling my eyes. “They happen.”



“You'll see,” she said.



I headed down the sidewalk and spotted my friend Connal. He looked up from his phone. He was leaning against the entrance, his orange vest and hardhat on. I had to fetch mine from the break room, one of the trailers scattered along the edges of the work sight.



“Hey,” Connal said, hurrying over. “I got a date with Sakima tonight.”



I grinned. That was the Arab girl who worked at Healthy Life. He'd been flirting with her for a few weeks now. “Finally.”



“She's playing hard to get, but those 'good girls' are the wildest ones in the sack, you know?”



I grinned at my friend. “You have no idea. That chick I bumped into, she—”



A woman with light-tan skin and wearing a business suit skirt stepped onto the sidewalk from crossing the street. She looked like one of the lawyers who worked at the courthouse, a prosecutor based on that aura of righteousness around her.



“Hey,” she said in a sultry tone to Connal. “I hope you're free tonight.”



My friend grinned. That must be the layer, Adalet, he'd hooked up with last night. He put his hand on the small of her back and drew her away from me. He whispered something to her. Was he offering to have a threesome with her and Sakima?



I grinned. Connal had that bold, Irish fearlessness in him.



The lawyer didn't slap him, and he had a big grin on his face as he grabbed his phone and started texting. I bet he had to make sure Sakima was down with it. How many girls would want to have a menage on the first date?



A dirty girl. Joan would be down for it.



I grabbed my hardhat and set to work driving my backhoe. I spent the afternoon excavating the hole and dumping dirt and rocks into the back of dump trucks. The rumbled off. We had to dig out four levels down for the basement and parking garage. We had a good start, but it would be weeks and weeks of back-hoeing.



Good money. I wouldn't have to worry about finding another job for six or seven months. And it was close to where I lived. Just a few blocks away. It was simple work, but it was fun. I was like a boy playing with full-size Tonka trucks now.



5 PM arrived. I shut my machine down and climbed out, dusty from the day. I clocked out, dropped off my hardhat and vest in my locker, and wished Connal good luck. “You're going to need it. two girls on one date.”



“Oh, I don't need luck,” Connal said. “I can just feel it. This is what I need. I'm strong enough to handle them both. The homeless guy said so.”



I frowned as he hurried off down the sidewalk. Homeless guy? Had he gotten a card?



I glanced across the street. Magdalena had already crossed over to where the preacher was talking. The biker chick who worked at the oh-so-cleverly named Liquor & Smoke Shop was there, too, her pale skin contrasting with her leather jacket. Officer Donnelly watched them from nearby.



She was always keeping an eye on the preacher. Making sure he didn't harass the lawyers and others streaming out of the courthouse at the end of the day. I whistled as I walked and stopped by the Knave's Deli to pick up dinner. Ester was off, so no seeing her bright and shining face. I was in a sandwich mood today.



I polished it off and headed to White's Pub to have a few beers. The baseball game would be on. I headed inside while Joan's words echoed through my mind. I had to find eight women, huh? She really believed those words.



I don't know why. Maybe just the idea of having eight women in a harem turned me on.



White's Pub wasn't like one of those sports bars that were all slick and smooth. The place was dark from the furniture to the lighting. Dim with almost a smoky quality even though the city had long since banned smoking in bars. It was like those decades of men coming in after work, smoking their cigarettes and drinking their beer, had left a residue. An echo that could never be banished.



I slid up to the polished wood of the bar and sat down on a stool. “A pint of ale.”



Lucy turned around to face me, a busty redhead wearing a tight black crop top today. Her breasts jiggled in it like she wasn't wearing a bra. She always had a dangerous and naughty gleam in her eyes, that flicker of hellfire and promise of damnation. Her jeans hung low on her hips.



“Charles,” she said, “you never order anything different. You never try new things.”



“I try new women all the time,” I said.



She arched an eyebrow, her nipples thrusting hard against her fabric. I could tell the right one was pierced. “Looking to try a few new ones tonight?”



“Always,” I said. “You interested?”



She laughed. “Think you can handle my fire?”



“You never offered to let me stir up your coals,” I said as she filled the mug. “I know I've tried.”



“It wasn't time,” she said and set the mug down on a coaster. Foam brimmed at the top. “It's more fun when you make the guy wait.”



I shrugged. “Make me wait too long, then don't be surprised I'm busy tending another flame.”



She shrugged and then headed down the bar to another patron. She always flirted and always fled. She was an interesting one. Made me so fucking hard then watched as I went home with another woman who got to enjoy my passion.



“This seat taken?” a woman asked, sitting her purse on the bar.



I glanced over at a Japanese woman with her black hair combed back. She was a petite thing. She climbed onto the stool—and as short as she was, it seemed like a climb—with grace. She glanced at me, eyes dark and smoky.



“All yours,” I said, grinning at her. There were open stools all around us. “Long day?”



“Yeah,” she said, stretching her back. She wore a plain top and a pair of jeans. “New job. Getting settled. Trying to figure out the neighborhood.”



“Always sucks. Moving. Starting over.”



She shrugged. Her slender fingers flexed, and I blinked to see her rolling a quarter between them like it was a nervous tick. She squirmed as if a fire burned under her seat, animated. Restless.



I smiled at her.



Find eight, huh?



“I'm Charles,” I said.



“Michiko,” she answered. Her coin vanished with a flourish and then she extended her hand to me. I shook her and felt no coin her palm. “Pleased to meet you, Charles. That's a strong name, no?”



“I guess,” I guess. “What about Michiko?”



“It's not a strong name,” she said and laughed. “You don't find many Japanese names for girls that are strong. We're named for colors or flowers or beauty itself.”



I looked her up and down. “What else would you name a flower but beautiful?”



She laughed, a delicious sound.



“What are you drinking?” I asked.



“White wine.”



I waved to Lucy and passed on the order. She sauntered up with that naughty gleam in her eyes. She poured the glass of wine and set it down at the bar before Michiko. She picked it up and took a sip. She groaned.



“I need that,” she said. “I was on my feet all day in the pharmacy.”



“You work over at Rider's?” I asked. It was a drugstore two blocks away on the other side of the construction site.



“Uh-huh,” she said, stretching. “First day. Glad it's over.”



I nodded, sipping at my ale.



She squirmed on the seat and then she glanced over at the booths. “Want to get a table? This stool is killing my butt.”



“Now we don't want that to happen,” I said, feeling pressure in my bladder. I turned and slipped off mine. Then helped her slide off hers. She was short, maybe 5'3'' or so. I towered over her. I sat my drink down at the table. “Let me just hit the head.”



“Head?” she asked.



“Drain the lizard,” I said, winking.



She rolled her eyes. “Men and your vulgar saying for things.”



“Rather say I got to take a piss?” I asked as I headed for the bathrooms in the back.



“Or you just say you have to use the restroom,” she said.



I chuckled and pushed through the door into the small men's room. It had two urinals and a stall. It was surprisingly clean. I had a feeling Lucy didn't like a dirty establishment. It wasn't her bar, but she worked here the most. I drained the lizard, whistling. Michiko was a fun delight. I just finished shaking my cock when the door opened.



I glanced to see Lucy entered. “I think it's time to start that fire.”



Well, this was interesting. I grinned as she ripped off her top and exposed those large beautiful breasts. Like I thought, she had a silver ring piercing her nipple. I hadn't guessed that she had a pentagram tattooed over her left breast in bold, red lines.



I turned to face her, dick swelling hard in my hand.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Nubile Cutie!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Nubile Cutie”




Lucy's top slid from her fingers. Her large breasts swayed as she took those two steps to reach me. My eyes slid over her exposed tits. After flirting with the barmaid of White's Pub for the last few months, here she was finally exposing herself.



Finally willing to get wild with me.



She had both her nipples pierced with silver rings and had a pentagram tattooed around her left nipple in bold red. It was an arresting sight, my dick swelling hard in my hand. I had just finished draining the lizard and here was Lucy.



Ready to ignite those fires.



“Well?” I asked her. “You wanted to see my cock. Why don't you get down on your knees and get a good look at it?”



“Mmm, so bold, Charles,” she purred, her voice smoldering with her passion. “You're a bold one. I see you in here, flirting. Taking women home. But never the same one.”



“Life's about variety,” I told her.



She grinned and then she fell to her knees. She grabbed my cock in her hand while my thoughts replayed over what Joan, the nymphomaniac volunteer from Our Lady of Heaven, had told me. She thought I needed a harem. She wanted to be one of them.



One of eight. All because of what some crazy homeless guy said when he gave us those tarot cards.



Lucy grabbed my cock and stroked it. Could she be one of them? It was insane. No guy had a harem in real life. Best you could do was get a threesome for a night here and there. The bartender stroked my cock, her fiery passion shining in her brown eyes. Her red hair swayed around her face as she opened her mouth and leaned in.



She swallowed my cock.



“Damn,” I groaned as Lucy sucked.



I seized the back of her head with my large hand. The muscles in my arm flexed as I tightened my grip. She nursed on me, her cheeks hollowing. She moaned around my cock and bobbed her head. She worked her lips up and down my dick. The pressure she created reached down to my balls. I groaned, my fingers clenching in her hair.



I pulled on her head, just enough to get her bobbing on her own. She worked those plump lips down my dick, her molten mouth sliding down my cock and then sucked back up. She had passion in her. Hellfire burning away.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Charles Ramhorn



Lucy's top slid from her fingers. Her large breasts swayed as she took those two steps to reach me. My eyes slid over her exposed tits. After flirting with the barmaid of White's Pub for the last few months, here she was finally exposing herself.



Finally willing to get wild with me.



She had both her nipples pierced with silver rings and had a pentagram tattooed around her left nipple in bold red. It was an arresting sight, my dick swelling hard in my hand. I had just finished draining the lizard and here was Lucy.



Ready to ignite those fires.



“Well?” I asked her. “You wanted to see my cock. Why don't you get down on your knees and get a good look at it?”



“Mmm, so bold, Charles,” she purred, her voice smoldering with her passion. “You're a bold one. I see you in here, flirting. Taking women home. But never the same one.”



“Life's about variety,” I told her.



She grinned and then she fell to her knees. She grabbed my cock in her hand while my thoughts replayed over what Joan, the nymphomaniac volunteer from Our Lady of Heaven, had told me. She thought I needed a harem. She wanted to be one of them.



One of eight. All because of what some crazy homeless guy said when he gave us those tarot cards.



Lucy grabbed my cock and stroked it. Could she be one of them? It was insane. No guy had a harem in real life. Best you could do was get a threesome for a night here and there. The bartender stroked my cock, her fiery passion shining in her brown eyes. Her red hair swayed around her face as she opened her mouth and leaned in.



She swallowed my cock.



“Damn,” I groaned as Lucy sucked.



I seized the back of her head with my large hand. The muscles in my arm flexed as I tightened my grip. She nursed on me, her cheeks hollowing. She moaned around my cock and bobbed her head. She worked her lips up and down my dick. The pressure she created reached down to my balls. I groaned, my fingers clenching in her hair.



I pulled on her head, just enough to get her bobbing on her own. She worked those plump lips down my dick, her molten mouth sliding down my cock and then sucked back up. She had passion in her. Hellfire burning away.



My balls tightened. I groaned at the pressure of her sucking. She twisted her head, her tongue dancing around my cock. She fluttered her tongue in slow circles around my crown before sliding back down my shaft. I brushed the back of her throat.



Her brown eyes stared up at me, blazing with her passion. They were alive. Red hair swayed, a strand dancing across her cheek like a tongue of flame. My nuts felt her suction. I growled. She nursed hungrily. Sucked with passion.



“Fuck, Lucy,” I growled. “Why did you wait so long for this?”



She slid her lips up my shaft and then popped off my cock. “Mmm, the time had to be right?”



“When I'm hitting on another girl?” I groaned. I had Michiko waiting at a table for me to return to the restroom. I'd just met the new pharmacist working over at Rider's Drugstore. We were clicking.



“It had to be wicked enough for me,” she said with a wink, and then swallowed my cock again.



“Goddamn,” I growled, my voice echoing through the bathroom.



Lucy sucked and slurped. The sloppy sounds filled the air. My fingers squeezed on the back of her head. The urge to just slam my cock down her throat seized me. But I held off, ruling my desires. Let a woman decide when she was ready to be mouth-fucked. Some loved it. Some hated it.



Instead, I pulled gently, encouraging her by sliding her lips down my cock until I brushed the back of her throat. Then I relaxed my hold so she could slide back up. She sucked the entire time. My nuts tensed as the suction teased them.



They had a load of cum to fire into her. I groaned, my cock throbbing in her mouth. Then I pushed on the back of her head again, sliding her lips down my dick. I brushed the back of her throat. The wicked Lucy winked an eye.



Then she swallowed my cock.



“Goddamn,” I growled as her passion hummed around my dick. Her gullet engulfed my cock, vocal cords buzzing away with her moan. “You little slut.”



She moaned louder.



Her lips slid down and down until they nuzzled into my dark pubic hair. I groaned, every inch of my dick buried down her throat. She had taken all of me. Few girls could do that. I savored being all the way down her gullet, loving how her swallows massaged my dick.



I drew back my hips now, gripping her head. She kept staring up at me, her eyes blazing hot. I slid my dick out of her throat. Her tongue slathered over the crown while she nursed on it with sloppy passion. I groaned and thrust forward, pushing my cock down her throat again.



My balls smacked into her chin.



“Fuck, Lucy!” I growled. “You're a deep-throating delight.”



She moaned, her fiery hair swaying about her face as I fucked that mouth. I shoved my cock down her throat again and again. My balls bounced against her chin. She whimpered, those eyes blazing hotter and hotter.



“You love that, don't you?” I growled, pumping forward. My jeans rustled down around my ankles. “Yeah, you love that big cock burying down your gullet.”



She winked an eye.



“Goddamn, I knew you were a wild slut, Lucy. Like it kinky, don't you?”



She purred around my cock.



I pumped my cock down her throat over and over again. I loved it. I groaned, the sounds echoing through the bathroom. She sucked and slurped, giving a sloppy blowjob as I buried my cock down her throat again and again. I plunged to the hilt in her.



The pressure rose in my dick. That explosive ache swelled at the tip. I came closer and closer to erupting. To exploding down her gullet. I growled, thrusting away at her. I fucked her mouth with passion. I buried to the hilt in her again and again. It was incredible to feel. I loved it. I reveled in her molten mouth and gullet.



“Shit, shit, shit!” I snarled as she polished my rod. “Goddamn, Lucy!”



I drew back my hips until my tip popped out of her mouth. Her tongue stroked around the spongy crown. Her lips sealed tight. She nursed on me, her eyes blazing. My balls clenched. I threw back my head and erupted.



“Fuck, yes!”



Hot cum fired from my rod and anointed her mouth. I filled her with my spunk. Her cheeks bulged and then she gulped it down. She suckled with even more hunger as I spurted ecstasy. The pleasure hammered my mind, battering into it. Stars exploded across my vision.



“Drink it all down,” I commanded.



She did. She gulped it down, moaning between her swallows. Her tongue caressed my spurting tip. I basted her mouth. Each blast fired rapture until every ounce of my blood was saturated in it. I growled out a final time.



She swallowed it.



“God fucking damn, Lucy,” I panted.



She slid her mouth off my cock with a wet plop, a line of spittle connecting her lips to my dick. “Mmm, that was delicious. Better than I thought.” She grabbed my boxers and drew them up. She tucked my softening dick into them. “That little Asian tart is waiting. Enjoy her.”



“You are one fucked up woman, Lucy.”



She grinned. “We all got to sin from time to time. It's what makes life glorious.”



I chuckled as she pulled up my work jeans next, those big tits of hers swaying. Her pierced nipples flashed. She yanked my pants up and over my waist and fastened me up. Zipper rasped. Then she cinched my belt tight.



“Mmm, maybe we'll do that again, but I have to get back to running the bar.” She grinned. “If no one's pouring drinks...”



I chuckled.



She stood up, top in hand, she pulled it on as she opened the door. I took a few deep breaths and then splashed some water on my hot face. I grinned, fingers rubbing over the stubble on my face, then I headed out and back to the table.



Michiko nursed on her white wine. She looked up at me. “Get lost? I know it's such a big bar.”



I didn't look at Lucy, who was back behind the bar filling up a pint of beer for one of the regulars, an older guy with a gray beard. “Sorry,” I said, sitting down. “I bumped into someone. Couldn't get away. You know, one of those people that just sucks up all your attention.”



She giggled. “Mmm, that can happen.”



I leaned back. “So, you're a pharmacist?”



“A compromise with my parents,” she said, setting down her wine glass on a coaster. “They wanted me to be a doctor, but I really don't like working with people. I like working with my hands.” She glanced down at her slender fingers and I remembered how nimble they were. I could tell that she wanted to do something else.



“Parents, huh?” I asked.



She smiled.



~~*~~



Joan Clark



I masturbated discreetly as I leaned against the outside of Our Lady of Heaven. Right there on the sidewalk. I had my hand slipped into the pocket of my trench coat. Only this pocket had a hole ripped in the bottom allowing my hand to slip down through the inner lining and press the skirt of my dress up between my legs. I rubbed at my pussy through the fabric.



Of course, I wasn't wearing any panties.



It was so naughty masturbating outside while I was half-hidden by the shadows of the church. Night had fallen. This was so naughty of me, but Charles had excited me. I had finally found the man who could tame my wanton pussy.



That mighty rod of his... Biggest dick I had ever fucked. He had taken me on the altar of the church itself. I volunteered at the church because I waited to stay close to god to keep from going too wild, but I knew I was a dirty, dirty girl.



A nymphomaniac.



I whimpered as I rubbed at my pussy through my skirt, my fingers sliding back and forth along my slit. I gazed out at Park Avenue, the traffic flowing by. Headlights spilled on me as I rubbed at myself, getting off on abusing my cunt in public, everyone passing by oblivious to what I was doing.



I loved it.



My juices soaked through my skirt. I shuddered, my breasts rising and falling. From here, I could see down Scenic Drive. It ended right at the church, bordering the north side of Tsarina Park. I bit my lip, my excitement building and building.



My left hand held the tarot card. It was special. I could feel it. That homeless man who'd given it seemed like a fool, but his words held power that resonated in my soul. Charles was an important man in what was to come. The Emperor.



And I was one of his eight women.



I wanted to find the other seven. I shuddered, glancing at any woman who I spotted walking down the road wondering if they were one of them. I lusted for them, wanting to lick his cum out of their pussies.



I rubbed my fingers hard on my clit as an attractive blonde strolled by, a sunny girl who hummed as she walked. I'd seen her handing out flyers the other day, a volunteer for some group wanting to save the world.



That wouldn't happen with flyers. No, no, you needed a man like Charles.



I followed sunny girl's ass. I licked my lips, my eyes locked on that rump as I diddled my clit through my dress. My juices soaked my fingers. I shuddered, the pleasure building and building in me. I rose towards that orgasm as I pictured sharing her with Charles.



I glanced down at Scenic Drive. Cars stopped at a traffic light. I shivered as a woman walked down the sidewalk towards me. A nurse. She must work at the nearby Browns Free Clinic. I shuddered as I stared at her wearing her own trench coat, her pink scrubs almost glowing in the headlights.



As she came closer, I rubbed my clit harder. Maybe she was one of Charles's eight women. Ooh, she looked pretty. I bit my lip, staring at her as she waited at the crosswalk. The light turned green, letting the traffic on Scenic Drive turn right or left onto Park Avenue. She crossed, heading right towards me.



I groaned, seeing she was Hispanic, her skin a lovely shade of caramel brown. Long, dark hair spilled down her back. She walked quickly, her eyes darting around. Then they fell on me. She relaxed a bit, clearly not worried about a woman lurking in the dark.



“Hi,” I said brightly, my fingers pinching my clit through my skirt, grinding the fabric into the sensitive bud. “Such a wonderful night.”



“It is,” she said and walked by me, heading towards the front of the church and 4th Street. I groaned, my orgasm swelling as I watched her round the corner and vanish west. I threw back my head and whimpered.



Pleasure burst through me. My body trembled against the church. My pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out and soaked hot through my skirt. I gripped my tarot card—The High Priestess—as I trembled through my pleasure. The waves of delight washed through my body. My moans echoed down the street.



So many women. So many sexy beauties for Charles to claim. I wanted to lick the cum out of all their pussies. I wanted the Emperor to master us and tame us all with that mighty rod of his. My cunt spasmed, aching to be filled by his cock.



“I'm yours, Charles!” I whimpered to the night. My pleasure hit that amazing peak. I hovered there on the pinnacle of ecstasy. “I'm yours!”



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



“So, what sort of things are you good at?” I asked Charles. He was a handsome man. His dark-brown hair was short but mussed. Wild. It wasn't the slicked-back look of one of the businessmen who worked out of Electros Tower. His hair was rough. Like him. He wasn't the sort of man my parents would want me dating. Strong. Worked with his hands. He wore a t-shirt that fit tight about his muscular chest, blue jeans worn from use.



“Building things,” he said, his voice deep. His face had a regal cut to it, strong and commanding. A shadow of stubble covered his strong jawline. “Using tools.” He grinned. “Massaging women.”



“You're a masseur?” I asked him, squirming. He was a gorgeous man. I knew he had gotten blown by the fiery-haired barmaid while I waited. She had come out ahead of him licking her lips. I wasn't an idiot, and yet...



God, was he that hot that I didn't care? I was so turned on. I had just moved here, started a new job, a new life. I hadn't gotten laid in a month. Moving was such a chore. Now I was aching for it. I squeezed my thighs together.



“Maybe an amateur masseur,” he said. “I'm working at the construction site that's kitty-corner from here.”



I knew that one. It dominated a whole city block. The drugstore I worked at it faced it across Park Avenue and we were only a block away from there. If we stepped out of the bar, we'd see the fenced-off site.



“So you like building things and playing with tools,” she said playfully.



“Some men never have to grow up,” he said, chuckling. “Our toys just get bigger.”



“So, you're good with your hands,” I said leaning back. “I'm good with my fingers. They are nimble. Any bit of you that's nimble?”



“My tongue,” he said.



I felt the bartender staring at us now. She had smoldering eyes. A busty girl that wanted Charles, too. Had she blown him because she didn't want him going home with me? Was I going home with Charles?



My pussy clenched. I think I would go home with him. I was horny, and seeing the sexy bartender lusting after him—hell, had already got her mouth on him—made me want him all the more. He had a nimble tongue, huh? I shivered, realizing I would have to be bold to capture his attention. Because I didn't want to go home alone.



Not again.



I was tired of being a stranger in this city. I needed something to liven things up. To let loose and unwind.



“So, a nimble tongue,” I said and flourishing my hand, the coin I had palmed appearing and dancing around my knuckles. I had always wanted to be a stage magician, but my parents would hear none of it. They wanted me to have a career where I could make money. “Care to show me?”



“I can't make a coin dance with my tongue,” he said, leaning back. “Mmm, but I can show my skill. Here?”



I blushed as I realized he was offering to eat me out. My pussy clenched. “No, no, not here,” I gasped. “I mean... That is... I didn't...”



I grabbed my wine and drank the rest of it, feeling so flustered by that bold smile of his.



He stood up, a bold smile on his face. I shivered as he held out his hand to me. I swallowed. This could not be happening. Not so soon. We just met. He had just gotten blown by that bartender, who was still staring at us with that wicked smile on her lips.



“Here?” I whispered, my eyes shocked. My pussy clenched. I couldn't be this horny. He couldn't be this handsome.



“You wanted a demonstration,” he said and pulled a twenty out of his jeans pocket with his left hand. Something peeked out with it—the back of a playing card. He tossed the bill down on the table and shoved the card back into his pocket. “Come on. You want to see how nimble my tongue is.”



I took his hand. His eyes were so strong—brilliant blue and commanding. His arm was as thick as my thigh. I had never met a guy so brawny. He was so different from the guys I went to college with. Even the frat boys.



My hand clung to his. He pulled me gently to my feet and out of the booth. He was so tall. I was a short, Japanese girl and he was a brawny American. My parents would never approve of this. Oh, no, they wanted me to marry a banker, a doctor, a lawyer; someone with a “future.”



But this wasn't about marriage. Oh, no, this was about satisfying that lonely itch in me. I shuddered as he led me through the bar, my cheeks on fire. I felt like everyone was looking at us. The redheaded barmaid certainly was. I couldn't tell if she was jealous, envious, or amused. I swallowed as Charles led me past the bathrooms and to a small door, an emergency exit sign glowing with green letters above it.



He shoved open the door and we stepped into the alley. The night had fallen but there was no real chill in the air. Not with how hot I was. It was fairly clean, too. I didn't know the neighborhood too well, but I was pretty sure we were between the pub and the sex shop, Lover's Delight.



“I can't believe we're doing this,” I moaned, glancing to the right and left. To the north 3rd Street bustled with traffic while south of us, 4th Street was a quiet residential area. I could see a brownstone house, narrow and nestled against its neighbors in a row. It was similar to the one I rented on White Street, a block beyond. We were so close to my place and yet... “Here?”



He led me down to a little alcove. I had a feeling I wasn't the first girl he'd led back in here. I gasped as he leaned down and kissed me. He pinned me against the brick wall, his lips strong against mine. I groaned into the kiss. The nervousness fluttering in my stomach, the tantalizing danger that we would get caught, somehow fed the intensity of the kiss.



I groaned, my tongue dancing with his. His stubbled rubbed on my lips. It felt incredible against me. I whimpered as he kissed me hungrily. His tongue thrust into my mouth and swirled around. It was incredible to feel. To experience.



He was a bold kisser. Strong. Powerful. His hands stroked my sides. I groaned, kissing him, my pussy clenching. My purse swung on my arm then slipped off, thudding on the ground. I didn't care. I threw my arms around his neck. I kissed him with hunger.



Fire blazed in me.



This man's presence swept over me like a thunderstorm, crackling with passion. His kiss electrified my body. My skin prickled with tingles that raced over me. His hands slid up and found my small breasts. He fondled me through my blouse and bra. My nipples throbbed.



More electricity shot through me to my pussy. Passions sparked. Blazes burned. I groaned, my juice soaking my panties. I trembled, whimpering into his kiss. This man... This hunky construction worker inflamed me like no one ever had.



It had to be the loneliness. I hadn't gone a month without sex since I lost my virginity during my freshman year of college.



He broke our kiss. I panted, my body trembling. “Charles,” I whimpered. “You...”



“Time to work my magic on you,” he said and sank to his knees. His head was level with my belly. I groaned as his hands grabbed the fly of my jeans.



I stared above him at the alley. How often did people cut through here? Would anyone see us? The fastener popped. I gasped. My pussy clenched as the zipper rasped open. Then he yanked my jeans down hard, tugging them over my rump.



This was happening. Oh god, this was really happening. I stared down at his bluff face as his eyes locked on my panties. He pressed against the crimson pair and rubbed into the fabric. He breathed in deeply. He had to smell my sweet musk.



His fingers hooked the waistband of my panties as he kissed at my pubic mound through the cotton. He pulled them down. My black bush sprang out against his lips. He kissed through my curls, following my panties descent, coming closer and closer to my pussy.



“Charles,” I groaned.



“Mmm, you smell delicious, Michiko,” he growled.



Then he pressed his head right between my thighs, forcing them apart while he dragged my panties past my knees. They dropped down to my ankles. I parted my legs, bending them outward at the knees. His whiskered cheeks rubbed on my inner thighs as he kissed into my bush.



He found my pussy lips.



“Charles!” I gasped, back arching.



His tongue licked through my slit. He caressed my pussy lips. I groaned at the feel of his tongue sliding over my flesh. My body shuddered. The delight washed through me. My head leaned back. I groaned and shuddered.



My breasts rose and fell. I whimpered and panted. This was intense. Insane. In an alley? I had never had anyone eat me out in such a public space, let alone one where somebody could actually walk by. But we were also hidden from casual view. Like it was a magic trick. Someone could be feet away and never know it.



“Yes, yes,” I moaned, savoring his tongue thrusting into my pussy. He swirled it around in me. “Oh, Charles. Oh yeah, that's definitely nimble.”



His tongue stroked me. Caressed me. I stared down at his blue eyes. They peered back up at me as he strummed my pussy. He caressed my labia in between dives into my twat's depths. My clit throbbed more and more. He stirred up the fires burning inside of me.



His passion swept over me with the force of a raging storm. He devoured me. I groaned, my face contorting. His hands stroked up and down my thighs. He caressed my skin with his calloused touch. So strong and powerful.



I groaned, my face contorting. This was intense. Delightful. I shuddered, my hips undulating. I ground my bush and twat on his lips. He growled, his tongue stroking through my folds and brushing my clit.



Fire burst from my bud.



“Oh, yes, Charles!” I moaned, my voice echoing strangely in the alley.



He winked at me. He knew exactly what he was doing to me.



He was a man who ate out a woman and gave her the pleasure that she needed. Craved. His tongue thrust into my twat over and over again. He swirled about in my snatch. I shuddered, squeezing my thighs hard about him.



He swelled my fires, feeding fuel onto the flames. I built towards a blaze. A bonfire that would consume my flesh. I shuddered, his tongue dancing in my cunt. He swirled about in me. I groaned, my body shaking.



“You going to explode?” he asked.



I nodded.



He shoved his right hand up beneath my blouse. His skin caressed my stomach and reached my bra-clad tit. He squeezed my boob through it. My nipple throbbed, adding those additional sparks of heat to the growing inferno fueled by his tongue.



He fluttered against my clit. He caressed that naughty bud with his tongue. I moaned and gasped. My body shuddered. I glanced upward at the clear sky, some stars shining down despite the light pollution of the city. The glow of it.



There were so many more to see without it.



His lips sucked on my bud.



I gasped and knew I would shortly see a thousand more stars.



“Charles!” I whimpered as he suckled on my clit. He nursed. He nibbled on that bud with his hungry lips. “Yes!”



He growled, knowing what he was doing to me. Oh, yes, he knew exactly how close I was to cumming. He had mastered my pussy. My body. His tongue swept around my clit in a nimble dance. I groaned.



He brought me closer and closer to cumming. I shuddered, my chest rising and falling as he nursed on my cunt. I bit my lip, the heat growing and growing with his every suck and lick. My hand grabbed his through my blouse, pushing him down on my breast. My nipple throbbed.



He nipped my clit with his teeth.



Flames consumed me.



“Yes!” I howled.



My pussy convulsed as the firestorm swept through my body. Raging fires of ecstasy burned through my veins. My pussy cream gushed out into his hungry mouth. A molten flood of my passions. I bucked, grinding my muff on his face.



He licked and lapped at my folds. He drank the passion and sent more ecstasy burning through my body. My mind blazed. Rapture consumed my thoughts. I stared up at the sky, stars now twinkling across my vision, shining with celebration.



“Oh, yes, yes, Charles!” I moaned, hitting that wonderful peak. I burned so hot for a few more heartbeats.



Then my passion ebbed to smoldering embers. I panted as he pulled his mouth from my pussy. “Nimble enough for you?”



“Yes!” I gasped. “Oh, my god, yes.” I glanced down at him. “Your place or mine?”



“Mine,” he growled and stood up, yanking my panties up with him.



He kissed me with lips stained with my sweet pussy juices. I groaned, savoring this heat. I wanted more. I wanted him inside me. I grabbed his cock through his jeans with my nimble fingers. I squeezed down on him, massaging him.



Oh, yes, I had to get to his place. I hoped it was close. We were only a block or so from mine.



He broke the kiss and then bent down and pulled up my jeans. I gasped. I had never had a guy do that for me. He tugged them up and over the curve of my rump and then fastened them. There was something... submissive in just standing there and letting him dress me.



I was submitting to what he wanted.



I snagged up my purse and grabbed his arm. He led me out of the alley towards 4th Street. I was almost floating on the heat from my orgasm. We were almost to the street when, from around the corner of the 24 Mart convenience store, popped a homeless man.



Charles groaned, “You again?”



An old man in dirty, ragged clothes stood there. He had a pole slung over his left shoulder. From it dangled supplies held in a stained white handkerchief like he was a hobo out of the Great Depression or something. He had a wild look in his eyes.



With a flourish that I was impressed by, he produced a playing card and flicked it to me. I gasped and caught it. There was a robed man drawn on the card. Not a regular playing card, but a tarot card, I realized. The man had a hand holding a scroll raised to the heavens while his left hand pointed down at the earth. He stood before a table that had four cards on it each one with a suit on it: swords, wands, pentacles, and coins. At the bottom was written, “The Magician.”



“What?” I gasped.



“Vos illuminabis?” the old man asked me in Latin. I had studied it a bit in school. It meant to enlighten or illuminate something.



A dog growled. The old man looked behind him and cursed. Then he darted past Charles and raced down the alley. A mangy cur burst around the corner and ran after him. I turned and watched him, bemused by the spectacle.



“So you got one, too, huh?” muttered Charles.



I remembered the card that had peeked out of his pants pocket when he paid for our drinks. “What Major Arcana did you get?” I asked, slipping my card into my purse. “Let me guess, The Emperor?”



He gave me a sharp look. “Yeah. And what's a Major Arcana.”



“A tarot deck is like a poker deck with the same fifty-two cards, though the suits are a little different, it also has an additional twenty-two cards. The Major Arcana. The Magician, the Emperor, the World, Death, and so on.”



“The High Priestess?” he asked as we turned right down 4th Street, walking before Mama's Diner.”



“Did he give you that card?” I asked, amused. “Not the Hierophant?”



“No, he gave me the Emperor.”



“It fits you.” I leaned against him. “You ruled my body.”



He grinned at that. “Yes, I did.”



He had a swagger to his step as we reached 19th Avenue. We crossed the bustling street and then 4th Street to reach the Elysium Apartments. It was a rectangular building that dominated the block, the brick faade rising up into the air. Many of the windows had lights on. There were balconies, some people out on them smoking.



We passed through the lobby, filled with a bank of brass mailboxes, then rode the elevator up to the fifth floor, kissing the entire way. I shuddered, my hands running up and down his broad back. He was strong. Powerful.



The elevator dinged. He broke away and fished out his keys as we headed to apartment 519. He shoved in the key and then frowned. “It's not locked.”



He opened the door onto a small apartment. To my surprise, a woman lounged naked on his couch. She was Japanese, like me, with a gorgeous, doll-like face and round tits. She had a tattoo of a six-pointed star drawn over her heart (and breast) in silver ink.



“You brought a friend,” the woman purred.



I glanced at Charles who looked surprised to find the woman here. I should be mad, but I was so horny. I could have a threesome tonight. Why not? So I purred, “Who's your friend?”



“Yoko,” he said. “My neighbor. She was supposed to lock up and leave, but I guess she wanted to enjoy another night with me.”



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“I did,” Yoko purred as she stood. “And you brought someone to listen to me scream out in passion.”



“I guess I did,” I said, tossing my keys on the kitchen counter right by the entrance. Then I pulled out my tarot card. Emperor, Magician, and High Priestess... I glanced at Yoko as she sauntered towards us, her round breasts swaying. She was a wild girl.



Two Japanese beauties...



Yoko noticed the card. She pulled it to her with a finger, staring at it. Had that crazy old man given her a card? Then she said, “Been to the palm reader?” she asked. “Did Madam Chaudhary give this to you?”



“No, no, this got thrown at me,” I said. “Just something dumb.”



“Is it?” Michiko asked, setting her purse on the table. “Mmm, I feel overdressed.”



I glanced at her. She didn't react at all how I'd expected her to at finding my neighbor naked in my apartment. Instead, Michiko peeled off her blouse, exposing her petite form. She was an inch or so shorter than Yoko and not as curvy. A red bra cradled Michiko's small breasts. She dropped the blouse boldly, like she was trying to prove she could be just as wild as Yoko.



Well, if she was down for a threesome, I certainly wasn't going to complain. Yoko licked her lips, staring at Michiko in an appreciative way. Two Japanese cuties in one night... My dick throbbed in my pants.



Lucky me.



Michiko kicked off her flats, wearing white ankle socks. She unsnapped her jeans and shoved them down. I licked my lips, the sweet flavor of her pussy lingering on them. I savored the taste as I watched her bending over to pull her feet out of her jeans, the red cotton cupping her ass.



“She's adorable, Charles,” Yoko said. “Where did you meet her?”



I shrugged, my dick a slab of iron. “Does it matter?”



“He's always bringing home new girls,” Yoko purred. “I live next door, and our bedrooms share a wall. They are thin. I hear
 everything.
 He knows how to please a woman. I had to find out for myself.”



“He does,” moaned Michiko as she stood up straight, down to her underwear.



“But can you please a man?” Yoko asked and hooked her arm. Then she knelt before me, pulling Michiko down with me. “I assume you've blown a man, but have you ever shared him with another woman?”



“No,” Michiko purred.



Yoko grinned and then her hands attacked the fly of my jeans. She fumbled as the fastener and ripped down the zipper all at the same time. I groaned as she did, savoring her eagerness. I ripped up my t-shirt and threw it to the ground. Michiko's eyes traveled over my muscular chest. She bit her lip and moaned.



“You think that's impressive?” said Yoko. She ripped down my jeans and then shoved her hand into my boxers. She grabbed my throbbing dick. “
 This
 is impressive.”



She pulled me out.



Michiko's eyes bulged. She gasped, covering her mouth with her hands as she stared at my cock. The shock on her face was delicious to see. Her hands fell away. She swallowed then reached out with trembling fingers and wrapped them around my cock above Yoko's.



“Oh, my,” she groaned. “He's... I mean... Oh, my.”



“Right?” Yoko purred. She licked her lips. “That is a dick right there. You want to know why women are all after him.”



“And it's not how good he eats pussy?”



“That's just a bonus,” Yoko moaned, and then she leaned in and licked my cock.



I groaned at the feel of her tongue sliding over the spongy crown of my dick. She licked up my precum beading at the slit. I groaned at that, my cock throbbing in both their grips. The pleasure rippled through me. It was incredible to feel.



Then Michiko darted in for her turn. She licked at the tip of my dick, too. She stroked over it. The pleasure swept through my body. I groaned, my cock twitching in their hands. They both stroked me, pumping up and down, their hands bumping against each other. Michiko groaned, her face contorting in delight.



Then the two Japanese beauties leaned in together and licked and lapped at my cock. They fluttered their tongues against me. I groaned at the delight of them caressing me. It was so incredible to feel. The pleasure rippled through my body.



“Fuck!”



My nuts tensed from the pleasure that they gave me. They both swirled their tongues around the crown of my cock. They caressed me. Teased me. I sucked in deep breaths, loving the delight they sent flooding down my dick.



“Damn!”



My balls tightened as the two black-haired beauties sucked on my cock. They licked at me. They lapped. Their tongues danced around the tip, sometimes brushing each other. The pleasure swirled over my crown as their lips came together.



Then they were kissing, their hands stroking my dick. Yoko's and Michiko's lips melted together, working. Pink on red. They were so sexy. So hot. I grinned. This had been a wild day. Joan, Lucy, Michiko, and now Yoko. A great day.



I lorded over them, my rod throbbing in their hands, and watched them kiss. Their tongues danced. They both moaned, eyes closed. It was such a hot sight. I didn't know what it was about two women kissing that made me ache so much.



It was gorgeous. Like two angels coming together.



They broke the kiss, Michiko panting. “Oh, wow.”



“First time kissing a girl?” I asked her.



She nodded then her eyes turned to my cock. Her tongue flicked over her lips.



Yoko grinned and stole another kiss from Michiko. My dick throbbed in their hands. Michiko moaned, eyes squeezing shut again. Yoko broke the kiss, turned her head, and swallowed my cock while Michiko just panted.



“Wait!” gasped Michiko. “You distracted me!”



Yoko moaned her agreement around my cock, sucking hard. I groaned, my dick throbbing and enjoying the feel of her mouth sucking at my dick. She nursed hungrily. She bobbed her head, sucking hard on my cock.



I threw back my head and growled at the amazing pressure she put on my dick. She nursed with a wild hunger. Her tongue danced over my cock, soothing it like a cooling breeze. My dick throbbed in her mouth. I groaned at her incredible suction.



My balls tensed as she sucked with passion.



Then she popped her mouth off and panted, “Here you are, cutie. Your turn.”



Michiko darted her head in and swallowed my dick. Her hot mouth engulfed me. I shuddered as her tongue swept over my crown. She bobbed her head, her sweet lips creating a delightful friction. The warmth of her mouth bled down to my shaft.



She had fire burning in her. Passion. Her dark eyes smoldered as she nursed on me. She sucked with passion. With hunger. It was incredible. I groaned, my hands balling into fists as I enjoyed every second of her sucking on me.



Then she popped her mouth off, drool running down her chin. Yoko sucked my cock into her mouth. She nursed on me like a twister. I growled my pleasure, savoring the delight of going from one mouth to the next.



Yoko sucked hard for a few moments longer before she popped off. Then Michiko had her turn to suck on that dick. She nursed with passion on me. Sucked mightily. I groaned at how great this felt. How amazing her mouth felt around my dick. Her skill impressed me. I groaned, loving every second of this. Every last moment of delight.



“Oh, that's perfect,” I groaned. “Fuck, that's amazing!”



“Mmm, we're going to get him to cum,” moaned Yoko. “Work that mouth on his cock, Michiko.”



Michiko sucked hard. She nursed with passion. Then she popped her mouth off and Yoko swallowed my cock again, drool spilling down Michiko's chin. She licked her lips, her dark eyes smoldering up at me.



“Suck his dick, Yoko!” Michiko moaned. “Oh, this is so hot. We're going to make him cum together.”



“Yes, you two are,” I groaned, reveling in the two Japanese girls blowing me.



Yoko's powerful suction and Michiko's hot mouth... They were two wonderful combinations as they switched back and forth. They brought my balls closer and closer to that moment of eruption. To spurting my jizz into their mouths.



“Mmm, make him erupt,” Yoko would say when Michiko would suck.



“Ooh, ooh, nurse on him, Yoko! Let's get out his cum!” Michiko would moan.



Their words were sweet. Delicious. I went from Yoko's powerful suction to Michiko's molten warmth. Their fists stroked me while their mouths brought me toward the brink. The sloppy sounds echoed through my one-bedroom apartment.



“Shit!” I groaned. “I'm going to cum.”



“On our faces!” Yoko moaned.



Michiko popped her hot mouth off my dick and moaned, “Yes! Yes! Do it!”



They fisted my cock, the pressure in my balls rising and rising. Michiko's hand slid over my crown. Pleasure burst from her touch. I groaned, my nuts tensing. I erupted. My cum fired onto their delicate, saffron faces.



Stars burst across my vision as I painted their faces. I coated them both in my jizz. I growled through the delight of spraying them with my cum. It was so hot to anoint them in my seed. My pearly spunk ran over their features and down to their lips. Tongues flicked out, licking it off.



“Yes, yes, yes, Charles!” Michiko moaned, her eyes staring up at me with such passion that was intoxicating.



“Fuck!” I grunted and fired the last spurts of cum onto their faces.



I panted, my dick throbbing. I got hard again almost instantly as Michiko and Yoko turned to face each other. Then Yoko licked at the jizz on her face. I groaned as Michiko attacked her back, tongue flicking out to gather my cum. She pushed Yoko back onto the floor, following her down, straddling her body. Michiko's panty-clad rump thrust up in the air as she licked my cum off Yoko's face.



“Goddamn, that's hot,” I groaned, stroking my rod.



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



I licked Charles's cum off Yoko's face. His salty jizz tasted so delicious. This was so wild. I couldn't believe this night, but it just felt so right to share Charles with another woman. My tongue caressed up his seed. I licked at her with hunger, gathering up all that wonderful spunk that coated her.



His hands grabbed my panties and pushed them down off my rump and left them bunched around my mid-thighs. My pussy was exposed, dripping with juices, and so ready to be fucked hard. I shuddered then gasped as he placed his cock against my twat.



Charles thrust into my snatch.



“Yes!” I moaned between licks, his salty cum coating my taste buds.



His mighty rod slammed into my cunt like a thunderbolt. My pussy clamped down around him, gripping him tight. I shuddered, savoring his big girth filling me up. He had this big and throbbing dick that stretched me out.



My pussy clamped down around him. I groaned, savoring him being in me. This was incredible. I loved every second of it. My hips rotated from side to side, stirring my cunt around his cock. I groaned, clamping down on him while my tongue ran over Yoko's face.



“Damn, Michiko,” he groaned. “You got a hot cunt.”



“Mmm, I bet,” Yoko purred. She lapped cum off my cheek. Then she kissed me.



I gasped as she thrust her cum-coated tongue into my mouth. The salty flavor of her jizz melted through my mouth. I groaned, my cunt clenching tight. I drank in the friction as we passed the cum back and forth.



Charles pounded me. He buried his dick into my cunt over and over again. I groaned, squeezing down on him. I drank in the friction. I reveled in this wonderful moment. This felt so right, like being with Charles was my destiny.



The Emperor who was supposed to rule over me.



I bucked back into him as I broke the kiss with Yoko. “Yes, yes, yes, fuck me with that big rod! Ooh, Charles, yes! I love it. I love your dick!”



“Show me!” he growled, his hand sliding up my back to my bra band. “Show me your passion. I want to feel your twat going wild around my dick.” He unsnapped my bra. The straps slid off my shoulders.



“Mmm, yes, yes, go wild on him,” moaned Yoko, her eyes smoldering.



“I will!” I moaned and lapped a line of salty jizz off her face. I kissed her hard, my molten pussy clinging to his cock.



His every thrust into me raised the temperature in my twat. I burned hotter and hotter as I traded jizz with Yoko. I loved the taste of his salty cum spilling between our lips. This was the kinkiest thing I had ever done.



It felt perfect. Wonderful.



I humped back into Charles, my bra falling away from my tits and rubbing against Yoko's boobs. My necklace with golden rose and lily charms shifted. I kissed her hungrily, working my arms to pull them through my bra straps while still kissing her. Still sharing that jizz.



I broke the kiss and tossed my bra to the side. I ducked down and pressed my small tits into her round mounds. She licked more jizz off my cheek as our brown nipples rubbed together. Sparks flared that shot down to my cunt.



“Oh, Charles!” I moaned, his cock swelling and swelling that temperature in my cunt. “That's it. Oh, yes, yes, that's it. You're going to make me cum!”



“Good,” he growled and thrust hard into me. “I want that twat going wild. I want you milking the cum out of my dick.”



I squeezed down around him, aching for that.



His hand stroked my back as I kissed Yoko again. We swapped jizz, our breasts rubbing together. Charles's crotch smacked into my butt. His balls swung into my bush. I groaned, loving his prowess. My body trembled. I came closer and closer to cumming. I swelled towards it.



I whimpered as I kissed Yoko. My tongue danced with hers. His hands caressed my back and sides. I loved his touch. He swept over me, always moving, caressing, teasing me. His dick buried hard and fast into my cunt.



That mighty rod made me quiver.



I broke the kiss and gasped, “Charles, yes!”



He slammed into me. I exploded.



“Goddamn,” he growled as my hot cunt writhed around him.



The inferno blazed through my body. I trembled atop Yoko, my nipples sliding across her tits. Our nipples brushed. They burst with sparks. The delight showered through my body. I groaned at that. My entire body trembled. The bliss rippled through me. Waves of delight that burned through my nerves. I groaned, savoring his cock plunging into my writhing pussy.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, the stars bursting across my vision. “That's incredible. Cum in me, Charles!”



“Yes, yes, I want to lick her clean!” Yoko moaned.



“Goddamn right, you will!” he growled, burying his rod into my depths. “You absolutely fucking will, Yoko!”



Charles erupted.



His cum pumped into my snatch. Spurt after spurt of his jizz filled me up. I gasped, my pussy going wild about his dick. It was this incredible bliss. I groaned, savoring every moment of this rapture that burned through my mind.



His cum fueled my orgasm. He fired gasoline into my inferno. My orgasm blazed hotter. My cunt convulsed around his erupting cock, milking him. I craved it all as I trembled atop Yoko. She licked at cum on my chin while my nipples brushed hers.



“Oh, yes, yes!” I cried out, hitting that wonderful peak.



“That's just a taste,” growled Charles. “You're going to get even more tonight.”



As my orgasm burned down to euphoric coals, I knew he spoke the truth. I would never forget this night for the rest of my life. This man was special. Something had brought us together. Some force that wound about us.



It was kismet.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Two Beauties!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Two Beauties”




“Fuck,” I muttered, my dick hardening again. I had always had stamina, but I felt virile as fuck tonight. I had already cum in Lucy's mouth back at the bar, then on Michiko and Yoko's face before I fucked Michiko and left a nice load in her pussy.



And now I was eager to go again.



I fell to my knees, my wet dick smacking against Yoko's ass. The slap echoed around the room, Michiko's pussy juices smearing over her rump. I smiled. I'd had both their mouths, Michiko's cunt, and now I wanted that third hole.



I pressed into Yoko's asshole. Her pale-olive skin looked delicious against the light-beige of my cock. Her black hair spilled over Michiko's thighs and stomach. The two women were gorgeous. Delicate faces. Slanted eyes.



Michiko played with the necklace of tiny gold flowers she wore around her neck and smiled at me, her eyes sparkling behind her glasses. “Mmm, fuck her. She's licking all that cum out of me. I've never felt that. Ooh, this is so hot, Charles.”



I winked at her.



She gasped and moaned, her passion echoing through my one-bedroom apartment. I loved the sound as I pressed my cock into Yoko's butt-crack. My pink crown slid down her crevice until I found her asshole.



“Oh, do it,” Yoko moaned, her voice muffled by hot pussy. “Just ram that dick into my ass. Fuck me hard!”



I pressed into her bowels. She groaned, her body squirming as I drilled into her resisting sphincter. She whimpered and moaned, her passion echoing through the room. It was delicious to hear. A naughty sound that made my dick throb and ache as I pushed on her asshole.



Her anal ring widened. She groaned louder. Her back arched and butt-cheeks clenched about my dick. Michiko gasped and bucked, her small titties jiggling. Her glasses shifted on her face. She whimpered and gasped while Yoko's asshole stretched over my dick.



Swallowed it.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Charles Ramhorn



Two Japanese beauties.



What a great evening.



Yoko buried her face into Michiko's cunt and started licking my cum out of her pussy. The pharmacist I met at White's Pub this evening gasped, her small breasts jiggling. Michiko moaned as my next-door neighbor in the Elysium Apartments feasted on her pussy. Yoko devoured that creampie hungrily.



I glanced at the counter where I had dropped the Emperor's card. Those words Joan had said reverberated in my mind. A harem of eight women? It seemed impossible, but Joan was into the idea, and now Michiko had been down to have a threesome when I brought her back to my apartment and we'd found Yoko waiting naked for us.



Why was that homeless guy handing out Tarot cards? Was he just crazy? He had to be crazy. Fate. Magic. Divination. All that shit was bullcrap. There was no way I could have a harem of women and yet...



I felt something with Joan and now with Michiko. A connection I had never formed with other women. I'd had one-night stands left and right. I pumped and dumped women. I was young and buff, a construction worker who had the looks and the brawn to make the women, especially those uptight college-educated ones, dripping wet and eager to go for a ride on my cock.



A harem though? That was way beyond playing the field and enjoying women as they came my way.



“Fuck,” I muttered, my dick hardening again. I had always had stamina, but I felt virile as fuck tonight. I had already cum in Lucy's mouth back at the bar, then on Michiko and Yoko's face before I fucked Michiko and left a nice load in her pussy.



And now I was eager to go again.



I fell to my knees, my wet dick smacking against Yoko's ass. The slap echoed around the room, Michiko's pussy juices smearing over her rump. I smiled. I'd had both their mouths, Michiko's cunt, and now I wanted that third hole.



I pressed into Yoko's asshole. Her pale-olive skin looked delicious against the light-beige of my cock. Her black hair spilled over Michiko's thighs and stomach. The two women were gorgeous. Delicate faces. Slanted eyes.



Michiko played with the necklace of tiny gold flowers she wore around her neck and smiled at me, her eyes sparkling behind her glasses. “Mmm, fuck her. She's licking all that cum out of me. I've never felt that. Ooh, this is so hot, Charles.”



I winked at her.



She gasped and moaned, her passion echoing through my one-bedroom apartment. I loved the sound as I pressed my cock into Yoko's butt-crack. My pink crown slid down her crevice until I found her asshole.



“Oh, do it,” Yoko moaned, her voice muffled by hot pussy. “Just ram that dick into my ass. Fuck me hard!”



I pressed into her bowels. She groaned, her body squirming as I drilled into her resisting sphincter. She whimpered and moaned, her passion echoing through the room. It was delicious to hear. A naughty sound that made my dick throb and ache as I pushed on her asshole.



Her anal ring widened. She groaned louder. Her back arched and butt-cheeks clenched about my dick. Michiko gasped and bucked, her small titties jiggling. Her glasses shifted on her face. She whimpered and gasped while Yoko's asshole stretched over my dick.



Swallowed it.



“Fuck,” I growled as I slid deeper and deeper into Yoko's asshole. I reveled in burying into her tight bowels. I enjoyed the delight of her anal sheath swallowing my cock. It was a thing of beauty. A thing of utter delight that had my dick throbbing, massaged by her velvety flesh. I groaned at how amazing it felt to have her asshole swallow my cock.



My face contorted as I growled my passion. I gripped her hips as I bottomed out in her anal sheath. Her bowels squeezed about my cock. I stroked her sides as I savored being buried in her. She moaned, her head moving as she devoured Michiko's pussy.



“Goddamn,” I roared and drew back, my rod sliding through her stimulating flesh.



Her bowels gripped me. Her asshole massaged my cock, sending delight racing to my balls. I groaned, loving every second of being in her. It was the best. I slammed back into her. I buried my cock to the hilt in her bowels. My balls smacked on her taint. The pleasure was exquisite. I shuddered, my dick throbbing in her asshole.



I pounded her. I fucked her. I buried my cock to the hilt in her again and again. She moaned, her bowels gripping my pussy-lubed cock. I slammed forward over and over again, my stroking hands brushing the sides of her round breasts. She had a nice pair of C or D cups.



I gripped them.



“Charles!” she moaned. “Oh, my god, Charles, ream out my asshole.”



“Ream out her ass!” moaned Michiko, her face twisting in delight. She licked her lips her glasses shining.



I winked at her and thrust hard into Yoko's bowels. I reamed her out with everything that I had. I buried to the hilt in her asshole, my balls smacking into her flesh. They tightened with the pressure, coming closer and closer to cumming in Yoko's bowels.



She squeezed tight around me. She gripped me with her passion. It was incredible to enjoy. I shuddered, slamming hard into her flesh. I buried deep into her with every stroke. Every thrust. I growled, groping her tits as I pounded into her.



Michiko's back arched, her little titties quivering. Her arms thrust over her head to grip the headboard, nimble fingers twitching as she moaned. Her face contorted as she humped her twat into Yoko's eagerly lapping tongue.



“Oh, my god,” Michiko moaned. “Oh, that's good. That's amazing. I'm going to cum.”



“Mmm, yum,” Yoko purred. “And Charles...” Her bowels clenched down on my cock. “Just ram that dick into me. Fucking make me cum!”



“Don't I always?” I asked, squeezing Yoko's tits. I had fucked her for hours last night, hardly getting any sleep.



Looked like tonight would be another late night. I didn't care; it was totally worth it.



I slammed deep into her bowels with my thick rod. I sodomized her; she loved it. She feasted on Michiko. Yoko's head moved as she devoured that pussy, bringing the pharmacist closer and closer to cumming.



Michiko's face twisted. Her glasses shifted on her nose as she tossed her head. Her fingers fluttered and then she bucked. She cried out in rapture, clearly cumming hard on Yoko's mouth. I groaned, remembering the flood of her sweet cream when I had eaten her out in the alley behind White's Pub.



“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Michiko. “Oh, my god. Yoko! Yoko!”



I loved it. The passion. The sight of Michiko's quivering breasts and face blazing with pleasure had me growling. I slammed into Yoko's asshole, my balls tightening with my every stroke. I came closer and closer to flooding her with my cum. Just pumping her with every drop of jizz I had brimming in my nuts. I would leave her dripping.



I groaned, pumping away with such passion. I slammed my dick to the depths in Yoko's asshole. I buried deep and hard. It was an amazing delight. A treat to ream her out and make her cum. I slammed deep and hard into her bowels. I fucked her with such passion. I groaned with each thrust.



Then Yoko squealed, “Charles! You mighty man! Yes!”



Her asshole went wild around my dick. Her bowels spasmed around my cock. It was amazing. I loved how passionate it was. My cock throbbed in her rippling flesh. Her velvety sheath massaged me as I drew back.



“Cum in me!” howled Yoko as I slammed back into her.



“Yes, yes!” gasped the quivering Michiko. “Cum in her!”



“Fuck!” I snarled.



I erupted.



My cum spurted into Yoko's spasming asshole. Pleasure slammed through my body and into my mind. Stars burst across my vision as I pumped blast after blast of my spunk into my neighbor's writhing asshole.



“Goddamn, take it!” I groaned, my rod spurting away with my cum. “Shit!”



The pleasure blazed through my body. My mind burned with the delight of this moment. It was incredible. Ecstatic. I clenched my teeth and gripped her round breasts as spurt after spurt of her passion flooded out of my cock. I pumped her bowels full of my spunk.



“Oh, yes, yes, that's it!” I moaned. “Oh, that's fucking it. Yes!”



I groaned at how amazing that was. How delicious. The pleasure burned through me as I fired my jizz into her bowels. My balls emptied them. I hit the pinnacle of ecstasy as her writhing asshole milked out the last of my cum.



“Mmm, Charles,” Yoko panted. “Ooh, that was delicious.”



I slid out of her, panting, my hands sliding off her tits. I pulled out of her and rose. I took a few steps back and sat heavily on my couch. My chest rose and fell, the ankh medallion I wore shifting against me. I rubbed at my face, my body buzzing with passion.



Michiko stood up and stumbled to me. She snuggled up to my right side, her head resting on my shoulder. I turned to face her, those dark eyes glittering behind her glasses. I kissed her, a soft and restrained kiss.



“Oh, damn,” Yoko moaned. “That was great.” She headed over to a pile of clothes. “But I have to bounce. Mmm, I'm glad you brought Michiko home. That was hot.”



I broke the kiss and nodded, watching her dress in a red thong and then a pair of jeans. Her round breasts swayed as she pulled on a crop top, not even putting on a bra. Her nipples poked hard. She winked at me and then headed to the door. She glanced at the card on the counter.



Then, humming, she left.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



Excitement burst through me as I practically skipped down the hallway to the elevator bank.



He had the Emperor card. My neighbor had been given the Emperor. That had to be important. The Preacher had to know. He had received the Hierophant card right before the earthquake shook the city. Momentous events were happening.



The end of the World was upon us.



I shook in ecstatic delight on the ride down the elevator from the fifth floor of the Elysium Apartments. The World would be consumed in fire. It would be destroyed and something better would be born. The enlightened ones would be consumed in the flames and rise up as beings of spirit, led by the Preacher.



I was one of his women.



The elevator dinged. I shuddered and stepped out into the lobby. A young, blonde woman who was humming was checking her mail. She wore a yellow sundress that looked so bright on her. I had seen her around the neighborhood passing out fliers about saving the environment. A futile gesture since it would all be destroyed.



“Evening,” she said brightly to me, her smile spreading from ear to ear as she gathered up her mail. Her entire face beamed like the sun peeking out from behind a cloud. She was eighteen and naive.



I nodded to her and hurried out into the night.



The cool air spilled over my hot skin. I should have grabbed a jacket, but too late. I faced out towards 19th Avenue. Across were rows of brownstone houses. I crossed 19th and headed for the start of White Street that ran between two groups of brownstones all the way to my destination: Tsarina's Park.



I hurried down the sidewalk, passing the closely-built houses, each one looking the same as its neighbors and mirrored by the identical homes across the street. Cars parked along the curb, making the already narrow street perilous for two passing cars. I didn't care. I walked fast. I crossed 20th Street and here the orientation of the brownstones on my right changed. They ran parallel to 20th instead of White.



Elation burned through me as I hurried down the sidewalk. 21st Street approached, a small residential lane running off south of White with more brownstones on it. The streetlamps flickered. I was almost to the street when the homeless man stepped into sight.



I gasped in awe at the messenger. He looked like a fool, but I could see the keen intellect in the old man's eyes. He was dirty, a hobo in a patched jacket with a torn hem. He stank. He carried all his possessions tied up in a bandanna dangling from a long stick.



I trembled as he asked,
 “Insidi donum tuum?”



“What does that mean?” I moaned while I struggled to commit the Latin phrase to memory.



He flicked a card at me. I grabbed it and turned it over. It was upside down. I twisted it around to get a good look at it. An old man stood atop a mountain peak. He had a staff in one hand and held a lantern in the other. However, it wasn't a flame burning in the lantern but a six-pointed star. A cloak draped his body. He looked down a path before him.



“The Hermit,” I read, stroking the bottom of the card. What did this mean?



A dog barked. The homeless sage cursed. He darted across the street and ran by the rows of brownstones. A mangy mutt burst around the corner and chased after him, snarling angrily. I frowned and watched him reach the old man and seize the base of his jacket and tear off another scrap of cloth. As the dog spat it out, the homeless man's long legs carried him around the corner of 20th Avenue. He raced north up it towards Our Lady of Heaven and was gone from sight.



“The Hermit,” I whispered again. “Why?”



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



“I want to go again,” I said after Yoko left. “But your cock was just in her ass.”



“There's washcloth in the bathroom,” he said. “Go soap it up with some warm water, then come back and clean my cock.”



I shuddered, wanting to obey him, but this truly depraved idea popped into my head. I slid down to the floor, wanting to show this man that I would do anything for him. I wanted to stick around with him. I was new in this city, lonely, and there was something special about him. Something that had arrested my attention the moment I met him.



I felt it in my soul. This was fate. My mother believed in Shinto. She hid that from my father, who was a secularist. They were both doctors, after all. She would whisper that the
 kami,
 the gods and spirits of the world,
 would arrange things. Bring people together.



I had been brought to Charles, both of us given tarot cards. That had to mean something. I was the Magician. He was the Emperor. He had to rule while a magician... Magicians used to be advisers. Magi. The wise.



I grabbed his cock and as I slipped off the couch and knelt before him.



“Really?” he asked, a grin sliding over his lips.



“I think it's a better way,” I moaned. “But if you want me to get the soap and washcloth...”



“Suck my dick clean of Yoko's ass,” he growled in such a commanding way.



“Yes, Charles,” I moaned, so eager to obey him.



I licked up the side of his hard rod. He had virility in him. Had he taken the little blue pill when I wasn't looking? No, no, he was young and brimming with testosterone. I shuddered, the sour flavor of Yoko's asshole wreathing his cock. It was an earthy flavor.



One that made my pussy clench and ache to feel Charles's cock in me again.



I reached the pinnacle of his dick. I flicked my tongue over it, loving the texture of his crown. I swirled about him, caressing him. Stroking him. He growled, his dick throbbing in my hand. I pumped up and down his base as I ducked my head down.



“Fuck,” he groaned as I started my second lap up his cock. “That's good.”



I winked at him and kept climbing. I went higher and higher up his dick. I savored rising up his cock, working towards that pinnacle of his. The earthy flavor suffused my mouth. I loved the taste more and more.



I flicked the tip. He groaned at that. He stared down at me with surprise and pleasure. I winked at him again and then danced my tongue around his cock. I caressed him. Teased him. I savored the way he groaned as I licked at his crown, buffing off that sour flavor. I cleaned him.



“Fuck,” he panted, his face twisting in delight.



“Mmm, yes, yes, let me clean that dick,” I moaned. “Then I'm riding it. I'm going to enjoy your mighty rod.”



He winked at me.



His ankh gleamed as it rose and fell on his chest. The Egyptian symbol of life. His cock certainly brimmed with it. Wasn't there a story about the vitality of the king was tied to the health of the world or something? Like the Fisher King legend?



I wished I had paid more attention to some of my “soft” courses in college.



I pushed that aside. I had a majestic cock to clean and ready for my ride. I fluttered my tongue up and down his shaft, polishing him with my tongue. I searched out that sour flavor. I lapped up Yoko's musk, my taste buds burst with the excitement of it.



His precum dribbled out of his cock as I worked. The salty delight mixed with the sour flavor. I groaned, my hips wiggling, my glasses shifting on my face. My parents would be horrified that I was lavishing my attention on a construction worker.



Charles had no college degree, but this man had strength. Virility. He had prowess that made me shiver. I groaned as I lapped up his shaft again and again. I reached the tip and danced around his cock. I fluttered about him.



“Fuck,” he groaned. “Michiko, aren't you a naughty girl?”



I winked at him.



He grinned back.



I dragged my tongue up and down his dick, looking for every drop of passion I could find. I wanted to make him cum. I wanted to make him explode. It would be amazing. My cunt clenched from the delight of what I was doing. It was perfect. Amazing. I loved every second of this. My hips wiggled from side to side as I savored the taste of him.



Then I swallowed the tip of his cock, unable to resist sucking on him. He growled his delight as I slid up and down. I couldn't taste any of Yoko's ass anymore. I had cleaned his cock. Now I was just enjoying him in my mouth.



I was such a slut for this man.



My heart beat so fast as I stared up at him. He had... claimed me. Mastered me. Tamed me.



I bobbed my head. I nursed passionately. I suckled with such delight. It was amazing to enjoy. I bobbed my head. I thrust my mouth into his cock and nursed with hunger. I suckled on him with all the passion that I possessed.



My cheeks hollowed as I worked. I didn't want him cumming in my mouth. I needed him back in my pussy, but for this moment I enjoyed the salty flavor of his precum spilling over my tongue. I reveled in this naughty flavor.



“Damn,” he groaned. “Oh, damn, that's good. You naughty slut, Michiko.”



I was.



I slid my mouth off and moaned, “Your cock is clean, Emperor Charles.”



Me smiled at me. “Magician Michiko, you going to make dick disappear?”



“Over and over and over again,” I moaned as I straddled him.



His hands grabbed my hips, hefting my petite body with ease. I groaned as he did that. I let him lift me up and then he settled me down over his cock. I shuddered as his dick nuzzled into my pussy. I groaned and sank down on him.



“Yes!” I moaned as my pussy swallowed his cock.



His thick rod vanished into my snatch. This naughty thrill rippled through my body. I shuddered, so ready to ride him. I sank further and further down his rod. My hands landed on his strong shoulders. I stared into his blue eyes. He had dark hair and a shadow of whiskers. There was something noble about his features. Strong. Powerful. Commanding.



My cunt clenched down on him as I engulfed the last few inches of his shaft. I groaned, squeezing about him. My pussy reveled in his girth filling me up. He felt so incredible in me. I shuddered, smiling at the delight of being in him.



“Ta-da!” I moaned, shifting, stirring his cock around in me. “All gone.”



His hands slid around and grabbed my ass. “My favorite trick.”



“Mmm, I bet you get all the ladies to perform it.”



“All of them.” He squeezed my rump and lifted.



I slid up his cock, shuddering as my pussy drank in the friction. Delight rushed through my body. It was outstanding to enjoy. I shuddered at the feel of his cock burying into me. It was outstanding. I groaned, my cunt on fire as I wiggled my hips from side to side.



Then I slammed down his dick again. And again. I groaned as I took him to the hilt over and over. It was incredible. Just amazing. I bit my lip, my cunt on fire. It was awesome to feel. Amazing to experience.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my gold necklace of roses and lilies dancing across my chest. “Oh, Charles.”



“Michiko!” he growled, his hands gripping my rump and lifting me up his mighty rod.



Only for me to have the delight of impaling down him again.



He reached so deep into me. All the way to my cervix. I shuddered, loving every second of riding his cock. This was such a passionate moment to enjoy. I groaned, my cunt blazing with such rapture. I would have a mighty orgasm on this dick.



My hips undulated and bucked, my rump squeezing beneath his massaging fingers. He grinned at me. My glasses shifted on my nose as I bounced up and down him. My knees sank into the couch cushions every time I rose.



“This cock...” I moaned, sliding my arm around his neck. “Oh, god, this cock is amazing.”



He grinned at me.



I kissed him. I pressed my small breasts against his chest, feeling his coarse chest hairs on my sensitive mounds and throbbing nipples. Tingles raced down to my cunt, feeding the growing orgasm. Little morsels compared to the main feast of his mighty dick stretching out my pussy.



I whimpered into the kiss, his tongue plundering my mouth. I shuddered, loving how he claimed me. The fingers of his right hand shifted on my ass. They slid into my butt-crack and moved down and down to my asshole.



He stroked me with a fingertip. He caressed my sphincter. I groaned at the sparks that burst through me. This naughty pleasure that roiled through my body. I groaned how naughty it felt. This heat swelled through me. My face scrunched up. The pleasure building faster and faster.



I rose towards this mighty orgasm. I would have such a powerful cum. A mighty burst of bliss. I ached for it. I wiggled my hips back and forth, stirring my cunt around his cock. The pleasure built and built in me. I would have such a big burst of pleasure on his cock.



I broke the kiss, “Charles!”



“Let me feel it,” he growled, his finger dancing around my asshole. Then he thrust his digit into my bowels. “Let me feel you cum!”



“Yes!” I gasped, my holes clenching on his cock and finger. “I'm almost there!”



He pumped his digit in and out of my asshole as I rode his cock. My pussy drank in the friction while my bowels melted around his digit. I whimpered and thrust myself up his cock. My twat gripped him. I hit the pinnacle of his girth.



Quivered there.



Then I impaled myself down him. My clit ground into his pubic bone. Sparks exploded from that naughty bud. They showered through me. My cunt spasmed and writhed. My flesh rippled about him, sucking at him.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my body bucking. My pussy rippled and writhed around him. I sucked at him. “Oh, my god, Charles!”



“Fuck, Michiko,” he growled, his finger drilling hard into my spasming asshole. “That pussy... Yes!”



He erupted into my pussy.



I swear the earth shook as his cum splashed in me. My mind burst with rapture. I bucked on him, my cunt massaging his dick as his jizz spurted against my cervix. I loved it. I howled out my rapture as he growled his pleasure.



“That's it,” he snarled. “Work out that cum.”



“Yes!” I howled.



Stars twinkled before my vision as I trembled through the bliss of this moment. I groaned, loving every second of it. This heat was incredible. It was fantastic. I groaned and gasped. I bucked through my rapture. It was incredible to enjoy. I shuddered through the bliss of this moment. I reveled in the high of it. The ecstatic bliss that blazed through my body.



“Oh, my god, yes!” I moaned. “That's great. That's incredible. Yes, yes, yes!”



I shuddered through such ecstasy. I blazed with the rapture. My mind melted from it. I hovered at the peak of rapture as he pumped his cum into my twat. He basted me with all the spunk in his balls. I loved it. Drowned in it.



“Charles,” I panted as he emptied himself into me. I hugged his strong chest and placed my head on his shoulder. I breathed in his salty, manly musk; my eyes closed.



His hands stroked my back, his touch light, cooling. I panted, coming down from the buzzing high. His chest rose and fell with his breaths, the rhythm slowing. I breathed in the mixed scent of our passion, the sweat of our exertion mixed with my sweet cream and his salty jizz. He softened in me but still felt amazing resting in me.



“You're special, Charles,” I said.



“Yeah, you are too.” He stroked me. “I bet Joan would love to meet you.”



“Another girlfriend?” I asked him.



“Maybe.”



I shuddered. “I'd like to meet her too.”



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



I clutched the Hermit card as I went the last half-block to reach Park Avenue. The darkness of Tsarina's Park loomed ahead of me. It was a place that most sane people didn't go at night when it was taken over by the homeless, drug dealers, and delinquents.



I had no fear. The Preacher would protect me. He had his own territory in the park. I was his woman. The riffraff knew not to mess with me.



I crossed Park Avenue without fear and hit the sidewalk along Tsarina Park. I could see Enlighten Pond to my right and its statue in the center. I went south, though, to start of the trail that would lead me to the shrine at the center of the park.



I entered it, only a few desultory streetlamps lighting the path. Deep-green bushes, almost emerald shadows at night, flanked the trail. There were breaks in the shrubbery for grassy paths that led to other parts of the park. A patch of nature preserved in the heart of the concrete jungle.



The entire world used to be like this.



I jogged down the path and soon the shrine appeared. It was a small nondenominational church in the middle of the park. A place for prayer or meditation or an occasional wedding. The Preacher had taken it over. Though he did his sermons from before the courthouse steps, this was the center of his faith. Where his followers would await the end of the world.



I pulled open the wooden doors, stained dark and polished with wax. The hinges creaked as I entered the small shrine. Moonlight poured through the stained glass window, casting a small aurora of multi-colored light on the center where lay several beds that had been brought here by his followers. The bedding and his clothing were kept washed by us.



We took care of the Preacher.



He wasn't alone. Lorelei was with him this evening, both of them naked and recently finished with their love-making. The pale-skinned and raven-haired biker chick rolled off the bed and stretched. Her small breasts quivered. She had a waifish look about her when naked. A vulnerability that she lacked dressed in her leathers. She had deep dark eyes and a frailness about her that she only showed in these moments.



“Yoko,” the Preacher said, standing up. He was a strong man. Fit. Powerful. I could feel the zeal radiating out of him. He was like a mighty storm about to sweep over the world. You could feel the rumbles of his approach long before he was on you. “What is that in your hand.”



“He marked me with the Hermit,” I moaned, falling to my knees.



“Mmm, you're the guide,” said the Preacher. “But do you guide towards salvation or damnation? You walk a treacherous path, Yoko.”



“I do?” I gasped. “I would never betray you! Never!”



My entire body quaked with ecstasy that Charles, for all his virile passion, could never stir in me. The Preacher touched my soul. My very essence. When he looked at me, I felt on the throes of a spiritual orgasm that would quiver through my ethereal being. He touched the glorious creature that dwelt in the prison of my flesh and would soon be freed.



“You were with him again,” the Preacher said, though there was no condemnation.



“You reek of him,” Lorelei said, her voice a soft whisper. Her eyes stared at me, as deep as the ocean abyss.



“I knew he was special,” I gasped. “He was given the Emperor card, Preacher.”



“Strip,” ordered the Preacher. “It seems you have found your charge. The man you must guide.”



I nodded. As I stood up and pulled off my crop top. My round breasts bounced out free. I dropped it to the clean floors. Diana made sure this place stayed clean with Magdalena's help. I then unsnapped my jeans and peeled them off.



Lorelei stalked behind me. I could feel her presence, a shadow that fell over me. But I didn't fear her quiet deeps. I had dived into them and found peace. When you knew your fate, nothing frightened you.



I stepped out of my jeans and then peeled down my thong, the cloth stained with the cum that had leaked out of my asshole and matted my crack. I stepped out of the stained mess and, to my shock, Lorelei took them from my hand.



“Such vital seed,” she breathed. I glanced back to witness her licking Charles's jizz off the cloth. She gathered the pearly spunk off my thong. That had come out of my asshole, but Lorelei didn't care. She licked again, her eyes closing.



“You will stay close to the Emperor,” the Preacher said, advancing. His cock thrust out before him.



“Yes!” I moaned with zeal. “I'm already close to him. Twice, I've enjoyed him. He likes me.”



“Good, good.” The Preacher stroked my face. “Now kneel and worship.”



My pussy clenched. Ecstasy flowed over me. I fell to my knees and grabbed his cock, still wet from Lorelei's pussy. I opened my mouth hungrily and sucked his dick into my mouth. Her sweet juices coated my tongue, my taste buds coming to life.



I suckled.



He groaned.



Lorelei parted my butt-cheeks as I worshiped our Preacher. Our God. I sucked on the divine given flesh, nursing with all my desire on him. My hands grabbed his legs. I held him tight as I bobbed my head. I worked my mouth up and down his cock, nursing on him with hunger.



Her face buried between my butt-cheeks. She licked and lapped at the cum bubbling out of my asshole. Her tongue swiped over my tender sphincter, still aching in that wonderful way from Charles's reaming cock.



I moaned around the Preacher's cock. I sucked with passion on him. I suckled hard. My tongue danced around his cock. I swirled and caressed him. Loving the way he throbbed in my mouth. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved it. My tongue danced around his cock in such exciting ways.



“Yes, yes,” he growled. “Through the seed, you are blessed. Through the seed, you are tied to me and the coming enlightenment. When all burns, you shall be transformed. Phoenixes rising out of the ashes of the old!”



I groaned and nursed, sucking on him hungrily. I bobbed my head, moaning, my asshole tingling. Lorelei's tongue danced over my puckered sphincter. She caressed me. Teased me. She did such naughty things to me. I loved them all. I groaned, sucking with such wild delight on the preacher's cock.



I savored the rimming pleasure as I nursed on the Preacher's dick. It was fantastic. Outstanding. I loved every moment of it her tongue dancing over my asshole. Then she thrust her tongue
 into
 my bowels.



She licked and lapped up the cum in my asshole. My toes curled as I enjoyed Lorelei's ministrations. Her tongue danced around in me. I moaned around the Preacher's dick, suckling hungrily.



His hands gripped my hair. His intense eyes stared down at me over his aquiline nose.



“That's it,” he growled. “Suck that cock. Nurse on that dick. Work out every last drop of cum that's in my balls. You need my seed.”



I did.



I suckled with passion, my delight growing with Lorelei's naughty tongue. She stirred it around in my asshole, gathering up more and more of Charles's cum. The naughty slut feasted on my bowels. She enjoyed that cum, her fingers digging into my rump.



I bobbed my head with passion on the Preacher's cock. My lips slid up and down his shaft. I suckled, drool running down my chin. My butt-cheeks clenched around Lorelei's face. She held my hips tightly as she danced her tongue around in my bowels.



That incredible delight swept through me. I savored it. I suckled on the Preacher's cock, so ready for his seed to fire into my mouth. It would be incredible. I was so eager for it. Just dying to experience the bliss of drinking his divine cum.



I shuddered in anticipation.



“My Yoko,” he groaned. “My guide. Yes, yes, yes! You have been marked.”



I had been. That was so wonderful. Such joy blazed through me. My pussy clenched. Then I gasped around his cock as Lorelei sucked at my asshole. She nursed out the cum from the depths of my bowels, the dirty slut.



I loved it. I nursed with such hunger on the Preacher's dick. I suckled with all my might. The sloppy sounds of my blowjob echoed through the shrine. They reverberated off the walls. They sounded so wonderful to me. I loved the noises I made as I bobbed my head. I nursed and worshiped his dick.



“That's it,” he growled. “Oh, Yoko... Yes!”



He withdrew his cock out of my mouth. I gasped, panting. Lorelei suckled at my asshole. My pussy clenched from the delight she stirred. Drool ran down my chin. My round breasts jiggled while the Preacher jerked off his cock.



“I anoint you, Hermit!” he growled. “You shall be my guide to enlightenment and his guide to damnation!”



“Yes!” I howled.



He erupted on my face. His hot cum splashed over my features. When Charles had done that early this night, it had been naughty. But this was rapturous. I opened my mouth wide, the Preacher's salty cum landing on my tongue.



I climaxed.



My pussy convulsed as he sprayed my face in his seed. He anointed me with his divine jizz. Juices gushed out of my pussy and washed down my thighs. I quivered, my butt-cheeks squeezing about Lorelei's face.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, more spunk splashing over my features. “I'm your guide!”



My mind melted beneath the ecstasy. Hot spunk ran down my face while my tits heaved. I quivered in ecstasy. My mind blazed with such passion. It burned hot through me. I loved every moment of it.



Every last second of being bathed in his seed.



I stared up at him as I hit the peak of my orgasm. I quivered there, my entire body trembling through the bliss of this moment. I shuddered, my eyes wide. My body trembled from the delight that had just spilled through my body. It was incredible.



I would be whatever my Preacher wanted me to be.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“Everyone at work is going to know I got laid,” Michiko said as we slipped out of my apartment the next morning.



“Walk of shame, huh?” I asked her.



She snuggled up to my arm. “There was nothing I did last night that I am ashamed of doing.”



I grinned and kissed her. Her lips were soft. She smelled delicious. I liked the scent of my soap and shampoo on her body. Her hair was still damp from our shower.



We had made love in the shower, her wet body pressed against mine. We had worked together towards our passion and then exploded in rapture, her soapy breasts rubbing into my broad chest while her pussy milked my cock of all my cum.



Her cunt hungered for my jizz. That much was clear to me.



I broke the kiss, my dick throbbing in my work pants. I wore a t-shirt and a flannel shirt over it, left unbuttoned for now. She was wearing the same clothes as last night, a pair of jeans and a nice blouse. She looked good in them as we headed to the elevator bank.



The elevator dinged and that blonde chick I had seen handing out fliers stood there. She smiled at me, her sunny enthusiasm sparked a grin on my lips. She stepped into the corner, a touch of color on her cheeks. She hummed as I hit the close door button and we headed down to the lobby.



Michiko and I strolled while the blonde girl hurried out. She went left at 19th Avenue while we went right. Michiko worked at Rider's Drugstore, which lay on the other side of my current worksite. So there was no reason we shouldn't stroll down the sidewalk together.



We chatted as we did, Michiko clinging to my arm. We crossed 4th Street as we made our way north up 19th Street, passing the Arcadia apartments. They were identical to the Elysium, a square block with a courtyard in the center. The Asphodel Apartments further up 19th Street and the Heaven Apartments in the other direction was the same. They'd all been built back in the 60s.



Would they last with the gentrification going on in the neighborhood?



Already one skyscraper, Electros Tower, had gone in and I was working on the foundation for the next. Would the Elysium apartments get torn down in a few years to be replaced by some high-rise monstrosity?



No idea.



At the intersection of 19th and 3rd Street, we crossed to the other side of 19th. The Liquor Store sat on the corner. Such an original name. Every time I passed the store, it made me want to shake my head. Beyond was the sex shop, Lover's Delight. I didn't see that lesbian couple making out in front of their store like yesterday morning, though Chance was back lounging outside of it. He nodded to me.



I ignored the lowlife.



I heard him chuckling as we crossed 3rd Street.



Passing Healthy Life, the vitamin supplement and health food store, I wondered how my friend Connal, had done last night. He had scored a date with Sakina, the Arab girl who worked at Healthy Life, but he'd also arranged some fun with this Turkish lawyer. Had he managed to finagle a threesome, or did he just wind up pissing off both women?



Iron Lift Gym came next, a few early-morning enthusiasts inside. It lay at the corner of Browns Boulevard and 19th. The courthouse was across the street and, beyond an alley, was the Knave's Deli. My salvation in the morning.



“I come here every day,” I said. “Their breakfast sandwiches...”



“To die for?” asked Michiko.



I nodded.



Ester was working the counter, as usual. The peppy girl lit up at the sight of me. “Is that a girl on your arm, Charles?”



“It is,” I said. “This is Michiko. Take good care of her.”



“He
 never
 comes in with a girl on his arm,” Ester said, her silver-blonde hair flowing behind her. She was a slender girl of eighteen. “Always alone, but he has these smug smiles. What did you do differently?”



“I'm not sure you're old enough to know,” Michiko said.



The eighteen-year-old girl blushed to her roots. She squeaked something and then turned around for a moment. Michiko giggled as Ester grabbed two wrapped sandwiches. She set them on the counter.



“Your ham and eggs,” Ester said, her cheeks blazing red. “He always likes to have a good breakfast, you know. I make sure they're ready when he comes in.”



“He's that predictable, huh?” Michiko asked.



Ester nodded, a big smile on her lips. “And what can I get for you?”



“Oh, ham and egg sounds fine,” Michiko said. “Just one. And a coffee.”



“Sure!” Ester spun around, her hair flying.



“She likes you,” Michiko whispered to me.



My eyes flicked up and down Ester's slim body. I grinned. She was cute and probably a virgin. I was her first crush. It was adorable. Ester spun around and had another paper-wrapped sandwich in hand. Then she filled two coffee cups and gestured to the cream and sugar at the end of the counter for us to finish them to our taste.



I paid for it all with cash.



“Have a wonderful day,” she said.



“You, too,” I told her. I quickly wrote my number on the receipt. “If you ever need anything, give me a call.”



“I... um... sure,” she said, staring at my number.



Michiko shook her head as we walked away. “Making dates with other girls when I'm right here?”



“Well, you do like to share,” I said. Joan did say I would find eight women. As crazy as that seemed. Maybe Ester was one of the eight?



We ate as we headed to the construction site on Browns Boulevard, just across 20th Avenue from Knave's Deli. As we waited for the light at the crosswalk to change, a familiar face stepped into view. There was Joan. She must be heading to Our Lady of Heaven where she volunteered. It was down 20th Avenue a block away.



“Well, well,” Joan said, “you took my advice.”



“I did,” I said. “Joan, this is Michiko. Michiko, this is Joan. She's a...”



“Nymphomaniac,” Joan said, wearing a trench coat she hugged about her body.



“Oh, wow,” Michiko said. “That must be, um, fun.”



“It can be so destructive,” Joan said. “I've been looking for the right man to tame me.” Her eyes flicked to me.



“Mmm, Charles, huh?” Michiko asked. “Well, I get it. He's very... masterful.”



My grin broadened.



“Mmm, he is,” Joan said, pressing against my other side. “I was wondering what you were doing for lunch. You could come to my apartment. I live in Arcadia. I could whip something up for you.”



“You can always whip up something for me.” I winked at her.



“Mmm, maybe I'll join you two,” Michiko said to my delight.



“Please,” Joan husked. “I can make up enough for the both of you.”



My dick throbbed. A threesome for lunch? Nice.



The light changed and the three of us crossed. Joan gave me a kiss on the other side before we parted ways. She headed down 20th Avenue while Michiko and I continued down Browns Boulevard, approaching the entrance to the construction site. Magdalena, one of the flaggers, was setting up for controlling traffic on the busy street in front of the courthouse. The Preacher was across the street, as usual.



I swear he was looking at me.



“Hey, Magdalena,” I said to her.



She glanced at me, her eyes speculative. Was she another woman? Of course, she was one of those who listened to the Preacher's blather about the impending end of the world. Still, Magdalena had that sexy Mediterranean look about her. Black hair and tan skin. Just a delightful woman.



“I'll see you for lunch,” Michiko said. She cupped my face and kissed me hungrily right on the mouth.



I groaned, my tongue dancing with hers. My dick throbbed and pulsed with excitement. Then she broke away from me and smiled. She whirled around, her black hair fluttering in the morning breeze. I watched her striding down the sidewalk, her rump shaking.



God, she was sexy.



Connal passed her on the way to the entrance. My Irish friend turned his head and stared at her ass then whistled. He looked at me. “You hit that?”



“Yes I did,” I grinned. “How was your night?”



“Fucking amazing.” Connal had this look of satisfied joy on his face. Almost infatuation. “I think I'm in love, man.”



“With Sakina or Adalet?” I asked.



He glanced across the street where Adalet, in her tight miniskirt, was heading into the courthouse to start her day. My friend grinned. “Both. I'm in love with them both. Last night... I took them to dinner and then we went back to my place. The sex man... The three of us... It was incredible. They did things with each other. With me. We all just collapsed into a heap. I'm taking them out again tonight.”



“My man,” I said and slapped a hand on his shoulder as we headed inside. “Had a threesome myself.”



I told him all about coming home to find a naked Yoko, then my lunch plans for today. He shook his head at me; it was almost jealousy, but I could tell that he was thrilled to be having his own three-way love affair. I was glad for him.



I was digging this harem idea. If I could have one, why not my friend? I hummed as I grabbed my hardhat, clocked in, and then climbed into my excavator. We had more of the skyscraper's multi-level basements to excavate. It would be months of digging.



Months of getting paid.



As I worked through the morning towards lunch, my ham and egg sandwiches filling my belly, I could feel something building in the world. Something that was growing and growing. A tension. I didn't know what it was or why I felt it. It just tightened around my neck and had me squirming as I worked my excavator.



Lunchtime came, my dick was already a solid slab of steel in anticipation.



I climbed out of my backhoe, washed my hands and face, and clocked out. I stepped out past the fence to find both Joan and Michiko waiting for me. They were chatting amiably with each other. They turned and smiled at me, the Japanese beauty and the blonde hottie both quivering for me. They each took one of my arms and we headed to the Arcadia Apartments.



It took a few minutes to reach the Arcadia Apartments over on 19th Street and head in. My dick was hard and throbbing as we entered the lobby. The women were both rubbing on me as we waited for the elevator.



The elevator dinged, and we swept on in. Joan and Michiko kissed me hungrily. I had the Magician and the High Priestess in my arms, their lips on mine as we rode up to the 9th floor. I grabbed their asses, eager for the fun to come.



The tension was still there in my shoulders as I kissed the women.



Something was coming. Something big. What?



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Blonde's Passions!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess

 
Harem 1)!






About the Author



 Reed James is a thirty-year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.



“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”



Check out his
 
Amazon Author Page

 , follow him on twitter
 
@NLPublications

 , like him on
 
Facebook

 , check out his
 
Patreon

 page for exclusive rewards, and visit his
 
blog

 where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.














 
Mastering the Blonde's Passions




Master of the Tarot Harem 5



by



Reed James





Copyright  2020 by Reed James



All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the expressed written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Published in the United States of America, 2020



All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen (18).



Cover Photo 
 
aarrttuurr

 |
 
Depositphotos.com




Logo 
 
Anton Brand

 |
 
Dreamstime.com




Naughty Ladies Publications




www.NaughtyLadiesPublications.com




If you liked what you read, you can sign up for Reed James's newsletter. Every subscriber gets two
 FREE
 erotica ebooks as well as updates on new releases, coupons, sells, and upcoming projects. Your contact information will not be shared with anyone!



Like Reed on
 
Facebook

 and follow him on Twitter
 
@NLPublications

 !



Check out Reed James's Catalog of steamy erotica on
 
Amazon

 .



Reviews at the retailer are appreciated. Honest feedback is very important to Reed.









 
Mastering the Blonde's Passions





Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Blonde's Passion”





Other Harem Stories





Characters





Mastering the Blonde's Passions








 
Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Blonde's Passion”




I ran my hands over her exotic flesh, reaching behind her and finding her bra clasp. She smiled at me as I deftly unhooked it. Then I whipped off her bra. Her small breasts had just the right amount of quiver to them. They jiggled in such an enticing way, brown and suckable nipples topping each.



I smiled and then ducked down. I sucked a small nub into my mouth.



“Oh, Joan,” groaned Michiko, her body shaking. “Where did you meet her, Charles?”



“We bumped into each other yesterday,” Charles answered. “I was in her panties in ten minutes.”



I popped my mouth off her nipple. “I am a nymphomaniac.”



I sucked her other nub into my mouth as she groaned, “He got a blowjob from another woman in the bar bathroom last night, and I still let him in my panties. He just has that way with women.”



Charles chuckled. “Guess it was obvious why I was gone for so long.”



“That and the way Lucy was looking at you,” Michiko moaned. “Why do you think I was so eager to let you ravish me in the alleyway. I had to prove to you that I was the one to take home. After her bathroom BJ, I had some intense competition.”



Charles laughed now. “You're not like most girls.”



“You're not like most guys,” she said. “You're special. Mmm, I know Joan felt it.”



I shuddered as I suckled on her nipple. Michiko
 did
 have a card. I could feel it. She was special too. What was going on? I didn't know, but I was glad to be part of it. She was sexy. He was a stud. There were six other women to meet and fuck and love. Maybe this Lucy was one of them.



I nibbled on her nipple. She groaned, her body shaking. Her back arched as I squeezed those tits of hers. I massaged those little mounds and nursed on her nub. I sucked with hunger on her, wanting to hear her gasp and moan.



She did.



“Joan,” she whimpered.



I nipped her nipple with my teeth. A light graze. Enough to make her squeak and shudder. My pussy clenched, juices soaking my bush and running down my thighs beneath my dress. Michiko's hands stroked my hair, caressing the circlet braid of hair I had running around my head while the rest of my locks fell down my back.



My hands slid down from her breasts to her jeans. Charles watched us both. Our Emperor stood there drinking in the sight. I was pleasuring Michiko as much for him as to give her delight. I shuddered, my dress rustling around my hips.



I found her fly and popped it open. The zipper rasped down. Michiko whimpered. I pushed her jeans down, my fingers sliding over the panties she wore beneath. I suckled hungrily. I nursed on her hard. My tongue danced around her nub between sucks.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Joan Clark



I could feel that this was the start of Charles's harem. Michiko and myself. The first of eight.



A shiver ran through me as I thrust my key into the deadbolt lock for my apartment in the Arcadia Apartments. I had invited Charles over for “lunch.” Then Michiko, the gorgeous and petite Japanese woman on Charles's arm, had asked to join us.



I said yes.



How could I not say yes?



She was gorgeous. Beautiful. Exciting. Her glasses perched on her delicate face, her black hair streaming down her back. She looked great in her jeans. I wanted to devour her. I was a nymphomaniac. I wanted to have sex all the time. It was a constant war of self-control.



I needed Charles to dominate my lusts.



As I opened the door to my apartment, I glanced at Charles. Strong and brawny, a construction worker in a tight t-shirt and faded blue jeans. He smelled of sweat and dust from his morning labors. Dark hair, blue eyes, and that noble face. A king's face.



An emperor's face.



“Mmm, welcome to Chalet de Joan,” I purred, opening onto the two-bedroom apartment I rented with my friend, Victoria. “I know, I know, it's a gorgeous estate.”



“Bigger living room than my apartment,” he said as he swept in. “A pleasure to be here.”



I grinned at him. The Emperor... Why was that homeless man handing out the tarot cards and saying such mysterious things? When Charles kissed me for the first time yesterday, the earth had shaken. It was proof that something momentous had happened.



Did Michiko have a card?



“It's lovely,” Michiko said as she entered. She gazed around the living room. It was clean—my roommate, Victoria, hated a dirty living space—and there were all sorts of knickknacks on the shelves. Mostly little figurines. Hanging on the wall were cross-stitch patterns with various bible verses decorated with rainbows and angels and crosses.



I tried to control my wanton desires by volunteering at Our Lady of Heaven, the local Catholic Church. I wasn't always successful.



“Mmm, you're lovely,” I said, my pussy melting beneath my dress. I wore modest conservative clothing, so you'd never know that I was a naked horny slut beneath my long skirt and high-necked blouse. I closed the door. “Just sexy. Where did Charles find you?”



“The bar,” she said, turning to face me in those tight jeans. Her glasses made her so adorable. “I was trying to meet new people and, well, I guess I lucked out, didn't I?”



“Yes, you did,” I purred and then grabbed her chin in one hand, encircling her waist with my other arm. I kissed her right on the mouth.



She didn't resist. She melted into the kiss with hunger. Her lips glued to mine. Her hands grabbed my ass. She pulled me close, her passion blazing through her. She had such heat burning inside of her. It was delicious.



Charles watched, of course. What guy wouldn't when two hot girls were kissing? It felt so right with Michiko. My man approved. I could go wild with her. He had given his blessing. His consent. He ruled me. I could feel it.



He had tamed me with his rod. Last night, I didn't fuck a guy at all. No random stranger. Sometimes, it would be just a guy walking down the street and I'd proposition him. Most would take it. But after Charles...



I was his woman. Finally, a man had tamed me.



Tamed her, too.



I could feel it as her fingers dug into my ass. She kissed me with fire. I shuddered, my hand sliding off her cheeks to her neck and then her shoulders, gripping her through her blouse. That had to go. She had to get naked.



I broke the kiss. Michiko broke the kiss and panted, her eyes unfocused for a moment. Then she smiled at me. Her brown eyes were so warm. I could just burn in them. I shuddered and groped her small breasts through her top, feeling her little titties. She had small boobs like me.



Handfuls.



Just enough to play with.



I squeezed them and then grabbed her blouse and pulled it up her torso. She thrust her arms in the air. We all knew why we were here. Why wait? I tossed her top to the floor. She stood there in a black bra, a gold necklace around her neck with little rose and lily flower charms on it. She had a flat stomach and I loved the pale-olive of her skin.



I ran my hands over her exotic flesh, reaching behind her and finding her bra clasp. She smiled at me as I deftly unhooked it. Then I whipped off her bra. Her small breasts had just the right amount of quiver to them. They jiggled in such an enticing way, brown and suckable nipples topping each.



I smiled and then ducked down. I sucked a small nub into my mouth.



“Oh, Joan,” groaned Michiko, her body shaking. “Where did you meet her, Charles?”



“We bumped into each other yesterday,” Charles answered. “I was in her panties in ten minutes.”



I popped my mouth off her nipple. “I am a nymphomaniac.”



I sucked her other nub into my mouth as she groaned, “He got a blowjob from another woman in the bar bathroom last night, and I still let him in my panties. He just has that way with women.”



Charles chuckled. “Guess it was obvious why I was gone for so long.”



“That and the way Lucy was looking at you,” Michiko moaned. “Why do you think I was so eager to let you ravish me in the alleyway. I had to prove to you that I was the one to take home. After her bathroom BJ, I had some intense competition.”



Charles laughed now. “You're not like most girls.”



“You're not like most guys,” she said. “You're special. Mmm, I know Joan felt it.”



I shuddered as I suckled on her nipple. Michiko
 did
 have a card. I could feel it. She was special too. What was going on? I didn't know, but I was glad to be part of it. She was sexy. He was a stud. There were six other women to meet and fuck and love. Maybe this Lucy was one of them.



I nibbled on her nipple. She groaned, her body shaking. Her back arched as I squeezed those tits of hers. I massaged those little mounds and nursed on her nub. I sucked with hunger on her, wanting to hear her gasp and moan.



She did.



“Joan,” she whimpered.



I nipped her nipple with my teeth. A light graze. Enough to make her squeak and shudder. My pussy clenched, juices soaking my bush and running down my thighs beneath my dress. Michiko's hands stroked my hair, caressing the circlet braid of hair I had running around my head while the rest of my locks fell down my back.



My hands slid down from her breasts to her jeans. Charles watched us both. Our Emperor stood there drinking in the sight. I was pleasuring Michiko as much for him as to give her delight. I shuddered, my dress rustling around my hips.



I found her fly and popped it open. The zipper rasped down. Michiko whimpered. I pushed her jeans down, my fingers sliding over the panties she wore beneath. I suckled hungrily. I nursed on her hard. My tongue danced around her nub between sucks.



“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, Charles, your nympho's a delight.”



“She does know how to prepare a meal,” Charles said, feasting on us with his eyes. He was so calm right now, but I could feel that storm of passion building in him. It lurked just over the horizon, but it would soon sweep over Michiko and me.



I popped my mouth off Michiko's nipple and sank to the floor before herI licked my lips and tugged down her jeans. She had on black panties beneath. I rolled them off her hips. She groaned, wiggling her hips back and forth to speed the process.



The denim rustled down her thighs. The cloth peeled down over her knees and then she was stepping out of them. I stared at her panties. I wanted to feast on her. I hungered for her. I grabbed those panties and tugged them down, revealing a thick black bush



The sweet musk of her pussy filled my nose. That heady scent had me shuddering. My cunt clenched from the delight of breathing in her musk. I groaned at how delicious she smelled. How wonderful. I licked my lips, salivating at the flavor of her. I went to lean into feast on her.



“Strip, Joan,” growled Charles as he grabbed Michiko's breasts from behind. He squeezed her mounds and kissed into the side of her neck. She whimpered and arched her head to give him better access.



“Yes, Charles,” I moaned, my body on fire. He'd given me an order, and I had to obey him. I had to do whatever he said. He was too sexy
 not
 to be obeyed.



I pulled my face from that yummy pussy. All my instincts told me to ignore him. To dive in and devour that enticing pussy. But I couldn't ignore him. I shuddered and rose to my feet. His fingers kneaded her tits as he kissed up the side of her neck to her ear. He nibbled on it.



“Charles,” she breathed, such fire in her voice.



Then his eyes flicked to me. I shuddered and reached behind me. I unzipped the back of my dress, drawing down the zipper fast. I then shrugged my shoulders and let the dress fall down my body. It caught on the curve of my hips as my arms slid out of the sleeves. My small breasts came into view, topped by pink nipples.



I wiggled my hips to work off my dress. It clung for a moment then fell down my legs in a flutter of cotton. I stood naked, my blonde bush dripping, Michiko and Charles looked me up and down, their eyes both brimming with their desire for me. The storm in Charles came closer to sweeping over me. I trembled there.



“You're not shaved,” Michiko said in shock.



“I used to be,” I moaned. “I'm trying not to be a complete slut, but it's so hard.”



“Mmm, I like that necklace,” Michiko said, reaching out and caressing the silver pendant of the crescent moon I wore.



“Yours is adorable,” I told her.



Charles snorted. “Women! You're both naked and gorgeous, and you're still complimenting each other's jewelry instead of how sexy your tits are.”



“Mmm, she does have sexy tits,” Michiko said, her hand moving from my necklace to my breast. She slid over it, her fingers grazing my nipple. Then she squeezed my tit, licking her lips.



“Go down on Michiko, Joan,” Charles said, stepping back from her. He peeled off his t-shirt, unveiling that powerful physique. Chest hairs adorned his sculpted pecs, his ankh medallion swaying over his pecs. His biceps flexed as he worked his hand. He was such a gorgeous man.



My pussy clenched. My lusts kindling just from his presence. I shuddered before I fell to my knees before Michiko. I grabbed her hips, staring at her bush. Charles watched, the fastener of his jeans popping open. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched his jeans slide down, his cock tenting his boxers. I nuzzled into Michiko's silky hairs.



Her sweet musk filled my nose. The flavor spilled past my lips. I kissed at her pussy. She groaned, her body shuddering. She grabbed the back of my head, holding me to her pussy. My tongue flicked out and caressed through her folds.



“Yes,” she breathed.



Charles shoved down his boxers. His cock popped out. Big and throbbing, so ready to fuck me. To pound me hard. I shuddered, so ready to be fucked by him. I wanted his cock in me. I ached to have his dick slam into my pussy.



It would be incredible.



His dick was big and throbbing. It was a gorgeous cock. Just beautiful. I watched him out the corner of my eye as I licked at Michiko's cunt. My twat fluttered through her folds. I licked and lapped at her hungrily. She gasped.



My tongue stroked her folds. She groaned, her body shuddering from the delight I stirred in her. My hands gripped her hips as my tongue thrust into her juicy depths. Her sweet pussy soaked my taste buds.



Charles fell to his knees behind me. I groaned as he grabbed my hips. He lifted my ass up. I shifted my position to accommodate him, my fingers digging into Michiko's waist while my tongue stirred around in her cunt. I licked her with hunger.



He pressed his cock into my bush.



“Mmm, fuck her,” groaned Michiko, her hot juices running over my chin. Her hand on the back my head pushed me tighter against her pussy. “Fuck the nympho-slut hard.”



“Nympho-slut,” I moaned into her twat. “You say the nicest things, Michiko.”



Charles chuckled. “You are a wild one, Joan.”



His rod thrust into my pussy a moment later.



I groaned into Michiko's twat. I whimpered as I squeezed my cunt down on that big dick. He filled me up. The pleasure of his shaft rippled through me. I moaned, my hips wiggling back and forth, matching his rhythm. I stirred my cunt around his mighty cock.



His hands held my hips as he drew back. I shuddered, my cunt clenching down on him, increasing the friction. Delight rippled through me. It felt so right having him in my pussy. This was where he belonged. I savored him as he rammed his dick into my cunt.



He fucked me with hunger. He buried that cock over and over into my cunt. He plundered me. It felt so right as he did it. His cock buried into me again and again. He reamed out my cunt. It felt so amazing. I shuddered, squeezing my pussy down on him.



“Fuck!” he growled, his storm crashing over me.



“Mmm, I know,” Michiko moaned. “Joan, you are so delicious. Yes, yes!”



“So fucking delicious.” He slammed his cock deep into me, his balls smacking into my bush.



“I know!” I purred. My tongue fluttered through Michiko's folds to her clit. “My Emperor!”



“Yes, yes, he is our Emperor!” moaned Michiko.



She knew about the cards. This was amazing.



But it wasn't the time. His cock plundered my cunt. The pleasure rippling out of my pussy swept through my mind. Electricity crackled for a moment. I groaned into her cunt, my twat gripping his dick as he pounded me.



His strokes were amazing. Delicious. He swelled my pleasure with his every thrust into my cunt. I moaned into her pussy, my tongue dancing around her clit. Then I sucked on her bud, my hands sliding around her hips to grip her ass.



I kneaded her rump as he pounded my cunt. I groaned, my pussy clamping down hard on him. I shuddered as he pumped away at my snatch with that mighty rod. Michiko's moans sang through my living room, her small tits quivering over me.



“That's it,” she moaned. “Ooh, just suck on my clit like that. You're going to make me explode, Joan! You nympho-slut!”



“Yes!” growled Charles, his dick slamming into me. “I want her drowning you with her cream. Then I want you cumming. I want to feel your asshole spasming around my dick.”



“My asshole?” I moaned, his cock burying into my cunt.



“Yes!”



He ripped his rod out of my cunt. I gasped at how empty I suddenly felt. Then his cock pressed between my butt-cheeks. He found my asshole in a flash. I shuddered, feeling his pussy-lubed dick pushing against my sphincter.



I sucked hard on Michiko's clit as my asshole surrendered to his dick. My anal ring widened around his cock. I shuddered at that delicious sensation. He plunged into me with power. I moaned, the velvety friction melting to my cunt and feeding my growing orgasm.



Inch after inch of his cock penetrated deeper into my bowels. I whimpered and moaned, my flesh clinging to his dick. I loved it. Michiko held my head to her clit. I moaned around her bud as he sodomized me with his mighty rod.



He buried every inch in me.



“Fuck!” he growled. “That's fucking—”



The key rattled in my lock. I ripped my head from Michiko's pussy to see my front door open and my roommate, Victoria, enter. She wore an old pair of denim overalls, the knees dirty with potting soil. She must have been working in the community garden in the apartment's courtyard. Her green eyes widened when she saw us, her brown hair swaying about her face. Even in her overall, it was clear she was a busty woman.



“Oh, my,” Victoria gasped. “Joan! I didn't know you were having your friends over.”



Then she darted by us and vanished down the hallway. Her bedroom door slammed shut. I shuddered then I turned my head back to Michiko's pussy. I sucked on her clit. She gasped, staring down at me in shock.



“It's not the first time she's caught me doing this,” I moaned. “She's an understanding girl.”



“Yeah,” Charles said, something in his voice sounding almost smitten. Did he find her hot? Nice.



I had wanted to get into Victoria's panties since we were freshmen in college and sharing a dorm. She had always rebuffed me. But with Charles...



I gasped as he drew back his cock. My bowels clung to his dick. I drank in the friction, savoring the heat of him. Then he slammed back into me. He buried his cock to the hilt in my cunt. I groaned at his girth burying into me. It was incredible to feel.



My bowels clamped down on him. I nursed on Michiko's clit as Charles hammered my bowels. She moaned, her fingers digging into the back of my head, holding me to her pussy. Her sweet juices spilled over my chin.



“Oh, yes,” she whimpered, her voice quiet. “Oh, that's good.”



“Cum on her face,” thundered Charles. He slammed hard into my asshole, the storm of his passion roaring around me.



My bowels clung to him, the friction feeding my orgasm. It built and built in me. I swelled to that mighty burst of pleasure. I would have a big one his cock. I loved it. My bowels clung to him. His balls smacked into my taint.



His cock buried into my asshole over and over again. His hands stroked my sides, rough and strong. My Emperor reamed my bowels. It was such a delight. I squeezed my asshole down on his dick, the friction burning through my body.



“Oh, yes!” Michiko whimpered. “Joan... You're sucking...”



“Cum,” I moaned into her pussy and then nibbled on her clit with my soft lips.



She threw back her head, her fires burning in her. Then she squealed. Her pussy juices gushed out, bathing my mouth. I opened wide and drank down her flood of sweet cream. My bowels clenched down on Charles's thrusting cock. My body savored the delight of his dick burying into me as I feasted on Michiko's passion.



“Joan!” she whimpered through her orgasm.



“Yes!” growled Charles as he thrust that dominating cock into my bowels.



He fucked me hard and fast. He buried his dick into me with such force. It was incredible to feel. I groaned, squeezing my bowels around his dick. I savored that large cock filling up my asshole. The heat melted down to my cunt. As I drank down Joan's juices, I joined her in ecstasy.



My bowels spasmed around Charles's rod.



He drew it back through my rippling flesh. The pleasure washed out of my pussy, juices soaking my bush and rushing down my thighs. I moaned into Michiko's pussy as the young woman drowned me in her passion.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” growled Charles, my asshole going wild around his dick.



“Cum in her ass, Charles!” Michiko groaned. “Just spurt all your cum into her!”



He slammed to the hilt in me. He buried his cock hard and deep into my bowels. His jizz erupted into my asshole. I groaned as my orgasm burst through me again. His spunk pumped into my bowels. He filled me up with his seed.



It felt amazing. Special. This was what I needed. I was so glad to have his cum pump into my bowels. I quivered through the bliss of him flooding me. He pumped me full of all his seed. My asshole rippled around him, milking him dry.



I quivered there, my bowels full of his cum. It was incredible to enjoy. I whimpered out my delight as this amazing rush surged through me. I loved every second of it. His cum splashed into my asshole. It was fantastic to enjoy.



“Yes yes, yes!” I moaned into Michiko's pussy.



I was his woman. He would need me for some reason. I couldn't wait to find out what it was. Why God had brought us together. But the Lord had prepared me to be his concubine. He had guided me to this wonderful threesome.



I would help Charles find the eight women he had to love.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“Goddamn,” I panted as I slid my cock out of her asshole. Her bowels sucked on me. I groaned at the friction. “You are a wild one, Joan.”



She turned her head to look over her shoulder, her blonde hair spilling down her back. The young nympho had blue eyes shining with her delight. She licked her lips, gathering up the cream that gleamed on them.



“You're just as much of a wild one, Charles,” she panted, her blue eyes shining.



I grinned at her. That harem idea was sounding more and more appealing. It looked like I had two of them. Maybe three with Yoko. Who else? Ester? That virginal girl had such a crush on me. Lucy at the bar was certainly looking to get naughty with me. The devilish girl had sucked me off last night out of the blue.



What else would she do?



Michiko fell to her knees before me, her face flushed. She pushed up her glasses before grabbing my cock and sliding her mouth over my dick. She sucked Joan's ass off my rod. I groaned at her polishing tongue dancing over it.



“Mmm, she's a dirty girl,” said Joan, sounding impressed. “I thought I was the only one who did ass to mouth.”



“She loves it,” I groaned. “Last night, she sucked Yoko's ass off my dick before riding my cock.”



“Nice,” Joan said.



Michiko popped her mouth off my cock with a wet plop. “For you, Charles. I wouldn't do this for any other guy but you...”



She grinned and then sucked my cock back into her mouth. She nursed on me with such hunger. It was incredible to feel. I groaned at the hunger of her mouth sucking at my cock. My balls tightened as she bobbed her head.



She polished my rod with that hot mouth of hers. I could feel her heat, her passion, blazing inside of her. She was such a sexy thing. Her nimble fingers stroked my cock while Joan watched on with envious delight.



“She's special, Charles,” moaned Joan. “I hope you realize that. She's a part of your harem.”



“Yeah, yeah, my magician,” I groaned.



“So she got a card, too?” Joan smiled. “How interesting.”



“I guess so,” I groaned. I could still feel that tension still in my shoulders. Cumming hadn't relieved it. Something was building in the world. Growing. Spreading. The world was about to change.



I groaned as I savored Michiko's sucking. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my dick. She suckled with passion. With force. It was amazing to feel. I loved it. My hand ran through her black hair while my balls tightened.



The Japanese pharmacist worshiped my dick. She buffed my cock clean of Joan's ass eagerly. My dick ached in her mouth. Her tongue danced over my crown. She swirled about it, sucking and slurping. Drool ran down her chin. Her eyes blazed behind her glasses.



“You are sexy, Michiko,” Joan said. “Those glasses. That cute bod. Mmm, Japanese girls are hot. I love eating me some yummy sushi.”



Michiko ripped her mouth off my cock. “That so nasty. Sushi? My pussy is better than sushi.”



“You don't like sushi?” Joan asked.



“Not every Japanese person likes it,” she said. “I hate seaweed.” She licked her lips. “But I do love Charles's cum and you have a yummy ass, so...”



“Oh, my god, if you want to lick my ass clean, go for it,” Joan moaned with such passion.



She spun around, her blonde hair spilling off her shoulders. The nympho knelt there, her tight rump aimed at Michiko. The Japanese beauty released my dick and grabbed Joan's rump. I groaned as Michiko parted those butt-cheeks and buried her face into that divide. Her head moved.



Joan moaned.



I watched in awe. Michiko was really rimming her cum-filled asshole. She was gathering my jizz out of another woman's bowels. That was so hot. I had done a lot of depraved things with women—this wasn't my first or even second threesome—but this was the wildest.



I fell to my knees behind Michiko. She was an anal fiend and I loved it.



“Fuck, Michiko,” I groaned, pressing my cock into her pussy. “That's hot. Eat out her ass. I'm going to enjoy your pussy.”



I pressed my cock into her silky bush. Her black hair swallowed my tip before I found her hot folds. I gripped her hips and thrust into her cunt. I buried into that tight and juicy snatch. Michiko moaned into Joan's asshole.



I savored that silky hole engulfing my cock. I threw back my head and growled my pleasure. It thundered out of me as her pussy devoured my rod. I sank to the hilt in her, feeling her thick bush rubbing through my own. My balls rested against her curls.



“Fuck,” I growled and drew back.



Her pussy clung to my dick. Her hot flesh gripped me. It was an incredible delight. I groaned, savoring her cunt's massage. Then I slammed back into her. I buried to the hilt in her snatch. I shuddered as her hot flesh engulfed me.



She held me tight. Her pussy squeezed about me. My hands slid up her sides, stroking her as I thrust away at her cunt. Her silky flesh clung to me while she moaned into Joan's asshole. The dirty and beautiful Michiko feasted on my cum.



I loved it.



“Damn,” Joan moaned. “Oh, Michiko, that's great. Yes, yes, thrust your tongue into my asshole. Scoop out his cum. Ooh, you're feasting on our Emperor's jizz.”



“Uh-huh,” moaned Michiko.



Joan looked over her shoulder at me as I pumped away at Michiko's cunt and purred, “How's her twat?”



“As good as yours,” I told her. “Tight, hot, juicy, and hungry for my cum.”



“So hungry,” Michiko whimpered.



“Good!” Joan moaned. “Fuck the dirty slut hard. Oh, my god, she's got that tongue deep in my asshole and swirling around.”



I grinned, my dick aching in Michiko's pussy. My hands stroked around to cup her small breasts. I kneaded her boobs as I drove into her, my gaze sliding down the hallway. Shame that Victoria girl didn't stick around. She was hot.



I thrust hard into Michiko's cunt. I fucked her with passion while she devoured Joan's asshole. The naughty Japanese beauty whimpered, her black hair spilling over Joan's rump. It was hot and exciting. My dick throbbed as I buried into her twat.



The pressure built and built, a mighty storm that would erupt from my cock. I growled, my pleasure building in my balls. I thrust with passion into her pussy. Her cunt squeezed about me as she feasted on Joan's asshole.



Then she sucked.



“Oh, my god, she's nursing on my asshole,” Joan moaned. “Lord, what a dirty slut you sent me! Thank you!”



“Sucking?” I growled, my hands gripping her tits harder. I drove my dick deep into her cunt. “Fuck!”



“Yes, yes, yes!” the blonde moaned. “Oh, my god, she's sucking out your cum from my depths. It's so hot. I love it.”



Michiko kept sucking and slurping, her pussy squeezing about my dick. She felt incredible. She would have me gasping and spurting my jizz. I shuddered, pumping hard and fast. I shuddered, loving every second of burying into her snatch. Her pussy held me tight.



I groaned, my balls tightening. I hurtled towards my orgasm. Joan tossed her head, her moans building and building. She whimpered and then she shuddered. Her gasps reverberated through her living room.



“Fuck, Michiko!” she gasped. “I'm cumming!”



“Good,” Michiko moaned. She ducked her head down to lick at Joan's pussy.



As she did, her cunt squeezed about my cock. I groaned and buried into her pussy. Her hot sheath clenched about me. Then she went wild. Her twat writhed and spasmed with her orgasmic bliss. My dick throbbed, her flesh massaging the tip.



I growled and drew back, my palms rubbing into her hard nipples. She trembled, her body shaking. I buried into her snatch again and again. She moaned her pleasure into Joan's cunt while I fucked my dick hard into her pussy.



Then it burst out of me. I erupted.



“Shit!” I groaned, spurting blast after blast of cum into her twat. “That's amazing. That's fucking amazing!”



My jizz flooded her cunt. I basted her. My head threw back. Stars exploded across my vision. I shuddered, my dick erupting again and again. I basted her pussy with every blast of cum that I had in my balls.



“My Emperor!” moaned Michiko.



“Yes, yes, pump your cum into her!” panted Joan. “Oh, Charles, yes!”



Stars danced across my vision as I savored Michiko's pussy. I groaned, my hands massaging her tits. My balls emptied into her. The pleasure hit that wild peak. My mind sizzled from the delight of basting her cunt.



I panted as I came down from that rush. Michiko lifted her head, mewling her delight. Joan popped to her feet and stretched out her back. Her naked, lean body gleamed in a sheen of sweat. She grinned at me, her blue eyes sparkling.



“Hungry? Want a sandwich?”



My stomach rumbled.



“What guy isn't hungry after that,” Michiko moaned, her pussy quivering around my dick.



“I could eat,” I said and withdrew out of her pussy.



Joan smiled. “I do love making sandwiches after sex. I don't know why. But it makes me hot wanting to make a guy something to eat. I feel all womanly.”



I smacked her on the ass as she headed to the kitchen, chuckling.



She made some mean sandwiches. Lots of turkey and cheese with crisp lettuce and tomatoes. I took mine with mustard while Michiko opted for Mayonnaise. Joan had a wild gleam in her eyes as she made us lunch.



“I think we all know how much you like creamy, white stuff,” purred Joan.



Michiko giggled. “Guilty.”



“So, you have a card, too?” asked Joan as she set down the sandwiches on the counter. She had added dill pickles on the side.



“Yeah, the Magician,” said Michiko. “You?”



“The High Priestess.” She paused.
 “Secretum tuum amorem
 . That was what the homeless guy said to me. My love leads to the secret.” She leaned in. “You know what he said about Charles?”



Michiko shook her head.



“He asked,
 'Potest imperare?'”
 Joan glanced at me. “Can you rule?”



“I ruled both of you,” I said, grinning at them before taking a big bite of one of my two sandwiches.



Joan giggled and Michiko nodded her head in agreement.



“The homeless guy also said,
 'Amor octo necesse est.'”
 Joan shuddered. “The love of eight is needed. A harem, Michiko. Me and you, we're the start.”



“Maybe Yoko, too,” I said and took another bite. It was a delicious sandwich. The lettuce crisp, tomato juicy, turkey savory, and the mustard spicy. I groaned at how good it was.



“She's his neighbor,” said Michiko. “We had a threesome last night.”



Joan smiled at that. “So, what did the guy say to you, Michiko.”



“Something about light,” I said.



“Uh....
 'Vos illuminabis?'”
 Michiko said after a moment.



“Will you enlighten?” Joan said, tapping her cheek. “Enlighten who? Him?”



“I don't know,” Michiko said, shrugging. “I don't really know what's going on. I just met Charles, and I don't want to let him go. I don't mind sharing him, either.”



“You proved that,” Joan said.



As I ate, I pondered it. What was going on? How could any of this be happening? Women who were okay with sharing? Those cards? And that tension. I could feel something building beneath the earth. Something approaching.



What?



After finishing our sandwiches, Michiko and I left to go back to work. Me to the construction site, her to the drug store.



~~*~~



Victoria Caito



I fumbled to strip off my overalls, unsnapping the suspender straps of the denim work clothes. That man, with his cock buried to the hilt in Joan's asshole while she ate out the Japanese woman's pussy had arrested me. Not the others.



Him.



His dark hair, the shadow of whiskers on his jaw, his brawny physique, and those blue eyes. Deep and startling, so vivid. I had never been so affected so intensely by a man before. He stirred me up, rippled over me like a powerful wind over a lake, stirring waves through my soul. I shuddered and undid the second suspender.



I was wet. Horny.



I had come across Joan's sexual antics before. She was always having guys or girls over. I had found her getting gangbanged once, just dripping in cum. I'd known her for five years. She had been searching for the man to finally tame her.



None could live up to her body's cravings.



But that man...



I shuddered and shoved the overalls down my body, my breasts jiggling in my sports bra and beneath my old t-shirt. They were my gardening clothes. I loved working with nature and tending the plants in the Arcadia Apartment's Community Garden. It was such relaxing work. Calming. Tranquil. I would become so still.



Now... Now I was turbulent.



I stepped out of the overalls and then ripped off my shirt. My large breasts jiggled in my bra. I groaned and then peeled my sports bra off. My big boobs bounced out, my fat nipples hard and throbbing. I pinched them both, twisting them, my pussy soaking my plain, white panties.



I groaned and threw myself down on my bed. I could hear them in the living room fucking. The women groaning. The slap of flesh on flesh as he fucked Joan in the ass. None of her men had ever turned me on. Never once had I been tempted to share them with her.



Nor to share her with them.



I was straight. I had no interest in women, but... but...



Those women were pleasuring each other for him. I could feel it. He was so majestic and regal. So dominating. I groaned and shoved my right hand into my panties. I rubbed at myself, sliding through my thick bush to find the wet folds of my pussy.



I whimpered and thrust my fingers into my twat. I had only been with two men in my life, both unsatisfactory. My high school boyfriend who took my cherry and my college boyfriend whom inertia held me tagged to him for so long.



Now I felt alive. Awakened.



I closed my eyes, picturing the man's blue eyes staring at me with the same hunger I had seen while he fucked Joan. I felt like a queen when he looked at me despite his cock buried to the hilt in my roommate's asshole. My fingers slid up and down my pussy as the man, my king, fell upon me in my fantasy.



I quivered, my pussy so juicy with my excitement. I whimpered, rubbing my thighs together. My toes curled with the delight of caressing my naughty folds. My juices soaked my digits. I whimpered, hearing him grunting, groaning. His words muffled, but not his passion. It howled through the apartment, a storm slamming into the walls of my bedroom.



I thrust my middle and ring finger into my pussy.



Two digits right from the start. No warm up. I was so wet.



I whimpered and plunged my digits away at my pussy. My left hand twisted my right nipple, tweaking that fat and sensitive nub. My body twitched, my toes curling in my socks. Pleasure rippled out of my pussy. It raced through my flesh.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, imagining him on me. In me. “Oh, my god, that's amazing. Yes, yes, drive that cock into my flesh. Bury deep and hard into me. Yes, yes, yes!”



I quivered through my delight. I whimpered, the pleasure surging through my body. I arched my back. I loved how amazing this felt. The pleasure was outstanding. It shot through me. I loved every moment of pleasuring myself.



The fantasy of the man, my king, fucking me swelled in me. I gasped and groaned, squirming on the bed. The excitement built in me so fast. It swelled in me with such intensity. I groaned, my body shuddering, my pussy clenching down on my digits.



“My queen,”
 he growled in my imagination as his strength lay atop me. I could almost feel his brawny body on mine, my big boobs crushed to his hairy chest.



“Fuck me, my king!” I moaned, hearing the passion in the living room growing towards a crescendo. He must be cumming in her asshole.



I quivered there, my own orgasm rising so fast. I thrust my digits in and out of my snatch, wishing they were his cock. This was so delicious. Such an amazing treat. I quivered there, my thighs spread wide.



The heel of my hand ground on my clitoris. My naughty bud burst with such exciting sparks. I whimpered, my breasts jiggling. I twisted my right nipple hard. Pleasure shot down to my pussy being so expertly plundered by my digits.



“Cum on my cock, my queen,”
 he growled in my mind.



“Yes!” I gasped.



My bed creaked. I arched my back, my orgasm building so quickly. The heels of my feet ground into the bed. The springs creaked beneath me. I shuddered and whimpered, my pussy clamping down on my digits. My hot and juicy flesh drank in the friction.



My orgasm swelled so fast. I was on the verge of cumming. That mighty explosion would burst through my body. I ground the heel of my hand harder into my clitoris. Sparks burst from that mighty bud.



I came.



My body thrashed on my bed. I whimpered, trying not to moan and let them know what I was doing in here. I shuddered, my fingers convulsing around my pussy. My heart sent hot blood surging through my body. The rapture washed over my mind.



Stars danced before my vision. I squeezed my eyes shut and imagined him spurting his cum into my pussy. Just flooding me with spurt after spurt of spunk in me. I groaned and shuddered through my bliss.



And then I drifted off into a satiated doze.



I heard them starting up again as my digits marinated in my pussy. I rolled over on my side, napping to the sounds of their passion. I floated for a time, dreaming of the man on a throne as he watched me gardening. I felt so at peace. So contented with his gaze on me. I could just lie here forever and ever.



Then I heard the doors to the apartment closed and realized they had left. I groaned and glanced at the clock. I had to get ready for work soon. My stomach rumbled. I pulled my fingers out of my pussy and, to my shock, licked them.



I had a tart flavor. It was... nice. Did all women's pussies taste like this? Would that man want me to...?



I shook my head. I had to understand this. Maybe I should see Madam Chaudhary. She was a Palm Reader that lived on in brownstone house over on Third Street by the drug store. I wouldn't have time before work.



I sighed. Would Diana even be there? She was the owner of Happy Pets. We mostly groomed cats and dogs there but also did some training classes and other specialty work. I liked working with animals. I did the evening shifts.



Lately, Diana had been spending all her time listening to the Preacher's doom and gloom prophecies. She believed more and more the world was going to end and that only those who followed the Preacher would be saved.



“You have to be anointed by his seed,” she had told me yesterday. The Preacher sounded like a perv who liked to cum on people's faces. Some cult. It was sad to see her falling in with a huckster.



I put on a clean pair of panties, bra, and a flowery sundress. I slipped off my socks and went with some strappy sandals. I emerged to find Joan sitting naked on the couch. Not surprising. She liked to lounge about naked.



“Were you masturbating in there?” Joan asked as she brought her iced tea to her lips.



“What?” I gasped. “Of course not.”



Joan grinned when she finished sipping her drink. “He's handsome, right? Striking.”



“I suppose.” I hurried into the kitchen to get out a yogurt for lunch.



“He'll be around more often,” said Joan. “I found him. The man to tame me.” I smiled. “Maybe next time, you'll join in.”



“I'm not like you,” I said and peeled off the aluminum foil lid to reveal the strawberry goodness. I grabbed a plastic spoon.



“Trust me, you will be for him,” she said.



I shivered. “I have to get to work.”



I left the apartment, so unsure about my feelings. I needed to think. I couldn't just hop into something. I really needed guidance.



I ate my yogurt as the elevator descended from the 9th floor. I polished it off by the time I reached the lobby. I tossed the yogurt and the plastic spoon into the trash and headed for the door. It opened and a girl with silvery-blonde hair entered. She had a happy look on her face as she stared at a receipt in her hand. She was young, eighteen, and hummed.



I think she worked at Knave's Deli.



We nodded to each other, and then I was heading out the door. The afternoon sun was warm. Cars bustled down 19th Street. I waited to cross and walked alongside Mama's Diner and the Liquor Store. I reached 3rd Street. I could see my work just across the street, only a block from where I lived. To my left, the two lesbians who ran Lover's Delights were making out before their sex shop. They were being watched by the sleazy drug dealer who hung out in the area.



Chance.



The two lesbians broke apart. One was Japanese, petite like the girl Joan had been eating out. The other was a redhead. They headed inside. Chance, his black hair a mess as usual and his goatee making him look wild, followed them inside.



Probably to harass them. I shook my head.



“Nutricaberis ei?”
 a man said to my left.



I jumped and squeaked in fright. I whirled to see a homeless man standing on the corner, his graying beard streaked with dirt. He had on a coat that had been patched many times, the bottom ragged. To my surprise, he had a hobo stick over his shoulder, a handkerchief bulging with his meager possessions.



“Excuse me?” I asked. “That sounded like Latin.



He did a stage magician's flourish with his right hand—the left still holding his pole—and a tarot card flashed into his hand. Then it was flicking to me. I caught it and blinked as I stared down at a regal woman sitting on a throne. She wore a starry crown on her brow and held a scepter in her right hand. Her throne wasn't in a room but rested in a field of grain, the bounty of the earth growing around her.



“What?” I gasped, looking at him. “This is the Empress card. Why would you give this to me?”



“Why indeed?” he asked. Then he glanced over his shoulder and cursed.



A dog barked. He darted out into traffic. A car honked, slamming on his brakes as he raced across 3rd street. The vehicle stopped barely a foot from hitting him. A moment later, a mangy hound chased after him. I stared dumbfounded as he vanished out of sight, heading past Healthy Life.



I glanced back down at the card. The Empress was the fruitful mother. The embodiment of the natural world. Why would he give me that card? And those words.
 Nutricaberis ei?
 My Latin was so rusty. Joan would know better, but I think it meant,
 “Will you nurture him?”



Did he mean
 him
 him? The man Joan was with?



I really, really had to go see Madam Chaudhary and have my palms read. I glanced down 3rd Street. She was just two blocks away. Across 20th Avenue and Park Avenue. But I had to get to work. I glanced across the street at Happy Pets at the end of the block, right after Pho Gettable, the Thai noodle restaurant.



I tucked the card into my purse. I had to take care of the pets. Maybe Diana was losing it, but someone had to care about the animals. I would! I waited for the light to change, then I crossed 3rd Street and headed to work.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



The tension remained in my shoulders as I kissed Michiko goodbye. She broke away from me, a big smile on her lips, then she headed down Browns Boulevard to her work, passing the canvas-covered chain-link fence that surrounded the construction site.



She had a great ass. I couldn't help but smile. I went from just hitting and quitting every girl to having two girlfriends. My dick throbbed and I thought about some of the other girls, too. Would Ester call me? Would Yoko let herself into my apartment again? Would Lucy want to do more than blow my cock? And what about that regal roommate of Joan's?



Shame she didn't join us. The threesome could have turned into a nice foursome.



I shook my head and then glanced across the road. I spotted my coworker Magdalene, the biker chick who worked at the liquor store, and a slender woman with silver-blonde hair standing before the Preacher. They were all staring at him with rapt attention.



His eyes fell on me. He stared at me, standing on the courthouse steps, with such confidence. I could almost feel a challenge in his gaze. Why? Did he think I would poach his harem or something? I had my own growing.



The nut could glare at me all he wanted. I had to get to work. Spitting, I headed into the construction site.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



My enemy vanished into the construction site.



The moment Yoko told me her neighbor had gained the Emperor card, I knew
 he
 would try to save the World. To stop the necessary destruction and enlightenment. Now that I knew of his existence, I recognized his very presence.



“Tell me everything you know of Charles, Magdalene,” I said to his coworker.



The Mediterranean woman quivered in delight, so eager to serve me. To see that the World ended in fire the way it was meant to.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Barmaid's Passion!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess

 
Harem 1)!
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Barmaid's Passion”




“Rashimi,” I gasped.



“It's okay, Victoria,” she said. “This isn't a fling. This is something deeper. Something being unified. We're caught by fate, bending us towards a center, like light caught by the gravity of a black hole. Do not fight your destiny. Embrace it. I said you would love eight. Love, Victoria. That's a powerful force. One that can defy much.”



“I don't love you,” I gasped.



“Not yet,” she said and fell to her knees. “But I can see it as clear as the morning sun rising above us.” A smile swelled. “We shall taste the Sun's passion, too. And the Star's. The World's, Victoria! We shall love the World!”



“What?” I panted.



Her hands unfastened my work jeans. The zipper rasped down. I stared at her as she tugged down my pants. I should be stopping her, but her words
 resonated
 in me. I glanced at the table where our tarot cards lay side by side. The Empress and the Hanged Man.



“You truly see us as... as...?” I swallowed. “As lovers?”



“Mmm, sharing each other with the women. With him!” Throaty pleasure rippled through Rashimi's voice. “I can finally see him through you. I can smell the passion he stirred in you.”



I gasped, reminded that my panties were e soaked through from my thoughts of Joan's man. His blue eyes blazed in my mind. I shuddered as I felt him lurking nearby, a storm just over the horizon that would sweep over us.



“Yes, yes, he has awakened your passions,” moaned Rashimi. She inhaled.



So did I. My tart musk filled my nose.



Then Rashimi hooked my panties and pulled them down. I shuddered as I let her. My brown bush came into view. I must be dripping with my cream. My panties rolled over my thighs and past my knees. They joined my jeans around my ankles.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Charles Ramhorn



The tension still tensed across my shoulder. It felt worse now that I was back at the construction site. Especially with that asshole doomsday preacher eyeballing me across Browns Boulevard from the steps of the courthouse.



I spat on the sidewalk and rolled my shoulders. I didn't like this one bit. I just had a relaxing lunch break, a threesome with my two women. I had women. No longer pumping and dumping, hitting and quitting, I was gaining a harem.



It seemed insane, but Joan and Michiko were down with it. Excited by it.



I stepped through the gate into the construction site. A large pit lay before me, being dug out by excavators to form the basement for a skyscraper that would eventually dominate this block. It would be years before it was completed, but it would change the neighborhood.



I stared down into the hole for a minute, my backhoe parked and waiting for me to return from my lunch break. I shook my head and headed for the office trailer. I opened the door and headed inside to my locker. I took two steps when I heard moaning.



A woman groaning.



I froze at the sexual sound. A smile spread on my lips. Well, well, well, what was going on here? One of the office girls getting naughty on break? Was one of those cuties hooking up with one of the crew? There was a door ajar to my left, the sounds coming from there.



I crept across the room and reached the door, peering in through the crack.



It wasn't one of the office girls. The woman wore an open silk blouse, her bra shoved up and over a pair of large breasts that jiggled and swayed. She had light-tan skin, her black hair swaying about her face. I recognized her. The lawyer Connal was dating. Adalet, I thought.



Connal knelt before her, his red hair making him stand out. He was going down on her, enjoying pussy for lunch. I grinned and, after enjoying the sight of Adalet's breasts heaving, I backed away from the door.



“Yes!” she gasped, her voice thick with passion. “Oh, keep doing that. Oh, god. Oh, yes!” Her voice intense as she moaned through her orgasm.



I hummed as I pulled on my high-vis reflective vest and slapped on my hard hat. Her moans dwindled after a few moments. Which was good as Eric and Vince entered the trailer to clock in. They nodded at me.



I nodded back.



I headed outside, stretching my back. The architect was here, walking around the site. The khaki pants and rolled-up sleeves of a dress shirt were always a dead giveaway. He wore his hardhat as he peered around at the work we'd done.



The lawyer emerged from the building. Adalet had an earthy fecundity about her in that tight silk blouse and pencil skirt, her cheeks flushed from her orgasm. She didn't so much as glance at me as she strode by in her heels. She walked with purpose, resolution to her steps.



I'd hate to be on the other side of her in a court case. A prosecutor. She must tear criminals apart.



Connal appeared a moment later. I glanced at him as he whistled in satisfaction.



“Good lunch?” I asked him.



“Best,” he said.



“Yeah, I can tell. Still got some pussy on your chin.”



He grinned at me. “And how'd yours go?”



“Two pussies.”



Connal laughed. “That'll be tonight. Adalet and Sakina are getting along. It's crazy, but there must be something in the air. Or girls are getting a lot wilder.”



“World's changing.” I rolled my shoulders again. That tension still stretched across them. I felt like I wanted to fly apart. It was frustrating.



Magdalene entered the yard. The flagger looked willowy in her tight jeans and tank top, an open flannel shirt allowing her large breasts to jiggle and bounce in her tank top. They were a delight to look at. She had the dusky skin of the Mediterranean, her black hair flowing about her.



She gave me a strange look as she approached, studying me. It wasn't the look of a woman checking out a guy. It was different. More like a scientist examining an unfamiliar bug. I shifted, that damned tension making me feel irritable.



“You and the preacher, huh?” I grunted as she passed. “What's so amazing about listening to him rant about the end of the world?”



“He is a great man!” Magdalene snarled. She stood right before me, trembling like an earthquake. Her entire body tensed, hands balling into fists.



“Great man?” I asked, arching my eyebrow. “He's a homeless crazy guy. You can find a dozen of them in any neighborhood in the city. They're all over the place.”



“The world is going to end, Charles, and no one, not even you, will stop it!” she growled, the fury in her face intense.



“What the fuck are you talking about?” I asked.



She drew in a few deep breaths. “I have to clock on and get to work.” She swept passed Connal and me and entered the trailer.



“Damn,” Connal said. “What was that?”



“No idea,” I said.



“Stay away from her. Never stick your dick in crazy. And that... That's some crazy right there. The world is ending?”



I tried to laugh it off, but that tension in my shoulders and that homeless guy running around handing out tarot cards were all so unusual. Those cards should be meaningless. There shouldn't be anything special about them, and yet my back itched.



~~*~~



Victoria Caito



I couldn't get the sight of my roommate's latest paramour out of my mind. Not the Japanese woman that was with them, but the guy. Charles. How strong and regal he was. How commanding. The way he made her quiver. The way she ached for him.



Joan, my roommate, was a nymphomaniac. She legit had a problem with her sex drive. I had come across her romps many times. Threesomes, foursomes, even orgies were not unusual. I had found her getting gangbanged before.



Not once had I been interested in joining her until Charles. That strong man, brawny, intense, and with those blue eyes that seemed to pierce into my heart had awakened desires in me. My skin had prickled like the air was alive with electricity. A storm had raged in my living room.



The moment I had retreated to my bedroom, I had masturbated to him.



And he was only one of the things on my mind as I spent the last few hours washing and grooming a series of dogs. I worked at Happy Pets. Sadly, my boss, Diana Fengari, would rather spend her time listening to that doomsday preacher instead of running her business.



I might lose my job when she went out of business. That should be what I was thinking about—well, I did spend some time fuming at Diane for neglecting her business—but mainly it was Charles. Those eyes. That physique.



I was wet. Aching.



When it wasn't Charles (or steaming about my irresponsible boss), it was the card. The Empress. I kept pulling it out and glancing at the tarot card that the homeless man had tossed me. I had to know what was going on.



As I locked up the shop at the end of the day, I knew where I had to go. Madam Chaudhary. The palm reader had always given me good guidance before. I knew a lot of people, Joan included, thought she was a fraud—maybe she was—but her advice always led me to the right decisions.



I looked down 3rd Street. Past the church's lichyard was a row of brownstone houses. She was just a block-and-a-half away from where I worked. It was convenient. I took a few steps to reach the intersection of 3rd and 20th Avenue, waiting for traffic to stop for the light. It did. I crossed.



I passed by the back end of the construction site. Heavy machinery rumbled inside, hidden by the tall fence with canvas stretched over it. Through occasional gaps, I caught glimpses of the bustling activity inside. Across the street was the back wall of the lichyard, Our Lady of Heaven rising above it. I wondered if Joan was in there. She volunteered at the church to try to control her nymphomania.



At Park Avenue, I crossed 3rd Street and then waited for the light to change to reach the row of brownstones. Madam Chaudhary used the first floor of her home as her parlor. A sign stuck out from her house, a gypsy woman peering at a crystal ball.



The light changed and I hurried across. My steps were faster and faster. My heart pounded. I could feel the weight of the tarot card in my purse swinging off my left arm. As if it were made from lead instead of paper. Almost pulling me lopsided. Something was happening in the world. I could feel it.



I hurried up the porch stairs to the door. I didn't have an appointment. I hoped that would be okay. I opened the door and a bell chimed. I stepped into a small living room that had been converted into a waiting room. It had a few cheap chairs, a coffee table spread open with fashion and gossip magazines. Several bookshelves with crystals, incense, blessed candles, and new age books for sale lined one wall.



A heavy curtain of beads rattled as Madam Chaudhary stepped out. She had dusky red-brown skin and long black hair. I think she was Indian. She had a quiet, even somber, expression on her face as she moved toward me. I swallowed as she stopped before me, her head cocking. She wore a flowing outfit. Something between robes and a gypsy dress, a shawl draped over her shoulders.



“Victoria,” she said. “Your aura is in turmoil.” She took my hands in hers, her fingers warm. She rubbed her thumbs across the palms. “Yes, yes, you met someone.”



“Yeah,” I said.



“This way.” Madam Chaudhary smiled. “Let us see if we can't untangle your problem. Your confusion.”



“That would be welcomed,” I said, my shoulder still aching from the weight of my purse and what it contained.



She led me through the beads into a smaller room draped in deep-blue velvet curtains. A dim light came from a bulb in the ceiling. A table covered in a cloth woven of dark green and deep red fabric, the ends fringed. No crystal ball like on her sign.



She was a palm reader.



There were two chairs. She sank gracefully onto hers, the look in her eyes almost mystical. I unslung my purse and set it on the table. Then I sat down and reached across to her, my palms up. She grabbed the backs of my hands, keeping my palms clear, and stared at them.



Tingles prickled across the lines of my palms. My breathing quickened. Madam Chaudhary's eyes did not blink as she studied them. A stillness fell on her. She could easily be a colorful rock except her eyes moved. They flickered as she examined my palms.



“You have been chosen for something grand,” the palm reader said, awe tinging her voice. It was a tone that I had never heard from her. She would sound mystical and grand but never awed. Madam Chaudhary looked up. “The token is here. The icon of your grand destiny.”



My eyes flicked to my purse and nodded.



“You shall love eight,” the palm reader continued. “Your destiny has grown so strong since we last met. Things are moving in this world. Moving fast. I had not seen any of this in the past.”



“Love eight?” I asked, brow furrowing. “What does that mean? That I'll fall in love eight times over my life?”



She released my right hand and went to my left. She touched the long crease that ran across my palm. “Your love line is brimming with power. You shall love eight at the same time.” Her eyes closed. Her head swayed, black hair rustling about her still face. “A man and seven women.”



“Women?” I gasped. Until today, I hadn't had any desire to be with a woman, but seeing Charles with Joan and the Japanese beauty had awakened something in me.



Madam Chaudhary gasped and released my hand. Her eyes shot upon, her cheeks darkening.



“What?” I gasped. She had never been like this. No theatrics from Madam Chaudhary.



Her composure had cracked. Her stillness broken. She breathed heavily, her breasts rising and falling beneath her blouse. She swallowed and leaned back in her chair. She stared up at the dim bulb lighting the room.



“What, Madam?” I gasped, my heart pounding.



“I'm one of the seven,” Madam Chaudhary whispered. “Who is this man? I have glimpsed him in trances. Blue eyes. Strong. Regal. He commands.” Her eyes squeezed shut. “I have never felt anything this powerful. Who is he, Victoria?”



“That's what I want to know.” I swallowed. “Is he who I'm supposed to nurture?”



Madam Chaudhary straightened and shot her gaze back to my palms. “Nurture? Why do you say that?”



I thrust my hand into my purse and found the card right away. I pulled it out and set it down on the table. Madam Chaudhary gasped. She turned the card around so it faced her. She touched it only by the corners and pulled her fingers away from it.



“There's power in this,” she whispered. “Names give shapes to the ethereal. Icons give focus. You've been chosen, Victoria.”



“For what?” I asked.



“To nurture. Look at the card. You are surrounded by nature. The Empress is the symbol of the world's fertility, the top of the feminine hierarchy. She is the counterpart to the Emperor who is the symbol of secular rule and domination, the top of the masculine hierarchy.” She looked up. “He's the Emperor. This man that has your aura in such turmoil.”



“Not just my aura,” I muttered, my pussy itching. I had been horny all afternoon. My masturbation while listening to him with Joan and the Japanese woman had done nothing to blunt the passion he'd awakened in me.



“Yes, yes, lust is pulsing through your aura.” Madam Chaudhary leaned back. Then she rose and headed towards the wall. She pulled back the velvet curtain to reveal a china hutch pressed against a wall covered in wallpaper decorated in white flowers. She opened a drawer and then closed it. She turned around and flung a tarot card down on the table.



I stared at it upside down, the card facing her. I swallowed and turned it to me, touching only the corners the same way she had. I could feel a tingle running up my fingers. It showed a man dangling upside down by the ankle. He had a solemn expression on his face. He was hanging from a wooden beam and around his head a halo burned bright.



He felt like a seer being punished for giving an inconvenient prediction.



“The
 pittura infamante,”
 I said. “An Italian punishment for traitors.”



“Or for those who speak the truth,” said Madam Chaudhary. “The Hanged Man has wisdom and intuition. Prophecy.
 'Quid tu vides.'
 That was what the homeless man who gave me this card said.”



My Latin was coming back to me from college. “What shall you see?”



Madam Chaudhary grabbed my left hand and lowered her head. I gasped as she licked across my love line, her tongue wet and warm. Then she looked up at me and said, “That we'll be lovers.”



Her words rippled over me. The world shook with her pronouncement. A fire blazed in my pussy as her eyes locked with mine. I stood up, shaking my head. This couldn't be happening. I wasn't into women. Her hand clutched to mine though, her saliva on it.



“Madam Chaudhary,” I gasped.



“Rashimi,” she said as she stood up and moved around the table. “That's my first name. Rashimi.”



“What is going on?” I said, staring at her. She had such a lovely face.



“The Emperor has been chosen. His women selected. The fates that have slumbered in us since childhood is being awakened. That potential that has always brimmed in us had no activated. Something is about to happen. Something momentous. Something that will change the world.”



“What?” I whispered.



“A consciousness shift,” she said, her hand clutching to mine. Our palms pressed, mine wet with her saliva. “We'll be at the heart of it. I can see it. I can see us.”



“Us?”



Her other hand grabbed me by the back of the neck. Her fingers warm. My heart pounded. The blood roared through my ears, almost drowning out any other sounds. This couldn't be happening, but her lips were drifting to mine.



A woman kissed me. Madam Chaudhary kissed me.



Rashimi...



Her lips were soft. Gentle. So different from a man. Not that I'd had many. I wasn't like Joan. And it had been a while since the last one. I shuddered as Rashimi's mouth worked on mine. Bewildering emotions beset me.



I swayed, confused by all of this. I whimpered and groaned, my lips parting as I made those sounds. Her tongue slipped into my mouth. Warm and wet and wiggling about. I shuddered at the sensations she stirred in me.



I felt like a calm ocean whipped into waves by an earthquake.



Turbulence rippled through me. Emotions that washed into my mind. I broke the kiss and took another step back. I shook my head. This couldn't be happening. This wasn't me. I wasn't someone destined for anything, let alone a lesbian fling with my palm reader.



“Rashimi,” I gasped.



“It's okay, Victoria,” she said. “This isn't a fling. This is something deeper. Something being unified. We're caught by fate, bending us towards a center, like light caught by the gravity of a black hole. Do not fight your destiny. Embrace it. I said you would love eight. Love, Victoria. That's a powerful force. One that can defy much.”



“I don't love you,” I gasped.



“Not yet,” she said and fell to her knees. “But I can see it as clear as the morning sun rising above us.” A smile swelled. “We shall taste the Sun's passion, too. And the Star's. The World's, Victoria! We shall love the World!”



“What?” I panted.



Her hands unfastened my work jeans. The zipper rasped down. I stared at her as she tugged down my pants. I should be stopping her, but her words
 resonated
 in me. I glanced at the table where our tarot cards lay side by side. The Empress and the Hanged Man.



“You truly see us as... as...?” I swallowed. “As lovers?”



“Mmm, sharing each other with the women. With him!” Throaty pleasure rippled through Rashimi's voice. “I can finally see him through you. I can smell the passion he stirred in you.”



I gasped, reminded that my panties were e soaked through from my thoughts of Joan's man. His blue eyes blazed in my mind. I shuddered as I felt him lurking nearby, a storm just over the horizon that would sweep over us.



“Yes, yes, he has awakened your passions,” moaned Rashimi. She inhaled.



So did I. My tart musk filled my nose.



Then Rashimi hooked my panties and pulled them down. I shuddered as I let her. My brown bush came into view. I must be dripping with my cream. My panties rolled over my thighs and past my knees. They joined my jeans around my ankles.



I stared down at the palm reader, her dark eyes staring up at me with such passion in them. They were intense eyes. Eyes that stripped away everything from me. She
 saw,
 and I believed her in that moment.



We were destined to be lovers.



Her face pressed between my legs, her silk tresses stroking my thighs. A ticklish rush shot up my skin. I groaned as she nuzzled higher and higher. Then her mouth pressed into my cunt. I gasped as she nuzzled right in and licked at my twat. She fluttered her tongue up and down my folds, caressing me.



Pleasure burst inside of me.



I had never experienced the touch of a woman there. I groaned, my back arching. I whimpered, my face contorting in bliss. Her tongue stroked up and down my folds, teasing me, sending delight rippling through me. My hands balled into fists.



There was a gentleness about her attentions I'd never felt the few times a guy had gone down on me. There was knowledge. She had a pussy and knew how to lick mine. Her hands grabbed my rump, holding me as her tongue stroked me, getting me wetter and wetter.



Then she thrust her tongue into my liquid depths.



“Rashimi!” I gasped, shocked by how amazing this felt. How right.



I glanced at our two tarot cards side by side. I pictured six more, one of them the Emperor card.
 His
 card. I imagined him on his throne watching Rashimi and me right now, a smile on his face as he witnessed our lesbian passion.



The palm reader's tongue danced through my sheath. She licked my flesh, stirring me up. I shuddered, my large breasts jiggling in my t-shirt and bra. I grabbed them, squeezed them. Rashimi's tongue felt amazing licking through me.



I bit my lip as this urge swept over me. This desire to feast on her. To return to my lover the pleasure she gave to me.



“You're accepting it,” Rashimi moaned into my snatch. “You're embracing your destiny.”



“Yes!” I moaned, my body shuddering. “He wants us to be together.”



“And he doesn't even know it yet.” Rashimi pulled her face away from my pussy, her lips smeared in my cream. She stood up, her shawl slipping off her shoulders. Then she reached behind her and a zipper rasped down. “He's searching for us. He needs to find us. Something momentous is coming. Can you feel it?”



“Yes,” I panted, stepping out of my jeans and panties, losing my tennis shoes in the process. My toes flexed in my socks. “A storm. That's him?”



“Beyond him,” groaned Rashimi. “The earthquake yesterday was a sign. The consciousness of mankind is about to change for good or ill. It's too early to tell.”



She pushed down her dress. It looked to be wrapped around her, but that must be a trick of how it was sewn. A black bra held her round breasts. I breathed heavily as she shoved her dress off her hips. She wore matching panties.



I groaned and then I cupped her face and kissed her. I tasted my tangy pussy on her lips. A hot flutter ran through me. Desires beset me. I couldn't fight this. I didn't want to. This was so insane, but I knew some forces were beyond scientific understanding.



Working with plants and animals had always shown me that.



The Emperor's blue eyes watched us as our tongues dueled. My hands slid down her sides, following the curve of her hips to those panties. I shoved them down, rolling them off her waist and rump. I had to eat her pussy. I had to feast on her.



We were lovers. Rationality had gone out the window. I could feel it in my heart now. She was right. What had been slumbering in me was awakening. It started with him and those eyes.



Rashimi broke the kiss and sat down on her table. It was a round, sturdy platform. She laid back on it, her panties around her knees. She thrust her legs up in the air before me. I ripped her panties the rest of the off her. Her legs fell open, her black pubic hairs dripping with her passion.



A new scent filled my nose. A spicy aroma.



“Sixty-nine,” moaned Rashimi. “Let's love each other, Victoria.”



“Yes,” I breathed, my eyes glancing at our tarot cards lying beside her. They were almost touching. I picked mine up, flipped it over, and set it down on top of hers so they were face to face.



We both gasped. My back arched and pussy clenched. With a moan of passion, climbed onto the table and maneuvered around to straddle her head. I had never sixty-nined in my life. Never eaten pussy. I licked my lips as I lowered myself down to Rashimi's waiting mouth.



Her hands grabbed my rump again as I settled my bush on her lips. Her tongue flicked from my clit to my taint now. I shuddered, feeling the reverse of before. Pleasure rippled through me as she kept licking me.



“Victoria,” she breathed. “What a delight.”



“Uh-huh,” I moaned and ripped off my t-shirt, my brown hair spilling around my head. Then I reached behind me and undid my bra. I freed my large breasts.



They swayed as I leaned over. I pressed them into her belly, her skin so smooth. Her dusk-red thighs parted wide, her spicy musk filling my nose. I groaned and pressed my lips into her wet curls. They tickled me a heartbeat before I kissed her pussy.



That was the word to describe it: kiss.



My lips pressed on her labia. I worked them, kissing her nethers passionately while her tongue ran over mine. The spicy flavor of her passion spilled into my mouth. My taste buds burst to life at the tantalizing flavor.



This was so exciting.



I kissed up and down her slit, her silky curls caressing my lips and nose. She moaned into my pussy, her tongue fluttering faster. I found her clit, her bud poking through her labia. She nibbled on it. She shuddered beneath me, my nipples rubbing against her shifting stomach.



Tingles raced from my sensitive nubs as I sucked on her clit. I shouldn't have started with her bud, but she was so wet—so aroused—she didn't object. I nursed on her, sucking her juices into my mouth into the process.



“Victoria,” she moaned and thrust her tongue back into my pussy's depths.



I groaned at her stirring me up. Waves of delight rippled through my body. I loved what she did to me. She trembled like the shaking earth beneath me as I kept nursing. Her spicy musk filled my nose nuzzling into her hairs.



Her fingers bit into my rump. She held me tight, her fingers massaging into my flesh. I groaned on her, my heart beating so fast. This was all so wild. A rush. I suckled on her. I nibbled with passion on that wonderful bud.



She squirmed beneath me, her stomach massaging my nipples. The tingles raced through me, feeding the orgasm that her tongue churned up in my twat. She danced around in me, wiggling as deep into me as she could. It was fantastic.



I shuddered and at this wonderful moment. All the naughty things she did to me. It was incredible. I nursed harder on her, my orgasm growing faster and faster. A maelstrom that would whip through me, stirred into motion by her swirling tongue.



I groaned around her clit.



Shuddered.



She squeezed her thighs around my face.



Her tongue pulled out my pussy. She nibbled down my pussy lips to my clit. She sucked on my bud. I gasped. That little pearl burst with pleasure. I shuddered atop her as the maelstrom roared to life inside of me.



Pleasure whipped through my body. A whirlpool of ecstasy that churned in my spasming pussy. Juices gushed out to bath Rashimi's face. She moaned her delight, her fingers biting into my rump as she drank them down.



I bucked on her. Moaned around her clit.



I sucked hard as the waves spilling off the whirling maelstrom swept over my mind. Currents of rapture captured my thoughts. Ecstasy buffeted my mind. I squealed as the pleasure drowned every nerve in my body.



“Oh, yes!” Rashimi moaned into my convulsing snatch. “Oh, Victoria, yes!”



Spicy juices splashed on my mouth and nose. I gasped, abandoning her clit to drink up the flood of her orgasmic passion. Her fingernails bit into my rump. She held me tight as she trembled beneath me. She squirmed and gasped, her passion gushing out of her.



I drank down her spicy flood as my own ecstasy swept over my mind. Stars burst across my vision as I spasmed on her. My mind burned. I groaned, my ass clenching beneath her naughty fingers. She held me tight as the bliss flooded out of me.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, the ecstasy churning through my mind. “Oh, Rashimi!”



“My lover!” gasped the palm reader. “You're my lover!”



“Yes!”



The power of the sexual release and the power of love that had caught us both, swept us together. Like our cards, we were pressed tight. I licked at her pussy. I drank her passion as she did the same for mine.



My maelstrom slowed. My orgasm died. I panted, rubbing my face into her bush, smearing her pussy cream across lips and cheeks. I felt amazing. This wondrous delight brimmed inside of me. This was right. What we had done.



Righter than any relationship I had ever had.



Joan flashed in my mind. I gasped as it hit me: I had been her roommate since college. I had lived with her for seven years. I had always loved her, I just hadn't been awakened to that. We had found each other, clutched to each other, because deep in our souls we knew we would be together.



Through him.



“We have to find him,” I moaned. “Rashimi, we have to find our man and his other women.”



“Yes,” the palm reader moaned into my pussy. “Mmm, just as soon as I get the energy to move. You drowned me, Victoria.”



I smiled, feeling pleased.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



The workday was over. Charles was off to play with his women. Michiko had been waiting for him at the entrance to the construction site, a Japanese beauty who lit up at the sight of him. She had blazed like a bonfire, her passion shining out of her.



Of course, Adalet had been waiting for me. My passionate, Turkish lawyer. I never thought I would be dating two women, but Adalet and Sakina were outstanding. They had no problem with it. Watching one lick my cum out of the other last night...



That was beauty.



Maybe both of them being Muslim explained why they had both so readily accepted the polygamous relationship. But would that explain their delight in making love to each other? Were women allowed to have sex with each other if they were married to the same man in Islam?



I had no idea. I was Catholic. Everything I was doing with the two of them was a sin. I'd have a lot to confess next time I went to Our Lady of Heaven.



Adalet's smile broke her stony expression. She had intensity. As a prosecutor, she went up against the real scum of this world. I could see righteousness burning in her. The passion that she shared with Sakina and me, she also unleashed in the courtroom.



But her smile... That was something beautiful because it felt so rare from my Turkish beauty.



“My, my,” I said. “Waiting for me?”



“Fool that I am,” she said and threw her arms around me, her large breasts pressing into my chest separated only by her silk blouse, delicate bra, and my work shirt. Her lips were hot. Passionate. I groaned, fire blazing inside of me. I grabbed her by the ass and lifted her. My fingers dug into her rump. She shuddered, her tongue dancing with mine.



I set her down a moment later. When she broke the kiss, I felt eyes on us. I frowned and glanced across the street. I expected to see that crazy preacher eyeballing me, but he had gone for the day. Instead, it was a woman. Tall and remote like a statue, her blonde hair gathered in a bun. She wore sunglasses but I could feel her eyes on me and...



She had a cane thrust out before her. The type blind people used to navigate around. So why did I feel like she was staring at me?



“What?” asked Adalet. “Are you staring at another woman when you have me? I will share you with Sakina, but that's it.”



“Just...” I shivered. “Never mind.”



Adalet looked over her shoulder. “Ah, Blind Justice.”



“Huh?”



“It's her nickname. Judge Eudoxia Dikastis.”



“That's a mouthful.”



“She's Greek.” Adalet shook her head. “She's a hard one. She doesn't allow bullshit in her courtroom. She hates lawyers, prosecutors, witnesses, or defendants who try that. She just cares about justice. She's always boldly straightforward in her rulings.”



The judge turned and tapped her stick before her as she headed for the crosswalk across Browns Boulevard where 20th Avenue intersected it. There was no way she could be looking at me. Not if she were blind.



“This world is getting strange,” I muttered.



“That it is,” Adalet said. Then she smiled. “That strangeness has just arrived.”



From around the corner of 20th Avenue, Sakina appeared. The adorable Arab girl who worked at Healthy Life flowed down the street. She had her hands clasped before her, a calming presence about her. Just being in her presence was like a cool soothing shower on a hot summer day. She wore her black hair short. It swayed about her face. She wore a tank top and a pair of shorts, her body toned, her skin a lovely shade of dusky tan. Her smile split her lips.



“Yes, the world is getting strange and wonderful,” I said as Sakina broke into a jog to reach us. She seized my left arm and lifted her lips to mine.



I claimed them, savoring the sweetness of her kiss. Charles was off to his date with his two women, and I had mine. They both clung to my arms as Sakina's tongue fluttered around in my mouth. My heart pumped hot blood through my veins. Stirring my blood.



I broke the kiss and smiled as Sakina and Adalet came together in a kiss before me. This polyamorous thing was the life. It was a shame I couldn't marry them, not that we were anywhere near that. But if two women could share me, that was something I didn't want to lose.



Not when the women were as exciting as they were.



Adalet broke the kiss, panting. She tightened her grip on my right arm. She licked her lips and cleared her throat. “I made reservations at Luigi's.”



“Good, I'm starved,” I said. “I need the energy to satisfy you two naughty sirens.”



Sakina giggled.



We headed east on Browns Boulevard, the opposite way that Blind Justice had gone. We crossed Park Avenue and passed by Rider's Drugstore and Handy Cornerstone. The bodega had people coming and going as we rounded the corner and headed south down 22nd Avenue. The greenery of Tsarina Park lay ahead, Luigi's before it. After the corner store, we passed a nail salon. Across the street, a nurse in pink scrubs hurried from the door of Browns Free Clinic.



We waited at 3rd street for the light to change when a man came around the corner of the nail salon and rushed at us. Another one of the homeless that abounded the neighborhood. He probably lived in Tsarina Park at night. His jacket was ragged and patched, his gray beard smeared in dirt. He held a stick with a handkerchief tied on the end like he was out of some old cartoon.



Sakina pressed tighter against me as he ran up before us.



“I don't have anything, man,” I lied. Last time I gave a homeless guy money, I saw the same guy strung out a few hours later. “Sorry.”



“But you do have something,” said the man, his eyes intense. With a flourish, he drew a card out of his sleeve and flicked it at me.
 “Fortitudimam tuam defendes.”



“What,” I gasped, snagging the card out of the air. “What the fuck was that?”



“Latin,” Adalet said. “'Your strength will defend.' I think.”



I glanced down at the card to see it wasn't a playing card. It had a picture of a lion with a woman hugging it about the neck, almost like she was restraining it. The lion had a hungry look on his muzzle like he wanted to feast, but the woman held him back. Tempered him. At the bottom was written “Strength.”



“The fuck is this?” I muttered.



“Your destiny,” the man said then flicked his eyes to Adalet. He must be a street magician because another card sprung up between his fingers which he handed to Adalet.
 “Iustitia gladium tuum erunt.”



She arched an eyebrow. “Really? 'Justice shall be your sword,' right?”



“Is it not already?” asked the homeless man.



“Who are you?” I growled. How did he know Adalet was a prosecutor? Her card showed a figure holding a golden scale in his left hand and a sword in the right. The man stood tall and remote. The word “Justice” was printed at the bottom. “What are these cards?”



“Tarot cards,” said Sakina. “They're divining cards.
 Haram.”



Adalet snorted. “I didn't think you were that devout, Sakina, to be worried about that. I've seen you eat pork. Hardly keeping
 halal
 so why worry about whether something is
 haram?”



I was at a loss about the exchange. And while Sakina looked guilty, the man flicked his fingers and a third card appeared. Sakina swallowed and then she held out her trembling hand. This was so strange. So bizarre. The man set the card on her palm. It showed a female angel pouring water from a jug. The word “Temperance” was printed at the bottom.



“Amora tuae suscipies,”
 he said before the growl of a dog brought a curse to him. He darted around the three of us and dashed up 22nd avenue. A moment later, a mangy hound burst out of the alley, and snarled.



I pushed my women behind me and stepped up to shield them, gripping the card in my hand as it balled into a fist. Only the dog darted past us and chased after the crazy dude. I shook my head and glanced at my women.



“The fuck was that?”



They both shook their heads. “Your love shall support,” Adalet whispered, glancing at Sakina. “Support what?”



She shook her head, baffled. I was, too. Then my stomach growled. “Come on. Let's get something to eat.”



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



Joan met Michiko and me out front of White's Pub. It lay across 20th Avenue from the church, kitty-corner from the back of the construction site. Joan was wearing a skirt so short she would be flashing ass cheeks if she bent over. Her blonde hair, some of it braided and wrapped like a circlet about her head, fell to her shoulders.



She smiled, her small breasts quivering in her tight belly shirt. It was clear she wasn't wearing a bra. “Someone's dressed for fun,” I said, my hand squeezing Michiko's ass. “What do you think?”



“Oh, yes, Joan is just frothy with desire. I mean, look at that gleam on her inner thighs.”



I saw the juices. “You're not even wearing panties.”



Joan winked at me.



She took my left arm and kissed me. It was a delicious kiss. I shuddered, my Japanese beauty on one arm and my blonde nympho on the other. I had tamed them both. They were mine, as crazy as that sounded. And I needed to find more women if this tarot card shit was real. Six more. I had a feeling that Lucy, who worked at the bar, was one of them.



I strode in and nodded to Lucy. She was an well-endowed redhead, wearing a bustier-like top that lifted her big breasts into two lush mounds. Her eyes lit up at the sight of me. Then she arched an eyebrow at my two ladies.



“A pitcher of beer, please,” I said. “A pale ale.”



“Blonde like me,” Joan said, smiling.



“Sure,” purred Lucy, her eyes brimming with heat. Redheads were always such fiery girls, but Lucy seemed like hellfire. Sin incarnate. We had been flirting for some time, but I had never quite sealed the deal. Until last night when she'd ambushed me in the bathroom and sucked my cock.



The three of us settled in a booth, Joan and Michiko sitting across from me. They were so different, Michiko black-haired with her Asian features, Joan with her Nordic blonde and bold cheekbones. They were both gorgeous, though.



Lucy came up with the pitcher. She set it down on the table along with three glasses. Then she draped a red thong over it, black lace around the waistband. I glance at her wrinkled jean skirt. It didn't quite fall smooth over her rump but was still bunched up.



“Alley,” she purred with sinful temptation, “if you want a real woman.” She spun around and sauntered away, her ass looking so bubbly in that denim as she headed out the back. I groaned as she vanished out the door.



“Damn,” Joan said, shaking her head. She licked her lips. “She just went for it. That's bold. Even bolder than me.”



Michiko picked up the thong and brought it to her face. She inhaled and shuddered. “Oh, you need to go for it, Charles. She's ready for you.”



I smiled. This was exciting. A harem. Joan and Michiko were clearly eager for me to have fun. Why should I deny myself? And if Lucy was supposed to be one of my women, I needed to claim her. Why? No fucking clue, but something was about to happen. I could feel it.



That asshole preacher was involved somehow, too.



I headed through the bar and pushed out the back door. The air was cool as the sun was setting. I didn't see Lucy until I spotted her jean skirt lying by the same alcove where I had taken Michiko last night and eaten out her pussy.



I began undoing my belt as I strode towards it.



Lucy's naked form came into view. Her bustier lay on the ground before her. She wore only her heeled boots and nothing else, her large tits rising and falling. They were still high and firm with her youth. She was twenty-two or so, her body so inviting. Both her nipples were pierced with gold rings, the fat nubs erect. Around her left areola, she had a pentagram tattooed in red lines. Juices gleamed on her shaved vulva.



“My turn to go down on you?” I asked.



Her smile spread. “What will your women think that you abandoned them?”



“Oh, they're probably fingering each other wishing they could watch,” I said and ripped off my work shirt.



Lucy's eyes flicked over my brawny chest, my ankh amulet swaying over my pecs. “They don't mind? Really.”



“They
 wanted me
 to do this.” I grinned. “Are you ready to be tamed, Lucy?”



“You think you can tame me?” She laughed. “I'll burn you to ash if you're not careful. I don't cling prettily to a man's arm.”



“You will,” I growled and fell to my knees before her. I grabbed her hips. “You'll burn just for me, Lucy.”



“Really?” she asked with amusement, her big tits swaying. She grabbed her nipple rings and twisted them both, shuddering. “Let's see if you can make me burn at all.”



“You know what I did here last night, don't you?” I asked. “You listened to what I did to Michiko in this spot. That's why you're here. You want that same passion.”



“I don't!” she spat, anger burning across her face.



“Liar.”



I buried my lips into her vulva. Her sweet cream spilled over my mouth, as hot as her passions. She gasped, tugging hard on her nipple rings. She stretched out her breasts as my tongue stroked through her folds.



I gathered her sweet passion, my hands stroking her hot skin. I slid over her silky flesh as my tongue fluttered through her folds. I stroked her labia and brushed her clit. She gasped, her passion echoing around the alcove.



Her brown eyes blazed down at me. “That's it,” she groaned. “Mmm, you know that's the best pussy you're ever going to get. After you make me cum, I
 may
 let you fuck it.”



“Oh, you're going to be begging for my dick to spear into you,” I growled and licked her again.



She snorted. “You haven't even made me cum.”



“I will.”



I attacked her pussy with my tongue. I fluttered up and down, stroking her pussy lips. She gasped, her fingers twisting her nipple rings. Her pink nubs twerked about as she moaned. Her sweet cream, such a tempting flavor, spilled over my chin, hot and molten.



I lapped up her cream. I licked up every drop of her passion that I could. She tasted so sweet. I savored every bit of it that I could. I lapped at her hungrily. My tongue stroked through her folds. She gasped and shuddered, her back arching. Her face contorted from the bliss. Her moans sang out through the air.



“Oh, my god,” she moaned. “Oh, that's... You... Fuck, Charles.”



“Wish you had me do this earlier?” I asked.



“I've been waiting for this,” she groaned. “Letting the temptation build and build and build... Now make me cum.”



She grabbed my hair, gripping me. She wanted to dominate me, but every lick of my tongue through her folds showed her the passion that I gave. Every flick would make her want my cock more and more.



She had to beg. I needed her on her knees, her ass shoved at me, pleading with me to fuck her cunt and tame her. I growled into her hot pussy as I licked her. I lapped at her, caressing her hot folds. I brushed her clit. She gasped.



I would make her beg.



I swirled my tongue around her clit and then attacked her pussy lips again. I thrust into her cunt, savoring her tempting sweetness about my tongue. She soaked my taste buds with her passion. Her large breasts heaved as she clutched my short hair.



Her moans echoed around us, so passionate. I devoured her molten juices, loving to feast on her fires. Her pussy lips rubbed over my whiskered cheeks. She had to feel that manly rasp on her shaved folds.



“Oh, fuck, yes!” she gasped. “Charles.”



I grinned and licked to her clit. I sucked hard on her bud.



“Goddamn, Charles!” she gasped.



I nursed on her. Suckled on her. My lips sealed tight about her bud. She moaned and shuddered, her boobs smacking together. I gave her pleasure. I savored every moment of if it. I growled as I nursed on her clit, letting her feel my hungry passion. Her fingers tightened in my hair.



“Oh, my fucking god!” she gasped, a shiver racing through her. Her tits heaved, her nipple rings flashing. “You fucking stud. Yes!”



Her juices squirted out of her cunt and into my mouth. They gushed over my lips. I drank them down. I gulped down all that wonderful cream. My tongue licked and lapped at her juices, my dick throbbing hard in my boxers.



“Fucking fuck!” she gasped. “Oh, shit! Yes, yes! Charles! You goddamn stud!”



Her passion reasoned through the alleyway, the crackle of her rapture echoing around us. I licked up her sweet cream as she trembled against the wall. Her boobs smacked together, bountiful flesh rippling. She groaned as I licked at her cunt.



Then I thrust my tongue into her molten depths. Her twat spasmed around my tongue. I licked and lapped at her. I swirled about in her snatch, gathering up the cream that spilled out of her. It was intense to experience.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned. “Oh, god, Charles, ram that dick into me. I want it. I need it.”



I rose to my feet and her hands attacked my jeans. She ripped my fly open and grabbed my cock through my boxers. She shuddered as she squeezed it. I licked her sweet cream off my face, savoring that tempting delight.



“I need your cock in me,” she moaned, her eyes flashing up to mine.



“Because I tamed your fires?” I asked.



“No one tames my fires,” she panted. “Now fuck me.”



“No.” I pulled away from her and yanked up my pants. “You burn for me or you get nothing.”



“Bastard,” she moaned, her lips quivering with petulance. “I need that dick in me.”



I shrugged. “And I need you to be mine.”



“Why?” she demanded.



I didn't know why. Before I could answer her, footsteps rushed up. I whirled to see that homeless guy appeared. I groaned as a card flashed into his hands, his eyes wild. A dog snarled in the distance. My hands balled into fists.



“You again!” I growled. “What the fuck is going on?”



“The end of the world!” he shouted and flicked the tarot card at the naked Lucy.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Devilish Beauty!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess

 
Harem 1)!
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Devilish Beauty”




“But I have two women waiting for me in the bar more than willing to do that.” I grinned at her. “More than willing to fall to their knees and suck my cock. Joan and Michiko worship my dick. Just like you will.”



She arched an eyebrow, daring me to walk away.



I stepped back, jeans and boxers bunched around my ankles. I bent down and grabbed them. I hauled them up, my cock twitching before me as I worked the cotton boxers and denim jeans up my thighs.



“If I buckle up, you're never getting to enjoy this cock, Lucy,” I said. “Find some pathetic guy to play these games with. I want a woman who surrenders to me.”



She shuddered, her eyes locked on that cock. “You're serious.”



“I am.”



“Men don't walk away from me!” Anger boiled off of her. “Look at me.”



“Oh, I am,” I said. “You are gorgeous. And? You're not the only woman who is.”



She hissed and then she fell to her knees. She stared up at me, her eyes flashing with rage. Still, a smile curled at the corner of her mouth “You bastard.”



“I know,” I said, grinning. I pulled my jeans and boxers up my thighs. “You're almost out of—”



Still gripping her card, she fell to her knees before me and grabbed my hips. I felt the lacquered face of the playing card rubbing on my hip moments before she opened her mouth and swallowed my dick.



Her warm, wet mouth slid over it. I groaned at that feeling, releasing my jeans and boxers. They slid down my legs. I grinned as I savored that sucking pressure. She knew how to please a dick. Lucy's tongue danced and swirled about it. She fluttered around my cock in fast circles.



I growled through my clenched teeth, savoring the feel of her hungry mouth nursing on my cock. It was an amazing delight. I loved every second of it. My heart pounded in my chest. My balls tightened as I savored her hot mouth.



“That's it,” I growled, sliding my hand through her hair. “Mmm, my naughty, little devil. Look at you sucking dick. You love it, don't you?”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. Lives above the shop. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance and shares the Lovers Card with Mai.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer. In a polyamorous relationship with Amanda and Mai.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. Lives above the shop. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance and shares the Lovers Card with Mai.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and is in a lesbian relationship with Victoria.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives an unknown Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress card and is in a lesbian relationship with Rashimi.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Will she betray Charles?













 
Mastering the Devilish Beauty




Charles Ramhorn



The card thrown by the homeless guy flashed past me. The naked barmaid Lucy caught it, her large tits heaving. Anger rippled through me at the homeless guy who was giving out the tarot cards and proclaiming his strange Latin phrases.



“
 Libido tua incendet inimicos eius!”
 he shouted, another spout of gibberish.



“What?” gasped Lucy, staring at her card.



“What is going on?” I growled, fumbling to push my cock back into my fly and zip up.



The homeless man opened his mouth as if to answer when a dog growled. Of course, the dog growled. Around the edge of White's Pub came the same mangy hound as before, charging down the alley. The homeless guy shouted and bolted towards 3rd Street. My zipper caught on my boxers. I fought with it, the dog charging by, snarling. The homeless guy darted to the left past Lover's Delight, the sex shop.



I broke into a run after them, my fly finally fastened. I burst out of the alley that ran between White's Pub and Lover's Delight out onto 3rd Street. I looked to my left and saw pedestrians staring toward the next block at 19th Avenue and shaking their heads. The homeless guy wasn't to be seen. I jogged down past Lover's Delight and the Liquor Store. I reached the corner, looking right and left.



“He ran fast,” said the biker chick leaning by the door to the Liquor Store. She worked there. Her black hair framed her pale face. She had a slender, almost waifish body. Her eyes were intense, dark and shadowed by her brow. “Don't think you're going to catch him.”



I didn't even see him as I looked up and down 19th Avenue. I licked my lips, tasting Lucy's sweet pussy cream. I had been about to get her to beg me to fuck her when we were interrupted. I glanced at the woman. I had seen her with the preacher, that crazy homeless guy who liked to spout doom and gloom.



She smiled at me, but it wasn't a pleasant one. It was cold. Almost made me shiver. Her eyes held no emotions at all. I growled and whirled around. I had Lucy to tame and add to my harem. I was so close to getting her to succumb to the desire for my dick. So close for her surrendering and begging to be fucked hard by me.



I found Lucy still naked in the alcove, her pierced tits rising and falling as she stared at the card. Her red hair fell around her bemused face. The red pentagram tattooed on her left breast almost seemed to burn. She looked up at me and burst into absurd laughter.



“Which one did he give you?” I growled.



She turned it around. It was a monstrous character. A ram-headed beastman with bird feet squatting on a pedestal. He had a reversed pentagram on his forehead, the star pointing down instead of up like on Lucy's body. The right hand was raised and the left hand was lowered which held a torch. The Devil was written at the bottom of the card.



“It's a joke, right?” asked Lucy. She flipped the card around. “The Devil. Me?” She snorted. “Do I look like the embodiment of sin?”



I stared at her naked body: pussy shaved and thighs gleaming with her cream, her large breasts rising and falling, the gold rings threaded through her nipples, the tattoo, her sultry face. “Yeah, you do. Sin that tempts. That wants to control me. Make me into a slave. But I'm not going to succumb to you.”



“Sin? Temptation?” Lucy gave me a disbelieving look, scoffing at it.



“Of course you are.” I peeled off my work shirt. Her eyes lit up at the sight of my muscular body. I tossed it down, breathing heavily. My cock strained the front of my jeans, still hard despite the chase. I wanted Lucy. “What do you think you're doing right now?”



“I do want you to beg to fuck me,” she moaned. “You have a big dick that I
 might
 let you slide into my pussy.”



“See?” I said. “How long have we been flirting with each other?”



“Months,” she said, shrugging.



“And the first time you make a move is when I met a girl that I vibed with. Not some one-night stand, but a girl that you
 knew
 had forged a connection with me. You wanted to lure me away from Michiko. And tonight... I had two of them, so you really had to tempt me away. You were dying to control me. To dominate me. To keep me from them.”



“Aren't I?” she asked as I undid my jeans and shoved them and my boxers down my legs. Her eyes flashed down to my hard cock. She shuddered as she stared at me.



“No.” I grinned at her as I advanced, my cock thrusting out before me. “Because I'm the one in control here.”



“Prove it,” she purred.



I caught her chin and lifted her head. “I know how wet you are right now.”



I claimed her hot lips.



My tongue thrust into her mouth. She shuddered as I kissed her. She whimpered, her body trembling as my lips worked against hers. My cock pressed into her stomach, the tip throbbing against her flesh, my shaft twitching with my pounding heartbeat. My tongue danced with hers, kissing her with such passion.



She moaned against me. Her body trembled. Her lips tasted so sweet in my mouth. I shuddered, kissing her with all the hunger that I could muster. All the passion. My hands found her large breasts. I squeezed those mounds. I gripped them hard as my tongue plundered her mouth.



She moaned into my mouth. She kissed me back with hunger, her lips so soft and perfect. She whimpered against me. Her breasts rubbed into my chest. Her tongue danced with mine. She groaned, her passion such a sweet delight to taste. Her fingernails clawed at my chest. She sucked on my tongue. I loved it.



I loved her. I knew she was one of my women.



I broke the kiss and she quivered there. Her tongue flicked over her lips. I had smeared her sweet cream on her mouth as we shared our passion. Her eyes quivered with the passion of this moment. I grinned at her.



“You think that's all it takes?” she asked, her fingernails scratching at my chest.



“You're already mine,” I growled. “You've been mine since I made you cum on my lips.”



“Right, right, when you feasted on me. Pleasured me.
 That
 proves you're the one in charge here, Charles.” She snorted. “You were the ones on your knees pleasing me.”



“And​ I asked. I mastered that pussy. I made it ache for this dick. You want it ramming into your cunt. I'll prove it.”



“How?”



I squeezed her tits one last time then my hands slid up her shoulders. I grabbed here there and squeezed. I pushed down on her. “Because you're not going to get my cock in your pussy until you suck my dick. And I know how much you want to do that.”



“Do I?” Amusement flickered across her face.



“You don't want to suck my dick?” I arched an eyebrow at her. “Of course you do. I can feel the lust in you. That wicked desire. You're going to fall to your knees and just engulf my dick. You're going to suck on me like you've never sucked on a cock in your life. Or...”



“Or what?”



“You forget that you don't have any power here.”



“Of course I do.” She smiled. “I'm the one with the juicy, wet pussy that
 you
 want to fuck.”



“But I have two women waiting for me in the bar more than willing to do that.” I grinned at her. “More than willing to fall to their knees and suck my cock. Joan and Michiko worship my dick. Just like you will.”



She arched an eyebrow, daring me to walk away.



I stepped back, jeans and boxers bunched around my ankles. I bent down and grabbed them. I hauled them up, my cock twitching before me as I worked the cotton boxers and denim jeans up my thighs.



“If I buckle up, you're never getting to enjoy this cock, Lucy,” I said. “Find some pathetic guy to play these games with. I want a woman who surrenders to me.”



She shuddered, her eyes locked on that cock. “You're serious.”



“I am.”



“Men don't walk away from me!” Anger boiled off of her. “Look at me.”



“Oh, I am,” I said. “You are gorgeous. And? You're not the only woman who is.”



She hissed and then she fell to her knees. She stared up at me, her eyes flashing with rage. Still, a smile curled at the corner of her mouth “You bastard.”



“I know,” I said, grinning. I pulled my jeans and boxers up my thighs. “You're almost out of—”



Still gripping her card, she fell to her knees before me and grabbed my hips. I felt the lacquered face of the playing card rubbing on my hip moments before she opened her mouth and swallowed my dick.



Her warm, wet mouth slid over it. I groaned at that feeling, releasing my jeans and boxers. They slid down my legs. I grinned as I savored that sucking pressure. She knew how to please a dick. Lucy's tongue danced and swirled about it. She fluttered around my cock in fast circles.



I growled through my clenched teeth, savoring the feel of her hungry mouth nursing on my cock. It was an amazing delight. I loved every second of it. My heart pounded in my chest. My balls tightened as I savored her hot mouth.



“That's it,” I growled, sliding my hand through her hair. “Mmm, my naughty, little devil. Look at you sucking dick. You love it, don't you?”



She moaned around my cock. The passion vibrating about my dick sent pleasure shooting down my shaft and radiating throughout my body. I grinned at her, loving the way she sucked. How she nursed. It was an exquisite treat. I sucked in deep breaths, my heart hammering fast in my chest.



My balls tightened from her expert blowjob. Her tongue danced around the crown while her head twisted about. She rubbed my cock around the inside of her mouth. Across her inner cheeks, the roof. The different textures were exquisite as she bobbed her head.



“Yes, yes, you are a delicious treat,” I groaned. “Damn, Lucy, you know how to please a man.”



I planted my hand on the top of her head. I gripped her, massaging her as she sucked on me. I groaned, the pressure swelling at the tip of my cock that she so expertly caressed. Her tongue stroked my sensitive tip in just the right way.



My growls echoed around the small alcove behind the bar. My chest rose and fell. Her hands squeezed tight about my hips, the tarot card pinned between us. I felt the power brimming in that card she held.



Power that had surrendered to me.



I had Lucy. She was mine. Girl number three.



I smiled, savoring my personal devil worshiping my cock. I growled out my pleasure as Lucy did it. She sucked with passion, her lips sliding up and down my cock. I brushed the back of my throat. I growled out my rapture.



“Now deep-throat my cock. I want you to take every inch, Lucy.”



The redhead moaned about my dick. Her brown eyes stared up at me with such intensity. I grinned at her as she sucked and then she bobbed her head. She slid her mouth down my dick, taking inch after inch of my cock. I brushed the back of her throat.



“That's it,” I growled. “That's perfect, my sexy devil.”



With hardly a gagging sound, she swallowed my dick down her gullet. I groaned as I slid into her tight esophagus. It was an incredible experience. A stirring moment to enter her throat. She moaned as she did, the humming sound massaging my cock.



I groaned with my delight. This was perfect. A wonderful passion. I shuddered, my dick throbbing in her mouth. I groaned, enjoying every moment of her mouth sucking on my dick. The pleasure radiated through my body. I groaned, loving every second of it. Her lips nuzzled into my dark bush. This was perfect.



“Damn, Lucy,” I groaned. “You're amazing. You're just the perfect little slut for me, aren't you?”



She glared up at me but she kept sucking anyways. She nursed on me hungrily. I felt the fire in her nature. Oh, yes, she would be rebellious, but I owned her now. She would make things exciting. Her fiery passion bathed my dick as she moaned around it.



My balls tightened. I was so ready to fire all my cum into her. Just so eager to flood her mouth. She slid her lips back up my cock, sucking hard the entire time. My balls tightened. My chest rose and fell as I savored her nursing. I grinned at her, loving this amazing pleasure. This was incredible to enjoy. Just an amazing delight.



“Fuck, yes!” I growled. “Oh, damn, Lucy.” Her tongue swirled around the crown now, teasing me. “You want my cum, don't you? Going to swallow it all like you did last night.”



She groaned an mmmhmm around my cock.



“That's how I knew you're mine,” I growled. “You proved it last night when you fell to your knees and sucked my cock. You just had to realize it.”



She groaned, squeezing her eyes shut.



“Yeah, you realize it now.” I threw back my head, my hand tightening on her scalp. “Fuck!”



I erupted.



My cum fired into her sucking mouth. Spurt after spurt of jizz that flooded her. I groaned, my dick erupting over and over again. The pleasure slammed through my mind. I growled with each blast. My nuts tightened with each one. The cum fired out of me.



It splashed into her mouth. She groaned and gulped me down. She swallowed my jizz with hunger. I loved it. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. It was amazing. I grinned at her, loving the way she nursed on me.



“Oh, yes, yes, just like that! You're sucking my cum. Mmm, yes, yes, just nurse on my dick like that. Fuck!”



I hit the peak of my orgasm, the pleasure blazing through my mind. I growled, my pleasure rumbling for my chest. I shuddered as she kept suckling out the last of my jizz. Those lingering drops that were lurking in my dick.



Then she slid her mouth off my dick. “You really think that proved you tamed me.”



“Stand up, turn around, and beg me to fuck your ass,” I said. “You got me all nice and wet for it.”



Her eyes widened as she stood up, her large tits jiggling. Then she turned around. She braced her hands on the wall. The devil stared at me as she did, pinned against the bricks. Her bubbly ass thrust out at me.



“Fuck me in the ass,” she said in awe. “Jesus, I want you to fuck me in the ass. What have you done to me, Charles?”



“Tamed you with my rod,” I said and pressed my cock into her butt-crack. I found her puckered asshole.



“Fuck, you did!” she moaned. “Mmm, I'll be your devil. Just fuck me! Pound my asshole. I need it!”



I grinned as I pressed my cock into her asshole. I felt that delicious hole spreading around my dick. That naughty and tight sphincter stretching and stretching to take my cock. She moaned, her throaty passion echoing through the air.



I growled as I penetrated into her bowels. Inch after inch of my dick slid into her tight hole. She gasped. My hands slid around her body and stroked her stomach. I caressed over her smooth skin as her hot asshole devoured my cock.



“Goddamn,” I growled, sliding deeper and deeper into her bowels. “Goddamn, that's amazing. Yes!”



She shuddered, her asshole squeezing about my dick. The pleasure was exquisite. I shuddered as I went deeper and deeper into her bowels. Then I bottomed out in her. She moaned, head arching back. Her anal sheath clamped down on my cock.



“Fuck!” she growled. “Damn, Charles, you're hung. And still hard. You dumped cum down my throat and are ready to go again.”



She was right. Ever since I had gotten that Emperor card, my lusts had been always brimming in me, a storm just waiting to be unleashed. I slid my hands up and squeezed her tits, my rod throbbing in her bowels.



“Would you submit to a man who couldn't keep going?” I growled into her ear.



“No!” Her asshole squeezed about my dick. “Now fuck me hard. I want you to make me cum with that big dick.”



I grinned and drew back my hips.



She gasped, her asshole clenching down on my cock. It was a thing of beauty. I groaned at the sensation. It was fantastic. I shuddered, the pleasure spilling down my cock. I drew in a deep breath. This was amazing.



Then I slammed back into her snatch. I buried to the hilt in her. I shuddered at her bowels squeezing about my dick. She held me tight. I loved every second of it. This was amazing. Just a delicious treat.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned and fucked into her bowels. I buried to the hilt in her again and again. I fucked her with passion. My balls smacked into her taint while my crotch spanked her rump.



“Oh, Charles,” she groaned. “Oh god, churn my ass up!”



I plowed into her snatch hard. I buried to the hilt in her. She gasped, her bowels squeezing about my dick in such a delicious fashion. I groaned, the pleasure building and building in me. I buried hard into her asshole.



She groaned, her hips bucking back into me. She met my thrusts as I slammed to the hilt in her bowels. I plunged away, grunting and growling and loving the way her asshole gripped my dick. The velvety pleasure swept through me.



My hands slid up her stomach to her heavy breasts that bounced as I drilled into her bowels from behind. I slammed to the hilt in her again and again. I buried fast and hard. It was spectacular to do. I enjoyed every second of it.



“Yes!” I growled, burying into her bowels with such force. “Oh, yes, yes, you love that.”



“I fucking do,” she moaned, squeezing her asshole around my dick. “Come on, Charles, ram that dick into me. Make me explode.”



I thrust hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in her with such passionate strokes, her sheath squeezing about me on the pull back. I groaned at the delight of her asshole clenching about my dick. This pleasure wreathed around my shaft. It was exquisite. I shuddered, savoring every thrust into her asshole. She humped back into me, our flesh smacking together.



The alcove in the alley resounded with our passion. I grunted and groaned, fucking into her hard. Her head tossed before me. She groaned out her passion. Her boobs jiggled in my hand. I squeezed them. Kneaded them.



“Fuck!” she moaned. “I'm going to cum on this dick.”



I grinned at her, my fingers finding her nipple rings. I seized them. Twisted.



“Shit!” she gasped, her bowels clamping down on my cock. “Oh, fuck, yes! I'm going to explode. Keep doing that, Charles! You fucking stud. Shit, shit, shit!”



I buried hard and fast into her, twisting her nipples. Her moans echoed around us. Her asshole squeezed and massaged my dick. The pressure built and built at the tip. The ache swelled in my balls smacking into her taint.



I hammered her hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in her over and over again. I groaned with each thrust. I plowed to the hilt in her. She moaned, her flesh squeezing about me. Then she slammed her ass back into me.



Her bowels convulsed around my dick.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped, her voice throaty in delight.



I twisted her nipples as her bowels writhed and spasmed. Her flesh sucked at my cock. The pressure swelled at the tip. It was exquisite to enjoy. I loved every second of burying into her climaxing asshole.



“Cum in me!” she moaned.



“Getting there,” I growled, her hot flesh sucking at my cock.



I savored every plunge into her ass. I loved it all. This was majesty. I groaned as I fucked her convulsing bowels, every thrust bringing me closer to the edge. She moaned, her climax rippling through her body. I pumped away at her with every all my strength. I slammed to the hilt in her and growled out my pleasure.



“Fuck, yes!” I snarled. “That amazing. Yes, yes, that's perfect. Fuck!”



I erupted.



Her hot bowels rippled around my cock. She massaged me as I unloaded spurt after spurt of my jizz into her anal sheath. I groaned through the bliss. I snarled with each eruption of jizz into her bowels. I growled, basting her asshole with every drop of cum I had in me. I shuddered as she sucked at me. My face scrunched up.



“Yes!” I groaned. “Oh, god, yes!”



Stars danced before my eyes as I spurted all my jizz into her asshole. I unloaded again and again. I basted her bowels with my cum. It was a thing of beauty. A thing of majestic delight. I trembled through the ecstasy.



“Charles!” she panted. “Oh, goddamn, I'm your devil.” She panted. “Now tell me why the fuck that homeless guy gave me this?”



~~*~~



Victoria Caito



“Oh, my god, someone is fucking down there,” I said to Rashimi. We had our arms intertwined, clutching each other like lovers.



Well, we were lovers.



We had just made love in Rashimi's palm reader den. There, we had learned our fates that we were bound to one man, the Emperor. That hunk that I had seen my roommate Joan with this afternoon. Accepting our destiny, Rashimi and I had made love.



I had never had sex with a woman before. It had been delicious. Now we were heading back to my apartment to hopefully find that stud still there. We didn't know where else to look. Joan wasn't answering her phone—she often forgot it.



“Yes,” Rashimi moaned as the woman's gasps and the man's groans. We stared down the alley that ran between White's Pub and Lover's Delight, the sex shop. “She's getting it hard, isn't she?”



I shuddered and nodded. My cheeks were warmed. “That's how the Emperor is going to give it to us.”



Rashimi smiled at me. She was a gorgeous woman from India. She was skilled at palmistry. I had been coming to her for guidance for the last year. She had always helped me out, but now that we had our tarot cards and been awakened to our destinies, I felt so close to her. She had such gorgeous red-brown skin and glossy, black hair. I wanted to run my fingers through her tresses.



“Mmm, you know what we should do?” Rashimi said. She was the Hanged Man, the person persecuted for her insight and prophecy. I hoped nothing bad happened to her.



“What?” I asked. I was the Empress, the epitome of the fertile feminine. Nature and nurture were my roles.



“The sex shop,” she said. “I mean, if he's going to have a harem of eight women and only one cock, maybe we should get some toys.”



“Ooh, you're right,” I said and let her drag me across the alley's mouth. I peered down, curious who was fucking, but I couldn't quite see into that alcove.



Those moans made me shudder.



We reached the darkened door to Lover's Delight. The glass had been painted to keep anyone from seeing inside. We opened the door and were instantly confronted by a rack of pornographic magazines, green or orange stickers stuck over the women's exposed nipples and pussies. I shuddered at the sight. The door closed behind us while a chime rang. The shop was a rectangle, wider than it was deeper. A short counter to the left and racks of shelves everywhere. The back wall was all DVD's. There were costumes in the middle, sexy outfits.



And toys. Lots and lots of toys. I blushed. I had never seen so many dildos and vibrators and other things in one place. I had a vibrator, of course. What single woman didn't have a power tool to help out on lonely nights. I had bought mine online.



Joan would be at home here. She was a nymphomaniac, diagnosed and everything. I grabbed Rashimi's hand, squeezing it. There was something so illicit about coming into a sex shop. I felt like a naughty child doing something my mother would spank me for if she caught me in here.



“Oh, new lesbians,” a woman purred. She flowed up to us, her red hair bouncing about her face in such an airy fashion. She wore a bustier that lifted her big boobs into two jiggling mounds. She had a tartan skirt on that barely covered her ass and fishnet stockings vanishing into knee-high, heeled boots. “How wonderful. Here for your first toy?”



“You can tell?” I asked, flushing.



“Of course,” she said. “Mai-chan, do you remember when we bought our first toy together?”



A Japanese girl appeared from behind a shelf, so short I hadn't noticed her. She moved with a flowing grace. She had long, glossy back hair and wore a negligee type top that fell over her small breasts. Her skirt was tight and black, hugging what curves her body possessed. She wore stiletto heels with ease.



“Oh, that was such a delicious day, Amanda-chan,” she said, her accent thick and melodic. “We bought a double-headed dildo and spent hours with it.”



“Those are nice,” said Amanda. “But you can't go wrong with a strap-on for your first couple's toy. It can be fun helping your lover put it on and get it all ready, then bend over and beg her to ram it into your pussy.”



“Oh, my,” Rashimi said. I bet her cheeks were as hot as mine.



“Yeah, nothing like lesbians,” a man said.



I blinked and spotted the guy flipping through a nudie magazine at the end of the counter. He was a scruffy-looking guy, his black hair a mess. He had a goatee that made him seem devilish. He flicked his eyes up, dark and dangerous. He wasn't wearing a shirt and had the tattoo of four aces of spades fanned out over his heart.



“Nothing like watching one woman fuck another with a strap-on,” he said, turning the page again.



“Don't perv on them, Chance,” Mai said.



“Yeah,” Amanda added. “They're here for a beautiful moment. Don't cheapen it. They're in love.”



“Love,” Chance snorted. “Why don't you come over here and I'll show you love.” He squeezed his crotch.



“Later, later,” said Amanda, waving her arm. “We're working.”



“Working that ass in that skirt,” he said. “Mmm, bend over. I love looking at that skirt riding up and flashing your gorgeous cheeks. I know you're not wearing a thong.”



“Mai-chan,” Amanda said.



Mai nodded. “Come on, Chance, if you are going to be this way, I'll take care of you.”



I blinked. I thought they were lesbians, and yet it sounded like Mai was going to go fuck him, or maybe suck him off. She reached him and grabbed his crotch. She squeezed and led him away. I furrowed my brow and then glanced at Amanda.



She shrugged. “Mai and I thought we didn't need the D in our lives. We were wrong. Chance has... opened our eyes.”



“I see,” Rashimi said. She grabbed Amanda's left hand and turned her palm over. She ran a finger over the woman's love line.



“What are you doing?” Amanda asked. “Flirting? I'm a one-woman gal. And one man. Not down for swinging. Even if your lover's cute.” She winked at me.



Rashimi dropped her hand. “We just need a strap-on.”



“Sure, sure,” Amanda said.



I gave Rashimi a curious look but she gave a shake of her head. From the backroom, Chance let out a loud, throaty moan. I swear Mai must be back there sucking his dick or something. This was all so bizarre.



Well, ever since I walked in on Joan's threesome this afternoon, everything had felt bizarre. And now here I was shopping for a strap-on with my lover so we could fuck each other when we weren't be serviced by the Emperor.



“This here is what you want,” Amanda said, grabbing a box showing a fleshy dildo and a harness. “A little pricier, but that harness is good. The cheap ones break after a few uses. And, of course, the life-like cock. Perfect for a pair of bi women.”



“Bi?” I asked.



“Oh yes, I can tell that you two love that D, too.” She smiled. “But you're hoping to find that guy to please you both.”



“Yeah,” I said.



“Mmm, good luck,” said Amanda. “Enjoy it while you can.”



I frowned. “What does that mean?”



Amanda shrugged. “This world is crazy, you know. Can't predict the future, so live in the moment. If you find love, seize it hard and don't let go.”



“Fucking hell, Mai!” Chance roared from the back.



“Even if he's a scruffy drug dealer,” Amanda said. “Now, you can go with a cheaper one, but this one will satisfy you both while you wait for your man to come and sweep you both off your feet.”



I glanced at Rashimi. She nodded.



“Perfect,” Amanda said. She turned around and sauntered to the counter. “I want you two to be happy. World is changing fast. Who knows how it will end up?”



“Yes,” Rashimi said. “So many crazy people out there. The preacher. The fool.”



Amanda threw a look over her shoulder. “The guy being chased by the dog?”



I almost gasped out, “Did he give you a card, too?” but I didn't.



“Well, things are getting interesting,” Amanda said and slipped behind the counter. She typed at her cash register. “That'll be $130.31 with tax.”



Rashimi paid without breaking a sweat. I shuddered, questions dancing through my mind. Amanda put our purchase in a brown bag, Chance's moans growing louder and louder, Mai's joining him. They must be fucking by now.



Everyone seemed to be doing that.



Outside the shop, the moans from the alley had stopped. That couple had finished up. I glanced at Rashimi. “She's one of us?”



“Yes and no,” said Rashimi. “She's has a shared destiny. She's wrapped tight around Mai. They share the same fate, lovers bound tight.”



“The
 Lovers?” I asked. That was another of the Major Arcana of the Tarot Deck. The twenty-two unique cards that weren't part of the four suits.



“I think so.” Rashimi shuddered. “But they're not bound to the Emperor. They're bound to chaos. To a card of random chance and unpredictable events.”



I knew the Tarot pretty well. “The Wheel of Fortune? That scruffy guy?”



“Probably.”



We stopped at the corner of 3rd Street and 19th Avenue. Across the bustling road lay the Arcadia Apartments where I shared an apartment with Joan. Our destination. My shoulders worked together. I felt eyes on me. I glanced to my right to see a tall and slender biker chick watching us as she smoked a cigarette. Her eyes were dark shadows.



She made me shudder.



The light turned and we crossed the road. I felt that woman's eyes on me the entire time as we reached the sidewalk and hurried to our left to the apartment's glass doors. Up a few stairs and we were in the lobby of the building. A girl with silver-blonde hair was heading out, earbuds in. She had a lively step to her, a peppy smile on her lips.



She nodded to us before heading out into the night.



My excitement grew, swallowing all the questions. I really, really hoped that the Emperor was still at my apartment with Joan. We rode the elevator up to my floor and soon were before apartment 913. I unlocked it and...



It was quiet in my apartment. No one was home. Disappoint soured through me. I dropped my keys in the bowl and sighed. Rashimi looked around. She smiled at the place. It was a small, two-bedroom apartment. Only a single bathroom, which could be annoying. It was clean and there was all manner of little knickknacks on shelves.



Rashimi turned to me and glanced at the bag I held.



My pussy clenched. I asked, “You want to...?”



“We bought it for a reason,” she said, a smile spreading on her lips. She advanced on me. I shuddered as she grabbed me by the hips and then leaned in and kissed me on the mouth. I groaned at the feel of her lips on mine. They were sweet.



Delicious.



Kissing a woman was a treat. Something I never thought I would enjoy, but I found myself kissing her back with enthusiastic hunger. The paper bag crinkled in my hand as our passion swelled. My thighs pressed tight, denim rustling.



The questions about what was going on with these cards, and the two lesbians at the sex shop, melted away beneath the gentleness of Rashimi's kiss. Her tongue flicked across my lips. I shuddered at their sweetness.



She broke away from me and pulled off her t-shirt. She hadn't gone out in the usual gypsy-esque dress she wore at her shop. I supposed that must be for the effect of looking mysterious and playing into people's expectations.



A soft green bra constrained her tits, a little bow on the band between her round breasts. I groaned and pulled off my own t-shirt, my large tits jiggling in my bra. Together, we reached behind ourselves to undo our own bra bands. I shuddered, feeling like I was at a slumber party in my younger days, all of us proud of our bras and what little they contained, eager to show off.



Not in some sexual way, but just a comfortable way. I supposed boys must have done this with their cocks. Or maybe not. I remembered the boys in my school would get mad if you even hinted they might be gay. Unless they actually were gay and out of the closet. But most of them would get aggressive and macho.



Rashimi had such delicious breasts. I cupped her flesh with my pale fingers, loving how they felt. I squeezed them both. My fingers dug into her flesh. She groaned and shuddered, a bright smile spreading on her lips as I did that.



“Mmm, you like that, huh?” I asked her, my eyes bright.



She winked at me.



I grinned, loving it, too. I dug my fingers in deep. I gripped her breasts. I kneaded those lush and lovely tits. I dug my fingers into them. I squeezed them and loved how they felt in my hands. I jiggled them, savoring the way they felt.



Then her fingers cupped mine. She hefted my larger tits, her eyes dark and hungry. She ducked her head down and sucked a pink nub into her mouth. I gasped as she nursed on my nipple. Pleasure shot down to my cunt.



“Rashimi,” I moaned, my passion echoing through the living room. I shuddered as she suckled on me. This was incredible. I loved every moment of it.



For once, I was the one having fun out here in the living room.



A smile spread on my lips. This was so wild. Her hands sucked hard on my nipple. My pussy clenched as her tongue darted around my nub, massaging my areola. I ran my hands through her sleek, black hair.



“Oh, Rashimi,” I groaned. “Mmm, you're so good at that. Ooh, can you read my future in my nipple, Madam Chaudhary?”



She popped her mouth off and this ethereal expression spread on her lips. “I see a future of gasping orgasms as a dusky and beautiful Indian woman ravishing your pussy with a fleshy strap-on.”



“Oh, my,” I gasped. “What a delicious future. Mmm, would you be that dusky-skinned beauty? And would the flesh strap-on be in that bag?”



She winked at me.



I shuddered and then I fell to my knees. “Well, I better get you ready.”



I unsnapped the fastener of her black jeans. The zipper rasped down, her panties a matching shade of green to her bra with its own cute ribbon. I kissed it as I tugged off her pants. I was so eager to make her explode. I wanted this to be a magnificent night.



It would be so amazing to make her cum. And then to be fucked by her... Oh, what a delight.



She stepped out of her jeans and I tugged down her panties next. I breathed in her musk. Her wonderful, spicy aroma filled my nose. Her black bush came into view, her hairs trimmed close and not wild.



A cultivated bush.



I buried my face into her snatch and licked at her. I fluttered my tongue up and down her cunt. She gasped, her breasts jiggling over my head as I licked her. I fluttered over and over, wanting to give her delight.



“Mmm, that's nice,” Rashimi moaned as my tongue fluttered through her folds. “That's real nice.”



I beamed in delight as I licked and lapped through her folds. I caressed her with hunger. My tongue slid over her wicked delights, savoring the taste of her. Her spicy cunt coated my tongue. Juices spilled over my lips.



She was so wet. So ready. So was I. My cunt was on fire. As I feasted on her, I unsnapped my jeans. I wiggled them down my hips, pushing them off along with my panties. I worked them down to my knees, keeping my lips planted against her snatch.



Her curls tickled me as I rocked from side to side. It was difficult to keep my mouth glued to her cunt, but I worked my jeans and panties past my knees by shifting my weight. I pushed them off my legs, losing my shoes in the process.



“Oh, yes, yes, Victoria,” Rashimi moaned.



I loved hearing her say my name.



I licked and lapped at her cunt. I slid my tongue through her folds and brushed her clit. She gasped and bucked, her boobs jiggling above my head. I lapped again, my tongue caressing her folds and her bud.



“That's so good, but I want you to wear the strap-on,” she moaned. “I want to fuck you. Then I'll cum with you.”



I shuddered and pulled my face from her snatch. Her pussy cream ran down my chin. More stained my lips. She tasted so delicious. I loved eating her twat. It was such a delight. I smacked my lips and nodded. I grabbed the brown bag and opened it. Then I tore into the box. I wasn't gentle. I ripped the glossy packaging and shook out the toy. The dildo came in its own plastic bag.



My teeth helped me tear through that.



Then I was sliding the dildo through the harness. It was pretty easy to see how it worked. I held it up, the fleshy shaft thrusting at me. Rashimi stepped into the black leather, her round tits jiggling. I smiled as I worked the harness up her legs, the shaft bobbing before me.



Rashimi trembled as I went higher and higher until I had the dildo seated against her clit. I tightened the harness and then I couldn't help but suck on the tip for a moment. I tasted rubber as I stared up at her.



“Naughty Empress,” she said. “Mmm, you should be sucking on our Emperor's cock, not this pale imitation.”



I slid my mouth off with a wet plop. “He's not here.”



“A pity,” said Rashimi. “That leaves me no choice but to ravish you with my dildo.”



“Ravish away!” I stood up and then sank onto the couch, my butt right on the edge of the cushion. I leaned back, my breasts jiggling. I spread my legs, open and inviting. My tart aroma filled my nose.



“Victoria,” breathed Rashimi as she advanced. The Indian beauty licked her lips. “I'm going to fuck you hard.”



“Yes!” I moaned, aching for it.



She fell on me. Her arms went around me. My hand grabbed her dildo. I pressed the tip into my folds as she kissed me. Her tongue thrust into my mouth. The tip of the fake cock popped into my cunt. Then Rashimi thrust.



I groaned into her lips as she buried her dildo into my pussy. My cunt clenched about the fake cock. I shuddered beneath her, savoring this substitute for the real thing. I was horny, in need of more orgasms.



I stroked her back as we kissed, our breasts rubbing together. She pumped away at me. She thrust her girl-dick into the depths of my pussy and pulled back. I moaned, my cunt drinking in the friction.



It was incredible.



I broke the kiss and moaned, “Rashimi!”



“Mmm, my naughty Victoria,” she purred. “The wanton Empress.”



“Getting fucked by the...” I trailed off. Her tarot card wasn't sexy at all. “My hot seeress.”



She grinned as she drove the dildo into me. “Mmm, and I predict we're going to cum hard.”



“I hope you're right,” I moaned, my hands sliding down her back to grab her rump. I squeezed her. “Oh, yes, yes, I hope you're right.”



She buried her dildo deep into my cunt. She fucked me hard and fast. She buried to the hilt in me. I groaned as I squeezed down on the toy, increasing the silky friction. This was amazing. I loved her pumping away at me, her breasts rubbing against me.



Making love to a woman was a delight so different from a man. But a wonderful delight. One I was glad to enjoy. I shuddered, stroking her back. My fingers bit into her flesh. I pulled on her ass, savoring the sexy Indian beauty fucking me.



Our nipples brushed. Sparks flared down to my cunt. My pussy melted around the dildo. The rubbery shaft slammed into my cunt, stimulating me. It was an amazing delight. I groaned with each thrust. My orgasm swelled faster and faster.



“Are you going to cum?” asked Rashimi.



“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “Ooh, your prediction is coming true.”



“Mmm, cumming true, eh?”



Her eyes sparkled. I groaned and moved my hands up her back. I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her down. We kissed again. I loved the feel of her lips on me as she drove that dildo into my cunt. She stirred me up.



Every plunge brought me closer and closer to that wonderful moment of cumming. I would have such a major climax on her dildo. I shuddered, my heat building and building as she buried into my depths.



My fingers bit into her rump. I kneaded her flexing ass as she drove her toy into me. She fucked me with passion. With strength. It was intoxicating. I groaned, loving her every plunge into my snatch. Her every thrust into my cunt. It was a fantastic delight. I shuddered, squeezing my twat down around that thick shaft.



She broke the kiss to whimper, “Oh, it's building in me. The dildo massages my clit. Every time I do this!”



She drove into me and gasped.



“Ooh, I feel that in my pussy.”



“Good,” I moaned as she thrust into me again and again. She buried that wonderful dildo into my snatch. “Because I feel it every time you do that, too.”



“I'd hope so!” she moaned, her black hair spilling down her cheeks.



I groaned as she thrust into me. She had such solid plunges, burying that dildo deep into my cunt. I groaned, my pussy drinking in the pleasure. I swelled and swelled to my orgasm I came closer and closer to cumming on that amazing dildo.



I was so glad that we had popped into the sex shop. If we hadn't. I wouldn't have known this pleasure. My face scrunched up. The rapture built and built. I groaned, my cunt squeezing down on that dildo.



“I'm getting closer,” I moaned.



“Good,” she gasped, pumping away at me. Her breasts rubbed into mine. Naughty sparks burst from the contact of our flesh. “Mmm, I want you cumming hard.”



“Me, too!”



Rashimi drove the dildo hard into my pussy. I gasped, my back arching into the cushions. My tits heaved. That thick toy stimulated my cunt. She drove it into me with such passion. If we couldn't find him tonight, at least we had this wonderful delight.



This amazing rapture.



I trembled, on the verge now. She buried to the hilt in me and drew back. My pussy clamped down, the friction swelling my orgasm. I shuddered, my fingernails biting into her ass. She plunged in again, her crotch rubbing into mine. She massaged my clit.



I climaxed.



My thighs squeezed about her hips as I screamed out, “Yes, yes, yes!”



My pussy convulsed around the fleshy dildo. She drove it deep into my pussy as I bucked and moaned. My gasps echoed through the night. It was incredible to enjoy. I shuddered, my flesh rippling and writhing around the toy.



“Oh, my god!” I moaned, stars dancing before my eyes. They twinkled around Rashimi's beautiful face.



“Mmm, that's perfect, Victoria!” she groaned, drawing back the toy and thrusting into my pussy. “Yes!”



She trembled through her own orgasm. She gasped and moaned, her boobs jiggling as she trembled through her pleasure. It was so sexy to watch. I bit my lip, my cunt rippling and writhing around her toy. She had joined me.



“Oh, Rashimi!” I groaned. “Oh, we're going to have so much fun with him and his women.”



“Yes!” she moaned. “We're going to help him save the World.”



As she fell on me and kissed me, I knew she spoke the truth. Something brimmed in this world. Something dark and terrible. I didn't know what it meant. I shuddered, my pussy rippling and writhing as I hit the peak of my orgasm. I held her tight.



What was coming? What future awaited us?



~~*~~



Diana Fengari



I stalked the homeless fool passing out the tarot cards. The Preacher's other women were patrolling the night or standing watch. I passed Lorelei smoking a cigarette outside her liquor store. She nodded to me.



“Has he come back this way?” I asked her, cell phone in hand.



She shook her head. “Not since
 he
 chased him.”



The construction worker. That man was a threat. That was Yoko's job, though. She was waiting outside his apartment building to lure him into her embrace. And to keep an eye out for the fool. He had the tarot cards. If I could get them to the Preacher
 he
 could choose who had the power. Who would be awakened?



Nothing could be allowed to stop the World from burning. Nothing. I shuddered, my body brimming with ecstasy, as I stalked down 3rd Street east. I hardly glanced at my store, Happy Pets. I used to think my business was my life. My purpose.



How wrong I was.



I had been called to a grander purpose. The end of this corrupt and miserable race. I couldn't wait for the fire to consume us all and for those chosen by the Preacher to rise to paradise with him.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Harem's Passion!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Harem's Passion”




They both attacked the other's bra clasp as I moved around them in my spartan living room. It had all it needed. Couch, recliner, and TV with a good sound system. No clutter to obstruct me as I circled the two women. They pulled off the other's bra, their breasts coming into view.



Sakina's were round and perky. They had a firm jiggle to them as the women's lips still worked together in their passionate kiss. Adalet's were larger and softer, possessing a heavy sway to them. Both their nipples were similar shades of brown, Adalet's thicker.



They pressed together, deliberately pushing tit to tit. They moaned as they rubbed their nipples together. My dick throbbed as I glimpsed those nubs sliding around each other while their tongues flashed.



“Fuck,” I groaned and pulled off my t-shirt. I dropped it. I had a brawny physique from working construction. A strong man.



Strength... Power restrained. Controlled. But for what purpose?



I shook away those thoughts as my women were attacking their bottoms. A zipper rasped down. Cloth rustled. Sakina pulled Adalet's skirt over the Turkish lawyer's curving rump. She had gotten Justice. Fitting for a woman with such convictions. A purity of actions. When I had confessed there was another woman I was interested in, she had cleaved through all the awkwardness, all the emotional drama I expected, and said, “Let me meet her.”



Adalet's black thong vanished between the curves of her dusky butt-cheeks. Sakina's jeans rolled off her panty-clad ass. The white looking so lovely against the hue of her skin. She had a lighter skin tone than Adalet but was still significantly darker than my Irish complexion.



My arms and face were tan from working outdoors, but my chest and legs were pasty, and I had a pronounced farmer's tan.



“Damn,” I growled as my women grabbed each other's asses, still kissing. Jeans bunched around Sakina's knees, her legs shifting to work them down farther. Adalet's skirt lay in a pile around her feet in her stiletto heels. “You two...”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. Lives above the shop.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. Lives above the shop.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and is in a lesbian relationship with Victoria.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives an unknown Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress card and is in a lesbian relationship with Rashimi.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Will she betray Charles?













 
Mastering the Harem's Passion




Diana Fengari



The trill of my phone broke out as I stalked down the street.



I gripped it in my hand and swiped the screen, seeing Lorelei's name. I frowned as I brought it to my ear. I had just spoken to her a few minutes ago. “Yes?”



“He just gave me one,” Lorelei said. “Death.”



“What?” I gasped. “I was just there!”



I whirled around and ran down White Street, heading west for 19th Avenue. Annoyance rippled through me. I was searching for the foolish homeless man who was handing out the Tarot cards. If the Preacher could control
 who
 the man gave his cards to, we could ensure that the World would burn. That the mighty conflagration would destroy mankind. Our souls would rise out of the bonfire reborn as something better. Something beyond the limitation of our flesh.



Those of us who followed the Preacher and understood that mankind was a disease that had run its course. It was time for something better. The next stage of existence. Superior beings shining bright. Spiritual entities, gods that would exist until the end of time.



He had us hunting the homeless man. His women were around the neighborhood, haunting the streets where he'd been spotted previously. I was the one in charge of coordinating everyone's efforts, so when someone heard or saw something, I was the one they called and told any new information. It was maddening, though. He had doubled back on me.



I ran past the Brownstones, my legs stretching out before me. The hunt felt amazing. Exhilarating. I had energy that pushed me. I charged past the line of cars parked at the curb, the row broken only by the zone marked for the fire hydrant. The people here were all decadent. They were lost to the material world. They cared about their possessions. In feeding their appetites with entertainment. Food. Sex. Whatever they could stuff into the emptiness in their hearts.



I reached the corner, 19th Avenue bustling. Headlights from passing cars fought with the streetlights making it bright on the street. Nowhere near daylight, but I could see down its length for a significant distance. Lorelei was two blocks ahead. I could just spot her on the corner of 19th and 3rd Street.



I rushed down it, my heart racing. I had to close in on the homeless man. His Tarot cards held power. He selected those who would have a role in the coming conflagration. People who would oppose the Preacher. Fools who would try to save the world.



Fools like Charles Ramhorn, the man who had received the Emperor card.



I raced across 4th Street and passed Mama's Diner. Lorelei stood impassively waiting for me. The slender woman was dressed like a biker chick, her black leathers contrasting with the paleness of her skin. She had the Death card... I could see why she had received it. This woman had an ephemeral and haunting presence.



“Which way did he go?” I shouted, ignoring the people glancing at me. I slowed to a stop, my breaths. “Lorelei.”



She glanced down at the card in her hand. “He gave me this and said
 'Occides mundum?'
 What does that mean?”



“'Will you slay the World?'” I panted. “That's what it means.”



Ecstasy flashed across her face. “Oh, I will. I will murder the World for him.”



“Fine, fine,” I said, my stomach roiling. “Which way did he go, Lorelei? We need to find him.”



Lorelei stared down at her card still. “Death... What does that say about me?”



“That the end is coming,” I said. “Death is about profound changes, letting go of attachments, and the finality of things. It's a good sign because you are one of the Preacher's.”



Lorelei smiled. “A good sign...” Then she glanced down 3rd Street towards 20th Avenue. “He went left at 20th.”



I ran down 3rd Street for 20th Avenue, feeling like I was going in a circle. But the fool had to be found.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



I unlocked the door to the brownstone house I owned on 2nd Street. They were a small strip of them sandwiched between two of the massive apartment complexes that lined 19th Avenue. I opened the door and ushered in my dates.



Yes, dates.



Sakina and Adalet were two gorgeous women that had my blood boiling. They were both dusky-skinned Middle Easterners, Sakina was an Arab and Adalet was Turkish. They held hands, and the moment they were in my living room, they were kissing. I loved the sight as their bodies came together. Adalet wore her professional clothing, a pencil skirt and silk blouse, while Sakina casually wore a pair of jeans and a crop top.



The sight of them kissing stirred my cock. My dick throbbed and yet I found myself pulling out the Tarot card the crazy homeless guy had given me earlier this night. The Strength card. A lion being restrained by a woman. I glanced at my women.



Why did it feel like Sakina would restrain me? Hold back my power until the right moment. Because of her card? Temperance? What was going on? Why did these cards feel like they were important?



Those questions were hard to follow as the kissing women were stripping each other naked. I smiled as their lips worked together. Sakina's short, black hair swayed about her face while Adalet's spilled down past her shoulders. Her blouse came open, Sakina sliding it off her body. The band of a black bra crossed Adalet's back.



I shoved the Tarot card back into the pocket of my jeans and watched my two dates. The fact that both women were okay with being in a relationship with me was incredible. I had hit the jackpot with them. They felt so right together.



Their lips broke apart as Adalet pulled off Sakina's crop top. A white bra held her round breasts, a bit of gray lace trimming the cups.



Their lips met again.



“Damn,” I groaned.



They both attacked the other's bra clasp as I moved around them in my spartan living room. It had all it needed. Couch, recliner, and TV with a good sound system. No clutter to obstruct me as I circled the two women. They pulled off the other's bra, their breasts coming into view.



Sakina's were round and perky. They had a firm jiggle to them as the women's lips still worked together in their passionate kiss. Adalet's were larger and softer, possessing a heavy sway to them. Both their nipples were similar shades of brown, Adalet's thicker.



They pressed together, deliberately pushing tit to tit. They moaned as they rubbed their nipples together. My dick throbbed as I glimpsed those nubs sliding around each other while their tongues flashed.



“Fuck,” I groaned and pulled off my t-shirt. I dropped it. I had a brawny physique from working construction. A strong man.



Strength... Power restrained. Controlled. But for what purpose?



I shook away those thoughts as my women were attacking their bottoms. A zipper rasped down. Cloth rustled. Sakina pulled Adalet's skirt over the Turkish lawyer's curving rump. She had gotten Justice. Fitting for a woman with such convictions. A purity of actions. When I had confessed there was another woman I was interested in, she had cleaved through all the awkwardness, all the emotional drama I expected, and said, “Let me meet her.”



Adalet's black thong vanished between the curves of her dusky butt-cheeks. Sakina's jeans rolled off her panty-clad ass. The white looking so lovely against the hue of her skin. She had a lighter skin tone than Adalet but was still significantly darker than my Irish complexion.



My arms and face were tan from working outdoors, but my chest and legs were pasty, and I had a pronounced farmer's tan.



“Damn,” I growled as my women grabbed each other's asses, still kissing. Jeans bunched around Sakina's knees, her legs shifting to work them down farther. Adalet's skirt lay in a pile around her feet in her stiletto heels. “You two...”



Adalet broke the kiss. “Mmm, I know.”



Sakina smiled. “You are a lucky man, Conner.”



“Oh?” I asked, their hands pushing down each other's panties now.



“I wouldn't do this for another man.”



“What makes me special?”



Sakina glanced at me, her brown eyes warm. “I don't know. The first time I saw you come into Healthy Life I knew you were the man I would marry. I felt it in my heart like Allah had whispered it to me.”



“I don't think Allah approves of what we're doing,” said Adalet. “Women loving women is definitely
 haram.”



“That doesn't change what I believe,” Sakina said. “Loving you is loving him. We are his wives, Adalet. Is what we do with each other truly
 haram
 if it is in submission to our husband.”



“Submission?” asked Adalet, amusement in her voice.



“The most rapturous and divine sort,” Sakina moaned, her hands pushing Adalet's panties down. “Let me show you.”



She kissed Adalet on the mouth, their panties falling past their knees. Their tongues twined again while Sakina stepped out of her jeans and panties. She grabbed Adalet's ass again and kissed her hungrily. Then she pushed her back towards the couch. Adalet let her.



My wives...



I stared at them. I had been flirting with Sakina at her store for a few weeks. I'd finally asked her out the other day. Adalet, on the other hand, I had met at a bar. A one-night stand that had been the most passionate of my life. Well, until I had both of them together.



Nothing could ever top last night.



However, watching Sakina push Adalet down on the couch was stirring. Sakina bent over, her shaved pussy peeking out between her thighs. I groaned at the view. She was wet, dripping. Juices ran down her thighs.



She straddled Adalet. The busty woman grabbed Sakina's thighs, pulling the Arab girl's cunt down to hungry lips. Adalet licked at Sakina's pussy hungrily. I groaned, watching Adalet's large breasts jiggling like two mounds of jello in an earthquake.



Sakina bent over, bringing her face to Adalet's trimmed, black bush. Sakina glanced at me. “Submission. Do you see?”



“Yeah,” I said, witnessing her passion. Her beauty.



I understood why the lion was being restrained by the woman on the Strength card. Power unleashed without thought was a dangerous and chaotic thing. A real man was in control of his strength. He used it for purpose. To build. To protect. To provide. And why did he do that?



To get laid.



For a woman. Or women.



Sakina pressed her face into Adalet's bush. The women moaned as they feasted on each other. They devoured each other's cunt. Adalet's hands grabbed Sakina's ass, squeezing the Arab girl's tight tush. I groaned as I watched, kneeling to unlace my boots while keeping my eyes locked on them.



Their breasts rubbed into the other's stomach. They moaned, the coach creaking as they writhed together in their shared passion. They loved each other to please me. To submit to my desires. I wanted this. Wanted them both.



“Damn,” I groaned as I took off my shoes. Bigamy... It wasn't legal in the United States, but Sakina sounded more than happy to share me with another woman. Adalet, too.



Boots off, I unzipped my pants and shoved them and my boxers down with one go. My dick popped out hard and throbbing, thrusting from my fiery bush. I wanted to grab myself, stroke my cock, but I restrained myself and watched.



Their moans, muffled by hot cunt, filled the air. They devoured each other. I loved the sight of them pressed together. There was such a passion to them. An earthy fertileness to busty Adalet and a soothing passion to Sakina. She was both enticing and calming.



A cooling shower on a hot day.



Poetic thoughts rippled through my mind as they licked and lapped and moaned. Adalet's fingers dimpled Sakina's firm rump. The Arab girl kept in shape. Her body had an athletic tone. She did work at a health shop. Adalet was softer, a thicker girl but still sexy. She had just the right amount of curves to make a man's blood boil with ideas of sliding into her pussy and spilling his seed in her fertile depths.



“Fuck,” I muttered.



Their moans grew in pitch and volume. Their heads moved as they lapped. Adalet's legs stretched, her toes curled. She whimpered, gripping Sakina's ass tighter. The scent of their pussies, tangy and sweet, filled my nose. My mouth salivated.



Then the women were moaning. Gasping.



“Yes, yes, yes!” Adalet groaned, almost a rumble.



“Ooh, Adalet!” squealed Sakina.



They were cumming. I groaned as I watched them share in their passion. My cock throbbed with such desire. I needed to cum. I had to erupt. My balls ached with the pressure of my jizz wanting to escape.



My women licked and lapped and loved each other. They both moaned and groaned. They trembled through their passion together, drinking the other's pussy cream. The stirring sight had me grinning from ear to ear.



“Oh, that's good,” moaned Sakina. “Oh, Connal, did you enjoy that?” She lifted her head, her lips smeared in wet passion.



“Of course he did,” Adalet said, her hands stroking Sakina's ass. “He's a man. They all love watching us women come together.”



“Who doesn't like watching two beautiful flowers coming together?” I asked.



Sakina gave a wicked giggle, her eyes on my cock. “He needs us, Adalet.”



“After what we did, he'd be a dead man if he didn't,” Adalet answered.



“Even if I were dead, I would need you after watching that,” I growled.



“Let's blow him,” Sakina purred. She licked her lips, sliding her tongue around them and gathering up the pussy juices staining her mouth.



“Mmm, yes,” Adalet moaned.



Sakina rolled off of Adalet and slipped to the floor with such grace, her round tits jiggling. She grabbed my cock in her dainty hand. I savored the feel of her. She felt cool compared to the heat blazing in my cock. She stroked me as she leaned in and kissed the side of my dick.



“Fuck,” I growled. “You two...”



“I know,” Adalet said, her dusky breasts heaving as she slipped off the couch. Her black hair fell about her face. Juices gleamed on her lips, too. That sweet flood that had gushed from Sakina's twat. “Submission... Not something I'm good at.”



I smiled. “It's hard to follow your own righteousness when another's telling you what to do, huh?”



She stared at my cock. “Unless my righteousness and your will align.”



Her lips kissed at the other side of my cock. I groaned at the two lips nibbling and smooching the tip of my dick. Adalet's hand joined Sakina's in holding my shaft. Their tongues flicked over the head of my shaft.



I groaned, the pleasure shooting down to my balls. I smiled, savoring how satisfying this was. It was great to experience. Their tongues danced over my crown and brushed each other. Adalet's plump lips caressed Sakina's.



“Damn,” I groaned, loving the solid way Adalet gripped my cock and the way Sakina's hand flowed as she pumped a few inches up and down my cock. “You two... Fuck, I'm the luckiest guy in the world.”



“Never forget that,” Adalet said, winking a dark eye.



“You're lucky...” Sakina moaned. “I've been waiting my whole life for my bridegroom to claim me.”



She sucked the entire crown of my cock into her mouth. I groaned as her wet warmth engulfed the tip. She swirled her tongue around it, stimulating me. I groaned while Adalet watched with such heat in her eyes.



“She's right,” Adalet said. “Lucky... I had abandoned love. I have a job. An important one. A righteous calling to punish the wicked, but you... Her...” She shuddered and a rare smile broke her lips. “Well... Even I need more than just a crusade.”



Sakina moaned and nodded, her tongue dancing around my cock. She suckled hungrily. I groaned, my balls tensing as she nursed on me with such delight. Her eyes sparkled up at me. Sloppy sounds came from her lips.



Then she popped her mouth off, drool flooding down her chin, and handed my cock off to Adalet. The Turkish beauty sucked my dick into her mouth with greedy hunger. Her cheek hollowed with the force of her suction.



I growled, my balls tightening as I enjoyed her passion. She had focus. Drive. She wanted to make me cum. Her hand tightened its grip on me, holding me firmly in place as she worked her lips up and down a few inches of my cock.



She sucked.



Her tongue danced.



“Fuck, yes,” I growled.



Her head twisted, shifting how my cock rubbed against the roof of her mouth. The pleasure flowed down my shaft. I groaned, hands clenching tight. Sakina smiled up at me, her hand stroking the base of my dick.



“Mmm, he likes that, Adalet,” moaned Sakina, delight in her eyes.



Adalet popped her mouth off. “He's a man. Of course, he does.”



Giggling, Sakina swallowed the tip of my dick next. She nursed on me hungrily. I groaned, my cock throbbing in her mouth. She sucked and my balls twitched. They throbbed with the force of her suction.



She soothing tongue swept over the crown. I groaned, my entire body tensing. I rose towards my orgasm with her every suckle. My balls twitched, responding to her passion. Her eyes stared up at me, her brown depths priming with her love.



Damn.



Then Sakina slid her mouth off and Adalet sucked with her aggression. She bobbed her head, rubbing the tip of my cock along the roof of her mouth. Her tongue stroked along the base. It was incredible. My cum rose to the pinnacle.



“Mmm, are you getting closer?” asked Sakina. “Getting closer to erupting.”



“Yes,” I growled. “You two... Damn.”



“But in whose mouth?” Sakina asked. “Adalet's? She's sucking so hard. Mmm, I bet you just want to erupt in her mouth.”



“Your faces,” I growled. “I want to erupt on your faces.”



Adalet stopped sucking for a moment. Then she resumed, nursing harder. I groaned as Sakina smiled with something that was both eager and coy. Like a maiden hiding just how excited she was, pretending at modesty when passions flowed through her.



My sexy lawyer pulled her mouth off my cock and then Sakina swallowed my dick. Her mouth slid over my cock. Her tongue bathed my head in her passion. I groaned as she nursed, coaxing my cum to erupt from my cock.



“So, you want to jizz all over faces, huh?” Adalet asked, her eyes sparkling.



“I do,” I growled.



She shuddered. “Men. Always wanting to mark their territory.” A twinkle shone in her eyes. “Mark us, Connal. She's right. I saw you and knew that I needed more than just a one-night stand.”



“Fuck,” I groaned, the pressure rising. “Sakina...”



She pulled her mouth off my cock. Adalet started stroking me, too. They both slid their hands up and down my shafts, their fists bumping together in the middle. Adalet massaged the crown of my cock as they pressed their faces together.



Two dusky beauties staring up at me.



“Fuck!” I growled, the pressure swelling in my nuts. “You two... I... Shit!”



I erupted.



My cum fired from my cock. Spurt after spurt of jizz that basted their faces. I painted ropy lines of my spunk over their features. This amazing pleasure blazed across my mind. I shuddered, savoring the pleasure erupting from my dick.



I splattered white across my women's faces. I coated them in my passion. I grunted as my jizz dribbled over their features. They both moaned, mouths opening to catch my cum. It was the sexiest sight in the world.



They submitted to
 this.
 They both looked so happy as I fired the last of my cum on them. I liked this relationship. Two women. Bigamy might be illegal, but nothing was stopping me from dating both of them. Loving them.



Using my strength to defend them. That was what the homeless guy meant, right? I was to use my strength to defend my women unless... Was there something else?



I didn't know. It was hard to think as Adalet and Sakina lapped my spunk off each other's face hungrily, pink tongues scooping up white jizz. I groaned as they kissed, their tongues twining, passing my cum back and forth.



I would protect them both.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I entered the bar with Lucy clinging to me. I had tamed the redheaded and wild bartender. My rod had made her mine. The third woman in my harem. Five more to go according to what that crazy homeless guy had said.



The bar wasn't terribly busy, it was still a weekday evening, but there were a few guys there getting drinks from the other bartender. A slender guy with a beard trimmed so close it was barely more than stubble.



Joan and Michiko were sitting side by side at our booth. They both were flushed, especially Joan with her milk-pale skin. She had a naughty smile on her lips as she brought Michiko's gleaming fingers to her lips and sucked on them.



“My, oh, my,” Lucy said as my Japanese girlfriend shuddered. Michiko arched her back and groaned as she clearly enjoyed Joan sucking on those fingers. “What were you two doing?”



“Talking,” Michiko said, looking embarrassed.



Joan slid the digits from her lips and purred, “Mmm, lots of talking. A naughty sign language that every woman can understand.”



Lucy laughed as she slid into the booth across from them. “Well, well, how utterly naughty.”



“And you're his,” Joan said. “Wonderful. I bet that means your dick is well satiated.”



“Well,” I said.



“I don't know,” Lucy said, her hands slid down and rubbed at my crotch. “You're still hard.”



“He doesn't go soft,” Michiko said. She took a sip from her beer. “I mean... What he did to Joan and me during our lunch break... Well, he has stamina.”



“I should do something, though,” Lucy said and ducked her head down.



“Damn,” I groaned as she unzipped my fly.



“Here?” gasped Michiko, looking around. While the bar wasn't packed, there were still a half-dozen others who could see what was going on.



“His cock's so dirty,” moaned Lucy, her head down in my lap. She reached into my open fly and pulled my cock out through the slit in my boxers. She held my cock and licked the tip.



“Dirty?” Michiko asked. “Did he fuck your ass.”



“Uh-huh,” Lucy moaned and then sucked my dick into her mouth. Her lips slid down my cock, buffing me clean with her tongue.



“Lucky,” Michiko groaned. She was an anal fiend, the naughty woman.



She watched, squirming. I winked at her as Lucy bobbed her head up and down my cock. I leaned back against the padded bench and savored her polishing my pole clean of her ass. This was a delight. I had definitely tamed her with my rod.



Michiko licked her lips, squirming more. Joan watched with a pleased look. The nymphomaniac—her word, not mine—watched with smoldering, blue eyes. She leaned forward and definitely approved of my blowjob.



“What is she doing to you?” Joan asked. “Tell us.”



Michiko merely kept shifting, her cheeks growing darker with her flush.



“She's bobbing her head,” I groaned. “Tongue dancing. She's buffing my cock clean of her ass and loving it.”



Lucy moaned around my cock, the humming delight massaging my tip.



“Oh, yes, definitely loving it. She's a wild one. She's got her tongue dancing. She loves the taste of her ass.”



“I bet it's tasty,” moaned Michiko, her eyes dewy.



“I bet you'll find out soon,” said Joan. “Though I can kneel on the table and you can flip up my skirt to eat my asshole out.”



“Everyone will see that,” gasped Michiko. “They might see what Lucy's doing.”



“I know,” groaned Joan, her eyes growing misty. “It would be so hot having all those eyes staring at you rimming my asshole.”



“We can do it later,” Michiko moaned and poured herself more beer from the pitcher.



I groaned, savoring Lucy bobbing her head. She worked that mouth up and down my cock hungrily. My toes curled as she polished her ass off my rod. She worshiped it, the pressure growing and growing in my balls and the tip of my cock.



I savored it, my dick throbbing and aching. She was such a treat. A delight to have sucking my cock. I loved every moment of her sucking on me. It was incredible. I savored it. This was fantastic to enjoy.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I growled. “Buff that dick clean, Lucy.”



“Mmm, buff him clean,” Joan said. “Polish our man's dick.”



Michiko nodded.



“Worship that rod,” groaned Joan. She leaned back and squeezed her small breasts through her top. She moaned, her fingers kneading her flesh. “Just polish every inch of that sucker. Oh, yes, yes, love his cock.”



Lucy did.



She moaned louder, humming around it. I groaned, savoring this happening in the middle of the bar. Lucy was wild, devilish. Her hot mouth almost burned around my cock. She suckled with such prowess. I groaned, rising towards that eruption.



“Fuck,” I growled. “Oh, fuck, that's good.”



“Mmm, it is,” moaned Michiko, licking her lips.



Lucy swelled the pressure at the tip of my cock. Her tongue swept around it. My dick throbbed with the force of her nursing. She was incredible to enjoy. I loved every second of her blowjob. She brought me closer and closer and closer to erupting.



My balls tightened. Her tongue danced around my dick. The pleasure swelled in me. I growled out my enjoyment as she suckled hard. This was it. This was what I craved. I groaned, my back arching. I savored every bit of it.



“Shit!” I gasped. “Oh, fuck, that's it.”



“Cum in her mouth!” Joan moaned, rubbing her nipples through her blouse.



Michiko nodded, watching with hot eyes.



Their presence sweetened the pleasure. My dick twitched in Lucy's mouth. Then I growled and erupted. The cum fired out of my cock. It spurted into her mouth. I growled, bathing her with my spunk. It was a delight. A pleasure to flood her with spurt after spurt of my cum.



The pleasure erupted through my body and boiled my thoughts. I growled, head leaning back against the booth. Lucy gulped own my cum. She swallowed it all as I shuddered. My legs spasmed from the bliss.



I hit that pinnacle. I stood on top of the world for one mighty second.



“Damn,” I panted as I fired the last of my cum into her mouth, the euphoria suffusing my body.



Lucy slid her mouth off my cock and shoved me back into my boxers and pants. She zipped me up as she sat up. She leaned back and then smiled, looking so devilish with my pearly cum staining her ruby lips.



“Damn,” said Joan. “That was hot.”



Michiko nodded.



“She got a card, too,” I said. “The Devil.”



“Too, huh?” Lucy said, staring at them. “You all have cards?”



“He's the Emperor, I'm the Magician, and Joan's the High Priestess,” Michiko said.



“High Priestess, huh?” Lucy asked.



“Mmm, and I get to play with the Devil.” Joan licked her lips. “I do love sinning.”



“Still, what's going on?” Lucy asked. “That crazy homeless dude throws a card at me and said...” She thought for a moment.
 “‘Libido tua incendet inimicos eius.'”



“'
 Your lust shall burn his enemies,'” Joan said.



“Nice.” Lucy smiled. “Who are his enemies.”



That was what I would like to know. What was going on? Why did I feel this mounting tension in my shoulders? Now that I was coming down off the high of cumming in her mouth, I could feel it stretching my skin taut. Something big was coming. Something huge. What?



~~*~~



Ester Morgenstern



I was walking down 3rd Street alone, passing the graveyard behind Our Lady of Heaven. I shuddered, this chill in the night. I was returning from seeing a movie with a few friends out on 25th Street. Now I had just a few more blocks to get home. Cross 20th and 19th Avenues and I'd be back at the Arcadia apartments.



It was always a little nervous walking home at night. The neighborhood was so alive during the day, but as the evening wore on, it started to empty. I felt eyes watching me even on this well-lit road. I reached the corner of 20th Avenue. White's Pub was just across the street. I wasn't one for drinking. I was only eighteen and had only had a few occasional sips of beer or wine.



I watched another man head inside the pub. I didn't get the appeal.. What good did it do?



A woman jogged across 20th Avenue, her face sweaty. She looked like she had been running about all night. She was a slender woman with silver-blonde hair. She reached my side of the curb. I recognized her.



“Hey, you're the owner of Happy Pets, right?” I asked. It lay behind Knave's Deli where I worked, separated by an alley. And Happy pets was just kitty-corner from the two of us right now, just on the other side of 20th and 3rd. “Diana, right?”



She glanced at me. “Yeah. Do I know you?”



“Sure, sometimes you come into—”



A homeless man, his beard dirty, ran up along the side of the church building. Diana gasped, her jaw falling. A nervous shudder washed through me as the homeless man stopped before me, holding a pole with a sack hanging off the end. I wrinkled my nose at the odor. Fear washed through me.



“Cui luces?”
 he said
 to me and then, with a flourish of his fingers, produced a card and flicked it at me.



I gaped in shock as I plucked the card out of the air and stared down at it. A naked woman kneeling by a pool of water, one foot in the pool, the other on the land. A large star shone above her head with seven smaller stars in an arc around the big one. At the bottom was written The Star. I frowned as I studied it, the woman was pouring water from two jugs, one into the pool and the other on the ground.



“What?” I asked.



“You're one of the Preacher's!” gasped Diana. Her hand seized my arm. “You have to be. You were given a card.”



“What?” I asked in shock.



“Come with me!” Diana yanked hard on my arm.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I dropped a twenty on the table to pay for the pitcher of beer and slipped out of the booth. Lucy followed while Joan and Michiko slid out on the other side. They grabbed my arms, holding tight to me. Lucy laughed and sauntered ahead of us, her ass looking great in her jeans.



“You going somewhere?” the other bartender asked. “Lucy?”



“Taking a personal day,” she said and winked at him. “Going to get laid.”



The bartender's jaw dropped.



Lucy pushed open the door and stepped out onto 3rd Street, the light illuminating her. I grinned at how sexy she was. I followed her with my two other women on my arms. Joan and Michiko pressed tight against me so we could squeeze through the doorway. My cock was hard. My apartment was close. I couldn't wait to ravish my three women.



“Let go of me!”



The shout drew my attention. I glanced to my right. Across 20th Avenue, the homeless guy was running away, the dog chasing him. But he wasn't the cause of the outburst. Ester, the cute girl who worked at Knave's Deli, was trying to break free of the grasp of a blonde woman.



“I don't want to be one of his women!” Ester shouted. The girl always had a peppy smile, so to see her struggling angered me.



Traffic flowed down the street. I hit the curb, looking for a break to dash over.



“You know why you should be his woman!” the blonde gripping her shouted.
 “Cui luces?
 That's what he said. 'For whom do you shine,' Star? You will shine for him. The Preacher will elevate you to one of those stars. You will shine down on this ruined World!”



“You're crazy!” Ester shouted. “Let me go!”



“No.” The woman dragged Ester away.



“Fuck,” I growled, not sure what was going on. I darted out into the road.



“Charles!” Michiko shouted, alarm in her voice.



A car honked, brakes squealing. I thrust my hand out, warning the next car to stop as I barreled across the sidewalk. Ester fought, her silver-blonde hair dancing behind her, a hue so similar to the woman trying to drag her off. Her mother?



But Ester was fighting back, trying to dig her heels in. The slender girl was yanked back hard. She almost fell, stumbling. The other woman had a wild look in her face, almost feral as she pulled Ester along.



“Once you meet the Preacher, you'll see!” the kidnapper said.



That crazy fucker?



I reached the other side of the road and shouted, “Hey! Let her go!”



The woman cast wild eyes at me. They radiated passion in the reflected glow of the headlights, almost fluorescing like a beast's. Her face twisted in fury. She yanked hard on Ester, hauling the girl behind her. Ester almost fell, stumbling on her heels.



“This is none of your business!” spat the woman.



“I'm making it my business,” I growled, looming over her. “She doesn't want to go with you!”



“Charles!” Ester shouted, hope bursting to life in her blue eyes. They twinkled. “I don't know who she is! She's crazy!”



“Yeah,” I growled. “Let her go right now.”



“What are you going to do?” the woman demanded, her eyes feral. “Going to hit me, Emperor?”



My brow knitted. How the fuck did she know that? “I don't need to hit you.” I grabbed her arm holding onto Ester. I jerked hard and ripped her free. I shoved her back into the wrought iron fence running along the back of the graveyard. She hit it.



Ester flew to me. She threw her arms around me and hugged me tight. She trembled as she clung to me. She whimpered, “Thank you. Thank you.” The words spilled out of her like the babble of a brook. “She wanted to... And I... Thank you!”



“She's the Preacher's,” hissed the woman. “She's been chosen.”



“Doesn't look like it to me,” I said, pushing Ester behind me. Footsteps raced up behind me. My women had arrived.



Lucy stepped up beside me. “Want me to kick this skank's ass?” She popped her knuckles. “I haven't had a good chick fight in a while.”



The woman stared at us with fury. Her lips curled back. She looked mad, like she really thought she could take on Lucy, let alone me. I didn't like hitting women, but I had no problem standing back and watching Lucy teach her a lesson. I opened my mouth to unleash my devil when a whistle blew.



Sharp and shrill, it yanked all our attention to the cop jogging across the road. Officer Donnelly stepped onto the sidewalk by us, her fierce face flicking from us to the crazy woman. The cop's red hair swayed behind her, gathered in a ponytail.



“What's going on here?” she demanded.



“She tried to drag me off to see some crazy preacher!” Ester said. “She's insane!”



Officer Donnelly glanced at the feral woman. “This true?”



“She's chosen!” The feverish heat in the woman's eyes was frightening. “She belongs to the Preacher. I have to take her to him. You have to help me!”



Officer Donnelly shook her head. Then she glanced at me. “I'll take care of her. You can go about your evening. Sorry.”



“What?” the woman gasped. She twisted. “We have to bring her to him. He needs her.”



“Uh-huh,” the cop said and grabbed the woman's right arm, bent it behind her back, and pinned it there. Donnelly produced cuffs and slapped them on woman's wrist. The metal ratcheted. She glanced at us. “Go about your night. I'll see that she doesn't bother you again, Ma'am.”



“Don't you need a statement?” I asked.



“I saw enough of it,” the cop said. She pulled Diana's other hand behind her back. “I've got this. Get that girl home. She looks shaken.”



Ester whimpered.



“Okay,” I said.



“She lives in my building,” Joan said, pulling Ester from me. “Come on, sweetheart, we'll get you home.”



The girl nodded.



I frowned. Something felt off about this, but the cop was talking into her radio, calling for backup. I shrugged. Ester did look shaken up. She held a Tarot card in her hands. Of course. That homeless guy was around and then one of that crazy preacher's followers attacked her. Those crazy idiots probably thought the cards were important.



Weren't they?



I didn't know.



Joan and Michiko held Ester on the walk up 3rd Street. It was only a block to the Arcadia Apartments on the other side of 19th Avenue. We passed White's Pub and Lover's Delight. The biker chick who worked at the Liquor Store stood on the corner looking bored. She glanced at us with dark, empty eyes.



I shuddered like I'd stared into a grave. I shook my head as we waited for the light to change. We crossed 19th and walked down the apartment building to the doors. Ester was walking taller. She looked like she had regained some of her composure.



We all piled into the elevator. Ester hit the 2nd Floor button while Joan pressed the button for 9. It was a short ride up. Ester hugged Joan and Michiko, and then she hugged me tight. She pressed her soft lips against my cheek, the touch burning.



“Thank you,” she said, my cock stirring at the feel of her nubile body.



“Just doing what anyone should have,” I said, shrugging.



She gave me a broad smile. “Still, thank you.”



I shrugged. “You have my number if you need anything. And I'll be right here. Apartment 913. Okay.”



She nodded and slipped out of the elevator. Lucy hit the close door button and smiled. “She's going to be spreading those thighs for you soon. Mmm, just eager to reward her hero.”



“I didn't save her for that,” I said, scowling at her.



“Doesn't change it. She's got a huge crush on you. You'll see. She'll be needing some comfort soon.” She threw her arms up in the air. “Bow chicka bow wow. She's going to need to be held by her hero.”



Joan giggled. “Oh, yes, she's got it bad for you, Charles. Can't blame her. You're cute.”



I shrugged.



The elevator dinged on our floor. Joan led the way to her apartment. She pulled out her keys and unlocked the door. She opened it and gasped in delight. My cock stirred. Was it her roommate? Victoria had been an exciting beauty that had walked in on our threesome earlier that day.



“Well, well, well,” Joan said, sidling inside. “This is a surprise. You brought a woman home.”



“Did you bring him home?” Victoria asked as I followed Michiko in.



I blinked at the sight of Victoria with a strap-on, her large breasts rising and falling with her heavy breathing. The air reeked of hot pussy, that wonderful perfume. Lying on the floor, clearly just having been fucked hard, was a woman with red-brown skin. She looked South Asian. Indian or Bangladeshi at a guess, her glossy black hair spread out around her flushed face.



“It's you,” said the woman, her accent slightly British. She stood up, her round breasts swaying. She had soulful, brown eyes. Entrancing. She grabbed my hand and thrust it between her thighs. She pressed it right against her trimmed bush. “Yes, yes, it's you. My man.”



“Your man, huh?” I asked and slid my fingers up and down her slit. Then I thrust them into her wet depths.



“Yes, yes, you're our man,” moaned Victoria. “She's a seeress. A palm reader. We've been chosen to be yours.”



“Got cards, huh?” I asked as Lucy whipped out her Devil card and held it up.



“Yes, yes, Emperor!” Victoria moaned. “I'm your Empress.” She shuddered, her bountiful breasts swaying from side to side.”



“And I'm your Hanged Man,” breathed the woman whose pussy squeezed about my fingers. “Your seeress.”



“Damn,” I said, my finger stirring around in her. “You didn't cum, did you? Poor Victoria was hammering away at this twat and we interrupted her.”



“Yes,” the seeress moaned. “I'm Rashimi. Rashimi Chaudhary. I'm so horny. Please don't stop using your fingers.”



“Wouldn't you prefer something better than my fingers?” I asked. This felt so right. Eight women to love. Ester, Victoria, and Rashimi would bring me up to six. Only two more to find. I wiggled my digits in her, the tension in my shoulder swelling as my cock ached. “Something thicker.”



Her hand attacked my jeans as she moaned, “Yes, Emperor.”



“Charles,” I panted.



“Such a strong and royal name,” she groaned, her fingers unsnapping my jeans. “Like Charlemagne. Emperor.” I shuddered as she ripped open my fly. Her hands shoved my jeans down my legs, my boxers following. My cock popped out.



I kissed her hungrily, hearing my women in the background stripping naked, Joan praising Victoria's dildo. I pushed Rashimi down on the couch, my hands finding her round breasts. I squeezed them as her hand grabbed my cock. She guided me to her bush. To the hot folds of her pussy.



I had never gone from meeting a woman to fucking her so fast in my life, but as she pressed me into her cunt, I knew it was destiny. She was important to me. Fate swirled around my life. I never really believed in this mystical crap, but now...



Something was happening in the world. A change was coming. A big one.



I thrust into her cunt. My rod penetrated into her juicy twat. She groaned, her tongue dancing with mine. Her lips worked against my mouth. Her arms and legs held me. I slid deeper and deeper into her twat.



Her pussy held me tight. She squeezed tight about me, massaging my cock with her wonderful sheath. I savored it as I bottomed out in her. She groaned into the kiss. Her hand stroked my back. My hands slid down and pushed between her and the cushion to grab her ass. I drew back.



Her cunt clenched down on me. She squealed into my mouth. Her tongue danced around in my mouth. I groaned at the feeling of her. I thrust back into her cunt. I slammed to the hilt in her. Her pussy held me tight.



I broke the kiss and growled, “Damn, Rashimi.”



“Oh, yes, yes!” she gasped. “I need this. That dildo was just a substitute while we waited for you. We knew you would come for us.”



“And I need you,” I groaned, pumping away at her.



“You need eight of us!” she moaned, her fingernails scratching down her back. “We're your support. Oh, yes, yes, Charles! Yours!”



I groaned as I drove my cock into her cunt. Her pussy massaged me, my balls smacking into her taint. The slap of flesh on flesh echoed. I loved the noise as I buried into her. I fucked her hard and fast. This amazing delight swept through me.



Her pussy clenched on me. Her cunt held me tight. Her snatch massaged me. The silky delight of her cunt soaked into my crown. It flowed down to my balls. They brimmed with cum. I groaned, burying into her.



“The Devil cleaned this dick for me,” Rashimi moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, she did!”



“Yes!” I growled, my hands squeezing her rump.



“Good!” she moaned.



I slammed to the hilt in her cunt. I buried deep and hard. I plunged to the hilt in her snatch. Her pussy clenched about me. She held me tight. Her moans rang in my ears while her cunt held tight about my dick. Her passion was exquisite. She brought me closer and closer to erupting. To spilling my cum into her pussy.



I snarled and slammed into her. The couch groaned. Her moans sang out, adding to the other women. Joan squealed in delight. Victoria moaned. Michiko smacked her lips and Lucy gasped out her delight.



My dick buried deep and hard into Rashimi's cunt. I shuddered, my dick aching. The pressure built and built at the tip. I slammed to the hilt in her again and again. Her pussy clung to my shaft. Her hot cunt gripped me.



“Oh, yes!” the seeress gasped. “My Emperor's mighty rod! I'm going to cum!”



I grinned at her. “And me?”



“You, too!” she moaned. “Flood me!”



I slammed into her cunt. Her pussy clenched down on me. Her face twisted in pleasure. Then the Indian beauty gasped. Her cunt went wild around my dick. Her climax swept over her body. Her snatch sucked at me.



“Shit!” I growled and buried into her cunt. Her flesh spasmed around my cock, sucking at me. The pleasure swelled in my nuts. I growled at the pressure. “Yes!”



I erupted.



I flooded my seeress with my cum. Her pussy spasmed around my rod. She gasped and moaned, hugging me tight. Her back arched. Her pussy went convulsed around my cunt. It was incredible. I growled with each eruption. I pumped her cunt with blast after blast of my cum.



“Goddamn!” I growled.



“Oh, my Emperor!” she moaned, her pussy convulsing, milking out the last of my cunt. “It's coming soon. Our destiny!”



“What is?” I growled, my cock firing the last of my cum into her. I panted, staring into her eyes. “What the fuck is going on? With these cards? The tension? My harem?”



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Fertile Beauty!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Fertile Beauty”




I whimpered and moaned, my pussy heating the stick. I warmed the shaft with my cunt, squeezing down on the plunging rod. I whimpered and moaned, my face scrunching up as the pleasure built and built in me.



Then Fianna's face pressed between my butt-cheeks. I gasped as her tongue swabbed over my asshole. The sexy cop rimmed me. She swirled her tongue over my asshole, dancing it there. I groaned, clenching my twat down around her baton.



She pumped her nightstick in and out of my cunt. She fucked me with such passion with it. I loved every moment of her plunging it away in me. It was awesome. I groaned, my face scrunching up. I whimpered as she rammed it deeper and harder into my snatch. She fucked it to the hilt in me while her tongue dance over my asshole.



“Fianna!” I howled, closing my eyes and savoring the moonlight flowing over my face. My body shuddered, my pussy clenching about the dildo. “Oh, yes, yes, I'll be good!”



She purred, her tongue swabbing circles over my asshole. She stroked my puckered hole. The naughty delight melted down to my cunt being so thoroughly reamed by her nightstick. She fucked that into my depths. She plunged it deep and hard into me. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved every second of her thrusting it into my cunt.



Her tongue pressed on my asshole. I gasped as she pressed and pressed against my anal ring. Then her tongue popped into my bowels. I groaned at the intrusion. It was incredible. My face scrunched up as she swirled her tongue around in me. She stirred it up.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, her tongue caressing my bowels. “Fianna!”



She moaned as she fucked her tongue in and out of my bowels. She buried her wet appendage deep, wiggling it about in me. The delight melted to my cunt being so thoroughly reamed by her make-shift dildo. Her nightstick buried to the hilt in me over and over again.



My cunt clung to it. I loved the thickness stretching me out. I whimpered, my orgasm building and building. My eyes snapped open. I stared up at the moon. I shuddered at the quicksilver caress on my cheeks. My lips.



“I'm going to cum!” I howled.



Fianna sucked on my asshole.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Diana Fengari



“Take the cuffs off of me, Fianna!” I hissed, furious at the cop. Why would she arrest me? She was one of the Preacher's women. On my side! She understood that the end was coming and that we had to ensure it came about. “What are you doing?”



Fianna arched a slender, red eyebrow. She wore her blue uniform, her face fierce and strong. She often walked the beat through this neighborhood, keeping it safe. But she had come to the same realization as the rest of us. This world was sick. Broken. It had to be destroyed. It had to be cleansed by fire. But those of us who were enlightened, who followed the Preacher, would rise to a new paradise. A new level of consciousness.



“What are
 you
 doing, Diana?” Fianna demanded as she pulled out the keys and turned me to face the brick wall that ran around the graveyard. A car drove by us, spilling light around us. “Trying to kidnap a girl? You're lucky I saw you and not another cop. You'd be in jail right now.”



“She had a card,” I said. “I was there. The fool gave it to her. The Star!”



“Then why didn't you go after the fool?” demanded the cop.



I froze. Swallowed. We were out hunting the fool tonight, the homeless man who gave out the Tarot cards. If we could control him, we could choose who got the cards and what roles. The Preacher had ordered it. I had been hunting him all evening, moving around the neighborhood while the other women in the Preacher's harem stood and watched for him.



“I... You see...” I flushed.



“Idiot,” Fianna said and pushed me towards the back gate into the graveyard. She opened it and shoved me through. I stumbled forward. The night was cool and felt even chillier in here. Gravestones abounded. No light spilled through it; the ambient light from the street and surrounding buildings didn't reach. The back of Our Lady of Heaven rose on the other side, the church feeling immense.



A beacon of order against what the Preacher desired.



“What are we doing back here?” I demanded.



“Punishing you,” Fianna said, pushing me towards a stone bench along the wall. “You need to be disciplined for being bad.”



I gasped as the cop pushed me down over the bench, my knees hitting the grass. I shuddered as she pinned me down with one hand. The other slid around my waistband and found the fastener of my jeans. She undid it with a loud pop.



“She had the card,” I protested. “I know, I know I should have gone after the fool, but she could have become one of the Preacher's. If that bastard and his women didn't interfere... She's going to end up as one of the Emperor's now.”



“Her loss,” growled Fianna. “Was that your job, though?”



I bit my lower lip. “No.”



“That's right,” purred the cop, a husky quality to her as she dragged down my pants. “You were bad. You disobeyed the Preacher. You have to be punished. And who's job is that?”



“Yours,” I groaned, my butt-cheeks clenching.



“That's right,” purred Fianna. “Mmm, such a bad hound. You're supposed to be a good doggy and find the Preacher.” She ripped down my panties. I gasped as I felt the cool air washing over my ass. I shuddered, my petite body trembling. Silver-blonde hair fell past my face. I looked up, the moon shining bright on us.



So bright and pulsing. It sang in the night. I shuddered, my heart pounding in my chest. That girl was so innocent. She was perfect to be saved. I could see it in her eyes. She had never lain with a man. She would have been wholly the Preacher's, utterly devoted to him. It would have been—



SPANK!



I gasped at the pain bursting across my rump. Fianna's hand left behind stinging heat that rippled over my ass and sank to my pussy. I groaned at it. I shuddered, my butt-cheeks clenching. I whimpered and my toes curled.



“Mmm, you need to remember your place, hound,” Fianna said.



SPANK!



I gasped and shuddered on the bench, the heat melting down to my cunt.



SPANK!



“Your place is to obey the Preacher. He's the Hierophant. He's the man who knows how the World will end. What are we?”



SPANK!



“His acolytes!” I howled, the pain blazing over my ass. My pussy clenched, the heat melting down to it. “Devoted to him. To ending the World!”



SPANK!



“To carrying out his vision!” I cried, my entire body shuddering.



“And what is his vision tonight?” Fianna asked.



SPANK!



“To capture the fool!” I moaned, tears springing up in the corners of my eyes. “I... I...”



SPANK!



“Yes?” Fianna purred, stroking my burning ass with cool fingers.



“I got excited,” I moaned. “I saw the girl and thought she was perfect to join us. I wanted to present her to the Preacher and see him save her soul. Like he saved us. She's an innocent. She could have been saved. She doesn't have to burn with the rest if she could soar with us. I wanted to deliver her salvation.”



SPANK!



I gasped at the pain. The heat blazed over my ass. I threw back my head to the moon and howled at it. I bayed through the pain, my cunt clenching. The fire burned so hot. My toes curled as the spasms shuddered through my body.



“But we're not here to save the World,” Fianna whispered, her voice burning with feverish heat. “We're here to end it.”



“I know, I know!” I moaned.



SPANK!



My head shot up at the cracking pain blazing across my rump and melting my cunt. “I lost sight! I'm sorry! I won't fail him again. I won't!”



“I know you won't,” Fianna said, her voice ecstatic. “You have shared your soul with him. You have witnessed his majesty, glimpsed how he transcends the flesh. What is he?”



“Beautiful,” I gasped. “His soul shines. His light will engulf our souls as we burn. He will carry us into paradise!”



“But only
 if
 we can destroy the World.” Fianna slid her hand down my burning rump. “We need the fool and his cards. We need the power. Is that more important than adding one more woman to his harem?”



“No,” I whimpered as Fianna's fingers slid down my taint and into my bush. I gasped as she rubbed my pussy folds. I was wet. Soaked. “No, it's not. Nothing is more important than destroying the World.”



“Mmm, that's right,” moaned Fianna, the heat of her fingers almost scorching my pussy. “It's coming, Diana. We have to be ready to ensure it's not stopped by the Emperor and his women.”



“We'll beat him!” I moaned, her fingers stroking faster. “Oh, Fianna, we will!”



I heard a rasp of wood against leather, the sound of something being drawn from a sheath. Then a cool, rounded tip pressed into my pussy lips. Wood. Smooth and thick. I gasped as Fianna thrust it into me. I groaned, my pussy clenching down on the hard wooden shaft.



She plunged her nightstick into my hot cunt. I groaned as my juices soaked it. The pleasure rushed through my body. I whimpered, staring up at the moon and her cratered face. I stared at her, feeling her silver radiance bathe me. It spilled over me like quicksilver. I shuddered, caught in the tide of moonlight as Fianna fucked her nightstick in and out of my cunt.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, the pain in my ass mixing with the delight in my cunt. “I'll be good!”



“A faithful hound?” Fianna purred.



“Always!” I shuddered, staring at the moon. “Always his faithful hound. I'll serve him. I'll find the fool!”



“Good!” Fianna moaned, plunging the thick shaft of her nightstick in and out of my cunt. She thrust it to the hilt in me.



I whimpered and moaned, my pussy heating the stick. I warmed the shaft with my cunt, squeezing down on the plunging rod. I whimpered and moaned, my face scrunching up as the pleasure built and built in me.



Then Fianna's face pressed between my butt-cheeks. I gasped as her tongue swabbed over my asshole. The sexy cop rimmed me. She swirled her tongue over my asshole, dancing it there. I groaned, clenching my twat down around her baton.



She pumped her nightstick in and out of my cunt. She fucked me with such passion with it. I loved every moment of her plunging it away in me. It was awesome. I groaned, my face scrunching up. I whimpered as she rammed it deeper and harder into my snatch. She fucked it to the hilt in me while her tongue dance over my asshole.



“Fianna!” I howled, closing my eyes and savoring the moonlight flowing over my face. My body shuddered, my pussy clenching about the dildo. “Oh, yes, yes, I'll be good!”



She purred, her tongue swabbing circles over my asshole. She stroked my puckered hole. The naughty delight melted down to my cunt being so thoroughly reamed by her nightstick. She fucked that into my depths. She plunged it deep and hard into me. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved every second of her thrusting it into my cunt.



Her tongue pressed on my asshole. I gasped as she pressed and pressed against my anal ring. Then her tongue popped into my bowels. I groaned at the intrusion. It was incredible. My face scrunched up as she swirled her tongue around in me. She stirred it up.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, her tongue caressing my bowels. “Fianna!”



She moaned as she fucked her tongue in and out of my bowels. She buried her wet appendage deep, wiggling it about in me. The delight melted to my cunt being so thoroughly reamed by her make-shift dildo. Her nightstick buried to the hilt in me over and over again.



My cunt clung to it. I loved the thickness stretching me out. I whimpered, my orgasm building and building. My eyes snapped open. I stared up at the moon. I shuddered at the quicksilver caress on my cheeks. My lips.



“I'm going to cum!” I howled.



Fianna sucked on my asshole.



I gasped at the feel of her lips nursing on my sphincter as she reamed out my cunt. The pressure was incredible. She was such a naughty cop. My pussy clung to the nightstick. She buried it to the hilt in me. I groaned and then gasped at the pleasure that swelled in me. I was so close to exploding. So close to my pleasure.



She plunged the nightstick into my cunt and stirred it around. I gasped at the massaging touch. My butt-cheeks clenched about her face. The pressure hit that critical point in my cunt. And then I gasped and exploded.



I came.



“Yes!” I howled to the moon. “Fianna!”



My pussy convulsed around the nightstick. I groaned and gasped. She pulled her face out from between my butt-cheeks as I spasmed on the bench. My voice echoed around us. I shuddered, my flesh spasming hard around it.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I bayed. “Oh, Fianna!”



The pleasure bathed my mind. It spilled over my thoughts like the moonlight bathed my face. I shuddered, silvery radiance inside me as well as out. My pussy convulsed around the nightstick as she pulled it back and back until it popped out. I hit the peak of my pleasure.



Panted. I sucked in air fast through my open mouth, my body so hot.



Then Fianna grabbed my hair. I gasped as the redhead yanked me up and turned me to face her. She caressed my cheek with her other hand and stared into my eyes. Her green ones burned with her fervor for the cause.



“Are you going to be a good hound and find him?” she demanded.



“Yes!” I moaned as a shape moved into sight.



The fool appeared, dressed in his dirty clothes, the hem of his jacket frayed, his gray beard matted and wild. I gaped at him. My quarry had shown himself a second time before me. A second chance to get him and...



He held two Tarot cards in his hand.



~~*~~



Victoria Caito



I was so excited. The Emperor had arrived. Charles had come to my apartment with my roommate Joan and two other women, the Asian girl I had seen with them this afternoon and this new, and feisty, redhead. I just shuddered, staring at Joan.



She had a huge grin on her face. While Charles was enjoying Rashimi, the palm reader I consulted frequently, and now my lover, my roommate faced me. She ran a finger up and down the fleshy strap-on I wore soaked in Rashimi's pussy juices.



“Well, well, well,” Joan said, smiling.



Many times I had come home to my roommate having sex in the living room with one, two, or more partners. Men, usually, but also women. She was a nymphomaniac. She craved sex, was driven to enjoy it. But she always believed she would find the right man who would tame her, part of her own version of Catholicism.



“Look at what naughty things you've been up to,” purred Joan.



“We're a part of this,” I moaned to my roommate, my big breasts rising and falling. I had never once thought about women sexually. I had hardly any partners in my life, the opposite of Joan. But seeing Charles fucking Joan in my living room had awakened me. “We have cards, too. We're like you. We're part of his harem.”



“Wonderful,” Joan said and grabbed the back of my neck. “Victoria, I've wanted to do this for so long.”



She kissed me. As Rashimi moaned from whatever Charles was doing to her, my roommate and friend since college thrust her tongue into my mouth. We crossed that line now. We were lovers. Joan had wanted this for so long, but I had never felt that urge.



But Charles...



Charles had changed everything.



That brawny hunk had transformed me. I groaned into my roommate's lips. I kissed Joan back with passion. I had discovered how much I like women tonight with Rashimi. Going to her for answers had led us both here. We were so excited for it.



Joan broke the kiss and stepped back. Then she started stripping. She pulled off her top and exposed her small breasts, her pink nipples erect. Her pendant, a silver moon, gleamed between her tits. She smiled, her blonde hair spilling about her shoulders. She wore a braid of her hair wrapped around her head like a circlet while the rest flowed free. She winked at me and undid her skirt.



No panties, of course. She rarely wore underwear. I stared at the shaved slit of her pussy. She sauntered back to me and cupped my large breasts. She squeezed them, running her thumbs over my nipples. I whimpered, my head shaking, my brown hair spilled over my shoulders.



“You are so gorgeous, Victoria,” she moaned. Joan smiled as she kneaded my boobs. Her fingers dug into them. “Mmm, are you going to fuck me with that strap-on?”



“Yes,” I moaned and cupped her face. “I'm going to fuck you hard, Joan.”



“God, I've been waiting to hear you say those words,” she purred. “I love you, Victoria!”



“Love you, too,” I moaned and kissed my friend.



Our lips melted together. My big boobs pressed into her little tits. She released my breasts and grabbed my ass. The strap-on pressed against my clit as it was pinned between our bodies. Rashimi's pussy juices smeared on my belly.



We sank to the floor. The Asian girl and the redhead were coming together too, tearing off each other's clothes. The harem was celebrating. Reveling in their passion. Our Emperor was here. Charles would preside over our passion. We would share something special tonight.



And there were still three more to join. He would have eight beauties. Eight. I shuddered as I kissed my friend. We were on our knees, my hand roaming her back, hers squeezing my ass. She kneaded my plump rump with her dainty fingers.



I broke the kiss, panting, “Joan!”



“Mmm, I'm so wet,” Joan moaned as she pulled me towards her. She leaned back, sinking to the carpet of our living room in our small apartment.”



“You're always so wet,” I moaned. “Always horny.”



“I know,” she gasped. “I need you in me. I need to feel your strap-on fucking me. Just pound me hard. Make me explode.”



I nodded, so eager to do that for her.



I kissed her hungrily. My tongue danced over her lips. I thrust my tongue into her mouth as I settled on top of her. My boobs rubbed into her small tits. I pushed up on my elbows, breaking the kiss and staring down into her blue eyes. They shone with passion.



She shoved her hand between us and grabbed the dildo. “Mmm, you were fucking Rashimi so hard when we came home. Just driving towards your orgasm. How close were you?”



“So close,” I whimpered, my cunt on fire.



“Well, well, well, then I owe you an orgasm,” Joan said.



I smiled at her. “You just want me to fuck you hard and make you cum.”



“Guilty!”



I grinned at her and shifted my hips, drawing the dildo down her belly. She still gripped it. I shuddered, the base massaging my clit and labia. My nipples throbbed against her. My entire body shook as I moved into position. She adjusted the dildo, clearly rubbing it against her twat.



She beamed at me.



I thrust.



The pressure on my clit was wonderful. Pleasure burst from my naughty bud as I sank the toy into her twat. The groans from Charles and Rashimi, as well as the gasps from the redhead, echoed through the living room.



It was all so exciting as the dildo sank to the hilt in my roommate's pussy. Joan moaned in delight, shuddering beneath me. She grabbed my ass again. She gripped my butt-cheeks, digging into my rump as she squirmed beneath me, massaging the dildo's base on my clit.



“You got a plump ass!” she said, her eyes sparkling. “Love it.”



“I bet you do,” I groaned, my heart pounding. “Just going to love what I do to you.”



“Ooh, Victoria,” purred Joan. “You're so sexy. Come on and fuck me. Mmm, you're the Empress. Show it. Be all empressy and fuck me.”



“Empressy?” I groaned, drawing back my hips.



“Mmm, so sexy and wonderful and loving. Empressy!”



I rolled my eyes and then thrust the dildo back into her cunt. She gasped and shuddered beneath me. Her fingers dug into my rump. I loved it. My nipples slid over her small breasts and brushed her nubs. Sparks flared, mixing with the bursts of delight from my clit. The pleasure showered over my cunt.



I thrust away at her. I fucked into her pussy with hard strokes, my clit loving it. So did Joan. She moaned and gasped, her face twisting in delight. Her blue eyes squeezed shut as she groaned. She pulled on my ass, driving me deep and hard into her cunt.



I loved it.



I thrust away at her snatch. I fucked her with passion. I slammed to the hilt in her, groaning with every stroke into her snatch. She grinned at me, her eyes sparkling. It was sexy to witness that lust and desire in them.



She winked at me, her eyes so bright and gorgeous. I groaned, pumping away at her with passion. The dildo massaged my clit, heating my pussy.



“Oh, my god, Victoria!” she groaned, shuddering beneath me. “Mmm, you make this so much fun.”



I winked at her.



“God, yes, yes, you're finally having fun!” she moaned. “Sexy fun! Wild and naughty fun!”



“I finally found my Emperor,” I breathed. “It's why I've put up with you and your wildness all these years.”



“Mmm, we knew,” Joan moaned. “We both knew, didn't we, that we'd find him. Share him.”



“Yes!”



I kissed my best friend with hungry lips. I loved her in new ways. She groaned, her tongue dancing with mine. It was incredible to feel her tongue thrust into my mouth. I plunged my dildo into her cunt over and over again. I fucked her hard as we loved each other.



The pressure in my cunt swelled and swelled with each thrust into her pussy. I buried the dildo into her twat with force. She loved it, her tongue dancing with mine. She moaned, her fingernails biting into my ass.



My boobs rubbed on her small tits. I loved the feel of those firm mounds pressing into mine. It was such a thrill. A wonderful treat that had me pumping away at her. Had me fucking her with force. I plunged away into her. I fucked her with passion.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, breaking the kiss. “Joan!”



“Ooh, Victoria!” she purred. “Ooh, yes, yes, you're such a hottie! You're amazing. I love it! Just keep fucking me like this!”



“I will!” I moaned, slamming to the hilt in her. “Oh, my god, that's good. The dildo's massaging my clit.”



“Mmm, I bet it is,” she cooed. She rubbed her nose into mine, the tips sliding past each other. “I'm going to cum, Victoria. I'm going to cum on your naughty toy!”



“Good!” I gasped, slamming forward and driving the dildo into my best friend's cunt. “I want you gasping and bucking, you little nymph.”



She beamed at me. “Little nymph slut!”



I blushed as she giggled. I could never call her that, right? I groaned, thrusting into her snatch. “You naughty little... little... nympho slut!”



“Yes! Yes! Yes! “she gasped. “I am such a slut. For Charles. For you, Victoria. A nympho slut for all of Charles's women!”



“You are!” I moaned, thrusting away at her cunt. I fucked her fast and hard. I buried to the hilt in her snatch. She felt incredible beneath me, my clit bursting with sparks from the massaging dildo.



I climbed towards my orgasm as I fucked my nymph friend. She shuddered beneath me, her face contorting. I slammed the dildo into her and she gasped. She bucked and squirmed beneath me. She cried out in rapture.



“I'm cumming!” she howled. “I'm cumming like a nympho whore, Victoria! Yes!”



“Oh, my god,” I groaned, thrusting into my friend's snatch. Her pussy must be going wild around the dildo.



I fucked her as she moaned in rapture. My orgasm swelled faster now. The pressure on the tip of my cock was incredible. I buried to the hilt in her cunt and groaned. My bud burst with sparks. They showered through my pussy.



I climaxed.



“Oh, my god!” I moaned, joining the other women gasping in the living room. Charles's women loving him and each other.



Waves of delight rushed through me. I groaned as the pleasure spilled over my mind. I trembled on Joan, my mind melting beneath the onslaught of all this pleasure. It was amazing. It swept such rapture through my body.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, my god! Oh, that's great. That's awesome. Oh, yes, yes, yes, that's so amazing!”



I shuddered, my heart hammering in my chest as I enjoyed this rapture. It was incredible. I swam through the torrents of sultry bliss. The currents of ecstasy swept me so far into pleasure. I quivered there and then I collapsed on Joan.



We kissed, both of us panting and moaning. I knew this would be a long night full of passion. Of celebrating the harem with Charles. He would enjoy us all. He would wield that mighty rod of his and make us all cum.



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



“Well, they are all getting it on,” Lucy said, her red hair sweeping about her face.



“I know,” I said. Charles was going at the Indian woman and Joan had gone for her roommate, Victoria. They were kissing, the strap-on pressed between them. “Maybe I should lick all that cum out of your asshole.”



Lucy fixed me an arched looked. “Well, well, aren't you a dirty one, Michiko.”



“I love anal,” I groaned, my mouth salivating. “Get out of those jeans. I want to feast on that asshole.”



“I don't need to be told twice. Mmm, feel free to ravish my asshole.”



I smiled as Lucy unsnapped her jeans. The devilish bartender had fire burning in her brown eyes. The zipper rasped down. Her hips wiggled from side to side as she peeled off her jeans, her thong clung to her pussy lips.



I pulled off my own top. I'd had a long day working the pharmacy at Rider's Drugstore, but I felt so energized. Charles emanated exuberance. His lusts seemed to radiate from him and wash over me. I shuddered, so glad that I had met him at the bar.



I had found my man. It happened so fast, but when your soul knew, your soul knew.



I worked off my own jeans as Lucy had to pause to take off her boots, letting me catch up. She pulled those off then her jeans. Next came her thong sliding down her ass and then her thighs. Her shaved pussy came into view, her juice beading on her folds. The sweet scent of her cunt rose over the aroma of other hot pussies. All that lesbian sex we'd interrupted between Victoria and the Indian beauty.



I groaned as Lucy spun around, popping off her t-shirt in the process. I stared at her ass and her butt-crack, sticky with Charles's cum that had leaked out of her asshole. He had fucked her hard in the ass before we came here.



Lucy fell to her hands and knees, wiggling that ass at me. I groaned and licked my lips. I sank behind her. I grabbed her ass and kneaded her butt-cheeks. My fingers dug into her flesh. I groaned at the plump and pliant feel of her ass.



It was incredible.



“Ooh, Lucy,” I groaned as I shoved down my panties and then took off my bra. I admired the sight, my small breasts quivering.



I sank to my knees and then leaned my head closer. My hands parted her butt-cheeks. Cum covered her crack and asshole. The salty scent filled my nose tinged with an earthy musk. A hot shiver ran through me.



“That's so yummy,” I groaned.



“God, you are a freak, Michiko,” Lucy purred. “I love it.”



“Me, too,” I moaned and pressed my face into her butt-crack.



I licked and lapped at her crevice. I gathered up the jizz that had leaked out of her. The salty spunk coated my tongue. I groaned as the wonderful flavor, seasoned by her sour asshole, melted across my taste buds. My pussy clenched, soaking my panties.



I licked and lapped up and down her crack, gathering up Charles's cum that had leaked out of her. The wonderful spunk coated my tongue. I savored the flavor as I cleaned up the jizz that had leaked out of her.



Which left what was still in her asshole for me to enjoy.



Fingernails biting into her rump, I grabbed her butt-cheeks. I held her tight, my fingers digging into her flesh. I held her tight, loving the way that she whimpered and moaned. My tongue ran over her asshole, her sour musk tasting stronger. I caressed her with my hungry tongue, gathering up the cum that leaked out of her asshole. She shuddered as I did it.



“Damn, that's naughty,” Lucy moaned. “Mmm, you're just such a wicked slut, aren't you, Michiko.”



“I guess,” I groaned. “It's just so good, you know.”



“Yeah! Mmm, feast on my asshole. Get that naughty tongue in me. Worship me, Michiko.”



“I worship Charles,” I purred. “I'm just having fun with you.”



“Have all the fun you fucking want!” Her butt-cheeks squeezed about my face, her flesh hot on my cheeks. “Rim me. Suck that cum out of my asshole. Fucking do what you want to me!”



“Gladly,” I moaned and thrust my tongue against her asshole.



She groaned as I pressed on her asshole. She was a gorgeous woman. Naughty and sinful. She had an intoxicating wickedness. I pressed my tongue against her sphincter. I drilled into her, loving the feel of her against me.



She whimpered and groaned as I pushed my tongue against that wicked anal ring. She groaned as I popped into her. I slid into her cum-filled bowels. She groaned, her passion echoing through the room, mixing with the others.



I reveled in the salty, sour flavor engulfing my tongue.



Cum and ass. What a wonderful combination.



I scooped it out with my naughty tongue, dragging some of that jizz past her asshole. She moaned as I plunged my tongue back in for more. I shuddered at her earthy musk mixed with Charles's spunk. My cunt clenched, the heat building and building. Juices soaked my curls.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Lucy moaned. “Goddamn, Michiko, get that tongue in me and lap. Come on, work it out of me. Yes, yes, you know you're going to make me cum.”



That was the plan.



I licked and lapped at her. I caressed her hungrily. She shuddered, her butt-cheeks squeezing about my face. Her hot flesh was amazing. Wonderful. She clenched about me as I plundered her bowels. I thrust my tongue into her and scooped out more and more of that wonderful jizz.



My tongue wiggled about in her sour asshole. Her velvety sheath squeezed about me as she groaned. My hands stroked her thighs, my own cunt getting hotter and hotter. Juices ran down her legs, my fingers sliding through the slippery delight as I rose higher and higher.



I found her pussy.



“God, you are such a wonderful slut,” moaned Lucy as I stroked her cuntlips. “Mmm, cleaning out my asshole and fingering my twat.”



“Mmm, and you're pretty wild, too, slut,” I purred.



“I am a slut,” Lucy groaned. “God, you're going to make me cum.”



“Good. I wouldn't want this to be a waste.”



I thrust two of my fingers into her cunt, her silky sheath engulfing my digits. At the same moment, I sucked on her asshole. I sealed my lips about her sphincter and nursed on her. She groaned as I did, her butt-cheeks clamping hot about my face.



I plundered her pussy, molten with her excitement. Cum bubbled out of her asshole and into my suckling mouth. I groaned as I did it. My cheeks hollowed as I drank that wonderful jizz. Salty and sour, the two naughty flavors mixing in my mouth.



“Holy shit!” gasped the devilish girl. “You... Oh, fuck, Michiko!”



I plundered her pussy, thrusting my fingers in and out of her cunt with speed. I kept nursing on the jizz, my own twat on fire. I wanted to touch it, but I had to keep pleasing her. I nursed out more of Charles's cum and thrust my digits deep into Lucy's cunt.



She moaned, her pussy squeezing down on my digits. I loved it. I thrust my fingers to the hilt in her and drew back. I moaned as the amount of jizz slowed. I nursed as hard as I could to get one more glob of his spunk out of her.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she cursed.



Came.



Her pussy went wild around my digits. Her cunt writhed and spasmed about my fingers reaming her. Her hot flesh sucked at them. I groaned, licking and lapping at her sour asshole as the pleasure blazed through her.



“Oh, my god, Michiko,” Lucy groaned. “That's wild. That's fucking insane, you know that? Damn, that's wicked.”



I smiled and kept thrusting my fingers into her twat. I stirred her up and had her shuddering in delight. My tongue danced over her asshole. Her pussy clamped down hard one last time on my digits and then she panted.



Her orgasm passed. The others were gasping and moaning. I shuddered, so eager to enjoy this night.



~~*~~



Ester Morgenstern



I couldn't get Charles out of my head.



He had saved me tonight. That crazy Diana woman had wanted to drag me off to see that even crazier preacher weirdo. I couldn't believe she would try to kidnap me. She always seemed so nice. She ran the Happy Pets grooming store. It was behind the deli I worked at. She came in all the time.



But Charles... Charles had swooped in even before Officer Connolly could intervene. Charles was there to save me. I blushed, my body on fire. I had a crush on Charles for weeks. The big and brawny construction worker made me so wet. Made my virgin flesh ache. I wanted my first time to be with the right guy.



He felt like the right guy. And he was here in my apartment building. Up in room 913.



I swallowed as I lay in my bed. I turned the card I held in my hand. The Star. I don't know why I was given it, but I felt this hope swell in me that Charles was that right guy. I just had to get the courage to go up there.



Even if he was with all those other women. Three of them... That didn't bother me at all.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“What is going on with these cards?” I asked Rashimi as she lay beneath me, my cock buried to the hilt in her. I had just cum in her, both of us coming down from the high. “What is going on in the world?”



The beautiful Indian palm reader seemed to have an understanding for all this mystical crap. I wanted answers. Why did that homeless guy hand out Tarot cards? Why did I wind up with a harem of women? Eight of them...



Why?



“The human race is heading towards a consciousness shift,” said Rashimi. She stared up at me with these deep, brown, and soulful eyes. “Whoever controls the World will determine if it is a good thing or bad. If mankind is saved or destroyed. The Preacher wants it to be bad. And you...”



“Of course I want to save it,” I muttered. “But why me?”



“You are the Emperor.” She stroked my cheek down to my jawline. “The epitome of masculine strength and hierarchy. The ruler who sits at the pinnacle of human society and dictates how it shall progress.”



“And Victoria's my wife since she's the Empress?” I asked.



“No, no.” A smile flashed over Rashimi's lips. “The cards are symbolic. If the Emperor represents the pinnacle of masculine virtues, then the Empress is the same for the feminine. Fertility. Nature. Nurture. She cares greatly for all things. She is full of boundless love and a desire to care.”



“And you're my seer?” I asked.



She nodded. “The Hanged Man represents the adviser who delivers the truth no matter how unpalatable it is to those who hear it.”



“Ah, hence he gets hanged,” I muttered.



Rashimi looked away from me.



“I'm not going to hang you,” I quickly said.



“I know.” She shuddered beneath me.



“So, when does this happen?” I asked. “And what do I do when it does?”



“I don't know what you must do, but it will happen soon. Can't you feel it? That tension in the air. Something builds beneath the earth. Something momentous.”



“Yeah,” I muttered. I had been feeling that strain across my shoulders for a few days now.



I slid out of Rashimi's pussy and looked around the room. Michiko lifted her face from Lucy's butt-cheeks, my cum coating the Japanese woman's face. Lucy panted, her large breasts swaying, her nipple piercings gleaming in the light. She flashed me a naughty glance.



And then I felt a surge of tingling desire emanating from across the room. I shuddered and glanced over at the busty brunette. Victoria rolled off of Joan. The petite blonde lay on her back, a big smile on her face from the joy she had just experienced at the end of the strap-on Victoria wore.



The Empress shuddered. We were all looking at her. She stared at me. I could feel how fertile she was. How much she ached for my seed. She craved me. I groaned, at the feel of the power surging through the room. All of us groaned.



“Oh, my,” Michiko said, staring at Victoria. “You're just...”



“Yeah,” Lucy said.



Victoria just stared at me, this smile growing on her lips. My cock throbbed and ached. She needed me. She needed all of us. We had to come together and love her. I growled and my other women moaned.



I went to her.



~~*~~



Victoria Caito



I shuddered as Charles pulled the strap-on harness down my legs while the other women swarmed in. The moment I had stared at him after cumming with Joan, something had burst in me. This fertile desire for him. It swept through the room, a tide that seized everyone.



I shuddered at the force that rippled over me. My body trembled, my boobs jiggling. He threw the strap-on to the side and pushed my thighs apart. He dove for my pussy. I groaned as he pressed his masculine features into my brown bush. His lips reached my vulva.



He licked.



“Yes!” I gasped as my Emperor feasted on me. Charles was such a stud. His blue eyes peered up at me past my heaving tits. “Oh, Charles!”



“Mmm, my Empress...” He licked again.



I shuddered. I groaned as he lapped at my cunt. He ran his tongue over my folds with such bold hunger. It was so different from Rashimi's gently exploring tongue. Charles didn't just pleasure my cunt, he mastered it. He tamed my flesh to his licking passion. He claimed me with his passion. I groaned, squeezing my thighs around his head.



I held him tight and humped against him. I shuddered as I ground my face on his mouth. I loved the feel of him plunging into my pussy. He thrust his tongue deep into my depths. I groaned and squeezed my twat around him.



“Hi,” the Japanese woman said. “I'm Michiko. We didn't get properly introduced earlier today.”



“No,” I moaned. “Victoria.”



She smiled and then ducked her head down and suckled on my nipple. I gasped as she did that. Then Joan grabbed my other boob. My friend winked at me before she engulfed my other nub. She nursed on it. Both women did.



I gasped at that. This wonderful heat swept through my body. As they suckled, Charles swirled his tongue about in my snatch. I scrunched up my features and humped against his face. He was so strong while my nipples burst with pleasure.



“I'm Lucy,” the redhead said as she straddled me, her shaved pussy right above me. “How good at you at eating cunt?”



“She's good,” Rashimi said. The Hindu beauty smiled down at me and then she grabbed my hand and sucked my fingers into her mouth.



I gasped and then Lucy's snatch smothered my face. I groaned at the wet contact of her shaved pussy. Sweet cream trickled into my mouth. The flavor was such a delight. I thrust my tongue into her cunt. I swirled about in her. I licked and lapped at her thick folds as Charles did the same to me.



I groaned as the sensations rushed through my body. I feasted on Lucy as Charles devoured me. The stud thrust his tongue into my cunt. He stirred it around in me. I groaned, my thighs squeezing about his face. My nipples throbbed in Michiko's and Joan's mouth while Rashimi's tongue danced over my fingers.



“Mmm, that's it,” Lucy moaned. “Ooh, you got a mouth on you. Lick that twat. Yes, yes, feast on it! Make me cum! I want to drown you!”



I lapped at her hot pussy. Her molten cream flowed into my mouth, sweet as sin. I thrust my tongue into her snatch, swirling around. I shuddered as Charles did the same to me. He knew just where to lick and lap at me.



My orgasm built and built. I would have such a wild one. I groaned and humped against his face. My nipples throbbed. Every time Michiko and Joan suckled, sparks shot down to my cunt. They sizzled through my flesh, meeting the brimming charge that Charles created.



“Damn,” Charles breathed into my pussy. “Victoria, what a delicious snatch.”



“We're all delicious,” moaned Michiko between sucks.



“Uh-huh,” Joan groaned.



“All of us,” breathed Lucy. “Ooh, Victoria, get that tongue in me. You're such a good empress. Mmm, just feasting on my cunt. Yes, yes, make me cum. I want to drown you.”



“Drown me!” I moaned and fluttered my tongue through her hot folds.



Her pussy lips rubbed on my mouth. My nose breathed in her sweet musk. Cream ran down my cheeks. I loved how wet she was. I stirred up her molten depths, my orgasm swelling and swelling in me. I was hurtling so close to it.



I trembled, my tongue clicking and lapping at Lucy's snatch. I loved feasting on her while my nipples throbbed. I couldn't hold back. I was flowing too fast to my orgasm now. Charles's tongue fluttered up my folds and brushed my clit.



He suckled.



Sparks exploded from my nub. My Emperor mastered my cunt. My passion. I moaned and bucked. My body spasmed. My orgasm burst through me. I whimpered and moaned as I came. Hard. I shuddered through the pleasure, my body trembling. The rapture swept through me. I bucked, grinding my pussy against his face.



“Charles!” I howled into Lucy's cunt. “Yes, yes, yes, Charles!”



He growled and drank down the flood as I bucked through my orgasm. It rushed through me. It was intense. Amazing. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing in Michiko's and Joan's lips. I lapped at Lucy's pussy while my mind drowned in the rapture that Charles gave me.



“I need you!” I moaned. “I need you in me!”



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I felt my woman's need. She craved my cock. The domination of my mighty rod. I shuddered and rose, pussy cream running down my chin, the tart delight suffusing my mouth. Lucy smiled at me as she sat on Victoria's face.



“Ooh, she's going to make me cum,” she moaned, grabbing my cock and guiding it to Victoria's pussy. “Fuck her hard and make her explode. Pump all your seed into her. Breed her.”



“Yes!” Victoria squealed. “That's what I need. I need to be seeded. My fertile fields are ready for you, Charles!”



I groaned as I pressed into her cunt. Her juicy folds slid over my cock. She moaned into Lucy's cunt. I growled as more and more of my cock vanished into Victoria's juicy depths. I savored claiming my Empress.



I licked my chops, savoring the tart taste of her pussy. Her cunt squeezed about me. She wrapped her thighs around my waits, holding me tight. Rashimi winked at me her dark-red lips slid up and down Victoria's pale fingers.



“Fuck her hard!” Lucy moaned, her large breasts swaying, the gold of her nipple piercings flashing as they moved. I loved the look of her, the fiery pentagram tattooed around her left areola. She was wild. Naughty. Full of sin. “Fuck her hard and breed her!”



“Yes!” Victoria moaned, her pussy clenching down on me.



I drew back, her hot flesh clinging to me. I savored the feel of her gripping me. It was perfection. I groaned and slammed back into her snatch. I thrust to the hilt in her cunt. My balls smacked into her taint, heavy with my cum.



Growls rumbled out of me as I drew back. Her cunt clenched tight. I buried back into the warm, wet heaven of her snatch. Her twat gripped me. She felt so compelling. So enticing to slam into. I groaned, savoring her cunt squeezing about me.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, pumping away hard at her. “Damn, that cunt. You're going to make me cum, Victoria.”



“Not before I explode on your dick!” she moaned into Lucy's cunt.



“God, yes!” the redhead moaned, riding Victoria's face. “Keep fucking her, Charles. She's moaning into my pussy. I'm going to explode. Just drown her.”



“Good,” I growled, thrusting away at Victoria's pussy, her juicy cunt massaging my shaft. Pleasure spilled down to my balls.



My cum brimmed.



“Oh, my god, yes!” Lucy moaned and bucked. Her pierced and tattooed tits heaved before me. Her red hair danced as she ground her twat on Victoria's face. “That's so good. “Yes, yes, yes!”



“Oh, delicious,” groaned Victoria, her cunt clamping down on my rod.



I thrust into Victoria's cunt while Lucy shuddered through her orgasm. Her big tits heaved together. Nipple piercings flashed. I groaned, thrusting hard at Victoria. I pumped away at her juicy cunt, her tight twat growing hotter and hotter.



I plunged over and over into her fertile depths. Her juicy snatch welcomed me. Her tits jiggled as Michiko and Joan kept suckling at her. Rashimi nursed on her fingers while Lucy bucked on her face. The passion spilled through this room.



“Oh, god,” moaned Victoria.



Rashimi pulled her lips off Victoria's fingers and moaned, “Now. Breed her now. She's ready. She needs it. Fertility is her power! Virility is yours! Come together!”



“Yes!” I snarled and slammed into Victoria's pussy.



Her cunt spasmed around me. Her juicy snatch rippled about me. I groaned, savoring the heat of her flesh spasming about my cock. Her cunt convulsed with such wild passion. She sucked at me. I groaned, savoring the pressure of her pussy rippling around me. It was incredible to enjoy.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled. “Fuck, that's good. That's amazing!”



I erupted into her pussy. My cum fired into her fertile depths. She moaned and gasped, bucking beneath me. Her twat rippled and writhed, sucking at the cum that I fired into her. I threw back my head and snarled out my pleasure. It thundered through the room.



“Fuck, yes!” Lucy moaned. “Breed her!”



“Oh, pump all that seed in her,” Joan moaned. “Empty your balls into her!”



“Yes!” squealed Victoria, her pussy writhing around my cock.



I pumped load after load of my cum into the Empress's cunt. The pleasure slammed into my mind. I growled, her pussy rippling around my rod. She worked out all the spunk I had in my balls, and I pumped all my seed into her fertile depths.



“Goddamn,” I groaned, hitting the peak. “That's—”



RAP! RAP! RAP!



Someone knocked at the door with its bronze knocker. I turned my head, a smile spilling through me. Hope swelled in me. Was it her?



“Your Star has arrived,” Rashimi cooed. “She's ready to be your beacon.”



~~*~~



Diana Fengari



Fianna ripped the nightstick out of my cunt and gasped. I stood up from the bench, my ass burning. I couldn't believe he was here. My jeans and panties were around my ankles. I rose, pussy cream dribbled down my thighs.



He threw the card . I gasped and snagged it out of the air and looked at it. It showed a wolf and a dog both howling at the full moon shining above. There was a face in the moon that looked like it was frowning while beams of silvery radiance fell on the dewy grass. In a small nearby pool, a crayfish crawled. I held the Moon card.



“Animal in te dormit,”
 the fool said. I trembled as I stared at the card, the silvery light of the moon spilling over the lacquered face.



Then he threw the other card at Fianna. She snagged it and said, “The Chariot? The fuck?”



“Bellum donum est,”
 he said.



“Get him!” Fianna gasped, shaking her head.



I lunged up from the bench and reached for the fool but tripped over my own jeans and panties. I fell to my hands and knees, snarling in frustration. Fianna lunged after him but then a dog barked. The fool spun around, cursing, and somehow dodged Fianna's grab. He bolted for the fence.



Growling, I kicked off my jeans and panties and charged after him, Fianna right beside me, the dog baying in close pursuit. We would grab him. He would not get away this time.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Innocent Cutie!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Innocent Cutie”




I pulled my cock out of Victoria's fertile woman, the rest of my harem quivering around her. We had all made love to her as I bred her. My Empress. My counterpart. The ultimate personification of the feminine to my ultimate personification of the masculine.



My ankh medallion swayed over my chest as I marched naked to the door to Joan and Victoria's apartment. I knew who was knocking. Ester. The eighteen-year-old virgin who worked at Knave's Deli. She lived in this building. I told her what apartment I would be in after I had rescued her from one of the Preacher's madwomen trying to kidnap her early this evening.



Ester had been given a card. The Star.



I had the Empress, the High Priestess, the Magician, the Hanged Man, and the Devil in my harem. Three more to go.



I opened the door. Ester stood there, a petite blonde in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. She gasped as she saw my naked body. I had a burly and muscular form from working construction since I'd turned eighteen. She swallowed and then covered her mouth as she stared at my hard cock thrusting forward soaked in Virginia's pussy cream.



“Oh, my stars,” she said and wrenched her gaze away. “Maybe I should leave.”



I scooped her up into my arms. She gasped as I lifted her with ease. “Why? You're right where you need to be to shine.” I smiled at the delight in her eyes. The hope. “Isn't that what a star is supposed to do?”



“I suppose,” she whispered. “Still, you're, uh... I mean... with the others.



“You're ready now,” I said. “Right?”



She blushed scarlet and nodded.



I turned and closed the door. My other women had stood up. Joan, a petite blonde like Ester but who had a more golden hue to her hair the virgin's platinum blonde, stretched her back and smiled. Virginia stood up next, my cum matting her brown bush. Beside her, Michiko rose, the Japanese woman beaming with joy. Devilish Lucy had a wicked grin on her face as she just lay on the floor playing with her nipple piercings. The last woman, Rashimi, my seer, rose with a serene and almost ethereal grace. She had the swarthy-brown complexion of India.



She took Ester's hand and turned to look at her palm. “Welcome. You're going to be very happy with Charles.”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives an unknown Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Will she betray Charles?
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Diana Fengari



The night air washed over my juicy pussy as I chased after the fool through the graveyard. I didn't care that I only had my shirt on. I surged across the grass, almost growling with the excitement. The fool had shown himself to me once more.



I had a chance to redeem myself after getting caught up in dragging Ester, the girl from Knave's Deli, to the Preacher.



She didn't matter if we had the fool and his cards.



I gripped the Moon card in my hand. I felt the silvery light shining down on me as I chased the fool, the homeless man who had spent the last few days roaming the neighborhood presenting individuals with the Tarot cards. The end was coming fast. The World would burn and only those of us chosen would ascend. The Preacher would guide us to a new level of consciousness. But only if we succeeded. The evil would want to save the corrupt and miserable existence of mankind in its present form.



I ran past tombstones that almost glowed in the mercury brilliance. The night was so clear to me. I could smell the sour reek of stale unwashed flesh coming from the homeless man. The tails of his ragged jacket fluttered behind him. The kerchief bulging with supplies at the end of his hobo stick swayed.



“Diana!” Fianna shouted behind me. The cop, one of the Preacher's women, pounded after. “Don't let him get over the wall!”



I wouldn't.



My ass burning from being spanked for my mistake, I ran faster. That throbbing pain was a reminder that I couldn't allow myself to fail. That I had blown my first chance to capture him. I wouldn't ruin this second one.



But he was fast.



He ran with a shocking speed. In moments, he was almost to the stone wall that surrounded Our Lady of Heaven's graveyard. I forced myself to run as fast as I could, the card in my hand almost pulsing with the beat of my heart. I growled through clenched teeth, a beast on the hunt.



A dog snarled behind me. Fianna gasped. A mangy mutt raced past me after the fool. The hound wove through the tombstones with speed. The fool leaped and grabbed the top of the wall one-handed. He clutched his hobo pole with the other and vaulted up. The dog seized the tail of his jacket, ripping off a scrap of cloth.



Then he vanished over the other side. The hound snarled in fury and then turned and bolted past me, almost knocking me down. The dog always chased the fool. I didn't get it. Didn't need to. I would be the one to run the fool down.



I leaped and grabbed the top of the wall. I pulled myself up and stared out at Park Avenue. Cars streamed down the busy street, the light at the intersection with Scenic Drive to my right green. The fool was already darting out into the flow of traffic. A horn honked and brakes screeched.



The dog couldn't hop over this wall, but I could. I pushed up with my arms and threw my right leg up, planting my knee on top of the brick wall. I pushed up and—



Hands seized my waist and hauled me back. I gasped and fell to the grass, landing on my spanked ass. I groaned from the flare of pain, my back arching. My silver-blonde hair flew about my face. I looked up at Fianna. She wore her blue cop's uniform, her nightstick on her belt, the end still gleaming in my pussy cream.



“What the fuck, Fianna?” I snarled. “He's getting away.”



“And you're going to get arrested for real if you run out there with your ass and cunt bare for all to see.” Fianna jumped up and grabbed the top of the wall. She pulled herself up and looked out at the street. “Fuck, I don't see him.”



“I would have grabbed him before anyone could have arrested me,” I hissed. “It was worth the chance.”



“It wasn't,” she said and hopped down. She pulled her Tarot card out of her pocket. She had gotten the Chariot. She stared at it and smiled. “That's five of us that have gotten cards. Only Magdalene hasn't. I bet she will. We're being given our roles in this situation.”



“Animal in te dormit,”
 I muttered. “The animal parts clear. There's something about sleep. I think.”



“Bellum donum est,”
 Fianna said. “War, right? That's what
 bellum
 means.”



I nodded.



“Get dressed. We'll get back to looking for him anyway,” said Fianna. “We can't afford for any of us to get arrested. We're too close to the change. Mankind's evil will be burned away. All that will be left is the good. The love.”



I smiled up at her. “Love...” That was what the Preacher offered us. “Love and salvation.”



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I pulled my cock out of Victoria's fertile woman, the rest of my harem quivering around her. We had all made love to her as I bred her. My Empress. My counterpart. The ultimate personification of the feminine to my ultimate personification of the masculine.



My ankh medallion swayed over my chest as I marched naked to the door to Joan and Victoria's apartment. I knew who was knocking. Ester. The eighteen-year-old virgin who worked at Knave's Deli. She lived in this building. I told her what apartment I would be in after I had rescued her from one of the Preacher's madwomen trying to kidnap her early this evening.



Ester had been given a card. The Star.



I had the Empress, the High Priestess, the Magician, the Hanged Man, and the Devil in my harem. Three more to go.



I opened the door. Ester stood there, a petite blonde in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. She gasped as she saw my naked body. I had a burly and muscular form from working construction since I'd turned eighteen. She swallowed and then covered her mouth as she stared at my hard cock thrusting forward soaked in Virginia's pussy cream.



“Oh, my stars,” she said and wrenched her gaze away. “Maybe I should leave.”



I scooped her up into my arms. She gasped as I lifted her with ease. “Why? You're right where you need to be to shine.” I smiled at the delight in her eyes. The hope. “Isn't that what a star is supposed to do?”



“I suppose,” she whispered. “Still, you're, uh... I mean... with the others.



“You're ready now,” I said. “Right?”



She blushed scarlet and nodded.



I turned and closed the door. My other women had stood up. Joan, a petite blonde like Ester but who had a more golden hue to her hair the virgin's platinum blonde, stretched her back and smiled. Virginia stood up next, my cum matting her brown bush. Beside her, Michiko rose, the Japanese woman beaming with joy. Devilish Lucy had a wicked grin on her face as she just lay on the floor playing with her nipple piercings. The last woman, Rashimi, my seer, rose with a serene and almost ethereal grace. She had the swarthy-brown complexion of India.



She took Ester's hand and turned to look at her palm. “Welcome. You're going to be very happy with Charles.”



“I know,” Ester whispered. “I hoped and hoped he would notice me.”



“I noticed,” I said. “But you weren't ready for me.”



She gazed up at me, her blush deepening. She was adorable.



I carried her down the hallway. The orgy had happened in the living room, but Ester's first time deserved to be on a bed. I moved down the hallway to the door at the end. I pushed into it and looked around. Based on the conservative dresses and the racy lingerie, this was Joan's room. A nymphomaniac that tried to control her sexual drive by volunteering at Our Lady of Heaven, she wore modest, almost prim, clothing.



I had tamed her, though. She had found the man she needed in me.



Just like the others had.



I didn't know what was going to happen, but my harem and I had to save the World from some sort of shift of consciousness that could go good or bad. I didn't know what that really meant. It sounded way too New Agey for me, but I wouldn't let this world be destroyed.



I was a construction worker. A builder. Destruction wasn't my purpose. It was laying foundations. Preparing the earth for a massive building to be erected. It was taming the world and making it better. Not letting chaos reign.



I gently set Ester down on the bed. She quivered in her t-shirt and jeans. She bit her lower lip, her blue eyes stared up at me. She was normally so energetic and peppy, but now she was scared. No, not scared, but vulnerable.



She didn't know if I would be brutal or tender.



I kissed her with gentle care on the lips. She closed her eyes and groaned as the tip of my tongue stroked over her lips. She shuddered. I loved the feel of her beneath me. She shuddered, her flesh tasting so delicious. She was just perfect.



She whimpered as I kissed her. The tension relaxed. Her mouth melted into mine. My kiss grew bolder. My tongue brushed her lips. I stroked her, loving how she groaned. My hands stroked her sides through her t-shirt.



She broke the kiss, panting. “Charles... I've dreamed about this night... With you. I've hoped for it for so long.”



I stroked her cheek with a strong finger. “Let me make those dreams come true.”



She nodded.



I kissed Ester again. Her lips worked on mine. Her tongue flicked out. I groaned at her boldness. I kissed her hungrily, my cock throbbing, demanding I ram my rod right into her depths. But I held back. I had to ready her. I had to give her pleasure.



I had to master her body with my lips.



My hands drew up her t-shirt. I pulled it up her body. She shifted as I did, rolling the cloth up her torso. She kissed me with more hunger as I pushed the top up to her armpits. Groaning, she shoved her arms over her head.



I broke the kiss and pulled off her t-shirt.



To my delight, she wasn't wearing a bra. Her small A-cups didn't need one. They were perfect mounds, budding into ripeness and topped by pink buttons. Cute, little nipples. A silver star pendant lay between them, gleaming on her pale skin.



“Gorgeous,” I groaned.



“They're so small,” she whimpered. “Not like some of those women out there.”



“Mmm, don't be intimidated by Lucy and Victoria,” I said. “Breasts are beautiful in all sizes. Who wants the same tits on every woman? Variety, Ester. Variety is something to treasure.”



“You definitely have that,” she moaned. “Five other women...”



“Soon to be seven,” I said. “A harem.”



She smiled. “I don't know why, but I don't have a problem with that. Is that weird?”



“No,” I said, my thumbs working over her nipples. “Just because society would say so? Your parents? Don't listen to them. Listen to your heart.”



She quivered as I massaged her nipples. “My heart wants you, Charles. It has for some time.”



I winked at her then ducked a head down and sucked her nipple into my mouth. She gasped as I did that. Her body squirmed. I loved how she shuddered. It was such a delicious moment. She squirmed and whimpered as I nursed on her nipple. I flicked my tongue in slow circles around her nub. She groaned as I did.



I suckled on her. Nibbled hungrily. I played with that little bud. I wanted to give her as much pleasure as I could. Her moans sang through Joan's bedroom. Her awakening passion echoed. Like a star rising over the horizon, she climbed towards her first taste of pleasure.



I pinched her other nipple as I loved the one in my mouth. I caressed around her areola and nibbled with my lips. When I sucked, she moaned. Her face twisted and her back arched. The bed creaked beneath us.



“Charles!” she moaned. “Oh, wow, Charles. This is amazing. You're... I...”



My lips popped off her nipple. “Better than masturbation?”



“Chaaaarrrleeesss,” Ester whined in embarrassment. “You shouldn't ask a girl about that.”



I smiled at her. “I'm sucking on your nipple and you're getting embarrassed because I know you flick your bean.”



“Oh, my god, Charles,” she groaned, her face scrunching tight. “That's so dirty.”



“Mmm, nothing wrong with being dirty.” I sucked her other nipple into my mouth.



She gasped and shuddered. Denim rasped together. I loved the sound that it made as she squirmed. I knew her pussy was getting so hot. I suckled hard on her nub, drawing as much of her tit as I could into my mouth before it popped out.



Then I sucked her in again.



As I did that, my hands slid down her sides, caressing her silky skin. Her moans and whimpers echoed around me. I reached the waistband of her jeans. I suckled hard at her nipple as I found the fastener of her jeans.



I popped open her fly, the zipper rasping down. She drew in a shuddering intake of breath. I loved it. I pushed my hand into her open fly and felt the cotton of her panties. I reached lower, the cloth growing wet and hot. A delicious discovery. I felt her bush through the fabric and rubbed at her vulva.



“Charles!” she groaned while squirming.



I rubbed at her slit through her panties. I caressed her as I nursed on her nipple. I savored caressing her. Teasing her. Getting her all nice and hot. Her head tossed, her moans growing louder and louder.



I popped my mouth off her nipple. “You are wet.”



“Oh, stars,” she whimpered, covering her face.



“Getting a little dirty, huh?” I asked her.



“A little,” she moaned.



“Good,” I said. “Sex is supposed to be dirty. Messy. That's when it's the best. You're going to drench me with your cream. Just coat me in your juices and then...” I winked at her.



“You're going to... to... take me?”



“Take you and cum in you.” I chuckled. “Won't
 that
 be a dirty mess?”



“Yes,” Ester groaned. “Oh, I want that. I want you... I want you in me, Charles. I need it. I've been dreaming for it for so long. I'm so ready.”



“No, you're not quite there yet,” I said and sat up. My fingers hooked the waistbands of her jeans. “You'll know when I've readied you.”



She shuddered as I drew off her jeans, pulling them off her cute tush. Her legs thrust up before me. She wore a pair of cute, ankle socks with pink lace around the edge. Her toes flexed in them as I pulled her pants up her thighs and calves. Then I threw them to the side.



She wore a pair of gray panties with HANES printed in white letters on the waistband. Comfortable and cheap. They weren't the tarted-up panties that Joan or Lucy would wear. Not the sensual panties Michiko or Victoria or Rashimi preferred. They were sensible. Boring.



Perfect for the virgin. That made them exciting.



I rolled them off. She shuddered as her pale-blonde bush came into view. I breathed in her tangy musk. The scent filled my nose. I drew her panties up her lush thighs and over her delicious calves. I left her clad only in her socks.



And feasted her virgin pussy.



“Charles!” she gasped as my face nuzzled into her trimmed bush. The tangy scent filled my nose. The flavor already spilled past my lips.



I kissed her pussy.



Licked at her virgin slit.



I dragged my tongue through her folds, caressing those naughty petals. Her tangy juices coated my tongue, the flavor a wonderful treat. I groaned and licked her again. My tongue dragged up her flesh. She whimpered. The sounds echoed through the room. They resounded through the bedroom while her thighs squeezed about my whiskered face.



“Oh, Charles,” she moaned as I licked her again. “That's... You're... Oh, that's so much better than... than...”



“Flicking your bean?” I flicked her clit with my tongue.



“Than masturbating!” she gasped.



I smiled and slid my hands beneath her rump. Cupping both her asscheeks, I pulled her tight against me. I feasted on her hungrily. I licked and lapped at her. my tongue danced over her folds. I brushed her hymen, stroking that thin membrane. It wasn't whole, more a ring with a hole in the middle the tip of my tongue could just fit through.



Her virginal depths awaited. My dick throbbed. I hadn't deflowered a virgin since my prom date. I squeezed Ester's ass and fluttered my tongue up and down her tangy flesh. Her small breasts quivered. She gasped, arching her back as I pleasured her.



Loved her.



“Charles! Charles!” Ester sang as my tongue fluttered up and down her pussy.



“Mmm, just shine for me, my little star,” I groaned, my fingers kneading her rump. I kneaded that delicious ass as I devoured her.



Her silky curls rubbed against me. She whimpered and moaned, her body trembling in such a naughty way. It was amazing to enjoy devouring her. My tongue caressed up and down her snatch. I feasted on her with such alacrity. I had to drink her passion.



I had to make her cum.



I fluttered my tongue up to her clit. I nibbled on her bud. She gasped and moaned. Her body bucked, her thighs squeezing down on my face. My tongue danced around that little nub. She whimpered, her back arching.



Her hands massaged her breasts. She kneaded her own tits as I brought her closer and closer to cumming. The flavor of her sweet cream grew stronger and stronger. It was amazing to feast on her passion.



“Charles,” she gasped. “Oh, wow. Oh, you're going to make me... feel really, really good!”



“Cum,” I growled.



She whimpered as I suckled hard on her clit. She pinched her nipples, her back arching and stomach flexing. Her gasps echoed through the room. I nursed on her sweet bud. I loved her with all I had.



She squealed and came.



Her body bucked Ester's juicy passion flooded out of her. I licked and lapped up her sweet delight. She held me tight as she quivered through her orgasm. Her whimpers and moans were such a delight to hear.



I made my star shine.



Ester glowed with her passion. She humped against me, smearing her furred muff across my lips and mouth. Her curls rubbed on my face. I loved the feel of them as I lapped up her pussy cream. Her passion and moans echoed through the room.



“I'm ready!” she howled. “Oh, Charles, I'm so ready for you! Please, please, take me!”



I could hear the truth in her voice. My cock throbbed in aching need. My star was ready.



~~*~~



Ester Morgenstern



I shuddered through my orgasm.



I quivered, so in love with the rapture of this moment. What Charles gave me was amazing. It banished the last lingering fear I had of being deflowered. I wasn't worried that it would hurt or that my lack of experience would diminish Charles's pleasure.



He had given me such pleasures, such ecstasy, that everything else had melted away. I just ached for him to slide into me. To make me into a woman. His woman. One of eight, he'd implied. I groaned, so ready to just be his.



He rose. I stared up at him through half-lidded eyes. He had dark hair and a noble look to his chiseled features. A king loomed over me, strong and mighty. He licked his lips covered in my pussy cream. His cock thrust out before him.



His kingly scepter.



I grabbed him with bold hands. I couldn't believe I had done that. This was such a majestic moment. I pulled him to my pussy. I rubbed him right against my vulva. Pleasure rippled through my body already buzzing with euphoria.



“Charles,” I groaned, pushing his tip against my hymen.



He leaned over me on his strong arms, his ankh medallion dangling down and then brushing against my star pendant. I quivered there as he lowered his lips to mine. He kissed me covered in my sweet cream. I gasped at how good it tasted, my body quivering beneath his.



He pushed against my hymen. I whimpered into his kiss. My arms and legs wrapped around his strong body. I held him tight as my maidenhead stretched for a moment. I gasped at the sharp pain of it tearing, then groaned.



His cock entered me.



I trembled beneath him as his dick slid into me. He stretched me out, satisfying that itch deep inside of me for the first time ever. I groaned, squeezing my snatch down around his cock. I shuddered, holding him tight as more and more of him entered me.



I squealed into the kiss as he reached so far into me.



I took all of him.



Every inch of his amazing cock.



I broke the kiss to whisper, “I'm yours, Charles. Yours.”



He smiled down at me, his blouse eyes so intense. “Yes, you are.”



I shuddered. My hope had not been in vain. I trembled with such pleasure. Then Charles drew back.



I squealed, my pussy clenched about his cock. It felt even better than when he penetrated me. My body quivered beneath him. My fingernails raked across his back. I couldn't help it at how good this made me feel.



Then he rammed back into me. His cock buried to the hilt in me. It was incredible to feel. I gasped, my twat clenching down on his dick. The feel of his shaft pumping away at me was incredible. My snatch melted from the friction of his cock.



“This is even better,” I moaned, my fingernails scratching at his back again. “Even better than when you ate me, Charles!”



“Oh?” he asked, this knowing smile on his lips. It was definitely better for him. “Why?”



“Because we're sharing in the pleasure,” I purred, my pussy squeezing about his cock. “Doesn't my pussy make you feel amazing?”



“Yes, it does,” he groaned, slamming his thick rod into me.



His balls smacked into my taint. They were full of his cum. He would pump so much into me. I groaned, squeezing my snatch around his dick. I would have such a mighty orgasm. He would pump so much spunk into me. It would be fantastic.



He thrust away at my deflowered pussy. He fucked me hard and fast. His cock buried to the hilt in me again and again. I loved it. I held him tight. My twat squeezed about him. The friction was incredible. I quivered beneath him as he swelled my orgasm.



His every thrust. His every pull back. Both of those delights fed my impending climax. I shuddered beneath him, aching to have another one. I needed it so much. I craved it. He pumped away at me with such passion. He buried into me with such intensity. It was awesome to experience.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, my twat drank in all that passion. I shuddered, my pussy aching from his hard thrusts.



“I can feel your groaning hotter,” he groaned, pumping away at me. His nuts slapped into my flesh. I loved the impacts.



“Oh, yes!” I groaned. “Oh, wow, that's so good. I love what you're doing to me.”



“Going to shine again?”



“So bright!”



I felt so relaxed now. I could say anything—do anything—and he would love me. I could be as dirty as I had ever imagined. I bucked up into his thrusts. I squeezed my twat around his cock as he fucked into me. He plowed hard and fast. He churned me up.



I whimpered beneath him as his dick brought me closer and closer to cumming. I groaned, so glad that this was my first time. That I got to enjoy this wonderful delight. I squeezed my snatch around his cock as he pumped away at me.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “I'm almost there.”



He nibbled down my cheekbone to his ear, lowering his weight fully on me. I groaned as he did that. His tongue flicked my ear. “Then cum for me. I want that pussy spasming. I want your cunt hungry for my cum.”



I gasped at the C word.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my
 cunt
 hungry for his cum. I wanted him firing his seed into me. I whimpered beneath him, my orgasm swelling.



He thrust hard into me. He ground against my clit. My pearl burst with sparks of delight that fed the growing pressure in my snatch. He slammed into me again. I humped against him, rubbing my bud into his flesh.



Sparks showered through my naughty cunt. I gasped and burst with rapture. My climax rushed through me. My pussy convulsed and writhed around his dick. I groaned and gasped beneath him. I shuddered, savoring his dick in me. It was incredible.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my rippling and writhing around his cock. I moaned, the ecstasy blazing through my pussy. “Oh, Charles!”



“Goddamn,” he growled, burying hard into my convulsing cunt and drawing back.



My flesh shuddered. The pleasure of his cock in me made me squeal as another orgasm burst through me. More waves of delight washed out of my cunt. They surged through me. These amazing tsunamis of delight.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, my mind drowning beneath the currents of ecstasy. “Cum in me. I want your seed in me. I want our love-making to be messy and passionate!”



He grinned down at me and slammed his cock to the hilt in me. He growled.



Came.



I gasped as I felt his hot jizz splashing against my cervix. My naughty pussy burst with even more pleasure. More ecstasy washed out of my cunt. I groaned as the heat rushed through my body. I gasped at how wonderful it was.



“Ester!” he growled.



My flesh rippled and writhed. My twat sucked at him. He grunted with each spurt. The cum pumped into my depths. More and more flooded me. It was incredible. I trembled through my pleasure, my mind drowning in bliss.



“Damn,” he groaned as he fired the last of his cum.



“Oh, Charles,” I moaned. “I love you.”



“Love you,” he panted and kissed me.



“We love you, too!” a woman shouted from the doorway.



I shuddered as Charles rolled off of me. His cock slid out of my cunt. I gasped at how great that felt. Charles lay beside me, his chest rising and falling. His dick thrust over his belly, throbbing with his heartbeat. He was so big.



Wow! All of that had fit in me?



His cum leaked out of my depths and dribbled down my taint. It felt so naughty. My juices and the spunk soaked into the bed, a wet spot forming. I sucked in deep breaths as I came down from the wonderful high.



“Hello,” purred the petite blonde. She wore a slender braid of her hair as a circlet around her head the rest falling long and loose. “I'm Joan the High Priestess.”



“High Priestess?” I asked as she stared down at me. A silver pendant of a crescent moon hunger around her neck.



“The Tarot card that homeless guy gave me,” she said. “I'm the High Priestess. He's the Emperor.”



I glanced at my man and his rod. He had ruled my body with that. “I believe it.”



Joan smiled and then ducked down and kissed me. I shuddered. I had only kissed one boy in my life before Charles. Now I had a woman's soft lips on mine. I groaned as she kissed me. I was so very aware that she was naked.



That we could do things together. Lezzie things. Desires for her swelled in me. I groaned into the kiss, loving the feel of her mouth. Then she broke it and moved out of the way for the next girl to climb up.



It was Michiko, the Japanese woman that had been with Charles this morning when he'd come into the deli for his breakfast. She had a round face and such delicate features. She leaned her head down and kissed me hungrily.



I melted into her lips, loving the taste of her.



When she broke our kiss, she purred, “Hi, Ester, I'm Michiko the Magician.”



“She's got a fierce sleight of hand game,” Charles said.



Michiko winked at me then moved out of the way for the busty brunette. She crawled up my body, her heavy tits sliding up my stomach and then they reached my boobs. I shivered at the pillowy contact as she leaned down to kiss me.



Her lips melted on my mind. I groaned, trembling beneath her. This was all so insane. I couldn't believe this was happening. Her tongue thrust into my mouth. My hands grabbed her ass, squeezing on her.



She broke the kiss. “Hey, Ester. I'm Victoria. The Empress.”



“Oh, wow, an Emperor and Empress.”



“But don't think that makes me better than you,” she said. “I mean, Stars shine over everything.”



I smiled at that.



Victoria slid off me. I missed the feel of her round breasts. The Indian woman took her place, her black hair disarrayed. She had a lovely, red-brown face but didn't have that dot that Indian women always seemed to wear.



She took my wrist and pressed my hand up against her pussy. I gasped as her silky hairs caressed my hand, the heat for her twat spilling across my palm. I shivered as she smiled and pulled me away from her snatch.



“I'm Rashimi Chaudhary,” I said.



“Wait,” I said, that name familiar. “Are you... Madam Chaudhary. You're a palm reader, right.”



“I am. The Hanged Man, which makes me a seer. And you...” She smiled at me.
 “Cui luces?”



“That's what the homeless man said tome when he gave me the card,” I gasped.



“'For whom do you shine?' That's what he asked.” Rashimi glanced at Charles. “You're his hope, Ester. That's what the card means. Hope and bright prospects. Shine bright.”



“I will,” I promised and was surprised to find emotion stinging my eyes and choking my throat.



She kissed me. I shuddered into her lips. They were plump and kissable. I shuddered, my toes curling. This was so awesome. Charles's women were so welcoming to me even though I was taking him away from their fun in the living room.



Rashimi broke the kiss and slid off the bed. That left only the busty redhead. She made me shiver. She had gold rings piercing both her nipples and a tattoo of a pentagram around her left areola. She crawled on the bed and settled between my thighs.



“I'm Lucy,” she said. “The Devil.”



“Wait, really?” I gasped, staring at her, searching for horns.



“Not literally,” she moaned. “That's my card.”



“Mmm, she's violence and force and fatality,” said Rashimi while Lucy leaned her head down. “She's sin and temptation. Not evil unless reversed. But she's the Id in us. The base impulses.”



“So base,” Lucy moaned. “I want to lick your pussy and make you cum.”



She pressed her face into my pussy. I gasped as she licked at my folds. She caressed me with her tongue. I gasped as she slid into my snatch. I had no hymen to stop her. I shuddered as she scooped out the cum in me.



She devoured Charles's seed out of me. I whimpered, feeling the delight of a woman going down on me. This was a new pleasure. One I had never expected to enjoy. I groaned, my cunt clenching as her tongue pressed in again.



Lucy lifted her face. “She needs to suck your cock, Charles. Let this girl get to enjoy every bit of you.”



“Oh, yes, yes,” I moaned as Charles rose. He knelt beside me, his cock thrusting at my face. My mouth.



This sweet scent of my pussy coated his cock. I whimpered, my mouth watering. Lucy's naughty tongue thrust into my twat again. She scooped out more of his cum from my depths. I shuddered, savoring this feeling. The pleasure rushing through me, I opened my mouth and swallowed his cock.



My lips slid over his thick crown. My teeth grazed his cock. He grimaced and I gasped. Right, right, my teeth probably hurt him. I opened my mouth wider and swept my tongue around his cock. He smiled at that.



I shuddered and relaxed. I closed my eyes and nursed on him while Lucy licked his cum out of my pussy. She stirred such delight through me. It was different from when Charles had eaten me out. It wasn't as forceful. It was...



Playful.



Naughty.



And utterly feminine.



Her lips were soft and her tongue danced around. She thrust into my depths and stirred around in me. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved the way that she teased me as she feasted on his cum. It was such a dirty thing to do.



Charles was right. Love-making was so wonderfully messy.



I nursed on his cock, cleaning off my sweet juices while this salty flavor swelled. It leaked out of his cock. I vaguely remembered from health class about guys producing lubricating fluids. Pre-ejaculate fluid or something.



A preview of his cum.



I groaned and nursed on him, loving the salty flavor. Lucy clearly loved licking his cum out of my pussy, so it must be just incredible to drink it from the source. I shuddered and moaned around his cock. I suckled on him, wanting to get all that cum.



“Mmm, you're doing great,” Joan said. She stretched out on her side beside me. Her hand idly squeezed my breast while she nuzzled her lips into my ear. “Just suckle on that cock. Work out all that cum in from his mighty rod.”



“Yes, yes, he rules us,” moaned Michiko. “Ooh, Victoria, that's nice. You're turning into quite the cunt lapper.”



“She is,” Rashimi sighed.



“Mmm,” purred Joan in agreement. “Now, Ester, don't be afraid to use your tongue. And moan. It'll hum around him and make him feel good.”



It was easy to moan with what Lucy was doing to me. She built another orgasm in me. Another burst of wild pleasure. It was incredible to experience. I groaned and shuddered at the delight created by Lucy's tongue.



I swirled my tongue around Charles's cock he growled and smiled down at me. I shuddered, loving every moment of worshiping him. This was fantastic. I savored the delight of loving his cock. I shuddered, my cunt on fire. This was incredible to enjoy. I shivered as I nursed with all my passion on him.



“Mmm, that's it,” purred Joan. Her fingers pinched my nipple. “You're doing wonderful.”



“Yes, you are,” rumbled Charles. He loomed over me. So strong. So passionate. Like a storm about to sweep over the city. Over me. “Damn, that's good.”



I suckled harder and moaned louder. My tongue danced in fast circles around his cock. I wanted to give him the most pleasure ever. I wanted to guzzle down all his cum. It would be amazing. I shuddered, my cunt on fire. I caressed his dick. I liked and lapped over his twat. It was wonderful to experience.



I bobbed my head. Not much, but I slid my lips a few inches up and down his cock. He growled as I did that. I shuddered and whimpered around his cock. Lucy lapped at my folds. She must have cleaned out his cum because she just licked me.



Loved me.



“That's it,” groaned Charles. “Shine bright for me.”



“Mmm, glaze
 
 [1]
 , Ester,” groaned Joan into my ear. She licked it.



I shivered.



Lucy fluttered her tongue against my clit. She drummed against my bud. Sparks burst each time. The staccato rhythm of passion showered my pussy in such passion. I groaned and shuddered, my thighs clenching about her face. I whimpered around Charles's cock.



I hurtled towards that orgasm. My heart pounded, pumping heat through my body. I trembled. Joan pinched my nipple. Michiko moaned into the background. It was incredible. This wonderful and wild heat surged through me.



I exploded.



I squealed around Charles's cock as the pleasure rushed through my body. Mighty waves of delight that spilled over my thoughts. I quivered through that wonderful passion. I groaned as the ecstasy blazed through me. This was awesome. Amazing. I loved every moment of it.



I shuddered, stars bursting across my vision. I nursed on Charles's cock as Lucy lapped up the cream gushing out of me. I trembled through the bliss. My mind drowned from the ecstasy Lucy gave me. She was such a naughty woman.



A wicked devil.



“Damn!” rumbled Charles. His rod throbbed in my mouth. “Goddamn, that's amazing, Ester!”



His cock twitched and then hot jizz spurted into my mouth. My eyes widened at the salty flavor flooding across my taste buds. In moments, my cheeks bulged with his passion. I gulped it down, his seed flowing warm through my esophagus to my stomach.



He growled, his manly face twisting with pleasure. Spurt after spurt of his passion flooded into my mouth. It was incredible. I loved the taste of him. It was so strong. The epitome of masculine, virile passion.



I smiled as I sucked him down, my orgasm hitting this wonderful peak. I floated there and knew that I would be his Star. His beacon of hope. I didn't know why he needed me, but I wouldn't let him down.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I fucked Ester hard in the shower.



It was the next morning. Way too early. Despite that, I pumped my cock away at her asshole. I savored her, my orgasm about to burst through me as I buried into her bowels again and again. My newest woman felt so amazing squeezed about my dick. Her moans echoed through the bathroom.



“I'm about to... to... cum!” she moaned.



I slammed into her asshole, holding her wet body from behind. Ester gasped. Her bowels convulsed around my dick. I shuddered as her flesh sucked at my cock. That wonderful and naughty hole worked at my dick. My cum pumped into her again and again.



I fired spurt after spurt of my spunk into her. I flooded her with everything that I had. I held her tight as I basted her bowels. She moaned in delight, her flesh rippling and writhing around my dick. She sucked at me.



“Charles!” she moaned, her voice echoing through the bathroom. “You're so amazing!”



“So are you,” I groaned as my cock unloaded in her.



I road through the high of dumping my cum into her spasming asshole. She milked me dry. I panted, the water falling warm around us. She shuddered, leaning her head into the spray. It spilled over her platinum-blonde hair.



I wanted to stay in her, but she had to get to work. Out of all of us, she had to be to work the earliest. I shuddered and slid out of her bowels. My cock popped out of her. I stepped back, the spray falling on my dick.



We washed and slipped out. She dressed in her jeans and t-shirt. I kissed her goodbye and the apartment door. “I'll see you soon.”



“I'll have your sandwiches waiting,” she purred, her blue eyes twinkling.



“Already, you give me the hope to make it through my day,” I said, smiling.



She giggled and kissed me again. She had lost much of her shyness. Well, we had shared something profound last night.



I crashed on the couch and was able to sleep for another hour or so before I had to get up. Joan, Victoria, Michiko, and I all left together, leaving Lucy and Rashimi sleeping on Joan's bed. Neither of them had to be at work early. Well, Victoria didn't have to be to work until this afternoon and Joan didn't really have a job.



But they were morning people, it seemed.



We stepped out of the Arcadia apartments, which were next door to the Elysium where I lived. I was wearing the same clothes as yesterday, but I worked construction. I would be dirty soon anyways. Plus, all the guys would know I hadn't gotten home.



We crossed 19th Avenue, which ran before the building, at the intersection of 3rd Street and walked past Healthy Life. It was open and I spotted Sakina working at the counter. One of Connal's two girlfriends. Then we passed Iron Lift Gym. I hadn't been in the last few days. Too busy. On the corner of Browns Boulevard not far from the entrance to the gym, that blonde girl was handing out fliers.



“Want one?” she called to us as we approached. She was a busty girl in a tight yellow crop top and hip-hugging jeans. Nineteen or so, she had a friendly smile that was hard to ignore even if she didn't have that curvy figure. “We've got to be ready to save the world.”



I blinked at her. Those words were so similar to something Rashimi said about what was coming. The consciousness shift that would save or doom the world. I swallowed and then a foul smell filled my nose. Walking around the corner was the homeless guy.



The smiling activist turned to him. “Hello, would you like to help save the world?”



“Tu ut salvificem mundum?”
 the homeless man asked her as he thrust a Tarot card at her. She took it, setting it on her stack of fliers. Then she looked up at him, blinking.



“Hey,” I said to the fool. “Want to answer some questions?”



“Have you answered mine?” His eyes met mine.
 “Potest imperare?”



I remembered that. Joan had told me what it meant. “Yes. Yes, I can rule.”



The homeless guy nodded. “Good. Don't forget what you need.”



“Yeah, I'm getting them. I just want some—”



The dog barked and the homeless man cursed. He just darted right out into 19th Avenue, busy with morning traffic. Cars honked as he wove between them like a madman, his hobo stick bobbing behind him. He ran down the middle of the road for half a block, then turned right and darted down 2nd Street, heading west away from us.



A mangy hound chasing after him.



“What is up with that guy?” I asked. Then I turned to the busty activist. She stared down at her Tarot card. It was an infant riding on a white horse. The child held a red banner and was beneath a sun that had a face in it. Sunflowers dotted the background. “The Sun” was printed at the bottom.



“What the heck?” the girl muttered. She glanced up at me and bit her lip. “That was weird.”



“You have no idea,” I said. “I'm Charles.”



“Aurora,” she said, her cheeks picking up color.



“Is there somewhere we can talk about saving the world?” I asked her. “Say for lunch. I could meet you at Mama's Diner at noon. I'm very interested in it.”



“We all are,” said Michiko. “We'd love to talk to you.”



“Oh, yes,” Virginia said, a motherly smile on her face.



“Uuuhhh, sure,” Aurora said. “Noon. I'll meet you there and we can talk. It's so hard to find people interested in saving the world.”



“I bet,” I said, my stomach rumbling. Was she number seven?



We headed into the deli. Ester beamed at the sight of us. Her pleasure radiated from her. She positively glowed. I smiled back at her, breathing in her warmth.



“'Are you ready to save the World?'” Joan said.



“Yeah,” I said.



“No, no, that's what he asked Aurora. If Rashimi was here, I bet she could tell if she was one of yours.”



“Aren't they all mine?” I asked. “The ones who get the cards.”



“There are twenty-two of Major Arcana,” Joan said. “I've been googling. You only get eight. That means nine on your side. I don't know how many will be on the preacher's side. Maybe all. Who knows?”



“The two lesbians who run the sex shop are sharing the Lover's card,” Virginia said. “They're not the Preacher's followers. Not like Diana.” She shifted. “My boss.”



“Magdalene's another,” I said. “She works with me.”



Ester had sandwiches ready for all of us. She delivered them with a smile. I paid for them and leaned over, kissing her. She burst with delight. I smiled and headed out onto the street and—



Almost walked into a blind woman.



Her stick she swung before her thwacked into my ankle. She stopped. She wore sunglasses but I felt her gaze staring at me like she wasn't blind. She was a tall woman of mature years, her blonde hair in a tight bun. I shuddered as her head moved up and down.



She sniffed like I had disappointed her. Then she turned her head and seemed to look across the street. I swear she was staring at the steps of the courthouse where the Preacher stood with some of his sycophants. Diana, the woman who'd tried to grab Ester last night, was there. As was Magdalene dressed in her high-vis vest. The cop, Officer Donnelly, was there, too.



“Great,” I muttered. “I thought she was arresting Diana for trying to grab Ester, but she was just running cover for that bitch's actions.”



“She's lost it,” Virginia said. “She doesn't even care any more about the animals people leave with her to groom. Those used to be the most important thing in the world to her.”



“The scales are not balanced,” the blind woman said. “Not balanced at all. I don't know which way Judgement will fall.”



Joan gave the blind woman a sharp glance. Then she crossed Browns Boulevard without even waiting for the light to change. I watched, my jaw slowly falling, as she crossed the busy street without any car coming close to hitting her. No one even had to brake. She just... found the perfect opening. She walked down the sidewalk and then the up the stairs to the courthouse.



“Judgement,” whispered Joan. “That's one of the Major Arcana. Do you think she's...?”



“Fuck if I know,” I muttered.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston – The Hierophant



“I'm sorry for not capturing him,” Diana told me, tears in her eyes. “He just caught Fianna and me so off-guard.”



I waved my hand. “It doesn't matter. Only Magdalene has not received a card. She will. Then the stage will be set. I can feel it. We're almost to the beginning. Can you feel it? Welling up from the ground?”



Diana, Fianna, and Magdalene all nodded, their eyes full of love for me. They worshiped me. I would be their salvation. We would rise from the flames, the heat of the World's burning would carry us to paradise.



Tap! Tap! Tap!



I glanced to see the blind woman climbing the stairs. She paused and aimed her unseeing eyes right at me, as if staring at me. I shuddered, feeling power in her. I cocked my head as Judge Eudoxia Dikastis marched up the stairs and swept into the courthouse. She held the Judgement Card. I felt it in my bones.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Sultry Cutie!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Sultry Cutie”




She moaned into the kiss, her lips on fire. She stroked me. I shuddered, savoring the way her hand worked up and down my cock. My dick throbbed in her grasp. She broke our kiss, panting. Her breasts rose and fell against my chest. She had a nice pair of double D's, not quite as big as Victoria's lush pair, but still bountiful.



“God,” she moaned and fell to her knees, her jeans around her ankles. I hadn't noticed them falling off her hips. Her panties were a soft blue with white lace around the waistband. “This dick... Charles...” She shook her head. “Do you know what you do to a girl?”



I winked at her and pulled off my shirt. I tossed it down, exposing my muscular chest and the ankh medallion I wore beneath it.



“God, you do,” she moaned. “Mmm, cocky asshole, aren't you?'



“Yep.”



She opened her mouth and sucked my cock into her pink lips. I groaned as she did, my cock throbbing in her wet and warm maw. Her tongue danced around it. I shuddered. My jeans slipped off my hips and down my muscular thighs. Pleasure rippled through me.



She stroked the base of my cock and bobbed her head. This girl sucked with passion. She knew how to worship a cock. I groaned, savoring the heat in her blue eyes. Her passion shone from her, radiating over my body.



“Damn, Aurora,” I growled, thrusting off my boxers. “Just going right for it. You remind me a bit of Lucy. She's got the Devil card.”



Aurora slid her mouth off my cock. “Mmm, your women told me about Lucy, Rashimi, and Ester. The wild night you had last night. Six women... God, do you know how wet that made me?”



I held up my fingers that I had stroked over her pussy lips. “I have an idea.”



She giggled. “Cocky asshole.”



To find out what happens next, read on!





 
 
Other Harem Stories





Mastering Her Naughty Delights (Master of the Tarot Harem 1)





Mastering the Naughty Church Girl (Master of the Tarot Harem 2)





Mastering the Nubile Cutie (Master of the Tarot Harem 3)





Mastering the Two Beauties (Master of the Tarot Harem 4)





Mastering the Blonde's Passions (Master of the Tarot Harem 5)





Mastering the Barmaid's Passion (Master of the Tarot Harem 6)





Mastering the Devilish Beauty (Master of the Tarot Harem 7)





Mastering the Harem's Passion (Master of the Tarot Harem 8)





Mastering the Fertile Beauty (Master of the Tarot Harem 9)





Mastering the Innocent Cutie (Master of the Tarot Harem 10)





Awakened by the MILF Goddess (Loving a Goddess Harem 1)





The Preacher's Wife Lesbian Surprise (Harem of Lesbian MILFs 1)





Hot Harem Opportunity (Winning a Genie Harem 1)





Fighter Awakens in the Naughty World (Ulitmate Harem Fantasy 1)





Incubus Watches the Wild Show (The Incubus's Naughty Harem 1)





Harem's Dark Passion (The Vampire's Embrace 1)





Taming the Naughty Monster Girls (King of the Monster Girl Harem 1)













 
 
Characters




Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and possibly holds the Judgement Card.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina. Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives an unknown Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Will she betray Charles?
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Charles Ramhorn



I kissed Victoria, Joan, and Michiko goodbye before heading into the construction site, looking forward to having lunch with Aurora and her Sun card. I had seen the young blonde activist around the neighborhood handing out flyers for people to “save the world.” She meant to do it through some hippie environmental way, not realizing that an actual threat to the world was coming.



And it was coming. Damn, I could feel that strain worse through my shoulders. I didn't know what would happen or what I should be doing. Nothing was obvious. And I had a day job. Bills I had to pay. So I whistled and headed to the trailer on the construction site to grab my high-vis vest and hard hat, clock in, and then start operating my backhoe.



“Damn, is that the same shirt you wore yesterday?” Connal asked when I walked into the trailer. It milled with the guys who worked on the crew.



“Didn't make it to my place,” I said, a big grin on my face.



“My man,” Connal said. “And how many are you up to now.”



“Six.” I twisted the combination lock on the padlock on my locker. “Six beautiful and gorgeous women.”



“You dog,” Connal said and laughed. “Still, I'll take quality over quantity. My two...” A foolish smile spilled over Connal's lips. That look of a guy in love. “My two are amazing.”



“Mine are quality,” I said, pulling on my reflective vest. “And I got a date lined with number seven for lunch.”



“You are going to die from dehydration,” Connal said and chuckled.



“What a way to go,” I said and slammed my locker shut.



~~*~~



Joan Clark



After Charles headed into the construction yard, Michiko headed down Browns Boulevard to Rider's Drugstore. I walked with her to the end of the block to Park Avenue and broke from her, going right while she crossed the street to her job at the pharmacy. Victoria strolled with me as we walked down the east side of the construction site.



It dominated the entire block. A skyscraper. They had taken out a handful of local businesses, a bodega, a nail salon, and a bookstore to put in the tall building. Progress, they called it. Soon, this building would go up into the heavens.



“Where are you heading?” asked Victoria. “Church?”



I nodded. Our Lady of Heaven was on the next block down on Park Avenue. I wanted to do some research on one of the computers available to the church's volunteers. “You?”



“I'm going to check-in on the pets at the store,” she said. “Diana... She's gone entirely flaky. I can't believe she tried to drag Ester off to the Preacher last night.” I had told Victoria about last night's incident. “She's so wrapped up in that asshole's message.”



“Yeah,” I said as we reached 3rd Street. It separated the construction site from the church. “Have a good one.”



“You, too,” Victoria said, heading back west along the south side of the site. Happy Pets, the animal grooming shop she worked at, lay a block that way. I waited for the light to change, staring out at the people.



A jogger with her hair pulled back in a ponytail passed by, puffing her breaths, her ass shaking in a pair of Lycra jogging shorts that caught my eye. She wove around a Hispanic nurse who was sipping a cup of cheap coffee. She was probably heading to Browns Free Clinic. She crossed 3rd Street, heading east. She passed a businesswoman marching in her pencil skirt and blazer, her phone pressed to her ear.



Who had the other tarot cards? There were twenty-two of them. Charles would get eight women with them, but there had to be more. Was it someone on the street? That nurse? The jogger? Maybe the businesswoman? Did Diana have one? She had been keen on dragging Ester to see the Preacher. That had to mean something.



Did those crazy bitches who fawned over the Preacher have their own set of cards? Did he?



The light changed. I crossed 3rd Street and hurried down the east side of Our Lady of Heaven, passing first the graveyard behind the church and then the stone edifice itself. I glanced at the people walking down the road, searching for any clue of who might have the other cards.



No clue.



I entered the church on the southwest corner, and found a few older women in prayer. They were all widows in their sixties and seventies, that often came to the church. Probably because they had nothing else to do. So they prayed and prayed.



A few nodded to me. They thought I was a respectable young woman in my conservative dress, never realizing that I wasn't wearing panties and had a pussy dripping with my lusts. Some days, I would have a vibrator in my cunt or a butt plug. A nymphomaniac.



Luckily, I had Charles. He was here to tame my lusts and make me into a one-man sort of woman. One man and seven women.



I passed into the back and entered my office. I did much of the clerical work for the church. I kept the books and bought supplies. I let the priests focus on doing the priestly stuff. I hummed as I logged onto my computer.



The blind woman made me feel like she had Judgement. I googled the Tarot and started browsing the Major Arcana. I found the entry for Judgement. It was for the one who makes decisions. Not surprising, it represented judging. What would the blind woman have to judge?



No idea.



I browsed through the cards. There was also Justice, different from Judgement. I guess that made sense. I mean, justice was about what was fair. Punishing those who did bad and rewarding those who did good. I hummed. There was Strength and the Chariot. I shook my head. What did a chariot represent?



War.



I frowned. Who had that card?



The Moon card represented animal nature in man, and the Sun, Aurora's card, was about gaining knowledge and finding happiness. I smiled as I saw pregnancy, joy, and optimism were all traits associated with that card. It made me feel warm and fuzzy. I hoped Aurora joined the harem. I would be glad to have her.



So who would be the eighth woman?



Death was disturbing. What sort of person would get that card? The Hermit would be a guide. That could be useful. Then I noticed that there was a World card. I cocked my head at that. Didn't the Preacher rave about destroying the world? How it needed to be consumed in fire. Did he mean the person who had the World Card? Or the real world?



I read about the World Card. It symbolized the world—so shocking, I know—travel, and change of place. Emigration and voyages were under its domain. Change of place... Rashimi mentioned a consciousness shift.



Was that like a change of place?



I scrolled back up the list. At the top was The Fool. I frowned at the picture on the card. It was of a hobo in a tattered cloak with a stick and a kerchief tied to the end holding all his stuff. Just like a hobo out of an old cartoon. A dog chased him and...



“Holy shit,” I whispered. “That's him. The homeless man.” It wasn't his face in the picture, and his clothes were a little different, but that was definitely him.



I read the card. The hobo stick was called a bindle, apparently. The card was about folly and delirium. About madness. Yet he was the one picking the roles? Did that mean he was doing it irrationally? Or that it was insane that he was handing out Tarot cards and cryptic words.



I tapped my finger, staring at the screen. What was coming?



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



Lunch had arrived. I had worked the morning hard, excavating out more of the footprint for the skyscraper. My backhoe positively vibrated with the building tension. I could feel it through the controls. I didn't like it one bit. It would happen soon. In the next day or so.



What? No idea.



I sat down at Mama's Diner on 4th and 19th Avenue. My apartments were across the street. I loved coming here. The diner had great, classic American food. Burgers to die for, steak fries crispy on the outside and tender and fluffy on the inside, and amazing apple pie. The country fried steak and garlic mashed potatoes were another amazing option. Homemade lemonade... The place had it all.



“So the homeless guy is the Fool, huh?” I said as I slipped into the booth after Michiko. We were here for lunch with Aurora. I hoped she would actually show up.



“Yeah,” Joan said, following Victoria into the booth. We had all met up here at the diner for lunch. “I mean, the card is a spitting image of him. Down to the dog that chases him. It's all symbolic. The dog's like a sign of his mania. His madness. It chases him around, keeps him on the move.”



“Huh,” I said, grabbing the menu. Not that I needed it. The waitress, a stout woman name Marge, showed up. No Aurora yet. I ordered a burger and steak fries, Joan asked for a house salad, Victoria also went with a burger, while Michiko ordered some fish and chips.



We chatted about the cards. Michiko, as the Magician, was something of a diplomat and adviser. She gave wise counsel. I liked that. Joan herself was all about mysteries and secrets. Wisdom and science.



“Explains your research,” I joked. She smiled.



As the food came, Aurora showed up. She wore a yellow crop top and a pair of skinny jeans. She glanced at us, looking both nervous and hopeful. She smiled at me as she came in. Joan slid out of the booth and motioned her in.



Aurora slid in and looked at us. She was young, twenty at most, her blonde hair spilling about a sunny face. She had a bright disposition. The Sun card really fitted her. I had noticed her enthusiasm. She looked around at us.



“So,” she said, “I'm so glad that you want to help save the world. My organization is always—”



“That's not how we're going to save the world,” I said and then reached into my back pocket and pulled out the Emperor card, sitting it down on the table. I glanced at it and realized the guy on the throne had an ankh.



I shifted. I had worn an ankh medallion for years. It had caught my eye in a little jewelry stall in the mall, and I was immediately drawn to it.



Michiko produced her Magician card while Joan and Victoria pulled out the High Priestess and Empress cards. They were all in the same style, probably even came from the same deck. Aurora looked at them and then at us.



“Are you spiritual?” I asked her.



She blinked.



“There is a coming change,” Michiko said. “Can you feel it? Maybe like a tension across your forehead or shoulders. Like you have a headache coming around.”



“Or menstrual cramps?” Victoria added.



Aurora shrugged. “I guess. And? Who are you people?”



“Just regular people that crazy guy's throwing cards to,” I said.



“There's something that will determine the worlds' future. Mankind's fate. It's building and building. We're a part of it. Help guide it. So are you.” Michiko glanced at me. “There's nine of us who will be... working together. We think you are one of them.”



“Me?” Aurora asked. “Because I was given a card.” She turned it in her hand. “I mean, it's a Tarot card, right. I've seen them before. I had a reading once with some friends. It was fun. But it wasn't anything big.”



I shrugged. “There's something big,” I told her. “Something important. You want to save the world. Well, it's in real danger.” I had been thinking about that judge and the Preacher. “Two sides. We're trying to make it better. Like you are with your flyers.”



She leaned back, frowning. It was a lot to take in. As she did, I took a bite of my burger. Damn, it was good. I savored the meat, cheese, ketchup, onions, lettuce, and that garlic pickle. It all mixed in my mouth. This was something worth preserving.



Joan leaned over to Aurora, “Look at him,” she whispered. “What do you feel when you stare at Charles.”



Aurora squirmed.



“Go on, tell us,” Joan whispered. “I mean, you find him hot, don't you?”



“Well...” Aurora glanced at me, her cheeks spotting with color. I grinned at her and she squirmed even more. “Yeah.”



“Mmm, you feel it,” Joan continued, her voice dripping with seduction. It was strange to have another woman doing the seducing for me. Strange but exciting. Aurora was staring at me with heat in her blue eyes. “You want him. You want to connect with him.”



“Sure.” Aurora swallowed. “What girl doesn't want to hook up with a guy that hot. I mean...” She licked her lips. “He's got those broad shoulders and those blue eyes. So? That doesn't mean anything.”



“Doesn't it?” Joan said. Then she cupped her hand over Aurora's ear and started whispering enthusiastically.



I kept eating my burger as my girlfriend proved herself to be the best wingman ever. Aurora's eyes were staring at me as I devoured my lunch. I ate my steak fries as the girl's eyes kept widening and blinking.



“Really?” Aurora whispered.



Then Victoria leaned in and started whispering in the girl's other ear. Aurora squirmed, staring at me in shocked admiration. Michiko leaned forward and nodded her head. All three of my girlfriends wanted me to bang her.



“Jesus,” groaned Aurora. She shuddered and glanced down at the Sun card. Then up at me. Joan whispered one final thing. Aurora burst into wicked giggles. “No shit?”



Joan leaned back and nodded. “Oh, yes.”



“Damn,” Aurora said. “A harem, huh? You are a real dog, aren't you, Charles?”



“Yep,” I said and growled at her. “My apartment's right across the street.”



“I know.” Aurora shuddered. “I've seen you coming and going. I live in Elysium, too.” She shuddered. “Fuck, you are too sexy. Let's do it. I haven't gotten laid in a while, and the guys at my college... Why aren't you on Tindr?”



“Who needs that BS to get laid?” I asked and stood up. I pulled out a few twenties and tossed them down.



“It saves time,” Aurora said as Joan slid out of her way.



“Not when you have a harem,” I said, liking this. My women were out there seducing other women for me. I didn't know why I was the lucky SOB who got the Emperor card, or why the fool chose me, but I loved it. I would fight tooth and fucking nail to protect what I had going.



If anyone, especially that cock-sucking preacher asshole, wanted to destroy the world, they had to get through me.



Aurora had a sweet smell to her, a light and airy perfume. I breathed it in as she took my arm and clung to me. I passed Marge on the way out, the stout waitress giving me a bawdy look then shaking her head and smiling. I winked at her.



We crossed 19th Avenue and entered the Elysium Apartments. As we passed through the lobby, she whispered, “I always knew I wanted to make a difference in this world. I wanted to make it a better place. You know, make everyone happier.”



“It's a noble idea,” I said, hitting the up arrow on the elevator.



She pressed tighter to me. I could feel the swell of her large breasts filling out her crop top. “You make me feel like I actually can make a difference. That, finally, I found a way to do it. Those flyers I've been handing out... They were ignored. People don't care, but this...” She shuddered. “I can feel this will be important. That's why I'm here.”



“And the fact that I'm a hot guy that makes you wet has nothing to do with it?”



“Mmm, so wet,” she groaned as the elevator door dinged open. She grabbed my hand and pulled me in, this coquettish look on her face. “That's my bonus, right? My reward for doing good.”



She shoved my hand to the fly of her jeans. She shoved my fingers into her tight waistband. I went in a few inches, but it was too tight to get in further. As I hit the 5th-floor button, she unbuttoned her jeans to help me out. Her zipper rasped down. My fingers found the lace of her panties, a frilly band encircling her waist.



I slid into her panties, the heat and warmth of her beckoning. She shuddered as the elevator lurched up. I caressed over her shaved pubic mound and found the wet lips of her pussy. I stroked her and she moaned, delight shining over her face.



“You are wet,” I groaned, rubbing up and down her slit. She had a tight one, just a hint of her pussy lips peeking out and rubbing on my fingers.



“Mmm,” she moaned, her blue eyes as vivid as the summer sky. Her breasts jiggled in her crop top. She squirmed against the metal wall of the elevator car.



It slowed. I pulled my hand out of her panties and held up my fingers. The sweet musk of her pussy filled my nose. The bell dinged and the doors creaked open. She shuddered and pressed my hand to my mouth. I licked her cream off my fingers.



I winked at her.



“Damn, damn, damn,” she said. “You are a hunky reward.” Her hand grabbed my rod through my pants, squeezing me. She shuddered, clutching tight as I slipped my arm around her waist and drew her out of the elevator.



Her pants managed to stay on as we headed down the hallway to apartment 519. I thrust my key into the lock. She groaned as it clicked in, her hand squeezing my cock through my clothes. She smiled up at me, fire blazing in her blue eyes.



I thrust the door open and pulled her in, kissing her. I kicked my door closed, threw the keys on the small table by the door, missing the bowl I kept them in. Who cared? My hands were on her hips, pushing her back into the living room as her tongue danced with mine. Her hands attacked my belt buckle. She ripped it open and then my zipper.



I groaned as she did that. She kissed me hungrily. Her lips seared on mine, hot and delicious. She shoved her hands into my boxers and found my cock. She grasped me, stroking up and down my girth.



She moaned into the kiss, her lips on fire. She stroked me. I shuddered, savoring the way her hand worked up and down my cock. My dick throbbed in her grasp. She broke our kiss, panting. Her breasts rose and fell against my chest. She had a nice pair of double D's, not quite as big as Victoria's lush pair, but still bountiful.



“God,” she moaned and fell to her knees, her jeans around her ankles. I hadn't noticed them falling off her hips. Her panties were a soft blue with white lace around the waistband. “This dick... Charles...” She shook her head. “Do you know what you do to a girl?”



I winked at her and pulled off my shirt. I tossed it down, exposing my muscular chest and the ankh medallion I wore beneath it.



“God, you do,” she moaned. “Mmm, cocky asshole, aren't you?'



“Yep.”



She opened her mouth and sucked my cock into her pink lips. I groaned as she did, my cock throbbing in her wet and warm maw. Her tongue danced around it. I shuddered. My jeans slipped off my hips and down my muscular thighs. Pleasure rippled through me.



She stroked the base of my cock and bobbed her head. This girl sucked with passion. She knew how to worship a cock. I groaned, savoring the heat in her blue eyes. Her passion shone from her, radiating over my body.



“Damn, Aurora,” I growled, thrusting off my boxers. “Just going right for it. You remind me a bit of Lucy. She's got the Devil card.”



Aurora slid her mouth off my cock. “Mmm, your women told me about Lucy, Rashimi, and Ester. The wild night you had last night. Six women... God, do you know how wet that made me?”



I held up my fingers that I had stroked over her pussy lips. “I have an idea.”



She giggled. “Cocky asshole.”



She swallowed my cock again. I groaned as she nursed passionately on me. I wanted to step out of my jeans, but you didn't just slip off steel-toed boots. I groaned as she bobbed her head. She sucked with passion. I groaned, loving the feel of her mouth working up and down my cock. Her blonde hair swayed. Her blue eyes were bright.



I wanted to see all of her. I grabbed both sides of her head and pulled her mouth off my cock. She popped off, drool spilling down her chin. She stared up at me with questioning eyes, almost accusatory like I hadn't enjoyed it.



“Let me see you naked,” I growled.



Her smile grew wicked. “Right, right. I got to see your hot bod, so it makes sense you want to see my big boobs.” She winked at me. “I got you.”



She hopped to her feet, those lovely breasts bouncing in her tight crop top. I sank onto the couch as she peeled it off. I fumbled to unlace my boots while staring at her with fixed attention. Her flat stomach and flawless skin led up to her nice tits held in a matching pale-blue bra. More white lacing trimmed the cups. She threw her top down as I managed to get my left boot untied.



She stepped out of her jeans, her hips wiggling in the process. That made those wonderful boobs jiggle. Then she slipped her arms out of her bra straps. I smiled. She was one of those girls who liked to turn her bra around and bring her clasp to the front.



I wasn't complaining as her plump and perky tits came into view, topped by fat, pink nipples. She had thick erasers that I just wanted to suckle. They swayed as she twisted her arm behind her back to unclasp her bra and then dropped it to the floor.



I barely managed to get my right boot untied as she hooked her thumbs into her panties. She winked at me, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.



“Damn,” I groaned, my blood warmed by the radiance shining off of her. She was definitely the Sun.



She shoved her panties down, bending over in the process. Her boobs dangled before her, swaying back and forth in such a delightful way. I froze in the middle of working off my boots and jeans, almost hypnotized by them.



The power of a woman's tits... Damn, they were amazing. Small or big or right in between, so many wonderful shapes to them. Teardrops, little cones, plump mounds. My rod throbbed hard as she stepped out of her panties.



Then she straightened up. My eyes fell on her shaved pubic mound. As I had felt, a hint of her inner pink folds peeked out of her tight slit, a little ridge of delight dripping with her cream. I shoved off my boots, jeans, boxers, and socks, naked save the ankh.



“Mmm, where was I?” she asked.



I turned and stretched out on my back on my couch. “Sucking my cock.” I licked my lips. “I'm eager for you to continue.”



“Mmm, let me just find the perfect place to kneel.” She mounted the couch, straddling my head. Her pussy loomed over me, letting me study her plump vulva and those hint of inner pussy lips peeking out. Her sweet musk filled my nose as she lowered her twat down to my lips. She sat on my face. “There. Perfect.”



“Uh-huh,” I moaned her hot vulva rubbing on my mouth.



I licked through her slit, parting her outer delights to lick at those pretty pink inner ones. I stroked across her clit, that swollen bud already out of its sheath, and then her labia. I savored the taste of her. Moaning, she leaned over and grabbed my cock. Her boobs pressed into my stomach.



“God, I love giving BJs,” she moaned. “There's something just so wonderful about sucking on something nice and long.”



“Chew on a lot of pencils and pens?” I asked.



“I ruin so many of them,” she moaned and then sucked my dick into her mouth.



I groaned, once more engulfed in her warmth. She swirled her tongue around my cock and suckled. I growled into her snatch. I grabbed her perky ass. I squeezed down on her, pulling the girl tight against my lips.



I licked at her. Lapped. My tongue danced through her folds. She moaned around my cock, sucking with such hunger on my dick. Her head bobbed, working those plump lips up and down my shaft. The suction reached my balls.



“Damn,” I groaned at the force of her suckling. She did love to suck cocks.



She worshiped my dick. Loved my tip with her tongue. Her hand grabbed the base. She pumped up and down the lower half of my cock as she pleasured the top. I growled into her pussy and showered her the same love.



I licked up and down her folds. I stroked her. The tip of my tongue dug through her furrow, stroking her labia. I loved the silky texture of her and the sweet taste. I could eat pussy all day. To feast on a woman, to devour her passion, made me feel so alive.



So virile.



Knowing that I would soon be in her pussy, fucking her, pumping all my seed into her, made me devour her with an eagerness. I wanted to make her cum and cum. I wanted to butter her up so she would scream her head off on my cock.



I thrust my tongue into her snatch. I swirled it about in her. I licked and lapped at her hungrily. She groaned, her hips moving, grinding her snatch on my face. She moaned around my cock as she humped back and forth, her butt-cheeks flexing beneath my hand.



She nursed on my cock.



Loved my dick.



“Fuck,” I moaned, feeling the pressure growing in my balls. “Damn, Aurora.”



The young blonde groaned around my rod in answer.



I thrust my tongue into her depths. I caressed those silky walls, my cock throbbed in her hungry maw. She moaned around me, sucking hungrily. My balls tightened with the pressure. She brought me closer and closer to that moment of erupting.



To exploding in her.



It was fantastic. An amazing delight. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. This was an incredible treat. Eating her as she blew me. I would have such a big burst of pleasure. I would just fire so much spunk into her maw. Then I would pound this wonderful snatch hard.



I fucked my tongue in and out of her snatch. I plunged deep into her. She groaned as I did that. My tongue danced around in her. I caressed her, teased her. I enjoyed every second of loving her. It was amazing to do. Her pussy squeezed about my tongue while she moaned around my cock.



She released the base of my shaft as she bobbed her head low. The tip of my dick pressed into the back of her throat. Gurgling, she swallowed my cock. I slid down her gullet now. I growled into her cunt as she deep-throated me.



“Fuck, Aurora,” I moaned into her yummy cunt as she took more and more of her cock.



She moaned around my dick as she did it. Her vocal cords massaged my tip. Pleasure shot from my crown to my balls before radiating through the rest of me. I groaned, my nuts tightening as she pleasured me.



“Goddamn fuck,” I groaned, my dick throbbing and aching. “That's incredible.”



She moaned around my dick. She suckled with passion. I groaned, loving the feel of her lips sliding lower and lower down my cock. She nuzzled into my bush. Every inch of my dick was in her mouth.



It was fantastic. I loved it.



The heat swelled and swelled in my nuts as she moaned around my cock. Her throat swallowed to massage my girth. Her hand cupped my balls. She kneaded them. I growled, lapping at her cunt hungrily, my tongue brushing her clit.



I swirled around her clit. I brushed it with my tongue, loving the way she moaned. Sparks burst from that naughty bud. I suckled on her. She whimpered, her rump clenching beneath my hands. She slid up my cock, sucking the entire way.



“Goddamn fucking hell!” I growled at the pressure building in my nuts. “Aurora!”



She suckled with such passion, moaning as she slid her lips up my rod. She massaged my balls brimming with the cum she craved. I sucked on her clit. I nursed on her bud. My tongue caressed the pearl between suckles.



She moaned louder, sucking harder. My cock popped out of her gullet. Her tongue swiped around the crown. The pressure built at the tip. The explosive rush neared. I growled around her clit, my fingers digging into her rump.



I was moments away.



Heartbeat from ecstasy.



With a growl around her clit, I exploded.



My cock spurted jizz into her mouth. Powerful blasts that sent rapture slamming through my body. My mind reeled from the pummeling assault of ecstasy. I groaned around her bud. I sucked hard on her clit as I pumped her mouth full of my jizz.



She moaned, gulping me down. Her body trembled, boobs rubbing into my stomach. Sweet cream gushed out of her pussy and spilled over my face. I abandoned her clit to drink her orgasmic passion. She squealed around my cock as she unleashed a flood of passion.



“Damn,” I growled, drinking her cream.



She swallowed more of my cum.



“Shit, Aurora!” I moaned, the pleasure slamming into my mind. I hit that peak, lapping at her pussy.



She nursed out the last of my jizz. I floated, loving the pleasure that she had stirred in me. I groaned, my tongue flicking up and down her pussy lips. I caressed her and loved every moment of it. I panted, my heart pumping blood through my veins. Wild and hot.



Her lips slid off my cock. “Damn, Charles. Oh, damn...” She stroked my rod. “Are you staying hard?”



“They didn't lie to you,” I said.



“Oh, fuck, I have to go for a ride,” she moaned.



Aurora crawled down my body, pulling that sweet pussy from my lips. She left me dripping in her passion. I loved it. I licked my lips, savoring that wonderful flavor of her pussy. She grabbed my cock and then turned around to face me, her boobs swaying.



Blonde hair fell around her flushed face. Her eyes shone with the heat of her passion. She stroked my cock as she lowered her pussy to my dick. I licked my sweet-stained lips and admired the sight of her.



The crown of my cock kissed her pussy lips.



“Yes,” she moaned. A big smile spread on her lips as she pushed down. Her labia spread to swallow my cock.



I groaned as Aurora impaled her cunt down my rod. Her hot flesh engulfed my throbbing dick. Silky delight caressed my shaft, especially the tip. Pleasure shot through me. I groaned, squirming as she took more and more of my dick. She swallowed every bit of me.



She bottomed out on me and groaned. Her back arched. Her boobs thrust out before her. She squeezed her snatch around my cock. I rubbed at her silky thighs, my hands sliding up and down her warm skin. I groaned, savoring being in her all the way.



“Mmm,” she moaned, grinding her pussy into my pubic mound. “I love a guy with a thick bush. Feels amazing on my pussy.” She stared at me. “Sculpted pecs, big arms, and a huge cock. Damn, Charles, this must be fate.”



“Your reward for saving the world,” I growled.



She laughed. “A harem of sexy women loving you is definitely your reward.”



Aurora clamped her cunt down on my cock and then slid up me. I groaned as she did, my dick throbbing in her silky embrace. The pleasure rippled through me. My toes curled. I growled out how much I loved it. She held me tight, my cock throbbing and aching in her snatch.



She slammed back down me. Her boobs jiggled. I smiled at the way they smacked together. I watched her working her pussy up and down my rod, tits heaving. She stared down at me, her dazzling smile shining down at me.



“Oh, yes, yes, Charles,” she moaned, her hands planting on my chest. She brushed the cord my ankh medallion dangled from. Her fingernails scratched at my hairy pecs. “Mmm, so strong. Like iron.”



I savored her riding my rod. Her pussy clutched about me, massaging me. The pressure swelled and swelled at the tip of my cock. I groaned, my back arching. Her boobs bounced. Her thighs flexed beneath my rubbing hands.



“Aurora,” I growled. “Shine for me. Dazzle me.”



“Yes!” she moaned, her pussy clenching down my dick.



The ache swelled at the tip of my cock again. That wonderful feeling of impending eruption into a woman's pussy—my woman's pussy—swelled in me. I growled as her pussy worked up and down my cock, her silky flesh squeezing at me. Sucking at me.



I could lie here forever enjoying Aurora's pussy working up and down my cock. So warm, the heat of her passion spreading down my shaft and through my body. My balls soaked it up, my cum getting hotter and hotter.



But I couldn't lie here forever. I had other women I loved. Joan and Michiko, Victoria and Rashimi, Ester and Lucy. Now Aurora, too. I was falling under her spell, enchanted by her blue eyes, dazzling smile, and molten pussy.



“Goddamn,” I groaned.



“I know!” she gasped, such joy in her lips. “Your cock, Charles! Your cock is amazing!”



She slammed her pussy down my dick and then slid back up me. Her pussy clung to me. It was amazing to feel. My dick twitched and throbbed in her snatch. My face scrunched up. It was an amazing delight to enjoy. I could savor this all day long.



Her pussy squeezed about me as she slid up me, her boobs jiggling. I rubbed at her flexing thighs, feeling the passion with which she rode me. It was intense. Wonderful. I groaned, the pressure building and building at the tip of my cock.



“I'm going to blaze on your rod, Charles!” she gasped. “Oh, yes, yes! Fuck, that's good!”



“I know!” I growled, savoring her pussy. I hurtled closer and closer. “Shine bright. Goddamn, let me feel that passion.”



She slammed her pussy down my cock, grinding her shaved lips into my bush. Her twat stirred around my cock as she did it, massaging the tip. Pleasure shot down my shaft to my balls. The ache to explode built.



Then she gasped out and her pussy spasmed.



Her cunt went wild around my cock. Her hot flesh convulsed about my shaft. It was incredible to feel. I reveled in every moment of it. I groaned, my back arching into the couch as her snatch rippled around my rod.



“Charles!” she cried out in pure happiness and pleasure.



Her joy bathed over me. I smiled at it as she bucked on my cock. My balls tightened. My cum hit that boiling point. I erupted. Spurt after spurt of my jizz pumped into her snatch. I basted her twat while the ecstasy slammed into my mind.



My back arched as I pumped my cum into her convulsing snatch. She moaned, milking me. Her fingers clawed my chest. Stars danced around her face. She glowed with her passion. I bathed in it, luxuriated in it.



“Charles,” she moaned and leaned over me. She pressed her boobs into my chest and kissed me as she milked out the last of my cum.



I held my Sun tight. I kissed her with passion, her pussy convulsing and writhing around my cock. She milked out the last of my cum as our tongues danced together. Her blonde hair fell about my face. My hands slid down and grabbed her ass.



I squeezed her. Kneaded her.



Loved her.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



The gasp and moans bled through my apartment wall. I shuddered. Charles had come home. Finally. I had waited or him all last night, hoping he would return. I had to seduce him. The Preacher was thrilled that I lived next door to Charles.



I had had sex with him a few times. He wanted me close to him. When the time came, I would be positioned to lead Charles to the Preacher's trap. Nothing could stand in the way of the coming conflagration.



The World would burn and we would be saved.



I sauntered out of my apartment and took the two steps to his door. I didn't even knock. I just opened it up and found the young, blonde woman kissing him as she straddled him on the couch. She broke the kiss and looked over her shoulder at me, her blonde hair spilling around her face.



“Are you one of his?” she asked. I knew her. She lived in the building and handed out her pathetic flyers. Like those scraps of paper could change anything.



“Yes,” I said as Charles stared at me. I held up the Hermit card in my hand. “Yes, I think I am.”



Charles stared at me and then he smiled. “Number eight, huh.”



Interest blazed in his eyes as I sauntered forward. Oh, yes, I would lead Charles to his tragic end. I would hold his hand, smile up at him with love in my eyes, and watch him step off the cliff. Ecstasy rippled through me.



The Preacher would reward me so much. He would shower me in his love.



~~*~~



Diana Fengari



“Oh, my god,” Magdalene moaned as my tongue thrust into her pussy, her thick bush rubbing on my face. “Oh, my god, yes!”



She shuddered as she sat on the altar in the shrine in the middle of Tsarina Park. The Preacher's domain. He had claimed it. Had always owned it. It had been built for him, or so he declared. And if he did, then it was true.



For only Truth came from the Preacher. My soul knew it. Nothing else mattered but him.



“Diana,” Magdalene moaned, the busty, dusky-skinned woman shuddered. Her naked tits swayed over me. She was on her lunch break. She still worked at the construction site. The Preacher wanted her there for a reason.



It would begin there. In the earth. Something lurked.



“My beautiful disciples,” the Preacher said, admiring me feasting hungrily on Magdalene's pussy.



He rammed his cock into my twat. I groaned at his cock burying into my snatch. My cunt clamped down on him. He slid deeper and deeper until his balls slapped against my bush. I squeezed down on him and feasted on Magdalene.



I moved my head, my silver-blonde hair spilling over her dusky thighs. Magdalene moaned, her back arching. Her breasts swayed. They towered over me and were such a delight to watch, topped by those fat, brown nipples. I could just suck on them for days.



But I was too busy sucking on her pussy lips.



“Diana!” she groaned as I nursed on her labia. “Mmm, that's good.”



“Please her,” panted the Preacher as he drew back his cock. My pussy clung to him. I held him tight and then groaned as he buried back into me. “Become close. United. Only together can we rise on the fires.”



“Yes!” I growled, ecstasy blazing in my heart.



“We shall,” Magdalene moaned, her sleek thighs squeezing on me. I brushed her clit with my tongue. She gasped and shook, her breasts jiggling as her body quaked.



The Preacher gripped my hips. He held me with his dominating passion. I groaned as he pumped away at me. He stirred up my cunt with his dick the way his words stirred up my soul. I squeezed my juicy cunt down around his cock, my hips wiggling.



I rocked back into him, bent over like a bitch. I was his bitch. The Moon card proved it. His animal. His beast. I groaned as he fucked me, plowing his cock into my cunt over and over again. He buried hard and fast.



I shuddered, my snatch clenching about his dick hungrily. I loved the way his cock buried into me again and again. It was fantastic.



I wiggled my hips, stirring my cunt around his dick. I whimpered and moaned, loving every moment of his shaft burying into me. He slammed to the hilt in me. It was fantastic to enjoy. My cunt squeezed about him. I held him tight as he buried into my snatch.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, lapping at Magdalene's tart pussy with hunger.



“Mmm,” she moaned, her back arching and her tits thrusting up into the air. They bounced and quivered. “Diana!”



“Enjoy her sweet tongue,” the Preacher groaned as he buried his cock into my depths with such fervor. “Savor her worship. She shall set you off. You shall shake and shudder through your ecstasy!”



“Yes!” she moaned, her face contorting with delight. “Oh, that's good. That's amazing.”



I licked my tongue frantically up and down her pussy, her silky bush rubbing on my face. The preacher rammed his cock to the hilt in my cunt over and over again. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. My orgasm hurtled closer and closer.



I shuddered, my twat clenching about his cock. He buried to the hilt in me. I groaned, this rush of pleasure shooting through me. My hips rotated from side to side, reveling in his cock receiving pleasure from my naughty snatch. My flesh melted about him.



“Oh, Diana!” groaned Magdalene. “I'm almost there.”



“Me, too!” I moaned.



“Let your passions explode!” the Preacher growled. “They are your reward for belief. For your faith!”



My body shuddered as I savored my reward plunging deep into my snatch my cunt again and again. He buried hard and fast. My pussy clenched about him. I shuddered, savoring his girth slamming to the hilt in me.



I was so close. My tongue slid up Magdalene's pussy lips to her clit. I sucked on her, nursing passionately. Her boobs jiggled above my head. She moaned with such earthy passion. She held me tight to her snatch.



“Diana!” she gasped.



She was so close to cumming. She just needed a little more. Like me.



I sucked hard on her clit, my pussy clenching about the Preacher's mighty cock. He slammed into me hard and fast. My twat drank in the friction. I savored it. Despite my failures last night, he still loved me. He still fucked me hard. My orgasm built and built.



“Oh, yes!” Magdalene gasped, her large tits heaving. “Diana!”



Her tart juices gushed out. I groaned and drank them, reveling in her passion. My pussy clenched down hard on the Preacher's cock, my own orgasm about to burst in me. I moaned, my delight blazing through me. This was incredible. Just an amazing bliss.



His cock buried to the hilt in me. He slammed deep and hard into my cunt as I drank Magdalene's tart juices. I gulped them down. I loved them. Reveled in them. They tasted wonderful. I licked through her folds, feasting on them.



The Preacher rammed into my cunt and groaned, “Let me feel your passion, Diana! Your fervent love! Worship me!”



“Yes!” I howled and came.



My pussy convulsed and writhed around his cock. He groaned, drawing back through my massaging flesh. I trembled, the heat rushing through my body. It was incredible. Stars blazed before my eyes.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, my cunt convulsing around his cock. I sucked at him. It was awesome. Just amazing. “Your dick, Preacher. I love your dick!”



He buried to the hilt in me and erupted. His cum fired into my snatch. I shuddered as I felt his holy seed filling me up. I was one of his chosen vessels. I shuddered in delight, my cunt writhing about him. This was incredible. My mind blazed from the rapture of his cock pumped more and more of his holy seed into me.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my snatch rippling around him. “I love you! I'm yours! You own me!”



“Own us both!” moaned Magdalene. “Own us all!”



The Preacher emptied his nuts into my spasming pussy. The pleasure drowned my mind. I shuddered, working out every drop of cum in his balls. I shuddered, so thrilled to have his seed in me. I groaned my orgasm hit that wonderful peak.



I rubbed my face into Magdalene's bush. I breathed in her sweet musk. My mind descended from the bliss of my orgasm. I mewled, my entire body alive with bliss. The Preacher chuckled and then pulled out of me.



“What?” asked Magdalene.



“I can feel it,” he said. “Yoko is close to
 him.
 She is in position to plant the poisoned dagger when the time comes.”



“Wonderful,” I moaned. “She won't fail you.” Like I did... I closed my eyes, feeling his seed soak in me. I was still his. I had been forgiven.



“No, she will not,” the Preacher said. “I must meditate. It will happen soon.”



I trembled in ecstasy. I could not wait.



A few minutes later, Magdalene and I started dressing. The Preacher knelt before the altar, his eyes closed, his legs crossed. He was strong and virile, his dark hair falling down his face making him seem so prophetic. A savior.



“I'll walk you back to your site,” I told Magdalene once we were dressed.



“Sure,” she said, taking my arm. She kissed me on the lips, tasting her own sweet cream. We shared everything as his women. Love and passion. Yoko, Lorelei, Fianna, Magdalene, and I had reveled in every possible pleasure there was to experience.



We slipped out of the shrine into the warmth of the noonday sun. Tsarina Park bustled with activity. Joggers ran the paths, dogs barked as they chased balls or Frisbees, and people watched ducks swimming in a pond. People relaxed not knowing their days were numbered. That soon, this all would burn.



We soon reached Park Avenue and strode up it, Our Lady of Heaven across the street. A dog barked behind us.



I whirled to see... the fool. He stopped before Magdalene, the hound closing in on him, his hobo stick swaying over his shoulder. He thrust a Tarot card into her hand. It was a burning tower being struck by lightning and breaking apart while two men fall in terror from the top.



The Tower was printed at the bottom.



“Fundametum destrues?”
 the fool gasped then bolted out into Park Avenue, the hound chasing after him.



“I've been chosen, too,” whispered Magdalene, tears of joy in her eyes. She clutched the card to her chest and trembled with ecstasy.



I smiled. The Preacher—the Hierophant—had Death, the Chariot, the Hermit, the Moon, and now the Tower on his side. Death, War, the Guide, the Beast, and Destruction. I hugged Magdalene. How could we fail? How could the World survive us?



~~*~~



Chance



I leaned against the wall of the church watching the hugging women. “Well,” I said to myself, “the last card is on the field. Won't be long now.”



I twirled my card in my hand. The Wheel of Fortune. Chaos itself. I whistled and headed to my lovers. Mai and Amanda. They jointly held the Lovers card. They were mine. My lady lucks bound to me by fate. I rolled my shoulders, eager to disrupt the plans of the Hierophant and the Emperor.



Things were about to become so much fun.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Naughty Hottie!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Sultry Cutie”




Aurora's pussy clenched on my dick, the twenty-year-old blonde still panting from her orgasm. She straddled me as I lay on my couch. She was twisted around to stare at my neighbor Yoko who stood in the doorway of my apartment holding in her hand the Hermit Tarot card.



She must be number eight. The last member of the harem the homeless man had predicted. Aurora was number seven, the Sun. She certainly shone like it while riding my cock, her blonde hair and big boobs bouncing.



I'd fooled around with Yoko before, even had a threesome with her and Michiko that first night I brought her home. Now she had a card. Yoko had to be the last one. A sexy young Japanese woman with a naughty smile on her lips. Wild in bed. Our bedrooms were separated by thin walls. She had heard me fucking the women I brought home.



It made her want to scream out like they had.



I glanced at the clock on my cable box. I judged the amount of time before I had to be back at the construction site. I would be cutting it close, but...



My dick twitched in Aurora's cunt.



“Why don't you climb off and sit on the couch with your ass at the edge of the cushion,” I told Aurora. “You ever have a woman eat out your pussy full of cum?”



“Never done that,” the young woman said. She smiled at me and then slid up my cock. I groaned as that tight pussy slid off my dick while Yoko strode in, tossed her card on the coffee table, and began stripping off her clothes. She had a big smile on her lips. Something delicious.



She had a doll's face. Delicate and gorgeous. She pulled off the crop top she wore, her round breasts held in a black bra. The silver tip of the six-pointed Star she had tattooed around her left breast peeked out. Her fingers unsnapped her jeans, lacy black panties peeking through her fly. She wiggled out of her jeans as I sat up. Aurora sank back on the couch, an arched smile.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Characters




Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and possibly holds the Judgement Card.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card.



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives an unknown Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Will she betray Charles?









 
Mastering the Naughty Hottie




Charles Ramhorn



Aurora's pussy clenched on my dick, the twenty-year-old blonde still panting from her orgasm. She straddled me as I lay on my couch. She was twisted around to stare at my neighbor Yoko who stood in the doorway of my apartment holding in her hand the Hermit Tarot card.



She must be number eight. The last member of the harem the homeless man had predicted. Aurora was number seven, the Sun. She certainly shone like it while riding my cock, her blonde hair and big boobs bouncing.



I'd fooled around with Yoko before, even had a threesome with her and Michiko that first night I brought her home. Now she had a card. Yoko had to be the last one. A sexy young Japanese woman with a naughty smile on her lips. Wild in bed. Our bedrooms were separated by thin walls. She had heard me fucking the women I brought home.



It made her want to scream out like they had.



I glanced at the clock on my cable box. I judged the amount of time before I had to be back at the construction site. I would be cutting it close, but...



My dick twitched in Aurora's cunt.



“Why don't you climb off and sit on the couch with your ass at the edge of the cushion,” I told Aurora. “You ever have a woman eat out your pussy full of cum?”



“Never done that,” the young woman said. She smiled at me and then slid up my cock. I groaned as that tight pussy slid off my dick while Yoko strode in, tossed her card on the coffee table, and began stripping off her clothes. She had a big smile on her lips. Something delicious.



She had a doll's face. Delicate and gorgeous. She pulled off the crop top she wore, her round breasts held in a black bra. The silver tip of the six-pointed Star she had tattooed around her left breast peeked out. Her fingers unsnapped her jeans, lacy black panties peeking through her fly. She wiggled out of her jeans as I sat up. Aurora sank back on the couch, an arched smile.



“You know her?” asked Aurora. “Or did she know to just come to find you after getting the card?”



“My neighbor,” I said.



“Oh, he knows me,” Yoko said, a throaty purr to her voice. “We've had a romp or two. He's
 always
 bringing home someone new.”



“I think I'm done with that,” I said, staring at her as she reached behind her. “Number eight. Last one I was looking for.”



“Oh,” she said as she reached behind her and undid her bra. “Lucky me. She slid the straps off and let them fall down her arms and then to the floor. She had brown nipples that thrust up from her pale-olive tits.



I licked my lips, a hunger swelling in me.



“Yeah, we're part of his harem,” Aurora said. “It's got me a little off-balance. I just got my card this morning and then his women were whispering to me at how good he was in bed and how I should join the fun, and here I am.” She shuddered. “He did not disappoint.”



Yoko laughed. “No, he did not.”



“The Hermit, huh?” I said, staring at her as she went to peel off her panties.



She glanced at then grabbed her card. She flicked it to me. I grabbed it, catching the card upside down. I turned it right-side up to study it. An old man with a staff climbed a mountain. He held a lantern in the other hand. In the lantern was a six-pointed star.



I glanced at her breast. “Damn,” I muttered. She had that same star tattooed on her flesh. She'd had that before she got her card. “Other than your tattoo, it's a poor likeness.”



She snorted. “Right? I guess we can't all have sexy cards like...” She noticed Aurora's Sun card. She studied it. “Well, that's not a great one, either.”



“Yep, not a baby boy,” said Aurora. “Or a ball of yellow fire.”



“The horse?” I asked, the baby on her card rode a horse.



“Mmm, isn't that you?” purred the blonde. “The way I rode your cock... You're a bronco.”



I winked at her then tossed the Hermit card back on the coffee table. Yoko was naked, her shaved pussy dripping with her tangy juices. She sauntered up to me, threw her arms around my neck, and pressed her body tight against me.



“I'll lead you through the mountains, Charles,” she moaned and kissed me, my rod throbbing hard against her belly, soaked in Aurora's pussy cream.



Her tongue licked along my mouth. I grabbed her ass and thrust mine into her mouth. I groaned, savoring the feel of her lips on mine. My fingers dug into her ass. I held her tight while she rubbed against me. It was an incredible delight.



Just amazing.



I broke the kiss and grinned at her. “Hungry?”



“Starved,” Yoko moaned. She broke away from me and turned gracefully. She flowed to her knees, black hair rustling, and bent over. She thrust her ass out at me, her pussy framed by her lush thighs.



I fell to my knees, my cock aching. She had that gorgeous ass. Her butt-cheeks curvy and soft. Not bubbly, but not flat, either. She nuzzled into Aurora's shaved pussy, my cum smeared over her vulva. The busty blonde shuddered as Yoko started licking.



My cock throbbed.



I thrust my rod into Yoko's pussy. She groaned and clamped down her twat on my dick. I shuddered at the hot embrace of her cunt. My hands grabbed her hips. I held her tight, loving the way she felt. How she massaged me.



I buried all the way into her and then rested there. I soaked my cock in her pussy, reveling in the feel of the cunt of the eighth and final member of my harem. My hands slid up to her butt-cheeks. I parted them, staring at her brown asshole.



I spat on it.



“Oh, yes, fuck my ass,” Yoko moaned as my spittle soaked her naughty hole.



“Yes, yes, fuck her,” moaned Aurora. She trembled, her face contorting with delight. She kneaded her tits, massaging them with her hands. “Oh, yes, yes, you have to fuck her hard, Charles. Just pound her. God, she's devouring your cum out of my pussy.”



“He's got such delicious seed,” moaned Yoko.



I grinned and pulled out of her pussy. My dick popped out and bobbed before me. I shifted my hips up and pressed the tip of my soaked cock against her asshole. I loved the feel of that puckered hole soaking in my spittle. A smile spread on my lips.



I thrust.



She moaned.



It felt incredible to slide my cock into her bowels. She shuddered and moaned, her face contorting as I slid deeper and deeper into her bowels. My dick penetrated into her velvety asshole. It was a fantastic delight to experience her hot sheath massaging my rod.



“God, yes,” Yoko moaned into Aurora's cunt. “Oh, god, that's good. Yes, yes, that's amazing.”



I drew back my hips, clutching her waist. Her bowels clung to my withdrawing cock. She groaned louder, her face pressed tight into Aurora's cunt. The busty blonde shuddered, her big boobs jiggling. She stared at me, her blue eyes gleaming and a big, shining smile on her lips.



She looked radiant as she moaned, “Yoko! Oh, Charles, she's got a hungry tongue.”



“Good,” I groaned and thrust back into Yoko's asshole.



I savored burying into her bowels again and again. It was a treat to be in her. A fantastic delight to enjoy that asshole once more. Lubed by her cunt cream, I pumped away at her velvety sheath. She squeezed around me, moaning as I buried my rod into her again and again.



I squeezed her hips and pounded her. I fucked into her with passion. I rammed into her tight bowels, savoring every moment of pumping away at her. It was an incredible delight. I grunted and groaned, enjoying every moment of sodomizing her ass.



“Goddamn,” I growled, my heart thundering in my chest. The pressure built and built in my nuts, like a storm gathering and about to unleash its passion. “Fuck!”



“Charles! Charles! Charles!” moaned Yoko, her bowels clenching down tight on my cock. “Oh, that's wonderful. That's amazing. Yes, yes, yes, pound me. Fuck me!”



I did. I pounded her. I fucked her hard. I buried to the hilt in her bowels again and again. It was exquisite to enjoy. I savored every moment of slamming into her asshole. Her flesh squeezed about me. I pumped away at her, burying into her again and again. It was incredible to enjoy. I built and built towards that massive orgasm.



Towards that burst of rapture. I groaned, pumping away at her asshole, my balls smacking into her taint. Groans rumbled from my throat. I fucked her hard. She moaned into Aurora's pussy, the passion muffled by hot cunt.



“God, she's got her tongue in me, Charles,” Aurora said, her delight shining off her face. “Oh, I love being in your harem, Charles. Yes, yes, I don't know how I'm going to help save the world, but this is amazing.”



“I know!” I groaned, slamming to the hilt in Yoko's bowels.



“It's so hot,” Yoko panted. “Oh, yes, yes, this is so hot. Fuck!”



Her bowels squeezed down on my cock. She held me tight. Her flesh massaged me. I groaned, the heat swelling in my nuts. I plunged my rod to the hilt in her asshole, pounding her hard. I didn't hold anything back.



I had to cum in her asshole fast. No taking my time. I still had to get back to work.



My hands slid around her hips to her stomach. One slid north, sliding over her silky skin. I found her dangling tits and grabbed the left one. I squeezed it hard, kneading my fingers into her tit. I massaged her as I buried into her.



My other hand went south. I slid over her pubic mound and between her thighs. Her juice coated my digits before I reached the folds of her pussy. Her clit. She gasped and clamped her bowels down hard as I frigged her bud.



“Charles!” she moaned, her ass clenching down on him. “Oh, god, yes!”



I massaged her bud while she started suckling. Aurora gasped, her face twisting in delight. Yoko must be nursing on Aurora's clit. I groaned, loving it while I stroked Yoko's pearl. I rolled that little nub between my fingers, my other hand kneading her tit.



The pressure squeezing down on my cock increased. Her bowels massaged my rod. I plunged it into her depths, the storm building and building in my nuts. The ache grew at the tip of my cock. I growled, plunging into her hard.



“Oh, yes,” Aurora moaned, her boobs jiggling. She couldn't stop trembling. “That's perfect. That's wonderful. Oh, yes, yes, that's amazing. Keep doing that to me. Oh, yes, yes, keep pleasing me like that. Oh, wow. Oh, yes, yes, that's it. Just like that. Oh, my god, she's amazing, Charles. Yes, Yoko, you're wonderful.”



I winked at her, slamming hard into Yoko's bowels. “Drown her, Aurora.”



“Yes!” Yoko moaned.



I frigged her clit and plowed into her bowels. Her velvety sheath squeezed hard as she nursed on Aurora's pearl. The blonde gasped. Her back arched. Her tits heaved and face contorted. Then her entire body bucked, tits slapping together.



“Yoko!”



Her orgasm shone from her. She tossed her head as she writhed through her blouse. I growled, rubbing hard on Yoko's clit as I watched the passion. The ache at the tip of my cock neared my explosive release. I slammed into Yoko's bowels.



She squealed.



Her asshole convulsed around my dick.



Hot juices bathed my fingers rubbing at her cunt while her bowels massaged my withdrawing cock. I groaned at the velvety delight of her bowels rippling around my rod. I slammed back into her, balls smacking into her taint.



A lightning bolt zapped down my cock and struck my nuts.



I burst with sizzling pleasure.



My cum fired into her asshole. I growled, unloading my balls into her spasming bowels. My head threw back, the storm of rapture howling through my body. Motes of light twinkled before my vision as the ecstasy jolted from my dick.



“Yes, yes, fucking yes!” I growled.



“Oh, god, Charles,” Yoko moaned, her bowels rippling around my dick.



Every spurt slammed that pleasure into my mind. My rod unloaded in hers, spilling every bit of jizz I had in my balls. I growled as the storm hit that raging peak. The winds of rapture scoured my mind. And then...



I hit the eye.



The intense pleasure became panting rapture. I groaned, the blissful calm descending. I smiled as both the women groaned and shuddered through the last of their ecstasies. I savored being in Yoko, wanting to fuck her again.



The clock said I had to go.



“Fuck,” I growled, “I have to get to work. You two girls...” I winked at Aurora.



She giggled. “Mmm, I'm sure we have a lot to talk about.”



“Yes, talk,” Yoko groaned as I pulled back.



I popped out of her asshole and then stood up. I looked around and spotted my clothes. I stepped into my underwear, pulling up the boxers
 
 [1]
 . Yoko rose and sank onto the couch beside Aurora, the pair cuddling up.



I so didn't want to go back to work, but it was important. I could feel that there was something building. Something coming. I shuddered and bent down to grab my jeans. A choice was coming. I felt like the Preacher was on the opposing side. Just the way I had felt him looking at me. And that blind judge... I don't know why, I just felt like a decision would be made over the fate of the World.



Then I remembered something about Yoko. As I zipped up my jeans I asked, “Hey, what's up with the Preacher?”



“Hmm?” she asked, breaking a kiss with Aurora. “The Preacher?”



“Yeah, haven't I seen you listening to him when he's on the courthouse steps?”



“Oh, yeah, I heard him a few times.” She shrugged. “He's interesting, I suppose. Crazy, right, but then so is having a homeless man throw a Tarot card at me and finding myself in your harem.” Her eyes were smoky. “And what a wonderful harem it is. You know how badly I've wanted to be one of your women.”



“True,” I said. We had hooked up the night before I had even gotten my Emperor card.



I grabbed my t-shirt. A lot of people heard the Preacher ranting. He had those core women always fawning over him, like my coworker Magdalene and that crazy Diana who tried to kidnap my sweet Ester last night.



“I'll see you two tonight,” I said and then stepped into my boots. I bent down to knot them proper. You didn't just slip in and out of steel toed boots. You laced those fuckers up tight. That done, I trooped out, leaving Aurora and Yoko to their fun.



I rushed down the stairs, too impatient to wait on the elevator. I blitzed down the five floors and burst out into the lobby. I jogged past, an old man with an oxygen tank on a small cart checking his mail. I burst outside.



“Hey, stud,” purred a familiar voice.



Joan leaned against the wall wearing a trench coat. She had both her hands in her pockets and this glassy look in her eyes like she had just been masturbating or something. Was she really that wild that she would do it in public?



“She's in apartment 519,” I said. “Along with the final woman. Yoko, my neighbor. She's got the Hermit card”



“Go, stud!” Joan beamed at me. “God, I love you, Charles.”



“I gotta get to work or I'd love you right now.”



She giggled then turned, her blonde hair sweeping behind her. She pulled her hands out of her pockets and some of her fingers gleamed wet. God, she
 had
 been masturbating. She must have cut a hole in her pockets. I shook my head, my dick throbbing, and darted across 19th Avenue. My work wasn't far. As I jogged down 3rd Street, I could see the backside of the construction site.



That pressure continued to weigh on my shoulders. Whatever was about to happen was close. Damned close. But I had all eight of my women. I would be ready to meet it.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



I hated having to downplay my devotion to the Preacher. Being a spy required sacrifices. He would understand.



It also had perks. Being fucked by Charles was amazing. I didn't regret hooking up with him before the Tarot cards all started being handed out. And not just because the Preacher could use my connection with Charles. He was the one who would oppose us.



“I really don't have a lot of experience with girls,” Aurora said. “But the way you ate my pussy. I'd love to return the favor.”



My pussy clenched. Oh, yes, the perks of this were amazing. “Mmm, we're in this together now, aren't we?”



“Yes, we are,” she purred. “So we can sixty-nine? I could cum again.”



“Greedy slut,” I groaned, my asshole brimming with his cum. “That sounds—”



The apartment door opened.



“Did you forget...” My words trailed off as a blonde woman in a trench coat strode in. She wore a braid that circled her head like a crown and a sultry smile on her face. “Well, you're not Charles.”



“Hey, Joan,” said Aurora. “Did you go home to change?”



“I don't live far,” she said, closing the door behind her. As her hands went to the belt holding her beige trench coat closed, she stared at me, a smile growing. “So, the Hermit... Mmm, you're a sexy one. Our guide, right?”



“That's right,” I said. Oh, I was a guide. I would lead Charles right to where the Preacher needed him. “I was about to guide Aurora into pussy licking.”



Joan opened her robe to expose her naked, petite body. Small breasts and slender hips, her pussy shaved and dripping. What a kinky girl. She smiled at me and then purred, “Well, let's help this naughty girl devour your cunt.”



Yes, being the Preacher's spy definitely had its perks.



~~*~~



Joan Clark



“I'm Joan, by the way,” I said, my trench coat falling off my shoulders. I drank in the sight of Aurora and Yoko on the couch, naked and clearly both just fucked by Charles. The Emperor had mastered them both with his mighty rod.



“Yoko,” she said, her back arching.



“Oh, no, you're not here to break up the band, right?” I asked and giggled.



Yoko rolled her eyes. “My mother's native Japanese. I'm not sure she knows who Yoko Ono is. But I've been hearing those jokes all my life. No, I don't want to wreck the band. Not when it's a bunch of sexy women and Charles's big dick. Just ask Michiko. I like to share.”



Did she know Michiko? Was this Charles's neighbor. I'd heard something about her. Another Japanese woman. Michiko had mentioned something about coming home to Charles's place the night they met to find Yoko naked in his apartment.



“Normally, I would have bailed, but Charles...”
 Michiko had said.
 “Charles just has that presence. You want to share him.”



I certainly understood that. He was sent to her by the Lord to master my naughty pussy. As a diagnosed nymphomaniac, I had... control issues. I loved my modified trench coat. I could masturbate in it and look like a woman who merely had her hands in her pockets. Doing that in public... God, I was a pervert.



But now I didn't have to chase cock. I had all the dick I needed from my Emperor's mighty rod. And his women... Well, they were just icing on the cake.



“Aurora's not very experienced with girls,” said Yoko. “I was going to guide her in pussy licking.”



“Well, Aurora,” I said, “Let's teach you on Yoko's pussy. We'll eat her out together.”



“Oh, my,” Aurora said as I sank to my knees before Yoko.



The busty blonde slipped off the couch. She had such a radiant smile. Just being around her made me feel good. She truly embodied the warmth of the Sun. I felt inspired to really teach her to lick pussy. To devour Yoko's snatch and make her cum.



“Now, I
 know
 you've had a guy go down on you,” I said.



“And a woman,” Yoko said, licking her lips.



Aurora giggled. “Yeah, I'm not a stranger to being on the receiving end.”



“Now you get to give,” I purred. “That's the wonderful part of being in Charles's harem. We get to love each other and him. It's a delight.”



“I am getting that,” Aurora said, a bright smile on her lips. She stared at Yoko's pussy. It was then I noticed the cum in Yoko's butt-crack. Pearly streaks that gleamed on her taint. I knew where Charles had dumped his cum.



Ideas sparked in my head. But first...



“So, I like to lick at the vulva and sort of tease around the labia first,” I purred and then did just that.



Yoko had a tangy flavor that I loved. My pussy clenched as I fluttered my tongue over her plump vulva. Her breasts jiggling, the silver tattoo of the six-pointed star around her left tit flashing in the sunlight. It had a metallic gleam to it. I'd never seen that in a tattoo before.



It was sexy.



I pulled back from licking at Yoko's vulva and Aurora leaned in and did the same. Yoko squirmed as the blonde's tongue swept around that naughty slit and those pink folds just peeking out. Yoko had a yummy pussy.



Well, I had yet to go down on a woman who didn't have a sexy cunt.



“Mmm, that's it,” I said, my snatch on fire as I watched Aurora licking around her folds. “Mmm, you want to make her squirm. Make her pussy hot then go for the slit. Lick those pussy lips.”



Aurora did just that. Her pink tongue stroked Yoko's folds. She gasped, her back arching. Her moans echoed through the room. She tossed her head from side to side, squirming on the couch and loving every moment of being licked and lapped at.



It certainly was a delight to watch. I found it such a treat to witness. My pussy clenched, this heat building and building in me. Aurora had her lips pressed on those folds, her tongue stroking and then probing into Yoko's cunt.



“You're a natural,” I said. “Mmm, just trust your instincts. You know what you like. Odds are, she will, too. If she doesn't, she'll tell you.” I glanced at Yoko's delicate face tensing and contorting as she squirmed. “You can tell when she loves it.”



“Yes!” Yoko groaned.



“Mmm, she tastes good,” Aurora moaned. Then she flicked her tongue up and brushed Yoko's clit.



Yoko bucked.



“I like when a guy does that,” Aurora purred. “Just gives my clit a lick to remind me that my naughty bud existed. Then he would do this.”



She thrust her tongue into Yoko's pussy. My own twat clenched. I could almost
 feel
 the girl licking and lapping at her snatch. It had my pussy dripping with juices. They spilled down my thighs. I had to join the fun.



I leaned in and licked at Yoko's clit. My cheek rubbed on Aurora. I felt her jaw moving as her tongue probed into Yoko's twat. I fluttered around her bud, licking and stroking that pearl. Yoko moaned, her round tits jiggling, that tattoo flashing.



It was sexy.



“Oh, my god, yes!” Yoko moaned. “Oh, wow, that's so delicious. Yes, yes, you're going to make me explode.”



“Mmm, that's what you want to hear, Aurora,” I cooed. “You want your woman gasping. Moaning. Crying out in ecstasy. You're here to make her explode. To make her gasp out in rapture.”



“Yes,” moaned the naughty girl. She was such a sexy thing. So exciting.



She fluttered her tongue up to Yoko's clit. Then she sucked on the bud. I groaned and thrust my tongue into Yoko's pussy. Her silky sheath soaked my taste buds in her tangy passion. I loved her flavor. I danced around in her, my cheek rubbing on Aurora.



She suckled on that bud with noisy smacks when her lips would pop off. She quickly latched back on, clearly wanting to make her cum. I loved Aurora's enthusiasm. It was such a stirring thing to experience.



“God, that's good,” Yoko purred.



I licked and lapped at her snatch. My tongue flicked over her folds. It was fantastic to enjoy. I fucked in and out of her twat. I stimulated her. The Japanese woman moaned and squirmed on the couch.



“Okay,” I purred, pulling my lips away. “There's something else you need to learn. Yoko, can you fold your knees to your breasts.”



“What?” Aurora asked, her lips dripping in pussy cream.



Yoko pulled her knees to her tits and this shifted her butt, elevating her asshole a bit more. Jizz squeezed out of her butt-crack and spilled down to the couch.



“Analingus,” I said. “You need more than cunnilingus. Especially if her asshole is full of Charles's cum.”



I parted Yoko's butt-cheeks and exposed that naughty hole leaking his jizz. I ducked my head down and lapped up the sour-infused seed. The salty flavor, mixed with that earthy taste, melted across my tongue.



“Oh, wow,” Aurora said as I licked up the cum coating Yoko's crevice, loving the taste. “That's...”



“Dirty?” asked Yoko. “Oh, it is and feels wonderful.”



“Go on,” I moaned, pulling my lips away. They were streaked in cum. It was amazing to feel that naughty stuff on my lips.



My cunt clenched, my pussy on fire as Aurora leaned in. More pearly cum leaked out of Yoko's asshole. The blonde beauty licked at it. She gasped. Her body shuddered. Then she moaned like she had just eaten something amazing.



She licked again.



And again.



“That's it,” I cooed as the naughty girl rimmed Yoko's asshole. “Mmm, don't be afraid to stick your tongue into her asshole, either. You'll find more cum and more of that earthy flavor. It's dirty and nasty which makes it hotter and better.”



The girl moaned and whispered.



Glad that she understood, I pressed my lips into Yoko's pussy and lapped at her cunt. I licked at her twat while Aurora feasted on her asshole. Together, we pleasured the Japanese woman. The last member of the harem.



“Amor octo necesse est,”
 the homeless man, the bearer of the Fool card, had said.
 “The love of eight is needed.”



Charles had their love. He would save the World from whatever was to come. And I would help him. His High Priestess. His spiritual leader. I thrust my tongue into Yoko's pussy. I licked and lapped at her. My tongue danced around in her snatch.



I loved her tangy flavor. She moaned louder and louder. She moaned as we feasted on her holes. She held her knees to her tits. Her feet twitching over my head. My tongue danced around in her snatch, caressing her silky walls.



“Oh, my god, yes!” moaned Yoko. “You two... Oh, fuck, you two are going to make me cum.”



“Good,” Aurora purred. “You'll love this.”



Yoko bucked. “Yes, yes, wiggle that tongue around in my asshole. Oh, fuck, you both have your tongues in me. I'm going to cum.”



I shuddered, another line of pussy cream dripping down my thighs. I licked and lapped at the delicious pussy before me. My tongue caressed her. I licked at her hungrily. I pleasured her with all my might. I feasted on her, loving the silky texture of her snatch around my dick.



My tongue danced through her folds. I groaned, her pussy cream soaking my taste buds. I reveled in that tangy flavor. She groaned, her body trembling. Her moans grew louder and louder as we devoured her asshole.



“Oh, my god, yes!” squealed Yoko.



Her pussy convulsed around my tongue. A flood of tangy juices gushed out. Cream spilled down my chin. I drank it down, my body trembling. My small boobs quivered as I savored drinking the passion of the newest member of the harem.



“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!” gasped Yoko. “Oh, that's so good. That's amazing. Your tongue. Your tongue is awesome.”



“Uh-huh,” I groaned, licking up her flood.



“Wow,” Aurora moaned. “I could feel her bowels spasming as she came. That was hot.”



“So hot!” Yoko moaned, her back arching. “Oh, Aurora! Joan! You two... Yes!”



She quivered and then panted, her orgasm passed. I shuddered, my pussy on fire. I knew that I would have it eaten out. Aurora stared at me with those eager, blue eyes. She shone with her desire to eat more cunt and assholes.



I grinned. The last two members of the harem were delicious. We were ready for whatever was to come. “Mmm,” I purred, “Let's see how much you learned.”



~~*~~



Chance



The Lovers licked and lapped at my cock.



I stared down at Mai and Amanda. The two lesbians who now worshiped my cock with a fervent hunger. They held the Lovers card jointly, the two wrapped tight together and bound to me. Fate, I supposed. Or a chance.



I smiled at that. I had the Wheel of Fortune card. That homeless fool knew a gambler when he saw one. The moment I took the card, I knew what my role was. He had blathered something in Latin, but it didn't matter. Order needed to be balanced by chance. No great change could come without chaos being part of the mix.







The sides were being drawn. I'd seen Charles strutting around the neighborhood with his growing harem of women. And he wasn't the only one. The Preacher had his group of sluts that were at his beck and call.



They both were so fucking smug. I couldn't stand it. Things were about to happen. It was almost time to have a little fun.



Amanda and Mai would be my agents of chaos. Love was passionate. Impossible to control. It could be so random and capricious. A delicate thing so easy to destroy or it could grow so strong that it became an unbreakable obsession. So many possibilities were found in love.



How could it not be allied to fortune and chance?



“Damn,” I groaned as their tongues bathed the crown of my cock. They were both so gorgeous. Mia had those delicious, almond-shaped eyes and a delicate face. So petite and sensual. Dark and pale at the same time from her black hair to her light-olive skin. Amanda was the opposite, redheaded and vibrant with her fiery hair and colorful, green eyes. She had big tits with both her nipples pierced. Kneeling naked before me, I couldn't help but stare at that heart tattoo she had on her lower back.



A perfect tramp stamp.



She led. Mai followed. Or Amanda did until I came along.



“Damn,” I groaned, “you two just love to suck my dick.”



“God, yes,” Amanda moaned. “Don't know why you, Chance. But... Damn, it's a delight.”



“Yes,” Mai moaned. “Lost my gold star because of you. Mmm, not that I mind even if it doesn't make a bit of sense.”



“Love's a fickle bitch like that,” I groaned, their tongues caressing my dick.



My cock throbbed with the delight of their mouths and tongues. They bathed the crown of my dick. I sat on a chair in the back room of their sex shop. They knelt on the floor, the shelves around us covered in all those naughty toys women loved so much.



I picked up the two remotes sitting on the folding TV stand beside me. I clicked on them both. The two lovers moaned, the vibrators in their cunts coming to life. I could hear the faint buzz of the toy while their licks grew more delightful.



Mai and Amanda both worshiped my dick. I smiled, savoring every moment of it. My head leaned back, a big smile crossing my lips. One dug her tongue through my slit, gathering up the precum. The other licked at the sensitive frenulum.



“Goddamn, the tongues you two got,” I groaned, staring back down at them. Mai's glossy black hair spilled into Amanda's fiery, red locks. “Mmm, just a pair of depraved lesbians, aren't you?”



“So depraved,” Amanda moaned and then swallowed my cock.



“She always beats me to it,” purred Mai.



“She licked to lead, don't she?” I asked and hit the buttons again.



The vibrators hummed louder. Both of them moaned, which was especially sweet from Amanda. She bobbed her head, sucking and groaning as she worshiped my dick. I shuddered, savoring the delight of her sucking mouth. The pleasure was incredible. I groaned, loving every moment. Savoring every last second of that sucking mouth.



My chest rose and fell as I enjoyed Amanda's hot mouth working up and down my dick. Mai licked at my balls. She sucked on my hairy nuts. She sucked on into her mouth. I smiled, loving the sensation. It was a fantastic one.



She swirled her tongue around my nut, bringing me closer and closer to that moment of erupting. She groaned as the vibrator buzzed away in her cunt. She would have such a big orgasm. A mighty one. She would suck hard. Nurse with passion.



“Damn,” I groaned. “That's good. That's real good. Work that mouth. Mmm, you're just going to make me explode, aren't you?”



Amanda moaned.



“She is,” Mai purred.



I clicked on the remote again.



The vibrators were on their third and highest setting. They buzzed with such intensity. Mai's head shot up. Amanda suckled with all her might. Bliss spilled over Mai's delicate features. She whimpered, her hips wiggling back and forth. Her eyes held this naughty gleam to them.



Amanda bobbed her head with wild passion. Her every suckle brought me closer and closer to that moment of erupting. To that moment when my cum would spurt out of my dick. It would be incredible. I smiled down at them both.



“You girls going to cum?” I asked.



“Uh-huh,” Mai moaned with feverish delight. Then she ducked her head back down and sucked on my balls. She nibbled on them. Her tongue swirled around them.



I drank in the massage of her lips and tongue, bringing me closer and closer to that moment of eruption. I would have such a good one. A big burst of pleasure. I couldn't wait for that delightful moment.



Amanda bobbed as she sucked hungrily. Her tongue swirled around the tip of my dick. She moaned with passion, the bliss humming around my tip like the vibrator buzzed in her cunt. Her ass wiggled, smacking her hip into Mai's.



My balls tightened. They approached their boil. I would have such a big eruption. A mighty one that would explode out of me. It would be delicious. A mighty explosion of bliss. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest.



The wild beat pounded away with such intensity. I groaned as she suckled hard. Mai nibbled on my nut. It was too much. I threw back my head and erupted. My cock pulsed, firing cum into Amanda's mouth.



“Fuck, yes!” I howled, savoring the pleasure slamming through my mind.



Stars exploded across my vision. The chair creaked. I shuddered, my heart thundering away in my chest. I groaned through the bliss as Amanda's cheeks bulged. She wasn't swallowing my cum. Oh, no, she was holding it to share with her lover.



“Goddamn!” I groaned, the rapture intensifying.



I quivered through my ecstasy. I hit the peak, the lesbian squealing. Her body shook, her pussy melting around the vibrator. I groaned, my pleasure dying down. Mai stopped sucking on my balls to gasp.



“Oh, yes!” the Japanese delight moaned. “Oh, god, that's good.”



Amanda ripped her mouth off my cock, turned her head, and then kissed her lover passionately. She thrust her tongue into Mai's mouth. She swirled around, the pair sharing my cum while they moaned through their orgasms.



I panted as the euphoria faded. It was time to act. The Preacher was up to something with Yoko. I could feel it. A plot to get her in with Charles and his women. But Charles had that palm reader. She knew things. Could sense what people truly were about. I'd felt it when she was in the sex shop the other night.



She could unmask Yoko. And that would be a shame. Treachery was such a fun game.



“Mai, Amanda,” I said, the pair still swapping my cum back and forth, “I need you to make friends with Rashimi.”



I grinned. Oh, yes, things were about to get so much fun.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



The afternoon passed as I worked my backhoe, digging deeper into the earth to lay the foundation for the skyscraper. That damn pressure was pushing on me. I felt like there was something buried I had to uncover.



I was close.



So damned close.



But it was 6 PM. Quitting time.



I climbed out of my backhoe, leaving it where I was working and walked out with the other guys, using the earthen ramps to get out of the footprint for the massive building. Connal fell in beside me. My best friend had a dusty face, the dirt sticking to the sweat. I felt the same.



We reached the top and I couldn't help but turn and stare back down into the pit. We were down to the second subbasement. It looked messy. Sloppy. But that was often the start of a build. We were bringing order to the chaos. Erecting a massive tower into the sky almost in defiance of the randomness of the world. Something planned, engineered to take all the chance out of it and creating something utterly predictable. If we did our jobs right, all the pieces would fit. It would be a unified structure.



“You feel it?” Connal asked.



“Yeah, something's coming,” I said. “It'll be big.”



My friend nodded. He patted his jeans' pocket as if checking if something was in there. “Yeah.”



I stared at him, wondering what it was. Did he have a card? There were more Tarot cards than in my harem. Twenty-two Major Arcana. I don't know why, but I said, “I'll need your help.”



My friend smiled. “I got your back.” He slapped his hand on it. Strong and comforting. “Now you go and enjoy those six women. It's Saturday tomorrow. Only a half-day work than we got the weekend.”



They had us coming in for some overtime to get the subbasement finished.



“It's eight women now,” I said.



“Fuck,” Connal groaned. “You dog.”



I winked at him and then headed to the trailer to punch out and wash up. It felt good to scrub my hands clean with GoJo Orange, the heavy industrial pumice soap that broke down all manner of dirt and grease. I splashed water on my face and then headed out with the others.



Magdalene strode off across the street where the preacher ranted. The blonde woman who tried to grab Ester was there plus the biker chick who worked at the liquor store. The cop, Officer Donnelly, was lurking nearby. She liked to keep tabs on the Preacher, make sure he didn't cause problems as he ranted on the courthouse steps.



“Hey,” Michiko said to my right.



I smiled at her. My other Japanese girlfriend looked delicious in her jeans and crop top, done with her day working at Rider's Drugstore. With her was cute and adorable Ester, her silver-blonde hair falling about her blushing face. She squirmed. Still so innocent even after last night.



“I was telling Ester all about Aurora,” said Michiko. “And Yoko. Why am I not surprised that she's joined the harem?”



“Joan?” I asked.



Michiko nodded and winked at me. “He's got a fetish for Asian chicks.”



Ester had a worried look for a second then she smiled. “I think he just likes, uh, well, you know...”



“Gorgeous chicks,” I said, offering my two girlfriends my arms.



Ester nodded. She took my arm, the eighteen-year-old girl pressing tight. I felt the Preacher's eyes on me as Michiko took my other arm. I could just
 tell
 that the asshole was my opposite. If I had to save the World, then he planned to destroy it.



Fuck that.



I escorted them to White's Pub. We walked around the corner, heading south on 20th Avenue. We crossed it at the intersection with 3rd Street and headed into the pub. It was dark inside. Not to make it hard to see, but the lights were dim and the furniture dark giving it atmosphere. Mirrors lay behind the bar and the shelves of liquor, reflecting everything. My women were already gathering. Joan sat by her roommate Victoria who had my palm reader on her other side. Rashimi smiled at me, her red-brown features lighting up. Yoko was on the other side of the table next to Aurora. The only one not sitting there was Lucy. She was behind the bar.



She gave me a devilish wink. The redhead could make a man's blood boil with just a glance.



I escorted Michiko and Ester to the table. Ester slid in beside Aurora, the two girls turning and beginning to chat. Michiko slid in beside Rashimi, the pair exchanging a soulful kiss that made my dick throb. I took the chair at the end of the table, staring at my women. Joan licked her lips and mouthed, “Picked a winner.”



I knew she had a fun afternoon.



Lucy came up to the table with two large pitchers of beer and glasses. She leaned over me, her large breasts held in a tank top. They jiggled with such perky delight as she started pouring out the drinks. She slid glasses in front of all the women.



“Uh, I'm too young,” Ester said, staring at her beer with trepidation.



“And I'm not carding,” Lucy said and nudged it closer. “Go on. Give it a try. You'll like it.”



Ester swallowed and looked around. Michiko and Joan were sipping theirs. Yoko didn't hesitate to drink hers and Aurora took a few deep gulps. She had that college party girl vibe about her. Rashimi drank hers and winced, muttering about cheap American beer.



I took mine and drank it. A Coors, the hops bitter and the drink cold. After a long day, I had a hard time not gulping it all down. Lucy slid in beside Ester and took a deep drink of her own beer. Swallowing, my Star picked hers up and sniffed it. Her nose wrinkled and then she took a sip, foam coating her upper lip.



“Oh, god, that's nasty,” she said and looked around at the others. “How can you stand it?”



“It gets better the more you drink,” said Lucy. “That alcohol gets flowing and you just feel relaxed. And that's when the fun begins. Charles loves bringing his women here before taking them back to his apartment.”



“He didn't have to do that with me,” Ester muttered.



“Mmm, well, things are different now,” Lucy said, looking around the table. “So, we're all here, huh?”



“Yep,” Yoko said. She licked the foam off her upper lips. “All eight.”



“It's going to happen any time,” I said, that tension so taut across my shoulders.



“Yes, it's close,” Rashimi said. “In the next twenty-four hours.”



Ester shifted. Yoko had an eager look on her face while Michiko bit her lower lip, looking worried. Regina tapped at the side of her glass. She hadn't touched hers, just turned it and stroked it, leaving streaks in the condensation. Lucy polished off her beer while Joan glanced at me. She had a serene look. Accepting.



“What can we expect?” I asked Rashimi.



The palm reader took another sip of her beer. “I really don't know.” She reached out and took my hand. She pulled it toward her, palm up. She studied it, her brow furrowing. “I see... Chaos. Disorder. There will be turmoil coming. The people will need a leader to guide them as a darkness falls.” She looked up and shook her head, her eyes haunted. “It will be bad, Charles. The World... The World has to be found.”



“The person who holds the World card?” Joan asked.



Rashimi nodded.



~~*~~



Terra Quiones



For the thousandth time since that homeless man had given me the card, I pulled it out of my pocket and stared at it. It showed the world, a globe, with a naked woman dancing on it. She held a staff in each hand and a green wreath was wrapped around her. In the corners of the card, all looking towards the woman and the world, were a human face, an eagle, an ox, and a lion.



At the bottom was written the World.



The Homeless man had first said,
 “Aut paratus?”
 I looked it up and as near as I could tell, it meant, “Are you ready?”



Ready for what?



After that, he had whispered one final thing.
 “Fatum tuum est fatum nostrum,”
 which meant, if I could trust Google Translate,
 “Your fate is our fate.”



If I was the World then...



I could feel it. This horrible itch between my shoulder blades. Something was about to happen. Something that frightened me. I shoved the card back into my coat pocket and pulled it on. It was always chilly in the evening. It was Friday. I had the weekend off. I loved my work at the free clinic, but it could be so soul-crushing to see the desperate people who came in for help.



I just wanted to heal people, and sometimes it seemed like that was impossible.



~~*~~



Eudoxia Dikastis



I could smell the Fool before I heard his footsteps.



I stood before the courthouse, the sounds and smells of the world around me. I was legally blind, but not actually sightless. I could see some, shapes and outlines, mostly. I had to wear my sunglasses because bright lights hurt. If it wasn't night, it would be in agony. I had grown used to being blind.



It helped me sniff out the bullshit in my courtroom.



Now I had something new to judge.



The Fool stopped a few steps before me. Why the two of us had been chosen, I do not know. The cards had come to us. I gave them to the Fool and he chose who would receive them. All but the ones that had fallen into our hands that night.



“Judgement,” the Fool said. We didn't use names. “The cards are handed out. The words spoken.”



The sound of his dog grew closer and closer. The beast had chased him ever since he had become the Fool. Arthur used to be a businessman. Rich. Successful. He had embraced his role.



“Good,” I said. I stared across bustling Browns Boulevard to the construction site. “The trial begins tomorrow.”



I could
 feel
 the Fool's smile. “How shall you rule.”



“No idea. Is the World worth saving...?” My twenty years as a judge had let me see the worst of humanity. “We'll see. We'll see.”



Then I turned, my walking stick tapping before me, and headed home. It might be the last restful night's sleep I would have.



To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Shy Cutie”




The moment the door to Joan and Victoria's apartment closed, my seven women got naked.



I smiled as I stared in the doorway as the clothing flew off.



Shy Ester bared her small breasts, her silver star pendant swaying between those little mounds.



Aurora's big boobs bounced out, a sunny smile gracing her plump lips.



Lucy dropped her jeans, revealing her shaved cunt dripping with her excitement.



Michiko slid out of her bra, her small breasts quivering. She had such delicious, olive-brown nipples.



Yoko's nubs were a similar shade, topping her round, jiggling boobs.



Victoria's large breasts spilled out, so full of her fertile passion.



Joan had dropped her skirt, revealing her shaved cunt. Like Lucy, her passion dripped.



“Don't just stare at us,” Lucy said. “Ester wants to see your big dick.” The devilish barmaid whipped off her top, exposing her large tits, the let one tattooed with the flaming pentagram.



“What?” Ester gasped, staring at her, cheeks red. But a smile played on her lips.



“Yeah, she wants to see it,” Lucy said, hugging the innocent girl from behind. “Mmm, your cute Star wants to see that big dick.”



I stared at the shyest and most sinful girls in my harem. Not even Joan, the nymphomaniac, was as wicked as Lucy. It wasn't just sex that was her vice. I could tell she was all about fun and satisfying her ID.



I pulled off my work shirt and threw it to the ground then bent down to unlace my steel-toe boots. My women were all getting naked. Joan's small tits quivered and Victoria's big boobs jiggled as she worked her jeans off her curving hips. My Empress had those child-bearing hips. Fertile and lush. Aurora wiggled out of her jeans, bending over to flash her derrire at me in the process, her bald pussy peeking out between her thighs like the sun in a gap in the clouds.



I smiled as my wicked cutie spread her joy.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Characters




Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card and chooses who gets the others. Is working with Eudoxia.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and holds the Judgement Card. She gives the Fool the Cards and will Judge if the World shall live or die.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Charles thinks she's the eighth member of his harem. Will she betray Charles?









 
Mastering the Shy Cutie




Charles Ramhorn



I threw down the money for the beer and rose from my seat at the table in White's Pub. My harem and I spent an hour speculating on what would be coming. Tomorrow would be momentous. How, though, was something none of us could quite figure out.



Nor how we would find the woman with the World card. The fact all of us had met with the cards was like kismet. We were chosen in ways that caused us to bump together or to be present when the card was handed out.



My harem was guided together by that homeless guy. Part of me wanted to track him down, but he could run fast. What alley was he hiding in? Did he sleep with a lot of the homeless over in Tsarina Park? We had no idea.



The other regulars in the bar were staring at my harem. You often didn't see a group of eight women with one guy. Lucy's coworker didn't look happy. She was supposed to be working the bar. It was Friday night.



But she just filed out with us. A wicked woman. Or maybe she had quit her job. Either way, the redhead snagged my arm before any of the other girls, pressing the side of her large breast against me. Ester grabbed the other side, my Star a little tipsy.



She had drunk all of her beer, her first time. “Starting to get it,” Ester said, clutching tight. “This feels good. Like I'm mellow. Relaxed.”



“Yep,” said Lucy. “Helps get a woman's neuroticism out of the way so she can have some fun. Why do you think guys brewed beer in the first place? Those ancient Egyptian dudes were just trying to get in the ancient chicks' panties.”



“What?” gasped Ester. “Is that true?”



“Why not!” Lucy grinned. “Almost everything guys do is to try and get laid at some level.”



“And playing video games all day like my last boyfriend?” Michiko asked.



Lucy opened her mouth and then closed it. “Well... Fine. That one might be a stretch. But maybe the right girl sees their GamerScore and gets all wet.”



“I've never met that girl,” Michiko said.



“It would get me wet,” Joan ventured.



“What doesn't get you wet?” asked Victoria.



There was silence. I glanced back at Joan. She stood in her conservative skirt and blouse, a slender woman with an angelic face. You'd never know she was a nymphomaniac.



“Well?” Victoria asked the blonde.



“I'm still thinking,” Joan said. “Yeah, no, everything gets me wet. Want to finger my pussy and find out?”



“Here?” Victoria looked around the bar, her cheeks blushing. She was a much curvier woman than Joan, her brown hair falling about her face. She had a majestic countenance to her. Back straight. But she also had an earthy fertileness. She looked good in denim overalls with dirt stains on the knees. “No thanks.”



Lucy opened the door, it was hard for me to do when you had a woman on both arms, and we stepped out onto 3rd Street. I glanced to the left. The Arcadia apartments were a block away just across 19th Street. Then I smiled as I saw the two lesbians who ran Lover's Delight, the sex shop next to the pub. They were making out by the door. Amanda, the redhead, looked so hot as she kissed the petite Mai, a Japanese cutie.



I did have a thing for Japanese girls. Michiko and Yoko in my harem were both gorgeous beauties whose ancestors hailed from the Land of the Rising Sun. Lucy let out a throaty purr beside me, her hip bumping into mine.



“Always a thrill to watch lesbians kiss, eh?” she asked.



“Yeah.” I frowned at them. “So, they share the Lovers card?”



“Yeah,” Rashimi said. My Indian palm reader stepped up beside Lucy. “That's the impression I got when Victoria and I were shopping for sex toys.”



The other night, I had come over to Joan's apartment to find Victoria fucking Rashimi with a strap-on, both women eager to join the harem. It had been a wild time.



As we approached the women, they broke apart. Amanda turned and gave me a flirty grin, then her eyes turned to Rashimi. The redhead swallowed, suddenly looking nervous. Then she stepped up before Rashimi and took her hands.



“Uh, hey, Madam Chaudhary, but, uh, Mai and I need some of your guidance,” Amanda said. “You know, things have been getting weird around here, and we were wondering... I mean, you understand about futures and things.”



“And you want to understand why you have the Lovers card?” Rashimi asked, her voice a sultry purr. She was an elegant woman, dressed in this sort of gypsy-like garb. A wispy skirt and blouse with a ruffled neckline. She had a colorful shawl that draped over her shoulders and had a fringe to it.



“Yeah,” Amanda said, glancing back at Mai. “We're kind of confused. It just... It feels like something is going to happen. I don't know. Things are just getting weird. I mean...” She glanced at me. “I know Charles's is a player and all, but what guy goes home with eight women and isn't a billionaire.”



“You haven't seen how big his cock is,” Joan said.



“Yes,” Aurora moaned in agreement.



Ester groaned and pressed tighter to me. I could feel the heat of her blush rising off her cheeks.



“Charles has a lot of charming aspects to him,” Yoko added.



“Mmm, maybe you should join us,” Lucy said. “Bring some of the toys.”



“No,” Mai said, shaking her head. “We're... Well, that's some of what we'd like to talk to you about, Madam Chaudhary.”



Rashimi glanced at me. I shrugged. “If they need some help, I don't mind.”



“Mmm, just want to find out how good you are at reading pussy lips.” Lucy giggled. “Have you ever thought of practicing that? Give up palm reading?”



Rashimi glanced at Lucy. “You are a wicked one. I think that's something that should stick between lovers.”



“Ah, sure, sure,” said Lucy. “Don't want to give out that service for free.”



“If you want to,” I told Rashimi. I was curious. There were twenty-two Major Arcana cards in a Tarot deck. Those were the unique ones like the Emperor and the Star. The others were the cards of a regular playing deck, though the suits had funny names like Swords and Wands. So if there were nine cards between me and my harem and the homeless guy had another, then what were the other twelve cards up to? The Preacher and his women no doubt had some, but he didn't have that many followers. I think my friend Connal had one, too. “We'll be at Victoria and Joan's place.”



“I'll be along,” Rashimi said, her eyes speaking volumes. She wanted to understand the same thing. Tomorrow, this would begin, and I didn't know enough. My shoulders itched.



How could I save the world?



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



As Charles and the harem headed down to the end of the block to cross 19th Avenue and head into the Arcadia Apartments, the two lesbians took me into their sex shop. They locked the door behind them. I guessed they were closed for the night.



“What do you want to know?” I asked.



“We just want to understand why we're fucking Chance,” Amanda said, her words blunt.



Mai shot her girlfriend a look. The Japanese lesbian had a petite figure. She sighed and added, “We were both hetero virgins before him. And now...”



“Now we're sucking his cock and letting him cum all over our faces,” Amanda said. “And we like it.”



I gave a slow nod. I liked it when Charles did that to me. There was something so sexy about having your man jizz on your face and coat you in his seed. He was marking you as his woman, asserting this strange dominance that I, as a modern woman, should think was wrong.



But it made me feel so sexy.



“I can help you to understand your place,” I said. “He has a card, too, doesn't he?”



“Who doesn't these days?” Mai said. “Though, I guess we're special. We get to share ours.”



She and Amanda shared a look of such joy and love. They were true lovers so it was strange that their bond had to be sullied by a third party.



We headed up the stairs to their apartment over the sex shop. It was cluttered. They had boxes of sex toys and lube and other supplies stacked here and there, as if their storeroom had overflowed into their living quarters. They brought me to a strange table in the middle of their living room that had pillows around it, a blanket draping off the sides of the table.



“It's Mai's
 kotatsu,”
 said Amanda. “It's really nice in winter. It has a little heater under there. Keeps your legs nice and toasty.”



“I had one growing up in Japan,” Mai said and sank onto one side of the table. Her English only had a trace of an accent. I almost thought she was born in the states.



I sat on the cushions before the table, my shawl shifted on me. I rolled my shoulders and then I glanced at them. Mai was to my left and Amanda to my right. Her large breasts jiggled in her black tank top. She wore no bra beneath, her nipples poking hard.



“Left hands, please,” I said.



Both women thrust their hands out at me. They were lighter skinned than me, Mai a light olive and Amanda's a pinkish beige. I took their hands and studied their palms. Their love lines were identical. Soulmates. So rare. But there was something about them.



I stroked their love lines with my fingers, closing my eyes. Their identical Love Lines had been snarled by a chaotic force. This was Chance. He had become almost one with them. A sort of faux Soulmate. This caused their hearts to blossom with love for him.



“He has the Wheel of Fortune card, doesn't he?” I asked. I didn't know this Chance well. I had met him the other night in the sex shop. A scruffy-looking man. Disreputable.



“Yes,” Mai said.



“Love is an unpredictable force,” I said. “It can be quite... capricious in who it turns its focus on. It's out of our control. We cannot choose who we have romantic love for. It is something that sparks in us at the animal level. An attraction that pulls us together even if we do not wish it. Even if we desire it for another. It can be chaotic. Chance.



“Fortune.”



“So we're just... drawn to Chance because of his card?” Amanda asked.



“In a symbolic way, yes,” I said. “Whatever is about to happen, we have been given roles to play. Connections to each other. Some of us have been chosen to serve our Emperor and guide and advise him as his court.”



“Or his harem,” said the redhead with a sly grin at me.



My cheeks warmed. “Yes. As his harem. Guides and advisers, sages and queens. You two, well, are playing out the role of romantic love and how it can be uncontrollable. The Wheel of Fortune is the embodiment of that uncontrollable chance. Hence why you've fallen in love with him. You feel for him what you feel for each other, don't you?”



Both of them squirmed and nodded.



“He's a... temporary Soulmate. Not your true Soulmate, which is each other, but one that you will feel that burning love for. However, it won't last forever. It'll burn hot, and those types of romances always flare out, don't they? They never last.”



“So, we just have fun with them until then?” Mai asked.



“Aren't you having fun with him?” I asked, giving her an arched look. I stroked another line on her. “It seems you're very happy and sexually fulfilled. Both of you are.”



“Oh, yes, we're sexually fulfilled,” said Amanda. “But...” She pulled out the Lover's card. It showed a naked man and woman holding hands. Each one stood before a different tree. The one behind the woman had fruit, the Tree of Knowledge, while the one behind the man had twelve trefoil leaves, representing the Zodiac. She kissed the card and turned it to Mai.



She leaned over the
 kotatsu
 and kissed it, too. Then they glanced at me and smiled.



I shuddered as this heat swelled in my pussy. This lust. I blinked and then my jaw dropped. “You put a spell on me.”



“We... awakened desire in you,” Mai said. “Amanda and I have always loved sharing women. And you, Rashimi, you are so beautiful. Mmm, we would love to pay you for your advice.”



“I accept money, not...” I swallowed at that heat rising in my cheeks.



“Do you think Charles would mind?” Mai asked. “He seems okay with his women loving other women.”



“He's a man,” Amanda said. “They all think lesbians are hot. They love watching their woman with another. They want to join in.”



“Not with us,” purred Mai. “We never let them.” She hesitated. “Until Chance.”



I swallowed. Charles really wouldn't mind. He had all those other women in the harem to distract him. I had been looking forward to getting to know Aurora and Yoko, the latest members of the harem. Heat swelled through me, though. Mai and Amanda were leaning forward. Their tongues flicked over their lips.



Then they were both kissing me. I groaned as their lips pressed on the sides of mine. They felt so good. I shuddered, my heart hammering so fast as I returned it. Their tongues darted out, licking over my mouth.



I returned the delight. I kissed them, my tongue caressing their mouths. I whimpered, my heart hammering in my chest. This was so wild. So crazy. I shuddered as they groped my tits through my blouse and bra. They squeezed me with their delicate fingers.



They were only women... Charles really, really wouldn't be jealous.



And maybe I could learn more about their role in what was to come. I didn't see that reading their Love Lines and Happiness Lines. I shuddered, their hands squeezing my tits so deliciously well. They tasted so good.



Then they broke the kiss. Amanda stood up and peeled off her black tank top. Her large tits spilled out, both her nipples pierced by gold rings. They gleamed in the light. She had a steamy smile, her hips rocking back and forth.



Mai's hands were busy pulling up my blouse. I shuddered, my shawl slipping off my shoulders as I thrust my arms in the air. My blouse came off, my breasts held in a red bra with black lacing. I wore it for Charles.



“Mmm, this is gorgeous,” Mai said, her fingers tracing the lace. “Ooh, you are such a sexy woman, Rashimi.”



“Yes,” moaned Amanda, her hips rocking. She unsnapped her jeans. “When you and Victoria came into the shop the other night, we both wanted you.”



“Now we're going to have you,” purred Mai. “Doesn't that seem fun?”



“Yes,” I moaned, not caring that they'd cast a spell on me. My pussy burned so hot.



Mai kissed me again, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. Her hands slid around my sides and found the clasp of my bra. Her deft fingers undid it as my tongue danced with hers. I groaned, savoring the feel of her lips. My hands grabbed her breasts through her crop top. I felt her hard nipples through the pink material.



She wore no bra, either. Her boobs were small like Ester's or Joan's or Michiko's. I massaged them, rubbing on her nipples. She whimpered into the kiss, her tongue dancing with mine. Out of the corner of my eye, Amanda stripped out of her jeans. She wore no panties beneath, her pussy shaved and dripping with her excitement. She turned around, a heart tattooed right above her curving rump. She bent down, rummaging in a box, her shaved cunt aimed at me.



I broke the kiss and groaned at the sight of Amanda's pussy.



Mai pulled my bra off and nuzzled into my ear. “You'll get your chance to feast on her, Madam Chaudhary.”



“Rashimi,” I moaned, my round tits spilling out of my cups.



Mai's hands groped those as Amanda turned around holding two fleshy dildos attached to harnesses. She grinned at me, this wild look in her eyes. I knew who would be on the receiving end of those dildos.



My body clenched, this heat sweeping through me. I swallowed as Mai's hands slid down to my skirt, she found that it had an elastic waistband. I lifted my rump and let her draw it off of me while Amanda stepped into her harness, her large tits jiggling.



I just watched her as Mai stripped off my skirt. Then the Japanese cutie rose and popped off her tank top. Her small breasts quivered, topped by brown nipples. Little buttons that looked so suckable. Then she wiggled out of her own jeans. She had no panties on either. A thick bush came into view dripping with her cream.



I shuddered as I stared at her and then at Amanda. She advanced on me, her dildo thrusting out from her. I groaned and grabbed it. I brought her rubbery dick to my mouth and sucked on it like it was a real cock.



As I did, Mai turned around and bent over, digging into another box. She had a tree tattooed on her back. A tree with fruit. It was so similar to what was on the card. The Tree of Knowledge. I groaned, realizing that those who had been given their cards had been fated for them all their lives.



Was I a palm reader because I was fated for the Hanged Man card? The seer's card?



What will you see?
 That was what the Fool had told me. What would it be? I pondered that as I sucked on the dildo in my mouth, swirling my tongue around it.



“Lube!” Mai declared and turned around, her small tits hardly moving. They were just so cute. I shuddered and moaned around the fake cock in my mouth.



Amanda tossed the other dildo to her girlfriend and then glanced down at me. “Mmm, so you got a hot cunt, don't you, Rashimi?”



I nodded, suckling hard on the rubbery cock. Drool ran down my chin.



Mai put on the other strap-on with deft skill, the base flattening her pubic hair. Then she knelt behind me, tossing the bottle of lube on the
 kotatsu
 .
 She grabbed my hips and lifted me. My legs shifted as she guided me into the kneeling position where she could start licking and lapping at me. This heat rushed through me. My heart pounded in my chest.



Then she was tugging down my panties. She dragged them off my rump, her lips kissing over my butt-cheeks. My cunt clenched. This heat rushed through me. I was so eager to do naughty things with these women.



They were just so sexy.



I would miss out on some of the fun with the harem, but Charles was insatiable. He would have something for me when I showed up. I'd have to apologize, but if I told him what the lesbians did to me... Well, that would be exciting.



Then I groaned as Mai's lips kissed my bush. She pressed through my curls and kissed at my pussy. I groaned around Amanda's fake cock as Mai's tongue flicked through my folds. She licked me with this teasing delight.



“Mmm, she likes that,” Amanda purred, her large tits jiggling above me. They were so soft and delicious to stare at. “You are the best pussy licker, Mai.”



“That's just true love talking,” purred Mai. “You're way better at it than me.”



Amanda laughed and stared down at me past her large and swaying breasts. “Isn't she just amazing?”



I nodded and kept sucking on her cock. I had no idea what was so hot about doing this. I had done it with Victoria, and it just made me feel so naughty to suck on a dildo like it were real. I bobbed my head, working my lips up and down.



Shame it wasn't Charles's cock. Then he could cum all over my face. Wouldn't that be exciting?



I shuddered as Mai's tongue danced around in my cunt. She stirred me up. I groaned as her tongue wiggled about. She felt so amazing in my pussy. My breasts swayed while I moaned around the fake cock.



“Mmm, so, who do you want fucking which hole?” Amanda moaned. “Do you want me in your pussy or your asshole?”



I slid my mouth off her cock and moaned, “Pussy! I want Mai in my asshole.”



“She likes big boobs, Mai,” Amanda said, a playful tone to her voice.



“Mmm, she just trusts me to make anal as pleasurable as possible,” Mai purred. She licked her tongue up my taint to my asshole. I gasped as she rimmed me. “Mmm, and it's such a tasty ass.”



I gasped as she swirled her tongue over my asshole while Amanda sank onto the couch. Her fleshy dildo thrust up from her crotch, her big boobs waving. I trembled, enjoying Mai bathing my asshole with her tongue. It was a fantastic experience.



Just an amazing delight.



Mai's tongue swirled about my asshole. She caressed me. Teased me. It was fantastic. I groaned, squeezing my butt-cheeks around her face. She felt so wonderful against me. Just amazing. I whimpered at her touch as I watched Amanda playing with her big boobs.



“Come and sit on my cock,” purred Amanda. “Mmm, maybe you can read my dildo and find out my future.”



“Maybe,” I moaned. I crawled forward, sliding my asshole from Mai's wonderful mouth. I stood, my breasts swaying. My pussy burned. I wanted that thick shaft in me. I wanted to be fucked by these lesbians so much.



Could I cast a spell by using my card? It was in my purse not far away. They had learned how to use theirs. Why had I never realized they could be used in such a fashion? I shuddered as I reached her, my breasts swaying.



I grabbed her dildo and stroked up and down. This heat danced through me. Juices ran down my thighs. I mounted her, straddling her. I grabbed her dildo and lowered myself to her. She grinned at me.



“Go for a ride, Madam Chaudhary,” she groaned. “Read my future!”



“You are going to climax hard,” I moaned, the tip of the dildo kissing my pussy lips. “You're going to scream your head off in bliss.”



“Oh, my, what a future,” she moaned.



My weight slid my pussy lips over the dildo. I sank down the fleshy shaft. I grabbed her boobs in the process. I squeezed them. Kneaded them. They felt so wonderful in my hands. My fingers dug into her flesh. I shook them, loving their weight. They felt so amazing in my touch.



She smiled at me, her eyes bright. I loved the way they looked. She had this naughty gleam in her eyes. I leaned in and kissed her with hunger. My lips melted on hers while my cunt bottomed out on her dildo. That thick shaft filled me up.



Not Charles's cock, but it would do. Take the edge off.



“Mmm,” Mai purred behind me. The lid of the lube bottle popped open. I shuddered as she readied her dildo to fuck my asshole.



I wanted to be pounded by her.



Fucked hard by her.



I squeezed my cunt down on Amanda's dildo. I squirmed my hips, stirring my cunt around on it. That had to be grinding the base into her clit. She moaned, her fingers grabbing my butt-cheeks and parting them.



I broke the kiss and glanced back over my shoulder. Mai was moving into position. She knelt on the couch and pressed the lubed dildo into my butt-crack. She had good aim, finding my asshole. I shuddered as she thrust forward.



My anal ring stretched and stretched and then swallowed the rubbery tip. I savored the way her dildo slid into my bowels. I shuddered, that lubed shaft sliding into me until they were both filling me up. I groaned, Mai hugging me from behind, her hands finding my round breasts.



“Let's make your prophecy come true,” Mai purred in my ear, her small breasts rubbing into my back. “Let's make my Amanda cum.”



“Yes!” I moaned and flexed my thighs.



I rose up Amanda's dildo, my asshole shifting around Mai's. She pulled back. I groaned, feeling those two different frictions. Mai's lubed shaft stimulated my bowels, the heat melting down to my cunt slamming back down Amanda's fake dick. I swallowed every inch of the rubber cock. Pleasure burst through my twat.



I loved it.



My fingers dug into Amanda's tits as I rode up and down her dildo. Mai plunged away at my asshole, her fingers massaging my tits. She knew just how to touch them. Tingles raced down to my pussy, all the pleasure gathering there.



“Oh, yes, yes,” I gasped, my pussy drinking in all the wonderful sensations. They flowed through me in such an exciting way. “Ooh, you two are so naughty.”



“We're naughty,” moaned Amanda. “You're making prophecies of orgasms.



“Yes, yes, we're all going to cum so hard!” I moaned, my pussy clinging to the dildo. “Just mighty orgasms.”



Amanda grinned at me.



I shuddered and then kissed her, pressing my breasts into hers. Her pierced nipples rubbed into my tits being kneaded by Mai's hands. Her hard nubs rubbed into my back as she sodomized me with her rubber cock.



She plowed into my bowels. She buried into them with hard strokes. My asshole clung to her dildo while my pussy squeezed about Amanda's fake dick. I rode up and down her shaft, my pussy clinging to her toy.



My hair danced around my shoulders. It was incredible to enjoy. I whimpered, my holes drinking in the friction. I moaned into Amanda's mouth. I kissed her with hunger. Our tongues danced together. Her hands gripped my hips, holding me tight.



“Oh, yes, yes,” Mai moaned. “Rashimi. You are such a sexy woman. I love your skin. Such a wonderful hue.”



I broke the kiss and groaned, “No, no, your skin... So pale and lovely.”



“We're exotic to you, and you're exotic to us,” Amanda moaned. “I love it.”



“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, my pussy squeezing down on the dildo as I climbed up that wonderful shaft. Mai slammed her dildo deep into my bowels. My orgasm swelled faster and faster. I shuddered, climbing towards that wild peak.



It would be amazing. Just a mighty burst of pleasure I couldn't wait for would burst out of me. I shuddered, my thighs burning as I rode her. I slammed my cunt down her dildo, Mai fucking me in the ass so hard.



My orgasm swelled and swelled. I whimpered, climbing towards that climax. Nothing could stop me. Would stop me. I groaned, my body trembling. I was so close to my orgasm. My pussy and asshole drank in the friction of their dildos.



I slammed down on Amanda. She broke the kiss and gasped, “Oh, my fucking god, yes! Yes! I'm cumming!”



“Your prophecy!” Mai moaned as Amanda bucked beneath me. “It's coming true!”



Amanda's breasts rubbed into mine, her nipple rings grazing my nubs. Her face twisted before me. My pussy clenched down on her dildo. Mai hammered my asshole. She slammed her dildo to the hilt in my bowels.



“It is!” I howled and exploded in rapture.



My pussy and asshole convulsed around their dildos. Mai's plunged in and out of my bowels while I bucked on Amanda's. Pleasure rushed through me. Stars burst across my vision. I whimpered, loving every moment of it.



“Oh, my god, yes!” I gasped, the pleasure sweeping through my body. “That's so good! That's amazing!”



Mai buried her dildo into my spasming asshole. Her small breasts rubbed into my back. She squeezed my tits and whimpered out her own pleasure. We were all cumming. All sharing our rapture. I quivered, pinned between the two lovers.



My pleasure swelled to its height. I hung there, reveling in ecstasy. Then I collapsed, panting, burying my face into Amanda's neck. Her red hair caressed my temple. She breathed heavily, her big boobs rubbing into my tits.



“Damn,” said Amanda. “Want to fuck us with a strap-on?”



“Yes!” I moaned, my lusts nowhere near satiated for the two lovers.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



The moment the door to Joan and Victoria's apartment closed, my seven women got naked.



I smiled as I stared in the doorway as the clothing flew off.



Shy Ester bared her small breasts, her silver star pendant swaying between those little mounds.



Aurora's big boobs bounced out, a sunny smile gracing her plump lips.



Lucy dropped her jeans, revealing her shaved cunt dripping with her excitement.



Michiko slid out of her bra, her small breasts quivering. She had such delicious, olive-brown nipples.



Yoko's nubs were a similar shade, topping her round, jiggling boobs.



Victoria's large breasts spilled out, so full of her fertile passion.



Joan had dropped her skirt, revealing her shaved cunt. Like Lucy, her passion dripped.



“Don't just stare at us,” Lucy said. “Ester wants to see your big dick.” The devilish barmaid whipped off her top, exposing her large tits, the let one tattooed with the flaming pentagram.



“What?” Ester gasped, staring at her, cheeks red. But a smile played on her lips.



“Yeah, she wants to see it,” Lucy said, hugging the innocent girl from behind. “Mmm, your cute Star wants to see that big dick.”



I stared at the shyest and most sinful girls in my harem. Not even Joan, the nymphomaniac, was as wicked as Lucy. It wasn't just sex that was her vice. I could tell she was all about fun and satisfying her ID.



I pulled off my work shirt and threw it to the ground then bent down to unlace my steel-toe boots. My women were all getting naked. Joan's small tits quivered and Victoria's big boobs jiggled as she worked her jeans off her curving hips. My Empress had those child-bearing hips. Fertile and lush. Aurora wiggled out of her jeans, bending over to flash her derrire at me in the process, her bald pussy peeking out between her thighs like the sun in a gap in the clouds.



I smiled as my wicked cutie spread her joy.



Yoko's shaved pussy came into view, her silver star tattoo gleaming on her left breast. Michiko had a nice bush. Her necklace with roses and lilies on it draped over her pale-olive skin. She hummed as she watched.



They were all staring at me, even Ester. Her platinum-blonde bush gleamed with dewdrops, a constellation of little stars twinkling with their passion.



I unlaced my boots and pulled them off. Then I shoved down my jeans. The women all groaned, staring at me with lust, my cock tenting my boxers. Seven horny women all eager to see my dick. Lucy pinched Ester's nipples, the shy girl whimpering.



I shoved down my boxers and out popped my mighty rod.



“Yes!” Lucy moaned and then she was pushing Ester forward. Before any of my other women could reach me, Lucy and Ester were before me, the devilish redhead pushing Ester to her knees, her cute face inches from my dick. Lucy joined her, staring up at me with such abject lust on her face. “Let's suck him together.”



“What?” Ester gasped.



“So he'll come on our faces,” purred Lucy. Then she winked at the girl and grabbed my cock. She stroked me with her silky hand. “Doesn't that sound hot?”



“I...” Ester swallowed, staring up at me. “Does it... sound hot, Charles?”



“Yes, it does,” I groaned.



“Men
 love
 cumming on women's faces,” said Lucy. “They get off on it. Makes them feel so powerful while it makes us feel so trashy and marked. We're our man's women, Ester, and he just proved it by coating us in his seed. Hot, right?”



Ester just whimpered and squirmed.



“Yeah, it's hot,” Lucy said and held my cock by the base, lifting it to point at a forty-five-degree angle from my crotch. “Let's lick up his shaft to his tip to pleasure him. Okay?”



“Okay,” Ester groaned.



They both licked up my cock. I groaned as they did. They climbed higher and higher, their tongues so naughty. Warm and wet. I stared down at them, Lucy's brown eyes smoldering with hellfire while Ester's blue eyes shone with hope. Her silver-blonde hair brushed Lucy's red. They both reached the crown of my dick.



I growled at the pleasure of their tongues bathing over my dick. They stroked me. Loved me. A smile spread on my lips as their tongues danced around the crown of my cock. Pleasure shot through my dick from their licking delight.



It was incredible to enjoy. My back arched. My hands clenched and relaxed as their tongue danced over my dick. They did such naughty things to me. My chest rose and fell as I enjoyed every moment of the pair of them lapping at me.



“You two...” I groaned. “Damn.”



“Mmm, we're going to make him cum,” Lucy purred. “We start by sharing sucking his dick. When one of us has his cock in our mouth, the other is sucking on his nuts. So...”



Lucy swallowed my cock. Her plump lips slid over the sensitive crown and sealed about my shaft. Her tongue danced, sucking on me with hunger. I growled out my pleasure, savoring the way her tongue caressed over my cock. It was stimulating. Exciting.



Ester watched, her eyes wide with delight. Then she gasped and ducked her head down. She nuzzled into my balls and licked at my nuts. I groaned as her warm tongue bathed over them. As she did, Lucy sucked with passion.



Around us, my other women were breaking off. Yoko and Virginia were kissing while Joan had grabbed the strap-on and was offering it to Aurora or Michiko. It seemed my Joan wanted to have fun. I groaned and stared back down at Ester and Lucy.



They looked up at me.



“That's it,” I groaned as Ester bathed my nuts with her saliva. She swirled her tongue around my balls. “Mmm, just like that. Damn.”



Lucy winked at me. She was having fun showing Ester all these wicked delights. Before too long, Lucy would have my Star corrupted. And yet I knew Ester would always shine with hope. She would never snuff out.



Lucy popped her mouth off with a wet plop. “Your turn!”



Ester slid her cheek up my shaft, smearing Lucy's saliva on the girl's smooth skin. Then Ester kissed at the tip. She slid her lips slower over my cock. I groaned at the sensation. My back arched as she engulfed my cock.



She didn't suck as hard as Lucy, just little nurses, but Ester's tongue was amazing. She caressed my crown, exploring it. As she did, Lucy ducked down and sucked my hairy nut into her mouth with hunger.



I groaned, savoring the pleasure the two women gave me. Ester's tongue and Lucy's massaging lips. My balls drank in the delight while my dick throbbed in her mouth. I shuddered, my heart racing. Blood pumped through my veins.



“Oh, god, yes!” I groaned, my dick throbbing. “Damn, that's good. You two...”



“Mmm, how's she doing?” Lucy moaned.



“Her tongue is amazing,” I groaned.



“Mmm, but she needs to suck with more passion,” purred Lucy. “Really make him groan and gasp.”



Ester whimpered and then she suckled harder. Her flushed cheeks hollowed. I groaned, my dick throbbing in her mouth. My chest rose and fell as I savored her passion. Her tongue danced as she sucked. I groaned, savoring the pleasure.



Lucy suckled on my nut again. Her tongue danced around it. I shuddered, my fingers flexing. I grabbed their heads, holding to them as they pleasured me. I savored the pressure in my balls swelling towards my orgasm.



“You two are going to bet a face full of cum.”



“Mmm, good,” Lucy moaned. “Is she going to make you cum?”



“God, yes!”



Ester's blue eyes twinkled with delight. She suckled harder. Her tongue caressed me. My dick throbbed in Lucy's hand. She fisted up and down me while she suckled on my ball. Then she popped her mouth off my nut.



Swallowed the other.



I groaned, the pressure growing in them with every second that she suckled. It was incredible. I sucked in deep breaths, my heart pounding in my chest. I was coming closer and closer to that moment of eruption.



“Fuck,” I growled.



“You close?” Lucy purred. “You close to cumming on our faces?”



“Yes!” I growled.



“Stop sucking his cock, Ester,” Lucy moaned, her head moving. She pressed her cheek against Ester's. “Now we have to beg him to cum on our faces.”



Ester slid her lips slowly off my cock, sucking the entire time. My dick lurched and my balls tightened. Then Lucy's hand flew up my cock. She reached the tip and stroked there just those few inches. She massaged the sensitive crown.



“Cum on our faces!” Lucy moaned.



“Yes, please, on our faces,” Ester whimpered.



“Fuck!” I growled and erupted.



My cum fired onto their faces. Ropy lines of cum painted across Ester's blushing features to Lucy's wild expression. I groaned, my nuts unloading all my salty passion on them. Lucy's hand pumped up and down my cock, massaging out more and more of my cum. The pleasure slammed into my mind. Stars exploded across my vision.



“Goddamn!” I growled, my head shaking from side to side.



“Yes, coat us!” Lucy purred.



“So hot,” whimpered Ester.



My cum splashed on their lips. On their faces. I coated them. I groaned as I pumped the last of my spunk onto their faces. Pleasure spilled over my mind. I sucked in deep breaths, my heart pounding. My hands squeezed about their heads. My body buzzed with euphoria.



“Damn, that was good,” I groaned.



Then Lucy turned and kissed Ester on the lips. Their mouths melted together, sharing my cum. I groaned, my dick throbbing. The sight was hot. Lucy clutched the back of Ester's head and then pulled the girl down, Lucy sinking to the floor with Ester ending up on top of her. They were still kissing.



Then Lucy broke the kiss and scooted on her back, sliding her body out from beneath Ester's while moaning, “Eat my pussy. Devour my cunt while Charles fucks you. Mmm, he's going to love that.”



“You will?” Ester asked, looking at me with her face dripping in my jizz.



“Yes,” I groaned, staring at her cute rump. My dick throbbed, remembering the delight of that ass from this morning.



Ester didn't hesitate to bury her face into Lucy's pussy. Swiping cum off her cheeks and bringing it to her lips, Lucy moaned. Her brown eyes sparkled. I grabbed my cock and aimed it right for Ester's cunt.



I had to lube up first.



I plunged into the girl's tight twat. I buried deep and hard into her pussy. She clutched about me, whimpering into Lucy's cunt. The redhead kept cleaning her face with her fingers, sucking the jizz off as she stared at me.



“You're not fucking...” Her words trailed off. “Nice.”



I winked at her. Then I ripped my cock out of Ester's cunt. I slid my tip up her taint and found her asshole. I pushed right on her anal ring. She snapped her head up, her silver-blonde hair dancing about her head. She looked back at me. Then she smiled and returned to feasting on Lucy's asshole.



“She's not afraid of anal,” Lucy said.



“I've already fucked her in the ass,” I growled and thrust.



Her anal ring surrendered to my lubed cock and the force of my thrust. Ester moaned into Lucy's cunt as I slid into that velvety heaven. Ester's tight bowels squeezed about my dick, massaging me with her delicious flesh.



I bottomed out in her, groaning. I grabbed her slender hips, my balls aching with another load of cum. I drew back. Her asshole clung to me. She whimpered, her velvety flesh massaging me. She felt incredible. I groaned and slammed back into her.



“Charles!” she moaned as I fucked her ass.



I pounded her bowels. I drove deep and hard into her asshole. I plundered her tight flesh, savoring that grip. Lucy moaned, shuddering into the floor as Ester ate her out. The redhead cleaned all the jizz she could find off her face as she stared at me, my ankh medallion bouncing over my brawny chest.



She winked at me and shuddered. She humped her pussy into Ester's mouth. The naughty girl moaned as I sodomized her with my rod. She clenched her bowels down around my cock, swelling that ache at the tip of my dick.



“Damn, I'm going to cum in that fine ass!” I groaned. “Damn fine ass, Ester!”



“I love your rod!” she moaned, squeezing her bowels around my dick.



“God, and she knows how to eat cunt!” whimpered Lucy.



I slammed hard and fast into Ester's bowels, my orgasm swelling and swelling. My cock plunged into her asshole while her hot flesh massaged my rod. My balls ached as they smacked into her taint. She groaned, her bowels clinging to my dick.



Lucy shuddered, her big boobs jiggling. Ester feasted on her, the girl's head moving as she ate Lucy's cunt. I loved it. I slammed hard into Ester's bowels. She clenched down on me. I groaned, the pressure heading towards that explosive release.



“Fuck!” I growled, slamming into Ester's asshole.



Lucy's big boobs bounced as she gasped, “Ester, you delicious slut!”



The redhead bucked through her orgasm. She must be flooding Ester's face with all that pussy cream. I growled, thrusting away hard and fast at Ester's tight asshole. The innocent girl squeezed her bowels down on my cock.



Such a delicious sensation.



I slammed to the hilt in her bowels, my balls smacking into her flesh. Lucy groaned, her head tossing. Ester whimpered, her bowels squeezing about my dick as I pulled back. Then she squealed in delight.



My Star came.



I buried into Ester's spasming asshole. Her flesh rippled and writhed around my dick. That wonderful asshole felt so incredible convulsing about me. It was fantastic to enjoy. I shuddered, savoring the feel of her bowels around my dick. Her orgasm shot through her.



“Oh, Charles!” she moaned as I slammed into her spasming asshole.



“Cum in her, Charles!” Lucy moaned. “Flood the cutie!”



I growled and erupted. My cock pumped spurt after spurt of my cum into her bowels. The pleasure slammed through my body. I growled, my dick unloading spurt after spurt of cum into her bowels. Stars burst across my vision.



They shone with the same passion as my Ester. I shuddered, my spunk splashing in her asshole's depths. Her bowels milked my cock. She spasmed around me, sending more delight shooting through me.



“Fuck!” I growled, my passion mixing with the rest of my harem.



They all writhed together. Victoria and Yoko sixty-nined. Michiko fucked Joan with the strap-on while Joan feasted on Aurora's pussy, the blonde beauty gasping through her own orgasm. Her big tits heaving.



Rashimi was missing out on the fun, but she would be back. Until then... I had more of my women to love. I growled, spilling the last of my cum into Ester's asshole, and then pulled out of her bowels. I stood up.



“Let me suck your cock clean!” Michiko moaned and buried the dildo into Joan's asshole.



I grinned and headed to my anal-loving Magician.



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



I hadn't meant to stay at the lovers for so long. I had to walk the half-block to the Arcadia Apartments down dark streets. It was nearly three in the morning. That spell they cast on me had taken hours and hours to run its course.



I was sore from their toys. They had some interesting ones. But I forgot to examine all their palms.



Chance was smoking a cigarette on the corner. He glanced at me and winked. I shuddered and then darted across 19th Avenue. By day, it bustled with cars, but there was no one on the road. I cleared it and rushed down the sidewalk to the entrance. I burst into the lobby, feeling safer.



Charles and the others must be so worried about me. I took the elevator up to the 9th floor. I got off and reached the apartment. I swallowed and knocked lightly, not wanting to wake anyone up. My stomach churning.



Charles opened the door. He stared at me and I blushed.



“Sorry, they were...” I trailed off, not sure how to explain myself.



“Horny?”



“Yeah,” I said. “Sorry.”



“Girls are fine,” he told me, pulling me to him. “But I'm the only man for you, right?”



“Yes,” I moaned and kissed my Emperor. I felt his solid frame against me. As I kissed him, my mind was clearing. Why had those lesbians cast that spell on me? Was there a reason? Did they just lust after me?



Chance was smoking that cigarette outside. The way he nodded. So knowing. Was it all a setup?



What did Chance and his lesbians want? How did they fit in with what was going on? If there were two sides, which were they on?



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



I lay in bed with my two lovers, my mind racing. Sakina was cuddled up on my right side, her head resting on my shoulder. Adalet was on the other. My Arabic cutie and my Turkish beauty. It felt so right holding them in my arms.



But...



“Can't sleep?” Adalet whispered.



“No,” I said. “It's coming tomorrow. Charles is going to need help.”



“With?”



“I really, really don't know.” I drew in a deep breath. “It's maddening what's going on. What we're supposed to do.”
 Your strength will defend.
 That was what the homeless guy told me. Defend what? My friend? Something greater. “I just know it's happening soon.”



“Do you think Charles has a card?” Adalet asked. She had Justice while Sakina had Temperance. They fit them. Justice for the lawyer and Temperance to the devout Muslim girl. Adalet might also be Muslim, but she drank and ate pork and didn't pay much attention to the rules. Sakina was cautious.



She would be a good balance against Adalet. She wanted to right wrongs. She had passion. And me? I was strong. Powerful. We would defend something. What? An ideal? Something that needed championing?



I had no fucking idea.



Heavy thoughts. I glanced at the clock. 3:43 AM. Tomorrow would be a long day.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



It was an hour into my shift, and I could feel it coming nearer and nearer. Despite getting little sleep, I felt energized as I worked my backhoe. Connal was nearby in his own, the pair of us excavating out more of the future skyscraper's footprint.



I worked the levers. I drove the shovel into the earth. Rocks scraped. Dust spilled out as I drew back the shovel, digging out more of—



Light exploded from the hole.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



The light burst from the construction site.



I trembled on the courthouse steps. It was Saturday. Not much activity. Some of my women were around me. Diana, Lorelei, and Officer Donnelly fell to their knees and gasped as the light shot up into the sky and then spread outward. A shimmering curtain spread over the sky.



“IT HAS BEGUN!” I exulted. “THE END OF THE WORLD!”



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Latina Beauty!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Latina Beauty”




“Who
 will
 follow him?” she asked.



“I don't know,” I admitted. “I supposed we'll learn soon enough.”



“Well...” She said. “Is there anything I have to do before then?”



I shook my head.



“You sure?”



“Yeessss,” I said slowly, confused.



She kissed me. Her tongue was hungry. It thrust into my mouth and swirled around. I groaned, my pussy clenching. Anxiety lurking in my stomach retreated before her kiss. I groaned, wanting to love her. To love all the women in Charles's harem.



He had gathered so many beauties to him. So many gorgeous women. Aurora and Yoko were the two I had yet to love. That had to change. The harem had to be united. We had to come together in passion.



I rolled onto her, sliding my body over her curvaceous form. My desire for her swelled. I ached to go down on her. To worship her pussy. I had grown quite the appetite for cunt. She quivered beneath me. So sensual.



So sexy.



I licked and lapped at her. I caressed her with my tongue. She whimpered beneath me. She groaned as my tongue danced around in her mouth. I kissed her with hunger. She groaned her delight. It was such a treat to feast on her lips.



Her hands stroked up and down my back. She touched me. Caressed me. Loved me. It was incredible to enjoy. Her touch was so stirring. I kissed her with such passion. She grabbed my ass, squeezing.



My boobs rubbed into her big tits.



Large and lush boobs that just had to be played with.



I broke the kiss and stared down into her blue eyes. She smiled. The world grew brighter.



“Damn,” I groaned. “You are radiant, Aurora.”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Mastering the Latina Beauty




Rashimi Chaudhary



I felt so groggy when I woke up the next morning. I wasn't used to being out so late. Those lesbians, Amanda and Mai, had cast their lust spell on me and then ravished me. I had been lost to the delights of their bodies. They used so many dildos on me.



It had been a wonderful night.



I blinked and realized I lay in bed with a blonde girl. Her breasts rose and fell as she slept, the sheets pulled up only above her naval. I lay on my side beside her. I smiled as I stared at Aurora. She had the Sun card. I hadn't gotten to know her yet. I had only met her last night at White's Pub for our first full harem meeting.



Today was the day. Something would happen.



What?



I didn't know what the spiritual shift of the human race would entail. Something momentous, I supposed. It didn't feel like it was about to happen. Being Charles woman had changed me. Embracing my destiny as his Hanged Man, his seer, had awakened desires in me for women.



And there was one busty twenty-year-old cutie sleeping beside me. One I needed to get to know. To love. We were part of the same harem. We served the Emperor. I shuddered and leaned closer to her. I placed my hand on her pale stomach. She had such lighter skin than me. Everyone in the harem did. My parents had immigrated from India. I liked how light all Charles's women were. So exotic.



Like him.



I slid my hand up to cup Aurora's breast. I squeezed her boob. My hand kneaded her large breast as I leaned in and kissed her like she was a sleeping princess in a Disney film. I planted my mouth right on hers.



I shuddered at the feel of her plump lips.



I squeezed her tit, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. She moaned and shuddered. Her blue eyes fluttered open, the same hue of a summer sky. They were so delicious. She came awake, dawning with the sun rising outside the apartment.



She groaned and kissed me back. Her lips worked on mine. Her hand pressed against my round breast. She slid her hand over my nipple. I felt the lines of her palm. I was a palmist. I read the future in people's hands.



I don't know why people were surprised their palms could be read in their hands. Those two appendages are what we made our futures with. We reached out and shaped our destinies with them. We grabbed our fates with our hands. We pleasured our lovers, performed our jobs, and enjoyed our leisure with them.



I broke the kiss and purred, “Good morning.”



“Rashimi,” she purred. “Mmm, when did you get home. We missed you last night.”



“I was... distracted,” I said. “If those two lesbians ever want to speak with you, be ready for them to ravish you all night long.”



Aurora giggled. “Poor Charles. I bet he would have loved to see that.”



“He would have made it more interesting,” I said. I grabbed her hand rubbing my nipple. I was already catching glimpses of her purpose. But I wanted to be sure. I held her hand out before me. I had to touch the various lines to read things.



Usually, I used my finger.



I licked her palm, a quiver running through my body. I could feel her destiny brimming in her. “Ooh, you are going to be important.”



“Aren't we all who got a card?” she asked. “That's why Charles has gathered us. Or we've gathered around him.”



“There will be confusion and darkness soon,” I said. “But you'll be there, a Sun in the wilderness. A light to shed happiness and joy to those who are scared and worried. The Emperor is the embodiment of human order. The purpose of civilization is in him. You shall help his rule be stable. To calm those who will follow him.”



“Who
 will
 follow him?” she asked.



“I don't know,” I admitted. “I supposed we'll learn soon enough.”



“Well...” She said. “Is there anything I have to do before then?”



I shook my head.



“You sure?”



“Yeessss,” I said slowly, confused.



She kissed me. Her tongue was hungry. It thrust into my mouth and swirled around. I groaned, my pussy clenching. Anxiety lurking in my stomach retreated before her kiss. I groaned, wanting to love her. To love all the women in Charles's harem.



He had gathered so many beauties to him. So many gorgeous women. Aurora and Yoko were the two I had yet to love. That had to change. The harem had to be united. We had to come together in passion.



I rolled onto her, sliding my body over her curvaceous form. My desire for her swelled. I ached to go down on her. To worship her pussy. I had grown quite the appetite for cunt. She quivered beneath me. So sensual.



So sexy.



I licked and lapped at her. I caressed her with my tongue. She whimpered beneath me. She groaned as my tongue danced around in her mouth. I kissed her with hunger. She groaned her delight. It was such a treat to feast on her lips.



Her hands stroked up and down my back. She touched me. Caressed me. Loved me. It was incredible to enjoy. Her touch was so stirring. I kissed her with such passion. She grabbed my ass, squeezing.



My boobs rubbed into her big tits.



Large and lush boobs that just had to be played with.



I broke the kiss and stared down into her blue eyes. She smiled. The world grew brighter.



“Damn,” I groaned. “You are radiant, Aurora.”



“And you're so sexy,” she moaned. “Ooh, I love how hot you are. A sexy seer, huh?”



I smiled at her. She filled me with joy and happiness. She was intoxicating to be around. I kissed at her neck. I licked at her flesh as I moved down her body. My hunger for her pussy swelled. My cunt simmered, but I had gotten enough pleasure last night.



I wanted to love Charles's Sun. I wanted to worship her and fill her with the delights to keep her glowing. The harem could never let despair eclipse her. We had to keep her spirits lifted. We had to give her pleasure.



I moved down her body, my lips kissing over her collarbone. My face smooched down between her breasts, loving the taste of her pale skin. She squirmed beneath me. My tits rubbed into her stomach as I pressed my face between her boobs.



She squeezed her big, soft breasts about my face.



“Mmm, you love my tits as much as Charles, don't you?” she moaned.



“I doubt I can ever love tits with the intensity of a man,” I purred. “But they are gorgeous. So big and soft. Like Victoria's.”



“Was she your first?” Aurora asked. “Woman, I mean.”



“Yes.” I smiled. “She came for a palm reading after getting her card, and I realized we were lovers. And, well, that meant I was Charles's. I went to her apartment to wait for him. I knew I was his.”



“Yeah,” Aurora said. “I had seen him around the neighborhood. We live in the same complex. I was always like, 'Damn, that dude's hot. I wish he'd take a flyer so I could flirt with him.' And then I got the Sun card. Now here I am, and I got a hot seer between my tits.”



I giggled. “Life is strange, huh?”



“Yeah.”



I licked up her breast, climbing towards the pinnacle of her tit. I licked over her nipple. I sucked her nub into my mouth. She gasped. Her fat, pink nipple filled my lips so perfectly. I groaned around her while she whimpered. I listened to the liquid delight in her voice.



The room grew brighter as I suckled on her. Gave her pleasure. She squirmed beneath me as my lips nibbled on her bud. I swirled my tongue around her nipple, caressing her areola. Then I suckled again, cheeks hollowing.



“Rashimi!” she moaned, her back arching. “Oh, Rashimi. Mmm, you know just what to do. You're such a cheater.”



“Cheater?” I asked after popping my lips off her nipple.



“Yeah, you can see into the future and shit,” Aurora said. “So you know just what to do next to make me feel awesome. Such a cheater.” She smiled at me in such a playful way.



“That's me,” I purred. “Big-time cheat.”



I darted my mouth over to her other nipple and nipped it with my teeth. She gasped and shuddered, her face twisting in delight. The bed creaked as she shifted beneath it. I think we were on Joan's bed. I don't know where the others were.



Aurora and I would find them later. Right now, we had to love each other.



I suckled on her nipple. I nursed on her nub with passion. She felt so good between my lips. My tongue danced around her nipple. I nibbled on her. She whimpered and groaned. I could stay like this forever, but...



I caught a whiff of something sweet. It wasn't my spicy musk, but her delicious aroma. Her pussy needed to be devoured. I remembered the jokes from last night on how I should give up reading palms and instead read pussies.



A woman's pussy was important, too. The seat of her femininity. The root of her sexual energy. Her fertility. Life was created inside her pussy. The union of man and woman occurred in that sheath. Two became one in the most intimate way possible.



The most important magic of all happened when his seed flooded her pussy and found her egg.



It was an important place. Maybe I
 could
 gleam information about Aurora's fate. At least find out when Charles would fuck her next. When she would conceive his child. And I would find out how much I would love the taste of her pussy.



That was another unknown that I needed to find out.



I slid down her body, my nipples grazing her belly. My tongue kissed down her boob and then her torso. I smooched at the toned flesh of her stomach. She worked out. My hands caressed her parted thighs. My boobs slid lower and lower. They reached her pubic mound.



Shaved.



How delightful.



“Mmm, Rashimi,” she moaned, her voice full of throaty pleasure. “That feels nice. Ooh, yes, yes, that feels real nice.”



I winked at her. “Wait until I'm reading your destiny.”



“By licking my pussy?” she asked with a mischievous glint in her eyes. She sat up on her elbows, her boobs swaying.



I winked at her.



“I think you'll find an orgasm in my future,” Aurora said. “Caused by a sexy Indian seer licking at my pussy.”



I smiled and smooched down her paled, shaved flesh. I crossed her pubic mound, the sweet scent of her pussy growing. Then I found her sticky cream coating her vulva. I kissed at the top of her slit. I smooched down and down her folds, loving them. She had a tight crease, hardly any of her pussy lips peeking out, her vulva flushed and engorged with her excitement.



I made the Sun excited. I aroused her. Now I would love her. She was such a stimulating creature. I licked up her slit, my tongue furrowing her folds. I didn't feel any destiny, though. Nothing special came to my senses.



Just the delight of licking at the silky petals of a sexy girl.



“Rashimi,” she moaned, falling flat again. Her boobs jiggled. “Ooh, yes, yes, read all about my impending orgasm.”



“Such a big one,” I cooed and fluttered my tongue up and down her slit. “You are going to rise. Oh, you are going to shine your pleasure on the world.”



“Yes!” she moaned, sounding excited about that prospect. “I can't wait.”



My tongue fluttered up and down her slit. I licked at her. Lapped at her. I caressed her with such hunger. My hands slid beneath her rump. I held her ass. She humped against me. Her thighs clamped down on my face. She held me to her pussy. Her boobs jiggled and shook as she whimpered.



Her sweet cream coated my tongue. I groped her ass as I feasted on her twat. I stroked her silky pussy lips and brushed her clit. She gasped, her body quaking. Her sweet cream ran down my chin. She had such a hot cunt. A fire burned in her.



I thrust my tongue into her sheath.



“Rashimi!” she moaned, her pale tits jiggling.
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 girl moaned as I feasted on her sweet cream, the flavor both satiating my hunger and fanning my desire for more. My tongue fluttered around in her while my pussy clenched. The heat burned in me. I wanted to masturbate.



My time would come.



I caressed over her folds. I licked and lapped at her. She tasted so good. She was such a treat for me to enjoy. She humped against me. Her pussy lips smeared over my mouth. I groaned as I fluttered up to her clit.



Time to make her shine.



I sucked on her bud.



“Rashimi!” she gasped. “Oh, my god, you're amazing.”



A flush of warmth shot through me. A joyous delight stirred by her praise.



“Yes, yes, just so wonderful. Ooh, suck on my clit. You're going to make me explode, Rashimi. Yes, yes, yes, just like that. I love it!”



I nursed on her clit. I suckled on her with hunger. My fingers dug into her butt-cheeks. I held her tight as she quivered. Her thighs gripped my head. They pressed around me with the fervor of her passion. I loved it. My tongue danced around in her twat. I caressed her. Loved her.



She groaned, her breasts quivering as she did. It was such a passion. I shuddered, loving every second of her grinding against me. Her moans sang through the air. My tongue flicked up to her clit. I suckled on her.



“Yes!” she moaned.



I nursed on her. Nibbled on her. My tongue darted around her naughty bud. I suckled on her, loving every moment of this passion. She groaned, her thighs squeezing about my face. She gasped and moaned, her butt-cheeks flexing beneath my squeezing hand.



My pussy blazed.



“Rashimi!” she moaned. “I'm going to... to...”



She came.



Her juices gushed into my mouth and the world shook. I gasped as her pussy cream flooded me. The bed shook. Items on shelves rattled. A groan rose in the world. I gasped as Aurora dawned, her passion spilling out over the world.



“It's begun!” I cried out, glancing at the window. It stared east towards the construction site.



A great beam of light lanced into the air. Pussy cream dripping off my face, I stared in awe at it. The light rose and rose and then seemed to strike an unseen ceiling. I quivered as my stomach sank. It had begun.



The world was about to change.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



I stood outside of Knave's Deli on Browns Boulevard. I was so close to the Preacher and yet couldn't go to him. He stood before the courthouse staring across the courtyard. Diana, Fianna, and Lorelei were with him as he preached.



“So Charles always gets the ham and cheese?” asked Joan as she reached for the door to go in.



“Always,” Ester said. “It's his favorite. Seems to think it's the best sandwich our deli makes. And it's a great breakfast one.”



“What do you like?” Joan asked. The three of us had gone out for breakfast. Charles was already at the worksite. I was blending in with the harem, accepted as the final member. Poised to guide them into treachery when it came.



“Well, I like the egg, Swiss, and spinach,” Ester answered, the slender girl's pale-blonde hair spilling down her back. “We make this special—”



The ground shook.



Ester squeaked and grabbed Joan. I shifted my balance and shuddered. This was it. The time had come. Light burst from the construction yard nearby. A great beam that soared into the heavens. I trembled in awe.



The end had come to the World.



Only those who followed the Preacher would find salvation when the fires consumed everything. I pressed my hands to my chest, such rapture blazing through me. Ester and Joan screamed, clutching each other.



I wasn't afraid. It was all beginning.



Yoko,
 the Preacher whispered in my mind. I gasped, hearing his thought as clear as if he stood next to me.
 It's time. This is what I need you to do.



I quivered and listened to my orders.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



The light shot up from the hole my backhoe had excavated. A beam of pure radiance. I stared at it, the start of my destiny. It grew brighter and brighter. It spilled over the cab of my tractor like a wave. It swirled around me and...



Engulfed me.



The world became white. When it faded I was in black. Nothing. I didn't float. I stood on
 something.
 I looked around, naked save for my ankh medallion swinging from about my neck. It bounced over my chest.



“What?” I gasped.



“Will you protect me?” a woman asked, her voice possessing a slight accent. Hispanic, maybe.



I turned and saw a woman I didn't know. She stood naked like me, her body curvy. Large breasts topped by light-brown nipples. She had a tan-brown hue to her skin. Hispanic. A curvy, Latina beauty with a fall of brown hair spilling down her back.



“Who are you?” I asked.



“The World,” she said, advancing on me, her hips swaying. Her large breasts bounced. “Will you protect me?”



“Of course,” I said, staring at this beautiful woman.



“Because I do this?” she asked and fell to her knees before me. She grabbed my hard rod in both her hands. She kissed the pink tip.



I groaned, staring down at the only other thing in the universe. The World was gorgeous, earthy and fertile. She had such bounty. I felt compassion from her. Caring. She swirled her tongue around my cock in such a loving way.



“Damn,” I groaned, my rod throbbing in her hands. She fisted them both up and down my shaft as she swirled her tongue about my dick. I shuddered from the pleasure. “Damn, that's nice.”



Her brown eyes stared up at me with such intensity. I shuddered beneath them. She danced her tongue about my cock. She swirled about me. I shuddered, throwing back my head. I groaned as she slid her mouth down my shaft.



She engulfed my dick in her wet warmth.



I groaned as she sucked. Her tongue danced around my crown, stroking me between her nurses. My balls tightened, savoring the hunger of her mouth. The pleasure that she stirred. My hands flexed. The Latina beauty worshiped me.



She bobbed her head. She worked her mouth up and down my dick. She suckled on me with passion. Hunger. I groaned, her cheeks hollowing as she nursed on me. Her touch was exciting and somehow soothing. Despite her passion, there was a gentleness about her.



It was reassuring.



I sucked in breaths, my heart screaming in my chest as she nursed on my cock. It was amazing to feel. I groaned, loving every moment of it. Her mouth bobbed as she worked her lips up and down my dick. It was fantastic.



Her cheeks hollowed. Her tongue danced around my cock. The heat swelled in me. I groaned, savoring the heat of her passion. She bobbed her head, nursing with passion. My fingers flexed and twitched.



“Damn,” I groaned. “Oh, damn, that's good. That's so fucking good.”



She winked at me.



The World was a gorgeous woman. Sexy. Beautiful. Her breasts swayed as she bobbed her head. I heard them slapping together over the sounds of her wet suckling and slurping. She nursed on me with a passion that was stirring. I would be basting her mouth with my
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I growled, my voice echoing through the void. I didn't get this. A vision? Maybe. It felt so damned real. Was I just sitting in my backhoe having a wet dream? I didn't know. This was the start. I could feel it. The World would change.



I mean, she was loving my dick. That was new.



Her mouth bobbed up and down my rod. One of her hands slipped off my cock to massage my balls. She kneaded them with her delicate fingers. My face contorted beneath the delight. She felt amazing. Rapturous.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned. “Oh, just keep sucking. I'm going to fire so much cum into your mouth.”



She winked at me.



“The World wants to drink my jizz, huh?” I groaned. “Damn. That is sexy.”



I ran a hand through her brown tresses, her silk sliding over my fingers. I loved the feel of her locks as my cock came closer and closer to erupting in her mouth. To spurting my jizz into that sexy, sucking maw.



I groaned, savoring every moment of it. The World had such a passionate mouth. She kneaded my nuts, massaging them with her delicate fingers. They brimmed with cum. I couldn't hold back much longer. Not if the World wanted my cum.



She deserved my seed.



“Fuck!” I growled, the pressure rising to the tip of my cock. Her fingers kneaded my balls, working out the cum in them. I shuddered and then I erupted. “Shit, yes!”



My cum fired into her mouth. I pumped blast after blast of spunk into her mouth. Stars flashed across my vision. It blazed with such heat. I groaned, my face contorting, and pumped my cum into her mouth. I basted her with everything that I had.



Pleasure slammed into my mind. It burst across my vision. Stars danced. They twinkled with the beauty of my Ester. The World swallowed my cum. She gulped it down. I groaned, savoring her nursing out every drop.



“Damn,” I panted as I fired the last of my cum into her mouth. My brawny chest rose and fell, my pleasure spilling into bliss and flooding through me. “That was perfect.”



She slid her mouth off my cock. “Or will you protect me because I do this?”



Suddenly, I lay on my back and she was straddling me. Her large breasts swayed over me. She impaled her cunt down my rod. I gasped as her fertile pussy engulfed my dick. Her tight, hot sheath squeezed me.



“Damn,” I groaned.



She felt molten about me, simmering with the earth's passion. The World squeezed her cunt around my dick and then slid her pussy up my cock. I shuddered at the massaging grip. The tip of my dick drank in the friction of her. The delight flowed down to my balls.



The pleasure spilled through my nuts. I groaned, savoring my jizz brimming in there. It was incredible to feel. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. She slammed down my cock. Her boobs smacked together. She threw back her head.



“The Emperor!” she moaned, her pussy working up and down my rod. Her twat squeezed about me. “How shall you rule?”



“Is this the time?” I groaned as she slammed her pussy down my cock. Her hands braced on my chest. “The king is one with his land, married to her. The land is one with her king, submitting to him. When he is strong, so is she. When he is hurt, she bleeds. When he is rotten, she spoils.



“When he is corrupt, she festers.”



“What?” I groaned, my mind aching.



“It is ancient, what we are starting here.” Her pussy clenched about my dick. “Yes, yes, so ancient, Emperor. A compact between ruler and his land. Between the Emperor and the World!”



I wanted to tell her my name, but it wouldn't burst from my lips. All I could do was watch her breasts heave. They smacked together. Her twat massaged me. My face contorted, the pleasure spilling down my shaft and soaking in my balls.



I grabbed her breasts. I squeezed them. She whimpered in delight, her face contorting with passion. My fingers dug into her soft mounds. I kneaded her tits, loving their heft. Savoring their girth. It was such an amazing delight to feel her breasts in my hands.



They jiggled as she rode me. I held her boobs and massaged them. Loved them. She groaned, her pussy squeezing about my dick. It was fantastic to enjoy. I shuddered, her cunt slamming down my rod. Her face contorted.



“When you are healthy, the World is bountiful!” she gasped, her pussy clenching about me. “Oh, Emperor, yes, yes!”



“Fuck,” I groaned, her pussy massaging my dick. My fingers kneaded her bountiful flesh. I held her tight. I squeezed her tits. I shook her tits. “Oh, goddamn, that's good. That's fucking amazing. What happens when I'm happy?”



“The World blossoms!” she moaned, her back arching. “Will you be my Emperor. Will you rule me?”



“Yes!” I groaned as she slammed her pussy down my cock. She took me to the hilt. Her pussy massaged my dick, building the pressure at the tip.



My balls tightened as she slid back up my rod. Her pussy clenched down on me, massaging me. She felt incredible. My face contorted from the delight of her snatch. She swirled her hips from side to side and then slammed her cunt down my dick again.



I groaned, savoring the bliss. The heat. This was incredible. My face contorted. The pressure in my nuts grew. They verged on exploding. My fingers slid up her bountiful tits to her nipples. I found them. Pinched them.



I twisted them.



“Yes!” she howled and came.



Her pussy rippled.



She impaled her spasming cunt down my cock, taking every inch of me. I groaned as her hot flesh sucked at me. Her fertile twat needed my seed. The pressure burst in my balls. The dam holding back my seed collapsed.



I exploded into her pussy.



My jizz jetted out of my cock. Pleasure slammed through my body. Her back arched, ripping her nipples from my fingers. Her tits heaved over me as her pussy rippled around my spurting rod. She milked out my cock, working out my seed.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped, her pussy spasming with such heat around my erupting cock. Her hair danced, her tits smacking together. “When the Emperor cums, the World quickens!”



Her pussy convulsed around my cock with such delight. I groaned as her pussy suckled at me. She drew out the cum from my nuts. The pleasure blazed through my mind. The pressure was fantastic. Amazing. Stars danced before me, a thousand little Esters all happy for me.



“Fuck!” I groaned as the World milked out all my seed. “Damn.”



My orgasms peaked and then the pleasure descended into bliss. I panted as she leaned over me. Her hands planted on my chest, her boobs swaying. The rapture in her face faded into a look of serious determination.



“Why are you trying to protect me?” she asked. “For what we shared?”



Before I could answer him, my eyes snapped open.



The world shook around me. Men shouted. The beam of light shot up before me. I sat in my backhoe. Around me, the other guys on the crew were all running away from the light. I opened my cab door and climbed down.



The earth shook. It quaked around me. My dick twitched. Was the World cumming right now? Had I given her an orgasm in the vision and set off this shaking. Or was it the light? Probably the light. Still, the way the world moved and heaved it was...



Like her breasts. Heavy and swaying.



The beam of light struck some invisible barrier above. It spread out like a liquid rippling over the surface of a bowl. It spilled out and across the sky then bent down in a curve, coming down to the earth. A shimmering barrier that surrounded the construction site.



“It has come!” Magdalene shouted. My coworker and the Preacher's sycophant stood on the edge of the excavation pit. Her dusky features burned with ecstasy. The light played off the reflective strips on her high-vis vest. “The End is here. The World will burn. The foundations of the earth shake in fear of the coming conflagration! All who do not believe shall be consumed. Only the chosen will rise into paradise.”



“Crazy bitch,” Connal muttered.



The beam of light went out. The barrier stayed up. The hole continued to glow, the surface rippling like a luminescent pool. I glanced from it to my friend. He was nearby, standing straight and tall in his blue jeans and t-shirt, a flannel work shirt over it left unbuttoned.



“She really thinks it's the end,” he said.



“It might be,” I said. “How far do you think that barrier goes? How much of the city is in it?”



“Don't know,” Connal said. “I have to get to my women. Make sure they're safe.”



“Of course.” I thought about my own women. “Come on!”



We joined the flood of our coworkers racing up the dirt ramps that led out of the massive footprint of the skyscraper we were excavating. Magdalene had vanished. The dome shimmered over us. Out of the pit, I could see it falling behind buildings. It vanished beyond the courthouse. Electros Tower was just in it. I ran out of the open gate of the construction site onto the sidewalk of Browns Boulevard.



The Preacher ranted on the other side of the road. Magdalene had just reached him and knelt, her vest lying in the middle of the street. People spilled out of cars on the road. Shouting. I looked to the west and saw the barrier was falling behind the Asphodel Apartments at the end of the block I bet the Arcadia Apartments, where most of my women probably were, was also in it. They and my Elysium Apartments were all on 19th Avenue.



I spotted three of my women before Knave's Deli. Ester and Joan were hugging each other while Yoko appeared to be staring right at me. I pushed down the sidewalk past my milling coworkers. They were all on their phones, shaking heads.



“You got a signal, Charles?” Rex called. He drove a dump truck.



“Don't know,” I answered.



“Fucking terrorist. You know it's gotta be them.”



“No way, it's Armageddon,” Jim said. He drove another tractor. “End times shit. That's biblical. That last book. Revelations or something. My grandma always talking about it.”



“Gotta be terrorist,” Rex said, his voice breaking.



I broke clear of my coworkers and broke in a run. I darted across 20th Avenue without checking for traffic. All the cars had stopped, their owners climbing out and looking around. Then I noticed the sign on Knave's Deli had gone out.



The barrier must have cut the electric lines. Fuck.



“Charles!” Ester shouted. She broke from Joan and threw herself at me. My slender Star pressed into me, her face peering up with fear.



“Shhh,” I told her. “I'm here.” I looked around at the panic on people's faces. One guy, holding his deli sub in his hand, didn't notice that the pastrami and sauerkraut were spilling out onto the sidewalk. He just stared at the dome shaking his head. “We have to be strong, okay, Ester? Can you be strong for me? Can you shine with hope?”



“Hope?” she asked, staring up at me with her blue eyes.



I smiled at her and cupped her face. “You always give hope. Every morning, when I came in and saw your smiling face behind the counter, it filled me with hope. That good feeling that meant I could get through another day. You gave it out in all your sandwiches and coffee.”



“I did?” she asked.



I smiled at her. “Yeah, I think you did. And I think people are going to need your hope more than ever.”



The shouts were growing louder. People were scared. Men and women were looking around for anyone to have answers. To tell them what to do. They were so frightened. They needed a leader. I felt the Emperor card burning a hole in my jean pocket.



“He's right,” Joan said. She came up to me. “Your hope is going to help the people be calm, Ester. Then Charles is going to lead them. He's going to rally them.” She glanced at me, her blue eyes serious. “That's the first thing we have to do, Charles. We have to get the people calm.”



“I'm open to ideas,” I said.



“Be you.” She touched the card in my pocket. “You're a great leader, Charles. We've all seen it. All been drawn to you. Eight women love and follow you. How many men in history can say they've accomplished that?” A wicked smile spread on her lips. “You even tamed me.”



I smiled back. “You're right. I can do this. I have to do this.” The vision of the World flashed through my mind. I knew what she looked like. “First we calm the people, then we have to find the world and protect her.”



The beauty of that Latina woman had my dick throbbing. I had to taste her passion again.



Then Yoko stepped up to me. “I have a thought, Charles.”



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



“What?” Charles asked, turning those trusting, blue eyes on me.



“We need Rashimi to be at her best,” I said. “We need her to get all her psychic paraphernalia from her home.”



“Is her home even in the barrier?” he asked.



I pulled out my card and, following the Preacher's instructions, I concentrated on it. I could see the pathways through the city. The best way to get anywhere or to arrive at certain times. Her house was inside the barrier. Near the east edge, but in it.



“Yes,” I said. “It's in the barrier. Rashimi's in the apartments. She's just a block away.”



“Then let's get her and get her stuff,” I said.



Joan shook her head. My High Priestess looked at me and then looked around. “You're needed here, Charles. You're the Emperor. Look at these people. They're frightened. They need someone to guide them. Lead them. You can't leave.”



“Then we can get by without letting Rashimi go to her house. Things are getting crazy around here. Look!” Charles threw his arm around. “It's going to get dangerous.” His eyes flashed to the Preacher giving his sermon. He stood on the courthouse steps.



I fought my quiver of excitement. The World would burn. Charles would fail.



“I can guide her,” I told Charles. “Trust me. That's my role. The Hermit, right? The guide. I lead people to enlightenment and all that stuff. She'll get there safely.”



Rashimi was the largest threat to my role of treachery. If she realized I was the Preacher's... Luckily, he had a plan.



“Fine,” Charles said. “Let's get the others together and you can lead her there.”



A smile crossed my lips.



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



“Are you sure this is a good idea?” I asked Yoko as we headed out of the Arcadia Apartments.



“It's not like it's far, right?” she said. “Park and 3rd Street. You're just three blocks from here.”



It never sounded that far, but now... There were hundreds of people in the street. Everyone in the large apartments that lined 19th street had poured out. From Nirvana Apartments to the north, down to Heaven apartments to the south with Asphodel, Acadia, and Elysium in between. Then there were the brownstone houses on 4th, 5th, and White Street between here and Tsarina Park. People were coming out of Mama's Diner across the street. And it was Saturday, so Mass was probably being held at Our Lady of Heaven. People were shopping at Rider's Drugstore and visiting Browns Free Clinic. There were probably people working inside Electros Tower and someone was bound to be at the courthouse even today. How many people were trapped in this barrier? A few thousand?



More?



Trapped and unable to leave.



“Okay,” I said. “Lead us.”



I glanced up at Charles with the rest of the harem. He was speaking to the people, trying to calm them down. He looked so strong as he stood atop a car, dealing with the frightened shouts. Aurora was there, shining like the sun. Ester was at his side, a beacon of reassuring hope.



He's been given specific cards,
 I realized.
 Cards to help him deal with frightened people. Happiness and Hope. Sun and Star. He has the High Priestess with him. She is wisdom personified. Sophia in the flesh. She is all the mystery of femininity and the promise of the future that could be attained through good decisions. Lucy's a wild card. Temptation and sin, but even that could have its place in helping to calm people. There's the Empress, the embodiment of fertile nature. I will see the future and Yoko will be our guide. Michiko is the magician. The adviser.



He has a powerful court.



Yoko and I crossed 19th Avenue, weaving through the stopped cars. We walked around the Liquor store to get onto 3rd Street and head south. Healthy Life, Pho Gettable, and Happy Pets were across the street. We passed Lover's Delight, where I had spent that passionate night, and then White's Pub. We crossed 20th Avenue with the same ease as 19th. I shivered as we walked alongside the wrought iron fence around the church's lichyard. Across the street now lay the fenced-off construction site. Power loomed in there. The epicenter of the madness.



People were still milling around. A group of them were heading up Park Avenue ahead. They seemed to be following others, heading towards the courthouse. They all looked dazed, stunned. Many had tears on their faces. They looked dispossessed.



Then we were across Park Avenue and heading up the stairs to my brownstone house. I unlocked the door and stepped into the waiting room. My palm reading shop was on the first floor. I flicked a switch.



Nothing turned on.



“Right, no electricity,” I said, moving to open the heavy shades. “Okay, let's grab my crystals and balls. I have a tarot deck, the full set, that might prove useful, and I have a good book on it that might give us insights into everyone's roles.



“Okay,” Yoko said. “Sounds like a plan.”



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



The crowd gathered. They flowed down Park Avenue, pulled along by the power of my card. The Hierophant. I was the link between the divine and the mortal. The bridge from the spiritual to the physical. That was the role of the Hierophant.



I would be the one to usher the worthy survivors of mankind into their future. The Hierophant forged connections. Marriage, alliance, and servitude were all found in its meaning. Service to God. To man. To an ideal. It represented man's place in kneeling before what was greater than him. The modern world had given everyone the illusion that the material world was all there was. That they didn't have to bow before god.



And a new god stood before them. Apotheosis would come. And those who believed in me, I would take up with me in the fires to Paradise.



“Look at you!” I roared to the crowd spilling across Browns Boulevard towards me, drawn by the power of my card. “Scared. Frightened. You have always known you were insignificant specs. Deep in your hearts, this knowledge has lurked. Festered. It has rotted you bit by bit. You tried to fool yourselves with your smartphones and social media. With your jobs, your marriages, your hobbies. You have all felt that emptiness in your souls. You have tried to fill it in so many ways.



“Because you know your lives are miserable. Hollow. Empty. Why your jobs crush your soul. Why your marriages drain your sanity. Why everything you do feels so insignificant even as you post on Facebook about how great everything is going. Look at my new car. My new kitchen. Gaze at what I have. See how happy I am, as if that lie you post has any bearing on the vacancy in your soul.



“You are empty!



“And the world is crushing you bit by bit. You have no strength to resist the pressures on you. Society. Culture. Politics. It is all a vice squeezing about your empty souls. So what do you do? You drink! You cheat! You steal! You do whatever you can to fill that hole, but it only makes it worse and worse and worse.



“That changes today!”



I threw my arms wide as they stared at me, captivated by my words. The power of my card, gripped in my hand, spilled over them. The charisma of all those great holy teachers that had come before from Jesus to Buddha spilled out of me. They had been Hierophants, too, gifted the power to shift the spiritual consciousness of the crowd.



“Today, you shall find meaning!” I looked around at them. “Today, you shall find purpose. The end is nigh. No more suffering. No more pain. No more anguish. The guilt you feel at cheating on your diet, on your spouse, at your work will all be burned away. What is coming will be freedom from the lie of materialism.



“But only if you believe!”



They stared at me with such rapt awe. Some had tears in their eyes. They wept because they knew my words were true. They saw all their ugly sins bared to the light. All the things they tried to hide in their hollow souls. Rotten and foul, it festered in them.



“You shall be purified!” I roared. “You have been chosen to not only witness the end of the World but to be enlightened by it.”



A groan ran through them. A collective shudder, an ecstatic tremble. Not a sexual one, but a spiritual one. What ecstasy had meant before that word had been perverted. When it had been a mark of being touched by the divine. Sex came close, but it paled to the rapture that a god's touch on your soul imparted.



“Do you want to abandon all your guilt and sins! Do you want to be as God?”



They cried out their affirmations. They wanted freedom from the bondage of all their mistakes. Their guilts and fears. From empty marriages, miserable jobs, the crushing debt their college education had dropped on their shoulders. They had been promised joy as children and found only bitterness. Success and found only failure.



“Do you want to seize your enlightenment?” I roared.



“YES!” thundered back.



Behind me, my acolytes knelt. All but one. Fianna, Lorelei, Diana, and Magdalene. My Chariot, Death, Moon, and Tower. With my Guide leading the Hanged Man to her doom, I would blind the Emperor. He would not sunder these people from the spiritual. He would not keep them locked in the prison of materialism.



I would deliver War and Death upon him. Madness and Ruin would crush him.



“But there are those who would seek to stop this!” I roared to my followers. “A witch! A perverter of the spiritual. She chains the divine to her whim to read the future. To give lies to those who are suffering. False hope to those who are drowning. Right here, in our community, she has preyed upon us. How many of you have had your palm read?”



“I have!” a woman shouted.



“I have, too!”



“I live next to her!” a man shouted. “She holds seances at midnight!”



“Black rites!” someone else shouted.



“That sounds like a threat,” said Fianna. My Chariot stepped up beside me in her cop's uniform. A symbol of authority. Of the power of the State. She smacked her nightstick into her hand and stared out at the people. “A threat to our futures. A threat to our safety and security. How can we leave behind all our pain if that witch is stealing the very power that will usher us into enlightenment?”



Angry mutters burst from the crowd.



“We are cut off from the rest of the city,” Fianna said, marching down the steps of the courthouse. “I am the only police officer here. I can't do it alone. I need deputies. Men and women who understand what we must do to those who threaten our people.”



I felt her power rippling out. She was War. The Chariot riding out into battle. Her power sunk into the most violent in the crowd, filing them with the urge to pick up weapons and fight and kill their enemies. To crush any who threaten their future.



Men burst out of the crowd, one in a business suit, another in his bathrobe and boxers like he had come out of his house to pick up the Saturday morning newspaper. A brawny man in a tank top. A tall man cracking his knuckles. An old man who had left his house carrying a heavy pipe wrench. A stout woman with a fierce face.



“The witch will be the first to burn!” Fianna snarled, a rabid sound entering the cop's voice. Her red hair, gathered in a ponytail, seemed to burn with her passion. “We shall seize our future.”



Her posse spilled around her while my new followers parted to let them pass, cheering them on. Humans were tribal. Us versus them. Give the Us something to rally around, and they would tear the Them apart to keep it.



I continued my sermon as Fianna went to deal with Rashimi Chaudhary. She was vulnerable. Isolated.



With her fall, Charles would be weaker. How long would he last without her? He would turn to Yoko to guide him then. She would whisper all those sweetly poisoned words into his ear. He trusted her. Loved her.



Hasn't love always brought down the great men? Sampson with Delilah. David with Bathsheba. Mark Anthony with Cleopatra. Charles with Yoko.



I smiled. The future felt so secure.



~~*~~



Chance



I smiled as I stared at the construction site.



I could feel what it held in there. I twirled the Wheel of Fortune card in my hand, leaning against the back wall of Knave's Deli in the alley. I could hear the Preacher screaming his sermon on one side of me and Charles pleading with scared people on the other.



The tribes were forming. They would focus on each other. They would never see my women and I coming. A little nudge here. A whisper there. It had already begun. I whistled and focused my will on the card.



I sent a little chaos into the world. Whose plans would I disrupt? What would the fallout be? This game was so much more exciting than my old one. Dealing drugs under Officer Donnelly and the other cops who worked the neighborhood had been fun.



It had been a childish game compared to my new passion.



~~*~~



Tierra Quiones



I barricaded myself in my brownstone. I locked the doors. I slid my heavy bureau before it. I could feel this malevolence in the air.



I sank onto my couch, staring at the TV screen that was off. It was chaos out there. I should be out there helping—I was a nurse—but when the light flashed, that vision that had swept over me had terrified me. Fire.



Burning in fire.



I clutched the World card in my hand. It felt warm. Like at any minute it would burst into flames. I didn't have the strength to stand up to this madness. I was one woman. I swallowed, terror twisting through my stomach.



Someone out there wanted to burn me. Kill me. It wasn't fair. Why had that homeless man given me this card? Why did all this madness have to befall me?



“Your fate is our fate,” I muttered. That was the last thing the homeless man had said to me. Whatever happened to me...



Happened to everyone.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Fertile Queen!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Fertile Queen”




“Yes, you do,” purred Lucy. “You got to get her ready to take your seed. That's how it works. I know that much about gardening.”



“Yes,” I moaned as Lucy stepped back, her shorts falling past her knees. She rubbed at her shaved pussy, her eyes smoldering. Fires blazed in her.



I shoved off my panties, exposing my brown bush dripping with my juices. I bent over, my tits swaying. Charles watched me with such passion in his eyes. I groaned, the heat swelling in my cunt. I stepped out of my panties and then sank my butt onto the grass.



The blades tickled my butt and back as I laid out flat. One naughty bit of grass brushed my asshole. I quivered there, squirming as Charles stood up and shoved down his jeans and boxers in one go. I groaned at the sight of his mighty rod popping out. He was so big. I didn't have a lot of lovers, not like my roommate Joan, but Charles dwarfed the few I'd had.



He filled me up. Made me feel complete. The way a woman should feel. We were made to come together. To unite. I wanted it so much. I would make this garden blossom. I could
 feel
 all the plants. The nature around us. The cultivation. The chaos of the wild tamed.



That was the point of a garden. To bring order and prosperity. To nurture the plants and give them the best chance to flower and bud and produce. We'd bred them for 10,000 years, shaping them to deliver us a larger and larger bounty.



Now we needed even more from them.



Charles fell between my thighs, his ankh medallion swaying before him. He slid his hands up my inner thighs, so rough from his construction job. He worked with his hands. I groaned, watching his muscles ripple.



“You're so sexy, Charles,” I groaned.



“Yeah, you are,” Lucy purred. She knelt by me and grabbed my right boob, squeezing it. “Just devour her, stud.”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card and chooses who gets the others. Is working with Eudoxia.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and holds the Judgement Card. She gives the Fool the Cards and will Judge if the World shall live or die.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Charles thinks she's the eighth member of his harem. Will she betray Charles?
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Connal Beaufort



I kept looking up at the sky. At the dome of light that covered it. This shimmer washed over the city, diffusing a strange light through the city, adding a silvery hue to everything. The world was going crazy. These damned cards were somehow behind it.



I had my women on my arms.



Sakina clung to my left arm. My Arabic lover trembled, her head pressed on my shoulder. I had collected her from Healthy Life where she worked. The health food supplement had been empty save for her staring out at the chaos in the street, her hands clasped tight together.



Then I had gone to the Asphodel Apartments where Adalet lived. My second woman held my right arm but didn't cling to it. She walked with her back straight, lightly holding me as if I was escorting her to a fancy party and not walking through the chaotic streets.



Cars were parked in the middle of the road, abandoned by their owners as traffic backed up down 19th Street. There was a growing group of them around the front of Arcadia Apartments so I cut over on 3rd Street, passing Healthy Life once more. Someone was carrying boxes of health supplements out of there and running down the street. Pho Gettable was locked up tight, the metal shutters down. A large group of dogs milled out before Happy Pets, the grooming shop. They were barking and whining.



“What is going on?” Sakina whimpered for the dozenth time.



“I really, really don't know,” I said with care. “We're going to get to my house, okay?”



I rented a brownstone down by the Tsarina Park.



We passed the back end of the construction site. The beam of light had stopped. It had erupted from the middle of the site. Right where my friend, Charles, had been excavating with his backhoe. Now the city was cut off. No getting out.



“We'll be safe there,” I told Sakina for the dozenth time. “I got food and water. We'll be fine.”



I had stocked up, feeling
 something
 was going.



Loud shouting swelled before us. I slowed to a stop midway down the block, staring at Park Avenue ahead. Then Office Donnelly, the redheaded cop who walked the beat in this neighborhood, appeared marching down the street, a mob of people behind her brandishing improvised weapons. She turned left at the intersection and headed down 3rd Street.



“Let's get that witch!” one of them shouted.



“She won't stop what's coming!” a woman roared. She wielded a rolling pin.



“Paradise will be ours!” screamed another man, pruning sheers in hand.



“Death to the witches!”



“Connal,” whimpered Sakina as the mob marched by. They were heading the way I needed to go. I swallowed. “What's going on, Connal?”



“Mob justice,” Adalet said with disdain. My Turkish lawyer's face shone with disapproval. “This will be ugly.”



“Yeah,” I said.



“Witch?” Sakina whispered. “They're heading towards Madam Chaudhary's house. She lives on that block.”



“Who?” I asked.



“The palm reader,” Sakina said. “She's a very sweet woman. She can read the future.”



Adalet looked past me at Sakina. “Fortune tellers are not
 halal.
 I'm shocked that you would visit her.”



“Nor is eating your pussy,” Sakina said, her cheeks darkening, “and I did that, too. None of us is perfect.”



Adalet chuckled in amusement. “No, none of us is.”



“Are they going to kill her?” Sakina whimpered. “That's a cop leading them. Why would she do that?”



“It does seem to be fast for this level of barbarism to erupt,” Adalet said. “But this is not natural, is it? Supernatural events are underway.”



“Yeah,” I growled. The Strength card I'd been given burned in my pocket.
 Fortitudimam tuam defendes,
 the homeless man had said when he'd given me the card.
 Your strength will defend.



My strength would defend...



“Fuck,” I muttered. “Come on. If this goes bad, you two just run for my home. There's a hide-a-key beneath the porch swing, taped to the bottom. I have food, water. I've been stocking up the last few days.”



“Connal?” gasped Sakina as I marched down the road crossed Park Avenue. The mob had stopped before a house in the middle of the block. They were shouting, brandishing their weapons. My stomach tensed.



I had a bad feeling about this. There were twenty or thirty of them. What was I supposed to do against those odds?



“This is not justice,” Adalet growled beside me as one of the mob threw a rock and smashed a window. They were screaming their fury, Officer Donnelly at the front of them, facing them, and shouting at them. “Not at all!”



Then the cop turned and marched up to the door and slammed her shoulder into it.



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



I had everything I needed gathered up in a backpack I had found in my closet. I filled it with various sacred herbs, natural remedies, acupuncture needles, focusing crystals, and my complete tarot deck. It clinked as I slung it on my back.



“Yoko,” I shouted. “Let's go.” She didn't answer. “Yoko? Where are you?”



The toilet flushed.



I sighed. Then I noticed the shouting. I frowned and headed to my window. It was dark in my makeshift waiting room. I had turned the first floor of my brownstone into my business office. A room to hold my palm readings and seances along with a lobby full of shelves of various New Age merchandise for my clients to browse while waiting. The power was out, cut off by the barrier of light.



I pulled back the heavy drapes and saw a mob of people led by the redheaded cop who had stopped Ester from being kidnapped. They were shouting something, looking angry. They stopped before my house. I swallowed, the cop shouting at them.



I felt their anger washing off of them. This unnatural fury. Something had affected these people. My senses tingled. One picked up a rock and threw it at my home. I jumped back as it crashed into the window before me. Shards of glass crashed on the floor, the rock striking one of my shelves. It wobbled and a gaudy statue of a unicorn fell off and shattered into a dozen pieces.



“What's that?” Yoko asked.



“I don't know,” I gasped and darted to my front door. I twisted the deadbolt and then slid the chain over it. I stepped back, my heart hammering. “There's a mob, Yoko.”



Yoko appeared from the back, wiping off her wet hands with a towel. Her doll-like face looked pale with fear. She swallowed, shaking her head, her fall of black hair dancing about her shoulders. She had come with me to my home to get supplies to help Charles and the rest of the harem deal with the events.



“OPEN UP, WITCH!” roared from my door and then a heavy thud. Someone had just rammed their shoulder into it. Then again. The door groaned.



“WITCH!” howled from outside, the mob chanting. “WITCH! WITCH! BURN THE WITCH!”



“What?” I gasped, stepping back in horror. I grabbed Yoko and clung to her. I glanced at her. “You're the Hermit! How do we get out of here?”



Yoko pulled her Tarot card out of her pocket, the Hermit. It was upside down. She flipped it over, staring at the figure of the man walking up a mountain path. The guide who lead people to enlightenment. She had told me it would be safe getting here. She had navigated us around any dangers. She concentrated.



THUD!



Someone had slammed into my door.



“BURN THE WITCH!”



THUD!



Another impact.



“Yoko!” I whimpered, my heart pounding. I rubbed my hands together, my skin feeling so tight. A heavy weight filled my guts, a thick sludge of fear that swelled through me.



THUD!



“We can't,” Yoko said. “There's no way for us to get out.”



“What?” I gasped, my fear turning into gibbering terror. “They want to burn me!” Charles's face flashed through my mind. I—



CRASH!



The door frame burst and my door flew open. Splinters danced through the air as Officer Donnelly stepped into my home. She had her right hand resting on her handgun, her green eyes full of wild zeal. The look of a fanatic. Her red hair fell loose around her face, fluttering almost like flames.



“Rashimi Chaudhary,” she said, her voice full of glee, “you are under arrest for being a witch and interfering with the enlightenment of mankind!”



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



I didn't want to do this, but the cop had battered down the door. The mob screamed to burn the witch. There were so many of them. I pulled away from my women and drew out the Strength card. I stroked the front of it, a woman leaning over a lion.



Power restrained.



“This isn't right,” Adalet growled as Officer Donnelly dragged out an Indian woman. She had rich, red-brown skin and black hair, wearing an airy sort of gown. Eastern European or like a gypsy would wear. Terror shone on her face.



“We can't let them burn her,” Sakina whimpered. “This isn't right. They have no restraint. This will be bad, Connal.”



I felt something in the card. Strength. Power. I
 drew
 on it. I was a big guy already, working construction and then hitting the gym most days had put muscles on my body. Now... Now I felt like a bull. Unstoppable.



“HEY!” I roared and marched forward, the mob screaming as Officer Donnelly pulled the palm reader into the midst of the screaming mob. “Stop this right the fuck now!”



The mob turned to face me. Fury and zeal burned in their expressions



I marched up on them barehanded. They held improvised weapons. Someone had the long handle to a rake, the end bust off. A woman held a rolling pin, swinging it over her head. A broken bottle, a crumbling brick, and a pair of pruning sheers were brandished at me, the mob screaming at me.



“Let her GO!” I growled, stopping before the mob. Fear screamed at me to run. Thirty people with weapons... Several held long kitchen knives, the points sharp, another had those pruning shears.



“Are you a friend of this witch?” the cop asked. “Are you one of her coven? Is she your whore in your dark masses that pollute the spirituality of our community!”



“I'm just a neighbor pissed off that you're hauling a terrified woman out of her house to burn her,” I growled. “Where the fuck do you think we are? This is America.”



“Not any longer,” the woman said. “We are growing past such useless definitions as nations, peoples, and tribes. The enlightenment of mankind comes. If you oppose it, then you must be cleansed. All will burn in the fire that is coming, but you can be consumed first!



“BURN HIM!”



The man with the rake handle rushed at me and swung the pole at me in a blurring swing. I grabbed it, my palm stinging from the impact. I wrenched it out of his hand with ease. He stumbled and I swung it at his legs, tripping him. I marched forward. The woman with the rolling pin swung for my head.



I shoved her. She flew back, crashing into three others of the mob and bowling over. Pruning shears stabbed for my guts. I growled, grabbing his wrists and stopping him with ease. I threw him into the street. He rolled into a parked car.



“LET HER GO!” I roared and waded into the mob, the Strength card flooding me with power. I felt invincible.



They rushed at me, and I threw them away like they were children. The card blazed with energy, pulsing with a wild heartbeat and animating my limbs. I was Strength incarnate. Strength unleashed. No women held me back now. I embodied action and courage. I felt it coursing through me. What the mob did was wrong. This wasn't honorable.



It was cowardly.



I roared like a bull and battered my way towards the cop. I threw back her frenzied followers. They crashed into each other, falling in gasps of pain. I hurtled one into a bush, branches snapping as he crashed into it and then bounced out and landed on the sidewalk groaning.



Then I was before the cop.



“Let her go,” I growled, my hands balling into fists.



She smiled and thrust out her free hand. Flames erupted from her palm. I jumped at the magic before me. The flames became a sword. A curving cavalry saber, the metal gleaming while the fire burned along the edge of it.



“You have chosen your side,” she said, her eyes blazing with bloodlust.



“Looks like it,” I growled, her followers groaning on the ground.



Officer Donnelly let go of the palm reader and flowed at me. She moved with a blur of speed. Her flaring sword slashed at me.



I cursed and jumped back as she hacked at the air at me. Her movement was different from her followers. They were powered by pure rage, attacking without any restraint. Their attacks were easy to see coming. To dodge.



Not the cops.



The sword flicked at me, flames trailing. The heat spilled over my face. I jumped back, the front of my t-shirt sliced open. Flames licked up my chest. Cursing, I smacked them, putting them out. The smell of burning fabric filled my nose.



“Connal!” Sakina shouted in fear.



I had no weapon. No way to close in on her. She was too fast. Her saber danced through the air. Quick slashes and slices forced me to retreat. I darted to the right to get around her, but the blade followed me then sliced.



Pain flared on my left arm. Blood flowed from a cut. Not deep. Hairs singed away, the stink filling my nose. I was lucky it wasn't worse. I leaped over one of the men I bowled over, groaning on the ground, to dodge the next attack.



A snarling man lunged at me from the side, arms wide open to grab me and hold me so the cop could cut me down.



I slammed my fist into his face. He reeled back, nose bleeding.



Flames crackled.



“Shit!” I threw myself back, landing on the asphalt, the blade flashing over me. Then the cop stabbed down at me.



I rolled to the side and came up on my feet, darting to the other side where one of those large mailboxes stood for outgoing mail. I grabbed the blue-painted box and wrenched it from the sidewalk. Bolted to the ground, ripping up chunks of concrete.



I swung it at the cop. Her saber flicked out and slashed into the box. Metal screeched and groaned. Her blade passed through it. The end fell off. Mail spilled out, some of the letters burning from the flames.



“Fuck me,” I gasped.



A smile spread on her lips. Eager for the kill.



This wasn't working. I had to get the palm reader free and run. If I kept dancing with this woman, she would kill me. Two of the mob had grabbed the palm reader, holding her in place. Another woman watched from the broken doors, Japanese or Chinese, her hands clutching to a Tarot card as she watched the fight.



I threw the end of the mailbox at the cop as hard as I could.



She ducked it and then sprang at me. She closed the distance in two steps and raised her sword. I backed into a wrought iron fence. Death came slashing down at me, flames crackling. I raised my left arm to block it, a desperate move.



A silver sword flashed before me and caught the blade.



Adalet stood beside me. My fierce, Turkish beauty, her black hair spilling about her face, held a straight sword before her, a slender blade made of an ethereal metal. It was neither steel nor silver, but something purer. More idealized.



The personification of Justice.



Officer Donnelly snarled in fury and then her foot lashed out. She slammed Adalet in the chest. My lawyer gasped and fell back, landing hard on the cement. Then Donnelly stabbed her sword down at my woman.



“NO!” I snarled and lunged in.



The cop pivoted and stabbed her sword at me, this look of triumph on her face. A feint to draw me in and kill me. Not thinking, I smacked my left hand into the blade, knocking it to the side. Flames burned hot over my palm. I snarled in pain and slammed my fist into Donnelly's face.



Her blade sliced my side, setting more of my t-shirt on fire. Then she flew back from the blow and crashed into one of the men holding the palm reader. The palm reader broke free from the grasp of the other guy, staring at me with this look of joy on her face. Of thankfulness.



“Run!” I shouted at her, grabbing my side. Blood welled between my fingers.



“Yoko!” the palm reader shouted as she ran down the sidewalk, jumping over the groaning woman with the rolling pin.



The Japanese woman chased after her, the pair fleeing down 3rd Street to safety.



Adalet came up beside me as I turned to the cop. She struggled to her feet, blood streaming from her broken nose. She grabbed it and popped it back into place. She smiled, seeming to revel in the blood spilling over her lips.



She looked around at her groaning followers. “There will be a reckoning for this. You have chosen to stand against the fires. They will burn you! All will burn!”



“We'll see,” I growled, ready for her to attack again. Adalet leveled her sword, her face fierce.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“We have to walk together,” I said, standing on the roof of the abandoned Prius left in the middle of 19th Avenue. I faced the scared people milling before the Arcadia apartments. “We're cut off, and we have a decision to make.”



I stared out at the people. They were frightened. Men, women, and children. Families and strangers all pressed together. Some wore casual clothes, some were even in their pajamas, sleeping in late on a Saturday. A few were dressed for work, the ones who looked the most frightened, cut off from their homes and loved ones by the barrier.



“That's right!” I roared, feeling the Emperor card burning in my back pocket of my jeans. I wore my work clothes, an old t-shirt, worn Levis, and an unbuttoned, flannel shirt. “A choice! We can
 choose
 how we handle this crisis. We can let panic and fear control us. Sending us scrabbling through the streets like rats in a maze, looking for some way out, or we can unite. We can drive back the fear and help each other.



“People used to do that! Help each other! We used to have true communities. Neighbors who banded together when things got rough. When the shit rained down, we'd help each other find cover. I know we're all frightened! I know! But we can choose to rise above it. Choose to band together. Because that's how people are strong. That's how we've conquered this entire world. Mountains, deserts, jungles, and even fucking Antarctica! We work together, cooperate, and we prosper. So, what are you going to choose?”



People were nodding, staring at me with hope in their eyes. Ester and Aurora were moving through the crowd. My Joyful Sun and Hopeful Star were spreading their subtle influences. These Tarot cards we'd been given had power. I could feel mine giving authority to my voice. The Emperor spoke to his people.



They listened.



“Are we going to work together?” I demanded of the several hundred people here. More were drifting in, drawn by the appearance of safety. “Huh? Are we going to be a community, or a mob of frightened individuals tearing at each other?”



“Work together!” someone shouted from the crowd.



“Yeah, we're with you,” shouted Rex, one of the guys from the construction site.



“Let's do this,” Jim added, another guy from my crew. “We're with you, Charles. What do you need from us?”



Aurora smiled at him and gave him a friendly hug. He grinned back. She broke away and then embraced the woman by him, the pair rocking with friendly joy. Aurora's golden hair streamed behind her as she moved through the crowd. Ester wasn't hugging, but she was smiling at everyone, the slender girl bouncing with a pep to her step. Her silvery-blonde hair streamed behind her, almost shimmering. Every time she found someone looking scared, she would stop before them and smile.



They would smile back.



“Okay,” I said. “We need to start gathering food and supplies.” I looked around. “Rex, take a group of men and hit the drugstore. Grab what you can. We don't have power, so skip the frozen foods that need microwaves. Canned foods and nonperishable. Steal their shopping carts to bring back as much as you can.”



“On it,” Rex said and started grabbing guys, barking at them as if some of my authority had rubbed off on him.



“Let's find places for everyone to sleep,” I said. “You.” I pointed to a middle-aged, motherly woman. “You live in the Arcadia apartments?”



She nodded.



“You're on that. Find the manager, let's figure out which apartments are empty. Things are going to get bad.” I thumbed a finger at the building. “This and Elysium Apartments are going to be our stronghold. Let's get them ready. And the brownstone houses on 2nd!” Those were a block away, bordering the north side of the Arcadia apartments



More nods.



“Jim,” I said, glancing at my other construction worker, “we got these cars here. Let's start putting up some roadblocks. Let's protect these streets.”



“From what?” he asked.



A nervous twinge ran through me. I could
 feel
 something building out there. The Preacher and his women had cards. They were up to something. “Not sure, but let's not take chances, right? We want to make a place that's safe for everyone.”



“On it,” Jim said and gathered more volunteers.



Then everyone was moving, following my orders. It was shocking that they listened to me. I never thought of myself as a leader. I liked to do my own shit. Work my day at the construction site then relax. Find a hot girl, have a wild evening with her, and then do it all over again. Now I had a harem of women. Worry for Rashimi and Yoko swelled.



They still weren't back. Yoko would see them safe, though.



“Hey,” Lucy said, my devilish barkeep, grabbing Victoria and pulling her close. “I had an idea.”



The redhead leaned into the brunette, whispering. Victoria's face frowned and then she blinked. This look of dawning realization spread on her face. I was curious what that was about. Victoria held the Empress card. That didn't mean she was my wife or the head lady of my harem. The Emperor and the Empress were the epitomai of the masculine and the feminine roles. Mine was all about hierarchy and ruling while hers was about fertility and nature.



My dream of the World, the Hispanic woman who we had to find and protect from the Preacher, echoed in my mind. She said something about how the Emperor and the Land were one, implying that the masculine and the feminine had to come together.



I guessed. I wasn't up on this New Age crap.



I glanced at the silvery dome over us. Well, I guess it wasn't crap.



I wanted to start my look for the World. I didn't know her name, just that she was out there scared. It had to be delicate, though. I couldn't let the Preacher have any idea that I knew who she was. I had to be circumspect.



Hopefully, that wasn't a mistake. That I didn't act too cautiously and miss my chance to save her.



“Yo, Charles,” Lucy said, her hands on her hips. She wore a tight belly shirt and a pair of booty shorts, her flat stomach left bare. She had a wicked smile on her lips. “We need your cock.”



“Lucy,” groaned Victoria, blushing. She was a more modest woman, wearing a t-shirt and pair of denim overalls held up by suspenders that hugged around her large breasts. “We need your help, Charles.”



“And it involves your cock,” Lucy said, grinning.



I jumped down and said, “Sometimes, I think my rod is all you women care about.”



“Well, and the hard muscles,” Lucy said, a playful glint in her brown eyes. She took my arm, pressing her boobs against them. It was clear she had no bra on beneath.



“You know how to make a man feel loved,” I said.



Giggling, my Devil leaned up and kissed me on the lips.



~~*~~



Victoria Caito



When Charles broke the kiss with Lucy, he glanced at me. “So, what's this idea that Lucy had.”



“Uh, well,” I looked around. Some people who weren't part of the harem nearby. I stepped closer. “I need to be, er, fertilized.”



Charles blinked at me. His brow furrowed. “Fertilized? Uh... I am not following.”



“She needs to be seeded, stud,” Lucy said, grabbing Charles's cock through his pants, squeezing his hard rod.
 “Comprender?”



“Oh, sure,” Charles said, grinning at me. He sent this heat sweeping through me. “Anytime you need it, Victoria. But, uh, why right now?”



“She can grow food,” said Lucy. “She manages a community garden in the Arcadia Apartment's courtyard. And with her power, she can make it produce food fast. Like real fast. Feed all these people sort of fast. She just needs your seed to kickstart her power. Super-charge it.”



“How do you know that?” I asked.



“Yeah,” Charles said, staring at her.



“D'oh,” Lucy said. “I'm your cute and wicked Devil. Sexual acts, sinful gratification, is my domain. I can
 feel
 this will work. That our Emperor's cum will strengthen our power.”



“And you wanted to use it to make food?” Charles asked. “Not have me unleash an orgy to calm everyone down.”



“One step at a time,” Lucy breathed. “First, let's satiate their most basic needs. That's what sin is, right, self-gratification. Well, food can be very sinful. They're hungry. Let's feed that need. Then we can talk about other hungers. Temptation, Charles. We want them to stay here, and food will be one helluva big temptation.”



“Damn,” Charles said.



“He's shocked that I came up with something useful,” said Lucy, glancing at me. “I'd be offended, but I'm a little shocked, too.” She glanced up at Charles, rubbing her boob into his arm. “So, let's get them fed and happy, Your Majesty.”



“I'm not a real emperor,” Charles muttered. “Just playing the role of authority.”



“The grand poobah with the big dick,” Lucy moaned, squeezing his rod. “Come on. Let's get to the courtyard so you can fuck Victoria amid nature.”



I blushed again, my pussy on fire.



“So I just have to fuck her, huh?” Charles said, staring at me with hunger in his blue eyes. He had a strong face, a shadow of whiskers on his jawline, his chin chiseled. He was tall and brawny. I quivered in delight at the intensity in his gaze.



“Yep, such a big chore,” Lucy said. “But you're man enough to do it.”



“More than man enough,” I said and then took his other arm.



We headed inside. Michiko gave us a curious glance but then Joan came up beside her. My roommate whispered in her ear. Michiko shook her head but smiled in exasperation. I don't think she realized just how important our tryst would be. This wasn't just us sneaking off to fuck for the hell of it.



If I could have my garden producing food daily, that would go a long way to keeping everyone from panicking.



We moved through the lobby where groups of women were organizing and talking about who would sleep where. They all paused and nodded to Charles. More than a few had interested looks in their eyes.



I swear a few had smirks like they had enjoyed him and his mighty rod.



I supposed I couldn't be jealous. I shared him with seven other women.



We headed down the hallway to the right. The apartment was a large box with a courtyard in the middle. You could access it from three sides. We passed apartments, people bustling around, many of the doors open. More people nodded to Charles. He had encouraged these people.



In moments, we were heading out the door to the courtyard. It was dominated by the community garden. It was my project. I had arranged for it to be made and spent a lot of my free time in here. I loved gardening and helping life grow. Plants or animals, I adored them both.



“Over here,” I said, leading them behind the shed that held gardening supplies. “We should be out of sight here.”



“Don't want any of the women to see how hung our Charles is?” Lucy asked. “I saw those looks. We'll be having to fend them off if we want any time with our man's rod.”



“You just have to keep my interest,” Charles said and glanced at the pair of us. “And you two are very captivating.”



“Oh, yes,” Lucy said and then pulled off her belly shirt. Her large breasts spilled out, the red pentagram tattooed around her left nipple, following the curve of her boob. Then she shot her hand out and unsnapped the first suspender of my overall. The second came off and the front fell to my waist.



Charles, his flannel shirt coming off, stared at us with hunger. I thrust my arms in the air, letting Lucy pull off my t-shirt. I had a sports bra on underneath, dressing in haste when things got crazy this morning.



I had been in bed with Rashimi. I hoped she and Yoko were doing all right. Surely things hadn't gotten
 too
 crazy yet.



“Really?” Lucy said, looking at my gray sports bra.
 “That's
 what you're wearing for lingerie? I thought you could wear something better than that. Something sexy. We have to impress our Emperor.”



“Trust me, you two impress,” said Charles. He pulled off his t-shirt, revealing his brawny chest, his ankh medallion swinging from its cord about his neck. “Damn, you two are just overflowing with impressive attributes.”



“He likes our big boobies,” Lucy cooed, pushing up my top and spilling out my breasts.



“He's a guy,” I said and then gasped as Lucy pressed her large, soft tits into mine. Hers were nearly as big, but I was the bustiest girl in the harem. Of course, Charles liked small boobies, too. Ester, Michiko, and Joan had nothing to worry about.



Lucy kissed me. Our nipples brushed, sparks flaring as our tongues dance together, my sports bra bunched over my tits. Her hands pushed my overalls off my hips, the denim slipping down to fall around my ankles. The heat in my pussy soaked my panties. My tongue danced with hers. My hands slid around the front of her shorts.



I unsnapped her fastener. The zipper rasped.



She broke the kiss. “Mmm, trying to get in my panties, Victoria?”



“Yes,” I whimpered and shoved her shorts down her body.



“Your Majesty is a wicked one,” Lucy said.



“Yes, she is,” Charles growled as he unlaced his work boots. He watched us with hunger as he tugged them off. I was down to my panties and Lucy had gone commando. “Damn, I need to taste that pussy.”



“Yes, you do,” purred Lucy. “You got to get her ready to take your seed. That's how it works. I know that much about gardening.”



“Yes,” I moaned as Lucy stepped back, her shorts falling past her knees. She rubbed at her shaved pussy, her eyes smoldering. Fires blazed in her.



I shoved off my panties, exposing my brown bush dripping with my juices. I bent over, my tits swaying. Charles watched me with such passion in his eyes. I groaned, the heat swelling in my cunt. I stepped out of my panties and then sank my butt onto the grass.



The blades tickled my butt and back as I laid out flat. One naughty bit of grass brushed my asshole. I quivered there, squirming as Charles stood up and shoved down his jeans and boxers in one go. I groaned at the sight of his mighty rod popping out. He was so big. I didn't have a lot of lovers, not like my roommate Joan, but Charles dwarfed the few I'd had.



He filled me up. Made me feel complete. The way a woman should feel. We were made to come together. To unite. I wanted it so much. I would make this garden blossom. I could
 feel
 all the plants. The nature around us. The cultivation. The chaos of the wild tamed.



That was the point of a garden. To bring order and prosperity. To nurture the plants and give them the best chance to flower and bud and produce. We'd bred them for 10,000 years, shaping them to deliver us a larger and larger bounty.



Now we needed even more from them.



Charles fell between my thighs, his ankh medallion swaying before him. He slid his hands up my inner thighs, so rough from his construction job. He worked with his hands. I groaned, watching his muscles ripple.



“You're so sexy, Charles,” I groaned.



“Yeah, you are,” Lucy purred. She knelt by me and grabbed my right boob, squeezing it. “Just devour her, stud.”



I shuddered, knowing he would.



With a hungry growl, Charles buried his face into my bush. I gasped as he did, my back arching. This heat swept through me. I whimpered and groaned, savoring the feel of his lips kissing at my pussy. His touch had me gasping. My back arched, tits jiggling.



Lucy sucked my right nipple into her mouth. The naughty woman nursed with that fiery passion of hers. She suckled at me with delight. I shuddered, savoring the heat of her mouth around my nub while Charles licked at my pussy.



He lapped at my vulva. His tongue stroked my labia and brushed my clit. Sparks burst. I shuddered and slid my legs over his shoulders. I held his head to my pussy, squeezing my thighs into his whiskered cheeks. I loved the masculine feel of his flesh on my skin.



He licked and lapped at me. His tongue caressed over my juicy labia. The heels of my feet rubbed into his back. I groaned, savoring this moment. It was so intense. Such a rush to have him feasting on me. He devoured me with passion. He lapped at me with hunger. I shuddered, my face contorting. My back arched.



“Oh, my god, yes,” I moaned, my hand sliding through Lucy's red hair. “Charles! My Emperor!”



Lucy purred around my nipple. Then she nipped my nub with her teeth. Not hard, but it made me gasp and squeeze my thighs around Charles's head. He thrust his tongue into my pussy. I shuddered as he swirled about in me, stroking my walls.



Pleasure swept through my body while the first stirrings of my orgasm rippled around in my nethers. I shuddered, squirming on the grass. The blade tickling my asshole added that extra delight to the passion of his tongue plunging in and out of my pussy.



He stirred me up. He swirled his tongue around in me. It was incredible to feel. I groaned, my face contorting from the wonderful delight of his licking tongue. He danced it around in me. He knew just how to touch me. Love me.



“Oh, Charles, yes,” I groaned, the pleasure swelling through me. “Get me ready to be tilled by your cock and filled with your cum!”



“So ready,” he growled and fluttered his tongue up to my clit. He brushed it.



I gasped. He swirled his tongue around my bud, making me shiver and tremble. I humped against him, my orgasm building and building already. He knew just how to make a woman explode. His hands gripped my ass. He squeezed my butt-cheeks. He held me tight as he flicked his tongue against my bud.



I shuddered as he nursed on me. Lucy suckled on my nipple. That blade of grass tickled my asshole. It was all too much. I squeezed my thighs around Charles's face as his tongue danced around my clit.



I exploded.



“Yes!” I gasped, bucking. Pleasure surged out of my pussy. It gushed out of my snatch and flooded his hungry mouth. I groaned, savoring every moment of quivering on the ground. My moans echoed through the garden. “Charles! Take me!”



He licked at my pussy one more time as my juices gushed out. Then he rose. I quivered through my orgasm as he loomed over me. My legs fell around his sides. My thighs held him, pulling him in. Pussy cream dripped down his face.



I grabbed his cock as my orgasm rippled through me. My mind drank in the bliss. I guided him to my juicy pussy. I was so ready to be tilled by his big dick now. I ached for him to flood my fertile womb with his seed.



“Make life with me, Charles!” I moaned.



He grinned at me as I pressed his cock into my bush. He slid through my curls and found my cunt. As my orgasm hit that wonderful peak, he thrust his dick into my pussy. I gasped as his rod filled me. My pussy convulsed around him. I quivered, savoring this amazing delight.



“Charles!” I moaned. “Oh, Charles, yes, yes, flood me with your seed!”



“Gladly,” he growled, his hands stroking my sides.



He drew back his hips, his cock sliding out of me. I groaned, delight rippling through me. I held his cock tight. I savored the passion of squeezing my pussy around his rod. He slammed back into me, filling me up. I gasped, my boobs jiggling.



Then Lucy straddled my face. Her shaved pussy hovered over my lips. She planted her smooth vulva right on her mouth. I licked at her hot flesh, tasting her sinfully sweet juices. I had come to love eating pussy.



Rashimi had been my first, but I wanted to love all the women of Charles's harem.



I thrust my tongue into Lucy's depths as Charles pumped away at my snatch. He fucked my pussy with passion. My cunt clamped down on him. I held him in my snatch, loving every thrust, his every plunge, into my pussy.



My boobs jiggled from the force of his thrusts. He buried into me with passion. He plunged into me with force. It felt incredible to enjoy. I loved every moment of it. Every second of him slamming into my cunt. I squeezed my twat around his girth.



“Yes!” he growled, plowing away at me.



“Mmm, stir her up,” moaned Lucy, her butt-cheeks flexing and replacing before my eyes. “Ooh, she's stirring me up. Got that tongue in my cunt.”



“Such a yummy cunt,” I moaned, her sweet passion soaking my taste buds.



I loved it. I savored that delight. I feasted on her ripe pussy as Charles plowed into my cunt with his hard strokes. He fucked me with passion, driving me to feast on Lucy's pussy with equal hunger.



My tongue stroked through her folds, brushing her clit. She gasped, her butt-cheeks clenching. I loved it. My pussy clung to Charles's rod. He thrust it hard into me. Fast. He buried into me again and again, his balls smacking into my flesh.



I quivered, squeezing down on him. This was incredible to enjoy. I quivered and shuddered, my pussy drinking in the friction while my tongue lapped at Lucy's twat. Her sweet cream spilled down my cheeks and over my chin. I savored the delight of feasting on her. The treat of devouring her pussy and making her cum.



“Oh, fuck, yes!” Lucy hissed. “I'm going to drown you.”



“Drown her!” Charles growled, slamming into me. My orgasm swelled with his every thrust. I would explode on him. Detonate.



Lucy moaned, her back arching. Charles pumped away hard. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, wetter and wetter. My pleasure swelled. The plants in the garden all quivered, feeling the passion building in me.



We were about to make a miracle with our passion.



Charles slammed his cock into my pussy. I whimpered into Lucy's sweet twat, my cunt clenching down on Charles's mighty rod. The friction swept through me. His balls smacked into my taint. My thighs clung to him. He pulled back and the pleasure swept through my body.



I exploded.



“Yes!” I moaned into Lucy's pussy, her cuntlips rubbing on my lips. “Oh, god, yes!”



I sucked on her clit as my pussy went wild around Charles's cock. He plunged into me. He buried hard into my cunt. I shuddered, savoring the bliss of his dick burying into my spasming depths. I writhed on the grass, the pleasure sweeping through my body.



“Goddamn,” he growled, thrusting away at my cumming pussy. More waves of delight washed through me. “Shit!”



“Cum in her!” moaned Lucy, her butt-cheeks clenching before my face. “Oh, yes, yes, cum in her!”



Sweet pussy cream gushed out of her. The devilish woman flooded me with her tempting passion. I gasped, drawing it into me. My food would be full of temptation, brimming with desire. The people would hunger for it. Ache for it.



My food would satiate them.



I drank her cream as Charles rammed his cock into me. He growled. Then his powerful seed pumped into me. My ruler flooded my fertile lands with his cum. I gasped as the magic burst out of me. It surged out into the plants.



I
 heard
 them growing. Stalks of corn grew and ripened. Tomatoes swelled from green to red in moments. Carrots grew thick and long. Cucumbers engorged. Eggplants, celery, strawberries, broccoli, cauliflower, turnips, radishes, onions, garlic, thyme, rosemary, oregano, and more. I felt it all blossoming. The apple trees fruited. Everything felt so ripe and ready.



“Goddamn!” Charles groaned as more and more of his cum pumped into my pussy.



I shuddered beneath him, loving the feel of his spunk firing into me. I trembled on the ground, my pussy rippling and writhing around him. I worked out all the spunk in his nuts. He emptied them into me as I drank down Lucy's juices.



“Goddamn, yes!” Charles growled as he spurted the last of his seed into me. “It worked! I felt it! We're going to feed our people!”



“We are!” I moaned in delight, so eager for the harvest. I rubbed at my belly knowing that I quickened with child, too. My fertile depths had been planted with his seed. Life was such a wonderful thing.



There was such power in the merging of man and woman. The forces of creation itself unleashed in our union. With a dash of sin to make it all the sweeter.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



“Here,” Sakina said when we were a block away from the madness. The cop stood watching us amid her mob. They all lay on the ground, groaning from what I had done to them. “Let me help you, Connal.”



“It's fine,” I said, Rashimi and Yoko walking ahead of us. They clung to each other, Rashimi looking frightened.



The bitch cop knew she had been beaten and let us go. I was certain Adalet and I could kick Officer Donnelly's ass, but we'd take more wounds. My arm and side throbbed enough. Blood soaked my shirt.



“You're not fine,” Sakina said. She pulled out her card, Temperance, from her purse and then pressed her hand into my side. On my wound.



It didn't hurt.



Her face wrapped up in a blue headscarf, her
 hijab,
 focused in concentration. Then water spilled over her head. I gasped as it washed over my wound. The throbbing dwindled. Retreated. I shuddered; the pain gone. She pulled her hand away, the blood washed away. Not a bit of it remained in my shirt. I could see hole skin through the cut.



She placed her hand on my arm and mended it next, water spilling down to my hand, the drops falling from my fingertips. I shuddered, not sure why I was shocked. Adalet, thanks to her Justice card, had conjured her silvery sword and the cop had made a flaming one.



“We should keep going,” Rashimi said. “Her men are getting up.”



“Yeah,” I said then noticed another group of men on the other side of the road trooping past the construction site. Rex was at the lead.



“Connal,” he called out. “Charles is gathering everyone at the Arcadia Apartments. Just keep heading down 3rd Street until you hit 19th.”



“Where are you going?” I asked.



“Drugstore.” He pointed. You could see the corner of the building. It lay across the street from where the fighting with the mob happened. “Getting food.”



“Watch out,” I said, but Rex had a large group with him. “Those guys down there are crazy. That cop is nuts.”



Rex nodded.



Sakina clung to my mended arm while Adalet walked at my side, her sword still out. She had a dangerous glint in her eyes, her heels clicking on the ground. My fierce beauty. I couldn't help but smile at how she'd come to my defense.



We crossed 20th Street, passing White's Pub on our left. The dogs that had been milling around Happy Pets had vanished. Lover's Delight was closed and someone had already raided the Liquor Store on the corner of 19th Avenue.



“We're back where we started,” muttered Adalet. She glanced up 19th Street to the north where her apartments lay while. To our left, though, a lot of people were in the streets. Men were blocking off the intersection with cars. Jim was leading them. I saw a few more guys from the construction site.



“Joan! Michiko!” Rashimi shouted. She and Yoko darted past the men working on cars to a slender, blonde woman and another Japanese cutie. Charles did like his Asian women. I wasn't surprised he had two of them in his harem.



I followed in after, the world bustling around us. Charles emerged from the front of the apartments, looking like he'd just gotten laid. He looked out at the people. They all stopped and glanced at him. A group of men carrying a cooler set it down.



“If you hadn't noticed it, we have magic back in the world,” Charles said, glancing up. “With Victoria's help, we've just caused every plant in the community garden to have ripe fruit. There are enough vegetables to feed us all for a day or two. And tomorrow, there will be another harvest. She needs help to collect them all and get them prepped to make us dinner.”



People started heading inside to help. I shook my head. He had everyone busy. I glanced down 19tth. They had taken over two blocks, pushing cars to form blockades. The people in the brownstones on 4th and White Street were spilling out to help, extending Charles's territory towards 20th Avenue to the east.



“Man,” I said, striding up with my women, “you've been busy.”



He frowned at my burned and cut shirt. “So have you?”



I thumbed over at Rashimi and Yoko. “I helped them out of a spot of trouble.”



Charles arched his eyebrow. Before he could, Rashimi ran over and threw herself at him, she hugged him tight and sobbed into his chest. He frowned and wrapped his arms around her, holding her to him.



“That cop, Officer Donnelly, led a mob to burn her,” I growled. “Called her a witch. If Adalet and I hadn't shown up...”



Charles's face darkened. “So she's one of the Preacher's then?”



“Is he who we're at war with?” I asked, hating that asshat preaching his fire and brimstone.



Charles nodded, glancing at Adalet's sword. “Your women have cards, I take it?”



“Yours, too, huh?” I asked, looking over at a slender and peppy girl who just made me feel like things would be better. She bent down and whispered to a woman who looked lost and scared. In moments, hope dawned on the frightened lady's face.



“We're going to need them,” Charles said, glancing up at the sky as he still held his trembling woman. “This is going to get a whole lot worse. We have to find her.”



“Her?” I asked.



“The World.” Charles stared at me. “We have to find the World before he does. Whatever happens to her, happens to us all.”



I swallowed. “And he wants the World to burn?”



My friend nodded.



“Fuck.”



To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering His Blonde & Nubile Cuties”




“Damn,” I groaned.



“See,” Aurora groaned. The bright and shiny girl hugged Ester from behind and cupped the girl's small boobs. Aurora kneaded them. “Mmm, he loves your tits, Ester.”



“He does?” Ester said, staring at me, her cheeks blazing red. She smiled at me, her hands sliding down her smooth belly to her skirt. “I turn you on, don't I?”



“Yes, you do.” I grinned at her, looking her up and down. “Damn, you are a treat, you know that.”



Her smile grew even broader. “Truly?”



“Yeah,” I said, my cock throbbing in my jeans.



Lucy moved before me. My devilish redhead started unlacing my work boots as Ester shoved off her skirt over her swaying hips. The cloth fell to the ground, a pair of demure, white panties on beneath, the crotch dark with her excitement.



Aurora kissed at Ester's graceful neck, golden hair spilling down my pale beauty's chest to her small breast. Ester whimpered, swaying in Aurora's arms. The two young beauties were so exciting. My rod throbbed in my pants.



Lucy pulled off my first boot then attacked the second. I stood there lopsided and not caring. My cock twitched and pulsed in my jeans. I was so ready to erupt. To fire all my cum into their pussies. They were sexy.



“Aurora!” Ester whimpered as the golden-blonde cutie pinched the silvery-blonde beauty's nipples. Aurora twisted them while Ester groaned. “That's so good.”



Trembling, Ester shoved off her panties, her pale-blonde bush coming into view, dripping in her juices. I groaned, so eager to take those two women. Lucy pulled off my other work boot as I stared transfixed at my Sun and Star dancing together, Aurora's fingers tweaking those pink nipples.



Lucy pressed her face right into my crotch. She rubbed against my bulge. I groaned as her hands slid up my legs. She reached the crotch of my jeans. She stroked her hands across the rough denim and found the fastener.



To find out what happens next, read on!





 
Other Harem Stories





Mastering Her Naughty Delights (Master of the Tarot Harem 1)





Mastering the Naughty Church Girl (Master of the Tarot Harem 2)





Mastering the Nubile Cutie (Master of the Tarot Harem 3)





Mastering the Two Beauties (Master of the Tarot Harem 4)





Mastering the Blonde's Passions (Master of the Tarot Harem 5)





Mastering the Barmaid's Passion (Master of the Tarot Harem 6)





Mastering the Devilish Beauty (Master of the Tarot Harem 7)





Mastering the Harem's Passion (Master of the Tarot Harem 8)





Mastering the Fertile Beauty (Master of the Tarot Harem 9)





Mastering the Innocent Cutie (Master of the Tarot Harem 10)





Mastering the Sultry Cutie (Master of the Tarot Harem 11)





Mastering the Naughty Hottie (Master of the Tarot Harem 12)





Mastering the Shy Cutie (Master of the Tarot Harem 13)





Mastering the Latina Beauty (Master of the Tarot Harem 14)





Mastering the Fertile Queen (Master of the Tarot Harem 15)





The Preacher's Wife Lesbian Surprise (Harem of Lesbian MILFs 1)





Hot Harem Opportunity (Winning a Genie Harem 1)





Fighter Awakens in the Naughty World (Ulitmate Harem Fantasy 1)

















 
Characters




Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card and chooses who gets the others. Is working with Eudoxia.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and holds the Judgement Card. She gives the Fool the Cards and will Judge if the World shall live or die.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Charles thinks she's the eighth member of his harem. Will she betray Charles?
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Charles Ramhorn



Rashimi sobbed into my chest. I held my seer in my arms. We were out front of the Acadia apartments on 19th Avenue. My forces had secured the street, setting up a roadblock of cars to close off a several block radius around us; a defensive perimeter now that the silver dome had cut us off from the outside world. We had two apartment complexes and several rows of brownstone houses under our protection. The people were working. We had food, thanks to Victoria's Empress card growing plants.



“I got you, Rashimi,” I whispered, stroking my back. She and Yoko had run into Officer Donnelly on their mission to get some supplies. I couldn't believe that bitch had wanted to burn Rashimi. The Indian palm reader was my seer, holding the Hanged Man card. “It's okay. They won't hurt you. I won't let that bitch touch you.”



Her crying slowed. “I know...” She sniffed. “I'm sorry for falling apart. I just... I was so frightened. For a moment, I really thought they were going to kill me. If Connal hadn't shown up...”



I glanced over at my friend again. He was standing with his two girlfriends. I owed him big time. I thought it would be safe for Rashimi to go to her home. It was only three blocks from here, but anarchy had fallen on the city and the Preacher was making his move. This was what he had been waiting for. Some mystical energy barrier had been erected.



The consciousness shift of mankind, whatever that meant, was about to happen. Who would control it?



“Damn it all,” Yoko muttered. My guide, wielder of the Hermit card, had been with Rashimi. “It's gone all wrong. All fucking wrong.”



“It has,” I said, stroking Rashimi's back.



Most of my harem was around us. Aurora and Ester were spreading joy and hope respectively. That was the role of the Sun and the Stars cards. Michiko and Joan were whispering to each other, no doubt coming up with ideas. They were my advisor and my wisdom, the Magician and High Priestess cards. Lucy was nearby, my Devil card who had helped Victoria grow her plants. She was in her garden helping to harvest the bounty that had just grown.



“Hey,” I said to my women, “we have something important to talk about. Connal, you, too.”



My harem moved towards me. Ester gave an old woman a final hug, leaving her smiling, then she turned and darted towards us, her silver-blonde hair flowing behind her. Aurora skipped towards us, beaming with joy. Her golden hair streamed behind her and her large breasts bounced up and down in her top. The college activist just radiated pure happiness, sunlight distilled into the form of a sexy girl. Joan and Michiko, arm in arm, joined us and Yoko perked up, her anger fading away. She tucked back a strand of her silky, black hair.



“What's up?” Lucy asked, a sultry look on her face.



“I had a vision,” I said. “When the light erupted. I met... the woman who has the World card. The one we need to save.”



Connal nodded. I had already discussed this with him. He had his two Middle Eastern women on his arm, one looking concerned, even scared, while the other one was fierce. She must be the lawyer he was dating.



“She's Hispanic,” I said. “Has long, brown hair and is a rather curvy girl. Very large breasts.”



“What sort of dream where you having?” Joan asked, the slender blonde giving me a hot look. She wore a braid of her hair wrapped around her head like a circlet.



“Sounds like a naughty one,” Lucy purred. “Mmm, I can feel the desire pouring off of you, Charles. All those sinful thoughts.”



I swallowed. The World had asked me if I only wanted her for her body. “She is a gorgeous woman,” I continued. “And a frightened one. Whatever happens to her, happens to us all. And the Preacher wants her.”



“To burn her,” Yoko said.



“Yes,” Rashimi said. “That's what he preaches, right? That the World's going to burn soon.”



“Fucker's been talking 'bout the woman with the World card this entire time?” asked Connal.



“Yeah, I think so,” I said. “She's out there, somewhere. She might even be in our protection already. But she's scared. We need to find her, but we can't let word get out. It can't leave us standing here. Aurora and Ester, keep an eye out for her.”



“Busty and hot Latina beauty who's scared,” said Aurora. “Will do.”



“I'll banish her fears if I find her,” Ester said.



“Mmm, yes, yes, make sure you make her cum nice and good,” Lucy said.



“What?” Ester gasped, her eyes widening. She was the youngest woman of my harem, eighteen, and still had that innocence about her despite having been a part of the harem and making love with me and my women. “Why would I...?”



“Because Lucy is a sinful, little slut,” purred Joan. “And she's got a one-track mind. But she's right. I want you to go down on her nice and good. Give her a relaxing orgasm.”



Ester squirmed, her cheeks red.



Aurora threw her arm around her shoulder and said, “We'll tag team her, okay?”



Ester nodded.



“We'll find her,” Yoko said. “Now that we know what to look for.”



“Good,” I said.



“Well, Michiko and I have been working on an idea,” said Joan.



“Yes,” Michiko said. My pharmacist glanced over at Aurora and Ester. “If you can supercharge our abilities with your powers, then I think that Ester and Aurora need that. They are vital to keeping everyone from getting frightened.” She glanced out at the hundreds of people working around us, getting supplies and setting up our defenses.



“We're doing the best we can,” Aurora said. “Right?”



“Supercharge?” Connal asked.



“Yes, what is this?” Rashimi asked, still holding me tight.



“He fucked Victoria and then she caused every plant in the community garden behind us to sprout,” Lucy said. “They went from seeds to ready to harvest in moments.”



“Damn,” Connal said. “You fuck women and make miracles happen. You dog.”



Aurora giggled. “You can gladly fuck us, Charles. Ester's such a slut for your cock.”



“Aurora,” Ester groaned, clinging to her. “I mean, of course, we'll make love to you.”



“Slut,” Aurora said, grinning.



“I just... I mean...” Ester's cheeks burned even hotter. “He's our man. I'm supposed to, you know...”



“Get so wet for him that you're soaking your panties?” Aurora asked.



“That's perfectly normal,” said Joan. “Charles makes me soak my panties all the time.”



“You're not wearing any panties,” said Michiko. “You never do. Beneath that long skirt, you have a river of cunt cream running down your thighs.”



“Want to look?” asked Joan, grabbing the hem of her long skirt.



“We have to make sure everything is going smoothly.” Michiko looked around. “Charles, please, for the sake of all these hundreds of people that have come to us for safety, fuck Ester and Aurora to boost their morale and lift their spirits.”



“I suppose I have no choice,” I said, sounding reluctant.



“We'll keep an eye out for the World,” said Michiko. She glanced at my friend. “Connal, if you could tell us about the cards you and your women have, then we can figure out how best to use you. If you don't mind.”



“Here to help,” my friend said, shaking his head. “You have to fuck those two nubile girls to keep everyone happy. Damn, you
 are
 a dog.”



I winked at him.



I glanced down at Rashimi.



She smiled up at me. “I'm doing better. Go, go, help these people. I will start looking for the World. Maybe Yoko's powers can be useful.”



“Okay,” I said. There were hundreds of people in our zone. I flicked my eyes up at the silvery dome cutting us off from the outside world. What did the people out there think was going on? I glanced over at Aurora and Ester. “Shall we?”



“Yes,” Ester said. “I mean, we are ready to help.”



“Sluuuut,” whispered Aurora with a big smile. “Mmm, let's go enjoy Charles's big dick in us.”



“Yes, I know just where to go,” said Lucy. “Ester, you're on the second floor, right?”



“Room 219,” she said, her eyes flicking up to one of the windows on the second floor.



“Then let's go,” said Lucy, turning and heading inside.



“You're helping?” I asked, smiling.



“You're going to need my sin to help keep everyone happy, too. Make sure their appetites are fed.”



“Damn,” Connal groaned and shook his head at me. “You pulled Lucy.” She was the bartender at White's Pub. Connal and I had often gotten drinks there. It was right by the construction site.



“Don't be staring at other women's asses,” said the fierce woman.



“Yes,” the quieter one said. She hugged his arm tighter. “We're your women.”



“Yes, you two are,” he said, “but she does have an ass. I won't touch it. I have your asses for that.”



“Connal!” gasped the younger of his girls as he groped both their asses. “We're in public.”



He chuckled.



I released Rashimi and then Ester and Aurora were grabbing my arms. They held on tight to me, both of them staring at me with lusts in their blue eyes. I followed Lucy into the Arcadia Apartments, the redhead's ass swaying in the tight pair of jeans she wore. She had such a wicked movement to her.



My dick throbbed in my jeans as Lucy went to the stairs. Electricity had died, so the stairs would have to be used for everything. Sucked for the people who lived high. Like Victoria and Joan's apartment up on the 9th floor. That was going to suck having to climb up there.



But the second floor was nothing.



Lucy's plump rump swayed in her jeans ahead of us, Aurora and Ester holding tight to my arms. I loved the feel of their bodies. Their excitement was infectious. My cock throbbed and ached. Being the Emperor gave me stamina. I was the epitome of masculine virtues. That was what the card represented.



The pinnacle of the hierarchy that men naturally formed when working together. You'd see it all the time at the job site. One guy would step up and the others would fall in around him. There might be some argument. Even a fight or two, but when shit needed getting done, the others would fall in.



And shit needed getting done.



“219,” said Lucy. She leaned against the apartment door. “So, what do you think Ester's apartment is like?”



“Oh, I bet it's super clean and full of cute little things,” Aurora said. “It's one of the one-bedrooms like mine.” She shuddered. “God, I'm on the twelfth floor over in Elysium. All my things are up all those stairs.”



“Ouch,” Lucy said. “At least your apartment is in our perimeter. I'm over in Asphodel on the sixth floor.”



Ester pulled her keys out of her purse and slid them into the lock, Lucy still leaning against the door. The moment the deadbolt retracted and she unlocked the knob, Lucy opened it and stepped into the apartment. She stepped aside and ushered us in.



“Ta-da!”



There wasn't much in it. Ester had a couch that had obviously come from the thrift store, a TV sitting on a beat-up desk, a potted plant in the window. It was clean, well-taken care of, but was the home of someone who didn't have a lot of money.



Or was just starting out. She was eighteen and living alone. She worked in a deli. She wasn't going to college like Aurora. How had she ended up here? Ester set her purse down on the couch and looked around at us.



“My bedroom is down the hallway,” she said. “Should we...?”



“Mmm, let's see that cute bod,” Lucy said and popped off her top. Her large tits spilled out, heavy and swaying back and forth, the red pentagram tattooed over her breast. “Striptease!”



“Ooh, that's fun,” Aurora said. She darted to Ester and grinned at me, blue eyes flashing. Then she started rocking her hips back and forth, making her boobs bounce. The way she could find fun in anything was infectious.



I smiled as I watched her large boobs jiggling and bouncing in her top. They smacked together beneath the t-shirt she wore. She winked at me and then drew her shirt up as she danced to the music only she could hear. More and more of her boobs came into view.



“That's it!” Lucy grinned and unsnapped her jeans. “Come on, Ester. Let's see that cute bod.”



“I mean...” Ester's cheeks were so red. “I don't have... Aurora is more... You know.”



“It's not the size of your tits that matter,” purred Aurora, “it's how confident you are that you have a sexy body. And you do, Ester. Look at Charles; he's hungry for us. He's going to pound us hard. Just make us cum. Won't that be hot?”



Ester swallowed as I stared at her. Then she swayed, too, like a willow in a breeze. Her arms thrust over her head, and she closed her eyes. She turned, her hips rotating as she moved, her skirt rustling about her legs.



“Yeah, that's it!” whooped Aurora.



“Yes, it is,” purred Lucy as she stripped out of her jeans, naked beneath. She grabbed her pierced nipples and twisted them, groaning in delight.



As Ester danced, Aurora grabbed the slender girl's blouse and drew it up her body. Ester's smooth, pale skin almost had a gleam to it. My Star shone brighter as her back came into view, her silvery hair spilling down it. Then Aurora pulled the top over Ester's head and tossed it to the floor.



I grinned as Ester slowly rotated around as she danced. Her lithe body swayed. The profile of her left breast came into view, a little mound topped by a pink nipple. She had hardly any quiver to her little boobs, but they were delicious.



“Damn,” I groaned.



“See,” Aurora groaned. The bright and shiny girl hugged Ester from behind and cupped the girl's small boobs. Aurora kneaded them. “Mmm, he loves your tits, Ester.”



“He does?” Ester said, staring at me, her cheeks blazing red. She smiled at me, her hands sliding down her smooth belly to her skirt. “I turn you on, don't I?”



“Yes, you do.” I grinned at her, looking her up and down. “Damn, you are a treat, you know that.”



Her smile grew even broader. “Truly?”



“Yeah,” I said, my cock throbbing in my jeans.



Lucy moved before me. My devilish redhead started unlacing my work boots as Ester shoved off her skirt over her swaying hips. The cloth fell to the ground, a pair of demure, white panties on beneath, the crotch dark with her excitement.



Aurora kissed at Ester's graceful neck, golden hair spilling down my pale beauty's chest to her small breast. Ester whimpered, swaying in Aurora's arms. The two young beauties were so exciting. My rod throbbed in my pants.



Lucy pulled off my first boot then attacked the second. I stood there lopsided and not caring. My cock twitched and pulsed in my jeans. I was so ready to erupt. To fire all my cum into their pussies. They were sexy.



“Aurora!” Ester whimpered as the golden-blonde cutie pinched the silvery-blonde beauty's nipples. Aurora twisted them while Ester groaned. “That's so good.”



Trembling, Ester shoved off her panties, her pale-blonde bush coming into view, dripping in her juices. I groaned, so eager to take those two women. Lucy pulled off my other work boot as I stared transfixed at my Sun and Star dancing together, Aurora's fingers tweaking those pink nipples.



Lucy pressed her face right into my crotch. She rubbed against my bulge. I groaned as her hands slid up my legs. She reached the crotch of my jeans. She stroked her hands across the rough denim and found the fastener.



She popped it. The zipper rasped down. She pulled off my denim and boxers. My cock spilled out and slapped into her forehead. Moaning, the devilish beauty licked at the bottom of my dick. Her tongue dragged up it until she reached the tip.



“Damn,” I growled as she slid her lips over the crown of cock. I sank into her warm, wet mouth. She sucked on me with hunger. Her cheeks hollowed. “Goddamn.”



“Yes, yes, yes,” Aurora moaned. “Mmm, Lucy, get that dick ready for us.”



“So ready,” Ester moaned.



Lucy moaned around my cock, her tongue dancing around my crown. She knew just how to love my rod. I throbbed in her mouth as I watched Ester step daintily out of her panties. She was naked and gorgeous.



Then Aurora slid down to kneel behind Ester, the busty girl's hands sliding down Ester's slender body until they reached her hips. Holding her, Aurora's head moved. I heard the smack of lips. Had she just kissed Aurora's butt-cheeks?



Hot.



My dick throbbed in Lucy's sucking mouth. Ester gasped and then stumbled forward. She grabbed my shoulders to steady herself, her blue eyes wide. Little stars shone in her glassy orbs. Then she whimpered.



“What?” I asked, staring into her eyes.



“Aurora's licking my pussy,” Ester moaned.



“Such a yummy twat,” Aurora moaned. “Mmm, just delicious. You're full of such hopeful passion, Ester. I just can't resist your cute bod.”



“Slut,” Ester said, her cheeks blazing. “Oh, god, I can't believe I said that.”



“I am a slut,” Aurora said. “A slut for Charles and you and Lucy and the other women. That's what makes what we have so hot.”



“Yeah,” I groaned, Lucy bobbing her head. She worked her mouth up and down my cock, sucking and slurping. Her tongue felt incredible. “Damn, Lucy.”



“She's a... a slut, too,” Ester said.



Lucy moaned her agreement around my rod.



“Yes, she is,” I said, my hands sliding around Ester's body. I leaned my head down and she raised her head to peer into my eyes. “She's worshiping my cock. I bet you want to do that.”



“Yes,” she moaned. “I love you, Charles. I'm glad I'm your Star.”



“Me, too.”



I kissed my nubile Ester, my cock aching in Lucy's mouth. She sucked on me with hunger. She nursed on me with this passion that was incredible to enjoy. I groaned, savoring the way she suckled on my rod. It was so hot how she nursed. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my cock. It felt incredible.



I groaned, loving every second of her worshiping on my dick.



I thrust my tongue into Ester's mouth. She moaned, hers meeting mine. We were both being pleasured. Aurora and Lucy loved Ester and me. My hands slid around to grab Ester's ass. I squeezed her butt-cheeks as she whimpered against me.



The pleasure built and built at the tip of my cock. Lucy sucked with skill. She gave an amazing blowjob. She nursed, eager to drink my cum. She wanted my seed so she polished my rod, bobbing her head, sliding her lips up and down my dick.



“Yes,” I growled, breaking my kiss with Ester. Lucy's sucking sent pleasure through me. My face twisting in delight. “Just like that. Oh, fuck, yes, just like that, Lucy.”



“Aurora! Aurora!” whimpered Ester.



“Mmm, just cum,” moaned Aurora. “I want your tangy cream to bathe me. Drown me in your passion, cutie.”



Ester whimpered. She pressed her face into my chest, rubbing against my hairs and brushing the cord my ankh medallion hung from. I kneaded her asshole as the pressure in my balls swelled and swelled. Lucy's sucking did its job.



I came closer and closer to cumming. To erupting into her mouth. Her tongue danced around the crown of my cock. Ester whimpered into my chest. She rubbed her cheek across my hairy pectorals. Aurora drove her wild.



“Goddamn,” I groaned, the pressure in my nuts swelling towards that explosive release. “That's it. That's fucking it. Yes!”



I erupted.



My cum burst out of my cock. I groaned as I flooded Lucy's mouth with my spunk. My devilish redhead groaned and swallowed my cum. She nursed it out of me, cheeks hollowing. The pleasure slammed through my body and crashed into my mind.



“Yes!” I snarled, my hands kneading Ester's rump.



“Oh, oh, Aurora,” Ester moaned. “That's it! I... Yes!”



Ester groaned into my chest, her arms holding me tight. She trembled as I shuddered. Pleasure rushed through me with each blast of cum into Lucy's mouth. I flooded her with my passion. I pumped my spunk into her maw, giving her just what she craved.



She swallowed it all down. She gulped it with passion. I groaned, savoring that heat, reveling in that delight. The pleasure swept over me. I shuddered, stars dancing before my eyes. I groaned, my dick spurting the last blasts of cum.



“Damn!” I groaned. “Goddamn, that's good. Fuck!”



“Oh, Aurora! Oh, I love you,” whimpered Ester. “I love you, too, Lucy. And you, Charles.”



Lucy slid her mouth off my cock and then crawled to the side and stood up, her large tits jiggling. She pulled Ester from my chest and kissed her. I groaned as she thrust my cum into Ester's mouth, snowballing that jizz into the girl.



“Share with Aurora,” Lucy purred when she broke the kiss, cum running down both their mouths.



“Share what with me?” Aurora asked. She stood up and unsnapped her jeans. She worked them off as Ester turned to her. “Ooh, cum!”



Aurora and Ester kissed, their tongues flashing, swapping my cum from Lucy now. I shuddered at the sight, stepping out of my jeans and boxers at how delicious it was. Lucy winked at me and licked the cum off her lips.



Ester and Aurora were kissing hard, the busty girl's jeans sliding off of her hips. She had a black thong on that hugged her waist. They swapped my spunk back and forth, sharing it with such enthusiasm.



“Take them to Ester's bedroom and fuck their brains out,” purred Lucy.



I grinned and marched up to the kissing girls. They broke apart, panting. I grabbed them both and threw them over my shoulders, Ester a little lighter than Aurora. Those boobs added a couple of pounds to my curvy Sun.



“Charles!” squealed Aurora as I carried them down the hall.



Ester just giggled the way only an excited girl could.



My dick bobbed before me, leading the way. My ankh medallion swung down my chest. I passed into Ester's bedroom. She had a neat, twin-sized mattress with a dark-purple comforter. Lacy curtains were thrown back to let in the sunlight, the window open. A cooling breeze wafted through the room. There were pictures of a young girl with two happy parents on the bed stand, Ester smiling and with braces. It must be five or six years ago, based on her age.



With care, I set my women down on the bed. They were both giggling. Aurora peeled off her thong, exposing her shaved pussy. Her big tits jiggled, her smile as bright as the sun. Then she rolled onto Ester, the pair kissing, their pussies right at the edge of the bed.



I knelt beside it, the bed low enough that my dick was lined up at their pussies. One covered in silvery-blonde curls the other shaved bare. A melange of tangy and sweet cream filled my nose, the mix of their wonderful cunts.



“Fuck them!” Lucy moaned. She had stripped out of her jeans and now rubbed at her shaved cunt. She leaned in the doorway, her nipple piercings gleaming as her tits rose and fell.



“Yes, yes, fuck us,” moaned Aurora, on the bottom. She grabbed Ester's rump. “Just fuck our brains out and supercharge our powers.”



“We want to spread hope and cheer,” moaned Ester. “Like it's Christmas.”



“Mmm, you are a star,” I said, thinking back to my childhood. The Star over Bethlehem had marked something momentous.



It was happening again.



I pressed my cock into her curls and found her hot pussy. I had enjoyed deflowering her pussy. Now I savored sliding my cock into her snatch, reveling in the heat of her pussy wrapped around my dick.



This was what every man needed to enjoy. His woman's pussy about his rod. The sheath that he made wet. She groaned, her butt-cheeks flexing beneath Aurora's kneading fingers. My cock sank all the way into Ester.



“Yes, yes, Charles,” moaned Ester.



“Fuck your Star,” moaned Aurora. “Fuck her good. And... Ooh, Ester, lick your pussy cream off my face, you nasty girl.”



I drew back, Ester moaning as her head moved, cleaning her own pussy cream off of Aurora's face. It was such a hot thing to think about as I thrust back into Ester's cunt. I groaned, my balls smacking into Aurora's shaved pussy lips.



Lucy masturbated as I thrust away at my Star. I buried into her cunt three more times, making her whimper. Then I ripped out of her. The air flowed cool around my dick, the juices dripping off my shaft. I pointed my dick down and thrust into my Sun's shaved cunt.



I buried to the hilt in Aurora. Her fingernails bit into Ester's rump.



“Oh, fuck, yes!” my busty blonde moaned. “Ooh, ooh, Charles, I love your rod in me. Yes, yes, fuck me, my Emperor.”



“Fuck that little slut hard!” moaned Lucy, her fingers, plunging in and out of her cunt. “Just ram that dick into her snatch. Supercharge her happiness! Ester's hope! Let's give the people what they fucking need!”



“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled, thrusting away hard and fast.



I fucked Aurora with passion. I buried into her juicy depths and loved the way she squeezed down on me on the pull back. It was such a treat to enjoy her cunt. I groaned, my cock throbbing in her depths as I slammed into her cunt.



She squeezed down on me, her flesh gripping me with her passion. It felt incredible to enjoy, but Ester needed me, too. I yanked out of Aurora's pussy with a groan, shifted up, and pressed into those silky curls. I slammed into my Star's juicy cunt.



“Oh, yes!” Ester moaned. “Oh, Charles! Oh, I love you.”



“Love her!” Aurora purred, not at all angry that I had pulled out of her pussy. I could feel the truth in her words. “Churn her up.”



“Yes, yes, churn that cunt up!” moaned Lucy, her large tits jiggling. She twisted one of the gold bars pierced through her nipple. “Fuck, yes!”



I pounded Ester's tight cunt. She squeezed about me, squirming atop Aurora. My cock drank in the silky friction, my heavy balls smacking into Lucy's clit. I pounded her hard. The thwacking sound echoed through the air.



Then I switched back to Aurora. I pulled out of my sweet Ester's cunt and plunged into my hot Aurora's pussy. Her snatch engulfed me, squeezing down on me as I sank into her. It was so hot feeling her cunt embracing me.



“Fuck!” I growled.



“Oh, my god!” Aurora moaned.



“Ooh, I'm so happy for you,” Ester purred. “Love his cock. Love our Emperor's thick rod with your pussy, Aurora.”



“I am!” the golden-blonde beauty moaned, her pussy clenching around my cock. “Oh, yes, yes, I am. He feels incredible in me. He's filling me up!”



“Fill her up!” moaned Ester.



“Then fill Ester up!” gasped Aurora, her fingers digging into Ester's rump.



The pair kissed, their lips melting together. I groaned, loving the way they kissed, Aurora's pussy squeezing about my cock. I pumped away at her cunt, churning her up while the pressure built and built in my balls.



With a growl, I ripped out of Aurora's wonderful cunt and buried into Ester's delicious snatch. I filled her up, savoring her hot flesh engulfing my cock. My balls smacked into Aurora's hot flesh as I fucked Ester hard.



Lucy fingered her twat, watching on with hungry eyes. I could feel her sin spilling through the air, making our naughty activity even hotter. I growled, plunging away into the cutie's cunt as my devilish beauty spiced the world with her sin.



“Fuck!” I snarled, Ester's hot pussy squeezing about me. I pulled out into the cooling air and plunged into Aurora's hot snatch.



“Charles!” Aurora squealed as I sank into her juicy twat.



“Oh, Charles, I love you!” Ester moaned when I buried back into her silky pussy.



I went back and forth between my two nubile cuties. I fucked them hard and fast. I buried into them with hard strokes. It was incredible to do. I loved every moment of it. Every last second of plunging into their cunts. It was awesome. I shuddered, slamming my cock to the hilt in their cunts, my balls tightening. That wonderful pleasure swelled through me. I would have such a huge explosion of bliss. Just a mighty burst of rapture.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I groaned as I thrust away. “Goddamn, that's it. That's fucking it!”



I pumped my hips hard and fast. I slammed my cock to the hilt in their delicious cunts. The pleasure swelled in me as I went from snatch to snatch. That wonderful heat that would burst out of me and flood my two women. I groaned, savoring the rapture of fucking them hard. Aurora's pussy squeezed down around my cock for a few strokes. Then Ester's pussy welcomed me in with her loving passion.



They moaned and squirmed on each other, kissing and holding on. They were so sexy. The pressure in my nuts swelled with every plunge into their cunts. Every last thrust into their juicy pussies. The pleasure swelled in me.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled.



“Oh, Charles!” Aurora moaned as my cock plundered her cunt. “I'm getting close!”



“Charles! Charles!” Ester whimpered as my rod churned up her pussy. “You're stirring me up.”



“Make them cum!” Lucy moaned, her big boobs bouncing before her. “Just make them explode. Ooh, they're such sexy cuties.”



“We are!” moaned Aurora.



I ripped out of Ester's pussy and back into Aurora's. I gritted my teeth as my rod pumped away at her juicy snatch. I was so ready to erupt, but my women needed to cum first. I had to unleash so much of my passion into their cunts, but only after they found their pleasure.



A man—a fucking Emperor—made his women cum before enjoying his release. He mastered their bodies and tamed their passions while controlling his own.



My balls tightened. Every thrust into my women brought me closer and closer to that moment of rapture. I threw back my head, my dick throbbing. I pulled out of Aurora and rammed into Ester. Her pussy sank around me.



“Charles!” she squealed. “Oh, god. Oh, that's good. That's amazing. Yes!”



Her pussy went wild around my dick.



“Fuck!” I groaned, my cock lurching in her snatch as she massaged me. Sucked at me. Ester's cunt wanted me to erupt in her.



But Aurora's needed bliss, too.



I yanked out of Ester's convulsing twat, my dick throbbing and aching. I gritted my teeth, growling out my frustrated lusts. I slid down and then rammed my cock to the hilt in Aurora's cunt, her juicy snatch massaging me.



“Yes!” howled my golden beauty.



As Ester squirmed on Aurora, she bucked beneath Ester. Hot cunt spasmed around my dick. It was incredible. My balls lurched. I released my control and flooded Aurora with my seed. I pumped her full of my spunk.



She
 glowed.



I don't mean metaphorically but physically. She shone with a golden radiance that bathed the room. I felt it sweeping out of the apartment and through my territory, bathing my people in her orgasmic joy. They felt her bliss. Her happiness.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she howled.



“Fuck!” Lucy moaned and shuddered, pussy cream gushing out around her fingers and running down her thighs.



I ripped out of Aurora's pussy, my cum spilling into her, and slid up. My jizz splashed on Ester's bush before I plunged into her still-convulsing cunt. Her pussy rippled around me, milking my dick. I threw back my head.



“Shit, yes!”



My rod spurted cum in her.



My Ester glowed, too. A silver light full of her hope bathed over me. I closed my eyes, any fears I had about failing to find the World melted away in that moment. Their radiance embraced me as I dumped the last of my seed in Ester.



“Yes, yes, yes,” Lucy moaned, falling to her knees. “That's it! That's what they need. Feed them happiness! Hope! Yes!”



I panted, pulling out of Ester's pussy. The two girls squirmed together. I looked to Lucy. She smiled at me and pulled her fingers out of her twat. She swirled them about in her mouth and then smiled at me.



“My turn,” she cooed. “We need to spread some sin around. Get our people in the mood to have some love tonight once the sun sets.”



“Ooh, you do that,” Aurora said. “Ester and I need to go shine on everyone.”



Their glow had vanished. Still, the two girls felt brimming with joy and hope respectively. They rolled off the bed and, hand-in-hand, scampered out of the room, flowing past Lucy. My devilish woman had a big grin on her face as she sauntered to me.



“How do you want to take me?” Lucy asked.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



“I think I need you to make love to me,” Sakina whispered as Charles and his three women headed into the apartment.”



I glanced at her, arching my eyebrow at her in shock.



“I think I can heal more people if I get... get some of your seed,” said Sakina. She held the Temperance card and had healed me from my injuries that I took fighting off Officer Donnelly and that sword she had conjured. “My apartment's up there.”



“Ninth floor,” I said. The power was out. “I guess we're going to get a work out before we get there.”



“You're strong enough to carry us both up there,” Adalet said.



“Let's find out,” I said and threw my woman over my shoulders. I jogged into the building. “So, you need my Strength to power your magic, Sakina.”



“Yes,” Sakina moaned. “You're so strong and virile, Connal. You're my man. Our man. Our... our husband.”



“Yes,” whispered Adalet.



I grinned at that, feeling like a stud.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



“She's a busty and beautiful Hispanic woman with black hair,”
 Yoko said, communicating to me through the strength of my power.



I was the Hierophant. The conduit between the divine and the mortal. My words inspired the hearts of men. Hundreds crowded the street before the courthouse. I stared at the construction site across the street. I opened my robes and slipped out of them naked.



Many of the women in the crowd gasped at the sight of me erect. “Diana!”



“Yes?” my silver-blonde beauty said. She rushed over to me, a slender woman with a sleek form and hungry eyes. My Moon. She represented the animal mania that existed in all humans. A natural hunter, her passions simmering in her.



“Strip and kneel!” I growled.



She ripped off her t-shirt, baring her small breasts, heedless of the hundreds staring at her. Lust shone in her eyes. The scent of her sweet passion bled through her jeans, which she attacked next. Her fastener popped and the zipper ripped down.



“You will find me the World,” I continued as she wiggled out of her jeans, a pair of red panties on beneath. An exciting color. “You heard the description Yoko gave?”



“Yes, I did,” she moaned, staring at me with that zeal in her blue eyes. A mercurial gleam flashed across them. She stepped out of her jeans and then shoved off her panties, her trimmed bush appearing. “I will hunt the bitch down and bring her to you. She must burn!”



“Yes, she must,” I said, stroking her face. I caressed over her features. “But you need my seed. The seal is broken. Our powers have increased, but yours need to be enhanced even more.



“I am ready.” She fell to her hands and knees like a bitch in heat. She turned around and presented her rump. She wiggled it at me as she faced out at the crowd.



Fianna had not returned. She was having to remold her mob into a militia again. She had tangled with an unknown. Not Charles but another man who had a card and two women of his own. Strength, Justice, and Temperance in an alliance. Yoko had reported everything.



My treacherous guide would keep me abreast of Charles. He had his women searching the crowds for the World right now. If she was already in his hands, well, Yoko would be there to spirit her away. Charles himself was busy.



Using his seed to empower his women. How very clever and inspiring.



I fell to my knees behind Dianna. Behind me, I felt Magdalene and Lorelei, the other two women of my harem, unzipping their jeans to masturbate. Magdalene held the Tower card. The card of disaster and calamity. Lorelei, my sexy and pale biker, held Death.



My cock throbbed at the power of my harem. At the women I commanded and who loved me. The souls that would rise through the fires as the World burned. We would ascend together. My women and I. The start of a new race of mankind.



I thrust my cock into Dianna's pussy.



“Yes!” she moaned, her silky flesh squeezing about me.



The women and men all stared at me in envy. My followers sat on the streets, rocking and swaying as they witnessed me fucking Dianna. The silvery-blonde beauty moaned, her tresses dancing in the breeze flowing down Browns Boulevard. The construction site and its portal of power lay beyond.



I stared at it and fucked my woman. I pounded her cunt, her pussy gripping my cock. My followers groaned. I drank in their worship as my dick savored the silky embrace of Dianna's twat. She moaned, rocking back into me.



My crotch smacked into her butt-cheek which rippled from the impact. My balls smacked into her bush, heavy with my seed that would transform her. I would pump her full of my spunk. She would drip with my seed.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled. “This is the role of a man. To rule. We are made in the divine's image. That is why women kneel before us. Why they submit to our cocks and take our seed!”



The men groaned and the women nodded, their modern notions of equality ripped away by my power.



“Like Dianna, you are all your man's bitch!” I groaned, thrusting into her cunt hard.”



“Yes, we are!” Magdalene moaned.



“Your bitch,” purred Lorelei.



I smiled, the pressure at the tip of my dick growing and growing with every thrust into Dianna's pussy. She rocked back into me, her pussy clamping down on my cock. Her moans grew louder and louder, the animal in her about to be unleashed. The bitch in all women that needed their man to control.



I buried into Dianna's cunt and drew back, my balls tightening. Her moans echoed. The women in my following were finding men to rule them. I thrust forward hard and fast, approaching my orgasm. My hands gripped Dianna's hips as I plowed into her cunt.



I slammed into Dianna's pussy, Magdalene and Lorelei masturbating behind me, both approaching their climaxes. Dianna moaned, her pussy clenching about my cock. She held me tight, her head tossing.



“Yeeessssss!” she howled, her pussy convulsing around my dick.



I slammed my staff into her spasming cunt and shouted out, “Through the divine is man given authority. Through the seed is a woman given purpose! That is how it flows! A man's seed fired into his woman is the divine flowing through him and bathing her womb!”



My followers cheered as I erupted into Dianna's pussy.



My divine seed pumped into her spasming cunt. She gasped, her head throwing back as her cunt milked my dick. She whimpered and moaned, her head tossing from side to side as her twat took my seed.



The power rushed into her. The purpose. Not motherhood like it normally would, but the hunt. I made her into my hound. My bitch. I growled as I dumped load after load of my cum into her receptive flesh.



“YEEEEESSSSSSS!” she howled at the top of her lungs.



I pumped more and more of my cum into her, awakening her powers. The Moon came alive in her. The beast snarled in her soul. I groaned, the pleasure slamming into my mind. The reward for unleashing my authority. For filling her with my command.



“Go!” I moaned as I fired the last of my cum into her cunt.



Naked, my bitch bounded down the courthouse stairs on all four, her pussy ripping off my cock. She leaped over the crowd, an impossible feat, and sailed across the wide street. She landed before the construction site. She sniffed around it, looking for a scent.



Growling, she headed east down Brown's Boulevard, crossing Park Avenue where it terminated at the broad street and passing the drug store. What would she find?



I was eager to find out.



Behind me, Magdalene and Lorelei climaxed. I had calamity, death, and war on my side. My beast hunted and my treacherous spy held Charles's confidence. The Fool had given me all the tools I needed to win. Who cared if Charles had more cards on his side? He had the weak ones. The Sun and Star, the Empress and High Priestess. It was a pity the Hanged Man had not been burned.



But Rashimi Chaudhary would not matter in the long run.



~~*~~



Chance



Leaning against the fence of the construction site and staring across Park Avenue at Rider's Drugstore, I watched the men looting it. They were on Charles's side, gathering supplies for his forces that had occupied the apartments over on 19th Avenue.



A smart plan. But it was so boring.



My two women were with me. The two lesbians who owned the Lovers card and now who worshiped my cock like dirty whores. They were such nubile things. A busty redhead named Amanda and a petite Japanese cutie named Mai.



The men were coming out with the supplies, shopping carts loaded down with cans. I slid down and squeezed Amanda's ass, feeling the plump curve so fit. “You're up.”



“Mmm, I guess I am,” she said and then ran across the street. Mai and I stood here. I was nudging the probabilities of events to keep the pair of us from being noticing. Since the dome sprang up, the effect of my card had gone up.



The power of chaos had risen in the world.



“Help! Help!” Amanda shouted as she rushed over to the group of men.



Amanda was gorgeous, busty and perfect. She put all the right emphasis into her panic. She thrust herself at the burly construction worker at the lead of the party, pushing shopping carts full of canned and packaged food for Charles's refugees.



I smiled as she hugged the man, pushing all of her curvy form against the guy's burly body. She squirmed against the man, giving him a good dose of lust. She knew what she was doing. Beside me, Mai held their shared card, stroking the front of it, using its power.



“Thank god you're here!” she sobbed and pointed across the street to where the Preacher was giving one of his pretentious sermons to the mass of people who had gathered on the steps. “His people tried to grab me. They're rounding up women for the Preacher's harem.”



“Who are?” the beefy man asked, this anger growling in his voice.



Amanda turned down park avenue to point towards the mob of people a block away. They were milling around the intersection of 3rd Street and Park Avenue. A group of brownstone houses was there. Officer Donnelly, that bitch who had tried to arrest me more than a few times but never could find the evidence, was glaring west down 3rd Street towards Charles's forces.



She did not look happy. She had failed to burn a witch, or so I'd heard.



“That cop! She's working for the preacher. They tried to grab me. They're going house to house down there and are pulling out any woman to be forced into his harem! Please, please, defend me! Don't let them get me!”



“Oh, yeah,” growled the man. He looked at the others. Several strong men wore the dirty clothes of construction workers. All coworkers of Charles, the “savior” of the World. The Preacher wanted to destroy her.



Me, I just wanted to nudge things to my advantage.



“That bitch is leading them!” screeched Amanda, clinging to the man.



Officer Donnelly, a block away, had drawn the attention to the group of men. She had good instincts. She barked orders to her mob. They started forming up around her, a ragtag group of individuals, many of them limping and cradling arms.



Connal had fucked them up. That had been fun to watch.



The man Amanda hugged gently pushed her aside and then he marched down the street. “HEY!”



Officer Donnelly marched from her group, her red hair held back in a bun. She put her hands on her hips. An eager gleam flickered in her eyes as she shouted, “Looting is not permitted!”



“But kidnapping women for that freak's harem is?” roared the construction worker. His group formed up around him. “That's sick, bitch!”



“Bitch?” Officer Donnelly smiled, cold and hard. “You have one more chance to disperse.”



“Why the fuck should we listen to you?” another of the construction workers shouted. He popped his knuckles.



Amanda sauntered from the group as I twirled my card in my hand. The Wheel of Fortune. I increased the odds that she wouldn't be noticed. Her large breasts swayed as the two forces faced each other.



“Huh, bitch?” growled the man.



“I am the law here!” Office Donnelly roared. “You are looting and creating a danger to public safety.”



“Fucking cunt!” growled the first construction worker. “Charles is the law now. You're just some fucking whore gagging on the Preacher's rotten cock. You try to grab any more women, and we'll fuck you up, badge or no badge.”



“You want to go to war with us, huh?” Officer Donnelly asked. Then she roared and rushed forward. Her mob followed.



I laughed as Amanda slipped back up against me. She winced as the two sides came together in a crash. The city was cut off. That dome of silver light over the head had separated the area off from the outside world.



“They'll be so busy at each other's throats now,” I said as the two forces brawled, “they won't see me coming, will they?”



“No, Chance,” Mai said. She didn't sound happy.



“They won't,” Amanda whispered.



“Mmm, now let's go and enjoy some sugar,” I said, squeezing both their asses. “Time to relax. Things have to be nudged in just the right way at just the right time.”



As the melee raged, I led my women away.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering His Sinful Blonde!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess

 
Harem 1)!






About the Author



Reed James is a thirty-year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.



“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”



Check out his
 
Amazon Author Page

 , follow him on twitter
 
@NLPublications

 , like him on
 
Facebook

 , check out his
 
Patreon

 page for exclusive rewards, and visit his
 
blog

 where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.















 
Mastering His Sinful Blonde




Master of the Tarot Harem 17



by



Reed James





Copyright  2020 by Reed James



All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the expressed written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Published in the United States of America, 2020



All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen (18).



Cover Photo 
 
Wisky

 |
 
Depositphotos.com




Logo 
 
Anton Brand

 |
 
Dreamstime.com




Naughty Ladies Publications




www.NaughtyLadiesPublications.com




If you liked what you read, you can sign up for Reed James's newsletter. Every subscriber gets two
 FREE
 erotica ebooks as well as updates on new releases, coupons, sells, and upcoming projects. Your contact information will not be shared with anyone!



Like Reed on
 
Facebook

 and follow him on Twitter
 
@NLPublications

 !



Check out Reed James's Catalog of steamy erotica on
 
Amazon

 .



Reviews at the retailer are appreciated. Honest feedback is very important to Reed.









 
Mastering His Sinful Blonde





Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering His Sinful Blonde”





Other Harem Stories





Characters





Mastering His Sinful Blonde








 
Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering His Sinful Blonde”




The door closed behind me and Sakina and Adalet attacked my clothes. The two women began stripping me naked, Sakina on her knees unlacing my work boots. I had been at the construction site when the insanity happened a few hours ago. Adalet ripped off my shirt, her dusky hands running over my chest.



She ducked her head in and licked my nipple, her black hair flowing loose around her face. Though she was also Muslim, she did not wear the
 hijab
 .
 She was more a lapsed Muslim like I was Irish-Catholic who hadn't gone to mass since last Easter, the only time I went and only because my mother would whip my ass if I didn't go.



She danced her tongue around my nipple and then fell to her knees, too. As Sakina pulled off my right boot, Adalet unlaced the left. Sakina smiled up at me, her dusky face wrapped up by her colorful headscarf. A rich blue with red markings. She slid her hands up my jeans to my belt buckle, brushing over my cock in the process.



“Mmm, Connal, I need your cum,” she moaned, undoing my belt. “You're going to give me all that salty liquid. All your virile strength.”



“Yes, I am,” I said, grinning at her. “Hungry for some cum, huh?”



She licked her lips. “A wife should always be hungry for her husband's cum. And yours is special. A man's seed is his virile strength distilled into a liquid essence. And that's what I need.”



She opened my belt and then undid my fly, the zipper rasping down. My cock throbbed in my boxers as she peeled off my jeans. She rolled the denim off my muscular legs. Her tongue licked at my hairy thigh, sending a shiver through me.



Adalet tugged off my right boot then she stood up and undid the jeans she wore. They were casual clothes. It was Saturday. She wiggled out of them, her black pair of wispy panties appearing. They were sexy and delicious.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card and chooses who gets the others. Is working with Eudoxia.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and holds the Judgement Card. She gives the Fool the Cards and will Judge if the World shall live or die.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Charles thinks she's the eighth member of his harem. Will she betray Charles?
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Officer Fianna Donnelly



The thudding beat of my heart pounded like a war drum.



Frustration blazed through me from being defeated by that asshole construction worker and his whore. Adalet Kartal had saved his life with her blade. I knew her. A prosecutor and wielder of one of the cards. But I had my card. Chariot.



The card of war.



My sword burst into my hand in a gout of flame as I charged at the group of men looting Rider's Drug Store. The silver dome covered the sky, giving the world harsh contrast. Blacks and whites were so much more extreme now.



Right and wrong. Salvation and sin.



They were sinners. Criminals. Heretics. They followed Charles Ramhorn and his Emperor card and not the Preacher. Now they accused me of kidnapping. It wasn't kidnapping to burn a witch. An enemy of the Preacher and the Enlightenment of mankind.



My followers charged in after me, wielding their weapons, under the influence of the violence of my card. I had a gun on my equipment belt. A Smith & Wesson S&P 9mm. But I wanted the sword. It felt more visceral. The world was changing. The modern husk that had been rotting and bloating would finally burn away.



“Kick their fucking asses!” the leader of Charles's scavengers yelled. A burly man in faded blue jeans and a work shirt.



They charged at us. They were mostly construction workers. Blue-collar men that I had rousted out of bar fights serving the community as Officer Donnelly. They weren't afraid to brawl. Our forces crashed together.



I slashed my sword at the leader, cutting him open. Blood spurted and splashed hot across my face. I laughed as I reveled in the blood. He staggered back in shock. His fist swung at me. I ducked low and thrust my sword through his chest.



Finally, I didn't have to restrain myself from using force.



Charles and his followers would all die. The World would burn. I would rise with the Preacher into paradise! Blood spilling down my face I turned as the battle raged around me. I laughed with zeal and drew back my sword.



~~*~~



Dianna Fengari



I scampered along on all fours like a beast.



I
 was
 a beast. The Preacher's bitch. His cum ran out of my pussy and soaked my bush. Trails of it spilled down my thighs. I sniffed at the sidewalk as I moved east down Brown's Boulevard, passing Handy Corner, a convenience store. I prowled across 22nd Avenue. Electros Tower rose to my left, the skyscraper just in the dome. I reached Brown's Free Clinic.



Homeless men milled about here. One looked at me. I growled, a feral sound. He held his hands up, sensing what I was: Lunacy. The power of the moon. The beast. As the moon ebbed and flowed, she controlled the sanity of mankind. The more insane, the more we were in contact with the ancient parts of ourselves.



The beast that lay within us.



I had to find the World. There were many scents. They were alive to me now, my body enhanced. I pressed my nose down towards the concrete, ignoring the scents of stale sweat, piss, and even shit from the homeless men. The accumulation of weeks and weeks of filth from clothes and bodies not washed. They were hopeless men, forlorn and lost. The Preacher had risen from their ranks. He had found enlightenment in them. They were the mad and the insane.



The lunatic.



They sensed a kindred spirit in me.



I padded up to the front doors of the clinic. They had been left open. More homeless milled about in here. The staff must have fled when the dome had appeared. I didn't care. I just had to hunt. I sorted through the scents.



Cotton scrubs. The doctors and nurses. Male, female, and...



The scent burned my nostrils with power. A cardholder. A shiver ran through me. This was a powerful card. I cataloged it. I had a sense of travel. Of great journeys. Of events that encompassed the globe.



“The World?” I growled. “AAAWWWOOOOAAAA!”



I had a scent to follow. It was faint. Mixed in with so many others. It would be difficult to follow, but it was a start.



I padded out of the clinic and sniffed around. The homeless men watched. I ignored them. The scent led south down 22nd Avenue towards Tsarina's Park. I followed it, moving slowly so as not to lose it. It was so tenuous at times.



Finding the World was vital. When she burned, so did everything. Paradise awaited the outcome of my hunt.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



I carried my women up and up and up the stairs of the Arcadia Apartments. It was the heart of the territory my friend Charles had claimed in this madness. We were in the western half of the cut-off neighborhood, Charles's protection centered around 19th Avenue and 4th Street.



I marched up the stairs because Sakina's apartment was on the 9th floor.



My Arabian beauty needed my seed to empower her abilities. My Strength to give her Temperance more power. She had healed me with her card, and now she would need to heal more people in the coming days. Whatever that dome was around this part of the city, it seemed to have trapped energy, for a lack of a better term, concentrating it and increasing the power that our Tarot cards gave.



So I climbed, Sakina over one shoulder, Adalet over the other.



I took the stairs with surprising ease, though. I was in great shape, but nine stories should have wounded me. I felt incredible as I jogged up them, my women giggling. I swear they were even kissing. They were two great and loving women. I was lucky to have them.



Justice and Temperance united by Strength. We made an interesting trio. Some philosopher would make something of it.



Me, I just wanted to get us through this crisis.



I burst out onto the 9th floor and turned to my right. Sakina lived in 902. In moments, I was setting down my women. As she fished out her keys, Adalet kissed me on the mouth. My Turkish lawyer thrust her tongue into my mouth. I groaned, grabbing her ass and loving the taste of her mouth. The door unlocked. Sakina held it open.



Kissing Adalet, I entered the small, one-bedroom apartment. It was neat and tidy, smelling of spicy incense. Sandalwood, maybe. It was a heady aroma. There were pictures of Sakina's family, all the women in their headscarves. She wore one herself, her
 hijab
 to be modest. She also had a TV and a bookshelf covered in mystery novels.



The door closed behind me and Sakina and Adalet attacked my clothes. The two women began stripping me naked, Sakina on her knees unlacing my work boots. I had been at the construction site when the insanity happened a few hours ago. Adalet ripped off my shirt, her dusky hands running over my chest.



She ducked her head in and licked my nipple, her black hair flowing loose around her face. Though she was also Muslim, she did not wear the
 hijab
 .
 She was more a lapsed Muslim like I was Irish-Catholic who hadn't gone to mass since last Easter, the only time I went and only because my mother would whip my ass if I didn't go.



She danced her tongue around my nipple and then fell to her knees, too. As Sakina pulled off my right boot, Adalet unlaced the left. Sakina smiled up at me, her dusky face wrapped up by her colorful headscarf. A rich blue with red markings. She slid her hands up my jeans to my belt buckle, brushing over my cock in the process.



“Mmm, Connal, I need your cum,” she moaned, undoing my belt. “You're going to give me all that salty liquid. All your virile strength.”



“Yes, I am,” I said, grinning at her. “Hungry for some cum, huh?”



She licked her lips. “A wife should always be hungry for her husband's cum. And yours is special. A man's seed is his virile strength distilled into a liquid essence. And that's what I need.”



She opened my belt and then undid my fly, the zipper rasping down. My cock throbbed in my boxers as she peeled off my jeans. She rolled the denim off my muscular legs. Her tongue licked at my hairy thigh, sending a shiver through me.



Adalet tugged off my right boot then she stood up and undid the jeans she wore. They were casual clothes. It was Saturday. She wiggled out of them, her black pair of wispy panties appearing. They were sexy and delicious.



“Do you mind pleasing me as Sakina drinks your essence, husband,” Adalet said.



“So you're both my wives,” I said, arching an eyebrow.



“Yes,” they said together.



I chuckled. “You know I love eating your pussy, Adalet. Yours, too, Sakina.”



She blushed and pulled my pants off. Then she pulled down my boxers while Adalet peeled off her panties. Her trimmed, black bush came into view. Sakina shaved. I had found that surprising for such a conservative girl, but it was apparently common for Arab girls to shave because of how thick their bushes were. It was hygienic.



And sexy.



Adalet was not Arab. She was Turkish. I had tripped over that landmine. Arabs were found in Saudi Arabia, Yemen, UAE, Qatar, Kuwait, Iraq, Lebanon, Palestine, and Jordan. Though they shared a religion, they did not share a race and were both proud of their heritage.



Nothing wrong with that.



My cock sprang out and Sakina instantly licked the tip as she dragged my boxers down. Having a girl in a modest headscarf licking your cock was a sexy thing. She had such an innocent face like the idea of sex had never even occurred to her.



And yet there she was licking the tip of my cock like it was a delicacy.



I groaned as her tongue danced around it. I shuddered, my brow knitting. She nibbled on the tip as my boxers fell to my feet. I stepped out of them. Adalet rubbed at her pussy. She needed to be devoured. Feasted upon.



I wanted to drink from Justice's chalice. Draw in her essence. I would need the purity of her purpose. Officer Donnelly would be a thorn in Charles's side. That cop had gone crazy.



I sank to the floor, stretching out on the soft carpet. I smacked my lips as Adalet straddled me. Sakina crawled between my spread legs and grabbed my cock. She leaned over, her
 hijab
 rustling. She kissed the tip of my cock.



“Fuck, yes,” I groaned as her mouth slid over my dick. I shuddered at the feel of her mouth engulfing my cock. She slid her lips over it. I shuddered, my toes curling. The delight of her mouth sliding over my dick was incredible. “Goddamn, yes!”



Then Adalet's tangy aroma filled my nose moments before her pussy settled down on my face. My tongue licked through her curls, caressing her folds. She gasped as I lapped at her snatch, savoring the flavor of her.



Sakina's lips sealed about my shaft. One of her gentle hands grabbed the base of my cock while the other cupped my balls. She massaged them with such gentleness while she suckled. I groaned into Adalet's pussy, savoring my Arab beauty nursing on my cock.



“Mmm, yes, yes, pleasure our husband,” Adalet said, her fingers scratching at my chest as she ground her cunt on my face.



Sakina moaned around my cock. Her tongue danced.



“Oh, she is,” I growled, savoring the heat throbbing through my cock. It felt amazing. I thrust my tongue into Adalet's pussy. I danced around in her snatch, teasing her. I caressed her with wild hunger. She shuddered, grinding her cunt on my face, smearing her hot pussy juices over my lips.



I plunged my tongue into her cunt. I danced around in her, loving the taste of her. I teased her, savoring how she moaned. She ground her hot flesh on my mouth, her moans echoing through the air. It was such a beautiful sound to hear.



“Fuck, yes,” I moaned as Sakina massaged my nuts. She nursed on my cock as her naughty hand played with my balls, her fingers lightly squeezing them. Pleasure shot up to the tip of my dick buried in her hot mouth. “Damn!”



“Ooh, Sakina, you are driving him wild,” Adalet moaned. “His tongue... Oh, yes, his tongue is dancing through my folds.”



Sakina moaned something that sounded like, “Wonderful.”



Her passion hummed around my cock. She moaned as she bobbed her mouth, worshiping my cock. For such an innocent girl only a week ago, she had taken to pleasing me with such wantonness. She gave herself all to me.



It was such a stunning delight.



I thrust my tongue into Adalet's pussy, dancing around in her tangy sheath. She groaned, her butt-cheeks clenching before my face. I rubbed her toned thighs as I wiggled my tongue in her depths. Her juices spilled into my mouth, a trickle of her passion.



I savored it.



Loved her taste.



As Sakina swelled the pressure at the tip of my dick and massaged my cum-laden balls, I danced my tongue around in Adalet's pussy. I stirred her up with such hunger. She groaned, humping her pussy up and down my face. Her curls tickled me. They felt incredible on my face.



My tongue danced around in her. I licked and lapped at her with such hunger. It was incredible to tease her like this. She would gasp and moan and cum so hard.



I couldn't wait for it.



Sakina bobbed her mouth and danced her tongue. Her sucking brought me closer and closer to cumming. I growled into Adalet's pussy. My tongue stroked her petals, caressing over her clit. She gasped, her butt-cheeks clenching.



“Connal!” she moaned.



I latched on to her clit. I suckled on her with hunger. She gasped as I nursed on her. She scratched harder at my chest while Sakina bobbed her mouth faster. Her fingers kneaded my balls, bringing me closer and closer to erupting.



I growled out my delight, swirling my tongue around Adalet's clit. She gasped and shuddered. Her juices grew hotter. I groaned, rising and rising towards my explosion. Sakina sucked as she slid her lips up my shaft. Her tongue danced around the crown of my dick.



“Fuck!” I growled around Adalet's bud.



My cock erupted.



Hot cum fired into Sakina's hungry mouth. My Arab beauty, my submissive wife, drank down my cum. The pleasure slammed into my mind. Each spurt fired more rapture through me. Sakina gulped down my cum, whimpering as she did.



“Oh, Connal, yes!” gasped Adalet. “Fuck!”



Her pussy cream gushed into my mouth. A tangy flood of her feminine delight. I drank down her wonderful juices, imbibing the essence of her Justice while my cock fired my virile Strength into Sakina's mouth.



She gulped it down as I rushed towards the peak of my orgasm. I lapped at Adalet's pussy as she trembled on my mouth and moaned out her rapture. Her back arched, her hair swaying down her shoulders. I groaned, the heat blazing across my mind.



I fired the last of my cum into Sakina's mouth, my orgasm hitting that wild peak.



She slid her mouth off and moaned, “That's what I need! I must go. Some will need my healing.”



“Yeah, yeah,” I groaned. “Goddamn, I need a minute. You sucked all the jizz out of my nuts.”



“Mmm, and it was delicious,” Sakina purred.



Then the very air brimmed with Hope and Joy. I felt the two emotions shining down on me. I closed my eyes and savored it bathing over me.



~~*~~



Joan Clark



Michiko and I were discussing various ideas. Doing some brainstorming. I was the High Priestess, which made me the embodiment of Wisdom. Why the universe decided to give me, a nymphomaniac, wisdom, I don't know.



But Charles would need my ideas.



Michiko was his Magician. She was the advisor. The counselor to kings. I shivered as I felt Hope and Joy flow through the world. Michiko gasped and looked around. Then I smiled, arching my eyebrow at Michiko.



“It worked,” the Japanese woman said. “So, Charles's seed supercharges all our powers.”



“Yeah,” I said, looking around.



We were before the Arcadia Apartments. The building straddled a city block with its entrance facing out on busy 19th Avenue. Normally, it bustled with cars, but now it was full of people. The barricades of abandoned cars were up, being watched. People were moving supplies around and organizing shelter.



They all moved with more energetic steps. They had smiles on their faces, nodding to each other. There was no sense of fear any longer. Sure, a silver dome of energy had cut us off from the outside world, but a sense of community abounded.



“I see Charles scored with Aurora and Ester,” Michiko said. “Just like you thought.”



“It makes sense,” I said. “That's why I'm here.”



Michiko giggled. Then she frowned and looked. “Is that Lucy's head thrusting out a window.”



It was and her tits. The busty redhead was leaning out the window with this naughty grin on her face. Then she gasped and I just
 knew
 Charles had fucked her. He must have some other plan in mind. Or was just horny.



“You know what we need,” I said, staring up at Lucy and her jiggling tits.



“Boob jobs?” Michiko muttered.



“Oh, Charles loves our small titties. He's a boob connoisseur.” I looked around and then spotted Rashimi. “We need to do some divination. Use her to find the World.”



Michiko's eyes widened. “Do we need Charles for that?”



“He supercharges power, but you're the Magician. I'm the High Priestess. Wisdom and Magic working together with our Seer. I bet we can accomplish something interesting.”



Michiko almond-shaped eyes narrowed. “And it's not because you're horny?”



“I'm
 always
 horny,” I said, my pussy dripping pussy juices. I might be wearing a conservative dress with a skirt to my ankles and my blouse buttoned up to my throat, but I was really a kinky girl. I mean, I had cut the pockets in my skirt so I could slip my hands through them and rub at my pussy in public.



I also owned many trench coats.



“But that's not why I'm suggesting it.” I waved over to Rashimi.



She darted over. Yoko, who was helping out nearby, gave us a curious look. I shook my head. We didn't need her powers right now. She was our guide, holding the Hermit card. Charles might need her so I didn't want to let her wander off.



“What's up?” Rashimi asked. She wore a gypsy-type dress that, when combined with the red-brown skin from her Indian heritage, made her look exotic and mysterious. The nylon straps of her black backpack she wore then ruined it.



She had gathered supplies from her house in case she needed to do anything mystical. Like right now.



“I just can't help but noticed what's in our territory,” I said, glancing up 19th Avenue to the intersection of 3rd Street. There stood the cleverly named Liquor Store. Next to it, out of our sight, was Lover's Delight. We had claimed all the way to 20th Avenue, putting that block in the area that had been barricaded. “A sex shop.”



“You want to raid the sex shop?” asked Rashimi. “Are you hoping to run into the owners and use their card for something?”



Amanda and Mai, the lesbians who ran the sex shop, collectively held the Lovers card.



“No, no, use your card,” I said. “Michiko and I just need some toys to bang you. We're going to do a divination ritual and find the World card.”



Rashimi's eyes widened. “Let's go!”



And like that, she was darting across 19th Avenue for Lover's Delight. I grinned at Michiko and then charged after her, my skirts swirling. Michiko jogged to catch up, her heeled boots clicking on the asphalt. We cut across the street at an angle and reached the intersection of 3rd Street. Healthy Life was across the street, the health food store was in the process of being raided. As was Pho Gettable's kitchen next door. At the end of the block, a group of men stood by the pile of cars that blocked off the street.



We hurried past the liquor store, also being looted by our followers, and reached the sex shop. The door was locked. I picked up a rock and threw it into the glass door. I shrieked and jumped back as the shards crashed to the sidewalk and shattered.



No alarm went off. There was no power. The men at the end of the street watched us. I could
 feel
 them making their ribald jokes. I looked over and winked at them. There were some cute guys. If Charles hadn't tamed my pussy with his mighty rod, I would probably be hooking up right now.



But whose cock could compare to his?



Rashimi reached through and found the lock. She twisted it and we spilled into the sex shop. It was dark inside, racks of dirty magazines and shelves of porn DVDs and Blu Rays filled it, along with a section of sex toys and kinky outfits.



“Let's get set up,” I said.



“Yes,” Rashimi said. “Joan, find the toys. Michiko, help me clear out this space right here. We need to set up my incense and crystals to help focus us.”



“Right,” Michiko said.



My pussy clenched as I headed for the sexy toys. Shelves rattled. Something fell and hit the ground. As they worked, I studied the sex toys. Light streamed in from the broken door, but it was dim back here. Still, the shapes were pretty easy to recognize in the shadows.



I passed butt plugs, dildos, vibrators, clit rockets, G-spot simulators, and at last found the strap-ons. Dicks attached to harnesses were neat, but I was looking for some U or V-shaped dildos. Strapless ones. I wanted to have a shaft in my cunt as I fucked Rashimi.



I giggled at a huge double-headed dildo and then I found them. A pair of U-shaped dildos, from the same maker with one purple and one pink. “Jackpot!”



“To the north, I place amethyst, the essence of wind that blows the cold upon us and cools the world,” spoke Rashimi. “To the east, I place garnet, the essence of fire that brings the radiant sun and shines warmth upon the world. To the south, I place hematite, the essence of earth that brings the fertility of life grown abundant. To the west, I place kyanite, the essence of water that brings about renewal as the sun sinks into night.”



I tore into the boxes and pulled out the two dildos. I hurried back over to find Rashimi setting up incense holders. If she sat the four gemstones on the cardinal directions, then those were at northwest, northeast, southwest, and southeast. She lit them. Their soothing scents filled the air: sandalwood, jasmine, cinnamon, and lavender. They all mixed together, their smoke curling up around the edge of the circle she had set up.



“Strip,” Rashimi ordered. “We must enter the circle naked. You, Joan, are the Sacred Feminine given flesh. Wisdom in human form. The High Priestess. When women come together, they must shed all their barriers. Naked do we enter this world. Naked do we celebrate its mysteries.”



“I love how you speak,” I groaned, setting the sex toys down and unbuttoning my blouse.



Michiko peeled off her top, her small breasts not even constrained by a bra. I smiled at that. She had cute, little titties like me, her skin that pale-olive hue of the Far East. My blonde hair swayed down my back as I slipped out of my blouse and shoved my dress off my hips. It fell to the ground, revealing my naked body, my small tits quivering, nipples hard. Juices dripped down my thighs, my tangy aroma adding to the incense. Swinging between my tits was my silver crescent moon pendant.



Rashimi stripped out of her dress down to a pair of purple bra and panties that looked delicious against her red-brown skin. The Hindi beauty reached behind her and unfastened her bra. Her round breast jiggled into view. They were such lovely tits. My pussy clenched. Then she peeled off her panties, her trimmed, black bush coming into view.



Diamonds glittered amid her curls. Dewdrops of passion.



Michiko's bush also gleamed with her passion. She stepped out of her red panties and then bent over to grab the purple dildo. She held it up, frowning. It was shaped sort of like a U, one end thrusting out thick like a cock, the other covered in ridges and thrusting up.



“That end goes in your pussy,” I said, touching the ridged end. I grabbed the pink one. “Lets our pussies grip it better
 and
 feel amazing fucking Rashimi.”



I placed mine against my shaved pussy lips. I was glad I was shaving my cunt again. It felt so wicked having bare lips. I thrust my toy into my twat. I groaned as my pussy lips slid over the ridges, drinking in their texture. A shiver ran through me. My boobs quivered. Then I had it seated.



Michiko matched me, her face twisting in delight. She whimpered and groaned. I snagged a bottle of lube from a nearby shelf and popped the top. After some fiddling with the safety seal, I smeared the gel on my shaft.



“Taking my ass, High Priestess?” Rashimi asked, arching an eyebrow.



“Well, yes,” I said. “In my divine and feminine wisdom, I know this will give you the most pleasure if I fuck your ass and Michiko fucks your cunt.”



“You just want this to be kinky,” Michiko said, her dildo thrusting from her pussy.



I winked at her then leaned in and kissed her on the lips. I savored the warmth of her mouth. Our dildos nudged together, the shaft shifting around in my cunt. My tongue swiped over hers. Rashimi appeared before us and took our hands.



“Come, sisters,” she said, pulling us into the circle. “The ritual is set. Our passion shall be contained in here, focused on the center. On me.”



“Mmm, we're going to fuck the shit out of you,” I moaned and kissed Rashimi on the mouth.



I thrust my tongue into the seeress's mouth, my pussy squeezing down on the toy thrusting out of me. My body quivered, my cunt on fire. She kissed me with passion, her lips working on mine. I cupped her breast and kneaded her round boob.



She broke the kiss. “I call upon the spirits above and below, in the Earth, the Deeps, and the Heavens to witness and be heard. Let the Sacred Feminine flow through the High Priestess and into my chalice. Let me sup upon your intuition, oh Ancient and Beloved Spirits. Let the Geometries of the Unseen flow through the Magician and into my chalice. Let me imbibe your knowledge, oh Ancient and Beloved Spirits.”



Rashimi kissed Michiko, their lips melting together. I shuddered, power thrumming through the air. My heart pounded in my chest as the two kissing women sank to the floor. I followed after them. My body buzzed. I could feel something pressing on my soul.



Something that wanted to flow through me and into Rashimi.



The three of us settled on our sides. My lubed dildo nudged into Rashimi's butt-cheek. She kissed Michiko with hunger. The Indian and Japanese beauties whimpered and moaned. Rashimi's leg lifted. Then she gasped.



I could
 feel
 Michiko penetrating Rashimi. It was like a sixth sense. The ritual had begun. I pressed my tits into Rashimi's back, my lips kissing at her shoulder. I guided the dildo into her butt-crack and then down to her asshole.



I found that naughty hole and pushed against it.



I groaned as the ridged dildo shifted in my pussy. Part of it pressed on my clit. My nub throbbed with delight. Rashimi whimpered. She broke the kiss with Michiko to groan as her anal ring swallowed my dildo.



I sank into her asshole.



“Joan,” she moaned, shuddering in my embrace.



“Rashimi,” I groaned, my nipples aching against her supple back. The dildo felt amazing in me as I sank it to the hilt in her bowels.



“Mmm, and Michiko,” purred Rashimi. “Ooh, you both are in me. With your holy phalli, plunder my body. Let us share in feminine rapture.”



“Yes,” Michiko moaned.



“Fuck, yeah,” I panted and drew back.



My pussy gripped the ridged shaft, drinking in the pleasure of it. I thrust into her pussy, the shaft pushing on my clit. Sparks flared. My crotch smacked into Rashimi's rump as I buggered her asshole. She moaned, shuddering between Michiko and me.



We fucked Rashimi. We pounded her holes with our dildos. Pleasure rippled through me. I breathed in the heady mix of the incense. It swirled around us, curtaining us off from the outside world. A screen of purity to keep out the corruption.



There was only the three of us, three of the Emperor's women, loving each other.



Michiko's hand slid from Rashimi's hip to mine. The Japanese cutie gripped me, holding me as we fucked Rashimi. I slipped my hand to hers, squeezing Michiko. I felt so connected to these two women as I thrust forward.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, my pussy squeezing about the toy. Pleasure rippled through me with every thrust. My clit ached.



“It's so good,” Michiko groaned. “Oh, Joan, I love this toy.”



“Yes, yes, they're wonderful,” whimpered Rashimi. “You're both driving into me. Filling my holes. Oh, yes!”



I thrust harder, burying into her asshole. My crotch smacked her rump while my lips nuzzled into her neck. I kissed at her silky skin, loving the salty taste of her. I licked her as I pumped away at her asshole.



I plunged into her again and again. I buried hard and deep. I thrust to the hilt in her bowels. Hard strokes. Rashimi moaned. Michiko groaned. They kissed, their lips locked together as the three of us writhed.



That force pushing on my soul grew stronger and stronger as I built and built towards my orgasm. Every thrust of the dildo into Rashimi's asshole brought me closer. I shuddered, my nipples drinking in the feel of her supple skin. It fed the heat swelling in my cunt.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned and nibbled on Rashimi's ear.



She moaned into the kiss with Michiko.



“You're going to cum so hard,” I panted. “Oh, Rashimi, you're going to explode.”



She broke the kiss with a wet smack of lips. “Yes! Joan, oh, yes, pound my asshole.”



“Your cunt's going to spasm wildly around my dildo!” Michiko moaned. “Oh, I can feel the universe pressing in on me.”



“I know!” I moaned, pumping away fast, the ridges on the dildo massaging my pussy walls.



I shuddered, my toes curling. I drove the shaft hard into Rashimi's bowels. My cunt drank in the stimulation. My clit pulsed with delight. I swelled towards that orgasm, coming closer and closer with every thrust.



Rashimi gasped between us. Then her moans burst from her. I
 felt
 her orgasm spilling through the air. The energy of her pleasure washed over us. She opened up, a flower blossoming before the rays of the sun and quivering in the delight of being bathed in rapture.



“Yes!” I gasped and slammed into her asshole.



I burst in ecstasy.



“Fuck!” Michiko moaned, joining us.



We all came. The pleasure rushed out of my cunt spasming around the ridged dildo. Rashimi shuddered between us. I held them both as the ecstasy flooded over my mind. My soul blossomed, too. The light shone on me.



Shone through me.



It flowed through my soul into Rashimi's. She cried out in ecstasy. She bucked harder between us. The crystals around us flared, spilling prismatic light around us. I groaned, my mind drowning in rapture as Rashimi screamed out in ecstasy.



“I SEE!”



“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, spasming through my rapture, my mind drinking in the ecstasy gushing out of my spasming cunt. “See! Show us the World!”



“The World!” Michiko howled in ecstasy.



~~*~~



Lucy Neri



As Aurora and Ester left Ester's bedroom, I thrust open her window. Ester lived on the second floor of the Arcadia apartment facing 19th Avenue. I thrust my head out the window, my big boobs jiggling in the sunlight.



I smiled down at everyone at peace. Michiko looked up at me as she talked with Joan. I grinned down at them as I wiggled my ass at Charles. Joy and Hope and been spread. Now something sinful needed to be spread. It fell on me, holder of the Devil card to do it.



The hungers that the people had needed satiating. Food, shelter, comfort, and even sex. Tonight, couples would love each other, those in love reconnecting and those in lust getting wild. There might even be orgies. Gangbangs. A release of tension.



We had to keep fear at bay, and having an orgasm was a wonderful buffer.



“Mmm, pound me hard, Charles,” I purred as he stepped up behind me.



“You want them all to see those tits, huh?” he asked, grabbing my hips. His wet cock nuzzled into my butt-crack. Soaked with Ester's and Aurora's juices, he was lubed to fuck my asshole.



“I am sin,” I moaned as his cock nuzzled into my anal ring, my hole stretching to take him. “I want to inspire them.”



With a growl, Charles rammed his cock past my sphincter and into my asshole. My eyes bulged as that huge shaft entered my bowels. My big boobs shook for everyone to see. Joan grinned up at me and then she looked over and waved at Rashimi. I just shuddered and moaned.



I had my Emperor in me. His mighty rod speared into my anal depths. We had flirted for months, circling each other as I worked at White's Pub as a bartender. I had seen him pick up women, never going home with the same one twice. I wanted to drive him wild. When Charles finally enjoyed me, I wanted him to beg for it. To crawl to me.



Instead, I had begged for him.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned as he drew back his cock, my bowels gripping him.



My velvety asshole clung to his withdrawing shaft. I whimpered and moaned, buzzing on the high of Joy and Hope that had burst from Aurora and Ester. My eyes squeezed shut as I enjoyed every inch of Charles's big shaft.



He rammed it back into my bowels. My big tits heaved and my butt-cheeks jiggled. His balls smacked into my taint while my anal sheath held him tight. Heat melted down to my pussy, my juices dripping down his thighs. I smiled, squeezing my asshole down hard on his dick.



Joan, Rashimi, and Michiko crossed 19th Avenue heading for 3rd Street. I watched them round the corner and vanish behind the Liquor Store. I knew where they were heading. I could feel their sinful intent.



“Have fun,” I moaned.



“I am,” Charles groaned as he plowed into me. “Goddamn, Lucy, that cunt.”



“Mmm, I know,” I purred, squeezing my bowels down around his big dick. “Just stir me up. Bury into me. Yes, yes, let everyone feel a taste of lust. They'll need it. The next few days will be long.”



“Yes,” he growled, pumping away at me.



Ester and Aurora appeared out on the street. They were looking around and then moving about. They still glowed, though it was hard to see in the daytime. Aurora's golden joy and Ester's silvery hope spilled about everyone. Soon, my crimson sin would join it. I shuddered, squeezing my anal sheath down hard on Charles's cock.



His hands slid around and grabbed my boobs. He squeezed them. Some people had noticed, glancing up and seeing the perfection of my big tits being kneaded by their leader's strong hands. Rough and calloused fingers dug into my bountiful flesh.



“God, yes,” I groaned, savoring his grip. He fucked my ass with force. Charles was such a strong man. So powerful. My face scrunched up. “Plow me. Make me cum.”



His fingers dug into my tits. “I want that asshole spasming around my rod,” he growled. I want you gasping out in ecstasy on my dick, that hot, little asshole of your sucking out all my seed.”



“Mmm, yes,” I moaned, wanting that, too. “Then flood me with all your cum! I need it!”



“Yes, you do,” he growled, his fingers sliding up to my nipples.



He tweaked them.



I gasped, spotting Sakina spilling out. She had a different sort of glow about her. Watery. She had just had some naughty fun and it had empowered her. She was moving around, talking to those who looked tired. She touched them and they were refreshed.



These cards were something else. They were wild and amazing. I shuddered, savoring Charles's cock hammering into my bowels. He fucked me so hard as he pinched my nipples. The heat swelled and swelled in me, driving me towards my explosive orgasm.



“Charles!” I whimpered as he hammered me. “Oh, god, Charles, yes!”



“My naughty Devil,” he groaned, pinching my nubs. Delight shot down to my pussy, mixing with the heat melting from my asshole. “Shower them in your sin.”



“Fuck, yes!” I moaned. “I love you, Charles! You and your fucking huge rod!”



He thrust harder into my bowels. He hammered me with that cock, bringing me closer and closer to cumming. Closer and closer to exploding. I whimpered, pussy cream trickling down my thighs as my cunt grew hotter and hotter. He buried deep and hard into my asshole. He fucked me with passion. I whimpered, so glad to enjoy this rapture.



My bowels clung to him. The pleasure grew and grew. I shuddered, my face twisting with delight. He plunged his cock hard into my bowels. He buried to the hilt in me. It was so hot to experience his dick burying into me. That huge rod.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, my face twisting. “Oh, Charles, yes, yes, that's it. Just keep hammering me. Just keep fucking me! I love your dick!”



“God, I love that ass!” he growled. “It had to be your ass, didn't it!”



“It did!” I moaned, so close.



He buried deep into me. Hard. His balls smacked into my taint. They were full of all that cum he would flood into my snatch. He would pump my cunt full of his jizz and authority. It would be amazing. I shuddered, savoring him being in me. I quivered, my heart pounding in my chest.



Charles rammed into my asshole. He buried deep into my bowels, and I groaned. My orgasm burst through me. My asshole writhed around his rod. He grunted, his fingers twisting my nipples. I moaned out to the world, people watching me cum.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, his cock pulling back through my spasming anal sheath. “My Emperor! Cum in me! But my pussy! You have to cum in my pussy!”



“Goddamn, Lucy!” he growled and ripped out of me. I shuddered as he slammed into my pussy with his dirty dick, soiling me. “Shit!”



His cum fired into my pussy. His seed flooded me. I gasped and power rushed out of me, feeding off his authority. That sinful temptation that spilled over his followers, increasing their libido. Tonight, they would be ready to relax and party. They would find their pleasure with those they loved and with complete strangers. Inhibitions lowered.



They would bond.



“Charles!” I moaned, my pussy convulsing around his dirty dick, polishing him clean as he basted my womb with his seed. Juices gushed down my thighs and rapture flooded through my body.



I quivered, my mind drinking in the hot rapture that surged through my body. A tidal wave of ecstasy. My pussy convulsed harder, milking Charles's cock as I polished his pole. His cum pumped into me. It was such powerful jizz. It was amazing. I gasped out in delight. My head swayed.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, the pleasure hitting this amazing peak in me. “Oh, Charles!”



Stars danced before my eyes as I floated on the high of my pleasure. It flowed through me as my cunt wrung his cock dry. Pussy cream dripped down my thighs. I whimpered, his fingers releasing my nipples. He panted.



“Oh, Charles, that was incredible,” I panted. “That...” I trailed off, hearing shouts.



“HELP!” came from below. Then from 3rd Street came a group of men, many were wounded, some being carried, others limping. They were the men sent out to loot Rider's Drugstore for supplies.



“Oh, shit,” I gasped. “Charles, we got big problems!”



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



The power flooded into me from Michiko and Joan. Their wisdom and advice mixed with that of the Ancient and Beloved spirits. It was such a powerful vision. The world faded away and then I stood before a gorgeous woman with golden-brown skin. She was clad only in her long fall of brown hair. Large tits jiggled as she turned to face me.



The World caught my breath with how lovely she was.



“Are you his or his?” the woman asked.



“Charles,” I said. “The Emperor.”



“I don't know if that is good or bad.” She stared hard at me. “Does he want to hurt me?”



“No!” I said that with empathy.



“But how will he treat me? What is my destiny?” She swayed. “A whore? A sacrifice? What choice is the right one?”



I frowned. “You think being sacrificed will be a good thing?”



“What happens to me happens to the world.” The woman glanced out the window of her living room.
 “Fatum tuum est fatum nostrum.”



I followed her gaze then suddenly I was standing outside her home and staring at her. She lived in rows of Brownstone houses. Those were all over the place in this neighborhood. There were blocks of them. I lived in one such row. I looked for anything memorable I spotted cars, memorizing the colors and models. There were potted plants on porches and an American. I memorized it all.



Then I gasped as the vision fled. My eyes sprang up and I faced Michiko. “I know where she is!”



“Where?” Joan asked, sitting up and pulling the pink dildo out of my asshole.



“Well, we have to find it, but she's in a brownstone house. We need to tell Yoko and Charles!”



“Let's go!” Michiko shouted and pulled her purple dildo out of my pussy.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



In a pair of blue jeans and t-shirt, my boots unlaced, I spilled out into the crowd to where Rex lay on his back, a shirt stuffed into a wound across his chest. He had been cut open. I stared in horror. Then Sakina appeared and fell to her knees.



She took his hand. Water spilled off of her and washed over him. Where it touched, his wounds lessened. She pulled the shirt away, her water pooling in the deep cut, mending him. She concentrated, more water flowing off of her. It didn't soak her clothes as it ran beneath the fabric.



“What happened, Rex?” I gasped.



“That bitch!” snarled Rex. “Officer Donnelly. We stopped her from kidnapping this redhead and taking her to join the Preacher's Harem. But she made a sword and... and... She kicked our asses. I think it was only luck that we escaped. Chance. A car blew up. Not sure how it blew up; we didn't care. We just ran in the confusion. God, she nearly killed me.”



“Shit,” I growled.



“I should have killed her,” Connal growled. He looked pissed as he stood over Sakina. “The Preacher's followers have gone insane. They're going to come for us. You know that.”'



“Yeah.” I was a threat to the Preacher and everything he was working for. I wanted to save the bearer of the World card. I didn't want to see her burned. “Connal, I want you to be in charge of our protection here. Get those who want to fight ready.”



“You got it, man.” He grinned at me. “I am strength. The power to protect.”



I thrust out my hands and we shook. As we did, I felt a surge of power. An agreement had been formed between us. He had pledged to help me in his own way, and that was fealty. He blinked at what just happened.



“Fuck, do I have to call you “my lord” or some shit?”



“That's just what your mother calls me when I'm fucking her,” I said.



He laughed. “Asshole.” He looked around. “Adalet, we have work to do.”



His other girlfriend nodded.



“Charles! Charles!”



My head snapped up to see Joan, Rashimi, and Michiko racing up. They were all flushed faced as they darted from 3rd Street. Now what? I braced myself and looked around for another disaster. Yoko was drifting over. Lucy had just stepped out of the apartment complex and sauntered to me. Ester and Aurora moved through the crowd of nervous people to help calm them. Then Virginia appeared, my Empress's clothes smeared in soil from harvesting all the crops she'd grown with my help.



“What?” I asked as Joan, Michiko, and Rashimi reached me.



“I know where the World is!” Rashimi gasped.



“Where?” Yoko gasped before I could ask. My Japanese lover came up beside me, her face bursting with excitement.



“I need your help to find her,” Rashimi said. “I saw out her window, but I don't know exactly what that means.”



“Do you need me to...?” I asked, arching an eyebrow.



Yoko shook her head. “My powers alone should be enough to figure out what she saw.”



“Then do it,” I said, excitement pounding through my veins.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



I pulled out my card, my heart racing. This was it. I had to play this very, very carefully. I took Rashimi's hand in mine and focused on my card. The Hermit. It was upside down, so I turned it over and focused on the old man heading up the mountain path.



Rashimi gasped as the information she had flowed into me. I saw what she had seen. I looked at the front of the World's house. I looked for details. And there, on the front, was a number 421. That meant she was in a brownstone between 4th and 5th. The row ran north and south. Most brownstones in the neighborhood ran east to west, but by the Park there were homes like that. It could be on 21st Avenue or Park Avenue and...



There was no 421 on 21st Avenue. I knew exactly where she lived. Behind me, if I could turn around, I would see Tsarina's Park.



I ripped my hand from Rashimi and gasped. I pretended to go limp. Charles caught me as I closed my eyes. Through the Preacher's connection, I sent out a message to Dianna. I screamed out the location of the house.



“Yoko!” Charles groaned.



“It's fine,” I whimpered, fluttering my eyes open. “That was intense. But I know where she is. 421 Park Avenue.”



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



I stared at Yoko in Charles's arms. I don't know why, but this alarm sounded in my heart.



Why did I feel something weird had just happened? I stared at Yoko. Why had she just fainted? Was the energy that strong? It hadn't felt that way to me. In fact, it was hardly more than a tingle to me. Only...



I stared at my hand that held Yoko's, this unease setting in me.



“We're moving out,” growled Charles. He bent down and began lacing his shoes. “Michiko, Lucy, and Yoko, we're going. Joan, you're in charge.”



My stomach sank. Why did this feel so off?



~~*~~



Dianna Fengari



Yoko's vision shuddered through me. I was close. The scent had led me down 3rd Street to Park Avenue. I was just creeping south past Our Lady of Heaven when it hit me. The scent led the same way she showed me. I howled and bounded across 4th Street.



I was only a block away. I ran fast, passing homes with curtains drawn tight. I could smell the fear in the air. And then I saw it: 421, the brass letters on the side of the brown brick exterior next to the door.



Growling, I charged over the lawn and jumped through the window.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Adulterous Beauty!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Adulterous Beauty”




I broke the kiss and grabbed the fabric on Joan's tight ass. After a squeeze, I pulled up her long skirt. Joan's blue eyes gleamed in the dim light of the apartment. She licked her lips and nodded her head in full agreement.



I yanked her dress up her body, revealing her petite and lithe form. Small breasts topped by pink nipples, a sleek stomach, and a blonde bush dripping with her tangy juices. The aroma already filled my nose. I breathed it in, my cunt getting hot beneath my skirt. I wore a gypsy-like dress, playing up my mystique as a palm reader.



I grasped her pale tits in my swarthy hands. I squeezed her boobs, loving how milky her skin was. White women were such a thrill. So exotic. Her blue eyes and blonde hair made me shudder. She grabbed my hand, pushing my palms into her nipples.



“Rashimi,” she moaned. “Oh, Rashimi, eat me. Devour my wisdom and my cunt. I'm so wet!”



“I can smell that,” I breathed, my heart hammering away in my chest. My palms rubbed at her nipples. My fingers brushed the chain from which hung her crescent moon pendant.



I slid my hands away and ducked my head down. I sucked Joan's pink nipple into my mouth. I nursed on her. She gasped, her fingers sliding through my black hair. I nursed on her, loving the feel of her nub in my mouth.



I had to make love to Joan. To the sexy High Priestess. My tongue danced around her nipple, caressing her hard nub. She whimpered, her hips rocking from side to side. Her blue eyes squeezed shut.



The scent of her pussy grew hotter.



“God, Rashimi,” she moaned. “Oh, God, that feels good. Ooh, you're making me so juicy. Mmm, get my cunt all nice and buttered up with your tongue.”



I swirled my tongue around her nipple, my pussy getting hotter and hotter. I wasn't wearing panties beneath my skirt now. I had left them off after our threesome with Michiko in the sex shop. My pussy and asshole still ached from being fucked by their dildos. They had empowered my vision.



Now I needed some of that power again.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Characters




Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card and chooses who gets the others. Is working with Eudoxia.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and holds the Judgement Card. She gives the Fool the Cards and will Judge if the World shall live or die.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Hermit Card. Charles thinks she's the eighth member of his harem. Will she betray Charles?
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Dianna Fengari



Snarling like a beast, I charged at the window of the brownstone house. I leaped through it. Glass shattered before me. Glittering shards danced around me. A woman screamed and bolted up from where she sat huddled on her couch, a blanket falling off her body.



Her scent filled my nose. The World. I stared at her in all her glory. A Hispanic woman dressed in pajamas, her brown hair spilling down her back. She recoiled from my naked form in horror, her eyes wide.



“N-no!” she shrieked.



I growled, the Moon fully released in me. I was the Preacher's hound. His lunatic bitch. The power of my card flowed through me, releasing the beast that lurked within all of us. I lunged at her. She turned to run, her brown hair whipping behind her.



I snagged it and yanked. Her head snapped back. She fell into my arms, kicking and screaming. I threw her over my shoulder with ease. I howled my triumph, my pussy so wet. I would be rewarded for this.



Eternal life with the Preacher. Forever kneeling at his side, his bitch.



Snarling, I ran towards her door and shouldered through it. Wood burst with splinters. She screamed in terror. Her fear excited me. I held her tight, eager for when she would burn. The World would be consumed in fire.



And what happened to her would happen to the rest.



But the faithful would rise in the smoke of the sacrifice. The Preacher and his followers would become enlightened. Moving beyond such mortal concerns. The rest would perish, but we would survive. The conscious shift of mankind. The survivors, anyway. The next one that would propel us beyond lost Lemuria into realms of pure energy.



I would be with my Preacher forever.



“Let me go!” screamed the woman as I ran down the street. “You crazy bitch!”



Her hands pummeled my back. I did not care. I could endure anything for my Preacher.
 I have her,
 I thought out to him, connected to him via his power as the Hierophant.
 I have the World!



Help is coming,
 thought the Preacher, satisfaction in his voice as I raced up Park Avenue towards the courthouse.



I crossed White Street, a narrow residential street. The World struggled harder, legs kicking. She shrieked for help. Across the street in Tsarina Park, the homeless peered out over the bushes. They didn't come to her aid. They sensed a true predator.



Then marching around the corner of Scenic Drive, the next major intersection, came Fianna. The cop, and one of the Preacher's lovers, appeared, her hands on her hips, her red hair fell loose about her face. She had a wild look in her eyes. Red stained her uniform. I could smell the blood. She gripped a sword dripping in crimson.



I howled and ran to her.



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



A strange dread shadowed my heart as I watched Charles lead Michiko, Lucy, and Yoko to retrieve the woman who held the World card. We had found her thanks to a vision I had and using Yoko's power as the Hermit to pinpoint where exactly my vision had occurred. It gave us the exact address to find her.



But there was something about how Yoko acted. This strange nervousness I sensed. I don't know why, but my concern swelled in me. I stared at my lovers, Charles marching down 19th Avenue through the territory we had claimed in the madness. The silvery dome shimmered above, making it hard to tell what time it was as the sun was obscured like on an overcast day. They were heading to White Street, a narrow residential road that ran from 19th to Park Avenue. It would put them just houses from her.



What was this feeling?



“What's wrong?” Joan asked. The slender, blonde woman had put her dress back on, a conservative gown that hid the fact she was naked beneath, a wanton nymphomaniac that had just fucked me hard with a strap-on to help me have my vision. “You look scared.”



“I'm not sure.” I glanced at Joan, biting my lower lip. She was the High Priestess, which made her the personification of Wisdom. It had long been seen as a feminine aspect. Called Sophia in the past. “I need to drink from the chalice of your wisdom.”



“Is that code for eating my cunt?” asked Joan, her blue eyes gleaming. She was a wild slut who hid beneath her conservative clothing. I had never enjoyed women until I realized I had been claimed by Charles's harem.



“To access your power, I need us to be... intimate,” I said, my cheeks burning. Sexual contact seemed to facilitate the deep sharing of our powers. Whether it was Charles fucking us with his mighty rod and pumping his seed into us to supercharge our powers or melding each other's aspects through lesbian passion, it united our souls and allowed vast miracles.



“Well, let's find someplace cozy,” Joan said and pressed tight.



“You can use my apartment,” said Ester. The young, platinum-blonde girl smiled at us. She radiated such hope, it almost glowed out of her like a silvery light. She was helping to calm the people down who were under Charles's protection. Especially after the party sent out to gather supplies from the drug store had come back bloody, attacked by Office Donnelly and her mob. “It's on the second floor. Room 219.”



“Got you,” said Joan and took my hand.



She pulled me towards the Arcadia Apartments. They were in the heart of our territory. One of two apartment buildings that Charles had claimed. We were cut off from the outside world, for who knew how long, but we had food thanks to Victoria's power over nature. Ester and Aurora gave hope and joy. Charles's friend Connal was overseeing our defenses while his woman, Sakina, could heal the wounded and sick.



The world had gone insane. We were cut off from the rest by that mysterious silver dome over us. We were on the cusp of a consciousness shift. A time when mankind would be forever changed. But would it be a positive or negative one?



The Preacher wanted the World to burn. And what happened to her, happened to us all.



Joan and I raced up to the second floor and quickly found Ester's apartment, the door left unlocked. We slipped into her apartment. It was dark in here, the only light being the sun coming through her bedroom window. The electricity was out.



But we didn't need light.



Joan cupped my face and kissed me. Her lips were hot and plump. I groaned, savoring the kiss. I slid my hands around her waist and grabbed her ass through her dress. I pulled her close, savoring her pressed against me.



I loved the women of the harem, so it worried me that Yoko gave me pause. She was the Hermit, Charles's guide. If she... If she wasn't trustworthy, that would be very bad. But she had to be trustworthy. She was a part of our harem.



Charles had tamed her with his mighty rod.



Right?



My tongue danced with Joan's. I had to know. Her font of wisdom, her passionate chalice, would hold the answers. I was the Hanged Man, the seer whose prophecies were despised by the powerful because I did not flatter their egos.



I was the Cassandra.



But my Emperor believed me. He trusted me. Loved me.



I could not fail him.



I broke the kiss and grabbed the fabric on Joan's tight ass. After a squeeze, I pulled up her long skirt. Joan's blue eyes gleamed in the dim light of the apartment. She licked her lips and nodded her head in full agreement.



I yanked her dress up her body, revealing her petite and lithe form. Small breasts topped by pink nipples, a sleek stomach, and a blonde bush dripping with her tangy juices. The aroma already filled my nose. I breathed it in, my cunt getting hot beneath my skirt. I wore a gypsy-like dress, playing up my mystique as a palm reader.



I grasped her pale tits in my swarthy hands. I squeezed her boobs, loving how milky her skin was. White women were such a thrill. So exotic. Her blue eyes and blonde hair made me shudder. She grabbed my hand, pushing my palms into her nipples.



“Rashimi,” she moaned. “Oh, Rashimi, eat me. Devour my wisdom and my cunt. I'm so wet!”



“I can smell that,” I breathed, my heart hammering away in my chest. My palms rubbed at her nipples. My fingers brushed the chain from which hung her crescent moon pendant.



I slid my hands away and ducked my head down. I sucked Joan's pink nipple into my mouth. I nursed on her. She gasped, her fingers sliding through my black hair. I nursed on her, loving the feel of her nub in my mouth.



I had to make love to Joan. To the sexy High Priestess. My tongue danced around her nipple, caressing her hard nub. She whimpered, her hips rocking from side to side. Her blue eyes squeezed shut.



The scent of her pussy grew hotter.



“God, Rashimi,” she moaned. “Oh, God, that feels good. Ooh, you're making me so juicy. Mmm, get my cunt all nice and buttered up with your tongue.”



I swirled my tongue around her nipple, my pussy getting hotter and hotter. I wasn't wearing panties beneath my skirt now. I had left them off after our threesome with Michiko in the sex shop. My pussy and asshole still ached from being fucked by their dildos. They had empowered my vision.



Now I needed some of that power again.



I popped my mouth off her nipple and flicked my tongue across her other nub. The White woman moaned. Her face contorted from the delight. I fluttered my tongue against her pink nub, the scent of her pussy growing more and more intoxicating.



My knees bent. Buckled.



I sank to the floor and grabbed her hips. Her pussy lips peeked through her trimmed, blonde curls. Dewdrops beaded on the strands. She was so beautiful. I paused to just admire the perfection of her vulva adorned by her golden bush.



Art should always be appreciated.



“Rashimi!” she moaned. “Eat me, you sexy seeress! Feast on me. I'm such a slut for your tongue!”



“You're a slut for everyone's tongue in the harem,” I purred.



“Uh-huh.” She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me towards her pussy.



Her curls kissed my lips and nose moments before I smooched her vulva. Her silky flesh almost burned my mouth. She was so hot. Her cream dripped into my mouth before I could even swipe my tongue out and gather that tangy delight.



Her body shook as I licked through the groove of her vulva, caressing her pussy lips. I grabbed her toned ass, gripping her as I feasted on her pussy. She gasped, her golden hair spilling about her pale shoulders. She held my head to her cunt, moaning.



“Yes, yes, just such a slut for your tongue,” she moaned. “Oh, god, I'm just the biggest slut in the world for this tongue licking at my pussy. Yes, yes, yes!”



I caressed her. I lapped at her. I loved the taste of her snatch. I devoured her to gather more of that fantastic cream. She moaned with passion as I feasted on her. I groaned, fluttering my tongue up and down her folds. I licked and lapped at her with hunger.



She bucked and shuddered. Her hips wiggled from side to side, smearing her hot flesh on my lips while her silky curls tickled my lips and cheeks. Her hot cream spilled over my chin. I groaned as I devoured her.



“Oh, fuck, yes!” the White woman moaned. “Ooh, you're so good at that, Rashimi.”



“It's easy to be good with such a yummy cunt,” I purred and thrust my tongue into the depths of her pussy.



“Yes!” Joan gasped, squeezing her cunt around her tongue.



I swirled about in her. I licked and lapped at her with such hunger. I caressed her silky walls, savoring the taste of her. I reveled in it. This was such a delight. A pure and wonderful passion. I stirred my tongue around in her cunt. She groaned, her face contorting from the passion that I stirred in her.



She groaned, her body trembling as I caressed her inner depths. My lips rubbed on her furry vulva. I loved the ticklish feel of her bush on my face. I breathed in her tangy passion, my tongue soaked in the wonderful flavor.



“God, that's it,” she moaned. “You're going to make me cum!”



“Good,” I groaned, my fingers digging into her ass.



“Ooh, finger my asshole. Yes, yes, make it dirty!” Her blue eyes stared down at me, her cheeks flushed. “You know I like it dirty!”



“Such slutty wisdom,” I moaned and slid the fingers of my right hand into her butt-crack.



“I know,” Joan groaned. “Why did the Fool give me the High Priestess? I'm a nymphomaniac. I was out of control before Charles. Now... now... I barely am in control. My lusts just pour out of me.”



“Much wisdom is about self-control,” I moaned, my fingers sliding down her crack to find her asshole. I circled it. “And you have to know what it's like to be out of control to appreciate restraint.”



“Ooh, I like that.” Joan shuddered as I pressed my finger into her asshole. “Rashimi! Mmm, you sexy, Indian hottie! Finger my ass and suck on my clit! Make me cum! Let me shower you in my wisdom!”



My finger popped into her bowels. It sank past the first two knuckles, her velvety flesh gripping it. My tongue licked through her slit to her clit as I did. I found her bud and latched on. I nursed on her as I fingered her asshole.



She groaned and gasped, her moans echoing through Ester's apartment. I pumped my digit in and out of her velvety sheath while I nursed on her clit. My tongue caressed her little pearl, polishing it between suckles.



“Oh, my fucking God!” she moaned, her body shuddering. “That's it. That's fucking it. Ooh, you are giving me just what I need. Goddamn, you're a sexy bitch, Rashimi. I love you.”



“Love you,” I moaned and thrust a second finger into her asshole.



Her bowels stretched around my two digits. I reveled in her hot flesh being around them as I suckled on her clit. She squeezed her eyes shut and threw back her head. Her entire body bucked. Her asshole went wild around my fingers.



Tangy pussy cream gushed out of her pussy. Her orgasmic passion bathed my lips and spilled down my chin. The stream of delight ran down my throat to my clavicle. I opened my mouth wide, drinking her juices.



And her power.



Her wisdom flooded through me. My third eye opened. I shuddered as knowledge poured into me.



~~*~~



Chance



I leaned against the fence of the construction site watching the smoke pour out of the burning car I had ignited. It had been the perfect distraction to let Charles's men break contact and flee Officer Donnelly. I didn't want Charles's men getting slaughtered by that wild woman.



I wanted them to run back to their master and tell them that he was at war with the Preacher.



I needed the two at each other's throats so
 I
 could get the prize. They thought one of them would choose the fate of the World. But I would steal it. The biggest prank on the world. Something that would make every trickster god from Loki to the Raven laugh their asses off.



I savored that smoke rising as my two sluts licked at my cock.



Amanda and Mai were on their knees before me. They played their roles perfectly. The joint owners of the Lovers card worshiped my cock. I savored their tongues lapping up the side to reach the pinnacle of my dick. They swirled about it.



I stared down at my redheaded Amanda and Japanese Mai. The two lesbians worshiped my cock with true hunger. They were attracted to me. They knew I was wrong, a bad boy, but they couldn't help it. That was how love worked sometimes.



It wasn't always good. It could be a disaster.



“That's it,” I groaned. “Goddamn, that whiny Preacher and cock-sucking Charles are going to be at each other's throats!”



“Yes,” Mai moaned. Her tongue fluttered around the crown of my cock, brushing her lover's.



“Mmm, we're going to steal it from them,” Amanda moaned.



“I
 am,” I groaned, my face contorting. “Damn, that's good. Yes, yes, just worship that cock.”



“Love your cock,” groaned Amanda. She sucked on the side.



“Yes!” Mai nursed on the other.



I groaned, savoring the pressure of their mouths as I reveled in the chaos. I held the Wheel of Fortune card, luck and chance personified. It was the biggest joke my crack whore mom had named me Chance.



I laughed, savoring it.



My dick throbbed in their stroking hands. The pressure in my balls rose as they licked at my dick. Then Mai sucked my cock into her mouth. The Japanese beauty nursed on me with hunger. I groaned, not caring about being caught.



I was changing the probability of the world. The chances were very slim anyone would notice us.



Mai bobbed her head. Her black hair swayed about her face and shoulders as she suckled. Her tongue danced around my cock. My dick throbbed, the ache in my balls growing and growing with her every suckle.



“Goddamn,” I groaned. “Goddamn, that's it.”



“Mmm, suck his cock,” Amanda moaned. “God, it's hot when you suck his dick, Mai. Makes me so wet.”



Mai popped her mouth off my cock, and Amanda swallowed it. The redhead nursed with ravenous hunger as Mai groaned, “I know. Watching you with a man's dick in your mouth—our man's dick—is so hot. Makes me so wet.”



I laughed my delight. Fortune had brought me these two gorgeous women. I savored it. The capriciousness of attraction. How love could spark between the unlikeliest of people. That attraction. Chemistry. It could burn someone up. Consume them. Destroy them or save them.



It was endless possibilities.



Amanda bobbed her head, her cheeks hollowing as she suckled. The wet sounds she made were such a delight. I savored them as she nursed on my cock. It was fantastic. I groaned, my dick twitching and throbbing.



“That's it,” I groaned. “That's fucking it. Just suck that dick. Yes, yes, just like that. Make me cum. Make me fucking cum with those wicked, little mouths.”



Amanda popped off her lips and handed the cock over to Mai. The Japanese slut sucked my dick into her mouth. I groaned at how great that felt. The pressure rose and rose in my nuts. I groaned, my face contorting. I came closer and closer to cumming.



“Mmm, worship him, Mai,” Amanda moaned. She licked at her lover's ear. That pink tongue tracing Mai's lobe made me groan.



My balls tightened. I rose towards my orgasm. Towards that mighty burst of cum that would erupt from my cock and spray all over their faces. My head threw back as Mai suckled at me. It felt amazing. The Japanese cutie nursed on me while her lesbian lover whispered naughty things into her ear.



I couldn't hear them, but Mai sucked with such enthusiasm. The ache swelled at the tip of my cock. I groaned, hands balling into fists as the pleasure built and built. I hurtled towards that explosive release.



“Fuck!” I groaned. “Let me cum all over your faces!”



“Yes, yes, yes,” Amanda moaned. “Jizz on us, Chance.”



Mai's mouth popped off my dick, drool spilling down her chin. “Coat us in your seed!”



The two lesbians fisted my dick as they begged for my cum. What man wouldn't erupt at that hot sight? I threw back my head, the chain-link fence behind me rattling as I trembled, then I erupted. My cum fired from my dick.



I spurted spunk across their faces. I coated them in my seed. The pleasure surged through me. My heart pounded, pumping rapture through my veins. Their mouths opened, catching my cum on their tongues. I coated their faces.



“Fuck, yes!” I whooped, the flames crackling from the burning car. “Goddamn, that's it. That's fucking it!”



I spurted a last line of cum that painted across both their foreheads. I coated them in my spunk. I loved how it dripped over their faces. It ran down their features. They looked at me with such passion in their eyes, the jizz spilling down their cheeks.



Then they turned and licked at the other's face, gathering up the spunk. I smiled at that, my heart racing. Yes, yes, everything was working perfectly. I stared out at the burning car, my smile growing bigger and bigger.



Things would get wild. The Preacher and Charles would never see me coming.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I marched down White Street, heading east from 19th Avenue. A block away from where 20th Avenue crossed White Street, a blockade of abandoned and useless cars had been dragged across the street while men and a few women guarded it with makeshift weapons. Both sides of White Street were lined with brownstone homes, the townhouses built in a line with small front yards and modest backyards. The people who lived here were bustling about. Food was being gathered, the perishables being taken to be cooked in any way possible.



There would be a lot of meat barbecued tonight to go with the vegetables that Victoria was harvesting from the community garden that we caused to bloom in heartbeats. I didn't know how long we would be trapped, but the several thousand people under my territory would be cared for.



People paused and nodded, some calling out. A few called me Emperor, my role with the card seemingly spreading. I had Lucy and Michiko with me because I felt their powers would be useful if things went wrong. Lucy held the Devil card, all about sin and temptation, while Michiko possessed the Magician card. My adviser but also one who knew arcane secrets.



Could she use magic?



Yoko was the guide. She knew precisely where the World's house was. It was a block beyond the barricade, into the lawless territory where Officer Donnelly and her mob wandered. They had tried to burn Rashimi and Yoko earlier today when I had foolishly let them go off on their own. I didn't know the Preacher would have an army wanting to attack my women and followers.



“Be on your guard,” I said as we reached the barricade. The defenders looked at us, a mix of fear and determination on their faces.



“You're him,” one said, an older man that, though he had a beer gut, also had the look of a man who'd seen combat. “The one they call Emperor.”



“Just Charles,” I said. “We're going out there. Seen any trouble?”



He glanced down White Street. “Thought I saw a naked woman just run across the intersection over there at Park Avenue.” He nodded to where White Street ended at the boulevard a city block away. Beyond lay the greenery of Tsarina Park. “She was carrying something big. Not sure what. But I've seen nothing else.”



I nodded and glanced at Yoko. Her face was distant. “Everything okay?”



“Yes,” she said, looking down at her feet. “The way there is clear. No obstacles.”



“Then let's go,” Lucy said. “She's waiting for us. The World! Mmm, imagine the fun of playing with her.”



I swallowed. My dream with the World card was... interesting. She kept asking how I would treat her. She was a beautiful woman. Hispanic with a lush figure. Bountiful breasts. Black hair. A gorgeous smile. I ached for her. The Emperor and the World were united, she said. Connected.



I climbed over the hood of a Ford pickup truck, several defenders in the bed. Then I jumped down onto the roof of a Toyota Prius and then to the street. Lucy, Michiko, and Yoko worked over. Lucy leaped down beside me, a big grin on her face. The two Japanese women moved more gingerly. I grabbed Michiko's waist and helped her off the Prius. Then I did the same to Yoko.



“Thanks,” she said, looking down.



“Something wrong?” I asked.



“Just... scared.” She licked her lips. “Officer Donnelly's wandering around out here.”



“I know,” I said. I thought about taking a larger force. “We just have a block to go. She's just around the corner at Park Avenue, right?”



I peered up the next block. On our left, the brownstone houses face the road, but to the right, they ran perpendicular. Two rows of them with narrow 21st Avenue running south between them. The World lived in the second row facing Park Avenue.



“Yeah,” Yoko said.



I broke into a jog, heading down the residential street. I glanced at the homes. A person peered out of one and then threw the curtain closed. I hoped some of them had evacuated. There were doors open, signs people had left.



But had they gone to me or the Preacher where he sermonized north of us on the courthouse's steps?



We passed 21st Avenue, the homes looking deserted. The edge of the barrier gleamed only two blocks away. Then we were jogging by the last row of brownstones. We passed the backyards, closed off by chain-link fences and reached Park Avenue.



Across the large road, a group of homeless men were milling about in Tsarina Park. They watched us but didn't seem to be interested in doing anything. Smoke rose a few blocks away by Rider's Drugstore. I could make out the large mob of people crowding Browns Boulevard, where Park Avenue ended, listening to the Preacher.



We went right, away from the Preacher and the idiots listening to his madness.



“It's 421, right?” I asked, the first house on the block 401.



“Yeah,” said Yoko. “Should be four or five down.



We passed 403, 407, 411, 415, and then...



The window of 421 was busted in and the front door was broken out. It had been shattered, half the door lying on the porch. I cursed and charged up the walkway, leaping onto the porch. My steel-toed work boots crunched on splintered wood. I burst into the living room.



“Hello?” I shouted, looking around. My voice echoed back at me. “Shit!”



Lucy and Michiko charged in after me. Lucy tore up the stairs, shouting while Michiko darted into the kitchen. Fear squeezed about my heart. I whirled around to see Yoko standing in the doorway, a dazed look on her face.



“We have to find her!” I growled. I grabbed Yoko's arms and pulled her to me. “Yoko. Yoko.”



The Japanese woman looked up, her light-olive face even paler. Sweat broke out across her forehead. “S-sorry,” she mumbled. “I'm sorry.”



“Doesn't matter,” I told her. “I need you to find her. Was she here when the Preacher came? Did she get away? Or do they have her? We have to know.”



Yoko closed her eyes for a moment. She concentrated and then shook her head. “I can't find her. I need to know the destination. Rashimi had seen this house. I just had to see what she did to know where it was, but...”



“Then I'll supercharge you,” I growled, my heart panicking. She had to be with the Preacher, but I had to know for certain. If he had her, I would have to get an army. It would mean fighting. People would die.



I had to be certain.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



Charles's words shook me. “I... I...”



I didn't know what to do, so I sent out to the Preacher,
 We're here. In the World's house.



Keep him there,
 the Preacher said.
 I'm sending Fianna to dispose of him.



My heart lurched at that. I stared up at Charles's handsome face. His blue eyes were intense. He had a strong nobility about him that had always attracted me to him. Even when I was the Preacher's disciple, I had desired Charles. I had hooked up with him before all of this had happened.



I finally had a one-night stand with him not knowing he would be the enemy of my Preacher.



My soul belonged to the Preacher. I looked Charles in the eye and betrayed him.
 “Insidi donum tuum est,”
 the Fool had told me when he gave me the Hermit card.
 “Treachery is your gift.”



“Yes, yes,” I moaned, unsnapping the fastener of my jeans. “Fuck me. Throw me down on the couch and pound me. Then I'll know where she is.”



It was for the Preacher. I betrayed Charles for the Preacher. The World had to burn. That was how we would save the remnant of mankind. Those who believed in the Preacher would have life everlasting. A new level of consciousness. I would be one with the Preacher and his women. Diana, Fianna, Magdalene, Lorelei, and I would merge with him.



Our souls would be one.



I battered down my pain and shoved down my jeans and panties in one go. “Fuck me so hard, Charles!”



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



My vision faded.



I ripped my face from Joan's pussy and stared up at the blonde, White woman. “Yoko is leading them into a trap!”



Joan gasped, “What? Yoko?”



“Yoko is the Preacher's woman!” I bounded to my feet, pussy cream running down my face. Terror surged through my heart. “She's not Charles's. The harem's incomplete. Charles doesn't have the love of eight he needs!”



“Oh, fuck,” Joan gasped and, naked, she darted for the door, her blonde hair flying behind her.



Charles had to be at the World's house by now. He was vulnerable. How would we let him know? I had no clue as I charged after Joan, terror whipping through me.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“Well, if we're doing this,” Lucy said and shoved down her jeans and panties. She exposed her shaved pussy matted by her cum. The redhead had a wicked gleam in her eyes. “Let's make sure you find it. My sinful desire to fuck the World has to help.”



“Yes,” Yoko moaned and fell to her knees before me. She bent over, her rump aimed at me. I groaned, savoring the sight of her rump. Her shaved pussy pointed at me. Juices beaded on her flesh as Lucy sank onto her back. Legs spread wide. “This is what we have to do.”



She buried her face into Lucy's pussy.



Michiko shrugged and worked off her jeans and panties. My Magician's round face brimmed with worry and desire. The fear was in my heart, making my dick ache. We had to do this right now. We had to fuck hard and fast. We all had to be united.



I unzipped my jeans as Michiko planted her black-furred muff on Lucy's hungry mouth. The redhead moaned her delight and started feasting. Yoko devoured my cum out of Lucy's snatch. I had fucked the devilish woman right before we came here, supercharging her to help our people stay calm.



Now I had to find the World.



“I'm coming for you,” I promised beneath my breath, hoping that she had escaped the Preacher's forces.



I fell to my knees behind Yoko. My cock bobbed. I grabbed my rod and thrust it into Yoko's pussy. I groaned as I slid into her. It was different fucking my women after the dome had appeared. It was trapping power in this section of the city. Enhancing it or something. I could feel a connection with my women. I hadn't really noticed with Victoria, Ester, Aurora, and Lucy, but I was becoming more and more used to my power.



I was the Emperor. I ruled. When I shook Connal's hand after he agreed to be my general, we forged a connection. I had something similar with my women. My authority transferred to them. The way a king delegated his power to his officials.



Yoko moaned as I slid into her. Her pussy clenched down on me. I groaned and grabbed her hips. This would be a hard, fast fuck. We had to cum as quickly as possible. Watching Michiko ride Lucy's face helped.



A visual stimulation.



Michiko winked at me as if she knew it would help and pulled off her top, her small breasts coming into view.



She pinched her nipples as I drew back my hips. My cock throbbed as it slid out of Yoko's pussy. She held me tight, squeezing her hot sheath about me in such an exciting way. I groaned, thrusting away at her. I pumped into her cunt. I buried to the hilt in her again and again.



“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, god, that's great! Fuck me hard! You have to fuck me hard. Don't stop.”



“Yes, pound her, Charles,” moaned Michiko, her fingers twisting her brown nipples. Her delicate face twisted in delight. “Pound her with that mighty rod.”



“Yes,” Lucy groaned. “Mmm, Yoko, lick that cum out of my pussy.”



That was another delight that helped build my orgasm. The wicked knowledge that Yoko devoured my cum out of Lucy's pussy. Was there anything hotter than a woman feasting on your jizz from another woman's cunt?



It was a rush.



My right hand slid around Yoko's hip as I fucked her. I wasn't the only one that needed to cum fast. I slammed into her, my balls smacking into her clit. She moaned, her cunt squeezing down on my rod. Pleasure shot up my cock. My fingers traced her pelvis. I reached her shaved pudenda and then found the top of her slit.



Her clit.



“Charles!” Yoko moaned, squeezing her cunt around my cock as I found her clit. I frigged it. I loved playing with her naughty bean. “Oh, yes, yes, Charles.”



I massaged her hard pearl. I rubbed at her clit with my digit. I savored how she whimpered and moaned as I played with her. It was such a rush to give her pleasure. To master her pussy and make her cum on my dick.



I slammed into her, rubbing my finger over her bud. My crotch smacked into her rump. Her butt-cheeks jiggled. She moaned into Lucy's shaved twat, feasting on her. The redhead then groaned into Michiko's pussy, the naughty Japanese hottie twisting her nipples as she savored it.



My left hand slid up Yoko's side to her round breast swaying beneath her. I squeezed and kneaded her boob, digging my fingers into her plump flesh. She groaned. I pumped away at her. I slammed deep and hard into her cunt.



“Oh, fuck,” Lucy moaned. “Eat that cunt, Yoko.”



“Eat it,” Michiko moaned. “Oh, Lucy, that tongue. Yes, yes, that's my clit! You naught slut!”



“Such a slut,” purred Lucy. “Ooh, you're pounding Yoko hard. She's moaning into my cunt.”



“Good,” I growled, my fingers kneading Yoko's tit and playing with her clit.



She moaned, her pussy clenching around my cock. She held me tight, massaging me with her flesh. I buried into her hard and fast. I plunged to the hilt in her pussy with such power. I buried hard into her.



It was always so incredible being in a woman; fucking with my rod.



I shuddered, my dick throbbing and aching. I came closer and closer to cumming. The heat rose in me. My nuts tightened. I growled, slamming into her cunt, so ready to erupt in her and supercharging her twat.



“God, yes!” I growled, rubbing hard at her clit. I massaged that bud, waiting for her to explode. “Let me feel that pussy going wild, Yoko.”



“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, Charles. Oh, god, I'm sorry!”



“For?” I grunted.



“For not... not... cumming fast enough!” she moaned and then her pussy went wild around my dick.



Her juices gushed about around my cock and bathed my fingers rubbing at her clit. I groaned, burying into her spasming cunt. I shuddered, savoring that wonderful passion rippling around me. It was incredible to enjoy.



“Oh, fuck, yes!” I growled.



“Cum in me!” Yoko whimpered. “Cum in me, Charles!”



“Cum in her!” Michiko moaned and then she threw back her head. “Lucy!”



Michiko bucked through her orgasm. Lucy groaned and then she shuddered, her boobs bouncing in her halter top. The devilish redhead joined Michiko and Yoko, cumming with the two Japanese beauties. I could feel the sin pouring into Yoko. The temptation. Her cunt rippled with more hunger around my dick.



Squeezing her tit, I buried to the hilt in her pussy, threw back my head, and erupted into her cunt. I pumped my seed into her snatch. I groaned, my power rushing into her. My authority flooded her pussy, filling her with my...



“The fuck?” I gasped as I felt another authority owning her soul.



Another man had claimed her.



Yoko Uragiri wasn't mine!



Anger swelled through me, and I pumped my authority into her. I spilled my domination into Yoko's spasming pussy, firing jet after jet of domination into her pussy. She gasped and shuddered, her pussy spasming wildly around my cock.



She gasped, her head snapping up as my power slammed into the other who had claimed her. Into the Preacher who had seized her soul. She threw a frightened look over her shoulder as her treachery was unveiled.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



Charles's power slammed into me. He sought to claim me. To dominate me. I shuddered as his strength spilled over me. It was such a powerful rush. My face contorted with shock at the authority of his rule that flooded me.



He wanted my obedience. He wanted to rip me from the control of the Preacher. His love slammed into the Preacher's domination. I shuddered, struggling against the tide of masculine prowess that pumped into my spasming cunt.



Such virile seed. The epitome of manhood that made my body quiver. The woman in me yearned to submit to his rod, but what about my faith? My belief. The world was ugly. It was corrupt. It had to be destroyed.



“You think that?” growled Charles as if he felt what I was thinking. He seized a fistful of my hair and wrenched my head up to him. My boobs jiggled, pussy cream spilling down my chin. “Huh?”



His seed kept spurting in me.



How had he not gone dry?



“You really think the World is so ugly that it has to be destroyed? That there's not a single damned thing in it worth fighting for? You think the Preacher is right that everything should fucking burn?”



“I... I...” My pussy spasmed harder around his cock, drinking in his cum. His authority.



“That there isn't love and passion. That which my harem possess isn't worth fighting for?”



I shuddered, glancing at Michiko who was slipping off of Lucy's face. The redhead stared in shock at me. They were realizing what was happening. That I wasn't Charles's. I never had been. I had faked it. The Preacher had sent me to Charles, a whore to lead him into destruction.



“Love, Yoko!” he growled in my ear. “Does the Preacher give you love? He sent you to me, after all. He let you go to me so I could do whatever I wanted to your body. Make you cum. Pump my jizz into your unprotected pussy. I could have bred you. Maybe I had. He loves you so much, he sent you to be pumped full of my passion.”



“I... I...” The Preacher had to love me. He told me so.



I glanced at Lucy and Michiko hugging each other and staring at me in shock. In horror and betrayal. They had opened their hearts to me. Like Charles had. His harem was united by love. They cared for each other.



Do I care about Dianna or Magdalene? Fianna or Lorelei? What about the Preacher?



He was my savior, right?



“Do you really think that crazy guy is going to give you salvation?” Charles asked, his hands grabbing my tits. More and more of his cum pumped into me. His balls were inexhaustible. His virility unending. Jizz ran down my thighs, gushing out around his thick and long cock. “Tell me, Yoko!”



“Y-yes!” I gasped. “He's going to give us paradise.”



“Really? What sort of paradise will you have after the
 World
 burns? After everything is reduced to ash. Do you want to live in a charnel heap? Huh? Roll around in the ashes of a holocaust? An entire world sacrificed so one madman and his whores can have, what?”



“E-enlightenment,” I whimpered.



“And what about the rest of the World?” demanded Charles. “We all are unworthy of being saved? All seven fucking billion of us? Just you and a few handfuls of people get to go on.”



“Y-you're c-corrupt,” I sobbed, my pussy still spasming, still worshiping his mighty cock. His cum eroded that connection in me.



“Love is corrupt?” He pinched my nipples. “Huh? I loved you, Yoko. What was foul about that? What was filthy about it? Tell me? Tell me that my love for Joan and Victoria, Michiko and Lucy, Ester and Aurora, Rashimi
 and
 you is something that should be destroyed.”



I quivered, my mind whirling. Temptation whispered through me. I gasped, feeling the sinful yearning to betray my Preacher and side with Charles. To abandon faith for love. Destruction for... for... paradise.



Charles was a construction worker. A builder. He wanted to construct a better future. He was the other person who could decide how this would play out. Salvation not devastation. Rapture and not wrath.



“You've always wanted me,” he whispered. “Even before the Preacher started his madness, you ached for me, didn't you?”



“Yes,” I groaned.



“Then be mine. Fully.”



The temptation swelled. Lucy's power pushed me towards Charles's domination. Towards the submission to him. The willing and abject surrender to his Authority. A man who wouldn't send me to be another's whore. Who would fight for me. Protect me. Cherish me.



Love me...



“Insidi donum tuum est,”
 whispered through my mind.



I thought my gift was for Charles but it wasn't. I had to betray the man to whom I had given my loyalty.
 That
 was my treachery. That was why the Fool had given me my card upside down. I was never the Preacher's Guide.



I was his betrayer.



“Fianna!” I screamed as Charles tamed me with my rod. He claimed my love for real. “Fianna is coming right now to kill you, Charles!”



“Shit,” Michiko shouted, jumping to her feet. “She's already here and she's brought an army.”



My eyes closed. I had betrayed the Preacher just in time to die for it. But then Charles pulled his cock out of me and rose, his rod dripping in my pussy cream. I stared up at him, shivering at his strength. He pulled up his pants and looked grim.



“Michiko, ideas?” he growled as the shouts of the mob burst outside the broken door. We were going to die, and yet...



I had no regrets as I stared at my hunky man.



~~*~~



Tierra Quiones



“Behold!” the Preacher shouted as he stood before the mob of people gathered before the Superior Courthouse. They were ordinary folks in their casual clothes, but they had this madness in their eyes.



Fire burned in them.



“Behold, the World!” roared the Preacher as the crazy bitch who'd kidnapped me pushed me through the throng. The naked woman growled and snarled like a beast. “When she burns, creation itself burns!”



My stomach twisted. I tossed my head around, looking for someone to save me. I spotted Dr. Suresh Narang, one of the young doctors who worked at Brown's Free Clinic. The Indian man roared with the rest.



“No, no, you know me!” I screamed.



“BURN! BURN! BURN!” roared the mob. “BURN! BURN! BURN!”



They chanted my death as I was pushed to the stairs. The Preacher stood tall. He looked like a fanatic. A religious zealot with his long, dark hair. An evil Jesus. A reborn David Koresh. He threw his arms wide.



Flanking him were two women. One was busty, her skin dusky and hair black as midnight. She stood tall like a tower thrust into the air, her smile brimming with wild lust. With the thirst for destruction.



The other woman was pale as death. Her face milky white and her hair midnight black. She almost looked like a waif, delicate and ephemeral. She smiled with cold passion, her hands rubbing at the crotch of leather pants she wore.



“BUILD THE PYRE!” roared the Preacher.



The madwoman pushed me down to my knees before him. She knelt beside me and rubbed her cheek into the jeans the Preacher wore like a cat greeting her owner. Then she looked up and panted like a bitch in heat.



“You did wonderfully, Dianna,” he said, stroking her hair. “Tonight, you shall lie with me in Paradise.”



She howled like a wolf at the moon.



Tears spilled down my cheeks as the followers built the pyre. I was dead. They would burn me. The world had gone insane. Why had that homeless man ever given me this damned card? Why had he cursed me with it?



~~*~~



Eudoxia Dikastis



“What do you see?” I asked, standing in my chambers on the third floor of the Superior Courthouse, staring at the window I couldn't see. The shouts of the mob roared beneath.



“Madness,” said the Fool. Arthur's dirty stench filled my office. A homeless man chosen by the universe like I was. A man on the edge of despair—broken and crushed by society who then lived on the margins—had been given the power of choosing everyone's roles.



Everyone but mine.



A blind judge given Judgement and a homeless man given Fool. We were outsiders of the contest. The Emperor and the Hierophant squared off. The Strength made his choice on who to serve, bringing Temperance and Justice with him to the Emperor's cause. That boded well for Charles.



But the Hierophant had the World. He sought to burn her. To unmake everything. Maybe that was the fate of the World. As it said in Ecclesiastes, there was a time for everything. A time to sow, a time to reap. A time to be born, and a time to die.



What choice faced the world? To be born into a second chance under Charles's guidance or to be destroyed under the Preacher's?



“Have you made your judgment yet?” asked the Fool.



“No,” she said. “I am not sure which side is the more worthy yet. Not all the evidence has been brought before me.” I gripped my card, Judgement, staring at my window and seeing nothing.



And yet I saw everything.



“And what do you think Chance will do, Eudoxia?” the Fool asked.



A smile crossed my lips. “Try to take it all for himself. Steal away my verdict and upturn all of creation. He might succeed. All forces have to be respected. Order. Faith. Chaos. Change. Life. Hope. Madness. Joy. Self-Control. Conflict. Temptation. Strength, Justice. Destruction. Judgement. Wisdom. Love. Guidance. Counsel. Foresight. Even Foolishness. All of it makes up the World. All of it can make a change for good or ill.”



I would have to wait and see how it played out. Something momentous had happened. The Emperor had the love of eight.



Would it be enough to stand up to the power of War barreling down on him?



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Sultry Lovers!





If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!










Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Sultry Lovers”




Mai and Amanda kissed as I did. Their naked bodies pressed tight. They shared their love for each other. Deep and powerful. They shared the Lovers card because of it. Amanda's breasts piled into Mai's tits. It was such a beautiful sight to witness. I lowered my hand as they moaned, their lips flashing with their passion.



“Damn,” I groaned. “You two have to share that sweet sugar with me.”



They broke the kiss, a thin strand of saliva connecting their mouths for a moment. Then it broke. They stared at me with such hunger. They were ready to anoint me in their love. They grabbed my arms and pulled me towards them. I groaned in delight, my cock pressing between their bodies as they both pulled me into their kiss.



Their lips on mine. The three of us kissing. Sharing in our passion and lust. It was a form of love. All aspects of its power were needed. I shuddered, my desire for them throbbing. They were the most beautiful women I had ever enjoyed.



And they were lesbians, which made this all the sweeter.



I broke the kiss. “Goddamn! Let's do this!”



I sank to the ground, lying on the hard-packed dirt. Squirming to get comfortable, my two women straddled me. Amanda stood over my head, her shaved twat gleaming above me. Lines of pussy juices ran down her thighs towards my face. I smacked my lips, eager for those cunts to settle on me.



Mai lowered to my cock. She grabbed it with her delicate fingers and raised it. The curls of her black bush brushed the tip, caressing the spongy crown with her silky delight. A moment later, her pussy lips kissed my dick.



“Yes,” I groaned right before Amanda's cunt planted on my mouth.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Diana Fengari:
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Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
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Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card. Captured by the Preacher who intends to burn her.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A former devotee of the Hierophant, she has betrayed the Preacher and chosen to be Charles's eighth woman in truth. Receives the Hermit Card.
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Chance



I strolled into the construction site, my two women on my arms. Mai and Amanda sauntered with me. I could feel the pulsing power that had been unveiled. This was my chance to steal it for myself. Why let the Emperor and the Hierophant claim it?



The World would burn or be enlightened. I didn't want either.



I wanted the World to be fun. It would be my paradise. A place where chance and fate and luck would be wild. Where nothing would be predictable. It would be savage and beautiful all at the same time.



The others were fighting over the World, but the true power was here, waiting to be claimed. You just had to be protected. You had to be girded in the strongest force in the universe. A power that could be wielded for good or ill. That brought out the best and worst in mankind. Like a coin flip.



You never have any idea what it will do to you.



You just have to experience it to know that.



I had to anoint myself in love.



Good thing I had love with me. The Lovers were here to anoint me in their passion. Two sexy women who loved each other and, inexplicably, loved me. They didn't get why they loved me. I didn't fucking get it. That was life, right?



Who you loved was out of your control.



“You sure this will work?” Mai asked.



“'Course it will,” I said with complete confidence. We descended into the excavated hole for the skyscraper's building that they were erecting here. Some steel and glass monolith that was going to make the world a little more ugly. “I'm gonna take this game for myself.”



“They won't come?” Amanda asked. The busty redhead glanced down at the hole, the silvery light that had erupted from it to erect the dome glowed out of it. One of the backhoes, the one that had unleashed it, parked beside it. “Won't they feel this?”



“Naw,” I said. Every step brought us closer and closer to my destiny. “Those two idiots are distracted. Charles and the Preacher are going to war. They won't even notice what I'm doing here.”



“I hope you're right, Chance,” Mai said.



“When have I ever been wrong?” I asked, our shoes crunching on the hard-packed dirt. We reached the bottom of the pit. “You just relax.”



“Hard to say that,” Amanda muttered. “I can feel the power in there. It's immense.”



“Good thing I have you two.” I slid my hands down their lower backs to squeeze their asses through their miniskirts. Amanda had a plumper ass, but Mai had a nice handful. The hole drew nearer and nearer. I had no doubts that I could do this. We reached the hole.



A silver pool gleamed at the bottom of the hole, the energy to change reality. It wasn't just enough for Charles or the Preacher to claim the World. They had to be Judged. They didn't know that, but which one would win, well, who fucking cared?



I was stealing it for myself. I could break the rules.



“That's it?” Mai whimpered. “I can feel it pulsing. It has so much potential in it. That's... that's the source of everything.”



“Yep,” I said. “Whatever you wanna call it. God, Gaia, the Flying Purple People Eater. It's unbridled potential, ain't it?” I gave their asses a hard squeeze. “Mmm, now be a good pair of delights and get naked for your lucky Chance.”



Amanda shrugged. “If he thinks he can do it, then let's bathe him in our cream. Anoint him in our love, Mai.”



“Yes,” Mai groaned, the Japanese woman looked at Amanda, desire flashing across Mai's delicate face. She was petite. Her long, black hair falling down her back. The pair pulled away from me. It wasn't the most romantic spot in the world.



In the dirt beside the power of the universe.



But, fuck it, you could have love anywhere.



Mai pulled off her tube top. Her small breasts came into view, little mounds topped by dusky-brown nipples. They were so fetching. The Japanese beauty then unzipped her skirt and let it drop to the ground. A thick, black bush dripped with her desire.



I groaned.



Amanda stripped on the other side of me. Her top flew off and then she reached behind her and undid her bra. Her red hair fell about her face, her green eyes twinkling. She winked at me then whipped off her bra, her large tits falling out. They were such a gorgeous pair. My dick throbbed as she unzipped her skirt. It fell down her thighs and fluttered to the ground.



Her shaved pussy lips gleamed with her passion.



I yanked off my torn t-shirt, throwing it to the ground. I licked my lips, brushing my goatee. Mai reached out and stroked the tattoo on my chest. Four Aces of Spades, an impossible hand unless you were me. I kicked off my worn shoes and then shoved down my old jeans. My cock popped out, hard and ready.



This was the time. I could feel it. Through my Wheel of Fortune card, I had manipulated probability in this area. I had ensured that the Preacher and Charles would come to blows just when it was time for me to seize the power for myself.



Fuck the game. Fuck the rules. We were doing things my way.



I glanced back and could just see the courthouse. I could feel Judgement watching me. She was up there, that blind bitch, standing by impassively. She could do nothing to stop me. She had no control over me. I flipped her off and laughed.



Mai and Amanda kissed as I did. Their naked bodies pressed tight. They shared their love for each other. Deep and powerful. They shared the Lovers card because of it. Amanda's breasts piled into Mai's tits. It was such a beautiful sight to witness. I lowered my hand as they moaned, their lips flashing with their passion.



“Damn,” I groaned. “You two have to share that sweet sugar with me.”



They broke the kiss, a thin strand of saliva connecting their mouths for a moment. Then it broke. They stared at me with such hunger. They were ready to anoint me in their love. They grabbed my arms and pulled me towards them. I groaned in delight, my cock pressing between their bodies as they both pulled me into their kiss.



Their lips on mine. The three of us kissing. Sharing in our passion and lust. It was a form of love. All aspects of its power were needed. I shuddered, my desire for them throbbing. They were the most beautiful women I had ever enjoyed.



And they were lesbians, which made this all the sweeter.



I broke the kiss. “Goddamn! Let's do this!”



I sank to the ground, lying on the hard-packed dirt. Squirming to get comfortable, my two women straddled me. Amanda stood over my head, her shaved twat gleaming above me. Lines of pussy juices ran down her thighs towards my face. I smacked my lips, eager for those cunts to settle on me.



Mai lowered to my cock. She grabbed it with her delicate fingers and raised it. The curls of her black bush brushed the tip, caressing the spongy crown with her silky delight. A moment later, her pussy lips kissed my dick.



“Yes,” I groaned right before Amanda's cunt planted on my mouth.



Her sweet juices coated my face. I licked through her folds, loving the taste of her. I stared at her plump ass and the heart tramp stamp she had above it. It was perfect. I licked through her delightful folds as Mai's cunt engulfed my cock.



I groaned as she sank inch after inch of her pussy down my dick. I moaned into Amanda's twat. I licked at her as Mai swallowed my cock. My shaft throbbed in her juicy cunt. Her cream soaked me as she moaned out her pleasure.



“Oh, fuck, yes,” Amanda moaned. “Mmm, Mai, let's cum all over him.”



“Yes, Amanda!” Mai groaned, her pussy clenching about my dick.



It was such a treat to enjoy my two lesbians. I loved their cunts on my face and around my cock. I licked at Amanda's sweet twat, lapping at her with hunger. My tongue caressed through her folds. She tasted so good.



So fucking good.



Then Mai slid her cunt up my dick. I growled my pleasure, loving that delight. That wonderful sensation of her pussy sliding up my cock. I groaned, loving the pleasure of this moment. It was intense. Amazing.



Fantastic.



My tongue plunged into Amanda's cunt. I swirled around in her. She moaned, her passion echoing through the empty construction site. The power of the universe pulsed with her moan, resonating with her power.



The Lovers unleashed their love.



Mai's cunt worked up and down my dick. She rode me, gripping me with that silky snatch. Her pussy felt amazing around my cock. I groaned, savoring every second of her hot cunt worshiping my shaft.



I moaned into Amanda's pussy, my tongue plundering her sweet depths. Her plump rump clenched before my face. She moaned and gasped, grinding her shaved twat on my hungry lips. Pussy cream ran over my chin and down my cheeks.



She was a gusher.



“Oh, fuck, Chance,” she whimpered, her red hair dancing down her back. “That's it. That's fucking it. Love my pussy.”



“Yes, yes, love her pussy, Chance,” moaned Mai. Her pussy shifted around my cock. She must be leaning forward, changing the way her cunt felt as she rode me. I shuddered, my dick throbbing in her snatch.



“Mai!” Amanda moaned. “Mmm, you just love my big boobs, don't you?”



“Who don't?” I growled into her pussy. My tongue thrust into her cunt. I licked at her. Lapped at her. “You got the best-damned knockers, Amanda.”



“She does!” Mai purred, her voice muffled by those breasts.



I loved it. My dick throbbed in Mai's pussy as she must be motorboating her face into Amanda's tits. Just rubbing her face back and forth between those big boobs. I loved the picture as I feasted on Amanda's cunt.



I licked through her folds. I brushed over her clit. She moaned, her butt-cheeks clenching. Her sweet juices spilled down my tongue and coated my taste buds. It was a fantastic thing to enjoy. I loved the taste of her. The texture. The feel.



My orgasm swelled in my nuts as these two women loved me. They were amazing. I groaned, savoring the way Mai's cunt rode my dick and Amanda's bald twat ground across my lips. They loved me. Each other.



Power thrummed in the air.



It built and built between us. I groaned, loving this sensation. It would be explosive. It would burst from us. My balls tensed. They brimmed with cum. It would burst out of me and flood Mai's cunt. I growled, aching to give them my love.



A naughty, wet suckling began.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Amanda moaned. “Ooh, Mai, suck that nipple.”



“Yes,” I growled, aching to do some suckling of my own.



I latched my mouth onto Amanda's clit. I suckled on her bud. I nursed on her pearl. I loved the feel of it between my lips. Her cunt juices spilled over my chin and face. She grew wetter and hotter. I loved it.



Mai's pussy gripped me. As she nursed on Amanda's nipple, Mai's cunt worked up and down me. Massaged me. The ache swelled at the tip of my dick. That explosive burst. I growled around Amanda's clit, coming closer and closer to cumming.



Closer and closer to being anointed with their love.



“Oh, my fucking god!” Amanda howled. “Yes!”



Her pussy juices gushed from her cunt and bathed my mouth. At the same moment, Mai's cunt slammed down my dick and went wild. Her pussy convulsed around me, cream flooding out to anoint my crotch. As their passion spilled from them, I growled and erupted.



The earth shook. The rumbling shook fences. Something crashed to the ground. I gripped Amanda's thighs and kept drinking her pussy juices as the very world quaked.



My cock spurted cum into Mai's spasming pussy as the power was unleashed. Glass shattered. Stone groaned. The earth moaned while our love and lust burned around us. The Lovers bathed me in their feminine passion. They coated me with their power. I bucked beneath them, drinking it in.



Another powerful earthquake rocked the world. The ground heaved beneath me, but I held on. My women gasped and moaned as an avalanche of stones crashed down nearby, spilling into the pit. I kept enjoying their passion.



“Chance!” my two women moaned.



Then their lips smacked together. They were kissing each other, loving each other and me. Mai's pussy writhed around my dick. She milked out my cum. She drank it all down as their love coated me. Warded me.



“Amanda! Mai!” I howled.



The world shook a third time. Another powerful quake rocked reality. Something heavy crashed to the ground. Wood snapped. Birds screamed in terror. The war was underway. It was time for me to enter.



I fired the last blast of my cum into Mai's pussy.



My women slid off of me. Buzzing in rapture, I rose. Pussy cream dripped down my chin and soaked my goatee. More drenched my black bush. I ran a hand through my messy hair and moved to the hole.



“You're mine, fucker!” I whooped.



~~*~~



Joan Clark



I burst naked into the crowded streets before the Acadia Apartments. The moment Rashimi had told me her vision, I had bolted from Ester's apartment. Rashimi had been eating my pussy, needing the power of my High Priestess card, the power of wisdom, to settle an unease in her guts.



Was Yoko really Charles's?



“Connal!” I shouted, my blonde hair swaying down my back. My small breasts quivered. People stared at me in shock. “Connal! Where the fuck is Connal?”



“Joan!” Ester darted over from where she was talking with a group of women, giving them hope with the power of her Star card. The slender girl, her silvery-blonde hair flowing behind her, rushed up. “What's wrong?”



“Do you know where Connal is?” I asked.



“He's over here!” Amanda shouted. The busty and golden hair blonde bounced on the street corner of 19th Avenue and 3rd Street right before the Liquor Store.



I darted to her and she pointed down the street to the barricade of cars that we had erected at the intersection at 20th Avenue a block away to protect our territory. Fear squeezed my stomach. This was so bad.



“Connal!” I shouted, running down the block.



The burly, red-haired man turned from where he was talking with the men at the sight. He jogged towards me. He was tall and strong with a broad smile. A stable sort of guy. Someone you could count on. He was Charles's friend and in charge of security.



“What is it?” Aurora asked, standing beside me.



“It's bad,” Rashimi panted. She came up beside me, her face still sticky with my pussy cream.



“Bad?” squeaked Ester.



Connal reached us, a look of concern on his face. He glanced at us, arching his eyebrow in question.



“We have a big problem,” I said. “Yoko is leading Charles into a trap. She's the Preacher's woman. Not his. She's a traitor!”



“She's the Hermit,” Rashimi said. “The Guide, unless her card is reversed. Then she's treachery. The person you trust to lead you to safety but she really pushes you off the cliff.”



“Fuck,” groaned Connal.



“Officer Donnelly is coming for him,” Rashimi added.



Connal whirled and started barking orders. Joan just hoped it wasn't too late for Charles. It couldn't be too late.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I pulled up my jeans, the sounds of the mob shouting outside had my stomach curdling. Yoko had betrayed me, but I had won her back. Did it matter now? Officer Donnelly and her fanatics were out there. The Preacher had the World and he would take me out of the game.



Michiko, Lucy, and Yoko were all scrambling to their feet, too, the women naked. I zipped up my jeans, wanting to say something to comfort them, but then Officer Donnelly strode through the shattered door of the house.



She looked wild. A beast. My heart pounded in my chest at the sight of her in her cop's uniform, blood soaking the blue fabric. More crimson dripped from the end of the saber she held in her right hand. She had a wild look in her eyes.



A mad gleam.



She licked her lips. “Mmm, Charles, isn't this a delicious sight? No more pretending. No more playing.”



“Thank the Preacher for me for sending one of his whores, but I'll pass on fucking you. Don't know what diseases are crawling around that rotten snatch.”



Fury spilled across Officer Donnelly's face.



I went to bring up my hands and ball them up. I had been in fights before. I had battered my fists into others. Brawled. I was a construction worker. But before I could do that, Yoko kissed me. Her lips melted on mine, wet with Lucy's sweet pussy juices.



Power flowed into me. A taste of the Hermit: guidance. I shuddered as suddenly instincts screamed at me.



I threw back Yoko. She gasped, stumbling from me. She almost fell over, but she managed to grab herself and keep herself from falling. At the same moment, I threw myself back and dodged Officer Donnelly's sword as it blurred in at me. It almost took my left arm off. She hissed with rage that she had missed me.



I growled and danced back, my heart pounding in my chest. I had known to dodge the sword
 before
 she had struck. Yoko's love had guided me. She had submitted to me, choosing the right side, and spat in the face of the Preacher.



“What did you do?” hissed Officer Donnelly.



“Helped my man,” Yoko answered. “The Preacher is rotten and poison. We're fools for following that madman!”



“You bitch!” Office Donnelly snarled. “You treacherous, feckless whore! You betrayed Salvation for a fucking dick?”



She thrust at Yoko to run her through, but I was already moving. My hand shot out and grabbed Officer Donnelly by the wrist. I held her tight as she gasped, her blade stopped an inch from Yoko's naked belly. My woman gasped and stumbled back.



My fist slammed into the cop's face.



Her head snapped back, her wrist jerked out of my grip as she stumbled back. She shook her head, blinking her eyes. Then she spat blood. A tooth landed on the ground. Her eyes flashed up to me. They were green and wild. A mad smile spread on her lips, stained with her crimson.



“Kill them!” she roared and slashed at me.



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



I stood pantless as the mob roared. Through the shattered window of the World's living room, I saw the horde surging in at us. There were so many of them. They all wanted to kill us. They surged over the lawn, rushing at us.



Lucy hugged me from behind. The busty redhead shot a hand down my stomach and plunged between my thighs. I shuddered as she slid a finger into my bush and stroked my pussy lips. ”Show them some fire, baby.”



I had power. I could feel it radiating out of my Magician card. I was the adviser, of course, but I was also the possessor of esoteric secrets. I understood how the world worked and could manipulate it, bend the laws of reality with my knowledge.



The fire was heat. Temperature. Plasma. You excite molecules, and they heated up. Moved faster. The flames you saw were those exciting molecules glowing as they radiated thermal energy. The fire itself happened in the material, the rapid oxidation of the material. But to make flames, the plasma, I didn't need fire. I just had to make the gas molecules around us move faster.



The Nitrogen, Oxygen, Carbon Dioxide, and other trace gases in the atmosphere around us were all moving at different speeds. Some hardly moved at all and were very cold, some moved so fast they were blistering hot. But because the gas, on average, moved at a slow speed, the world felt pleasantly warm. A nice day for a human. Those outlier particles moving too fast or too slow were too minuscule to affect our bodies.



But if you got enough of them moving fast or slowed enough of them down, you would make the world hotter or colder.



As the mob rushed in at us, I made the air before them move
 very
 fast. Suddenly, it burst into plasma. The heat of it shimmered. Waving tongues of flame danced in the air. Bright white in the center, bleeding out to cooler oranges and reds on the outside. The grass withered and smoldered, oxidation happening for real there. The mob screamed as the barrier of flames cut us off.



It danced and eddied in the air, whipping tongues that reached up towards the sky. Sweat broke out across my forehead as I concentrated on it. Lucy purred behind me, her finger diddling my cunt as I worked my “magic” on the world.



“That's it,” cooed Lucy. “Keep those fucking cultists at bay.”



They retreated, screaming in fear.



“Why is the fire burning us?”



“We're supposed to be saved!”



“We haven't lost faith, Preacher! Defend us from the flames!”



I kept my focus. I kept those molecules moving fast. They radiated out their thermal energy. The heat spilled through the house, but that wasn't why the sweat brimmed on my forehead. I couldn't keep this up forever.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I threw back Yoko as Officer Donnelly rushed in at me, her saber a silver blur slicing through the air. I dodged and ducked her blade, stepping out of the way of it. I could see when it would come thanks to Yoko's guidance, but it was all I could do to avoid her attacks.



I had no opening to attack her. No chance to strike back.



She was skilled. She flowed like the saber was a part of her. It was her power, I realized. I could feel War bleeding off of her. The bloodlust. The need to strike down her enemy. She roared, blood gleaming on her lips.



I was a fighter, but she was War.



She had access to her power. It made her perfect in a fight. Unbeatable. That wasn't good. I had to dodge her attacks. Duck her blows. I spun around her, weaving to avoid being hit. I couldn't let her land a blow. I couldn't afford for her to hit me.



I had to be avoid everything that she threw at me. It was the only way that I would win. Unless...



I had power.



Could I use it?



Surviving wasn't enough. I had to beat her. Yoko's Guidance wouldn't last forever. My stamina wasn't unlimited. This wasn't sex with my harem. I was in great shape, but how long before fatigue would wind me. She was War. That wouldn't happen to her.



What was my power? Authority. The Emperor represented the pinnacle of the male hierarchy. Men naturally fell into it. We gave up our autonomy to a leader all the time. It was probably evolutionary. All those hunting parties of men needing to work in unison to take down a woolly mammoth with nothing but stone-tipped spears. That took coordination. Everyone had to follow the leader's plan. Men had roles to do. It didn't even have to be the same man for everything, just whoever the group felt was the best qualified to do it.



It could go wrong, of course. Petty men could use force to keep themselves in power, become dictators.



Right now, I had that power. I had the idea of masculine leadership brimming in me.



“STOP!” I commanded, drawing on my card and throwing out power.



Officer Donnelly gasped as she froze, unprepared for my authority to slam into her. Her eyes widened as her slashing blow halted. Her body shook as she fought against my sudden command. I didn't hesitate, though. I rushed in and slammed a powerful blow into her solar plexus.



She doubled over, coughing and wheezing. She stumbled back, struggling to regain her breath. I rushed in to batter my fist into her face. To unleash my physical strength on her. I would knock her unconscious and...



I threw myself back moments before her sword slashed up at me, missing me by inches. She spat out in fury and glanced at Yoko. I could see the shift in Officer Donnelly's posture. She knew who gave me the power to dodge her attacks.



“You bitch!” Officer Donnelly screamed and then she attacked me.



To dodge it, I had to go to my left. As I did, I realized my mistake. The sword wasn't really going to hit me. It was to drive me away and leave the opening for her to rush at Yoko. Officer Donnelly, wheezing from my blow, still had the strength to rush at Yoko.



“Fuck!” I snarled.



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



Officer Donnelly rushed at me. There was no indecision on her face. No pain that she had to cut down someone she “loved.” It clicked in my mind that none of the women in the Preacher's harem really loved each other. They were all just enthralled by him.



They played at loving each other because it made him happy to have his whores.



Charles and his women were different. In that moment, I knew that I had made the right decision. Charles was turning, lunging, but he would be too late. I didn't have the skill to dodge this attack. The blade slashed down at me.



I had betrayed Charles and led him into this mess. It was right that I should pay. I was guilty. I deserved this. I didn't deserve happiness with his women. Not after what I had done. This was my penance.



A hand grabbed my arm, fingers wet and sticky, and yanked me back hard. I gasped and stumbled. The sword slashed down where I stood, missing me by inches. Lucy surged in. The redheaded bartender had saved my life.



“Fucking pig!” she roared and slammed her fist into Officer Donnelly's face.



The cop's head snapped back. She reeled back two steps; her eye squeezed shut. She roared and slashed her saber at Lucy, but the devilish bartender didn't flinch. I caught my balance, about to scream out in warning, but Charles seized Officer Donnelly from behind. He yanked her around by her sword arm, glaring at her.



“You won't hurt my women,” he spat.



Officer Donnelly thrust a knee up at his groin. He growled and twisted back to avoid having his nuts cracked. She wrenched her arm from his grip and slashed at him. He leaped back, avoiding getting cut by the saber.



“It really doesn't matter,” Officer Donnelly said with righteous madness. Conviction blazed in her words. “The Preacher has the World. The pyre is being built. She's about to burn!”



I gasped. That was right. Horror twisted my stomach. Because of what I had done, the World was in danger. We couldn't let that happen. It had to be stopped. I was filled with Charles's seed. He had super-powered the power of my Hermit card. I closed my eyes and saw the truth of it. The World, that gorgeous Hispanic woman, was being held by Dianna while the mad followers of the Preacher built the pyre to burn her.



“You have to get to her, Charles!” I screamed. “It's not too late, but you have to go now.”



“How?” he growled, dodging back through the living room towards a dining room. A hallway led off to his right into the back of the house.



“You can't escape me!” snarled Officer Donnelly. She thrust her sword at Charles's chest.



From the hallway, a silver sword thrust out and caught it, parrying the blade. Officer Donnelly gasped in shock. The blades rattled together. Then the silver sword yanked back. Officer Donnelly snarled and stepped before the hallway.



A fist burst out into view and slammed into her face. The cop flew across the living room and crashed into the wall. She slid to the ground. Two figures stepped out of the hallway. Connal and Adalet, the silver sword held in the Turkish woman's hand.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“Bitch is mine, Charles!” growled Connal as he rushed after the woman he just sent flying across the room.



“Yours, man,” I panted.



“Charles!” Yoko shouted. “Hurry! There's a way to get to the World and save her! But you have to go right now!”



I rushed to Yoko and scooped her up in my arms. I pulled her to me and kissed her hard on the mouth. Her lips melted to mine. They felt so wonderful against mine. As she kissed me, knowledge flowed through me.



A route to get to the World.



It was seared on my mind, like I had a mini-map in a video game with arrows that showed me the way through the level. A waypoint system. It burned through my mind with such clarity. My limbs were animated.



Yoko broke the kiss. “Go! We'll be fine! Connal and Adalet are here. You're the only one who can save her, Charles!”



“I love you,” I told Yoko.



She beamed at me. “I'm glad you won me over. I was on the wrong side. An idiot.”



“We all make dumb decisions.”



I turned and ran for the back of the house, heading down the hallway that Connal and Adalet had appeared from. It led to a kitchen with an open sliding glass door. A small, fenced in backyard lay beyond, the edges crowded with flowers, a bird fountain in the center and several bird feeders dotted around it.



I ran across the lawn and leaped at the chain-link fence. I grabbed the metal wires woven together. And climbed up it with ease. It creaked beneath me. I leaped over it and landed in the backyard. Another sliding glass door was open. Connal and Adalet must have gone through this way. How'd they know to do this?



I just ran into the house, another brownstone like the one I'd left with nearly the same floor plan. I barreled down the hallway and out the open front door. I burst out onto 21st Avenue and went left on the sidewalk. I charged north, White Street ahead where this road ended. A row of brownstones faced me. I went left at White Street, cutting across the road at a diagonal and hitting the corner with 20th Avenue. A broader one that ran north up past Our Lady of Heaven, my construction site, and then ended at Browns Boulevard and the Superior Courthouse. A mob filled the street before it.



I ran past the barricade my men had set up at White and 20th, ignoring their calls as I raced north up 20th. I quickly crossed 4th Street, passing another of the barricades, then and racing alongside the church. My arms pumped, my heart pounding. The route I had to follow glowed in my mind.



It dragged me on.



I crossed 3rd Street, passing another barricade. More shouts from my men as I kept running bay. Now I was racing beside the construction site. The chain-link fence, covered in canvas to shield the sight from watchers, pulsed with power. I could feel that hole I had opened in the ground that had unleashed the dome.



I itched to go in there, to seize the power, but it wasn't the time. I wasn't worthy of it. Not yet. Not if I couldn't protect the World from the fire. I had to save her from burning.



I slowed to a walk midway down the construction site and cut across 20th Avenue. I was half-a-block from the mob. They were in a frenzy, none of them noticing me. I slipped into the alley that ran behind Knave's Deli. I didn't know why, but the route had me going around the deli to reach Browns Boulevard.



By the time I stepped onto Browns Boulevard, I had strolled like I belong. I moved casually and reached the edge of the mob. They were building a pyre in the middle of the street, right before the courthouse entrance where the Preacher stood with several of his women around him, including my coworker Magdalene, the gorgeous flagger. Lorelei, the pale-faced biker chick who worked at the Liquor Store was on the other side.



They were watching the construction of the pyre. The fanatics roared, cheering it on. They were eager to burn an innocent woman to death for the Preacher. They thought they would find salvation by murdering the World?



I moved forward, following the route Yoko gave me, trusting her.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



Officer Donnelly recovered from slamming into the wall faster than I thought. Her eye swollen, nose broken, and her smile bloody, she slashed at me with her saber. It slammed down at me to cut me in half.



Adalet slid up beside me and caught the sword with her slender, silver blade. Justice had arrived to put a stop to the madness of war. My wife knocked back the blade. I swung a hard fist at Officer Donnelly to break her skull.



She dodged and slashed, forcing me to retreat. Her blade slammed down and crashed into my wife's saber, knocking back Adalet's sword. In a blur, Officer Donnelly then slashed at me in a blur of motion. I retreated through the living room, gaining more space to maneuver. My wife's face twisted with righteous fury as she slid before the mad cop and blocked blow after blow. Their weapons rang together, steely blows that echoed through the room.



“Fuck,” I growled as they traded blows. They clanged together. Sparks flared from the contact. I went in to punch the bitch.



A thrusting saber nearly ran through my guts. Cursing, I retreated. I had to get my weapon. Officer Donnelly was too good. She was wild, her red hair flying behind her as her sword hacked through the air. She laughed and kicked out.



Adalet stumbled back and hit the ground.



“Fuck!” I snarled.



I spotted a floor lamp, a long pole of metal with a shade on top. The bottom base would have concrete in it to give it ballast to keep it from being top heavy. I grabbed it and swung it at Officer Donnelly.



She jumped back from impaling my wife. As Adalet scrambled to her feet, I rushed in and swung the improvised weapon. It hurtled for Officer Donnelly's head. She ducked low, letting it flow past her. Then she slammed her saber down into it before I could recover and swing again.



She cut off the top third of it, the heavy base falling to the floor.



The weapon felt light and flimsy now. Officer Donnelly rushed in, slashing and cutting off another third of it. Then she was slashing at my face. I cursed, throwing the useless to the ground and jumping back. Yoko and Lucy shouted encouragements as the saber flew at me.



Adalet came in from the right. She parried the next attack, catching it on her blade. I saw my opening. I rushed in and grabbed Donnelly's wrist. I held her tight, wrenching her sword arm up into the air, fury beating through me.



I didn't see the kick.



The point of Officer Donnelly's boots rammed into my nuts. Pain exploded through my balls. Crushed, the agony slammed through me. It was so intense, I dropped to my knees, screaming out my pain. Darkness washed across my vision.



I had never felt something so painful in my life. So intense.



I had been hit in the nuts, but it wasn't like this. I could scarcely breathe. I sucked in breaths, struggling to regain my composure. That had not just happened. She had not just kicked me so hard in the nuts that I had nearly passed out from the pain.



As I struggled to stand, Adalet and Officer Donnelly traded blows. Their swords crashed together. My wife flowed with grace, attacking with the righteousness of her cause. Officer Donnelly only had her rage. Her bloodlust. She slashed hard at my wife, looking to cut off her head. I grunted as I gained my feet.



It happened so fast. A blur of motion, swords colliding, sliding around each other, and then Adalet's was knocked wide while Officer Donnelly's thrust forward. Like she had plunged her blade into water, she slid easily into my wife's guts and punched out her back.



“NOOOOO!” I roared in fury as Adalet stumbled back.



She slid off of Officer Donnelly's blade and fell to the ground, blood soaking through her blouse. Her sword vanished in a burst of silver motes.



“BITCH!”



I rushed in at the cop, fury animating my limbs, but her damned sword slashed at me before I could close the distance. She lunged and hacked, driving me back across the living room. Farther and farther from my Adalet.



Lucy fell to her knees by Adalet, putting her hands over the wound. Blood spilled around her fingers. She stared down at my wife, speaking to her. I couldn't hear anything over the roar of fury. I had to find a weapon. The sword slashed and hacked at me.



I passed a dining room chair. I was pressed against the wall between a pair of shelves. Why, I didn't know. I grabbed it and swung it at the bitch who hurt my wife. Her sword slashed into the wood, cutting through the shaped dowels that made up the back. Wood clattered to the floor. I shoved the chair at her and slammed it into her face.



She stumbled back. Her sword hacked at the chair, catching on the seat. It bound there. Her weapon got stuck in the thick wood. I threw it to the side, wrenching her sword out of position and rushed into her guard.



I grabbed her wrist in my right hand while my left crushed about her throat. I squeezed tight about her, staring into her eyes. Madness gleamed in them. She grinned at me, one of her front teeth missing, blood coating the rest.



“You
 hurt
 her!” I growled, fury rising in me. My Adalet was dying.



Officer Donnelly laughed, bloody spittle flew from her lips and rained over my face. It splashed hot on my features. I growled, wiping it away. Such fury beat in my breast. It pounded there, this furious rhythm that would have me battering through any and everything to save her.



This woman mocked my pain. She had no fear. She slammed her knee up to knee me in the balls, but I was ready for her. My Strength endured her blows. My hand tightened about her throat, cutting off her laughter.



She stared at me without fear. A fanatic.



I gripped her neck hard. I seized the power of my card. Strength restrained. Held back until the right moment. Bound and controlled. I stared into her eyes, into the evil of Officer Donnelly's soul, and I twisted.



The loud pop echoed through the air.



Her body went limp in my hand. Suddenly, I held her dead weight. Her sword hit the floor and vanished. She stared at me with glossy eyes, that mad smile fixed on her lips. I released her and let her corpse fall to the floor.



Fear for Adalet surged through me. I rushed to her, my heart pounding a mile a minute in my chest. It battered at me with such force. She had to be okay. I had to get her to Sakina. She could save my Adalet's life.



Christ, there was so much blood.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I slipped into the screaming crowd, Yoko's guidance blazing in my mind. I knew just how I had to move to slip through the fanatics. Not to jostle them. For them to notice that I wasn't screaming with the same fervor that they did.



As I moved through them, I could see her. The World. They had stripped her naked, her lush form exposed and vulnerable. The Hispanic woman looked around in fright, her hair whipping about her. She searched for her savior as more wood was thrown on the pyre.



“Here,” I said to a woman bringing up a piece of wood. It was thick, a hefty 2x4. I took it from her. “I'll do it.”



“Yes, yes, we have to burn her and find salvation!”



“Find salvation,” I repeated and held my... weapon.



Yoko had given me everything I needed to sneak through here and save the World.



I slipped forward, coming closer and closer. Dianna held the World. I recognized the woman who had tried to kidnap Ester the other night. Tried to drag my Star to join the Preacher's harem. Officer Donnelly had stepped up and said she would take care of Dianna.



I never thought for a moment that the cop was one of the Preacher's. I had seen her lurking around him, but I thought she was there to keep an eye on the fanatic. Not because she was on her knees worshiping him.



I moved through the last few people, my faith in Yoko absolute. She had lied to me, but she had seen her mistake. She wanted redemption; I would give it to her. Human beings had to be better than this mob around me. These religious zealots prepared to burn a woman to death.



It was insane. Disgusting. I wanted nothing to do with them.



I wanted a future of peace. Love. Respect. Where humans helped each other and didn't tear each other down. My followers were building a community. What was the Preacher doing? He was building a bonfire.



Dianna breathed in. She let out a growl, her head whipping around to face me just as I stepped up to the pyre. Wild madness burst in her blue eyes. She snarled and lunged at me like a feral beast and not a woman.



I slammed my weapon down into her face just as Yoko guidance suggested.



The wood slammed into the madwoman's skull. It burst in half, throwing her whimpering to the ground. The crowd gasped, confused. They recoiled back from what was happening. They looked at me in shock, unable to comprehend what I was doing.



It gave me the opening to flee.



“You!” the World breathed.



I scooped her naked body up in my arms the way a groom would his bride. I turned and barreled into the woman from whom I had taken the wood. She flew back out of my way. I charged forward, holding the most precious thing in the world in my arms.



“KILL HIM!”



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



My shout echoed over my followers as I pointed at Charles. The Emperor had walked right into the midst of my power? How had he escaped Officer Donnelly? My Chariot had him cornered, didn't he? I reached out to her with my powers and...



Nothing.



She was dead. Gone. Her soul lost. Her power fled.



Fury swelled through me. He had murdered one of my women and now stole the World.



“KILL HIM AND RIP HIM TO PIECES!”



My followers surged at him, all reaching to grab him and rend him to pieces, but somehow he slipped through their grasp. He dodged and weaved and traveled a perfect path through them like he had been guided.



“YOKO!” I growled. “You feckless bitch! You
 betrayed
 me!”



“Preacher!” Magdalene gasped. She stepped before me, her black hair spilling about her dusky face. She cupped my cheeks and kissed me.



She drew on my power. I gifted her spirituality. It infused her. Swept through her. She groaned and then she turned to face the fleeing Charles. Power surged out of her. My Tower, the power of destruction, unleashed her devastation.



An earthquake shook the ground. My followers were thrown off their feet. Telephone poles swayed. One snapped and crashed to the ground. I laughed as my Tower unleashed her fury upon the fleeing Charles.



~~*~~



Lucy Neri



I held my hand over Adalet's stomach.



“Just stay with me,” I told her, staring down at the brave woman. Her blood spilled over my fingers, soaking my hand. “Just stay with me. Life is too sweet to let go of it now. You got that hunky Connal and that sexy Sakina to love.”



“I... do...” she wheezed, her brown face paling to a dusky gray. “I... I... have so much... want to do with them.”



“That's right,” I hissed. I couldn't heal her, but I could tempt her spirit. Keep her from succumbing to death.



Then Connal was there. He bent down and scooped her up in his arms. I had to pull my hand away, her blood flowing. I don't think I was doing much good. He held her and looked around.



“Out back!” Michiko shouted from where she stood. “I can't... keep up the fire... any longer.”



“Go!” Yoko gasped and grabbed Michiko's hand, pulling the Magician away.



The flames outside died. The mob roared and surged in.



I gained my feet and raced after Connal. He barreled down the hallway he had come from, holding his dying woman in his arms. I bounded naked after them, my big tits heaving. Michiko and Yoko, half-naked, rushed after. Connal burst into a kitchen and out an open sliding glass door. Charles had gone this way to save the World.



I hoped he succeeded.



Connal ran across the lawn and lowered his shoulder as he rushed at the chain-link fence. He didn't climb over it, he battered through it like he was the hulk. Metal wrenched and popped. The fence crashed down and he charged over it for the open back door of the next house.



I followed after, leaping over the downed fence. I landed on the grass, running after, Yoko and Michiko hot on my tail. The two Japanese women were shouting, but I couldn't understand them over the roar of the mob.



“THEY KILLED HER!” the mob howled. “THEY KILLED THE SAINT!”



That pig? A saint?



Right before I burst into the second house, I threw a look over my shoulder. The mob burst out the back door and spilled around the side of the World's house, wielding their improvised weapons. They surged across the lawn for the trampled fence.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I shouted and raced into the neighbor's house.



The ground shook.



I screamed as the earth rumbled. I stumble forward. Pots and pans fell out of shelves. Plates smashed on the floor. The walls waved. A crack burst through the drywall. What was happening? Fear hammered through my heart as I fell on my knees, the ground shaking too much for me to stand. The mob roared behind me.



The world was ending.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



The world shook.



I stumbled, almost falling over. I barely caught myself. The road bent and contorted. Asphalt snapped. A telephone pole crashed to the ground. I fought for my balance, the Preacher's fanatics roaring behind me.



I lurched forward, fighting to stay upright. The shaking groaned to a halt. Heart thundering, the World screaming in my arm, I lurched for the intersection of 20th Avenue. I had to race down it. Get to my people.



The earth shook again. Another quake struck the ground. I stumbled and fell to my knees this time. The ground rippled as waves of destruction rippled through the earth. It tore up the road, leaving the asphalt fractured. The windows of Knave's Deli, sitting on the corner of 20th, exploded, and then it collapsed. The structure fell in on itself in a burst of dust and debris.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I shouted.



“RUN!” screamed the World.



I gained my feet, stumbling towards 20th Avenue. A mighty groan split the earth and then a crack split across the road before me. Asphalt fell into the widening crevice. The mob roared behind me. I ran for it and jumped not knowing if I would clear it.



~~*~~



Chance



The world shaking around him and dripping in pussy cream, Chance stepped into the silvery light.



He bathed in the essence of the universe.



To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess

 
Harem 1)!
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Wild Hotties”




I was pushed back into a chair. Victoria pulled off one boot, Michiko the other. My socks followed and my jeans ripped down my body. Victoria suddenly sat on the armrest of the chair and smiled at me. She kissed me.



I groaned, savoring the feel of my Empress's lips on mine. My hands found her big breasts and I squeezed those lush mounds. She was the embodiment of nature and nurture. Of caring for plants, cultivating and growing them.



I felt her tender love.



Then a hand grabbed my cock. A mouth engulfed it. I groaned.



Victoria broke the kiss. I stared down to see Rashimi's lips around my dick. She suckled with hunger on me, bobbing her mouth up and down. I groaned and smiled, loving the feel of her wonderful lips about my dick. She felt amazing.



“Damn,” I groaned as she suckled with such hunger. She nursed on me. “That's great, Rashimi.”



“Mmm, she's just going to town on you,” Joan purred, her arm around Aurora's neck.



My women were pairing up. Lucy and Michiko were kissing. Joan buried her face between Aurora's big boobs. Ester and Yoko melted together, both grabbing the other's ass as they kissed in sapphic delight.



Tierra watched on, swallowing.



I played with Victoria's big boobs. They were such a delight to fondle. My left hand slid over her tits while my right went down her back and found her plump ass. I squeezed my Empress's rump. She purred in delight.



I groaned, Rashimi sucking hard. My seer bobbed with hunger. She suckled on me with all her might. I groaned, my face contorting with the ecstasy of her nursing. She felt amazing bobbing her head and working her mouth up and down my dick. She suckled with passion.



“Damn,” I groaned. “Oh, damn, that's good. That's really, really good.”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Characters




Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card and chooses who gets the others. Is working with Eudoxia.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him. He has entered the Source to claim it for himself.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and holds the Judgement Card. She gives the Fool the Cards and will Judge if the World shall live or die.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.
 Killed by Connal.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card.
 Rescued from the Preacher by Charles.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A former devotee of the Hierophant, she has betrayed the Preacher and chosen to be Charles's eighth woman in truth. Receives the Hermit Card.
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Yoko Uragiri



The earthquake shook the world.



I screamed as the brownstone house we were in groaned. A crack ripped through the wall, tearing the drywall apart, and then raced across the ceiling. Lucy fell before me, my naked lover landing on her hands and knees, her red hair flying about her. Connal, holding his dying wife Sakina, ran through the house ahead, desperate to get her back to our people.



To his other wife Adalet and her Temperance card.



Magdalene had unleashed her power. I could feel it. The destruction unleashed by the Tower card shook the world. Things had gone insane. Pots crashed to the floor as I tumbled to keep upright, Michiko screaming behind me. The growl of the earth and crash of masonry drowned out the howl of the mob chasing us.



Michiko and I reached Lucy, helping her stand. My bare feet slapped on the carpet. Pictures fell off the wall, glass frames crashing. We ran over the debris. A prick shot up my foot, but I kept running. It didn't matter. We had to go or we'd die.



The shaking stopped. Something groaned above. A loud boom. The house shook. We darted into the living room, the TV crashed to the ground. Connal was already out the front door. We ran to it. The house groaned. It was collapsing.



“Run, run, run!” Michiko shouted. We raced for the door. A wind swept over us. Dust engulfed us as we burst outside.



The brownstone house collapsed. We were in the small front yard, rushing to the sidewalk at 21st Avenue, Connal before us. Across the street, another row of brownstone groaned. Some of them collapsed from the stress, roofs caving in. Dust spilled out.



Connal went right and raced down the narrow road. Rows of cars had been disrupted, some of them turned sideways. Small cracks marred the asphalt from the force of the world shaking. The three of us ran after Connal, heading for White Street a half-block away.



My bare feet smacked on the concrete. This was all my fault. I had betrayed Charles. A spy and traitor sent to feed the Preacher information. I had been such an idiot. I had chosen the right side too late. I just hoped that the earth shaking meant Charles had grabbed the World out of the Preachers' grasp.



But his most dangerous women were with the Preacher. Magdalene possessing the Tower card, Dianna with the madness of the Moon card, and Lorelei with the dreadful Death card. They could do some real harm. Were doing real harm.



“BURN THEM!” roared behind us.



I threw a look to see the mob coming through other houses. They were still chasing us despite the earthquake, fanatics poisoned by the power of the Preacher. He held the Hierophant card, the ability to unleash the divine upon the world, the conduit to something greater. A cult leader. They had been promised paradise.



They wanted it.



“Run faster!” I shouted as the three of us turned left on White Street.



The mob was running down this quiet, residential road too. Some of them had run around the row of brownstones instead of through them. They were wielding their makeshift weapons, their fury lapping at my feet. But ahead of us down white Street was the barricade.



Charles's territory.



We had our people block off the streets around the Arcadia apartments. We formed a place of safety and refuge, of sanity and normalcy. The barricade was slightly askew, the defenders peering over, looking nervous.



But they saw us and waved us on.



Sakina was there. The Arabic girl was waving her arms, beckoning us on. We just had to cross 20th Avenue ahead to get to it. Hope surged through me. Men were manning the barricade ready to fight back and protect us.



The earth shook again.



The world groaned. The street lights swayed. One snapped and crashed to the ground across 20th avenue. Then a mighty crack split the air. A huge crack tore down 20th Avenue, the road yawning open and apart. I struggled to stay upright as horror crashed into me. We were cut off from the barricade.



And the mob was right behind us.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



Holding the World in my arms, I jumped.



I leaped over the crack that had ripped across 20th Avenue and into the ruins of Knave's Deli that had just collapsed. I was so close to escaping. The Preacher's fanatics screamed on my tail. He unleashed this devastation to stop me from saving the World.



I held her in my arms, a Hispanic woman whose face was pale with fear. She clung to me as I soared over the crack. I landed on the other side, my knees bursting with pain from the extra weight I held. I staggered on anyway.



I just had a block to go to reach 3rd Street and the barrier. My territory. I ran towards it, some of the cars piled in front knocked askew. My people were clambering over, glancing out to see the shouting. They saw me, waved me on.



Then Ester appeared with them, standing on the roof of a truck. Her silver-blonde hair fell down her back. Hope shone from her, a star leading me on. She smiled and waved while the mob howled their fury, eager to tear me apart.



Hope fueling me, I pounded towards safety. I turned and leaped onto the hood of a Toyota Corolla, the hood deforming. The mob was right behind me. I held the World as the fanatics had jumped over the crack to chase me. Had all of them made it?



They slammed into the cars. My people, with makeshift weapons, even brooms, were swinging whatever they held to throw back the Preacher's mob. Led by some of the guys from my construction site, they were battering back the enemy.



“Charles!” Joan stood on the other side, naked and crying with joy. She threw her arms wide as I hopped down into the safety of my territory. “You're—”



Another earthquake hit. Everyone stumbled and screamed. The World clung to me, screeching her fear. Joan fell to the asphalt. Many others did. The world rocked violently. I stumbled to one knee, the ground rippling beneath me.



The battle had begun.



“CHARLES!” a deathly voice shouted.



I rose as the quaking slowed and turned to look out at the mob. On the other side, the fanatics parted to let a pale, black-haired woman through. She was naked and looked waifish. Almost fragile. You could feel that she was haunted by a darkness.



An eerie chill ran through me.



“Death!” gasped Rashimi. “She has the Death card!”



She reached the cars and grabbed one of the defenders, Hank from my construction site. She touched him. He just collapsed; his entire body gone limp. He rolled over on the hood of the Toyota and lay sprawled, the color had been leached out of him.



We could feel it. He had died by her touch.



“Return the World,” Lorelei said, her dark eyes peering out from beneath thick lashes. They looked sunk.



She reached for the next defender.



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



Connal jumped the crack that had ripped down 20th Avenue without hesitation. I stared in shock. The mob was behind us. Two blocks up 20th Avenue at 3rd Street, another mob surged in to attack the barricade. A larger one.



We were at war with the Preacher.



“I can't jump that,” gasped Yoko. “He has the Strength card. That gap is ten feet wide.”



The crack had ripped open the road for a block in either direction. One end curved over and struck into the side of Our Lady of Heaven on the other side of 4th Street. The church's brick facade had cracked open, part of the wall collapsed. To the south, the crack ran all the way to the edge of the silver dome that cut us off from the outside.



The mob rushed in at us.



“Just go!” I shouted and ran forward. I surged out my magic through my Magician tarot card, focusing my power through the abstract representation.



My black hair streamed behind me as I concentrated on freezing the air molecules. The nitrogen in the atmosphere coalesced into a frozen bridge. A wave of dizziness washed over me. I stopped the molecules, turning the gas into a solid in a heartbeat.



My head hurt from using that much power, but it was necessary.



Steam rose from it, the nitrogen sublimating off the edges. It was unstable. It wouldn't hold. It was also
 very
 cold. Near absolute zero. It was a temperature that couldn't exist naturally in the world. It took work in a lab to get anywhere close to this.



I ran out on it.



Like running over hot coals, if you kept yourself moving, the Leidenfrost effect protected your feet. There was moisture your body produced. It formed a small sheath around you. It was why you could thrust your hand into liquid nitrogen and pull it out quickly without taking any damage.



I raced on the bridge of frozen nitrogen. Behind me, Lucy and Yoko screamed in fright and followed after. The cold sank into my feet anyway. I felt it rising up my legs as I crossed the gap in a half-dozen steps. Then I was on the other side and racing for the cars.



Connal had already clamored over them. The defenders were shouting at us to come. To hurry. I thrust out my arms and let the men grab me as they stood on the roofs of cars. They hauled my half-naked body up onto the roof of a van.



They cheered around me. I panted, relief surging through me. Lucy and Yoko were yanked up behind me. On the other side, Connal was setting down Adalet to be healed by Sakina. I jumped down beside him, my heart racing. The bridge vanished, the mob chasing us screaming.



Some of them had been on the bridge.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



“Connal!” Sakina fell to her knees and put her hands on Adalet. “Oh, this is bad.”



“You can heal her?”



Water already flowed down Sakina's arms from beneath her blouse. It didn't get the fabric wet. “Kiss me.”



It might sound strange, but there were ways to give others power if you were close. Lovers. I leaned in and kissed my wife on the lips. She and Adalet were my wives. I felt my strength surging out into her. She shuddered and the sound of water flowing increased.



I glanced down at Adalet. The water flowed beneath her skin and to her wound. She groaned, still alive. The liquid flowed into the sword wound stabbed through her guts. Rage shook through me. I wanted to snap Officer Donnelly's neck again.



“Connal!”



I looked up to see Lucy, standing naked and unashamed. Michiko and Yoko stood with the redhead, the latter two both nude from the waist down. The pair of Japanese women had their hands over their bare pussies, pale-olive cheeks going red.



“There's an attack at 3rd Street,” Lucy shouted. “Did you see them? It looks like a large one. A hundred or more.”



“Fuck,” I growled.



“Go,” Sakina said, looking up with a smile. “She'll be fine. I'll heal her.”



I bolted to my feet and ran down White Street and rushed up to 19th Avenue. People were melting out of our way, Lucy, Michiko, and Yoko running behind me. Fear was on the faces of the refugees crowding the street. I ran down the sidewalk to 3rd Street. The shouting grew louder and louder. Men were rushing down it ahead of us. I rounded the corner.



Another earthquake struck. I stumbled at this one. Across the street, the strip mall shook. Healthy Life where Sakina worked, Pho Gettable, and Happy Pets were shuddering. Then the dog grooming shop on the corner, and the anchor of our barricade, collapsed. It fell in a burst of smoke. The groaning of twisting metal studs and crash of breaking masonry filled the air.



“Shit, they're going to flank us!” I growled.



Worse, I could feel something terrible on the other side. There was a strange shadow on the street beyond the barricade of cars. A man screamed, a death cry. Then it cut off. A woman's cold laugh rose over the crowd while some of the mob scrambled over the debris of Happy Pets.



I raced to stem the breach, drawing on the Strength card.



~~*~~



Chance



The Power of the Universe, the Soul of Creation, roiled around me. I was in it, protected by the essence of Love. I reached out to grab the power, but I couldn't seize it. Frustration rippled through me. I twisted around in the silver radiance, bathed by the greatest force in all of existence.



And I couldn't touch it. control it. Master it.



I didn't have the World.



I laughed at how annoying that was. A mad cackle. Sure, I had slipped in to seize the power while the two main contestants battled over the World. I thought I would steal it right out from beneath them. I was so close to it.



I wanted a future that was more to my liking. The Preacher wanted to burn the World, to destroy creation, and ascend with his whores to something better. Fuck that. I wanted the world to stay here. I wanted it to be a place of lust and carnal pleasures. Of chaos and calamity.



Frankly, I wanted the current way things worked to continue. Just tweaked slightly.



More girls needed to go wild.



But did I need to be the one to seize the power if I could control how the World was treated? She just had to be used in the right way, and my future would come about, wouldn't it? And Charles... He had the potential to build some utopia. A great enlightenment of mankind that would bring us to the next spiritual evolution.



Sounded like such boring drivel.



But if I could influence him, then when Judgement made her decision, it would cause my future to become the World's reality. And how could she side with destroying the World when the Preacher lost his chance to burn the host at the stake.



I laughed and reached out through the cosmos. I was beyond the world, in the currents of power. All the Cards connected to this reservoir. They were aspects of their power. The good and the bad. I had to be subtle.



This would be the greatest trick ever.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“Don't let her touch you!” I shouted. “She's still just a woman. Hit her with your weapons!”



Lorelei killed with a touch while the rest of the mob surged over us. Connal rushed over and slammed his fist into the face of an attacker streaming over the rubble of Happy Pet. The blow was so hard, the man flew back and struck three more, knocking them all down.



Lucy, Yoko, and Michiko raced up the street. These earthquakes were destroying everything. How long could we hold? My people were barely being held together. Only Easter and Aurora's presence, shining with Hope and Joy, kept the panic from setting in. Another person screamed and choked off.



Another victim of Death.



The World was being held by Ester and Aurora, they hugged and comforted her. The poor woman had been through a lot. She had almost been burned alive. We all would have died if that happened. I clenched my fists.



I had to do something about these attacks. Lorelei and Magdalene were causing too much damage. I felt another earthquake building and building. What? I couldn't think of this like a normal problem. There were powers. What could drive back Destruction and Death?



Then I realized I was staring at them.



I ran over to Aurora and Ester. They turned to face me. Both were young, Aurora's golden-blonde hair almost gleamed like liquid sunlight. A curvy girl compared to Ester's pale, slender beauty. They both shone.



I had already supercharged them.



“I need you,” I said, pulling my Sun and Star to me. Their bodies pressed into my side. They both lifted their heads, lips puckering as they knew what I needed.



I kissed them and sent the authority of the Emperor card into their bodies.



Aurora burst with sunlight and Ester starlight. I felt the power rush out of them. I directed it. Channeled it. I ordered it to attack. I slammed Hope into Magdalene. My coworker staggered beneath the burst of positive emotion. No matter how bad the natural disaster, so long as we held hope, we could rebuild.



She screamed as the attack threw her back, driving her away from my territory.



Joy crashed into Lorelei. The biker chick had taken on the personification of Death. Of Change and Doom. Death was inevitable, but so long as we took joy in our lives, found ways to be happy, we would live fulfilling lives. She would come for us, but not today.



The Preacher's two women stumbled back, attacked and hammered by the positive emotions. At the same time, my people fought back even harder against the fanatics. They defended themselves and the whole World from the fire.



“Push them back!” Connal shouted. “Drive them! This is our territory! Don't let them in!”



I could feel the tide of the battle turning. It had shifted. But Lorelei and Magdalene would be back. They had been driven from the field for the moment, but the Preacher would not stop until he had achieved his mad goal.



You have to claim the World to stop this.



~~*~~



Joan Clark



“I need you,” Michiko shouted.



I whirled around and smiled to see the Japanese woman. The fight was turning. Charles had done something amazing with Aurora and Ester. My blonde hair spilled down my back. I was so happy to see that Charles had survived.



And shocked to see that Yoko was here helping out. I could tell something had shifted. She had left here a traitor and had returned utterly belonging to Charles. Of course, my Emperor had tamed even her treachery with his might rod.



“What do you need?” I asked the Japanese woman. We were the first two members of Charles's harem. That threesome we had a few nights ago...



“I need your Wisdom.” Michiko grabbed the back of my neck and pulled me in close.



Our petite bodies came together as she kissed me. I groaned at that. She thrust her hand between my thighs to rub at my blonde-furred muff. I did the same to her, fingering her twat. The feminine contact increased the share of power.



She drew on my power as the High Priestess. I symbolized Feminine Wisdom while she represented the esoteric secrets of the universe. How to manipulate it. She needed to be guided by me to make something amazing.



She was affecting the air around our territory, reaching out with her power to protect us. I could tell why she needed me. I was a connection to the divine, too. Just like the Preacher with his Hierophant. Michiko needed the divine to work her magic as she made a Firmament.



A barrier of adamantine air around us. A solid wall of force that nothing could get through. Nothing natural. The Preacher might very well find a way to attack it, but it gave us a respite. A chance to relax. Gasps and shouts rose from the defenders as Michiko broke the kiss with me.



I blinked as my senses flowed back into me, no longer connected to her magic. I panted as she smiled and nodded. “You're rather amazing,” I said, glancing at the shield. “Damn.”



It was a barrier of shimmering silver not unlike the dome that had sprung around us. Firmament. This didn't have the same strength as the dome. It wasn't the near opaque shielding that cut us off from the outside world. It was weaker, able to be broken through, but it bought us time.



For what?



“Good work,” Charles said. He pulled us to him. I pressed my naked body against his, smelling his musk and savoring being held by him. “Damn good work. We need it.”



“My powers are very... interesting,” Michiko said. “And mixed with wisdom, well...”



Charles nodded then he glanced to his right. I peered over and saw the World. She was hugging herself as she stood between Ester and Joy. She had been through something rough, hadn't she? She was gorgeous, a Hispanic woman in some comfortable jeans and a t-shirt. Busty.



“I need to claim her,” Charles said. “That's how this ends. The Preacher wants to burn her.”



“Ooh, and you need to seduce her,” I purred, my hand grabbing at his hard cock through his jeans. His mighty rod. “Let's do it.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



“We haven't had a chance to have a proper introduction, have we?” I asked as I approached the World. My women were falling in around me. Naked Lucy and half-naked Yoko held hands. Joan and Michiko clung to me. Rashimi and Victoria had arms around each other, reminding me of the night where we'd found those two fucking with a strap-on waiting for me to show up and claim them. Aurora and Ester were standing around the world themselves.



“No,” the World said. “You rescued me from the mob.”



“I'm Charles,” I said. “I hold the Emperor card. These are my women.”



“We're his harem,” Joan said, proudly. “I'm Joan, the High Priestess.”



“Disappointing, isn't she,” said Victoria. “Not what you'd expect from such a wise and august position. I'm Victoria, Empress card.”



“Not majestic in your overalls,” Joan said, grinning back at her roommate.



“Rashimi, the Hanged Man,” said my seer.



“Yoko, the Hermit.” She shifted. “Though I like living with people and am glad to be a part of the harem, I am so, so sorry. It's my fault the Preacher found you. I...” She swallowed. “I did something pretty bad.”



“But you chose the right side,” Lucy said. “Charles's cock can tame a woman.” The naked and busty redhead smiled. “I'm Lucy, the Devil.”



“Er...” The World blinked. “Devil.”



“Sin, temptation, having fun. Those things. Don't think of the cards as good or evil.”



“They all can be positive or negative,” said Rashimi.



“I'm Michiko, the Magician.” Michiko shifted beside me. “It sounds so embarrassing saying that. Magician. Who named these cards?”



“Old dead dudes,” said Aurora. “I got the Sun card. Ester's got the Star card.”



“Hi again,” Ester said. “She's joy. I'm hope. I love it. We've been helping everyone stay calm.”



“And I'm the woman cursed with the World card. I'm Tierra.” She looked around. “What's going to happen next. The Preacher is going to want to burn me. God, I can't believe all those times I heard him ranting about how the world would burn, he meant literally me. Ooh, if I find that homeless dick for giving me this card!”



I chuckled. I knew what she meant. “Well, as to what we're supposed to do, do you mind walking with us and talking about it? I think we should discuss this in private.”



Tierra looked at me. Then she shrugged. “You did save my life. I don't think you're going to hurt me.”



“What happens to you happens to us all,” I said. “I don't want to hurt the world.” I broke away from Michiko and Joan to step up beside her. I pointed to the alley that ran behind White Pub's, which anchored the right corner of the barricade. Though its windows had broken out, it still stood.



Tierra walked beside me, my women flowing behind me as we headed into the alley, Lover's Delight on our right. It cut over to 4th Street. Ahead, a row of brownstone houses still stood. That would be a good place to have this... seduction.



“So what is going on?” Tierra asked.



“You're the World.”



“Yeah, I know.” She reached into the back pocket of her jeans and pulled out her tarot card. She held it up. A naked woman danced on a globe. She held a staff in each hand and was surrounded by a green wreath. In each corner of the card was a head. A human, ox, lion, and an eagle. They were all facing the world. “Been nothing but a headache.



“You're the potential future of all of humanity.” We left behind the alley and started crossing 4th Street to get to the brownstone house. “How you're treated will choose it.



“They were going to burn me...” Her words trailed off. “Oh.”



“Yes, the world would have burned.”



“And what do you want to do to me?” she asked as we headed up the walkway to the brownstone house.



I opened the door. I felt empty. The people who lived here had joined with my followers to help build things. They would be working to help the injured. So many had been hurt and killed. It infuriated me.



This had to end.



“I want to love you,” I said as she entered the house ahead of me.



I followed her and my women flowed into the living room. The damage wasn't too bad. A shelf had collapsed, spilling DVDs on the floor and blocking the way to deep in the house. A vase had fallen over, spilling flowers behind an end table.



“Love me, huh?” She glanced at my women, two who were naked and another two nude from the waist down. The ones not naked were stripping. “You already have a harem.”



“I do,” I said as my women were baring their bodies. They were wearing casual clothes that were easy to strip out of, very few having their panties and bras still on. Since the calamity, I had to fuck a few of them for various powers.



My eight women were soon surging at me. They were all beautiful in their own way. Victoria, Aurora, and Lucy had their big and bouncing breasts. Ester, Joan, and Michiko had little titties that hardly jiggled. Rashimi's red-brown skin looked so lovely and Yoko had that exotic, Far Eastern look with her sultry smile and round breasts.



They pulled at my clothes, stripping me naked. They flowed around me, so wonderful to touch. I grabbed asses, caressed flat stomachs, and even rubbed at Lucy's shaved pussy, her juices coating my fingers.



Tierra backed up, watching in shock. She squirmed, her cheeks darkening. She swallowed as she watched my bare chest come into view, my women rubbing their hands up and down my strong body. Ester's light fingers and Joan's bold made me shiver. They attacked my pants, pulling them off. Two others were unlacing my boots.



I was pushed back into a chair. Victoria pulled off one boot, Michiko the other. My socks followed and my jeans ripped down my body. Victoria suddenly sat on the armrest of the chair and smiled at me. She kissed me.



I groaned, savoring the feel of my Empress's lips on mine. My hands found her big breasts and I squeezed those lush mounds. She was the embodiment of nature and nurture. Of caring for plants, cultivating and growing them.



I felt her tender love.



Then a hand grabbed my cock. A mouth engulfed it. I groaned.



Victoria broke the kiss. I stared down to see Rashimi's lips around my dick. She suckled with hunger on me, bobbing her mouth up and down. I groaned and smiled, loving the feel of her wonderful lips about my dick. She felt amazing.



“Damn,” I groaned as she suckled with such hunger. She nursed on me. “That's great, Rashimi.”



“Mmm, she's just going to town on you,” Joan purred, her arm around Aurora's neck.



My women were pairing up. Lucy and Michiko were kissing. Joan buried her face between Aurora's big boobs. Ester and Yoko melted together, both grabbing the other's ass as they kissed in sapphic delight.



Tierra watched on, swallowing.



I played with Victoria's big boobs. They were such a delight to fondle. My left hand slid over her tits while my right went down her back and found her plump ass. I squeezed my Empress's rump. She purred in delight.



I groaned, Rashimi sucking hard. My seer bobbed with hunger. She suckled on me with all her might. I groaned, my face contorting with the ecstasy of her nursing. She felt amazing bobbing her head and working her mouth up and down my dick. She suckled with passion.



“Damn,” I groaned. “Oh, damn, that's good. That's really, really good.”



She winked at me.



I smiled, savoring the way she blew me. I groaned, my face contorting with delight. My balls tightened as the force of her suction reached down into them. She had a hungry mouth. I couldn't wait to erupt. I would fire so much cum.



Just unload in her sucking mouth.



I groaned, loving the force with which she nursed on me. It was an incredible delight. My chest rose and fell. I groaned, my balls tightening from how great it felt. She nursed on me, her mouth worked up and down my dick.



“Damn,” I groaned. “Damn, that's incredible.”



She winked up at me.



“Ooh, Rashimi, make him cum so hard,” Victoria moaned.



“We love his cum,” Joan said. “I'm a nymphomaniac, and that is the best cock in the world. I don't need another.”



“No,” whimpered Aurora. “Oh, Joan, but you need lots of pussy.”



“Yes!”



Aurora's big boobs jiggled as Joan feasted on the sunny girl's twat. Golden-blonde hair danced around Aurora's shoulders. She shuddered, her boobs rising and falling as she savored the naughty licking.



It was hot to watch. Ester and Yoko sank to the floor and slid into a sixty-nine. Lucy and Michiko fingered each other's twats as they kissed. I groaned, loving the sight of my harem loving each other. Then my eyes flicked to Tierra.



She squirmed there in place, still holding her World card. Her breasts rose and fell in her tight t-shirt.



She was gorgeous.



Tierra bit her lip as she stared at me getting blown by Rashimi. My Indian beauty suckled with passion. I slid my hand over her head, savoring the way she nursed with passion. I groaned, my head leaning back.



She knew how to please me. I squeezed Victoria's ass as Rashimi bobbed her head. Her lips worked up and down my cock. The ache swelled at the tip. Her tongue danced, massaging me. Bringing me closer and closer to erupting.



“Damn,” I groaned.



“Ooh, cum in her mouth,” Victoria groaned. “I want to share it with Rashimi.”



Rashimi moaned, her excitement humming around my rod.



“Getting there,” I groaned, squirming as the ache swelled in my nuts. I was so close. Just about to erupt. “Fuck, that's good. That's really, really good. Damn, you're just sucking hard at me.”



She moaned and suckled. She grabbed my balls, fondling them. They ached with my load of cum. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut as I rose towards that moment. I squeezed Victoria's ass. She shuddered.



Rashimi's lips slid down my dick. They sucked back up. The slurping sound filled the air. I groaned, eyes snapping open. The pressure hit that bursting point at the tip of my cock. With a growl, I erupted.



“Fuck!”



My cum fired into Rashimi's mouth. I spurted over and over again. I sprayed her with my cum. She moaned but didn't swallow. Pleasure slammed through me with each eruption. Every spurt crashed rapture into my mind.



“Goddamn!”



The pleasure swelled in me. My entire body trembled. The chair creaked. I hit that pinnacle of bliss. I fired the last blast of my cum into her mouth. I groaned and panted, the bliss of this moment sweeping through me.



“Shit, that was good.”



Rashimi slid her mouth up my cock until she popped off. Then she lunged up and grabbed Victoria by the back of the neck. Cheeks bulging as she held my cum, Rashimi kissed Victoria on the lips.



They swapped my cum back and forth. I groaned, savoring the snowballing sight. As they did, I heard my women moaning in the background. Aurora gasped as she came on Joan's lips. Michiko and Lucy both moaning as they climaxed on each other's fingers. Yoko and Ester squealing.



I savored the sight of my two women kissing before me.



~~*~~



Tierra Quiones



I watched the two women kissing, sharing Charles's cum. I couldn't believe this was happening. That I was in the middle of an orgy. I had gone from almost burned alive to now being on the set of a porno or at the Playboy Mansion or something.



This was insane.



Two of the women stood up and smiled at me. Joan had Aurora's pussy juice gleaming on her mouth. The blonde, a braid of her hair circling her head like a crown, sauntered to me. Her small breasts jiggled while a silver crescent moon pendant swung between them. She had a playful grin.



So did Lucy, the devil. The busty redhead advanced, too, sucking on her fingers that had been in Michiko's pussy. Lucy's big breasts swayed, a red pentagram tattooed around her left tit. She had a wicked gleam in her brown eyes.



“Mmm, you need to join the fun,” purred Joan.



“Be sluts like you two?” I asked.



“What's wrong with being a slut and going a little wild?” Lucy asked and grabbed my t-shirt. She pulled it up.



I didn't resist. I thrust my arms up into the air and let her pull it off. In moments, my long, brown hair was spilling back down my back. I swallowed as Joan reached around me and unhooked my bra, freeing my large tits.



“Mmm, just relax and let Charles love you,” Joan moaned as she grabbed my breasts. She buried her face between them.



I shuddered and glanced at Charles. Victoria was mounting him now, Rashimi holding his cock in her dark-red hand. The busty Victoria sank her cunt down his thick dick. My pussy clenched as she did, a wave of heat washing through me.



Then my jeans unfastened. Lucy, moving behind me, started tugging them down. I shuddered as she did that. They slipped off my hips. I should be stopping this, getting out of here and away from all these slutty women, but...



I was so turned on.



Charles was a hunk. If I met him, I would probably be thrilled if he hit on me. I'd date him. Probably put out on the second or third date. I hated being that fast, I preferred to take my time. It hadn't worked out so far.



I just hadn't met the right guy.



It wasn't Charles. He just wanted another bimbo to ride his cock, but... That was a cock. I was so wet. So aching. So envious of the slut riding his dick right now. I swallowed, stepping out of my jeans, and then Lucy pulled down my panties and kissed my rump.



“God, you have a cute ass, Tierra,” Lucy purred as my panties rolled down my thighs, my thick bush dripping with my excitement. “Mmm, and your cunt smells good.”



“Does it?” Joan asked, her wet lips rubbing on the inner slopes of my tits as she rubbed her face back and forth. “Mmm, I love pussy.”



“I remember,” I groaned.



Joan fell to her knees. I gasped as she buried her face into my thick bush. Her lips reached my pussy in moments. I never had a woman go down on me before. Her tongue fluttered through my pussy with such bold and hungry strokes.



Then Lucy pressed her face between my butt-cheeks. She kissed at my asshole. Rimmed it. I couldn't believe how whorish they were. Their tongues caressed my pussy and sphincter. They licked at me. Lapped and danced and swirled their tongues.



My eyes widened at the pleasure they created. My boobs jiggled. Joan thrust her tongue into my cunt and caressed my pussy walls. Lucy pushed her tongue against my asshole. My anal ring parted, and she popped into my bowels. She danced it about in me.



“Oh, god,” I gasped, feeling my body responding. Turned on by the sex I had watched, by Victoria working her pussy up and down Charles's thick rod, I was swelling to my orgasm.



It was building so fast.



This whorish delight swept through me as the two women feasted on my holes. Joan's tongue caressed my folds, sometimes brushing my clit. Sparks already. Lucy fucked her tongue in and out of my bowels. That was so dirty.



Felt so good.



I whimpered, climbing towards my orgasm, my moans rising with Victoria's as she rode Charles's cock. I whimpered, my face contorting from this bliss. I quivered, my heart pounding in my chest. Their tongues caressed my pussy lips and my asshole, the twin delights melting through me.



“Oh, yes,” I groaned, unable to fight it.



“Mmm, cum on my face,” Joan purred.



Lucy danced her tongue around in my asshole, teasing my anal sheath. The delight melted to my cunt being licked by Joan. Her tongue caressed my folds. She knew just where to stroke me to swell and swell my pleasure.



I groaned, trembling.



Lucy's tongue danced around in my asshole and Joan's in my cunt. I gasped and shuddered at what they did to me. I moaned, my big tits jiggling as I swelled towards that orgasm. I whimpered at how naughty this felt. Joan brushed my clit.



I exploded.



“Oh, my god,” I moaned, my boobs bouncing. “Yes, yes, yes!”



Whorish passion swept through my body. Stars exploded across my vision. I groaned, quivering through the ecstasy. Waves of delight washed through me and drowned my mind. My cunt convulsed, Joan licking up the juices gushing out.



Lucy moaned, her tongue dancing through my spasming asshole, adding wicked delight to the passion rushing through me. I shuddered as the devilish woman feasted on my asshole and the naughty blonde devoured my cunt.



“Oh, god,” I moaned, my head thrown back. They were all such sluts. They all were eager to be fucked by him. Used as whores. And... and... I ached for it, too. “Yes!”



I hit the peak of my orgasm, watching as Victoria came on his dick. She bucked and shuddered, moaning out her delight. I quivered. If I didn't get out of here, that would be me, but... but... Lucy and Joan were now kissing each other between my legs, sharing the taste of my pussy and asshole. Michiko was looking ready to fuck Charles next.



I wanted to see the slut enjoy him.



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



“I want to ride you, Charles.” I glanced over at the naked Tierra. “I love riding his cock.”



She shuddered, this look of envy crossing her face. It was working. If Charles needed to love and claim the World, then I would be so happy to help. So wet and eager for it. I quivered, brushing the necklace of gold lilies and roses I wore about my neck as Charles stretched out on his back, his dick wet with Victoria's pussy cream.



I straddled Charles. I grabbed his cock and worked my hand up and down his thick rod. He groaned as I did that. I winked at him and then straddled him. He groaned as I pushed the tip of his dick into my trimmed, black bush. I breathed in, barely catching the scent of my sweet cunt over all the other pussies filling the air.



“Mmm, Charles,” I groaned. “Who would have thought some flirting in a bar would have led to this?”



He grinned at me. “You put up a shield around, what, three or four blocks of a city.”



“Yeah, I'm kinda awesome, aren't I? Better than doing some sleight of hand with a quarter.”



Charles chuckled which turned into a groan as I impaled my cunt down his mighty rod.



I groaned as I swallowed his dick. My small breast jiggled. My hands planted on his chest, brushing the ankh medallion he wore. My cunt squeezed about his dick. Then I slid up him. He groaned, his face twisting in delight.



“Goddamn, that's good,” he groaned.



I winked at him and then slid my pussy back up his shaft. He groaned while I gasped, my back arching at how good he felt in me. My Emperor filled me with his mighty dick. I impaled myself back down his cock, my cunt drinking in the friction.



His hands grabbed my hips as I rode him. I glanced at the watching Tierra, winking at her. She shuddered, her large boobs jiggling. She had such delicious, brown nipples that I would love to suckle on.



My pussy squeezed about Charles's cock as I slid up him. I savored that wonderful friction, the pleasure burning through me. Then I slammed back down his cock. I impaled my cunt down him, groaning as I bottomed out on his dick, my clit grinding into his pubic bone.



“Oh, god, Charles,” I moaned. “I love riding your dick.”



“It is a treat,” he groaned. “Damn, that is definitely a treat.”



I beamed at him as I slammed my cunt back down him. I took his cock to the hilt in my cunt. I savored how great he felt. How magnificent. My pussy squeezed about him, holding him tight. He felt so incredible in me. I groaned, loving how amazing he felt. My pussy clenched about him. The rapture was fantastic.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, working my cunt up and down his dick. “Ooh, ooh, that's so good. That's wonderful.”



“It is,” he groaned. “Damn, that's fantastic. Keep riding me. Keep working that pussy up and down my dick. I want to cum in you.”



“Ooh, that's the best,” I moaned. “I feel so complete when you do. You drive me wild!”



Tierra moved closer. She was staring at us while the rest of his women were moaning around us. I focused on the World because she mattered so much. She licked her lips as she watched me working my cunt up and down his dick.



My pussy rode his mighty rod. I savored every moment of sliding up and down him. It felt incredible to enjoy. I groaned, my head tossing from side to side. The pleasure rose in me. I would have such a huge orgasm on his dick.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, Tierra, you have no idea how incredible this is. I'm going to cum so hard. I love worshiping his mighty rod with my pussy!”



“Damn,” Charles groaned, his hands sliding up my waist to cup my small breasts. “You're going to make me erupt.”



“Good!” I moaned, my pussy squeezing around his dick. “I want that. Fire all that wonderful spunk into me. It'll be amazing.”



He grinned at me. “Yes, it will. Damn, you're just so fine, you know that. Sexy, Michiko. Lovely. Gorgeous!”



“And you're so hot!” I moaned, my pussy melting around his cock, my orgasm building and building in me. “A hunk, Charles!”



He pinched my nipples and winked at me.



I gasped, my fingernails clawing his chest now as the pleasure shot through me. My nubs burst with delight. It showered through me as I rose towards my orgasm. Every plunge down his cock let me grind my clit against his pubic bone. Such lovely sparks burst from my nub. It was incredible. I loved the feeling.



My pussy gripped him. I held him tight as I worked my cunt up and down his dick. He felt amazing about me. Just so deliciously wonderful. I groaned, plunging my cunt down his dick. My back arched, tits bouncing before me.



“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, that's so good. That's amazing. I'm going to cum. I'm going to explode so hard.”



“Shit, Michiko,” he groaned, twisting my nipples.



I squealed, my pussy squeezing down around his dick. It was so wonderful. Such an amazing delight. I shuddered, savoring the feel of his dick filling up my cunt. It was fantastic. I whimpered, my head tossing from side to side as I came closer and closer to my climax. I rode him fast, my orgasm rising and rising towards that moment of exploding.



“Oh, Charles, yes!” I moaned as I slammed down his cock and came.



My pussy convulsed around his dick. I bucked on him, my pussy writhing and massaging his shaft. He growled out his pleasure and spurted his jizz into me. I gasped as his cum flooded my pussy. My head tossed from side to side, my body trembling through the rapture. It was incredible to enjoy. Stars danced before my eyes.



“Oh, my god, yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, savoring my cunt spasming around his dick. “That's so wonderful. Charles, yes, yes.”



“Fuck,” he growled as he flooded me. “Shit, you're my woman.”



“I am!” I gasped.



“You're his slut,” Tierra said right beside us, quivering with her excitement.



“We're all his sluts!” I moaned, reveling in that delight. I was Charles's whore. His woman. His wife. I was everything to him.



My cunt milked him. I worked out all that spunk. It flooded my pussy as he groaned. He spurted the last of his cum into me as I hit the peak of my orgasm. I hovered there, my eyes fluttering and my heart pounding.



I felt incredible. Tierra was beside me. It was time. I could feel it. He would claim her. Tame her. With a groan, I ripped myself off Charles's rod and fell on my back on the floor, suffused with rapture and hope.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I kissed Tierra the moment Michiko slid off me. The World moaned as I did. I pushed her over onto her back, sliding onto her. My wet cock rubbed across her stomach. Her big boobs piled into my chest. She moaned, kissing me back with fervor.



I grabbed my cock and broke the kiss. I slid my dick down through her thick bush. She quivered beneath me, her bountiful breasts quivering. She was so gorgeous, an earthy brown hue that was so warm and inviting. Her face round and beautiful. I pressed the tip of my cock through her bush and found the folds to her pussy.



I ached to enter her. To ram into her and make her mine.



I prepared to thrust when she groaned, “You want to make me your slut, Charles.”



The memory of the dream I had when the light first erupted, when I was in my backhoe working, fell hard on me.



“How shall you rule?”
 the World had asked me in my dream.



“The king is one with his land,”
 I had said, the words rising out of me,
 “married to her. The land is one with her king, submitting to him. When he is strong, so is she. When he is hurt, she bleeds. When he is rotten, she spoils.



“When he is corrupt, she festers.”



I shook my head, blinking against the memory. How I claimed Tierra was important. What I did to her, I did to all.



That's what you have to do to claim her!
 the impulse commanded.
 Ram forward!



My dick nuzzled into her pussy. One thrust, and she was mine. One thrust, and I ended this all. One thrust, and I claimed the World.



~~*~~



Chance



“That's what you have to do to claim her!” I shouted to Charles. “Ram forward!”



I smiled. This was it. Charles's thrust would do it. He would claim the World as a slut. She would be his whore. And that would make an existence of lust and regret. Of mistakes and lies. All sorts of opportunities.



My sort of World.



To be continued...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Harem's Love!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Harem's Love”




My cock pressed against the entrance to Tjerra's pussy. The World trembled beneath me, ready to be taken hard by me. To be fucked like I pounded the women of my harem. She begged to be my slut like Michiko had been.



“What?” Tjerra moaned, her large breasts jiggling as she shifted. Her hot pussy felt so amazing against my dick. “Fuck me, Charles! God, I need it. After watching you and your women... I need your dick in me!”



“If I am corrupt, you are corrupt,” I whispered, understanding what the dream meant. “You're not someone I want to be my slut. I don't want the World to be my whore.” I looked at my women. “And they aren't my sluts, either. They're my women. I love them. They love me. They're just... kinky.”



“What?” groaned Tierra. “No, fuck me! Please! My pussy is on fire.



“'The king is one with his land,'” I repeated, “'married to her. The land is one with her king, submitting to him. When he is strong, so is she. When he is hurt, she bleeds. When he is rotten, she spoils.



“'When he is corrupt, she festers.'” I stared down at her. “So you can't be my slut. Not if I'm supposed to be a good ruler. I can't use the World as a thing. That's what we've been doing.”



~~*~~



Terra Quiones



I stared up at Charles in shock, my pussy molten. I had never been so horny in my life. Watching him and his women have an orgy before me, seeing just how virile of a man he was, had turned me on like nothing else. He had stamina. A burly, brawny, black-haired hunk who knew how to make women cum. Who mastered their bodies with his hands and that thick rod poised to slam into my pussy.



“You're not going to fuck me?” I asked in shock. I shuddered beneath him. “But I need it. I
 want
 it! Fuck me, Charles! Take me!”



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Amanda Laska:
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Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
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Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
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 Killed by Connal.



Joan Clark:
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Lorelei Devereux:
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Tierra Quiones:
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 Rescued from the Preacher by Charles.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A former devotee of the Hierophant, she has betrayed the Preacher and chosen to be Charles's eighth woman in truth. Receives the Hermit Card.









 
Mastering the Harem's Love




Kirk Preston



I stared at the silver barrier that had been erected around Charles's territory. The World was on the other side. I had to burn her. I had been so close to enlightenment. My women and I would rise into the fires and ascend above this pathetic existence.



This evil, disgusting, foul, and broken existence. It was poisoned. Rotten. Putrefied. Every human's soul was corroded by the trials of living. That was the nature of this world. Thermodynamics proved it. Entropy. The universe would one day reach a place of nothing. A null state where all the energy of the Big Bang had run out.



It was time to leave this behind. To ascend. Apotheosis through the World's destruction.



I ran my hand along the barrier. This was not as strong as the dome that had cut us off from the rest of humanity. This was a pale imitation but strong. However, it was based on order. Rationality. It could be defeated by madness.



“Dianna!” I shouted.



My loyal bitch bounded up to me. She was naked, her platinum-blonde hair spilling about a wild face. She didn't speak, she had surrendered to the lunacy of the animal. To the howling beast that existed in all of us. The Moon shone through the cracks in her sanity.



She already knelt.



I fell to my knees behind her, grabbing her ass. Lorelei and Magdalene stood around us, recovered from the attacks from the Sun and Star bearers. Death and the Tower were powerful cards, though. I would need them once the barrier was down. I unsnapped my jeans and aimed my cock at her cunt. My followers waited for the barrier to come down.



Enthralled by my Hierophant card. They were under the domination of religious revelation. The Divine showered upon them through the mouth of a prophet. Useful puppets. There would be no enlightenment for them. Only for Dianna, Magdalene, and Lorelei. Fianna had died and Yoko would burn like the traitor she proved to be.



I pulled my cock out and rubbed it into Dianna's trimmed, wet bush. Her blonde curls caressed my dick. One more taste of vulgar, earthly pleasures before I left this all behind. I gripped her hips and thrust into my bitch.



She whimpered as I plowed into her, tossing her head. I groaned at the juicy tightness of her cunt. I buried to the hilt in her, my balls smacking into her flesh. She needed to be touched by divine revelation to have the insanity to break through the barrier.



“My sweet and beloved pet,” I groaned, pumping away at her pussy.



She moaned and whimpered, rocking back into my thrusts. Her butt-cheeks jiggled with the impacts. I groaned, burying my dick hard and deep into her twat. The pleasure swelled at the tip of my cock. That delightful ache built and built.



Her snatch squeezed about me, massaging me. She groaned and growled, a bitch enjoying her fucking. I grunted with each thrust into her. I savored this last taste of earthly delights. The corruption of lust that not even I could escape.



“You are going to be our champion, Dianna!” I groaned. “You are going to save us all.”



She threw back her head and moaned loudly, almost a howl.



“You're our salvation,” moaned Magdalene. She quivered like a tower in an earthquake, ecstasy on her dusky face. “Oh, sweet Dianna, save us!”



“Save us,” whispered Lorelei. My pale reaper rubbed her hands together and glared at the defenders through the barrier. “Save us all!”



My followers cheered as I thrust to the hilt in my Moon. I buried into the bitch's cunt. Her hot flesh massaged my dick. Every thrust brought me closer and closer to erupting in her. To spurting all my spunk into her snatch. I would bathe her with everything I had. I groaned, pumping away at her. I shuddered, slamming to the hilt in her snatch. It was fantastic. I loved the feel of her cunt squeezing about my shaft.



The pressure grew and grew in my balls. They smacked into her bush, swollen with my cum. My divine seed that would energize my pet. I slammed into her with all my strength, rising towards that eruption.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I growled. “Dianna! That pussy!”



“Cum in her, Preacher!” moaned Magdalene.



“Mmm, yes!” purred Lorelei.



I slammed into Dianna and erupted. My cum exploded from my dick. It fired into her cunt. Hot spurts of jizz that fired over and over into her snatch. Stars burst across my vision. They twinkled and danced. My cock unloaded over and over again. I fired all the spunk I could into her snatch. I basted her twat with my seed.



With my power. I poured the divine into her cunt. It flowed through me. I was the Hierophant. The prophet sent to reveal the Truth. This world was corrupt. Full of sin. I spurted my seed into her whore-pussy and condemned the World.



“Let it burn!” I howled.



“HALLELUJAH!” my followers roared behind me.



I fired the final blast of Revelation into my bitch's snatch. She howled and bounded forward, ripping her cunt off my dick. She charged at the barrier without any fear. Silvery radiance glowed through cracks in her soul, her lunacy pouring out into the world.



~~*~~



Dianna Fengari



Master needed me to destroy. The barrier was bad.



I raced along on all fours, snarling with bestial fury. Master's passion filled me. Leaked out of me. I howled and threw myself at the barrier. I crashed into it head first, no fear. I struck solid rationality. Denial of the truth of the world, of human nature.



We were all beasts who pretended otherwise. We were all mewling creatures at the whim of hormones and neurochemicals. Lunacy shone from me and slammed into the edifice of order before me. It shuddered. The fortress of intellect and will shattered before bestial madness.



I landed on the car and threw myself into the nearest fool pretending to be more than an animal. He gasped as I grabbed his shoulders and sank my teeth into his throat.



Behind me, Death and Destruction followed. The ground shook and people screamed in panic, their bestial natures rising in them. I savored the taste of blood and flesh in my mouth, my Master's seed leaking out of my cunt.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



My cock pressed against the entrance to Tjerra's pussy. The World trembled beneath me, ready to be taken hard by me. To be fucked like I pounded the women of my harem. She begged to be my slut like Michiko had been.



“What?” Tjerra moaned, her large breasts jiggling as she shifted. Her hot pussy felt so amazing against my dick. “Fuck me, Charles! God, I need it. After watching you and your women... I need your dick in me!”



“If I am corrupt, you are corrupt,” I whispered, understanding what the dream meant. “You're not someone I want to be my slut. I don't want the World to be my whore.” I looked at my women. “And they aren't my sluts, either. They're my women. I love them. They love me. They're just... kinky.”



“What?” groaned Tierra. “No, fuck me! Please! My pussy is on fire.



“'The king is one with his land,'” I repeated, “'married to her. The land is one with her king, submitting to him. When he is strong, so is she. When he is hurt, she bleeds. When he is rotten, she spoils.



“'When he is corrupt, she festers.'” I stared down at her. “So you can't be my slut. Not if I'm supposed to be a good ruler. I can't use the World as a thing. That's what we've been doing.”



~~*~~



Terra Quiones



I stared up at Charles in shock, my pussy molten. I had never been so horny in my life. Watching him and his women have an orgy before me, seeing just how virile of a man he was, had turned me on like nothing else. He had stamina. A burly, brawny, black-haired hunk who knew how to make women cum. Who mastered their bodies with his hands and that thick rod poised to slam into my pussy.



“You're not going to fuck me?” I asked in shock. I shuddered beneath him. “But I need it. I
 want
 it! Fuck me, Charles! Take me!”



He shook his head. Then his head cocked to the side as if he were hearing someone talking to him. I heard nothing. He then shook his head and stood up, his hard cock thrusting out before me. I stared at it, wanting it.



“This isn't the way to do—”



A mighty crash shook the air. It reverberated around us. Michiko screamed. A beast howled, wild and mad. The ground rumbled. Everything lurched. The living room we were in shook. A shelf crashed to the floor. A crack split in the wall. Windows shattered as the earth quaked beneath us worse than any of the ones that had come before.



~~*~~



Chance



“Fuck!” I snarled as I floated in the silver radiance. Charles had rejected that sweet pussy. He didn't make the World into his slut. Now what? How could I bring about the future where things went the way I desired? A world of corruption and sin. Where people could be manipulated.



I wanted this World to continue as is. To be a whore that some could fuck and others would be fucked over.



The Preacher wanted to burn it. Charles wanted to improve it.



Fuck them both. I was in the source of the power. There had to be a way for
 me
 to—



“You don't belong here!” a woman with a voice of iron snapped.



Fingers seized my ear. I screamed in pain as I was hauled out of the silver radiance and thrown naked onto the dirt of the construction yard. I blinked, staring up at the blind judge and the homeless man who had given me the card.



The Judgement and the Fool.



“You are not worthy of your card,” the blind woman said, staring down at me with her heavy sunglasses on, her walking stick clutched in her dainty hands. “I cast out your powers!”



“You can't!” I snarled. “I am the wielder of the Wheel of Fortune. I mold chance and fate to—”



The Fool held my card in his hand, an eight-spoke wheel before a human dressed in Egyptian robes. In the corner were the four Evangelists, winged figures that each had a different head: human, eagle, lion, and ox. Some people rode the wheel while others fell off of it.



“You used to,” the Fool said. He grabbed me and, with inhuman strength, threw me to where Amanda and Mai watched on, the two lesbians naked and clutching to each other in shock. “Take the piece of trash and go!”



Amanda and Mai grabbed me and helped me up. I stumbled between them, hardly noticing the world-shaking. It was gone. The power. I couldn't sense chance any longer. Fate. Luck. Randomness. The fickleness of Chaos that I used to be able to manipulate.



They had taken my weighted dice from me and left me with nothing. They had used me to get to this point. I could feel it now. The Fool and Judgement had conspired to bring about the conflict between Charles and the Preacher so that blind bitch could make her decision.



And now they didn't need me. No one ever needed me. Threw me out just like my mother had when I was five. That bitch had tossed me away to run off and be a movie star. Tears burned in my eyes as the Lovers carried me from the field.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



The world shook, but I didn't fall.



I followed after my women through the breach shattered in the barrier. It had burst like glass, crashing into shards of immaterial. Magdalene unleashed her devastation. Lorelei's touch stole the life of the defenders. My followers surged in around me, crashing into the reeling defenders who protected Charles and the World.



The screams of the foolish and the sinners rose around me. Judgement Day had arrived. It was the end of this corrupted World. She would be a slut no longer. A whore to humans no further. I would end this pitiful, pathetic, meaningless existence and create something profound.



The cries of the damned rose around me as I climbed over the barricade. Ecstasy fell on me. The Divine certainty that I would end it all and rise.



~~*~~



Connal Beaufort



The beast, her lips bloody with the flesh of poor Travon, leaped at me.



I raised my left arm to block her. She bit into my wrist, her teeth biting into my flesh down to my bone. I grunted at the pain as she tore at me. Her claws racked at my chest through my t-shirt. I fought to keep my balance as the world shook.



White's Pub collapsed into a burst of dusty smoke. A rent ripped down the heart of 3rd Street where we all battled. Lorelei led the Preacher's fanatics. The pale, waifish biker chick touched and my men died.



Fury tore through me as the bitch tore at my hand. Silver light shone out of her in jagged cracks. Her eyes were bestial. Lost to the madness of the Moon. It had consumed her. I grabbed her by the throat.



There was no saving her. She had embraced animal lunacy. She had given in to that savage predator that slept in most of us humans. I drew on the Strength card. I let the power that was normally restrained, unleashed.



I would protect our people. The World.



I snapped the bitch's neck. Her body went limp, her spinal cord severed. Her eyes twitched. She still lived, but her heart didn't pump. Her diaphragm couldn't draw breath. Panic shook in her visage. She didn't understand what had happened.



“Sorry,” I said to the madwomen and dropped her.



“You!” a voice hissed as cold as the grave.



Lorelei thrust her hand into my chest. Death touched me.



~~*~~



Lorelei Devereux



Fury swept through me as another of my sisters died. I planted my hand on the chest of Dianna's murderer. She was a beautiful creature. The most loyal of us to the Preacher. She had embraced her card. Become the Moon's lunacy. I would become Death to avenge her.



The man gasped and shuddered. He had such power. Strength. The Strength. I felt the card in him, feeding him. He still lived, but not for long. I sucked it all away from him. He staggered as his card failed him. I drained it all. I stole it from him.



Death brought everything low. It was the one inescapable thing in this world. Change would always come. And Death was the greatest change there was. I reveled in killing him. This burly man, at the peak of his vitality, staggered back.



He fell.



I moved with him, keeping my hand on his. He crashed back into the arms of a young woman. She had a dusky face framed by a colorful
 hijab
 . Middle Eastern. There was an innocence about her. Suddenly, Water spilled over her and then poured over him. It flowed with denial.



Denial?



Suddenly, I was draining nothing from the man. I could feel nothing. There was a tempering of my power. A refusal to indulge in it. I gasped, confused. How could this woman deny my effect on the man she held?



Silver flashed to my right. A sword.



~~*~~



Adalet Kartal



My sword cut off the pale, waifish bitch's head. I delivered Justice on Death.



Her corpse collapsed to the feet at Connal. He trembled, slumped in Sakina's arms. Water flowed over him, but his eyes were closed. Death had drained so much of him. I trembled as Sakina's eyes met mine. She shook her head.



She couldn't save him.



“No,” I croaked, my sword falling from my grip. The world shook around us. People died. All I could do was stare at the injustice before me. It was not fair that such a strong, young, loving man should be taken from the world.



There was nothing righteous here!



I hugged him from the front and kissed Sakina on the lips. I fed my Justice into her Temperance. She mastered self-control. The denial of vices and indulges. The denial of that which sought to weaken the person.



Even death.



I fed her my power. It mixed with hers and flowed into Connal. The ground shook beneath us. People screamed. I couldn't save them all. I had to save this man first. I loved him. The last few days had brought life to my cold, empty world. All I had was my job as a prosecutor. I had sacrificed everything else.



I wouldn't ever do that again. So I poured my Justice into Sakina to save it.



~~*~~



Tierra Quiones



The earth screamed in pain.



Charles pulled me to my feet. Chunks of the ceiling crashed down, sections of the tiles missing which exposed the bones of the home. I clutched to Charles, fear pounding through my veins. This shaking meant
 he
 had come for me.



The pyre awaited.



“I have to love you,” Charles said, his voice calm despite the chaos around us. “Not to fuck you. I am here to protect you, but not because I want your body. I am here to protect you because
 you
 are worth defending. The World is worth saving. It's flawed and broken because of us. We make so many mistakes, us humans, but we can be better!”



I stared at him in awe. I believed him. I wanted to be better. My lust vanished. I didn't want to just be fucked. I had been fucked by so many men. I had been used and enjoyed the degradation. In my job, I saw the worst. The poor coming to Brown's Free Clinic strung out on crack and meth, their genitals afflicted with STDs, suffering from malnourishment, from abuse.



I saw the worst in people.



And Charles saw the best.



They had formed around him. His harem. I quivered. As he cupped my face to kiss me, I closed my eyes and surrendered into not lust, but love. Not romantic love. This was something greater. All-encompassing.



His Authority flowed into me. A power that quivered through me. Preservation and order, a desire for safety and protection for all his people. To defend them as a good steward cared for his lands and tended his flock.



I fed on his power and mixed it with my own. The earth screamed in pain, torn apart by the quakes. I stopped the shaking. I halted the attack on the World. I fed on what Charles desired, and I made it happen.



~~*~~



Kirk Preston



I stood in shock at Lorelei's and Dianna's deaths. Then Magdalene, standing by my side, screamed. The world stopped shaking. She collapsed to her knees, grabbing her head. I stared down at her to see blood flowing out of her eyes.



“The World rejects me!” Magdalene sobbed. “She rejects my destruction! She's turned to
 him!
 The Emperor! Help me! Please! I can't see! Help! Help!”



“You're worthless now,” I said, anger boiling through me. I could see the energy feedback. I had to preserve my power to seize the World from Charles. It was all on me.



I was the only one with vision.



Magdalene shrieked as she reached for me. Her hand brushed my foot then she collapsed. I felt the moment of her death. Another loss. I would remember her and all my women once I had ascended into my enlightenment.



I would be free of all of these worldly sins. All its corruption. I would be a pure being. Mankind did not need to survive so long as
 I
 existed.



I felt the pull of the World. I marched through the chaos. My followers fell before Charles's. But they were the distraction needed to let me slip through the lines and reach the alley. Rubble from the collapsed bar spilled into the alley, but the path was clear. I marched down it and saw a brownstone house across the street. Charles stepped out of it, the World at his side. I stared at her naked body. They were both nude. Adam and Eve.



He thought he would make a new World, but he had soiled the bearer, used her just like humans always had. I smiled. This would be my victory. He would not be able to withstand my Divine Revelation. I was like the prophets of old who had cast down kings for their inequities. Charles would be no different.



A blind woman stepped into the middle of the street between Charles and me. A tall woman, her blonde hair pinned up in a bun, heavy sunglasses covering her eyes. The medical ones that let in no outside light. She dressed like a businesswoman, her blazer crisp, her skirt neat. She turned to look at me and then at Charles.



“Who are you?” I demanded, feeling power rushing off of her.



“Judgement.” She spoke the simple word and the universe quivered around it. “The Emperor and the Hierophant. The Temporal and Spiritual. I have a decision before me: the Fate of the World.”



I swallowed. What was going on here? This wasn't the contest I had envisioned. But, yes, Judgement was one of the Tarot cards. I never thought it would hold the power to determine the fate of everything. I could feel that truth spilling around me, though. I swallowed, my heart racing.



“Should the World be saved or destroyed...?” Judgement looked back and forth between us. Charles stepped onto the sidewalk, the World at his side. His women were spilling out around him, the traitor in their midst. He had all eight of his women.



He had protected them.



“I am not sure what should be done with this world,” the blonde woman continued. I recognized her. Judge Eudoxia Dikastis. I had seen her march into the courtroom while I preached before her hypocritical institution.



The courthouse claimed to search for truth and justice, but it was really a tool for the politically connected. For arrogant judges to grandstand and for power-hungry prosecutors to swell their ego by winning at any cost. It was a lie to make the people think there was any fairness in this world.



“This is a corrupt place,” the judge continued. She tapped her walking stick before her. “I have seen so much of its misery. The evil that festers in it. In the souls of men. Is there enough good in this world to outweigh the pain and suffering that we inflict on each other? I have stared at murderers, rapists, child abusers, cheats, liars, brutes, and cowards. I have heard them tell their lies, cry their crocodile tears, or scoff at the words of their victims as if to deny they had ever done them wrong.”



I smiled. She had seen what I had. “There is not enough good in the hearts of men. They are diseased, Judgement. There is evil in the hearts of all men. Let me lift them to paradise where their evil can be burned away. Let the fires sweep across the World. That is its fate. God once destroyed the world with Water.



“Now let it be done with Fire! That is the will of the Divine! That is what our world needs! Cleansing! Purity of flame! Let the inequities of mankind fuel the rise into enlightenment!”



“You just left your woman to die!” Charles growled.



How could he know that?



“You left Magdalene Apted gasping and bleeding on the ground,” Charles snarled, his voice booming with power.



The World nodded beside him, her arms folded beneath her ample breasts. She glared at me.



“You think
 you
 are worthy of bringing enlightenment. That you are better than the rest of us and get to declare that we all have to burn so you can become a god? Mankind is the sacrifice for your apotheosis, isn't it? You don't care about cleansing it. You just care about your selfish cravings.”



“Selfish?” I threw a finger at him. “And what have you done? You have claimed the World! You have taken her body and ravished her! Fucked her like a whore! You've used her like every other foul and disgusting human has! Admit it!”



Charles didn't flinch at my accusation. He stood there naked beside the World and smiled like I was an ignorant fool. “I haven't
 fucked
 the world. I haven't lain with her. The World isn't here to be used. She's to be loved. Cherished. That is the future I want, Judgement. I want a future where mankind grows. Is guided to be better. It's in us. We all have that saint in us just as we all have that devil. We have free will. Choice.



“We can learn to be better. If we're given the chance, we can rise above our brutish wants.”



“He will fail!” I snarled. “Men always fail! They always fall short of perfection. It can never be achieved! So long as there are two humans, one will abuse the other! My way is the only hope!”



“A lonely way.” Charles glanced back at the women on the porch who all were holding each other, Yoko in their midst. That bitch. “Humans weren't meant to be alone. We hurt each other, but we also uplift each other. Inspire each other. I'll take the good any day. I'll bet on us getting better. We just need vision.”



Judgement slowly nodded. “You are right. The World isn't to be used but to be loved.” She glanced at me. “Hierophant, have you ever loved.”



“Of course,” I said. “I love all my women!”



“And yet where is your grief. The Chariot, the Moon, Death, and the Tower have all died. The Hermit has betrayed you. She is the only one you show any emotion for, and only because she has rejected you. You miss your tools, but you don't miss the women. You don't grieve that their lives came to an end today.”



“They died for my vision,” I said. “I honor them by continuing to strive for it.”



“You are a liar.” The judge glanced to Charles. “The World is to be loved and cherished. You have gathered eight around you. Eight women who love you. They have come together and united to build something here. You protected your people. Provided for them. It was a short time, but you sought to make their lives better.



“I judge you, Emperor, worthy to seize the power. For good or ill, let your vision of the World be true!”



“NOOOO!” I roared. This couldn't be happening. This bitch couldn't stop my destiny. I was a god. I just needed to ascend on the pyre of the World!



I rushed at the judge. I would tear her throat apart. I burst out of the alley only for the homeless man in the ragged coat to appear. Dirty. Smelling of shit. He was all that was wrong in the world. Why was he standing before me?



“Out of the way, Fool!”



He laughed. “Only the Fool can bring low the mighty.” He thrust his hand out and then with a flourish, like a magician plucking a coin from a child's ear, he produced my Hierophant's card. “Humor mocks us all.”



I lurched as I felt power ripping away from me. I stared in horror at the card I had been given.



“Et te perdere?”
 the Fool asked. “Will you destroy? No, you won't. Not now. You are no longer needed to hold this card. It is now for another.”



My knees buckled as he ripped my destiny from me. I crashed to my knees, shaking. I reached out with pleading hands to the Fool. He turned, the tattered tails of his coat smacking me in the face. He laughed and then, with a merry step like a jester, headed to the judge.



I grabbed my knees, my entire body breaking. I was so close. I had my followers. My women sacrificed themselves. And I had nothing? No fire? No destruction. I threw my head to the heavens and screamed my impotent rage, tears spilling down my cheeks.



I failed. I clawed at my face. I tore at my eyes, cackling. I failed to save mankind. To cure it of its evil. It had all been a joke. Fate had given me this chance and taken it away from me. I laughed as blood spilled down my cheeks.



It was so fucking funny.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



The Preacher clawed his eyes out as he laughed with madness, a broken man. Pain swelled through me. Magdalene had died. I was never close to her, but we had worked at the same job. Lorelei was dead, too, that pale biker chick who worked at the Liquor Store. I'd bought booze from her. Flirted with her. Officer Donnelly was gone, and Dianna, the woman who took care of the neighborhood's pets at her grooming place, was dead.



All dead because of one man's evil ambition.



“This way,” Judgement said and turned.



The Fool fell in at her side as she walked down 4th street past 24 Mart, the convenience store whose windows were blown out. I followed her, Tierra holding my arm, the loving women of my harem behind us. They had all survived. Michiko and Joan, Victoria and Rashimi, Lucy and Yoko, Aurora and Ester. The love of eight was needed.



We stepped out onto 20th Avenue. Our Lady of Heaven was across the street, the exterior of the Catholic church had been cracked by the earthquakes but stood. A large crack had split 20th Avenue in half for most of its length, but there was a whole section of the road up by 3rd Street. The fence of the construction yard had collapsed.



I knew where we were heading.



We walked in silence. The fighting at the barricade on 3rd Street had ended. The followers of the Preacher looked stunned. They stared at the dead and injured like they couldn't comprehend what had happened. I spotted Connal standing between his two women. He looked exhausted but alive.



We exchanged nods.



He had been a big help.



Despite being blind, Judgement walked with a forceful stride into the construction site. We made our way down a ramp into the large pit dug for the basement of the skyscraper that we would one day stand here.



Would it now? I don't know.



Silver light grew from the hole before my excavator. It felt like a lifetime ago that I had uncovered it, but it had only been this morning. This day had been a long one. The sun was setting. I swallowed as I stared at the hole.



“Seize the power, Emperor,” said Judgement.



“Seize the World and make her into what you want,” the Fool said. “You have the power to rule in the Temporal arena.”



“And he had the power to rule in the Spiritual,” I said, shivering. “You would have let him burn the World.”



“If you had corrupted her, yes,” said Judgement. “It is time we stopped treating the World like our whore.”



“The king is one with the land,” I whispered.



“An ancient belief that we modern humans have forgotten,” Judgement said. “Remind us, Charles.”



I glanced at Tierra. My other women were surrounding us. They were smiling, supportive. I felt their love pouring into me. I held out my hand to Tierra's. The Hispanic woman took it with a gentle touch, a virginal smile on her lips. The look of a bride on her wedding day.



Christ, I was marrying her, wasn't I? That was what they were getting at. The King was married to his Country. To his World. If he treated her the way a man should treat his wife, then his Country, the World, would prosper. Love her. Cherish her. Protect her.



Holding Tierra's hand, we stepped into the silver light. It spilled around us. Bathed us. I felt the power of the universe around us. We floated in the quantum foam, the Sea of Probability that governed the natural laws of reality.



Michiko would get this more than me.



I pulled Tierra to me. We floated in it, slowly drifting. Her large breasts pressed into my chest, my hard cock into her stomach. Our lips met. I kissed Tierra, my heart racing as I loved my ninth woman. She groaned, kissing me back.



She tasted so sweet. I grabbed her ass, squeezing and kneading her rump as we spun through eternity. My fingers dug into her ass cheeks as we shifted our bodies. My cock slid down her stomach to her pubic mound. The thick curls of her bush caressed me. Her long, brown hair floated around us in the water.



I thrust into my wife.



My rod claimed the World.



She quivered against me, her pussy clenching down on me. We came together the way Man and Woman were meant to. I held her tight as we spun through the water, sinking to the hilt in her wonderful passion. Her wet and silky hole held me.



Tierra gripped me. Her tongue danced through my mouth. I groaned, savoring the pleasure of her lips on mine. They were a treasure to kiss. A wonder to love. I drifted around in the silver radiance, savoring her embrace.



I made love to her.



I didn't fuck her. I didn't pound her cunt with my big dick.



We moved together, holding each other, kissing in the radiance of the universe.



Her hair floated around us as our bodies moved together. The silky pleasure of her pussy massaged my rod as I pumped in and out of her. Her breasts piled into my chest as I thrust into her snatch. I savored her holding me tight. She gripped me with her wonderful passion. She felt so good about me.



So amazing.



I plunged over and over and over into her. I groaned, enjoying every last moment of pumping away at her. She shuddered, squeezing her pussy down around my dick. I groaned into the kiss, loving her with all that I had.



She felt so wonderful about me. I couldn't stop thrusting my hips. She moaned into my lips. Her fingernails bit into my back as her pussy clenched around me. The ache swelled and swelled at the tip of my cock.



I thrust faster and harder into her. I pumped away at her as we built and built towards our release. Towards that burst of pleasure that would explode out of us both. I groaned, savoring every plunge into her pussy. every last thrust into her snatch.



Her breasts rubbed into my chest. Her body trembled in my arms. She held me tight as her pussy went wild around my cock.



She worshiped my rod with her pussy. She loved me with her silky snatch. I drove into her, balls smacking into her flesh full of my seed. Her cunt sucked at me, hungry to join with me in every way. A wife eager to take her husband's seed.



A Woman ready to be fertilized by her Man.



A World loving her Emperor.



I erupted into Tierra. I groaned into her sweet lips as I pumped my jizz into her cunt. And as I did, the silver energy we floated in poured into us. It surged through me and into her. From her, it flowed to all the cards. It energized the entire deck, the symbols of all the aspects of Creation.



I groaned, the pleasure slamming through my body. Stars burst across my vision. I loved this pleasure. I reveled in it as I pumped all my seed into my World's pussy. Tierra held me so tight as the power to make that bright future filled us.



She was the Avatar of the World. So long as I loved her, mankind would prosper. So long as I defended her, mankind would be safe. So long as I cherished her, mankind would be inspired. It began today.



It would be slow, but it would be worth it.



~~*~~



Sakina Hakim



Everything changed.



I gasped as I felt a difference in me. Power radiated around me. The good qualities of my card, Temperance. Self-control and self-reliance. The denial of destructive activities. Moderation in all things.



Connal groaned and then he no longer sagged into me. He felt strong, standing tall. Joy burst through me that he had survived Death's touch. His Strength was back. It spilled from him. Power, but under control. A horse who was tethered to the plow. The ox to the cart. Strength but used for purpose, not wild and unbridled. Not free.



Justice flowed from Adalet. The righteousness of walking the right path. The equity that all deserved the same chances and opportunities. The sword that cut through the injustices that sought to crush humans.



“Damn,” Connal said as he looked around at the people moving through the rubble. “Look at that. It's something, isn't it?”



“Yeah,” I said, holding him. “It's beautiful. They're all going to work together. They're going to build something that lasts.”



“Damn,” he said, nodding. I could feel Connal's pride in that. He took a great deal of satisfaction in it.



The followers of the Preacher were embracing those they had fought, weeping as they realized the evil that they had followed. A False Messiah, an Antichrist, had deceived them. The silver barrier was growing. Spreading. It was sweeping out to encompass the whole world.



The whole universe.



Connal laughed and then he picked Adalet and me up. He threw us over his shoulders. “Goddamn, I feel alive.”



I giggled at my sister-wife. Adalet and I were Connal's women. There was no official marriage, there didn't have to be. We were his and each other's. I grabbed Adalet's hand. The Turkish woman smiled at me.



We passed the survivors dealing with the destruction and death. It was sad and hopeful all at the same time. I held Adalet's hand as our husband carried us with such effortless ease. He took us down 4th Street to 19th Avenue. He went left, pushing through the celebrating throng. They could all feel that the world had changed.



Then we were entering the Arcadia apartments. 902 was mine. I could tell that was where we were headed. Connal raced up those stairs like it was nothing. It was sexy having such a strong husband. He wasn't a Muslim man, but I was realizing those old labels would be vanishing as something new had come.



Charles Ramhorn was the Emperor of the World, even if the world didn't know it. Well,
 the
 World certainly did.



“What's that wicked grin on your sweet lips,” Adalet asked.



“Oh, just thinking that Charles and Tierra must be in the throes of passion right now,” I said. “The earth feels so happy, doesn't it? Like she just had an amazing orgasm.”



“You want to have an amazing orgasm, don't you?” Adalet said. “You deserve it. You saved Connal's life.”



“You helped.”



“Yes, you both did,” he growled and we were on the ninth floor already. He jogged to my apartment. He thrust the door open. I had left it unlocked. I was glad because he carried us both across the threshold.



He carried us through my living room. So much had been knocked over. We could clean up later. We had to love each other. That was such an important thing to do. He moved into the bedroom. My dresser had collapsed, but my bed was intact.



Connal set Adalet and me down with such care. I shuddered as he grabbed my
 hijab
 and unwound it. My black hair fell free. He smiled at that. “There is something,” he said, “sexy about stripping off your headscarf, Sakina. You're gorgeous with your hair free.”



“Then I'll keep wearing it just so you can enjoy it,” I purred. “I like being sexy for you, husband.”



“Mmm, she's got a wet, little pussy,” Adalet cooed. “She's Temperance. Water aspect. You know.”



I laughed. The cards all had their aspects. I hadn't really thought of it. But I was Water. I had this esoteric knowledge that I didn't know before. The Universe had aspects, and I was an avatar of one of them. We all were. It came with responsibilities. The Tarot had to support our Emperor.



But he didn't need us
 right
 this second.



Adalet and I attacked Connal's clothes. They were dirty and blood-stained and tattered from the fighting. We pulled them off and threw them to the ground. The sun was setting. Night was falling. A time to relax and take comfort with those you loved in the safety of the home.



I groaned at how muscular and strong my husband was. My naughty pussy clenched. Waves of heat rushed through me. I quivered as he kicked off his shoes and then attacked his pants. He undid them, working his belt through the loops. I shuddered, my heart racing. I fanned my face, the heat rushing through me. I was so excited for this. So eager for this naughty fun.



We stripped off his pants and boxers, his cock popping out. Adalet and I knelt, bunching his jeans and pants around his ankles. We couldn't help but both kiss the tip of his dick as we fumbled to unlace his work boots.



They were not easy to take off when you were nibbling on the side of his dick.



“Damn,” Connal groaned, staring down at us with this big grin on his face. “You two... Damn.”



I winked at him as we danced our tongues around his dick. We flicked and licked at him. He groaned, his face contorting with delight. Our lips brushed and then we were kissing each other, his boots unlaced, his dick nuzzling into our faces.



As Adalet and I loved each other, Connal stripped out of his jeans. He peeled them off, losing his work boots in the process. He was naked and we were not. I could feel his lust rising for me as he watched us kiss. Adalet's lips were so soft and wonderful.



Then Adalet straightened up. Her clothes were equally as tattered and bloody. She had been fighting, too. She peeled off her ruined top and then peeled out of her jeans, kicking off her comfortable shoes. It was Saturday, so we had been dressed casually when all this went down.



She peeled off her panties, a trimmed bush coming into view dripping with her excitement. The tangy aroma of her passion filled my nose. I breathed it in and groaned, my mouth salivating with desire for her.



She was an earthy sort of woman. Her skin a rich shade of brown, her large breasts swaying. They brimmed with such fertile promise. She would bear strong sons for our husband while I would give him graceful daughters.



I wanted to have his daughter.



Let's get you naked,” Adalet purred and pulled me to my feet. My skirt swirled about my legs.



She and Connal started unbuttoning my blouse. I quivered as they slid it off my body, my round breasts jiggling in my white bra. Connal reached behind me and deftly unhooked it. He had a lot of practice. He was an experienced man. I liked that.



His hands cupped my breasts, paler than my dusky flesh. He ducked his head down and suckled on my nipple. I gasped at the feel of his mouth engulfing my nub. He suckled on it. I groaned, my brow furrowing from the pleasure of this. A shiver ran through me. I groaned as his tongue danced around it.



He knew just how to touch me to make me quiver. As he suckled on my nipple, Adalet undid my skirt and pulled it down my body. Her fingers hooked my panties. They slid off as I groaned, my body trembling.



“Mmm, that shaved twat is dripping,” groaned Adalet. “I knew it.”



The earthy woman buried her face into my juicy pussy. I gasped as she licked me. I groaned, my fingers sliding through Connal's red hair. I felt the solidness of him. How stable he was. A strong foundation on which to build a life.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, savoring his strong lips suckling at my nipple and Adalet's tongue licking at my pussy.



She darted it into my depths, dancing around in me. I groaned, my body quivering from the delight of her licking. I arched my back, so eager to have a big climax. I would just explode in rapture. It would be amazing.



He nursed hard on my nipple as I groaned. My pussy clenched on Adalet's tongue, aching for his cock. I shot my hand out and grasped him. I stroked my husband's dick, the pleasure in my pussy growing and growing. I held his thick shaft.



“Oh, you two,” I moaned, Adalet's tongue dancing in my snatch.



She teased me as she feasted on me. It was incredible to feel. I enjoyed every moment of it. I quivered at the delight of her licking at me. She danced that wonderful tongue through my snatch. My orgasm swelled, fed by Connal's nursing.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “I'm going to cum. You two are so wonderful.”



“So are you, Sakina,” Adalet moaned. Then she flicked her tongue to my clit and brushed it. I gasped at the feel of her tongue fluttering against my clit. The pleasure sparked through me. My eyes bulged.



“Oh, Adalet, yes!” I whimpered as she danced her tongue around my clit. She caressed my bud with that wicked, little tongue.



She suckled on my clit. My pearl burst with sparks. My nipple throbbed with delight. Connal nursed hard as I burst in orgasmic delight. My pussy convulsed. I shuddered, gasping out my pleasure. It rushed out of me.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled, bucking as the pleasure splashed over my mind. Stars danced across my vision. It was an amazing passion to experience. My head tossed. “Adalet! Connal! Oh, that's so wonderful!”



My blood boiled. I fluttered my eyes, the stars bursting before them were intense and gorgeous. I quivered, my toes curling. This was so amazing. I whimpered, bucking against this amazing rapture that flooded through me.



I swayed and then fell onto my bed. I gasped, my body trembling. It was delicious, but I wanted more. I craved more. I needed to feast on Adalet's pussy and feel Connal's big dick ramming into me. I had to be penetrated by his cock.



“Make love to me, Connal!” I moaned. “Adalet, sit on my face. I want to love you, too!”



“You wonderful delight,” purred Adalet. She crawled over me, her heavy tits swaying. I suckled her nipple into my mouth. I loved that delight. It was such a thrill just for that one moment. Then she was passing me and turning.



She straddled me and planted her furred muff right in my face. I licked at her tangy snatch, I feasted on her as Connal lifted my hips and shoved a pillow beneath my ass. The tip of his cock nuzzled into my shaved pussy.



“Mmm, fuck her, husband,” Adalet purred as my tongue licked at her pussy folds. I caressed her, gathering up her tangy juices. “Pound her!”



“Going to make her scream her pretty, little head off,” Connal boasted. “She's going to howl into your pussy.”



“Wonderful,” Adalet purred.



Then I heard them kissing, Adalet's lips coated in my sweet cream. I shuddered and kissed her pussy. I loved her nether mouth, thrusting my tongue into her depths. As I did, Connal rammed his thick shaft into my cunt.



I groaned at the feel of his thick dick sliding into my snatch. I squeezed down around him, savoring that naughty delight. The pleasure rippled through me as he buried his dick to the hilt in my twat. I whimpered, squeezing my snatch down on him and churned up Adalet's cunt.



I stirred around in her. I devoured her with all the passion I had. My tongue plundered her depths as Connal drew back his dick. I moaned, my pussy drinking in the friction as my flesh clung to his thick shaft.



Then he rammed back into me.



“Yes!” I moaned.



He groaned into Adalet's lips, his dick filling me up. I loved him in me.



My round breasts jiggled as he pumped away at my cunt. He drove his dick into me over and over again. I loved the feel of my man ramming into me. He buried over and over, making me shudder. I quivered, my boobs jiggling.



It was such a passionate delight to experience my husband's dick while feasting on my wife's cunt. I licked and lapped at Sakina. I feasted on her furred muff with hunger. Her silky curls rubbed on my face as she squirmed on me.



“Oh, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, Connal, she's licking at my cunt. Ooh, she's feasting on me. it feels so good!”



“I bet it does!” he growled.



I loved feasting on Adalet's pussy. As Connal's cock thrust into me, he brought me closer and closer to that moment of eruption. That wonderful burst of pleasure that would shower through me. I quivered, squirming and whimpering as my tongue plunged Adalet's depths.



I brushed her clit and latched on, Connal's dick burying into my wonderful depths. My pussy clung to him as I nursed on Adalet's bud. I loved her pearl like she loved me. Her butt-cheeks clenched before my face.



“Sweet Sakina!” she moaned. “Yes!”



Adalet's tangy flood gushed into my mouth. I drank down that wonderful, earthy passion. I savored it, reveling in the flavor of the cream spilling over my mouth. I gulped it down, my own pleasure climbing.



Connal buried into my pussy.



I burst with rapture. It surged through me, this wonderful pleasure. I shuddered, my body bucking as the pleasure burst through me. My pussy rippled around his cock burying into me. He thrust into me over and over again as the waves of delight washed through my body.



“Fuck!” Connal groaned. “My sweet Sakina. Love you!”



“Love you so much!” moaned my wife, her pussy cream gushing into my mouth. I savored this delight. I floated on the waves of ecstasy.



Connal buried into me and erupted.



I shuddered as his seed flooded my fertile depths. I wanted him to start that daughter in me. Then he had to breed Adalet and give her a strong son. I whimpered, my pussy convulsing with such hunger around his cock.



“Damn!” he growled as he pumped his jizz into me.



I groaned, hitting the peak of my pleasure. Adalet's pussy rubbed on my face. Her silky bush tickled my features. I licked at her, so thrilled that I could devour her. She was such a wonderful delight. Just amazing. I was so happy to have her in my life.



To have them both.



The world would be changing. Charles would lead it and, as holders of Tarot cards, we would help him bring about that wonderful future. I smiled as Adalet slipped off of me and Connal spurted the last of his jizz into me.



“Now you have to fuck Adalet!” I moaned. “As she licks my pussy clean.”



My two spouses both groaned their agreement.



~~*~~



Chance



“You're on your own,” Amanda said, dropping me on the road before the church.



“Whatever strange thing we had,” Mai added, “it's over.”



“We don't want a loser.”



I stared at them, abandoned. I swallowed, tears wanting to threaten me. Then the two lesbians, holders of the Lovers card, spun around, grabbed the other's hand and walked off together. They soon were sliding arms around the other's waist and exchanged kisses as they left me slumped on the sidewalk.



I buried my face in my hands and sobbed. I had come so close to achieving everything. So fucking close.



To be concluded...




Want to read the next part? Click here for Mastering the Harem's Passion!
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (
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Naughty Excerpt from “Mastering the Harem's Passion”




We sank to the carpet, the others moaning and gasping and loving each other. Lucy gasped as Charles fucked her, pounding his naughty Devil. I broke away from Tierra, my nipples brushing hers. Then I laid out on my back and spread my legs.



“Oh, boy,” Tierra said. “I've never had a woman lick cum out of my pussy.”



“Mmm, you'll love it,” I said as Rashimi fell between my thighs, the strap-on poking me.



Tierra's trimmed bush, matted with his cum, appeared over my head. Then she planted her cunt right on my mouth, her curls tickling me. Then his spunk, seasoned by her tangy cream, spilled into my mouth. I licked at her. My tongue danced through her folds. She groaned and shuddered on me.



I loved how she groaned, her cute rump clenching before my face. The tip of Rashimi's dildo slid through my brown bush until it nuzzled into my pussy lips. Rashimi thrust that thick shaft into my cunt. My pussy clenched down on it.



“Yes!” I moaned into Tierra's pussy. I thrust my tongue into her snatch, scooping out cum.



“That's so hot,” Tierra moaned, her tangy juices mixing with that salty seed. “Mmm, you're fucking her while she's eating me out.”



“It is hot,” moaned Rashimi. “Mmm, and you got tits just as big as our Empress here.”



“You can play with them!” groaned Tierra.



“I will!”



As Rashimi slid to the hilt in me, I heard Tierra gasp. I pictured Rashimi with her head buried between those two lush, brown boobs. I loved the imagery as I feasted on Tierra's creampie. I licked at her cunt while my pussy gripped the sex toy.



Rashimi drew it back. I groaned, my cunt clenching onto it. She thrust it back into me. She buried it to the hilt in my cunt. I groaned, loving that delight. It felt so good having her fucking away at me. She buried in hard and fast.



Tierra moaned, squirming her furred muff on my face. Cum poured into my hungry mouth. The salty delight, flavored by her pussy, was a wonderful treat. I devoured her, clenching my cunt down hard on that fake dick fucking me hard. I loved it.



To find out what happens next, read on!
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Characters




Adalet Kartal:
 Prosecuting attorney. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina and receives the Justice Card.



Amanda Laska:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Mai. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Aurora Solberg:
 Volunteers for a green charity. Lives at the Elysium Apartments.
 Receives the Sun Card.



Arthur:
 A homeless man. Delivers words of portent and bestows Cards to several individuals.
 Receives the Fool Card and chooses who gets the others. Is working with Eudoxia.



Chance:
 A drug-dealer and couch surfer.
 Receives the Wheel of Fortune Card. Amanda and Mai are his lady lucks, bound to him. He has entered the Source to claim it for himself but failed and had his card stripped from him.



Charles Ramhorn:
 Construction worker. Lives at the Elysium Apartments. Receives the Emperor Card.



Connal Beaufort:
 Construction worker. Lives in a brownstone on 2nd Avenue.
 In a polyamorous relationship with Adalet and Sakina and receives the Strength Card.



Diana Fengari:
 Owner of Happy Pets. Lives above her store. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Moon Card. Killed by Connal.



Eudoxia Dikastis:
 A judge. Lives in a brownstone on 4th Street.
 She is blind and holds the Judgement Card. She gives the Fool the Cards and will Judge if the World shall live or die.



Ester Morgenstern:
 Works at Knave's Deli. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the Star Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Fianna Donnelly:
 A police officer. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments. A devotee of the Hierophant. Receives the Chariot Card.
 Killed by Connal.



Joan Clark:
 Volunteers at Our Lady of Heaven. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. Receives the High Priestess Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Kirk Preston:
 A homeless doomsday preacher. Squats in Tsarina Park. Receives the Hierophant Card but lost the Judgement and his card. Now a broken madman.



Lorelei Devereux:
 Works at the Liquor & Smoke Shop. Lives in the Asphodel Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Death Card. Killed by Adalat.



Lucy Neri:
 Works at White's Pub. Lives at the Asphodel Apartments. Receives the Devil Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Magdalene Apted:
 Flagger at the construction site. Lives in the Arcadia Apartments.
 A devotee of the Hierophant.
 Receives the Tower Card. Killed by Tierra rejecting her attack on the Earth.



Mai Fujita:
 Co-owner of Lover's Delight sex shop with her girlfriend, Amanda. In a polyamorous relationship with Chance. Lives above the shop.
 Shares the Lovers Card with her girlfriend.



Michiko Noguchi:
 Works at Rider's Drug Store. Lives in a brownstone home on White Street. Receives the Magician Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Rashimi Chaudhary:
 A palm reader who works out of her brownstone home on 3rd Street.
 She receives the Hanged Man Card and has been claimed by the Emperor.



Sakina Hakim:
 Works at Healthy Life. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments. In a polyamorous relationship with Connal and Sakina.
 Receives the Temperance Card.



Tierra Quiones:
 Works as a nurse at the Browns Free Clinic. Lives in a brownstone home on Park Avenue. Receives the World Card.
 Rescued from the Preacher by Charles.



Victoria Caito:
 Works at Happy Pets. Lives at the Arcadia Apartments.
 Joan's roommate. She receives the Empress Card and has been claimed by the Emperor and now is his wife.



Yoko Uragiri:
 Unemployed. Lives next door to Charles in the Elysium Apartments.
 A former devotee of the Hierophant, she has betrayed the Preacher and chosen to be Charles's eighth woman in truth. Receives the Hermit Card.









 
Mastering the Harem's Passion




Victoria Caito



Charles rose out of the silver radiance carrying Tierra like a bride. Such excitement burst through me as I stared at them. I clapped, bouncing on my feet. Rashimi was on my right and my roommate Joan was on my left. All of the harem was cheering.



“Why to go, stud,” Lucy whooped. “You nailed her hard. The entire world felt her climax.”



“There's such hope blossoming in the air,” Ester said, a radiant smile on her.



“Yes!” Aurora cheered. She bounced on her feet, her large tits jiggling.



“It was beautiful,” Michiko said. “We could all see you in there making love.”



Tierra smiled at them. “It was beautiful.”



“We have to celebrate!” Lucy squealed. “Orgy? Harem orgy?”



“I'd like that,” Yoko said, sounding shy.



“Of course,” Rashimi said, taking Yoko's hand. Then she took mine.



“Orgy sounds perfect,” said Joan. “Our place? We have those toys there for when our Emperor is busy.”



“So busy,” sighed Aurora, looking dreamy.



“Yeah,” Tierra said. “I want to love you all, too. You're his, and that feels special to me.”



I beamed at her.



The harem walked around Charles as he carried the World in his arms. She had come last to the harem, but that didn't make her any less than the rest of us. I knew we were all loved in Charles's heart. We were all his women.



Loving the world
 might
 be a little more important symbolically, but he also had to love Nature, Wisdom, Knowledge, Hope, Joy, Prophecy, Guidance, and Sin. Yes, he had to love the naughty stuff, too.



We moved through the destruction and saw people were pitching in. The dome was expanding out, sweeping over the city, then the country, and last the world. People would feel the difference. The air positively sparkled.



The World had a nice orgasm, and that just made everything brighter, didn't it.



We reached the Arcadia Apartments. The power was still out, but that was okay. We all felt more than up to the task of climbing those stairs. Us busty girls had to deal with some eagerly bouncing tits, but hands made makeshift sports bras. I was so excited when we reached the apartment. We all spilled out and started coming together with each other.



Tierra came up to me. She took my hand. “I would like to have fun with you, Victoria. You feel the closest to me.”



“I'm the Empress,” I said. “Feminine nurturing and nature. That's probably why.”



“Probably,” she said. “Mmm, I really don't know how to do this.”



“Well,” Rashimi said, picking up the strap-on that we loved to use on each other. The Indian beauty's swarthy boobs jiggled as she stepped into it. “I was planning on fucking Victoria with this strap-on. You could sit on her face while I do that. I bet she would love to lick your pussy. She likes seeds.”



“Mmm, Charles's seed in your pussy would be wonderful.” I pulled Tierra to me, our breasts pressing together. She had such wonderful, golden-brown skin. “I want to love you, Tierra. I want to love you so much.”



“I was so wrong about the harem,” Tierra said, leaning in. “You're not Charles's sluts.”



“Yes, we are,” Lucy shouted.



“You're not
 only
 his sluts,” Tierra corrected herself and then kissed me.



I melted against her lips, loving the feel of them. It was so wonderful. My pussy was dripping with excitement, soaking my bush. Not long ago, I had no interest in sex with women. Now I craved it like nothing else.



I was just that naughty.



We sank to the carpet, the others moaning and gasping and loving each other. Lucy gasped as Charles fucked her, pounding his naughty Devil. I broke away from Tierra, my nipples brushing hers. Then I laid out on my back and spread my legs.



“Oh, boy,” Tierra said. “I've never had a woman lick cum out of my pussy.”



“Mmm, you'll love it,” I said as Rashimi fell between my thighs, the strap-on poking me.



Tierra's trimmed bush, matted with his cum, appeared over my head. Then she planted her cunt right on my mouth, her curls tickling me. Then his spunk, seasoned by her tangy cream, spilled into my mouth. I licked at her. My tongue danced through her folds. She groaned and shuddered on me.



I loved how she groaned, her cute rump clenching before my face. The tip of Rashimi's dildo slid through my brown bush until it nuzzled into my pussy lips. Rashimi thrust that thick shaft into my cunt. My pussy clenched down on it.



“Yes!” I moaned into Tierra's pussy. I thrust my tongue into her snatch, scooping out cum.



“That's so hot,” Tierra moaned, her tangy juices mixing with that salty seed. “Mmm, you're fucking her while she's eating me out.”



“It is hot,” moaned Rashimi. “Mmm, and you got tits just as big as our Empress here.”



“You can play with them!” groaned Tierra.



“I will!”



As Rashimi slid to the hilt in me, I heard Tierra gasp. I pictured Rashimi with her head buried between those two lush, brown boobs. I loved the imagery as I feasted on Tierra's creampie. I licked at her cunt while my pussy gripped the sex toy.



Rashimi drew it back. I groaned, my cunt clenching onto it. She thrust it back into me. She buried it to the hilt in my cunt. I groaned, loving that delight. It felt so good having her fucking away at me. She buried in hard and fast.



Tierra moaned, squirming her furred muff on my face. Cum poured into my hungry mouth. The salty delight, flavored by her pussy, was a wonderful treat. I devoured her, clenching my cunt down hard on that fake dick fucking me hard. I loved it.



“Oh, Victoria,” Tierra moaned as she squirmed on my face, her thick bush rubbing on my lips and mouth. “That is so wonderful. What a delight. Ooh, yes, yes. And Rashimi...”



“These delightful breasts,” Rashimi moaned as she pounded me with her strap-on. “I fear I have quite the fetish for them. Mm, they're just so wonderful. I can't get enough of them.”



I felt like I had inspired her love for big boobs. We were each other's first women. That wonderful afternoon I visited her palmistry shop to get guidance on the lust I felt for Charles. We had felt our connection, knowing that we both belonged to his harem.



My pleasure rose and rose with every thrust of that fake cock into my cunt. I shuddered, rising towards my climax. It would be such a mighty one. I whimpered, my pussy drinking in the friction while the flow of Charles's cum slowed to a trickle.



And then there was only Tierra's tangy cream.



I licked at her pussy, stroking her lips as I reveled in the wonderful flavor of her delicious twat. Her silky curls tickled my face as I savored the thrusts into my snatch. It was so wonderful to experience her pounding my cunt hard.



I quivered, my snatch squeezing about that wonderful shaft of Rashimi's. It filled me up with such rapture. I groaned as she pumped away at me. They were all moaning. We were rising to our orgasmic delight, Charles and the other women of the harem all gasping out their joy, too.



“Oh, Rashimi,” I moaned. “Tierra!”



“I'm going to climax!” Tierra whimpered. “Victoria, your lovely tongue is so stirring and... Rashimi! Yes, yes, suckle on my nipples. That's it. I... Yes!”



A flood of tangy pussy cream gushed into my mouth. I groaned, drinking down that delight. I shuddered, loving that pleasure that was gushing into my mouth. I drank down the cream, reveling in its wonderful flavor.



This was the passion that I needed. That I craved. Oh, it was just perfect. I squeezed my eyes shut and climaxed. I trembled through this wonderful moment as I drank all of Tierra's pussy cream. My pussy rippled around Rashimi's dildo.



“Oh, that's so good!” I moaned.



“Oh, yes, yes,” Tierra gasped.



Rashimi squealed, her mouth full of Tierra's nipple. She buried her dildo into me. My cunt convulsed around that thick shaft. We were all cumming. All having such a wonderful delight. It was incredible to experience this rush.



Together, we would love each other and make this world a better place. We would lead mankind to enlightenment. Such a bright future awaited us.



~~*~~



Rashimi Chaudhary



I buzzed from the delight of fucking Victoria with my strap-on. It was such a wonderful thing to fuck her.



“Rashimi,” a quiet voice whispered. I turned to see Ester there, her face smeared in pussy cream. I bet it was Aurora's. “May I...” She blushed so prettily, her platinum-blonde hair spilling about her shoulders. “May I use your strap-on to... fuck you in the ass?”



She said that last half so fast. I smiled at the White girl and nodded. “Of course, you may. I would be honored to let you fuck my asshole with it. Victoria has it all nice and wet.”



“She does,” Tierra said, bending over to sixty-nine with Victoria. The two busty beauties pressed their bodies together, pale flesh meeting golden-brown delights.



I stripped off the strap-on, my round tits jiggling, and handed it over to the slender white girl. Lucy was grinning. She had just been fucked by Charles and had his cum dripping out of her shaved pussy. Her large tits rose and fell, her left tattooed with a pentagram. She smiled at me and cocked her fingers.



I thrust the strap-on to Ester and crawled towards Lucy. She grabbed a fistful of my hair and shoved my head down to feast on her juicy twat. The sweet flavor of her pussy was always a delight, and mixed with Charles's cum... Such ambrosia.



I licked and lapped at her cunt. My tongue fluttered up and down her folds, licking and lapping at her while I heard Ester working up the strap-on. I watched Lucy's big, soft boobs jiggling as she kept a firm grasp on my head.



“That's it,” purred Lucy. “Get that big dick on and fuck the naughty Rashimi in the asshole. Ooh, you're going to love it.”



“Yes, Lucy,” quiet Ester said. She was so wonderfully virginal. I loved her so much.



And Lucy, too.



I thrust my tongue into her pussy to scoop out that salty cum as Ester fell to her knees behind me. She pressed the wet tip of the dido into my butt-crack and slid it down to my asshole. I groaned as she drilled it against my sphincter.



Feasting on Lucy's sweet cunt, my anal ring widened and widened around that lube shaft. Ester whimpered and groaned, feeling the massaging base of the dildo on her little clit. She gave a hard thrust and popped in.



“Wow!” she gasped as the shaft vanished into my hungry asshole.



“Mmm, that's so good,” I moaned and thrust my tongue into Lucy's cunt.



“Fuck her hard,” Lucy groaned. “Ooh, just pound her. She's going to town on my cunt. Yes, yes, fuck that slut in the ass.”



“Yes, Lucy!”



Ester grabbed my hips and pumped away at my bowels. I groaned, my asshole clutching to the toy thrusting into me. I shuddered, licking with hunger at Lucy's cunt. I gathered that sinful mix of our Emperor's cum and her sweet cream. I feasted on her.



The pleasure swelled in me as the naughty Ester thrust away. She gasped and squeaked her delight as she sodomized my asshole. I groaned, clenching down tight on her. She plunged way into my bowels, burying with force into me.



I shuddered, loving the way she buried into me. She plunged that dildo deep and hard into my bowels, heating me. My cunt grew hotter and hotter as she fucked me. She buried deep and hard into me. I whimpered, clenching my bowels down around her.



And feasted on Lucy's creampie.



“Oh, damn, Rashimi!” Lucy moaned, her boobs heaving above me. “That's it. Get that tongue in me. Shit, that's good. That's fucking good. Mmm, you're going to make me explode. Yes, yes, I'm going to cream that mouth.”



I wanted that. I licked at her cunt, thrusting my tongue in and finding more of Charles's cum. I licked out every bit of it I could find. I danced and swirled about in her, savoring that wonderful flavor. I just had to find every drop of it I could.



It was running out. My bowels gripped Ester's dildo, my pussy swelling towards my orgasm. I wanted more, celebrating our victory with my harem. My tongue plunged deep into Lucy's cunt and found nothing salty to enjoy.



So I flicked up to her clit and danced about it.



“Fuck,” she gasped, her back arching. “That's great. Ooh, you know what you're doing to me. yes, yes, just love that bud. You're going to be drowning in pussy cream.”



“Drown her!” Ester squeaked, her thrusts so hard. “Yes, yes, this feels so good on my clit. I'm going to cum!”



“Me, too!” I suckled hard on Lucy's clit.



I moaned, rising to my orgasm. I nursed on her as that amazing dildo brought me to the brink. Ester drew back, and I burst in delight. My pussy convulsed and my bowels writhed around her shaft. She buried back into me as I squealed about Lucy's clit.



She gasped. Her big boobs heaved. Sweet cream gushed out of her pussy. I opened my mouth wide, abandoning her bud two drink that sinful cream. The naughty Devil gasped, her tits smacking together. She came hard.



“Yes, yes, yes,” Ester moaned and buried into my bowels. “Oh, that's so good. That's so wonderful. Yes, yes!”



I felt her cumming while my bowels writhed around her dildo. She gripped my hips, her fingernails biting into my flesh. My pleasure hit that naughty peak. I savored it, stars dancing before my eyes. It was so wonderful.



Just so amazing. Lucy moaned and Ester gasped, adding their moans to the pleasure the rest of our Emperor's harem shared. I would use my prophecy to guide us to that future, that enlightenment of mankind. The awakening had begun.



The next level of consciousness was upon us.



~~*~~



Lucy Neri



“Charles, you just have to fuck me in the ass while I suck on Tierra's big titties,” I purred. I pressed my face between them. I was riding the high of getting eaten out by Rashimi.



“I just fucked you,” Charles said as I wiggled my ass at him. I sent him some sinful temptation. “Fuck, that ass does look delicious.”



“It's your harem, Charles, fuck you who you want, “Yoko moaned.



I loved my powers.



I rubbed my face back and forth between Tierra's big, golden brown titties. She purred in delight. Charles's dick, wet with Michiko's pussy cream, slid into my crack and found my asshole. He knew just how to make a woman purr.



As I loved Tierra's boobs, Charles's cock thrust against my asshole. My anal ring had been broken in by his cock. He had taken that cherry when he had mastered me with his thick rod. I whimpered into her boobs, pressing her big tits about my face.



He popped into my bowels. I moaned in delight.



“Damn,” growled Charles as he slid into my asshole. My backdoor took more and more of his cock. “You are always a delight, Lucy.”



“Ooh, she's just a devilish thing,” Tierra cooed. “Is she just going to rub her face between my tits while you ass-fuck her?”



“Mmm,” I purred, reveling in their softness as Charles bottomed out in me.



He gripped my hips and drew back. I groaned, my asshole squeezing down on him. The pleasure of his dick massaging my bowels was delicious. I groaned as she thrust back into me. He pounded into my bowels hard and fast. I shuddered, squeezing down on him. I loved how thick he was. His girth was so impressive.



He pumped away at my asshole, the heat melting down to my cunt. Juices ran down my thighs, hot and wonderful. I loved them. I groaned, squeezing down on his dick as he pumped away at me. He fucked me with those hard and powerful strokes.



He slammed into me deep and hard. I purred into Tierra's tits, the sinful heat swelling in my pussy. I clenched my bowels down on him. He grunted, his hands squeezing tight about my hips. He plowed to the hilt in me.



“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Fuck my ass, Charles. Ooh, pound it. You're going to make me cum!”



“Good,” Tierra moaned. Her hands squeezed my tits. “After he does, you're going to eat my pussy.”



“I will,” I sighed.



Her boobs felt so wonderful on my face. I breathed in the scent of her. The importance of her. She was special. Sacred. So I motorboated my face into her boobs as Charles's dick pounded my asshole. His every stroke into me brought me closer and closer to cumming. I would have such a big orgasm on his dick. Just a mighty climax. It would be incredible.



My pussy drank in the friction, my pleasure swelling with his every plunge. Tierra's hands felt so wonderful as they massaged my tits. She dug her fingers into them, making me feel so loved and cherished.



I sighed in contentment, my head moving back and forth between her tits. It was such a wonderful treat. I was so happy to enjoy it. I groaned, my bowels clenching down on Charles's dick. He plunged into me with hard and fast strokes.



“Oh, I'm going to cum!” I moaned. “I love cumming. Orgasms are such a gift that we've been given. Ooh, I'm going to make sure people have a lot more fun. Lot less shame.”



“Sounds wonderful,” growled Charles.



I could feel that my power would be to show people the fun things in life. All work and no play, yadda, yadda, yadda. And I was having fun with my play. I clenched my bowels around his dick. I held him tight as he buried into me with hard strokes. He plowed to the hilt in me.



I groaned into her boobs. His dick buried into me. He plowed deep and hard into my bowels. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. His nuts slapped into me. I felt that swelling ache rise in me. I was almost there.



“Charles!” I moaned into Tierra's boobs.



“Cum in her!” Tierra moaned. “Flood her, Charles. Give our little sinful devil what she craves!”



Charles slammed into me with all the force of his mighty authority. His rod stimulated my flesh. I gasped, my pussy bursting with heat. The rapture swept through me. This wonderful gust of hot wind that suffused my very body. I groaned, loving every second of it. I whimpered and groaned, my bowels clenching and writhing around his dick.



“Fuck!” he growled and then he erupted into me.



His cum pumped into my bowels. The ecstatic heat melted my mind. I groaned as more and more of his hot spunk flooded my asshole. My velvety flesh milked him, working out all that jizz to pool in me. It felt so incredible. I savored every moment of it.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped. “Oh, that's so good. Ooh, Charles, that's what I needed. That's the rapture that I crave. Thank you!”



“You’re welcome,” he growled, his cock pulsing as he unloaded his cock into my bowels. It was amazing to experience. I groaned, savoring that wonderful passion. I quivered, my eyes squeezing shut, and I enjoyed this moment so much.



We would change the world. Make it freer. Boil out the negativity. The shame. The degradation. The embarrassment. Make people more honest with what they wanted. Less afraid to express their desire to be fucked up the ass while motorboating their face into a busty girl's rack.



Enlightenment would come in a lot of ways.



~~*~~



Ester Morgenstern



“Ester, Ester, you have got to let me fuck you in the ass!” Aurora shouted as I was preparing to sink my pussy down Charles's dick. It was fresh from Lucy's asshole and... I wanted to wash him clean with my pussy.



I knew it was so depraved, but I just felt this desire not to hide the perverted ideas that flashed through my mind. The ones that used to make me feel so ashamed. I stared at Aurora rushing over, her big boobs heaving, and smiled at her.



“Okay!”



“Damn, look at you,” Charles said as I pressed his dirty cock into my blonde bush. “You're turning into such a naughty girl.”



“I just feel so hopeful about the future,” I said and then impaled my cunt down his dick.



I gasped as I swallowed his dirty dick with my pussy. This wicked thrill rushed through me. Lucy flashed a thumbs up at me even though she was eating out Tierra's pussy and could not possibly see me. I grinned at her, anyway, savoring the fullness of Charles in me.



He stroked my petite waist. I smiled down at him, this handsome construction worker who used to come into Knave's Deli every morning. I had such a crush on him. I never thought he noticed me, and yet here I was, one of his women. Just thinking that made me so hopeful for the future.



“Yes!” Aurora gasped. The sunny girl hugged me from behind and pressed the tip of the strap-on into my butt-crack. “Just got to find it and... There it is.”



“Yes!” I gasped as she thrust against my asshole, her big boobs rubbing on my back.



I groaned as her dildo stretched out my hole. My pussy clenched down on Charles's dirty dick. I groaned, squirming on him. My movements were buffing him clean. I quivered, loving the fact that I polishing his pole.



The dildo popped into my bowels. I gasped, trembling as the two shafts filled me. Charles's was better—all warm and flesh—but the rubber dick still felt good in my butthole. The velvety friction warmed my nethers up even more.



It made me flex my thighs and slide my pussy up Charles's cock. I gasped as I did that. He groaned. His hands clutched my waist. I slammed back down him, buffing his dick clean of Lucy's asshole. When I rose up him, he lifted me.



I gasped at how naughty that felt. This wicked thrill ran through me. I groaned, my bowels clenching about Aurora's shaft. She pumped away at me as I went up and down his cock. The two shafts filled me up over and over again.



“Yes,” I moaned, savoring this wicked delight. It fed my orgasms already.



“So much fun!” Aurora moaned as she drilled my asshole with her dildo. She squeezed my small boobs as she did it, playing with them.



That felt so naughty and so good. My face contorted with delight. She slammed her dildo deep and hard into my bowels. I whimpered, loving every second of being fucked by her. She pounded me so hard as Charles lifted me up and down his dick.



He groaned as he did that, his face contorting with delight. My clit burst with sparks every time I bottomed out on him, my pussy gripping his dirty dick. Aurora moaned, driving her dildo into my asshole again and again.



“Oh, that's so good,” she moaned. “That's hot. Yes, yes, I love it. I love it so much. Ooh, I'm having so much fun fucking your asshole.”



“Good!” I moaned, my bowels clenching around her dildo. “Don't you stop fucking me. Pound me so hard. I love it. I love it so much.”



“Yay!” Aurora moaned.



“And that pussy,” groaned Charles. “Damn, you're going to have me cumming in that tight pussy!”



“Please, please, cum in me.” I felt so naughty as I spoke these words. “It feels so wonderful when you spurt your seed in me.”



“Yes!” Aurora gasped, driving her dildo into my bowels.



My orgasm swelled faster and faster. I came closer and closer to cumming. Aurora pinched my nipples. She twisted those little nubs. That made me gasp and shudder. My head tossed from side to side as she gave me such pleasure. It was incredible. I hurtled towards my orgasm. So utterly close to bursting with rapture.



I slammed down Charles's cock as Aurora buried into my asshole. The two frictions, one silky and one velvety, mixed in my pussy. I gasped as Aurora drew back. My orgasm burst through me. I cried out my hopeful bliss.



“Oh, yes, yes, that's so wonderful!” I cried as my pussy writhed around Charles's rod, and my bowels convulsed about Aurora's dildo.



The pleasure swept through me, a joyful heat that bathed my mind. I shuddered, bucking and shuddering. Charles gripped my hips, my pussy massaging his cock and sucking at him. Aurora kept thrusting her dildo into my bowels.



“Goddamn,” Charles groaned, my pussy sucking at him. “That's it. That's so good!”



His cum fired into my pussy. I gasped and climaxed harder as Charles's wonderful spunk flooded my body. I tossed my head, whimpering out my delight. Stars danced before my eyes. I whimpered, my cunt rippling and writhing around his dick. I suckled at him, loving the feel of his cum spurting into me.



“Charles, I love you!” I moaned.



Pinching my nipples and burying her dildo into my asshole, Aurora gasped, “What about me?”



“I love you, too!” I moaned, her boobs rubbing into my back.



“Wonderful!” she cried out.



She shuddered, her body holding me tight as pleasure must be racing through her body. She whimpered and groaned. She kissed my neck while the joyful heat washed through my body. I drank it in, so hopeful for the future that Charles and his harem would bring about.



My pussy milked out all of Charles's wonderful cum. He filled me up, and it felt so amazing. I beamed, shining with all the delight that I could muster. Today was such an amazing delight. I felt so energized by it.



~~*~~



Aurora Solberg



I peeled off the strap-on, Lucy eager to use it. Ester still sat impaled on Charles's cock, a dazed look on her face. She must have come real hard. I loved that I could give her that delight. I burst with such hope. This happy delight bubbled through me.



“Mmm, I want to lick that pussy clean,” purred Yoko. She pulled Ester off of Charles's cock, leaving his shaft gleaming.



I tossed the strap-on to Lucy and then fell to my knees between Charles's legs. Ester whimpered nearby as Yoko feasted on her. I was so glad that she stopped being a traitor and joined the winner's side. Our side. We had the best guy leading us.



I grabbed his cock, so glad that we would be saving the world. I had always wanted to save the world. It was why I became an environmental activist in college. I didn't think it would be so literal. I glanced over at Tierra getting devoured by Michiko.



Giggling, I grabbed Charles's cock and swallowed him, savoring the tangy flavor of Ester's pussy on his dick. I groaned at how great it felt. My pussy clenched. Charles groaned as I bobbed my head and worked my mouth up and down his dick. I sucked on him with hunger, buffing off those wonderful juices.



And tasting that salty precum.



“Mmm, what have we here,” Joan purred behind me. “I see a cute derrire and a naughty pussy just begging to be played with.”



I moaned my agreement.



“Mmm, I think she needs you to do something wicked with...” Charles arched an eyebrow. “Is that a vibrator you’re holding there?”



“Maybe.”



“Naughty nympho.”



Laughing, Joan grabbed my butt-cheek. She squeezed my ass. Then her toy buzzed to life. She pressed the humming tip against my shaved pussy folds. I groaned around Charles's dick, loving the feel of that vibrator working up and down my pussy lips. The heat swept through me. This was just such a naughty thing to experience.



I moaned around his cock, sucking hard on him. I bobbed my head, nursing with all my passion on his amazing dick. He groaned, his hand grabbing a fistful of my golden hair. The vibrator sliding up and down my slit encouraged me to nurse with all my passion. I put my heart into pleasing Charles.



“Mmm, you are the Sun, but you got a full moon rising back here,” Joan groaned. “Such a plump booty. Makes me want to do all sorts of wicked things to it.”



“Indulge yourself,” our Emperor commanded. When he did, I could feel the power of his Authority slide over us. I shivered as I suckled on him.



Joan smacked her lips and pressed the vibrator on my clit. I squealed around Charles's rod. The naughty Joan slid her face into my butt-crack, her cheeks sliding on my skin. She kissed my puckered asshole. I whimpered in delight.



Her tongue danced around my sphincter. She caressed my naughty backdoor while drilling the tip of the vibrator on my clit. My bud burst with such wicked sparks. I moaned, my toes curling. My boobs swayed from my squirms. I bobbed my head faster, working my lips up and down Charles's big dick.



The vibrator popped into my cunt.



The buzzing shaft slid into me. I squeezed my eyes shut and groaned. It felt so amazing in me. My pussy drank in the vibrations. I almost forgot about her tongue dancing around my asshole. But then she pressed it into my backdoor.



She wiggled it about in my bowels. Wet and warm and so naughty.



I groaned around Charles's dick. I bobbed my head, loving the taste of his precum. The flavor grew stronger and stronger. He groaned, his face contorting from the delight. I bobbed my mouth on him, loving his dick with everything I had.



The vibrator thrust away at me. It buzzed away in my cunt, sending such wonderful tingles racing through me. I shuddered, my face contorting with delight. This was wonderful. Amazing. I groaned, loving every second of her tongue dancing around in my bowels.



“Damn,” Charles groaned. “Oh, damn, that's good. That's really good. You're going to make me cum, aren't you?”



I moaned around his dick, so eager to make him cum.



“Yes, yes, Aurora.” His chest rose and fell. “That's so good. The way you moan... Damn, Joan must be doing a number on your pussy and asshole.”



She was.



Her tongue fucked in and out of my asshole. She thrust it into me and churned it around in me. It felt so incredible. I loved that delight. My heart pounded in my chest as she played with me in just the right way. She knew how to make me shudder.



The vibrator twisted around in my cunt, massaging me. That was the true delight. She brought me closer and closer to cumming with every moment. I whimpered around Charles's cock, sucking with all my might.



He growled and grunted, rising towards his orgasm. I massaged his balls with my delicate fingers, caressing him while the pleasure built in me. The vibrator fucked deep into my cunt, my flesh melting around it.



It was so amazing.



The toy drew back as Joan danced her tongue around in my bowels. The naughty nympho made me feel so good. I squealed around Charles's dick, the taste of his salty precum filling my mouth. My pussy clamped down on the vibrator.



I exploded.



A joyful rapture erupted in me. Happy flames of ecstasy burned through my body. I moaned around Charles's dick. I suckled on him hard, the pleasure racing through me. It was incredible. My pussy writhed and spasmed, all this joy surging through me. It was fantastic. I loved it. Stars burst across my vision, sizzling with such wonderful delights.



“Goddamn,” growled Charles as I suckled on his dick. “That's it. Fuck!”



His cum fired into my mouth. Spurt after spurt of his jizz pumped from his dick and flooded across my taste buds. I shuddered, loving the flavor of his spunk. It was incredible. I groaned, the pleasure burning across my mind.



“Yes, yes, yes!” he growled. “That's incredible, Aurora.”



I drank it down while my rapture continued to burn through my body. My cunt writhed around the vibrator, all that happy delight rushing through my body. Joan danced her tongue around in my asshole, stirring me up and making me feel so good.



I could hear others in the harem gasping and moaning, too. This was such an amazing rush. I groaned, stars bursting across my vision. We were all sharing in something so profound. So wonderful. We had saved the World.



The World!



As my orgasm peaked, I rode that wonderful high. And we would continue to save it. Under Charles's leadership, I would shine joy and happiness on the world, helping mankind leave behind their selfishness. Their negativity. Doubts. Fears. All of it. I would illuminate the world and be a beacon for them all.



~~*~~



Joan Clark



“Well, she sucked your cock, good,” I purred to Charles as Aurora scampered off to love someone else.



“She did at that,” Charles said. He flicked his eyes up and down my body. “What do you want me to do to you?”



“Fuck her in the ass!” Michiko shouted and darted up. “While she eats out my pussy!”



“You just want to suck my asshole clean of his cum, you anal fiend!” I accused.



A dreamy look crossed Michiko's porcelain face. “I do. I really, really, really do.”



“How can we deny her,” Charles said. “On your knees, Joan. I want to see your face deep in her pussy just snorkeling on that hot cunt.”



“Yes, sir!” I snapped a mock salute to my Emperor while Michiko settled down on some pillows, leaning back. Her small breasts jiggled. She parted her legs, her black bush dripping with delight. Her pussy lips peaked out. “Mmm, I am happy to obey.”



I fell to my knees and buried my face into Michiko's cunt. Her curls rubbed on my face as I took my first lick of that wonderfully sweet pussy. She moaned, her gold necklace dotted with roses and lilies gleaming for a moment. I wiggled my rump as my tongue fluttered up and down her slit.



Charles fell to his knees, his dick smacking on my ass. He was wet and juicy. Just so ready to sodomize me. I was so eager for it, too. Just so ready to have him fucking that dick into me. It would be magnificent.



He slid his cock into my butt-crack as my tongue caressed over Michiko's cute clit. The Magician moaned, her face twisting in pleasure. I loved getting off and making other's cum. It was such a rewarding thing to do.



And my reward for doing it was pushing on my asshole.



“Fuck me with your mighty rod, Charles!” I moaned, putting all my need into my voice. I was so excited about this. I just wanted him ramming into me and making me cum. It would be fantastic.



He pressed his dick into my asshole. I shuddered as that naughty hole widened and widened. I groaned as he slid into my bowels. I whimpered and groaned as he pushed and pushed. Then he popped into my bowels.



I was so happy feeling Charles sliding into me. It felt so wonderful having his dick working into my asshole. I purred my delight as he went deeper and deeper into me. I rubbed my face into her cunt, just so happy for his dick to be in me. I loved his cock so much.



I loved him. I finally had a dick that could give me satisfaction. It didn't last, but I was thoroughly satiated after being fucked by him. No other men—and there were a lot—had ever come close. But this mighty rod did. I purred with rapture as he bottomed out in me.



I licked at Michiko's cunt. I caressed up and down her. I lapped at her, loving the flavor of her snatch. She was so delicious. She groaned as I caressed her. I loved her with everything I had. It was such a treat.



My tongue danced through her folds. I licked and lapped and caressed every bit of her I could. I feasted on her with just such delight. She moaned, her face twisting with pleasure while her small breasts jiggled. And as I did that, Charles drew back his cock.



I moaned from the euphoria, clenching my bowels down around his thick shaft. He pulled further and further out of me. It was magnificent to feel. He was almost out of me when he rammed back into me. He slammed to the hilt in my bowels.



I gasped in delight, whimpered, loving the way he plunged away at my asshole. My tongue danced through Michiko's folds as Charles grunted and groaned. He fucked me with such passion. He rammed to the hilt in me. It was incredible.



“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my asshole clinging to him. “Charles! Charles!”



“Damn, that's amazing,” he groaned. “You really know how to squeeze that asshole around my dick. Fuck, you're going to make me cum.”



“Good,” I moaned and then thrust my tongue into Michiko's cunt.



“Mmm, flood the little nympho, Charles,” Michiko moaned, her pussy clenching around my tongue. “I want to lick all that yummy cum out of her asshole. It'll be amazing.”



“You are such an anal slut!” I moaned.



“You would know.”



“I would!” I suckled on her clit.



She gasped and bucked as I nursed on her bud. Charles fucked his cock hard into my bowels as I did that. It was so incredible. My orgasms swelled and swelled in me. I came closer and closer to cumming. Closer and closer to exploding on that dick and milking him of all his cum.



His heavy balls smacked into my flesh. The heavy thud echoed through the apartment building. I moaned as he drilled into me. He plowed into me with such force, melting my asshole. I whimpered around Michiko's clit.



Then I thrust two fingers into her pussy. Her juicy flesh engulfed my digits. I pounded them in and out of her cunt. I drilled them in deep. She whimpered, her cunt squeezing down on my digits as Charles hammered my asshole.



“Oh, yes, that's so good, Joan!” Michiko moaned. “You're so wonderful. So loving and caring. Make me cum. I'm going to explode.”



“Good!” Charles growled. “Love her, Joan. Love your sister-wife.”



“Yes!” Michiko moaned, her cunt clenching on my digits. “We're your wives, Charles. Yours!”



He drilled into me and his words—and his big, thick dick reaming out my asshole—sent me over the edge. I came. My bowels writhed around his dick while I moaned about Michiko's clit. I suckled hard on the Japanese woman's bud.



“Joan!” she squealed and came.



Her pussy convulsed around my fingers and juices soaked my hand. Her sweetness filled the air. I moaned about her clit as she bucked and shuddered through her pleasure. My rapture rushed through my body, bathing my juices.



Her head tossed from side to side as I pumped my fingers into her spasming cunt while Charles hammered my writhing bowels. He buried to the hilt in me and grunted. His cock spurted. He fired all that yummy cum into my asshole that Michiko craved.



“Oh, that's so good,” I whimpered, stars dancing before my eyes. “Yes, yes, that's wonderful. Ooh, Charles, flood me. Flood me with all that wonderful cum.”



“Yes!” Michiko gasped and her pussy convulsed harder.



I ripped my fingers out of her cunt and licked the sweet passion gushing out of Michiko's cunt. My bowels milked my man's dick. The only cock for me. My body was made to worship my Emperor's mighty rod. I would do so every day of my life. I would be his wisdom. His naughty, slutty, kinky wisdom helping him bring about the enlightenment of the world.



As Charles fired the last of his cum into my bowels, I knew that our future would be glorious. That the world would change bit by bit into something amazing.



“Ooh, I have got to eat that asshole out!” squealed Michiko.



~~*~~



Michiko Noguchi



“Bon appetit,” Joan said, kneeling before me and wiggling her ass at me. I still buzzed from the wonderful orgasm she gave me, and there was her asshole beading with Charles's cum.



“I will,” I moaned and pressed my face between her butt-cheeks. I kissed her asshole, the sour-infused jizz coating my lips. That earthy flavor made me cum.



“Mmm, someone's pussy needs to be played with,” a naughty voice purred. “I have a vibrator.”



“Oh, Yoko, play with my pussy,” I moaned. She had embraced the harem and Charles. I was so happy. She was such a naughty girl. “No, wait, my asshole!”



“Anal fiend!” moaned Joan as my tongue danced over her sphincter.



The hum of the vibrator buzzed to life. I groaned, licking the cum that was leaking out of Joan's asshole. I gathered it up while the vibrator was pressed into my asshole. I shuddered at its buzzing contact. She pressed it against me, stirring it around my sphincter.



I moaned into Joan's asshole, savoring what Yoko was doing to me. It was magical. She nuzzled her lips into my pussy, licking at my cunt. That was nice, but it was the buzzing massage on my sphincter that I loved.



I thrust my tongue into Joan's asshole to scoop out more of Charles's cum. The earthy flavor swelled. I shuddered, loving that delight. It was such a wonderful treat to experience. I swirled my tongue around in her bowels, finding his salty jizz and scooping it out.



“Oh, Michiko,” Joan moaned. “It used to be just you and me. And now look.”



“It's so wonderful,” I purred then thrust my tongue into her asshole. I sank in deep, questing for that salty cum flavored by her earthy anal sheath.



“Mmm,” Yoko groaned. She then thrust the vibrator against my asshole. My anal ring widened and widened and then swallowed her buzzing shaft.



I moaned in delight as it sank into me. Her tongue swabbed up and down my pussy lips while her toy pleasured my bowels. I loved it. I savored every moment of her doing such wicked and naughty things to me.



I shuddered as she worked her dildo in deeper and deeper. It was such a delight to feel that toy sliding into my bowels. My tongue scooped out more cum as my bowels melted. My cunt drank in the heat, my orgasm growing.



“That's so good,” Joan moaned. “Mmm, you are loving my asshole, Michiko. Just loving it.”



“I bet she is,” Yoko purred, the wonderful delight pumping the vibrator in and out of my bowels.



I gripped that humming shaft with my bowels while her tongue danced around in my cunt. I shuddered, my tongue reaching deep into Joan's asshole. But I couldn't find any more cum. All I tasted was the earthy flavor of her bowels. It was amazing, but I knew there was more cum in there.



I sealed my lips about her asshole and sucked.



She gasped, her butt-cheeks clenching about my face while I nursed on that delicious hole. I suckled twice. Thrice. And then there it was. That glorious cum that I loved so much. I groaned, savoring drinking down that salty cum flavored by her earthy bowels.



I groaned in delight as nursed again and again, sucking out every last, wonderful drop while Yoko worked that vibrator in and out of my asshole. Her tongue fluttered around in my pussy as my orgasm built and built.



“Michiko!” Joan gasped. “Oh, god, that's it! You're going to make me explode. I love it. I love it so much! Yes, yes, you saucy wench. That's just amazing. Keep doing that. Keep loving my asshole!”



Her butt-cheeks held my face tight. I loved nursing out the cum from her sour asshole. It was magnificent to enjoy this treat. I groaned, savoring this delight while also enjoying the pleasure of the vibrator pumping in and out of my bowels. She jammed it in deep. She gave me such a wonderful treat.



I shuddered, squeezing my bowels tighter around her. I just had to cum. I just had to burst with delight. This was it. I would have such a magnificent orgasm. I was so ready for it. That vibrator, and Yoko's tongue, was bringing me to the edge.



“Oh, I'm such a kinky slut!” Joan moaned. “I'm cumming! I'm cumming from having my asshole sucked by Michiko!”



Her moans echoed through the room. I sucked out the last of Charles's cum from her asshole. Yoko plunged the vibrator deep into my asshole. It hummed away in me. The pleasure slammed through me. I climaxed so hard.



My pussy convulsed, pussy cream gushing into Yoko's mouth. She moaned, her tongue lapping at my cunt. I shuddered, thrusting my tongue into the depths of Joan's spasming asshole. Waves of rapture crashed into my mind.



“Oh, god, yes!” Joan moaned. “This is incredible. Oh, Michiko, that's amazing!”



“It is!” I moaned, stars twinkling before my eyes.



I would use my knowledge of the universe's esoteric secrets to advise Charles. I was his Magician. I would impart all I knew upon him and help him bring about that wonderful future. I quivered through the delight, my asshole melting around that wonderful vibrator.



“Oh, Yoko, thank you,” I moaned. “That was amazing. I'm so glad you're in the harem!”



~~*~~



Yoko Uragiri



I'm so glad you're in the harem.



Michiko's words echoed through my mind as I settled down between Rashimi's thighs to eat out her pussy. I had shared pleasures with Aurora and Tierra since then, and they remained. I was glad, too. I had come so close to siding with the Preacher. The World would have burned and everything would have sucked. The Preacher would have become a god, but he wouldn't have loved me.



He sent me to Charles to be a whore. Charles would never do that with one of his women.



I pressed my face into Rashimi's bush. I licked and lapped at her. My face rubbed back and forth between her silky hairs. I shuddered, savoring that wonderful delight. It was a fantastic passion. A shiver ran through me. I groaned as I licked at the hot cunt, feasting on her.



“Well, well, well,” Charles growled behind me. “Someone's pussy looks like it needs a cock.”



I shuddered as Charles, my next-door neighbor, pressed his cock into my pussy. I shuddered at the feel of his girth. He thrust into me. It felt incredible having his dick ramming into my cunt. I groaned, my face contorting with delight.



“Ooh, Charles, she likes that,” Rashimi purred. “Mmm, yes, yes, eat my pussy!”



“I'm so glad I can,” I moaned. I had almost gotten Rashimi killed. And she forgave me. They all did.



So I would give my all to the harem. I would be their guide. Find the right path to ensure that mankind is enlightened. This next step in spiritual evolution would not fail. I would chart us through all the pitfalls and dangers that lurked in our future.



With Rashimi's help, we would not let Charles make any mistakes.



So I thrust my tongue into her pussy as Charles drew back his cock. My cunt clenched down on him. I moaned in delight. My tongue danced around in her spicy twat. I caressed her. Teased her. I licked up her juices as Charles's mighty rod rammed back into me.



He speared into my depths. I groaned, clenching tight about him. I loved the feel of him pumping away at me. He thrust hard and fast into my cunt. He buried over and over into me. It felt so incredible. I whimpered, enjoying every thrust. Every stroke.



My orgasm built and built, fed by that mighty rod plunging into me. I clamped my twat down on his dick. I savored his girth burying into me over and over again. I whimpered, rubbing my face back and forth into her cunt.



“Oh, my, yes!” gasped Rashimi. “Oh, Yoko, you delightful thing. You are just licking at me. Just feasting on me. Ooh, you're going to have me cumming in no time.”



“Good,” I moaned. “I want to drink your pussy cream. Just guzzle it all down. That'll be so great.”



“Yes, it will,” she moaned, squeezing her thighs around my face and pinning me to her furry muff. Her curls tickled my face.



“Yes, yes, yes,” grunted Charles. He fucked into me with hard strokes. That thick rod slammed to the hilt in me over and over again. “Fuck, that's amazing. Yes, yes, that's just the best delight in the world.”



“I'm so happy to please you!” I moaned as he slammed into me. “Oh, yes, yes, just bury into me hard and fast. Plow into me with everything you got. Ooh, yes, yes, Charles, just like that. You're fucking me so hard!”



I fluttered my tongue through Rashimi's spicy folds, my pleasure swelling faster and faster. His dick buried into me, his balls smacking my flesh. Shaved, I had no bush to protect my clit. My bud burst with sparks that fed my orgasm.



I clenched down on his mighty rod, so eager for that huge burst of pleasure. He buried hard into me. Fast. He plunged to the hilt in me. It was amazing. I groaned, loving every moment of him fucking me. He buried hard and fast. He thrust into me with such passion. I whimpered, my clit bursting with more sparks.



“Charles,” I groaned.



“Goddamn,” he panted. “My tight Yoko!”



I flicked my tongue up to Rashimi's bud. I sucked her clit into my mouth. She gasped, arching her back. Her passion echoed through the room, merging with the others. She humped against me, her spicy juices coating my lips.



Charles buried into me. His balls smacked into my clit. I squealed around Rashimi's bud as my orgasm burst inside of me. My cunt convulsed and spasmed around his dick. It was incredible to feel. I shuddered, the pleasure rushing through my body.



“Goddamn,” Charles groaned, my cunt polishing his mighty rod burying into me.



“Cum in her!” gasped Rashimi. “Flood her. She deserves it. Yes!”



Rashimi's pussy gushed her spicy passion. I licked up her flood as Charles buried into me. He came in my spasming pussy. I groaned, drinking in both their fluids. My cunt guzzled Charles's spurting cum while I gulped down Rashimi's cream. It was a wondrous treat.



My mind drowned beneath the pleasure rushing through me. I licked and lapped at Rashimi while my pussy worked out every drop of spunk in Charles's balls. I trembled, reaching the peak of my pleasure, so sure of the road before us.



It was the correct one to travel down.



~~*~~



Tierra Quiones



Charles groaned in the background as Lucy straddled my head. The devilish redhead planted her shaved twat right on my mouth. I groaned at the sweetness of her pussy. It was so wonderful to be a part of Charles's harem. I felt like there was so much potential here.



An entire world distilled into him and these eight other women.



“Ooh, you have such a pretty pussy and such a thick bush, Tierra,” Ester said.



“Mmm, get in that muff and lick,” moaned Lucy. “You know you want it. You are hungry for that pussy, Ester.”



“I am,” Ester moaned and pressed her face into my bush.



I groaned, staring up at Lucy. She sat on my face so she could peer down at me, her big boobs jiggling over my head. Her brown eyes had a wicked gleam in them as I licked and lapped at her cunt. My tongue fluttered through her folds. I devoured her.



She groaned, grinding her shaved cunt on my mouth, her sweet cream spilling down my lips. At the same time, I had Ester's gentle tongue lapping at my pussy. She felt so soft and loving. She put just the right amount of flick into her licking. It was just perfect. I shuddered at what she did, this wondrous ache sliding through me.



She feasted on me with such aplomb. She licked and lapped at me with all the hunger she could muster. It was such a treat to have her feasting on me. Just devouring me with her passion. I groaned, my body squirming as she flicked her tongue through my folds.



“Ooh, you have such a yummy pussy, Tierra,” Ester purred. She fluttered her tongue again.



“And you are such a diligent cunt-lapper,” Lucy cooed, winking down at me.



“I've had lots of practice today,” I moaned and thrust my tongue into her sweet depths.



Every moment of licking my pussy and enjoying Ester feasting on mine brought me closer and closer to that wonderful orgasm. I was so wrong to call Charles's women sluts. They weren't sluts because they enjoyed loving him and reveling in the pleasure their bodies gave them. That was natural. But instead of one man and one woman, it was all of us united and loving each other.



I never would have called a woman who enjoyed giving her husband anal and blowjobs a slut. And I wasn't one now just because I licked and lapped at Lucy's pussy while Ester fluttered her tongue against my clit in such a dainty manner.



We were women who loved our soulmates. Those we were united with.



Through me, the world would prosper. Charles had to treat me right, but I also had to keep a positive mindset. I needed Ester's hope flooding through me and Aurora's happiness. Yoko's guidance, Michiko's advice, Joan's wisdom, Rashimi's foresight, Victoria's nurturing, and Lucy's temptation, all under Charles's authority, to bring about that future. I was so glad to be with them all.



I suckled on Lucy's clit. She gasped, her head throwing back. She quivered there, her boobs smacking into each other. Then she squealed and her pussy cream gushed out of her twat and flooded my mouth.



“Oh, my fucking god, Tierra!” moaned Lucy. “That's incredible. Oh, yes, yes, that's just fantastic. I love it!”



I loved her. I licked and lapped at her snatch. I drank her juices. I gulped them down as I quivered through the pleasure surging through me. I whimpered as Ester nursed. My orgasm swelled. Then I climaxed.



The earth shivered just a bit as the pleasure flowed through me. I moaned into Lucy's cunt while Ester licked and lapped up all my juices. It was intense. Incredible. I loved every moment of it. Every last second of this rapture flowing through me. I beamed, feeling so amazing as I quaked through my bliss.



“Oh, you are all so loving!” I moaned.



“And you're so much fun,” Lucy purred. “Life should have its fun, shouldn't it?”



“Yes!” I moaned, bucking against Ester. My sister-wife.



She licked up my juices as I reached the pinnacle of my pleasure. It was amazing. I panted, savoring every bit of it. My mind drowned in the rapture flooding out of me. I beamed from the delight that washed through me.



It was an incredible delight to be a part of Charles's harem. To be loved by my Emperor. Cherished, nurtured, and pampered. The future seemed so bright and rosy.



~~*~~



Charles Ramhorn



I leaned against the wall, staring at my women as they slept on the floor. Night had come. Tomorrow, the work began. I smiled at the help I would have. My harem would be at my side, giving their input, guiding us. Helping us.



And they wouldn't be alone in that task.



Connal and his women would join us. And there were others out there. I could feel them. The Lovers card was shared by the two lesbians. Judgement whose job was nowhere near over. The Fool who even now was finding holders for the cards that had been abused.



The Tower, Death, the Moon, the Chariot, Wheel of Fortune, and the Hierophant all needed new owners. They were all important aspects of the universe that I would need aiding me to lead us into that enlightenment.



“Goddamn, a guru?” I stared down at my hands. I had been a builder all my life. I learned carpentry and masonry from my dad. I had helped him build the new patio, put a new roof on our house, remodel the bathroom for mom. In high school, I worked with him on his contracting gigs. Laying sheetrock, framing houses, pouring concrete. Then I went out into the world. I could see Electros Tower from here. I helped build that mammoth building.



It would be nothing compared to my next project.



“Just one step at a time,” I whispered, something Dad would say to me.
 “All projects have a natural order to them. It's easy to be overwhelmed thinking of it altogether, but you just do it one step at a time. Do it right. Do it well. It'll come together.”



Yes, it would.



~~*~~



Arthur



The dog chased me as I rushed through the city. I had cards to hand out. I could feel the people who were needed. The last ones hadn't been wrong, of course. They had used their cards one way. But there were always
 two
 ways to use a card.



One way had prevailed.



The Emperor would need a full deck for his project. The words tumbled in my mind as I searched. I laughed. Such a powerless man given such power. To choose the vessel was the greatest power there was.



I darted up before the first, flourishing Chariot, the card of war and strife. But the conflict could be used for good as well as ill. I thrust the card into their hands and spoke the words that spoke in my mind. That sang from the cards themselves.



Beginnings were always such exciting times.



The END
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Sneak Preview of “Awakened by the MILF Goddess”



“Uh-huh,” she said. “Oh, don't worry. You're all adults here. It's fine if things happen. No one's going to judge. A strapping lad like you...” She shuddered. “You're going to do great.” She paused at the door to room 107 and dipped her hand into her purse hanging off her other shoulder. She pulled out a packet and handed it over. “Your key is in here along with some papers and a map of the campus. Your things should already be in there. We want to make your first day as smooth as possible. It's a very progressive school that way.”



“Yeah,” I said, staring at her cleavage. “Progressive.”



“Shall we?” she asked as I fished out the key. It was like a hotel keycard. I thrust it into the lock. It whirled. I opened the door onto the dorm room. It wasn't terribly large, but the first thing I noticed was it only had a single bed.



A king.



“I thought I was supposed to share wi—”



Mrs. Norris kissed me. The MILF didn't even let the door shut before she had her mouth on mine. Her body pressed against me. She slid her arms around my neck, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I felt the curves of her body. My cock throbbed hard. Ached.



Devoured my shock.



I grabbed her ass, kissing her back. It was like those dreams with
 her.
 I had kissed her. Eaten out her pussy. Fucked her. Done everything but had an orgasm with her. And now I had this MILF pressing against me. I wasn't about to miss out on my chance. She might be old enough to be my mother, but she was hot.



Sexy.



Made my blood boil.



I gripped her ass through her clothing while her tongue played with mine. She kissed me with hunger. It was like she was trying to devour my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back with a fierceness. Her lips worked on mine. The heat surged through my body. Her rump felt so amazing. I groaned into the kiss.



She purred.



Then she broke the kiss. “Mmm, aren't you a bold one?” She stared up at me. “Carl, Carl, Carl.” Her eyes twinkled, dark and hungry. She pulled away from me and sauntered to the middle of the room. She faced me, legs spread, her pencil skirt riding up her thighs. The tops of her stockings peeked out. Thigh-highs... “You are everything I hoped for.”




If you want to read more, click here for Awakened by the MILF Goddess (

 
Loving a Goddess

 
Harem 1)!






About the Author



Reed James is a thirty-year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.



“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”



Check out his
 
Amazon Author Page

 , follow him on twitter
 
@NLPublications

 , like him on
 
Facebook

 , check out his
 
Patreon

 page for exclusive rewards, and visit his
 
blog

 where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.
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