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Book One


Preface

In ancient Egypt, there once was a nameless pharaoh that needed a queen to be able to sire an heir. Hathor, the Egyptian god of love and lust gave him a scepter to aid the king in his search. With the scepter the pharaoh could focus his thoughts to woo and control any woman he desired, but it was only meant to find his true love. Because of the scepters true intention, it also came with a curse - for every woman dominated, two men would become envious and filled with jealousy. The pharaoh set out to find his wife but quickly lost himself influencing any woman he saw and bent them to his sexual whim. The king abused the scepter's power, eventually using it to control all women of the sands of Egypt to be his and his alone. Until one day, all the men of the kingdom, the slaves, the citizens, even the pharaohs brothers and family, rose up against the nameless king and he was unseated from power and ultimately killed. For his betrayal of Hathor’s wishes, the pharaohs right for a burial and passage to the afterlife was revoked. No grand tomb was ever built in his honor and all mentions of the ancient king were chiseled from the stones. The scepter was lost in sands of Egyptian time.

At the very end of the 17th century, when Napoleon was in Cairo, a French soldier unearthed the scepter nearby where they found the Rosetta stone. The soldier kept the artifact hidden and returned home to France with it, keeping the scepter as a family heirloom, passed down from generation to generation, never knowing its true power. In a home in France the scepter sat in a velvet lock box until the mid-19th century when the second world war tore through Europe.

The advancing Nazi army plundered from every territory they occupied, including homes and private collections. An SS officer named Erich Schroeder, found the scepter in its velvet case, confiscated it in the name of Third Reich and brought it back to Germany. As the Allies advanced and Nazi Germany began to fall, Schroeder turned to the American Army and defected, giving them information of the whereabouts of the plundered Nazi art. In return, Schroeder and his family were granted quiet and safe passage to the United States along with the German scientists of Operation Paperclip. Schroeder may have ensured hundreds of nations and private collectors the return of their precious masterpieces, but he did however, keep one scepter of domination for himself. Its gorgeously smithed bronze and gold staff topped with the liking of a slender black cat, accompanied Schroeder to California, where it stayed undisturbed to this very day.


Chapter One

Nathan Schroeder entered his grandfather's closet, the light from the bedroom illuminated the floors piled with boxes and the coat racks filled with jackets and suits still covered in dry cleaning plastic. He peered around the room would with the look of frustration knowing that going through just this one closet would take him all day. His grandfather Erich had passed away in his sleep in a week or so before Nathan was tasked with the cleaning up his estate in wake of his death. As he took inventory of his late grandfather's clothing, he also saw into bits and pieces of his life. The boots he wore to take Nathan fishing when he was a child. The tuxedo he wore to Nate’s step-sister’s wedding. The plaid pants that he would sport when he played golf in the 1980s. Even his favorite suit that he often wore to work as a curator at the local art museum. But as Nathan walked the far end of the closet, he noticed one such garment that was out of place from the flimsy dry clean wraps - a vinyl suit protector. But not one of the current styles you’d see today- this one was obviously over 60 years old and had probably hung in its exact spot since the 1950s, maybe even before that.

Nathan knew what was inside, grandpa’s army uniform from World War 2. Erich was born and grew up in Germany, and when the war broke out across Europe he was conscripted by the Third Reich and quickly rose through ranks. He even was promoted to special division of the SS that charged with overseeing the acquisition of foreign art back to Germany. As the war drew near and the Allied pincers closed in on Nazi Germany, Erich broke from his post and sided with the approaching American army. He would have been jailed immediately if he didn’t help the Allies with information on the store house locations of Nazi plunder. If it wasn’t for his grandfather's decision to defect, Nathan would have never been born.

Nate flipped the switch to light up the closet and walked over to the corner near his grandpa’s uniform. Underneath was an old foot locker. It's large black sturdy frame was latched shut with a hefty lock. Nathan had always wondered what his grandpa had keep in there. When he was a boy he had played in this very closet and was immediately disciplined and sternly told to never go in there. He remembered his grandpa taking his time to make sure the locker was not disturbed. When Nathan asked his grandmother what was inside she said that she didn’t know and that everyone needs their privacy, even between wives and husbands. But that didn’t deter Nathan, even in his mid-thirties he was still curious, even if he were to find some dark secret or damning evidence of some old crime, he had to look.

He knelt down next the chest and pulled out his grandfather's key ring from his pocket and began the task of finding the correct key to the lock. The three-inch key ring was filled with absurd number of keys, even with narrowing it down to the older keys it still took him several minutes to find the correct one. Finally, the tumbler turned over with the key, clicking open. He moved the shackle arm off the latch and opened the hood. His first sight into it is what you’d usually expect, basic keepsake, old photos of him and his army buddies on top of a Panzer tank, several black and whites of grandpa’s wedding. His old standard German issue army helmet, it’s pure steel was kept in decent shape and still had the shield decal with the twin lightning bolts on the side. Nathan spent several moments carefully moving the items aside to not damage anything when he came across another sealed road case. It was a little shorter than a rifle case but with a similar look.

He took it out of the foot locker setting it on the floor, released the clasps that buckled the lid down and opened it. His blue eyes couldn’t believe what he saw. In a cushioned, velvet lined case was a long bronze rod that bore scores of golden inlays of Egyptian hieroglyphs which caught the light in the room and shimmered. The rod had an obvious grip at the bottom before it gave way to the inlays for well over a foot to where it had a delicate pure gold T cross bar. Affixed to the top of the cross bar was an onyx statuette of a slender black cat, it eyes were small red rubies. Nathan reached out and held it carefully with both of hands, his mind flooded with the value of such an art piece. He was quite a docent himself, taking after his grandfather and teaching art history. If this relic was in fact real its value would definitely be priceless. 

As he worked his eyes over the rod, in shock of the sheer beauty of such an artifact, he felt a sharp static charge shoot through his body and one of the ruby red eyes of the cat winked at him. Startled, he dropped the scepter back into its velvet lined case.

“Shit!” He blurted. He definitely felt the jolt of electricity. Nathan tasted metal in mouth, the shock must have blurred his vision making him imagine the statuette winking. Whatever it was, it definitely startled him. He positioned the scepter correctly back into its case and closed it lid, latching it closed. He took the case into his hands and exited the room. Every task with organizing the estate would be put on hold until he found answers. As he walked down stairs his mind began to race with thoughts of the treasure he just found.

He had to take it to the college where he worked as a professor and get an appraisal. He didn’t want to jump the gun and start dreaming of swimming in piles of money. If the professor that taught ancient Egyptian history could identify its origin and ensure to him it wasn’t some forgery, then he’d decide what to do with it next. But another question still dwelled in his head, why did his grandfather keep it hidden for so long, and why the hell did it shock him after he touched it for the first time?

When he got down stairs to he passed by his brother’s girlfriend, Emily. They had been together for three years and were pretty serious, but no plans to tie the knot as of yet. Nathan’s brother Ray was away in Chicago on an important business trip and would be flying back into town tomorrow, so Emily was helping in his absence. She was going through the house, packing boxes and organizing what needed to be sold and what would be divided amongst the family. When he walked by her she was packing the china hutch in the dining room.

“Hey Nathan,” She said, acknowledging that he had come down the stairs. “You doing ok?”

Her voice was good to hear. She knew this was a tense and sorrowful time for her boyfriend’s family. Any support she could show or offer to help them get through this hard time was in her best interest since their grandfather’s recent passing. Emily had a generous heart and was easy to get along with. She had always been incredibly nice to Nathan, as she did to anyone she respected, always offering her help, and taking time out of her day to comfort or aid others that she considered friends or family. A quality that Nathan would look for in his own romances. Too bad his brother Ray had seen her first or Nathan would have asked her out.

Not only did she have the right attitude, but she was rather attractive too. She stood about five foot six and was in her late twenties. Her hair color light brown like Nathan’s, however hers was much longer and wavy. Her figure was quite desirable as well, slim hips, a tight ass, and a nice set of B cup breasts that Nathan's brother would constantly catch him staring at. She wore a nice spaghetti strap black dress that showed a little cleavage and had a long ribbon tying her hair back that matched perfectly with her dress. She was wearing simple black high heels and sheer pantyhose the encased her beautiful sweeping legs. 

“Yeah, I suppose I’m doing ok with all things considered.” Nathan replied.

She turned away from the table that she was packing his grandparents’ china set on. “Again, my deepest condolences to you. If you need anyone to talk to, let me know.”

“Thanks Emily,” Nathan said. “Your help is always appreciated.”

“It’s no problem.” She responded. “Hey I had a question. Are you keeping the china cabinet too? Or just the china set?”

“I really don’t know.” Nate pondered. “My first guess is that it’s going to be sold. I don’t need it and it’s quite massive to transport. But definitely pack the china for my mother. If you or Ray want the china hutch I’m sure that my mom won’t mind. It’d be nice to keep it in the family. We’ll know for sure when she flies in from Seattle.”

“Okay, I’ll wait before I arrange anything.”

“Yeah, please do, you never know if mother has other plans for it, or anything in this house for that matter.”

“True.” She agreed. She looked down at his arms and saw Nathan holding the case with the scepter. “What’s that? Your grandpa’s old hunting rifle?”

He didn’t know if he should show her because of how expensive the staff might be and didn’t want anyone to break it. However, he did trust her and she was always considerate and careful other people's property. Nathan knew this and that’s why he relied on her to pack the china set.

“Uhh no, not exactly a rifle case, that’s what I thought at first too.” Nathan said walking to the dinner table where Emily was standing. “I suppose I can show you but just keep this between me and you for now. I want to tell my family myself. Even if I told you what it was you’d think I was crazy, so it’s probably best you see with your own eyes.”

“Sure.” She agreed. “What’s so crazy about it?”

He softly placed the case on the table and undid the clasps. “You just won’t believe it until you see it. I still don’t believe it, and need to get this thing appraised, that’s why I came down stairs all of a sudden. But since you asked I might as well show you.”

Nathan open the lid to the case, revealing the scepter to Emily. Its thin polished brass shaft and its beautiful golden inlays shimmered in the light. The onyx cat with its ruby eyes sat to the top as if overseeing the room, dazzled and sparkled at them. Emily gasped, she had always been intrigued by ancient Egypt, especially Cleopatra. Even though Cleopatra wasn’t technically an Egyptian, she was Greek - a common misconception of history. But if this antique was real it must've been crafted way before that ruler’s time. The scepter easily predated any major Greek civilization.

Emily’s mouth fell open astonished, completely in awe. “Oh my!” She exclaimed. “This is gorgeous! This is your grandpa's? Are those inlays gold? Wowwww.”

“I think so.” Nathan replied. “Still need to get it verified though. Even then, it still quite an extraordinary find.”

“I can see why you were in such a rush to get to the appraiser.” She reached out towards the case, want to pick it up. “May I?”

“I suppose, but be careful…” He was mid-sentence when Emily gradually picked up the scepter out of its case. “... it gave me a static shock the first I picked it up.”

“Well it didn’t shock me.” She replied as she admired it in her hands. The reflection of the onyx cat in her eyes. “But wow, this is amazing, a scepter easily fit for a pharaoh. If this thing is real, you’re going to be a millionaire.”

“Our family is going to be millionaires.” Nathan responded, extending his hand to grab the scepter from her hands as Emily held it out for him. As he retrieved it from her hands something shivered through him. Nathan looked up to see the look on Emily’s face, maybe she had felt it too. But when her eyes came into view she winked at him.

Nathan acted if she didn’t do that. It seemed really bizarre for her to do that in this moment. He quickly set the scepter in its grooved spot in its case and began to latch it shut.

“Remember to not tell anyone before I do.” Nathan said to her. “I’m going to take it to my work to get another professor to take a look at it. Let’s just keep it secret for now.”

“There’s something else we are going to keep secret too.” She countered.

Nathan looked down at her confused as Emily leaned in a kissed him. He was about half a foot taller than her so she had to raise onto her toes and tilt her head up to do so. Not just a friendly peck either, she was trying to kiss him deeply, putting the weight of her head behind the kiss. Even flicking her tongue at his lips.

Nathan immediately withdrew his head. “Wait, wait, wait. Emily, while I’m very appreciative of the gesture, that was… surprising.”

She didn’t give very long to talk before attempting to kiss him again. Again, he rejected her advance.

“Emily, stop! Do you realize what you’re doing? What about Ray?” Nathan asked.

“Who gives a fuck about Ray when I’m here with you?” She contended, stepping in closer and placing her hands on his chest.

“What’s gotten into you!?” He demanded, leaning back on the table between her and the case.

“Nothing has gotten into me… yet.” She softly replied, starting rub his chest. “Besides, I know how you look at my boobs. You have secretly always wanted me, and to tell you the truth, I’ve always wanted you too.”

“Yes, but I’d never act upon such desires out of respect for my-”

She cut him off by rushing in with her face and sticking her tongue in his mouth. Part of Nathan relaxed and let his tongue touch up against hers. But it was still awkward and happening too fast, so he withdrew his face again. Emily flung her arms around his neck, got up on her tiptoes and looked him square in the eyes.

“Do I have to suck your cock to get you to want me?”

“Emily, please just stop!” Nathan was shaking his head. “We can’t do this!”

She silenced him with her index finger. “Yes, we can, and we will. I have a confession Nathan Schroeder, I’m going to suck your cock and then you’re going to fuck me while Raymond is away. And after we’re done, everything will be just fine.”

Nathan nodded in surrender, but he still felt wrong about this and knew how unfair it was to his brother. What had gotten into Emily? He had never seen her act so forward, she wasn’t that kind of woman. Even if she did secretly want him, the circumstances of why they were alone in this house gave it horrible timing. His mind went back to the scepter. It had winked at him just as Emily had. It had to be a coincidence. But it didn’t make any sense. This was crazy.

He didn’t have time to think about it. Nathan knew that Emily would not let up with her need to satisfy her desires. He just had to go with it.  “Fine, but you absolutely can’t tell anyone Emily. You promise?” If he was going to let her do this he had to be assured.

She answered him by leaning in a kissing him intensely. She began taking the straps to her dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor around her ankles. She stood before him in a beautifully embroidered lacy black bra and panties. Her hips bore a flirty garter belt that held up the lace top stockings that Nathan thought earlier to be pantyhose. Blood started to flow into his penis, thickening him into erection. She broke their kiss and removed the ribbon from her hair, letting it fall and sweep down her back. She grabbed him by front of his shirt and pulled Nathan away from the table and guided him over to a nearby chair. Emily pushed him down into the chair and kneeled between his legs. Nathans cock was beginning to harden.

She stared intently in his eyes as her hand went down to the crotch of his slacks and pulled down the zipper. She then opened his belt, unbuttoned his slacks, and pulled his pants over his ass. His hard cock sprang forward fully erect. His entire 7-inch shaft was stiff and ready for her as she took it into her hand.

"I’ve been wanting your dick forever." She stroked it for a few seconds looking at it in awe. She leaned in and extended her tongue, encircling the crown of his penis. She teased him for moment with her tongue and then slid her lips over the crest of the crown of his cock. Her lips slowly glided down his shaft and back up to his tip.

Emily began to bob on his shaft and started making quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending pure ecstasy to Nathan’s brain. She slid up the length of his cock and released it from her lips. She lowered her head to near his balls began to lick the shaft in an upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth, continuing to nurse his cock at a steady pace. Emily began to caressing his balls with her fingers as she sucked on him contently, moaning softly as his hard cock filled her mouth.

Emily kept eye contact with him as she continued to work his cock for several minutes before raising her head. “I love having your cock in my mouth.” She said before sinking her head back onto his cock again, deep throating his entire length, the crown of his dick hit the back of her mouth. She let it rest there for moment before relaxing her throat and swallowing the head of his cock. He felt her throat compress around the tip of his penis, as her head continued to descend. Emily finally came to a halt at the base of his shaft near his balls before slowly raising her head back up, releasing his cock from her lips. She coughed briefly before continuing.

Nathan was relaxed now and enjoying Emily’s full attention. He never had anyone give him a blowjob with such enthusiasm and be so brilliant at it. She was servicing him excellently and he let out a low groan. Emily slid up his cock and spit him out.

“Can I fuck you now Nathan?” She asked, stroking his hard cock with her hand, with a crazed insatiable look in her eyes

“Do I have a choice in the matter?” He asked and began to kick his slacks off his ankles. This was unbelievable, he didn’t understand why his brother hot girlfriend was doing this. There was no way on earth she would normally do this, she had to have lost her mind temporarily.

She stood up before him and hooked her thumbs around her panties and rocked her hips sexily for moment. Emily slid them over her ass, letting them drop to the floor around her high heels, and then stepped out of them. Nathan looked between her legs at her shaven pussy, he could see a glistening of moisture on her lips. Emily quickly straddled him and positioned her opening above his cock. She reached between her legs and guided him into her. She pushed down slowly with her hips onto him, impaling herself with his cock.

“OHHHH MY GOD!” she screamed as she bucked her head back. “UHHHHhhh.”

She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to bounce on his cock. Her pussy filled completely with his dick as Emily began increase her pace, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt. “Oh my god Nathan your cock is so amazing.” She exclaimed, continuing to fuck herself on his cock, clasping him hard with her pussy. Emily threw her head back, her hands clenching his shoulders. Nathan looked her face, her eyes stared back at him intently, fixated on pleasing him. It seemed as she wanted him to cum first, but Nathan felt her body tense up and her breath quickened, she was going to burst any moment.

She kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch turning into full on screams, Nathan didn’t want to cum, but her insistent rhythm was wearing him down. A minute later, Emily forced herself down on him and quickly took a deep breath and held it in, she tried to choke back a moan of pleasure but failed. “UHHHHHH!” she screamed out as her pussy started to spasm over the length of his cock, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated throughout her body.

Even though he didn’t want to Nathan’s balls were beginning to tense. Even after she had cum, Emily continued to fuck herself on his cock, there was no way he could hold back began to convulse and his toes curled up.

"Oh fuck I’m cumming." He whispered and he tapped her ass trying to get her to lift her hips off of him. “Get up quickly, I can’t cum in you.” Nathan gripped her ass from below with both hands and tried to lift off his cock before it was too late but Emily forced her hips down onto him.

“NOOO!” Emily screamed. “YOU HAVE TO COME INSIDE ME!” The look in her eyes was crazed, as if she was going berserk.

She sunk his cock all the way into her, clenched his hard cock tightly with her pussy and clawed his shoulders with her fingers nails piercing through his skin. Pain shot up his shoulders to his brain as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum that splashed inside of Emily’s cunt.

"Ohhhh FUUUCCCK!" He groaned out as the cum erupted out of him and into her pussy. Emily’s thirsty cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he continued to spasm inside her, pumping huge amounts of his semen into her.  Emily looked him squarely in his eyes as he did, her face would clench slightly as she felt him spurt against her cervix. She assisted him by squeezing the walls of her vagina around him, tightening herself, milking him for everything he had, until he had completely emptied his balls. She stayed straddled to him for quite some time after he finished, his cock would still twitch intermittently.

"See I told you it was all be ok." She said to him. She began rocking her hips on him, trying to stimulate him back to full strength, but Nathan was haven’t a second round.

“I really don’t know what to say.” He replied, “While I enjoyed it I’m still shocked. I don’t know what the fuck got into you, but I don’t think you care to even know the truth.” He tapped her ass for her to release him from the chair.

“Don’t be shocked. And the truth is I really wanted you, and I was going to stop at nothing to get it. No one will know and everything will be fine Nathan.” She got up from his cock and stood. She stood there in front of him as a considerable amount of his cum ran down her leg. Her brown hair was a mess from bucking her head around and her brow was sweaty.

Nathan got up from the chair and found his pants, he quickly put them back on, fastened his belt and began tucking in his shirt. It was obvious that he was disappointed with himself.

“You really wanted me? For how long? Doesn’t what we just did bother you in way!?” Nathan interrogated.

“Well... forever, and no.” She replied nonchalantly.

“I find that hard to believe.” He said, his tone overly frustrated.

“Believe whatever you want,” She retorted. “I’m going to get back to packing the china. If you want round two, let me know.” She picked up her clothes and went to the restroom.

Un-fucking-believable! He thought to himself. Nathan was dismayed, not knowing what to think. There was no rational explanation for the sudden change out of her behavior. The only thing that made sense was powers beyond her, had controlled her mind and made her think differently. Nathan looked over at the case with scepter. He checked the latches and picked it up.

“I’m going to get this appraised.” He spoke loudly so Emily could hear in with the bathroom door closed. “I’ll be back... later?”

He heard her loud voice reply through the door; a phrase that confused him deeply. “Yes, my ruler.”
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Chapter Two

Nathan left his grandfather’s house and walked to his SUV. He was frustrated and confused about the events that just took place and was in a hurry to leave. While going through his late grandfather's closest he came across a case that contained what seemed like an ancient Egyptian artifact. A beautiful bronze rod with golden inlays of hieroglyphs and topped with an onyx cat. When he had picked it up for the first time it shocked him. And even stranger, he could of swore that one of the ruby eyes of the onyx cat had winked at him. Though the shock was mild, it was enough to startle him, so at the time he thought the wink was just his imagination.

When he showed the scepter to Emily, his brother’s girlfriend, she also winked at him and then came onto him. Even though Nathan tried to reject her advances, they ended up having sex in the dining room. Nathan couldn’t understand his brother's girlfriend's sudden change of heart, she would never cheat on him, and the timing of the encounter was off. When he had asked her about it she told him that she always had wanted him, but Nathan found this hard to believe because she had always been a devoted and ethical woman. To make the situation even more strange, Emily called him “her ruler” when he finally left. Something must’ve gotten into her to make her act so radically and Nathan had a feeling it had everything to do with scepter.  But that whole line of thinking defied logic, and Nathan was a man of logic.  If the scepter had genuinely made Emily do something that she would never do, simply by looking at it, well that would have to be magic!  But magic isn’t real, at least that is what Nathan kept trying to convince himself.

He placed the case that held the scepter in the back seat. His trunk was full from the boxes he already packed cleaning up his grandfather’s estate so the back seat would have to do for now. Nathan had previously made the decision to get the scepter appraised, so he was headed to the university where he worked as an art history professor. Appreciation for the art ran high in his blood. His grandfather was a curator at the local museum and his mother was an established landscape photographer, working freelance for several travel magazines and specializing in ancient ruins. From what he knew of Egyptian art, the scepter appeared to be legitimate, but he had to make sure. The ancient history professor that he worked with, Mrs. Marie Lamond, would definitely be able to tell him for sure. Nathan knew she passionately enjoyed her job and tended to work late. Most likely she would still be at the university but he quickly sent her a text to make sure.

He started the car and began the twenty-minute trip to the college, but it was past dinner time and had forgot to eat because the events with Emily earlier so he decided to stop and get drive through. He pulled in the parking lot when his text tone went off. It was Marie, so Nathan decided to park before going through the drive thru lane and respond to her text.

“Yeah, I’m at the work, probably be here late.” Mrs. Lamond’s text said.

Nathan decided he’d better just call, he’d get his message across quicker. The phone rang three time before she picked up.

“Hello?” Her voice answered.

“Marie, hello. Its Nathan Schroeder. I just texted you and thought I’d call.” He said.

“Ok, what can I do for you professor?”

“I found something that I want you take a look at in hopes of identifying and eventually dating it.” 

“Oh exciting. Must be a rare find. What era do you think it’s from?” The history professor asked Nathan.

“Definitely Egyptian.” He answered.

“Wow, really?” Her tone was instantly excited.

“Yes, and not just a shard of pottery, but an ornamentation, it’s a rod to be exact. but I don’t want to jump to conclusions just yet.”

“Is it a heka?” She inquired.

“No,” Nathan knew what she was referencing, and it definitely wasn’t the cliché striped Egyptian crook with the curved semi-circle end. “It’s something to the likes I’ve never seen, definitely not a crook, but if it is real then it’s definitely more valuable... It’d probably be best to just show you when I get there. I just wanted to call before I arrived unannounced and take a hour or two of your time.”

“Intriguing. I’ll be around my lab and office for a while, please go ahead and bring it by and I’ll take a look.”

“Will do. I’ll be by within an hour. Speak with you then.”

“Okay, see you soon.” She replied and Nathan ended the call.

Nathan took a look in the back seat to make sure the case with scepter was still where he’d left it. It was still there. The case was quite old, probably from the 1950s and looked similar to a rifle case. Satisfied, he pulled the car out of the parking space and into the drive through lane. There was no line of cars so he casually pulled up to the speaker. He read the menu quickly and made his food choice. Nathan had been to this exact location numerous times so the decision was easy.

“Welcome to Taco Buzz, can I take you order?” The warm teenage male voice sounded through the speaker.

“Yeah I’ll get the number four with a cola please.” Nathan reached for his wallet, he wanted to have his money ready so he could be on his way as soon as possible.

“Umm yeah, you can go fuck yourself, go stuff your fat fucking face somewhere else.” Sounded the voice from the speaker.

Nathan had just heard the most absurd thing he had ever heard from any restaurant employee. Not only was it completely insulting, but utterly flagrant. His mouth hung open in shock, he had to be imaging this.

“Uhhh what?” Nathan said confused.

“You heard the guy.” Another male voice came on the microphone, sounding around the same age as the first. “We’re not making you a fucking thing asshole. Get the fuck out... Leave!” 

“You serious!? Do you even care about your job? Where’s your supervisor? I’m coming up to the window.” Nathan blood pressure was spiking through the roof - he was pissed! These fast food employee’s behaviors were sickening.

He slammed on the gas, squealing the tires a bit and rocketed up to the drive through window. When the window came into view and he could see into the restaurant he was greeted by a woman in her early forties. The look on her face was confused with a hint of anger that she was obviously trying to hide. The name tag on her work shirt was labeled as ‘Susan - General Manager’. She was familiar and Nathan has seen her before on previous visits. There were three teenage boys standing about five feet behind her, two of them had headsets on and were flipping Nathan off, still running their mouths, while the third Nathan could hear questioning them on their aggressive behavior. What make it even worse, Nathan had been here before and the same boys were always courteous.

“Sir, you have my deepest apologies for this, I heard everything over the speaker, and I want you to know that they are going to get fired for this. Your experience is not consistent with Taco Buzz’s standards of service and is unlike anything ever heard in my whole twenty years working at this location. I’m completely and utterly sorry about this.” She spoke clearly and sincerely.

Nathan believed her, but he was still upset. “I’m speechless.” Nathan said to her as the shouting in the background continued to escalate. “I don’t even know how to respond. Those two have never acted like this before. What the fuck is going on? What did I do?”

There was a commotion behind her and she turned to see what it was. The two employees with the headsets on were getting rowdy with another employee that was trying to restrain them. Nathan heard a large stack of plastic serving trays crash against the floor. Seemed like they were trying to get to the window to reach Nathan.

“Thomas, Greg, clock out immediately and meet me in the office!” Susan said to her disorderly employees. She turned back to Nathan and hung her head out the window. “Sir, you want anything from our menu, it’s all on the house, Trevor will get the food for you and I’ll be back with a gift card. I’m so sorry.”

“You know what, I don’t want anything. I’m never coming back. Ever.”

“Again, Sir, my deepest apologies, I’ll take-” She was quickly cut short as one of the aggressive employees shoved his general manager aside and leaned his head out the window and began cursing Nathan out.

Nathan was so perplexed and appalled with the situation, he just had to leave. What was the point in staying and listening to a mad man saying heinous things? Part of him wanted to pull the kid out of the window and beat this fucking asshole into the concrete. But he didn’t have time to deal with this lunacy and thought that removing himself from the situation was probably best for all parties involved. At least that way no one would get hurt physically, just staying parked here seemed to be escalating the situation. And with that, he pulled away from the window, as he did he noticed the first worker looking through Nathan's back window at the case that held the scepter. A moment later the kid was pulled back inside the window by another employee.

Nathan could not make any sense of what just happened or why, all he knew is he was hungry and needed to eat, so he decided to drive down the street to the burger joint and get drive through there. He pulled up to the busy drive through lane and got a spot in line behind several other cars. Nathan hit the brake in frustration, the burger place was always busy, which is why he didn’t frequent here often, but given the situation it was his only choice for something quick.

He waited as the line slowly progressed, gave his order at the speaker and continued to inch his SUV to the cashier window. He decided to text professor Lamond that he was running late when he heard police sirens and then saw several cop cars pull up to the restaurant and surround the cars in the drive through. They seemed to appear from nowhere swarming the location like a bunch of yellow jackets on a piece of meat. They parked their cars in absurd locations, blocking the lanes and exits. Nathan looked around confused at them, was there a hold up? But he quickly realized that wasn’t it when several of them exited their vehicles with guns drawn and ran to Nathan’s vehicle.

“You with the short brown hair in the grey SUV get out of the vehicle with your hands up!” A serious female voice sounded over a loudspeaker.

Nathan was shocked, he quickly realized that she was talking to him as two male cops aimed their police issue nine millimeters at him. Why would the cops shake him down in such a manner? Was there a murderer in his back seat? Nathan didn’t have time to think, he had to do as she asked if he wanted to live. He obediently put up his right hand to leave it in the officer's view. Nathan then used his left hand to undo his seat belt then opened the driver’s side door.

As the door opened and he stepped out of his car, a third and fourth cop tackled him to the ground. Nathan screamed in terror as they forcefully held him there until he heard the tight clench and click of a set of handcuffs around his wrists. One of the police officers left his knee between Nathan's shoulder blades and held his cheek against the concrete for good measure.

“What’s going on?” Nathan asked, his voice stricken with panic. The officers didn’t respond. An officer frisked him for weapons and he heard one of them open the rear door to his SUV and going through his belongings in the back seat and trunk.

“Where’s the gun?” The male officer that was restraining him demanded.

“I don’t own a gun.” Nathan answered.

“Here!” The male officer going through his car shouted out. “Lieutenant, it’s in the back seat.”

Nathan’s breath was warm against the concrete as the pain still shot through his back from the cops knee that was placed there. His arms were beyond discomfort as they twisted behind him fastened together by the cuffs. His view was obscured from his position but a set of shiny black boots stepped within 6 inches of his nose. Another pair joined the first and Nathan heard “The suspects wallet and ID lieutenant.” There was a pause in the action, at least what was in his minimal view, it seemed as the commanding officer was going through his wallet and decided what to do next.

“What’s in the case in the back seat… Professor Schroeder?” He heard a serious and official woman’s voice above the set of boots, the same voice that had asked him over the loudspeaker to leave his vehicle. She must've been looking at his faculty ID from the university.

“Art,” Nathan blurted out. “It’s a family heirloom. It’s not a rifle case, the case just looks similar.”

“You want me to open it lieutenant?” The male cop in the back seat asked his commanding officer.

“No,” She responded, “I’ll do it. Get him up on his feet.”

Quickly, the male officer that was holding him pulled Nathan up to his feet, twisting his arm and making him grimace in pain. Nathan looked up at the lieutenant, she was a tall woman with an athletic build. Her hair was dark midnight and pulled back tightly in a bun. Her uniform that signified her rank was impeccable and fit to perfection but hid her feminine bust and waist. She stood in the utmost disciplined posture with a long, stern, unblemished face that demanded respect.

She approached the rear door of Nathan's vehicle and looked upon the case that held the scepter. She leaned inside and reached over to undo the clasps on the case and Nathan heard them click open one by one. He watched as she cautiously raised the lid. When it finally opened, she was able to confirm he was in fact being truthful, but instead of calling for Nathan's release, she curiously reached for it.

“Don't touch it-” Nathan blurted out, but he was quickly cut off by a male officer.

“NO ASKED FOR YOU TO TALK!” A stocky steroid freak cop shut him down. The cop that had his hands wrapped around Nathan's forearm pulled up on his handcuffs and pain shot through his shoulders. ‘YOU SPEAK AGAIN AND YOU’RE GETTING DROPPED!”

Nathan had to say something, he didn’t want the police lieutenant to touch the scepter. He didn’t know what would exactly happen if she did. What if the same thing that struck Emily happened to this complete stranger. He had to warn her!

“At least use glov-” He couldn’t even finish his sentence before the cop to the rear of him yanked up on the handcuffs, swept his feet out from under him and dipped him back down to the concrete. Nathan grunted in pain as his body cracked against the drive through lane pavement. He lay there dazed from the shock of the sudden pain with a knee in his back when a sensation even more powerful than the physical agony washed over him. The same cold shutter that he felt when Emily released the scepter flooded through his body, but this time the female police lieutenant was its victim.

A moment later he heard the lieutenant’s voice. “Get him up Parker!” She commanded the office that had Nathan pinned. The cop immediately released the pressure from his knee and raised Nathan up to his feet. Nathan still was visibly shaken and abashed when he straightened up, the face of the police lieutenant came into focus. Her serious look had been replaced with one of mercy.

“Release him from those handcuffs, he’s no risk to us.” She directed. Nathan felt the restricting rings come off his wrists and officer Parker stepped away. Nathan rubbed his joints to try sooth some comfort back into them. The lieutenant looked to her officers “Parker, Evans. Take your patrol cars over to Taco Buzz and cite the accusers for filing a false report.” Nathan’s thoughts began to reel as he finally put it together, those teenage jerks had called the cops on him. The fact that there was going to be some recourse to their actions made up for the situation a small bit.

“Yes ma’am.” Parker said, Evans the steroid cop just nodded and they immediately left in their cars.

“Everyone else, we’re done here. Back to your respective beats.”

The lieutenant approached Nathan and handed him his wallet. He read her name engraved badge: Lt. Burton. “Sorry about the intrusion professor, I extend my apologies on behalf of the police department. Please understand that we were following protocol for the situation at hand and thought that the lives of the general public were at risk.” Her words genuine, even though it’s wasn’t an excuse for the harsh treatment it was a valid explanation. She seemed to be holding herself back, struggling to keep her professional demeanor, her left eye was twitching.

“I don’t know what those boys at Taco Buzz told you guys, but if they said I had a gun and made me sound dangerous, then I understand.” Nathan replied as he took his wallet from her.

“Let me make it up for you.” She said apologetically. The male officers within earshot sent her a questionable look. She went to the drive through window and spoke with the cashier and returned with Nathan’s food. While the gesture was appreciated, it didn’t make up for the throbbing pain in his face. “Sorry we ruined you meal Mr. Schroeder, my name is Madison, if you have any questions feel free to contact me at the city police department.” Nathan reached to take the bag from her, as he placed his hand on the paper, he noticed that she had a wedding ring. Its sizable diamond glimmered a nearby street lamp back at his eyes.

He accepted the food from her and looked her in the face. Madison’s eye was twitching as if she had a nervous itch she couldn’t scratch. Her brown eyes now had a passionate fire to them, the seriousness was replaced with a desire she was desperately trying to hide. Nathan had feeling what she was struggling with and was hoping she had the strength to hold off what scepter had done to her. But she couldn’t hold it back, her posture suddenly changed and she straightened her face up into a flirty pose, her lips curved up to form a smile and her left eye winked.

“You’re free to go Nathan.” She told him and pointed toward his SUV. She walked to her patrol car, her hips swayed in her dress slacks as if she was trying to tempt him, and sat in her cruiser.

Nathan quickly got into his car and tossed the bag of fast food onto the passenger seat. His hunger was gone, he was still reeling from the rush of adrenaline of the scenario. The engine of his vehicle was still running, he snapped his seatbelt, and drove the car through the drive through lane. He held his head down in embarrassment as he passed the onlookers in the restaurant that stared at him through the windows. When he rounded the building, Nathan looked back towards Lt. Burton. Her car door had been closed and she had taken the hair tie out of her hair to release the tight bun. She shook her head as her beautiful straight black hair fell around her face. She looked up at him as he drove by and Nathan could sense her piercing stare as he pulled out of the parking lot onto the main avenue.

Nathan got his SUV up to the speed limit and passed through several stop lights before he hit a red. He applied his brakes and guided the vehicle to a stop. Out of the corner of his eye he noticed a patrol car directly behind him in his rear view mirror. He sighed out of frustration and adjusted the mirror to get a better view of the cruiser. He saw officer Burton in the driver's seat, she had one hand one the wheel and her other was rubbing at her breasts, pawing at them through her uniform. Nathan could clearly see her breathing deeply and her face was kindled with excitement. The light turned green and her police cruiser began to inch forward and tail gate his SUV. Nathan began to feel his brow moisten from a sweat, he didn’t want to give her a reason to pull him over and did his best to keep the speed limit.

They reached another stop light and Nathan glanced up at the rear view. The lieutenant had unbuttoned the top of her shirt and crept her hand inside, continuing to massage her breasts. Her breathing had turned into a pant and her eyes were filled with passion as she stared at Nathan through the cruiser windshield. The light turned green and she followed him through the intersection. Nathan heard a single loud blip of a police siren and saw flickering of blue and red lights. Nathan quickly pulled over to the side of the road and was about to place the car in park when he heard a voice over the loudspeaker.

“Pull into the parking lot.” Madison's voice sounded loudly through the street. Nathan looked back and saw her pointing toward an old closed up auto parts store. This part of town was a commercial and industrial area, there wasn’t any signs of activity besides for the few cars that were on the streets. The street lights in the area were casting long shadows around the buildings and every parking lot within view was void of occupants.

Nathan did as she directed pulling his SUV into the dark lot. He parked squarely in the first available spot.

“Not there, pull your vehicle behind the building.” Her voice echoed over the loudspeaker and through the empty lot. Nathans mind began to flood with anxiety. Her request was outrageous, but he had to do as he was told. He pulled his car into the alleyway beside the building, the nose of the officer's patrol car stayed out of view of his rearview mirror it was so close to his back bumper.

Nathan stopped the car mid-way down the alley but her voice came over the speaker again. “Keep going! Around to the rear of the building.”

She continued to tail gate his car, finally he arrived at the back of the building placing his car in park. Nathan was on the verge of an anxiety attack, his blood pressure was rising and he was begging sweat in fear. He heard the sound of her car door opening and she began to approach his vehicle.

He asked himself what was going to happen next. All he knew is he didn’t want to have sex with this stranger. If she was anywhere near as berserk as Emily was earlier today than she was going to have to force herself on him. Nathan knew she would ruin her life if she did, he had to get help. Nathan locked his door reached into his pocket for his cell, when the cop tried the lock and saw he was calling for help she drew her weapon and pointed it at him through the glass.

“Your hands where I can see them and get the fuck out of the car!” She shouted. Her police issue blouse was halfway unbuttoned and showing her sports bra but she meant business.

Nathan stuck his hands in the air. “Ok! Ok! Just don’t shoot.” He unlocked the door and went to release the latch but she beat him to it and swung the door open. She kept her gun pointed at him, grabbed him aggressively by his shirt and pulled him from the car. She was extremely strong for a woman and her physical power was beyond Nathan’s from the years of intense police training. She had to be extremely strong, working her way to her rank in a male dominated field, made that a requirement.

She flung him around and quickly went through his pockets. She found his phone and tossed it onto the passenger seat of his car and then pushed him toward her police cruiser. “Walk.” She demanded.

Nathan did as he was told until he reached the hood of the squad car. Lieutenant Burton grabbed him by his upper arm and turn him to face her. “You want to do this the easy way or the hard way?” She questioned him, the emphasis in her voice still aggressive. She reached down to her utility belt and undid the clasp for her handcuffs.

“I don’t want to do this is anyway at all!” He responded back.

“The... Hard way then.”

She stepped toward him, holding the gun level at him. Nathan held still in apprehension, fearful that she was going to fire. When she was within range she shackled the cuff around his forearm. But instead of chaining it to the other wrist, she yanked him over closer to the hood and buckled it to the support bar of the spot light.

“What are you doing?” He demanded.

“What I’ve wanted to do my whole life.” She put her weapon away, undid her utility belt and threw it in the cruiser. The lieutenant then unbuttoned her shirt, sliding it off her shoulders and onto the ground, exposing her black sport bra holding up her C cup breasts and smooth flat tummy. She had what looked like a pair of crossed revolvers tattooed below her navel, only the barrels and triggers peeked out the top of her waist band.

“You can’t do this!” Nathan tried to talk her out of it. “What about your marriage? What about your career?

She stepped closer to him and reached for the crotch in Nathan's pants. She found the lump of his penis and began to rub him. She looked him crazily in the eyes before she spoke.

“Have you ever wanted something so badly your entire life that nothing else mattered?” She asked. “I must have you, and if don’t I’ll go on a fucking rampage until I do.”

She leaned in and kissed him on his lips and began unbuckling his pants, Nathan turned his face away and tried to swat her hands away with his free hand. She effortlessly knocked it away and kept it pinned against the fender of the car. He tried to resist further and wrestle with her strength. He rose his knee and turned his hips to block her advances. Frustrated, she backed up.

“Get the fuck on the hood of the car!” She screamed at him. She went back to the open door of the squad car and reached for something he couldn’t see. When she returned to his view she had a small taser. She pressed the button firmly and it began to crackle loudly as electricity arced between the prongs. “Go on. Get up there, I’m not fucking around! The more you struggle, the worse it will get for you.”

Reluctantly he climbed onto the hood, his arm awkwardly chained to the spot light.

“Now you going to stay put?” She asked.

“Don’t do this Madison. Please, I beg you.” He pleaded.

“Shut your mouth, I don't want to hear another word unless it’s yes ma’am.” She replied, she pressed the taser again, sending massive amounts of voltage through the air. 

Nathan was defeated, he didn’t want this, but the more he resisted the more it would escalate. If he continued to turn her down than he might leave here in an ambulance or worse. There was nothing he could say or do to reason with her. If what he learned earlier today anything from Emily she would relax once he came. He had to submit and let her have her way with him.

“Yes ma’am.” He fearfully stammered.

“Good, keep it that way and you’ll be fine.” She put the taser back in the car and leaned alongside the front fender. She removed her police issue boots and then turned to him. She quickly undid her the front of her pants and slid them off her ass showing her plain black panty briefs that perfectly contrasted her pale white skin. Madison climbed onto the hood of the squad car and straddled his legs. She leaned in and kissed him deeply as she began unbuttoning his shirt. Nathan reluctantly met her kiss and she began to rub his chest. Finally he began to relax as she carried on, her strong hands began to smooth over his pecs and abs.

He began to reason in his head to make himself feel more at ease. Madison may not have been his type, but she was quite beautiful once she had removed her clothing, her hourglass figure topped her feminine hips and sweeping long legs. Her shiny dark her hair framed her wild face that spoke to him saying just one thing- fuck me. Nathan’s mind was against it but his cock said hell yes. And with that, he felt a strong surge of blood run through his cock.

She leaned back and cupped her breasts through her bra and bounced them briefly before grabbing the bra from the hem and lift it off her amazing breasts. Her nipples were small yet stiff, but Nathan didn’t get long to admire them before she leaned back in and placed one next to his mouth. He licked around the nipple for a moment and then flicked his tongue across it. Nathan then engulfed her nipple in his mouth and began to suck slowly.

“MMMmmm.” Madison hummed happily. Her nipple began to extend in his mouth as he eagerly sucked away at her. His free hand went up to her other breast and began to caress it, softly rubbing the tip of her nipple with his thumb. The metal of the handcuffs clinked loudly against the metal it was chained to. He used his tongue to trace around her nipple before removing his mouth and taking to sucking her other breast.

Madison moaned away as he continued but suddenly she withdrew her breasts from his face and began to crawl down the long hood of the cruiser. She quickly undid his belt and pants and slid them down his hips. Before he knew it, his cock was out in the open air and in her hand. He instantly began to stiffen more as she leaned in toward his penis and began licking her tongue across the tip of cock. She held his cock against his stomach as she lowered her mouth down near his balls and pressed her tongue along his shaft. Madison sucked at the sides of his dick and eventually worked her face back up to his tip before engulfing his crown between her lips.

Nathan groaned as she hungrily took him into her mouth. She kept her eyes locked on his as she greedily sucked him farther past her lips. She began to slowly bob on to him taking him further with each drive until the tip of him pressed up against the opening of her throat. Nathan groaned with pleasure as Madison held her head on him, pursing her lips tightly around his cock. She raised her head back up until just his crown was lodged in his mouth. He groaned softly and her hand clasped around his cock. She began to stroke up and down slowly on his cock keeping her head still. Her mouth kept locked around his girth until her head decided to bob at the same pace as her hand. Madison continued to suck him into oblivion for several moments before releasing him from her mouth and crawling back to his hips. She straightened her legs, hooked her thumbs around the waistband of her panties and slid them off.

"I’ve been waiting my whole life to fuck you." She proclaimed. Nathan found that hard to believe since they had just met an hour ago. The scepter had imprinted this notion into her mind as it had with Emily earlier in the day. Nathan couldn’t fathom its power; the scepter was able to bend women's thoughts and desires to level of unstoppable thirst for him, as if the thoughts had been there for their entire life.

She held his dick from the shaft and rubbed his crown down across her clit, poising the head of his cock at her sweet entrance. She pressed her hips down on him and her vagina readily accepted his shaft, stretching to be completely filled by Nathan. Her pussy gripped onto him as he moved his free hand just above her hip bone, and he pushed her down slowly onto him, sinking into her with his cock. They both moaned together as they adjusted to feeling each other and Madison leaned forward and kissed him deeply, their tongues found each other’s and they twisted together. Though Nathan felt used and forced, he was starting to peak with arousal, enjoying that she had targeted him to take full advantage of his body.

She began to ride him slowly, her warm pussy smoothing along his cock. “OHHH OHH YESSS!” She moaned. As she sunk his cock all the way into her pussy. Her hips grinded forward when she was fully seated, and she began rocking herself back and forth, grinding herself against his pelvis. Nathan was pinned against the hood of the cruiser, her cunt clung to him as her velvet walls sent sensations to his brain.

Madison was going crazy, her face flushed with desire beyond her control. She rose up on his cock and pressed herself back down. Her tits bounced up and down as she sunk his cock in and out. She increased her rhythm and she began as she slamming her hips consistently onto his cock. “Uh uh UH UHHH!.” Her moans were increasing with volume and with each thrust down.

"Ooooh, yeah, fuck my cock." Nathan said as he looked down between her legs to see his cock sliding in and out of her beckoning pussy. She also lowered her head to view the same region and moaned again, her voice a sexy purr. His organ filled her vision, thrusting in and out of her vagina, her labia seeming to cling to it as it withdrew each time.

Madison bucked her head back and screamed “OH FUCK YES! CUM FOR ME!”

Nathans groaned loudly and his toes began to curl up on the hood of the car. Madison's aggressive fucking was wearing him thin. He may just have to do as she asked before she climaxed.

“OH OHHH MY GOD! I’M CUMMING NATHAN! I’M GOING TO CUM ALL OVER YOUR COCK ”

Before he knew it, Madison began to shake. She shuddered violently as her climax overwhelmed her. Nathan could feel her vaginal muscles spasm tightly as she pumped her hips on his cock. She flung her head about and then looked up the sky and screamed.

“UH UH OHHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!” Her pussy shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated throughout her body.

She paused for moment as it resided, but the fire in her eyes was still there, Nathan knew that she had to please him and that she wanted to feel him cum inside her. Anything short of that would be a failure to her thanks to the scepter’s effects.

She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to rise and lower herself on him. Her pussy tightened around his dick as Madison began working his cock again, sinking his rod all the way into her cunt. Nathan felt his body tense up and his breath quickened, he was going to blow at any moment.

She kept working his cock in and out of her, her moans rising in pitch, James held back, not wanting to release. But her clenching pussy was sending him over the edge. He couldn’t contain it any longer, his balls were beginning to contract, and a moment later his cock twitched and swelled enormously inside of her. He grunted loudly as Madison’s soft warm pussy drove him to climax. She pushed her hips down on him as he thrusted his dick deep into her. Nathan moaned loudly as his balls contracted and he shot a massive rope of cum inside her.

Madison’s eyes popped wide open as she felt his cum splash against her cervix sending her into another orgasm. She continued to fuck him earnestly as he shot ribbon after ribbon of his warm semen into her. Her body began shuddering uncontrollably as he kept shooting more and more into her body. He groaned happily as his sperm filled her up, her pussy locked tightly around the base of his cock as she continued to work it in and out of her.

“Oh yes! I feel your cum inside me.” Madison’s body stopped servicing his cock, waiting for him to finish as his balls emptied, until finally, he was spent.

She slowly raised herself off of him and looked up at him, his cum oozed out her pussy lips and back onto his penis. She crawled back down on the hood of cruiser and extended her tongue lick his cock free of cum.  She kept eye contact as she slid her tongue all over every available inch of his shaft. A glob of his cum escaped out the side of her mouth, but she raised her head and pushed it back into her mouth with a finger. Madison lowered her mouth back onto his cock and sucked him clean and Nathan groaned in his euphoria.

Eventually Madison sat up and caressed his legs. “See Professor Schroeder, told you everything would be would be okay.”

Madison turned her body to the side and swung her legs over the fender and slid down off the hood. She retrieved her pants and shirt and started getting herself in order. Nathan tried to move but the handcuffs still restricted him from doing so.

“A little help here.” He asked, the cuff clinked against the metal support. Madison looked over and giggled.

“Sorry about that, let me help you out of that.” She fished out the key and undid the cuffs, freeing his movement. Nathan slid his pants back on and came down from the hood of the cruiser. Nathan began to tuck his shirt back into his slacks when Madison went to the front of the cop car and returned with a business card.

“If you ever need anything… anything at all, just ask and I’ll come for you instantly.” She handed it to him, her voice sincere and forthright. Nathan didn’t know how to respond, a little creeped out by this woman’s statement.

“I don’t think that will be necessary…” He replied.

“It will be, I’ll be sure to check up on you soon. I know where you live and now you know how to get ahold of me.”

“Okay…” His voice confused. “Am I free to go lieutenant?”

“Mmhmm.” She responded tracing a finger along his chest and down to his abs. “You most definitely are... My lord.”


Book Three


Copyright © 2017 by Enthralled Publishing LLC

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below or on our website.

Enthralled Publishing LLC
412 N Main St Ste 100
Buffalo, WY 82834

For a faster reply, use our contact form on our website:
www.EnthralledPublishing.com

Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes with multiple partners and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers.

All sexual activity in this work is consensual and all sexually active characters are 18 years of age or older.  No characters in this work are related by blood.


Chapter Three

Nathan throttled the gas in his SUV. He had hurry to get to the university if he were to get there before Professor Lamond left for the evening. Earlier in the day he had found a scepter going through his late grandfather’s closet. It was a carefully crafted bronze rod with gorgeous golden hieroglyphs topped with a slender onyx cat. From what he could gather after inspecting it closely he thought it was ancient artifact from Egypt. But he had to be sure the item wasn’t a hoax, and Nathan still wondered why his grandfather keep such an item of value hidden for so long. He had known his grandfather served in the SS during the Nazi plunder, could this have been something that he had hidden this whole time?

But when he had given it an initial look over, the scepter sent a mild static charge through his body, shocking him. When he finally refocused his eyes, the ruby eyes of the onyx cat had winked at him. At first, he thought he was imagining the black onyx cat and its mysterious wink, but as the day went on, Nathan began to think differently.

Once deciding he would take the scepter to a coworker at the university, he went down stairs and showed it his brother’s girlfriend Emily. She was helping Nathan go through the estate in his brother's absence while he was on a sudden business trip. Nathan thought of Emily to be part of the family and trusted her. She had asked if he was holding a rifle case thinking Nathan had found his grandfather’s rifle. He had said no and decided to just show her. Besides, she wouldn’t have believed him unless she saw it with her own eyes.

When he showed the scepter to Emily, he felt a cold shiver wash over him then she winked much like the cat on the scepter. She immediately came onto him sexually. Nathan tried rejecting her but eventually gave in and she fucked him aggressively, right there in the dining room. Nathan had no clue what caused her change of heart, she never seemed to be attracted to him beore. She was always faithful and was always proud of herself that she had never cheated on any of her boyfriends. Even more strange, why choose that moment to come out with her desires? After it was done he questioned her motives, and Emily responded that she always had wanted him. Nathan didn’t believe it, thinking that the winking and the scepter was more than coincidence. To make the situation even more bizarre, Emily called him “her ruler” right before he left.

However, the crazy events of the day didn’t end there. Nathan stopped to get food and was greeted with hostility through the drive through. Two of the restaurant employee’s, both male, verbally assaulted him and refused him service. Nathan attempted to talk to the general manager about it but she was just as confused as he was. The two abusive individuals had served him in the past had always been courteous and there had never been a problem. Talking to the supervisor didn’t help, in fact the two teenage boys continued to escalate their hostilities toward Nathan, pushing their manager aside and yelling at him though the service window. And with that Nathan decide to just remove himself from situation.

Thinking the abnormalities were done for the day, Nathan went to the fast food drive through joint down the street. This time he wasn’t greeted by flagrant employees, instead the cops swarmed his vehicle in the drive through lane. They forced him out of the car and demanded he tell them where the gun was. Apparently, the two teenagers at the first place had called the cops and told them Nathan had a gun in his back seat. The case in his back seat may have looked similar to a gun case, but in fact, it was just the case his grandfather decided to keep the scepter inside. The cops didn’t care for his explanation and took the potential threat extremely seriously. It was all protocol to the police officers, until their Lieutenant; a middle-aged woman named Madison Burton, inspected the scepter case. Nathan was pressed against the cold pavement in the drive through when the same cold shiver from earlier in the day washed over him again.

The female lieutenant immediately had Nathan released from his cuffs and dispatched a few officers to deal with the false report. She apologized and let him go, but not before she gave him the wink of the cat. Nathan left immediately and proceeded towards the college to finally get some answers regarding the scepter. However, he noticed the police lieutenant was following him. She pulled him over and had him pull behind an old auto parts store in a dilapidated part of town. She pulled him from his car at gunpoint and forced herself on Nathan. He had tried to talk her out of it, reminding her of her marriage and career but to no avail. The more he resisted the more it intensified so Nathan decided to just submit, and let the officer just have her way with him.

After they got off, she sucked him clean and gave him her card offering future assistance to him. She told him she would see him again and that she knew where he lived. It creeped him out to know that this powerful woman had an overbearing lust for him, especially since she wasn’t his type. She seemed more like a girl who was into stocky intimidating biker men with tattoos, not boring middle aged art professors with glasses. Putting the forcing aside, Nathan was rather aroused by her. She was an amazing fuck though! If she could tone it down a bit with the assertiveness and the gun waving, she could be an ally and an asset, he thought.

Nathan had to get answers. The events of today were too crazy. Maybe there was something more to the scepter than just making woman go mad for his cock, hopefully that was something he was going to find out at the university with Professor Lamond.

Finally, he pulled into the faculty parking lot at the university and into his assigned spot. He took the scepter, in its case, from its place in the back seat of his car and strode toward Professor Lamond’s office. It was a few minutes from the faculty lot to her office so he took a path through the quad. Nathan was hastily walking across the grass when he saw two of his best students walking towards him. Two gifted art students name Edward and Jared. They must have just finished their evening class or honor society meeting and were heading home for the night.

“Jared, Edward.” Nathan said to them respectively.

“Fucking douche bag!” Jared said.

“Dick.” Edward said.

Nathan stopped in shock, having no clue why they would be angry with him. These were good kids, they knew full well the consequences of what they just said. Even if they actually thought that they wouldn’t be reprimanded, they normally would have dealt with being angry with much more tact. Common insults like that were below them. They had to of been talking to someone else in joking manner. Nathan looked around the quad, it was just the three of them.

“Ha ha, nice joke.” The professor tried to lighten the tone of the abrasive situation.

“It wasn’t a joke.” Edward said. “The only thing that’s a joke here is your fucking art class.”

“What are you talking about?” Nathan asked. “You’re two of my best students and have been so active-”

“Fucking faggot!” Jared yelled out. “We’re filing a complaint with dean that you touched us.”

“I never did such a thing!” Nathan’s blood pressure rose again for what seemed like the thirtieth time today. Anger was growing in his voice from the crude language and slanderous accusation. “What are you talking about? Where did all this come from?”

“Get the fuck out of here Schroder before we beat your ass!” Edward taunted, his eyes glanced down at the case in the professor's arms.

Just then Nathan had a notion. Could there be a pattern developing? Why would reasonable people act this way for no logical reason or explanation. Nathan knew the scepter had something to with it. If he had learned anything from earlier, he knew that they would not let up their verbal assault unless he exited the situation. Even then, the would still act upon these aggressive urges toward him. He had to do something, fast.

He nervously walked away from the boys and into the building that housed all the faculty offices and personal labs. The boys stayed in the quad, continuing with their verbal shakedown until he was finally inside. Once there, Nathan pulled out his phone and called the campus police. Nathan considered for a moment calling Madison and finding her card she had given him, but decided against it. Following code and decorum was the best decision if he wanted to keep his career unblemished. He went through the procedure of filing a report with the male officer who picked up the line about his argument with Edward and Jared. Five minutes later after answering all the questions, he ended the call, hoping he made the right decision. The logical side of him thought he had made a right choice, but part of him had the feeling that it wasn’t the boys’ fault.

As he walked the hallways of the faculty building to his destination he wondered about the recent occurrences for the men he interacted with today. How many men would act out on him? There where the two boys at the taco place, but there were other males around so not all men were affected. Then there were the male cops at the drive through, yeah they tossed him around and dipped him to the concrete but they seemed normal, just following police protocol. And just now his two best students? The campus police officer seemed fine, was it just young men affected? Nathan couldn’t make sense of it, it had only happened twice so far, it was too soon to be able to discern a pattern.

He continued down the halls until he arrived at professor Lamond’s office. He knocked lightly before twisting the knob and entering. Her office was a narrow room with plush mahogany furniture, decorated like a cliché institution of higher learning with shelves of leather bound books, thick rugs and classical music softly playing in the background. There was a door on the far end that opened up into a clean room style lab that she used to examine ancient pottery shards and the like. It didn’t really get much use, but since she was a high caliber professor and interviewed often by researchers throughout the history field, she was given the resource in case she ever needed it.

Professor Lamond was seated at her desk, focused on reading some form of report, most likely a student’s essay or thesis. She continued to read on as he entered, most likely trying to finish her paragraph before she greeted him. Marie was a slim British woman in her early forties and had her aging brown hair with a few streaks of silver tied back in a bun by a chopstick. Her face, unlike her hair, didn’t show signs of aging and was free of wrinkles. She wore a pair of cat eye reading glasses, knee length skirt with pantyhose and a white long sleeve button down blouse with the top few buttons undone.

“You’re late Professor Schroeder.” She spoke with a mild accent of her homeland and moved the paper away from her mouth showing her red lipstick. She must have noticed his bruising on his face from when he got slammed to the concrete by the police officers. “You look like utter shit. Did you get in a scuffle at the pub?”

They had worked together for over a decade and considered each other friends, so she was comfortable with speaking her mind to him, even if it sounded rude. Nathan didn’t take it personal. Considering the crazy day he had so far, the familiar cynicism was welcome.

“No, I got pulled over, sorry I didn’t text you and let you know.”

She stared at him blankly.

“Trust me, I tried.” Nathan said. “It was just… hard… to get away.”

She rolled her eyes out of irony. “You’re not the type that goes cruisin’ for a bruisin’. What in the hell happened?”

“I think it is has everything to do with this. Ever since it’s been in my possession, almost everyone around me has been acting strangely.” Nathan walked around her desk into her examining lab. Professor Lamond got up from her chair and followed him in. He set the case with the scepter down on the examination table underneath a powerful magnifying lamp.

He undid the clasps of the case before he continued. “Strangely isn’t a strong enough term to describe it. More like crazy or berserk.”

She cocked her head to the side, intrigued. “You have to be bonkers.”

“I’m certain.” He replied. “There is something more to this scepter than historical and monetary value. While I can’t explain why these things are happening I’m requesting your expertise to help me find out.”

She removed her glasses and stared at Nathan. “Well, go on then. Let’s have a look.”

Nathan opened the lid of the case, the light hit the gold inlays and reflected off the professor's eyes. Marie’s mouth fell open in astonishment as she gazed upon the hieroglyphs and black cat. Its ruby eyes peaked her curiosity.

“Well I’ll be.” She said finally after taking in the view of scepter. “You weren’t joking at the value of the piece, if it is in fact real, you’ll be considerably rich.” She reached for a pack of latex gloves, gave Nathan a pair and turned the examining lamp on. Nathan was pleased he didn’t have to ask her to glove up before touching it, he didn’t know if it would affect her the same way it did Madison or Emily.

“Good choice on the gloves, while I know that its procedure to wear gloves, I was about to ask you to not touch it.” He said.

“Of course, professor, I wasn’t considering it.” She changed the subject back to the scepter. “So, you where did you come across this again?” She asked him as she moved the magnifier in to take a look at the golden inlays of the rod.

“It belonged to my grandfather. I found it in his closet this morning going through his estate.” He answered.

“He was an SS officer, wasn’t he?” She took out several items that looked like q-tips and started rubbing one lightly against a golden hieroglyph.

“He was, in fact this scepter was found next to some of his world war two memorabilia.”

“Your late grandfather’s contribution to the return of the Nazi plunder will never go forgotten. May he rest in peace.” She put the q-tip in a small glass test tube, agitated it briefly and held it up to the light. “It’s gold. Don’t get too excited just yet mind you, I still need the examine the bronze work to see if it matches any documented pieced from the era. But the results thus far are quite promising. Turn on my laptop will you.”

Nathan reached over and powered it on, Professor Lamond reached in a drawer and pulled out a state of the art high resolution camera from a case, mounted it to an arm on the examination table, and then connected the computer to the camera with a cable. After she had it all set up she began taking pictures of the scepter.

“Professor Schroeder, you mentioned people have been acting strangely around you since you’ve procured this object. Will you elaborate on that for me?”

“Yes,” He replied. “As long as I have your word you won’t tell anyone else.”

“But of course.” She replied.

He started telling her the events of the day, starting with how the scepter shocked and winked at him. When Nathan told her how Emily had winked at him in the same manner, she glanced at him confused. He carried on about how Emily’s change of attitude and their sexual encounter. Nathan left out the juicy bits but did not hold anything back about how Emily was faithful to his brother and that her behavior was anything but normal. Professor Lamond seemed to just listen intently, focusing on snapping photos of the scepter. Nathan continued on with the boys at the taco restaurant and the situation with the police, explaining how he got the bruise on his face. He then mentioned how the female police lieutenant touched the scepter, who then immediately set him free, but then followed him in her cruiser. Eventually the cop pulled him over and made him have sex with her.

“You can’t be serious Mr. Schroeder.” She stated flatly. “How do you expect me to believe a woman cop forced you?”

“I expected you’d say that.” Nathan showed the professor Madison’s card. “Call her if you don’t believe me. You can also call the supervisor at the Taco Buzz or Emily.”

“I just may.” She responded, looking up from the viewfinder of the camera.

“You can also add the campus police to that list. You know Jared and Edward, two of the best students at the university?”

She nodded. “Yes, they are fantastic students.”

“I know.” He agreed. “Just minutes ago, I walked past them in the quad and they started acting aggressively like the boys in the taco restaurant, making ridiculous claims. I had to call the campus police and file a report about it.”

“That’s very unlike them.” She said unphased and changing it back to the task at hand. “Even more interesting is that these hieroglyphics add merit to your claims.” She had finished with her photos and walked over to the computer. She pulled up one of the recent pictures of the gold hieroglyphs and zoomed in. The inlays were organized into several groups by ovals, known as a cartouche, signifying that the group was a phrase or short sentence about royalty or gods.

“This group of characters near the top of the rod loosely means ascendancy or control. However, that translation is up for debate.” She moved on to the next picture. “Working down the shaft to the next set is common Egyptian symbol for woman, but I’ve seen it used to describe femininity as a whole, or all women.”

She carried on to the next photograph. “The next grouping most likely means to take once, or acquire then stop. The next group translated roughly to angry men, however there seems to be a prefix to this sub set that are not like any I’ve seen.” She looked up a Nathan briefly before continuing making sure he was listening.

“This last group contains a famous symbol, I’m surprised you don’t know it yourself. The twin horns of Hathor, the Egyptian god of love. The glyphs next to it means return or source, maybe dawn.”

Professor Lamond went through the pictures again trying to piece it together, Nathan noticed her expression as if she was trying to find a way out of her translation. Professor went back to her office and took a book from the shelf and thumbed through it. She paused on a page for minute, her eyes scanning for information. When they finally stopped, she sighed, slammed the book closed and returned to the examining table.

“My attempt a loose translation of the entire scepter would be- Power over women, use sparingly and beware of men. Return to the source of love.” She spoke slowly as if she didn’t believe what she was saying.

“However, there is a context here, as if this inscription was meant as instructions for a pharaoh.” The professor continued. “Quite bizarre, because the cartouche here is unlike one I have ever seen.”

“While your translation of the inscription backs up what has happened to me today, what do you mean by not having seen this cartouche?”

“The scepter was made for a pharaoh that has not been documented. Either is the sigil of a lost Egyptian king, or it’s a fake.” She stated.

“So, would you be able to date it to tell if it is real or not?” Nathan asked.

Professor Lamond, went back to the laptop and pulled up a picture. She zoomed in on a section of the bronze rod and then brought up another photo from a confirmed piece of Egyptian bronze work. She cross referenced the two pictures for several minutes making sure the crafting styles matched.

“Its... real.” She said looking up from the screen. “Professor Schroeder, you have mistakenly found an ancient Egyptian art piece. I’d recommend you get this to a museum immediately for prosperity and further study.”

“I plan on doing that.” Nathan replied. “But I don’t want what’s happening to me to happen to anyone else. I need to find out more about these unknown powers it has and put everyone’s life that has been affected back to normal.”

Professor Lamond scoffed. “These powers you speak of are absolute rubbish.”

“Marie, you have to believe me, I know I sound as if I’m talking crazy, because you're right, it is.” He debated. “But it’s true, you must believe me.”

“Fine, if it’s true and you want me to believe you than we need to run a series of tests.” She conceded.

“What did you have in mind?” Nathan asked slowly.

“I want you to use it on me.” She shot back.

“What? No! You’ve heard what I told you it does to women. You can’t be serious.”

“Then how about one of my assistants, I could give one a call and observe and document.”

“Absolutely not!” Nathan exclaimed. While he wouldn’t mind having casual sex with her or any one of her pretty assistant's normally, it wouldn’t be very professional as a professor for him to behave that way. Any thoughts he may have had toward her or any woman at his place of work were just thoughts. They would never carry over into action, ever.

“If you want me to help than we have to test it in a controlled environment. If you want my help than we need proceed with a test subject.” She argued.

“Fine, for research purposes only, but if you start acting anything like the other woman have, I’m not going to stop your advances.”

“There will be no advances.” She replied.

“Ok,” He said. “Then I want you to record that statement and your disposition toward me before we began.”

“Hmmph, but of course. That’s just basic research practice” She rebutted. Marie went to a drawer and found a small audio recorder and powered it on. She began to speak into it, giving the device a specific run down of the scenario. She spoke for about five minutes about her findings. She paused the recording and looked up at Nathan before continuing.

“Professor Schroeder's hypothesis is that the scepter has powers over woman, making them instantly become sexually attracted to him. I have no attraction to Professor Schroeder, nor have I thought of him in any such manner in this regard so therefore, I will be the perfect neutral test subject.”

She set the device down and raised the sensitivity on the microphone, leaving the recording live. “Ok let’s begin.”

Nathan removed his gloves and went to the scepter. He picked it up from its base and held it aloft. He didn’t really know what to do or say, thinking that there may be some magical command word. Professor Lamond just stood silently with a skeptical look on her face. He waved it around in front of his body for moment before he sighed out of frustration.

“No hocus pocus professor?’ She asked.

“I suppose not.” He replied. “One thing I know is that it the others who were affected had physical contact with it. I’m going to try to try that.”

Nathan walked towards her and steady the scepter and lightly pressed it against her cheek. As the onyx cat pressed against her skin Nathan felt the same cold shutter sweep through his body that he had felt earlier in the day with Emily and Madison.

“Did you feel that?” He asked and looked into her face. When gazed into her eyes, her look of disbelief was replaced with one of passion and focus. Her face smiled at him as her left eye quickly winked at him.

“The only thing I feel professor Schroeder is the need to shove your cock down my throat.” She said coyly. She approached him and rubbed her hands along his chest, starting to finger at the buttons on his shirt.

“I told you it was real.” Nathan said. “There’s no other explanation for the sudden change in your behavior.”

“The only explanation is that I was lying about my true feelings.” She whispered into his ear. Her hand went to his crotch and she began pet his hardening cock through his pants.

“And what about your boyfriend?” He asked. “Tell the recorder about that.” He was referencing a colleague of theirs that constantly traveled. Supposedly Marie and he had a long-distance relationship but would always spend time together when he was in town and had always made it a point to be faithful to the man.

She grasped his cock through the material in pants and looked him in the eyes. “What boyfriend? He’s away in England, out of sight, out of mind. In fact, the only thing on my mind is you, Professor Schroeder.”

He knew that he wasn’t going to be able to talk her out of it. Part of him started to grow hard because she wanted him and using the scepter in a controlled environment wasn’t so bad. He may as well take advantage of the situation and give this hot professor the fucking of her life. He began taking off his shirt and Marie started to unbuckle his belt and fly.

“Since I’m the only thing on your mind,” He queried. He wanted to make sure as much of her dirty talk was recorded for ‘research purposes’. “How much do you want my dick?”

“More than anything. Satisfying your cock is my only purpose.” She said. She removed the chopstick from her hair, letting it fall down her back. Marie then aggressively pulled down his pants and shorts, letting them fall to the floor and reached for his cock. Marie began stroking his length and leaned against him to kiss him deeply. Her lips were soft and Nathan met her kiss, twisting their tongues together.

She broke their kiss. “I can’t take it any longer professor, I must suck your cock.”

She kissed along his chest while her hand still stroked away. She knelt in front of Nathan and held his cock straight up and flicked her tongue at his balls. Marie licked them slowly with the thick part of her tongue before working up to the base of his cock. She cupped her mouth along the side of his shaft and shook her head back and forth. She extended her tongue and slid it along his length until she reached the crown. Nathan groaned as Marie slowly licked his head, encircling it and getting it wet with her saliva.

Marie slid her lips over the head and engulfed Nathan’s cock in her mouth, twisting her head slightly as she descended, her lips gliding down the smooth shaft. Nathan was in ecstasy while Professor Lamond kept her mouth tightly circled around his dick, her head moved up and down slowly as she nursed his cock. Her mouth must have filled with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him.

Nathan was surprised with her skills in fellecio. Not only did she not have shortcomings on her technique, but also went beyond with her focus and enthusiasm. He groaned loudly again and Marie raised her head, letting his cock slip out of her mouth. “You have an amazing cock Professor Schroeder.” She complimented before sliding her mouth around Nathan’s shaft again, humming wildly as she resumed her pace.

Nathan let her continue her assault on his penis for a few more minutes before stepping away from her. He grabbed her and lifted her to stand and guided her to the study. When Marie got to the desk, she reached over it and shoved all her papers and books to the floor. Nathan removed her skirt while she grabbed her shirt by the hem and lifted it over her head. They embraced passionately in a kiss and he grabbed her by the hips, lifting her as onto the table. Marie’s hand went to her crotch and she rubbed herself through her pantyhose.

“My pussy is awaiting your seizure professor.” She stated as a second hand joined the first and helped tear a wide hole in her pantyhose to grant access to Nathan.

He spread her knees apart as he positioned himself between her legs. Nathan knelt on the floor next to her desk and leaned his face towards her wet pussy. He moved his face closer to her awaiting pussy and extended his tongue. The sweet scent of her vagina drove him crazy and he slowly traced the outline of her lips, starting just below her hood and he slowly smoothed the tip of his tongue against it. He then worked down one lip, reaching the bottom before working his way up the other. Nathan used the thick part of his tongue to lick her labia completely before he worked up to her clit. Marie moaned with pleasure as she gripped the edge of the desk, her knuckles white.

Nathan continued spread his tongue over the professor’s luscious pussy. He moistened his finger in his mouth and placed it on Marie’s clit tracing and rubbed softly. Nathan then leaned in and removed his finger before closing his lips around her clit. He licked at it quickly using the thick part of his tongue to cover as much area around her hood as he could. Marie began to shiver and she thrust her hips forward as an orgasm began to climb within her.

“Oh oh OH OH OH!” She screamed out. Nathan kept his mouth encased around her clit as he rolled with her movements like a wave as she began to climax.

"AHHHhh." she scream softly. Professor Lamond grabbed his head and pulled it into her as pleasure exploded within her. Nathan could feel the power of her orgasm sweep across her body. He savored the moment, appreciating the fact he was able to get her off with his mouth as he sucked her into his mouth.

He released her from his mouth and stood up between her legs, positioning himself in front of her wet pussy. His cock stood straight in front of him, as if guiding itself on its own, demanding that Nathan to ravage her.

“Fuck me.” She pleaded quietly.

Nathan grabbed his cock by the base and rubbed it against her labia, teasing her lips. He had already had two other women today, he wasn’t in any rush to get off. He wanted to prolong the experience, knowing he would never get this opportunity again anytime soon.

She looked up at him with an insatiable look of impatience. “FUCK ME! NOW PROFESSOR!” Her quiet pleads had become a loud demand.

Nathan leaned in and slowly pressured into her pussy. He slid in past her lips and met a little resistance. Marie hooked her legs around his waist forcing him inside until he buried his stiff cock into her welcoming cunt. Her tight pussy began to adjust and stretch to his thick shaft, accommodating his dick until she was completely filled by him.

He began to fuck her slowly, sinking only a portion of his cock into her with each thrust. Her hips started to rock back into him, in an attempt to be completely filled, but he kept pulling back to get stifle her advances. She squeezed him with her cunt trying to keep him from withdrawing. Nathan could see her biting her lip in frustration, he had teased her enough. It was time to give her what she desired.

He backed his cock out until just his head was lodged inside her opening, and with a vigorous thrust, he buried his stiff cock all the way into her pussy. He began to fuck her steadily, rocking his cock back and forth inside of her. Marie’s hand grabbed at her hair as she moaned in pleasure. Nathan reached down and fondled her breasts through her bra. He pulled her gently by the shoulders, moving her against his chest, maintaining his rhythm into her pussy. She pressed her cheek against his pecs as he unhooked her bra. Nathan quickened his pace, pistoning his cock into her hungry cunt. Professor Lamond continued to moan, her breath becoming short, her voice rising in pitch until it became a high shriek.

She looked down toward her cunt, marveling at his cock pumping in and out of her pussy. “Oh yes! YES! Fuck me! FUCK my pussy!”

He pushed her back softly onto the desk again and began driving into her in earnest, placing his hands on her hips for more leverage. She pressed her heels into his ass to lend power to his thrusts. Her fucked her briskly until withdrawing his cock from her.

“Don’t stop, professor.” She said, her tone making it sound almost as if she was begging.

“Wasn’t planning on it.” He replied and flipped her over, turning her face down on the desk. She bent over the desk on the balls of her feet as he put her into position and drove his cock back into her. Marie threw her head back and moaned as began to fill her from behind. 

He placed his hands on her hips. Cupping her sides as he began mash his cock into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as Nathan thick hard cock stroked powerful away. Marie's tits bounced back and forward, rubbing her hard nipples lightly against the smooth surface of the desk. Her arms were stretched across the table, gripping the far table end furiously. Nathan drove deep and hard for several minutes, she moaned out each time his balls slapped against her swollen clit, climbing again toward an oncoming orgasm.

"OHHH! OH MY, I'M CUMMING!" Marie screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. He buried it all the way inside her and waited as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. She panted and gasped as Nathan continued to pound her hard from behind.

“OH! OH! OH! fuuUUUUCCCKK!”

Nathan switch his grip to her soft ass cheeks and continued to work his cock into her. Marie’s warm pussy was starting to get the best of him, starting to wear him down. He pressed in with his hard cock, filling her with his girth. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon while she pressed back onto him, slamming her body on his hard rod. His breathing became rapid and Nathan' balls began to churn.  Nathan tried to hold off but Marie’s pussy clutched tightly around his cock and he knew he would cum.

"OOOHHH FUCK I'M CUMMING." He groaned as his balls tensed and his cock swelled inside her. Nathan couldn't hold it back any longer, she was sending him over the edge and finally, he buried his cock to the hilt and released. Marie bucked her head as he sent a massive hot jet of cum splashing against her cervix. Nathan pumped spurt after spurt inside her as she continued to grind her hips onto him, her pussy caressing his shaft.

“OHH FUCK YES!” She screamed. “I can feel you cumming in me!”

He kept shooting hot pulses of jizz inside her, filling it full. Marie’s hips shivered over his cock as his balls emptied, finally they were spent. Nathan collapsed on top of her back, placing his chin over her shoulder. Marie turned her head to the side and licked his earlobe.

“It works.” She said.

“I told you it would.” He replied, stepped away from her, his spent cock withdrawing from Marie’s slit.

“Want to go again professor?” Marie asked, looking back at him as she wiggled her ass in the air invitingly. “I could use another walloping.”

“Yes, but not just yet.” He grabbed his pants and tossed Marie her skirt. “We need to more research, and I have just the test subject in mind. We need to leave once we are dressed and presentable.”

“Are you going to make me just watch?  Now that I know how amazing your cock is, I want more!” She asked as she moved sexily, removing her now torn pantyhose.

“No, I was thinking you could both please me.  You don’t mind sharing, as long as you get fucked, do you?

“Of course not, my lord.” She replied and straightened up, pulling her skirt back on.

“I had a feeling you’d say that.” Nathan had though immediately about a woman he had a thing for.  He couldn’t wait to see them both on their knees for him.
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Chapter Four

“So where are we headed Professor Schroeder?” Marie asked.

“To a local Jazz club, I know about.” Nathan answered, straightening his tie.

“I fail to see why you want to go there.” Professor Lamond responded, her voice had a British accent. She buttoned up her blouse and put her messy hair back into a bun. She grabbed her cat eye glasses and found her knee length skirt that had been tossed across the room. She must have thrown it there during the wild sex the two of them just had. “While I’ll be happy to accompany you anywhere, I fail to see why you need me to go.”

“I want to test the scepter.” He said. “And I need you to document and record what happens.”

 Earlier in the day he had found the scepter going through his late grandfather’s estate. It was a bronze rod with golden inlays of hieroglyphs topped with an onyx cat with ruby eyes. After having Professor Lamond examine it they were able to conclude it was from ancient Egypt. While it was obvious the item was of priceless value, it also came with a power that was supernatural. When he first touched the scepter, it had sent a mild static charge through his body, shocking him, while the ruby eyes of the onyx cat had winked. Nathan thought he had imagined the black onyx cat and its mysterious wink, but when he showed it to his brother’s girlfriend Emily, she winked just like the cat on the scepter. She then came onto Nathan aggressively, disregarding his objections. He tried his hardest to talk her down, but eventually he gave in and they fucked.

After he left his grandfather’s, Nathan was stopped by the cops. They thought that scepter was a gun and swarmed him at a local restaurant. When the police lieutenant; a woman named Madison Burton, inspected the scepter in its case. And like Emily, she also gave him the wink. She immediately set him free and followed him to an industrial part of town. She pulled him over behind an auto parts store at gunpoint and forced herself on Nathan. Nathan had tried to talk the cop out of it, reminding her of the importance of her marriage, but it was no use. The more he resisted the more it escalated so Nathan decided to just submit, and let the officer just have her way with him.

“I certain that any woman you use that scepter on goes crazy for you.” The female professor said. “However, I’m worried about the curse that comes along with such power.”

When Marie had translated the hieroglyphs on the scepter, it had warned about aggressive men, cautioning the holder to use the scepter with discretion. This advice carried some merit. The reason the cops had pulled him over was because two male restaurant employees cursed him out and called in a false threat to 911. This had happened immediately after his encounter with Emily. Then a similar situation arose while in the quad of the university, when two of his best students threatened Nathan with violence told him they were going to lie in effort to have him fired. The situation was quite bizarre, the two students were normally good kids, this type of behavior was inconceivable. The only coincidence was the fact that they were the first two men he interacted with after being with Officer Burton.

“I had an idea for that.” Nathan replied. “We’re going to make a stop before the club. Let’s be careful leaving the campus to not interact with any males. We’re going to need a controlled environment.”

They both had finished getting presentable and were ready to leave. Professor Schroeder closed the case on the scepter and tucked under his arm. Together they exited the faculty building and walked straight for Nathan’s SUV. It was quite late, almost midnight, so luckily the school was barren of activity. They left the college and Nathan drove his SUV to the freeway.

“How long is it going take before we arrive?” Marie asked looked over at him.

“We’re going to the other end of town, about ten or fifteen minutes.” Nathan answered.

“Well then,” She giggled. “Might as well take the opportunity to pleasure my lord.”

She laid her head on his lap, her hair tucked behind her ear. Marie gently placed her finger against Nathan’s member, which soon became quite firm inside his pants. The touch took Nathan’s eyes away from the road for a moment as he glanced down at Professor Lamond, she had a wicked grin that betrayed the secret of her inner feelings of desire. He couldn't do anything but smile back as he returned his eyes to the road ahead of them.

Marie unzipped Nathan’s slacks and quickly slid her fingers inside, caressing his member through the thin fabric of his boxers. After a few moments of pleasurable torture, Nathan felt the button of his pants suddenly pop open as she sought to free his member. He lifted his hips slightly as she slid down his pants a little and fished his rod through the opening his boxers. Marie’s fingers traced the length of the cock, up one side and down the other, slow and gentle.

After a few moments, Marie’s tongue slipped from her mouth as she licked the tip of his cock. Nathan choked back on breath as her tongue began tracing along his head. He once again focused his attention on the road, struggling to maintain his composure even as Marie’s mouth engulfed his manhood. Marie began bobbing her head, coating his cock in her saliva. She licked his cock from the base to the tip and swirled her tongue around the head, causing Nathan to fight back a moan of pleasure. Marie began to bob her head deeply, allowing Nathan’s shaft to brush against the back of her throat with each stroke.

Nathan was caught up in the excitement, for he had never received a blowjob while driving before. Marie continued to hum happily as she took his length into her mouth. She sucked him for several minutes while Nathan had a hard time paying attention to the road. His balls began to churn and Marie noticed quickened her pace.

“I’m cumming!” Nathan cried out as he started shooting his load into Professor Lamond’s eager mouth. Some spilled out and trickled out the corners of her mouth. Just then, Nathan saw the sign for their exit and took the off ramp. Marie quickly concealed his spent member back into his pants, sat up and quietly swallowed.

They finally arrived at their destination which was a blighted area of town. A slum area known for drugs, prostitutes, and a homeless population. He found a group of homeless men gathered at the end of a parking lot of a boarded-up gas station and pulled in. There were several shopping carts filled with clothing, blankets and various odds and ends. The down and out citizens were digging through a nearby dumpster for recycling.

“Why on earth are we here Professor Schroeder?” Marie asked.

“You’ll see.” He answered. “I need you to record this with your phone. My hypothesis is that two of these men are going to respond in a manner that is… unexpected. If something goes awry, we will leave immediately.”

Nathan placed his foot on the break, leaving the vehicle in drive. Marie fished her phone from her purse and began recording. Nathan reached into his pocket and found his wallet, taking out several twenty dollar bills. He rolled down his window and waved them at the men.

“Hey guys!” Nathan called at them in a warm tone. The men turned around and looked in his direction. “You want some money?” Nathan asked.

“FUCK YOU PIECE OF SHIT!” One of the destitute individuals screamed at him. The man standing next to the one who spoke turned towards Nathan's SUV, extended his arm, and flipped the professors off. Meanwhile the man digging through dumpster just turned and looked confused.

“You sure? I’m serious, I want to give you money.” Nathan crumpled up one of the bills and threw it their direction.

“EAT SHIT AND DIE ASSHOLE!” The man who had flipped them off yelled.

The one who was piling in the garbage looked at his companions in bewilderment and ran to the SUV. He hurried towards them reaching toward the money that Nathan had thrown to the ground, while the others didn’t seem to notice the cash. Angry scowls spread across their faces. One of the enraged vagrants went to his shopping cart and started searching through it. When he found what he was looking for he turned towards the professors in their vehicle with an aluminum tee ball bat in his hand.

“Get out of the car so I can beat your fuckin’ ass!” The man with the bat commanded, pacing quickly towards their car. The man was more than just beating his chest in hostility, he was approaching the car to attack.

“DRIVE NATHAN! FUCKING DRIVE!” Marie shouted frantically, her demeanor changing instantly from puzzled to frightened.

Nathan stomped the gas and the SUV, the car lurched forward as the tires squealed. He drove the vehicle off the curb and down the street. Checking the rearview mirror, he could see the men still screaming and raising their fists. Marie was visibly shaken and Nathan took notice.

“I’m so sorry Marie,” He apologized. The SUV speeding down the street away from the scene of the incident. “I had no idea he was going to grab a weapon, all the other men, while they were hostile verbally and threatening, none of them had ever became that offensive.”

“I’m just glad it’s over.” She responded, getting over her fear as the adrenaline began to subside. “This scepter is dangerous Professor Schroeder. This thing could get you killed. We need to find a way to get rid of it.”

“I agree with that.” He acknowledged. “Knowing the power and curse it contains makes me reluctant to hand it over to anyone. You mentioned something about the inscription on the scepter. Something about returning it to the source.”

“Yes, I’m going to have to do some more research.” She answered.

“Well let me know if you come up with anything.” Nathan said. “For now, I’ll try to stay away from men at all costs.”

“I hope so,” She spoke quietly. “I’d hate to see anything happen to my king.”

“There seems to be a pattern developing.” Nathan continued. “For every woman the scepter affects, it seems two men get hostile. Did you notice that the third man was the only one concerned with the money?”

Marie nodded in agreement.

“Well with this next test we are going to confirm it.” Nathan continued.

“We shouldn’t test it all Nathan.” She rebutted. “I think those bums back there are all the confirmation we need.  You could get hurt.”

“I appreciate your concern, but we do need another test. And knowing the power of this the scepter, I’m not going to test this on just any average lady.”

As he finished his sentence they passed a club. The neon sign read ‘The High Heel’ in blue and had a saxophone in red. It was a high caliber jazz lounge that Nathan frequented when he wanted a drink and eye candy to entertain him. He slid the SUV into a parking space, grabbed the scepter from its case, tucked into his belt and hid it under his jacket.

They walked in the club with only being asked for IDs, otherwise the security let them pass. Once inside they were welcomed to a classy and romantic environment. It wasn't too crowded with some empty tables. Everyone was dressed nice with a drink in their hand, and was engaged in quiet conversation. Setting the mood was a gorgeous woman all dressed up, filling the room with her warm, sultry singing. She looked great, with a long elegantly styled wavy brown hair, a sexy open back black evening gown, and a slim leggy figure that Nathan would drool over. Her long dangling silver earrings and jewelry shimmered in the low light of the room.

They took a high cocktail table in a shadowy corner in the back of the room, away from the stage. Nathan leaning against the tall table as Marie went to the bar and came back with some drinks.

“I can see why you would want test the scepter here.” Marie stated, nodding over at the provocative lounge singer. The singer was in the midst of a song, laying down on a grand piano, seductively holding a metal vocal microphone.

“Well if I’m going to use this for its intended purpose I thought I’d aim high.” He replied. The woman on stage was way out of Nathan’s league. Her name was Samantha Reynolds, wife of seven years to Mayor Rick Reynolds, whom she was deeply devoted to. Samantha would perform here three nights a week and Nathan would come periodically to watch her prance around stage and seduce the men in the room with her good looks, suggestive performing, and even more fantastic voice. She was drop dead gorgeous and could easily have any man in the room if it wasn’t for her marriage to a powerful man.

“I definitely approve of your selection Professor Schroeder.” She commended. “I know the scepter will definitely work on her, but how do you intend to touch her with it?”

Marie did have a fine point. The security in the room would immediately throw out anyone who got up on stage that wasn’t staff or a performer. He had tried to speak with her in the past but when her set was over she would immediately retreat back stage to her dressing room. Nathan would have to get her to come to him.

“I suppose I could try to tip her.” He thought aloud.

“Professor.” Marie responded as she pointed at a sign posted on the stage that read ‘If you want to tip the performers leave it with the waitress or bartender.’ Nathan had seen it on his previous visits but obviously forgotten about it.

“Well, scrap that idea.” Nathan replied. “I’ll think of something.”

The professor returned to enjoying their drinks and the show before them. Samantha carried on with several songs and the club began to fill up with more patrons until every table and chair was taken. The performer and her bass player went into her final tune of her set, Peggy Lee's rendition of Fever. This was the song that Nathan enjoyed the most out of Samantha. Not only did she sing it well but her expression on her face throughout the tune sent shivers down his spine.

As the song went on and her voice sounded throughout the club, Nathan’s hand went down to the scepter that was tucked into his pants. He instinctively wrapped his hand around it and mouthed the words of the song. As he softly sang the words, excitement coursed through him and he got swept away in the emotion of the song. Every time she sung the song at the end of her routine, Nathan had always felt as if she were singing to him. And the way in which she sang it, it always made the goosebumps rise off his arm. He began to fill with lust for Samantha, and just then went he started to fantasize about her coming off the stage to sing to him at his table, he felt a cold shudder pass through his body.

“Fever!” Samantha sung out, hitting the hook of the song perfectly. But as she did her head whipped around and her eyes locked on to Nathan. Her stare was filled with longing and desire. To anyone else watching, they would’ve thought that it was part of the show, but Nathan knew otherwise.

The feeling that pulsed across his body was familiar, for it was the one the that he felt every time a woman had touched the scepter. Instantly after the rush went through his body the woman suddenly became uncontrollably attracted to him. However, this time he didn’t have to have the woman touch it all, he had pushed his will upon her through the scepter.

Samantha took the microphone from the stand and began walking towards Nathan, her hips swing seductively, rocking to the thick bassline as she continued the song.

“...In the morning... fever all through the night.”

Samantha sat on the edge of the stage, her gaze still pointed at Nathan’s table. She swung her legs off the three-foot-high platform, hopped down, and began walking into the crowd. The onlookers began to cheer as she did, for this wasn’t her normal behavior, she had always stayed on stage when performing. The bass player looked confused, knowing that this was unusual, but continued to lay down the alluring bass line perfectly. The sensual singer strutted forward towards Nathan's location, not skipping a beat in the song. The spot light illuminated her a she waded through the crowd of the dimly lit room.

Samantha walked straight toward Nathan, singing through the next verse as she waltzed through the crowd. She walked up to one side of him, dragged her nails across his chest. Samantha slowly encircling him, smoothing her hands over his shoulders as she sang. She continued to work her body, licking her lips, and moving around the around the table in her sultry dance.

“...I light up when you call my name…” She continued tossing her hair back and standing between Marie and him with her back to the table and completed the second verse. She sang with a passion in her eyes that would make any man grovel. She stepped away from the table and proceeding into the chorus, looking back into the crowd.

“You give me fever…” Her voice echoed through the long hall.  “When you kiss me...Fever when you hold me tight…”

“Fever!” Samantha looked back over her shoulder toward Nathan, this time her left eye winked at him, assuring him that the power of the scepter had taken hold. She slowly walked to Nathan and pressed her back against his chest and slid her way down as she finished the chorus. Her smooth skin showed through the cutout in the back of her gown and pressed up against Nathan's shirt. She laid back against him and glanced up at him over her shoulder, a look of lust spread across her face. Samantha stepped away and turned around, grabbing Nathan by his tie. With the mic in one hand and his tie in the other she back pedaled toward the stage guiding him out of the crowd.

Nathan nodded at Marie. She had been silent the whole time with a grin across her face enjoying the show. Marie slowly followed the pair onto the stage. Samantha turned her back to Nathan and held his tie over her shoulder walking slowly towards her dressing room. Nathan stared at her amazing ass in her skin-tight evening gown, admiring the magnificent hourglass curves of her body. She continued to lead him to door as she went into the final lyrics of the song.

“Fever when you sizzle…” She sang as the crowd went wild. “What a lovely way to burn… what a lovely way to burn… what a lovely way to burn…”

Samantha opened the door to the backstage dressing room as her voice trailed off on the PA. The crowd roared and stood up, giving Samantha an ovation. She opened the door for them and they quickly entered. Samantha dropped the cordless microphone without turning it off and it thumped loudly on the sound system as she closed the door, locking it behind the three of them.

Once they were all inside, Samantha immediately flung her body over Nathan, shoving a stool out of the way and pressing his body against her making him back pedal down a short hallway into her styling vanity. She kissed him deeply, sliding her tongue into his mouth. They kissed passionately and Samantha hooked her arms around his neck pulling his kisses further into her. Marie watched in astonishment as she bent down and turned the power off on the microphone.

“I don’t know what got into me but don’t really care,” Samantha whispered into his ear. “I must have you now...”

She began unbuttoning his shirt. Once she had his shirt opened, she pressed her body against him, one reached out and undid Nathan' belt and unbuttoned the fly. Her other hand went to pull down the zipper and she noticed the scepter poking out from his waistline. Nathan removed it for her and handed it to Marie. She stored it safely in clothing drawer nearby. Samantha didn’t seem to notice the hand off, completely fixated on the task at hand. She grabbed his pants from the sides to slide them over his ass. The slacks fell with his boxers down to floor around his feet. Nathan’s cock sprang out fully. The entire 7-inch shaft was stiff and ready.

“I must suck your cock.” Samantha said. Marie stepped in closer to them and nodded excitedly in agreement.

Samantha smoothed her hands over his chest, pulled up the skirt of her gown and squatted in front of him. She touched Nathan’s shaft, her fingers began sliding along the length of his cock. She leaned forward and extending her tongue, her hand guided Nathan's cock toward her lips. She slowly traced her tongue around the crown of his cock. Samantha parted her lips and slid them down over the head, sucking on just the head and then sliding down another inch of his cock. Meanwhile, Marie kneeled down next to Samantha and leaned down underneath her, and began to lick and suck on Nathan’s balls. Nathan groaned out in pleasure from the amazing servicing he was receiving from these amazing women.

Marie marveled at Nathan’s balls as she lapped at them, teasing them with her tongue, occasionally sucking one between her lips and then letting it pop out. Meanwhile, Samantha sucked happily on the head of his cock, humming wildly as her lips descended further down his hard rod.

"Mmmm, suck it, Samantha," murmured Marie, her British voice demanding. "Service your masters cock."

“I intend to.” Samantha replied after releasing him from her mouth.

She looked up at him briefly with a questioning look on her face. “What was your name again?” She asked before engulfing his cock back into her eager mouth.

He groaned out as she slid her lips down his shaft, her soft red lips clasped around his girth. “Nathan.” He responded.

“Mmmm.” She hummed back as his cock began to fill her mouth.

Nathan groaned with pleasure, excited at the sight of this amazing woman nursing his dick. He had fantasized about this woman for quite some time, and now she was worshipping his cock.

“Want to share?” Marie asked to Samantha.

The ladies pressed their lips against the sides of Nathan's thick cock, and they began to move up and down his dick with their open mouths, flicking the sides of him with their tongues as they did. Nathan watched as they moved back and forth in unison, their lips surrounding his shaft, both of them loving his throbbing cock. Samantha and Marie let their mouths move all the way up the shaft to the head. Their lips met and they paused for a moment, staring into each other’s eyes. They kissed each other, thrusting their tongues into the other's mouth before returning to work on Nathan’s member.

Samantha slid her tongue down to the base of Nathan’s cock and slid her hands around the base of his shaft and began stroking it. Without hesitation, Marie shoved his cock past her lips while Samantha jerked him off into Marie’s eager mouth. Samantha began to lick and tease his balls with her tongue while Marie bobbed his cock. Nathan rubbed the top of Marie’s head as she moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of any hands, increasing her rhythm.

Marie removed her mouth from his shaft and slid her head down to next to Samantha. She joined her with her assault on Nathan’s balls. They sucked both of his testicles briefly as someone from the stage tried to turn the doorknob and was followed by a loud knock.

“Sam! Is everything ok in there?” A male’s low voice sounded through the door.

Samantha let his balls pop from her mouth and looked over to the door. “Everything’s fine.” She answered and then tracing her tongue up Nathan’s shaft before taking his cock back into her mouth. Nathan felt his tip press against the opening to her throat as she attempted to take his whole length.

“You sure honey? Who's the couple in there with you?” The voice from the other side of the door called out. A puzzled look appeared on Nathan’s face as Samantha spat his cock out in frustration to answer the man at the door.

“Yes Rick! I’M FINE!” Samantha shouted. “I’m shoving Nathan’s cock in my mouth, GO AWAY!”

‘Wasn’t Rick her husband’s name?’ Nathan thought inwardly. ‘Maybe fucking the mayor’s wife wasn’t such a good idea.’ However, any thought of stopping before it escalated immediately escaped his mind as her warm lips glided down over the length of his cock.

“What the-?” Rick said from the door, his voice rising in angry. The doorknob began to shake violently. “Samantha open the door this instant! OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!”

Samantha continued to service Nathan’s throbbing member as Marie stopped licking his balls and went to the nearby couch and slid it in front of the door. The door to the dressing room was sideways down a short hallway. Even if they were to open the door, it would swing into the couch and press it immediately into a wall, ensuring that even if was opened, they wouldn’t interrupt them. If they needed to leave they could always go out the one-way emergency exit.

“Is that your husband?” Nathan asked Samantha, cocking his head at the door.

“MMhmm.” She hummed with his cock still deep in her mouth.

Marie came back and knelt next to Samantha, rejoining her partner in their pleasuring of Nathan. The door continued to shake in its jam and the shouting continued as Samantha began to share Nathan’s hard cock with Marie. They licked all over his shaft and balls until Samantha looked up at him.

“Can you fuck us now?” She asked.

“Absolutely.” Nathan responded without hesitation.  “You can even go first.”

Marie gave him a pouty look after hearing his decision, but other than that there were no other signs of debate from her. Samantha stood up and Marie reached under the singer’s gown, sliding her thong off her long legs as she stepped out of the them. Nathan pointed over to the chest of drawers across the room and the ladies went to it. Samantha bent her gorgeous figure over the dresser and hiked up her gown, her shaven pussy peered out from beneath her ass, calling for Nathan. He stepped out of his pants and stepped behind Samantha, his cock at attention. Marie looked up at him with a devilish grin, leaned her head over Samantha’s back looking at Nathan and placed her hands on the singer's ass cheeks, caressing them invitingly for his cock.

Nathan moved in closer towards Samantha’s ass, his hard cock standing at full attention. He held his dick from near the base and slowly swiped it across her pussy lips, poising the head of his cock under her ass and in front of her opening. He paused there, rubbing his cock along her labia and Samantha moaned out in anticipation.

“Mmmhmm. Fuck me please. Give it to me, now!” Samantha couldn’t wait and leaned back against Nathan's hips and she impaled herself on his cock. “OHH fuck!” She moaned with pleasure as his cock filled her tight pussy. She pressed back into him until his balls rested against her clit and buckled her head and they both moaned out together. He slid his hands onto her hips and Marie caressed her ass as he rocked his rod in and out of her.

“What the fuck is going on in there!?’ The angered voice cried out behind the door.

“He’s fucking me! I LOVE HIS COCK INSIDE ME!” Samantha howled back.

Samantha’s cunt squeezed Nathan's cock tightly as he breathed out a groan. His fantasy had come true and he couldn’t believe his own vision that his cock was actually inside the woman of his dreams. Meanwhile, Marie let go of her ass and squatted down between both of their legs and began to flick her tongue at the underside of Nathan’s cock as it slammed in and out of Samantha. She licked upward between them and brushed her tongue over Samantha’s clit. Nathan kept working his cock in and out of her, Samantha’s moaning was increasing in pitch. She was beginning to ramp up into climax. The flickering of Marie’s tongue on her clit and Nathan’s hard cock pounding into her from behind was going to make her explode.

“oohhHHH!” She screamed out. “My god Rick! His cock feels so good, I’m going to cum!”

Nathan continued to pound her pussy from behind as Marie licked her clit vigorously. He began to feel Samantha’s hips shudder around his cock. She quickly choked back on a breath “I’M CUMMING!” Samantha wailed. “UGHHhhhhhhh!” Her body continued to spasm over Nathan’s rampaging cock and Marie’s licking tongue.

Nathan backed away from Samantha and Marie stood up beside them.

"Turn around and sit on the dresser." He directed at Samantha.

She turned around and sat herself on the dresser and spread her legs. Samantha’s pussy was too inviting to ignore, and Nathan moved up between her legs. Marie reached out and guided his aching penis into her beckoning pussy, burying it deep in her eager vagina. Samantha moaned out as he entered her in a different position.

"Fuck her hard." Marie said as she watched it close up, her voice a sexy purr. Marie leaned in and pulled down the top of Samantha’s gown, freeing her beautiful tits. She extended her tongue towards her nipples, and slowly encircling them.

“OHhhh fuck!” Samantha groaned out, her face fully flushed with arousal.

“YOU’RE FUCKING HIM? HOW COULD YOU!” The male voice on the other side of the door shouted, the handle shook with intensity. Samantha didn’t seem to care, too focused on pleasuring her newly found master with her pussy.

Slowly, Nathan began to fuck his cock in and out of her, while Marie ran her tongue around her tits. Nathan groaned as Samantha's tight pussy seemed to suck at his dick. Nathan continued his hard thrusts into her sweet cunt, while Marie reached down and spread her legs for him with her hands. Nathan's cock filled her vision, thrusting in and out of the gorgeous singer’s vagina, her labia seeming to cling to it as it withdrew each time. Soon enough, Samantha shuddered violently in the throes of another climax and she screamed, her sopping wet pussy squirted and shivered around Nathan’s pumping cock.

On and on Nathan fucked Samantha. Marie moved on the dresser next to Samantha and began to finger herself. She quickly brought herself to climax watching Nathan’s cock slide in and out of another woman. Nathan seemed inexhaustible, he had built up quite a bit of stamina from his encounters with several women throughout the day.

The banging and shouting at the door continued. Samantha lightly pushed him off her and led Nathan to the couch and pushed him over the armrest.

“I’m going to fuck this man so you can hear it Rick!” She yelled at her husband through the door. “He’s pleasured me more in ten minutes than you ever could in our whole marriage!”

She straddled him and guided his dick back inside of her. Marie crawled past them as Samantha rode Nathan’s dick as he laid on the couch. Marie sat on his face, and his tongue began twirling around her clit. The two ladies leaned forward and kissed, their hands caressing and grabbing each other breasts. Samantha continued to piston her hips on top of him, working his hard cock, her screams continued to build into crescendo.

It was taking a while for Nathan to build to climax since had already been with several other women today. But Samantha’s riding him was finally sending him over the edge. She pushed her down on him and thrusted his dick deep inside her. Nathan groaned loudly as his balls convulsed. Marie heard him grunt like that before and it sent her into orgasm, her pussy spasming on his face.

Samantha knew he was about to explode and kept her eyes locked on his cock twitched inside her. Suddenly he groaned, Samantha realized he was finally about to cum and sunk his cock deep within her. Nathan felt his cum racing up the shaft and erupting out the tip, spurting thick ropes of cum in Samantha’s swollen pussy.

“Ughh he’s cumming inside me Rick!” She moaned out. “It feels so amazing!” The door continued to shake excessively.

She moved her hips in rhythm with the pulsing of his cock, pumping out large amounts of cum against her cervix.  His hot, syrupy cum filled her pussy and made her climax as her husband cursed and banged on the door next to them.

“I’M CUMMING AGAINNNNN!”

She shuddered her hips as her own orgasm flooded throughout her body. Nathan looked up at her as she pulled her beautiful hair with her hand, turning her head to the side as a load moaned escaped her lips. “OHHHH FUCK!” After the last sound escaped from her lips she collapsed onto Nathan, Marie smoothed her hands over her back and she breathed deeply. The sound of the rattling door and Rick’s shouting abruptly stopped.

The three of them lay in a heap for moment, holding each other in state of satisfied bliss. They were all completely spent, each of their faces where sweaty from the immense climax, their hair sticking to their foreheads. A welcome silence had fallen over the room and the stress of the situation outside seemed to disappear. Samantha raised her head to look at Nathan in his eyes, his half hard cock still inside of her.

“You want to fuck ag-”

Samantha was cut off by a loud crack of wood splintering next to them as the head of a fireman's axe sliced through the door. The force of the axe sent shards of the pine wood door onto them. The three of them jumped, their eyes wide in terror as they realized the next swing could be fatal.

“I’M GOING TO FUCKING KILL HIM!” Her husband shouted furiously through the door. The axe head seemed to be lodged on the wood as he tried to free it from the hole.

Marie and Samantha immediately jumped from the couch and pulled Nathan up to his feet. They all went for their clothes. Nathan grabbed his pants from the in front of the vanity mirror while Marie found her skirt by the dresser. Samantha was still mostly in her gown, she tucked her breasts back into the top and pulled down the skirt to above her knees. There was a massive wet spot on the front and going down her leg from her new host’s cum.

Samantha grabbed her wallet as the axe crashed into the door again, splitting the wood. There were several men on the other side of the door, while two were screaming frantically, there were several that sounded confused with the Mayor’s behavior, trying to talk him out of acting so reckless. Their shouting escalated as the head of the axe pierced through the door a third time.

“This way!” Samantha directed intently at the two of them, pointing at the emergency exit.

“Marie, grab the scepter!” Nathan was struggling to pull on his pants on and was hopping towards the exit.

Marie decided to not attempt putting on her skirt back on and just balled it up in her hand. She rushed to the drawer where she had stashed the scepter, retrieved it, and ran to the exit, wearing nothing but her button dress shirt and glasses. Samantha opened the one-way door to the outside, sounding the fire alarm. It flooded the room with its frantic sound, matching the tone of the scene. Nathan looked back towards the door as the axe again came down against it, splitting a plank in its frame and tearing the top hinge from the jam, a large piece of the door falling onto the couch they had just fucked on.

Samantha held the door open for Marie and let her half naked body escape into the parking lot.

“Hurry Nathan! We have to go!” Samantha beckoned.

Nathan finally got his pants around his waist, slipped on his untied shoes and darted through the door. Once he was finally through, Samantha stepped outside with them. She let the door swing close, leaving her husband, and shouting men scrambling to try to get over the couch and into the dressing room they just left. Nathan looked back at her, surprised she was willing to leave her life behind for a man she met. But after a moment, it was just like the other women who had fallen under the scepter’s power. There was no way she could go back to her old life, Nathan was her life now.

“Let’s get out of here.” Nathan said urgently. “My cars across the street.”

They made their way across the street to his SUV. Several people were outside. The confused club goers were in a hurry to leave the establishment after a crazed maniac decided to chop down a door to get to his wife. The scene became even more bizarre to see Marie, naked from the waist down standing next to Nathan’s SUV.

“Hurry Nathan!” Marie called to him as he rushed over. He found his keys in his pocket and pressed the button on his fob, releasing the locks the doors. Marie quickly got in the front seat, joined soon after by Nathan in the driver’s seat and Samantha in the back.

A crowd of men and security guards came out the club and were making their way to his car. But Nathan was in no mood to hear what they were going to say, so he started the SUV and put in gear. He quickly pulled onto the street, slamming on the gas, and leaving the questioning security and Samantha’s enraged axe wielding husband behind.


Book Five


Copyright © 2017 by Enthralled Publishing LLC

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher, addressed “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the address below or on our website.

Enthralled Publishing LLC
412 N Main St Ste 100
Buffalo, WY 82834

For a faster reply, use our contact form on our website:
www.EnthralledPublishing.com

Disclaimer:

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes with multiple partners and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers.

All sexual activity in this work is consensual and all sexually active characters are 18 years of age or older.  No characters in this work are related by blood.


Chapter 5

Nathan sped the SUV down the street away from the jazz club. The small crowd outside the establishment shouted at him and his passengers as he drove off. As he rounded the corner several blocks down he was passed by numerous patrol cars with their lights and sirens blaring. He quickly pulled over and they passed him going in the opposite direction, back towards the club.

“Must be going to take care of your hostile husband.” Marie said to Samantha who sat shaken in the back seat.

Nathan’s mind began to fill with the recent memory of what had just happened. Marie and Nathan had gone to the Jazz Club to test the scepter on a woman he had fantasized about. When Nathan had used the scepter in the past he would have had to touch the woman with it physically. However, this time he had used the scepter by funneling his will through it, dominating the lounge sexy singer Samantha and making her lust over him uncontrollably. After the three of them had their steamy ménage a trois in her dressing room, Samantha’s husband tried crashing the party by chopping through the door with a fireman’s axe. The three of them ran in horror out the emergency exit to his SUV.

“Well I didn’t expect for him to chop through the door with an axe.” Samantha replied, a worried look spread over her face and she glanced over her shoulder as the police passed.

Nathan knew that it wasn’t the mayor's normal behavior as well, for the curse of the scepter had taken hold of him, making him turn hostile and violent toward Nathan. It was one thing to be upset that your wife was cheating, but it was another to physically attack somebody and chop a hole in a door at an upscale club. If Nathan knew that her husband would have been attending the club, he wouldn’t of attempted to use the scepter to begin with. He knew that the scepter held a curse and that using it to dominate a woman had its negative side effects. For every woman that he dominated two men would become hostile. The closest men near the incident, or the very next ones he interacted with would be affected by its curse it seemed.

“You think they will arrest him?” Marie asked, her British accent thick with the question. She adjusted her hips to slide her pin skirt on over her thin legs. She had left club in a hurry and decided to skip putting it on, running to the SUV naked from the waist down.

“He’s the mayor,” Samantha replied, adjusting her sexy evening gown. “I should be arrested after what I just did, but I don’t care. Just take me with you, wherever it is you’re going.”  She swung her arms lovingly around Nathan who was driving in the seat in front of her.

Nathan knew he would not be able to talk her out of it. She was coming with him whether he liked it or not. He had tried before with Madison and Emily earlier in the day but to no avail. Once the scepter’s power took hold on woman, there seemed to be no way to change it back.

“Mayor or not,” Nathan replied as her hands caressed him from the back seat. “Assault with a deadly weapon is still assault.”

“Not to mention the property damage to the club.” Marie added. While Marie may have been under the effects of the power of the scepter, she still was able to think clearly and logically.

“Yeah, I’m sure it will be bad publicity for him.” She leaned back into the seat and decided to buckle her seat belt. “But I’d rather not talk about it, where are we going?”

“Well, I'm taking both of you back to my house.” Nathan answered.

“Wonderful, I was hoping you’d say that.” Samantha replied. “Maybe we can have some more fun.  This time, uninterrupted?”

“I need to rest.” Nathan said. “It's been a long day.”

They stayed silent for the rest of the trip while Nathan recapped the events of the day in his mind. His grandfather had recently passed away, and this morning, he had found the scepter while going through his estate. It was a beautiful bronze rod with golden inlays of hieroglyphics. Its head was topped with a slender black onyx cat with Ruby eyes. Nathan had no idea how his grandfather had come into possession of such a priceless artifact. He did know that his grandfather had helped the Americans to return the art taken by the Third Reich during World War II. Knowing he quite possibly had an item of such immeasurable value, he had to get it examined. He decided then to take it to a colleague at the university where he taught for inspection.

When he had touched the scepter for the first time, it sent a mild static charge throughout his body. When it did this, the onyx cat winked at him, giving him a glimpse of its paranormal properties. He had quickly closed up the case the scepter was in and went downstairs and showed it to his brother's girlfriend Emily. When she touched it, she winked and immediately came on to him. Nathan had tried his best to talk her out of making such brash decision, but she kept coming up with reasons to have her way with him. Eventually, he gave in and they fucked in the dining room of his grandfather's house.

When he had left his grandfather's home, he was mysteriously stopped by the local police. They thought that the scepter case was actually a gun case and arrested him at a local fast food restaurant. When the police lieutenant, a woman named Madison Burton, inspected the case, she also winked. Lieutenant Burton immediately set Nathan free but then followed him to an industrial part of town. She pulled him over behind a dilapidated auto parts store and forced herself onto him. Again, Nathan tried to talk the woman out of it, reminding her for marriage and career, but it was no use. The more he tried to resist, the more the situation escalated, and out of fear of his life, he decided to submit. He let her take him on the hood of the cop car. She even forced him at gunpoint so he would be in the proper position. After she had pleased herself, she gave him her business card and told him that she would be seeing him again.

When he had finally made it to the college, he was already two hours late for his appointment with Marie. She had analyzed the scepter and translated the hieroglyphics on it. They warned about the curse he had unfortunately already experienced. First time that men had gotten aggressive with him was at a fast food restaurant and immediately after his encounter with Emily. Then after his encounter with Madison, a similar situation happened in the quad of the University. Two of his best students threatened Nathan with violence. While Nathan could handle teenage fast food workers and college students, the city's mayor was nothing to take lightly. Nathan thought it would probably be best to just stay low for a while and away from the public. At least until Marie found some more information on the history of the scepter.

Finally, the three of them had made it to Nathan's neighborhood in the middle suburbia on the northern side of town. As he drove down his street he noticed a car parked in his driveway that shouldn't have been there. It was a familiar car, he knew at first glance it belonged to his brother's girlfriend Emily. As the three of them got out of the car, Marie took notice.

“Expecting someone?” She asked. Nathan shook his head in response.

They made their way inside to be greeted by a fancy decorated dinner table set for two. Emily sat on one of the seats at the table waiting for Nathan to return home. She had a nice cooked meal ready with candles lit and red wine poured. She must have been waiting for a while for there was already on empty bottle on the countertop. Emily was still wearing the black spaghetti-strap dress from earlier in the day. She appeared to have come straight here after finishing up at his grandfather's house. Emily wore her wavy brown hair down to frame her cute face. Her figure was desirable, slim hips, and a nice set of C cup breasts that he loved to stare at. The black dress showed a sexy crack of cleavage and the black high heels lifted her ass and accented her long legs. She's got up from her seat when she noticed them, her hips seemed to rock steady as she walked towards Nathan and greeted them.

“Oh, my apologies, I did not realize you were bringing home company. But no worries, I can make plates for four, I made plenty to share.” she said pleasantly. She swerved a little bit, her step wavering from the wine. Emily walked towards them and wrapped her arms around Nathan. She kissed him deeply and then pulled away.  Nathan didn't even try to resist our talk her out of kissing him.

“Thank you,” Nathan said looking the gorgeous table setting. “Emily, you didn't have to. But I'm glad that you did because I am quite hungry. If it isn't too much to ask please get two more plates for Marie and Samantha.”

“By all means.” she said as she pulled up two extra chairs. “My Lord is your lord, I can share.” Samantha smiled at Emily as she took a seat. Nathan knew that the two of them would get along just fine. If he had learned anything from Marie had just done an hour before, they could be eating more than just filet mignon within thirty minutes.

They all took a seat around the table and poured wine as Emily reheated the food. She brought them all plates and they begin eating. While the setting and table was meant to be romantic, the conversation quickly turned serious. Emily began to ask how Nathan’s day went and he started to fill her in on its events. Everything from the boys at the fast food restaurant all the way to the mayor at the jazz club. Emily stayed silent through the story, listening intently. When he had finally finished, she was quite surprised what he had uncovered about the scepter. But more so, concerned about how the men had reacted.

“I’m glad that you are physically ok Nathan,” Emily stated. “But I fear that some men may take it even farther than Samantha’s husband.”

“As do I.” Marie interjected. Samantha nodded in agreement.

“Do you have any plan to put a stop to it?” Emily asked. “And what of this police lieutenant that pulled you over? If she feels anything like we do I’m surprised she’s not here ripping your clothes off.”

Before Nathan could respond, Marie spoke up. “Interesting you mentioned the police officer, I was asking myself the same question.”

Nathan stayed silent for a moment and looked at the ladies around the table. When he glanced over at pretty Samantha her eyes and face seemed to mirror Emily’s and Marie’s wonder. As if they collectively worried about Officer Burton as much as they worried about him. Nathan brushed away the notion about the ladies’ concern as a coincidence before continuing and answering Emily’s initial question.

“For now, I’ll be staying here while Marie does some research at the university.” Nathan planned aloud. “I’m will not be going out unless it’s important. As far as Officer Burton, I don’t know, but I may call her if anything gets out of hand with Samantha’s husband.”

“Nathan,” Marie interjected. “You should probably return to your grandfather’s estate and see if there are any other clues in regard to scepter while I study at the university.”

“That’s a good idea.” Nathan responded. “Emily and I will head over there in the morning.”

While Emily didn't have any more information to offer, she agreed that Marie had the most resources to plan their next course of action.

Samantha quietly listened to his story from her seat next to Emily, a look of confusion on her face. She was the only one at the table who was a stranger between the four of them and needed to know where she fit in this circle. She seemed to not understand that the reason for all their sudden changes were because of some relic Nathan had found in grandfather’s closet.

“You can’t be serious Nathan.” Samantha asked. “I have had an image of my dream man my whole life and it is you. It takes more than some hocus pocus love potion to do that to me.”

“He’s serious.” Marie replied. “While I was skeptical at first, I too have gone through the same changes. And I must say, I love the new... revisions... to my brain chemistry.”

“I can’t make this stuff up.” Nathan said solemnly. He had heard words similar to Samantha’s from the other woman affected by the scepter today. In particular, Officer Burton. The cop had told him she had been waiting her whole life to fuck him. Even though they had just met an hour prior. “The scepter changes people.”

“Well I like the change.” Samantha responded. “I realize you went to the club to test the scepter’s capabilities, I just don’t know how I can help or where I fit into your harem being the only stranger amongst this group.”

Marie glanced over at him with a questioning look, hoping Professor Schroeder knew the answer to Samantha’s fine point. It was definitely a valid question, Nathan hadn’t thought that far. He sat back for moment and weighed the possibilities and the consequences. She was the most gorgeous woman Nathan had laid eyes on. He had lusted after Samantha since he saw her singing for the first time, and now, she was all his. However, she was the mayor’s wife, there was going to be backlash because of this. If not physical violence, then maybe a police investigation or media attention. Not something that Nathan had thought about when thinking with his cock at the jazz club.

“For now, I’d appreciate your help with the fallout from the situation with your husband.” Nathan said.

“Well, I’ll speak with him if that's what you desire.” Samantha spoke nervously. “But I’d rather not face him in his current state. I just want to stay here with you.”

“Understandable. You're free to stay as long as you wish. Please accompany us to my grandfather's estate tomorrow, we could use an extra set of hands and eyes.” he said.

“Sounds fun.” Samantha agreed.

“You're going to have to take care of it sooner or later.” Nathan continued. “For now, if you need clothing I'm sure Emily can provide you with some until you make it to your home and get your own.”

“Thank you.” Samantha said.

“For now,” he continued. “if you do speak to anyone about your choice to leave your husband, don’t mention anything about the scepter.”

“As you wish.” she replied obediently.

“Thank you.” Nathan said.

As the dinner winded down, Nathan decided to change the subject. There was still more drama that needed to be dealt with. “Have you heard from my brother?”  he asked Emily.

“Yes, he sent me a text,” she replied. “He's flying in the morning.”

Nathan was worried how his brother was going to react to Emily's sudden change of heart.  While he did not want to get between the two of them, the damage had already been done by the scepter. He would try his best to explain the situation to Ray, but he expected that his brother would not understand. Besides, how could anyone understand the paranormal nature of the scepter without a display of its power.

“When he gets back I want you to love him like you loved to me.”  Nathan said. “In fact, I want all three of you to love him like you love to me. I want him to forget what Emily has done, and the only thing I know to reverse the damage of a woman, is the healing of a woman. And you three will provide that.”

“As you wish.”  Emily replied.

“Anything for you.” Samantha added.

“Just as long as you’re there.” Marie said smirking.

“Thank you.” Nathan muttered.

By the time they had finished their conversation, Nathan was tired. He stood up from the table and excused himself. He started walking to his bedroom when the three women got up themselves and followed him down the hallway.

“Can we come with you?” Samantha asked. Marie nodded and Emily looked him in the eyes and licked her lips. They were like cats prowling down the hallway after their prey. Their eyes filled with an insatiable desire that only he could fulfill.

“My hips are sore from having four women today but I suppose I can just lay down and let you three have your way.”  Nathan said. “If I learned anything from today, it's that there is no stopping any of you when you want me.”

“Good, because we weren’t going to take no for answer.” Samantha said as she rushed up to Nathan and pressed her body against his, shoving her firm tits against his chest.

“I knew you were going to say that.” He said as he reached behind himself and opened the door to his bedroom. “I’m not going to stop you.”

Samantha was pressing against him with such force that they almost fell over when the door finally swung open. She giggled playfully as they entered his room, quickly followed by Emily and Marie. They methodically began removing his clothes, Emily unlaced his shoes while Samantha worked away his belt and Marie unbuttoned his shirt.

Nathan felt like the luckiest man alive, not only did he have the sexiest woman in town ripping off his pants and tugging out his cock, he also had the two most devoted women he knew assisting her. Once the ladies had him out of his clothes, Nathan laid down on the bed face up. He held his cock from the base waved it enticingly at the three of them. All three of them crawled onto the bed begging for the reward of his hard cock, Emily came from the foot of the bed while the other two moved in from the sides.

“Now be sure to share between the three of you.” He ordered. “Don’t hog it for too long.”

“Can I go first?” Emily asked the other girls. “I haven’t had his cock in my mouth since this afternoon.”

Marie nodded and Samantha reached out and took Nathan's cock in her hands. Samantha stroked his hard seven-inch length a few times and angled him toward Emily’s face. Emily leaned forward taking his cock from Samantha and extended her tongue. She glided her tongue from the base of his cock and up to the tip before going back down to work the sides. Marie rubbed her hands over Nathan's chest for a moment before reaching over to Samantha and assisted her with removing her gown. Nathan watched Emily between the gap the professor and singer as she tilted his cock back, licked the underside of cock from base to tip before engulfing his crown into her mouth. Emily moaned cheerfully as his head passed between her parting lips as if she was starving and had taken her first bite of her favorite dish.

Nathan groaned as she sucked his cock into her mouth. She kept her eyes locked on his between Marie and Samantha as they removed each other’s clothes. She began to slowly bob, taking a little bit more of him into her mouth with each bounce. Nathan groaned as Emily worked her mouth on him, keeping her lips tight around his cock. Emily clasped her hand around his cock as she began to bob with more speed, her soft lips and warm mouth sending shivers through Nathan's body.

With Marie’s help, Samantha had shed her gown, her stunning bare body and gorgeous tits were free for everyone in the room to see. She pressed her body against Nathan’s side and reared her head to kiss him deeply. Samantha pecked at his neck and ear before running her tongue down his chest to his cock where Emily was eagerly working away. Samantha kissed at Emily’s hand, politely asking her to remove it from the base of his cock. Once it was free to the air, Samantha licked his length timing her head perfectly with Emily as they rose and fell on his twitching cock. They methodically worked together without saying a word, never bumping heads, as if their minds were one.

“Can I have some too?” Samantha politely asked.

Emily backed her head off Nathan’s shaft slowly until her lips part away over his tip. Emily glided her tongue down to his balls and Samantha dove her head onto him once it was clear. Samantha slowly slid her tongue around his head, slightly turning her eyes to the side to view his face. Her lips plunged down over the crown, sucking him intensely, her cheeks hollowing around his thick shaft. She moaned wildly as her lips drifted along his shaft. The sight of the beautiful singer’s face being impaled by his throbbing cock was enough to cause a familiar stimulation in his balls. She moved one hand around his shaft as she continued to slurp on his cock. Nathan felt Emily’s soft familiar tongue servicing his swelling ball sack. She began sucking on each of his testicles, working her tongue slowly over them while she held onto it with her lips.

Samantha pulled her head away from him and looked up at him and extended her tongue. She slapped his cock on her tongue, the loud tapping sounded throughout the bedroom. Nathan smiled wide and placed his arms behind his head. Samantha then guided him back into her mouth and forced her head down until he pushed against the back of her mouth and then penetrating her throat. Samantha coughed as she nearly gagged, her jaw open as wide as she could as she fucked him with her throat, her lips almost touching Emily’s probing tongue on his scrotum.

“That a girl!” Marie cheered Samantha on, taking a break from undressing herself and placing her hand on the back of Samantha’s head, forcing her further onto Nathan’s cock. “Service Master Nathan’s cock with your throat.”

Samantha backed her head off briefly and spat his cock out. She quickly breathed in a breath before descending back down onto him, piercing the opening to her throat with his tip once again. She held her face down on his cock longer this time, relaxing her throat to take him in farther until her lips were stretched over the base of his cock, pressing against his stomach. Nathan groaned out as he felt Samantha’s throat press against his girth.

“Oh, I want to try.” Marie begged as Samantha raised up from him.

“Me next!” Emily prompted, securing her place in line.

As Samantha backed away, Marie’s quickly replaced her mouth. Marie wasted no time servicing his cock, bobbing on his girth momentarily before pressing him against the opening of her throat. Marie paused for a moment and Nathan felt her tongue flicker against the underside of his shaft. Marie breathed in deeply through her nose and the began working his tip into her constricting throat. Nathan yelped mildly as he felt her throat tighten around his head and she gradually slid him farther into her face. Marie took him in like the champion she was until her lips were finally sucking around the base of his cock, her nose pressing firmly against his skin. She angled her eyes up at him, winking in confidence before ascending. When his tip exited her throat, she coughed quietly and began to breath in through her mouth. Marie rose up off his cock and looked Nathan in his eyes, an expression of subservience on her face.

“Let’s see which one of us can deepthroat him the longest.” Marie dared Samantha and Emily.

“Challenge accepted.” Emily called out, sitting up on her knees to pull her dress over her head. She left her body clothed only in her embroidered black bra and panties and lowered herself back onto her hands.

Emily leaned her head in quickly as Marie held his cock at attention for her incoming servicing. Emily spread her tongue over his head, encircling him for a few seconds before diving her head upon his length. She drove his cock deep into her mouth until it crammed against her throat. She was the smallest of the three women and his cock pressed against the back of her throat before it did the other two women, giving her some disadvantage. Not to be outdone she continued to descend, pushing his head into the tiny opening of her throat. Her eyes sprung open as her throat began to accommodate his thickness. Her face began to squirm and her eyes looked up at Nathan with a sense of hindrance as it began to trigger her gag reflex. Emily quickly backed up off his cock and coughed loudly.

“That was a good attempt my dear.” Marie coached. Her smooth English accent seemed to caress the senses of everyone’s ears.

“Go a little slower this time.” Samantha added, rubbing her hands on Emily’s bra and squeezing her pretty titties.

Emily stroked Nathan’s cock while she caught her breath. She extended her tongue and licked his length from the base to tip before engulfing him back into her mouth. She slowly slid her lips down his shaft and when it pushed against the back of her mouth she paused. Emily looked up and Nathan, this time, the look in her eyes had been replaced with one of determination. She aimed to please and she would not let Nathan down. Emily breathed in through her nose and steadily worked his tip back into her throat. Nathan felt her small opening enclose around him and groaned loudly, verbally rewarding her efforts. Emily gradually worked her throat down on him until her nose touched up against him and stopped.

“OH FUCK YES!” Nathan screamed out.

Marie and Samantha caressed Emily’s head and back, adding to Nathan’s congratulations. “You look so beautiful with our master’s cock shoved in your throat” Samantha said, Marie nodded in agreement.

Just as Nathan thought she would retract her head, she pressed in further. Nathan gasped as he felt his cock slid even further into her mouth and throat. Emily finally stopped when her face could not press in any more. Her nose pushed into his skin and he felt her eyebrows tickle him below his belly button. Emily paused there and Nathan felt her the tip of her tongue curl up against his cock before she finally came back up for air. She spat Nathan out and a trail of saliva connected him to her mouth as she lifted off him. Emily coughed dramatically, gasping for her air.

“Very good Emily.” Marie said warmly. “You’ve set the bar quite high.”

“MY TURN!” Samantha demanded.

Samantha immediately took Nathan back into her mouth not wanting his cock to ever have a moment outside one of their holes. She sucked him earnestly for moment before deepthroating him again and passing his cock back to Marie to continue their oral dick duty. The three ladies continue to take turns sharing and deepthroating his cock. Over the next ten minutes their friendly competition raged on as they pleasured him immensely.

They gave each other tips and then demonstrated any special or unique tricks. When one of them had his cock buried deep in their throat, the other two would shout words of encouragement and genuine compliments of a job well done. Nathan considered Marie to have the best technique, while Samantha looked the most beautiful when performing and Emily had the most enthusiasm.

When their throats started to ache, they continued lapping away at his hard member at the same time. Samantha and Marie masterfully working away at the sides while Emily took care of the underside and balls. The three of their heads never bumped up against another as if they somehow knew what the other was doing and where they were going by prior agreement.

“He hasn’t come yet, we may need to resort to another method.” Marie wondered out loud. She sat up and reached over to Emily, unhooking her bra. Emily threw her legs out from under her and began sliding off her panties, as she did Samantha sat up and swung a leg over Nathan, sitting astride him. Samantha reached down between her legs and guided his twitching cock to the opening of her pussy. She leaned in briefly to peck him on the lips before lowering her hips onto him.

“Oh, I love feeling his cock slip inside me.” She moaned out as she leaned back to be ninety degrees from Nathan and closed her eyes. Samantha began to bounce her body on his hard cock and ran her hand through her hair, grabbing a hand full and tugging it about.

Emily and Marie kneeled at Samantha’s sides, smoothing their hands over her hips, stomach, and breasts. Nathan looked on as the trio lovingly grasped at each other while the hottest woman in the city rode on his cock. Samantha’s moans grew louder, began to build to an apex as Marie leaned in and started licking at her breasts. Emily joined in and started sucking the hard nipple on the opposite breast. Samantha’s rhythm on Nathan’s cock accelerated, pistoning his cock in out of her beautifully shaven pussy. Her vagina gripped his cock for dear life as her pussy began to tremor around him. He felt her hips starting to shake and Marie's hand dropped down between Samantha’s legs and started rubbing her clit.

“OHHHhhh OH OH OH OH YES! I’M CUMMING!” Samantha screamed out. A scream so loud Nathan wondered if the neighbors might wake up.

Samantha continued to pound her pussy on Nathan’s cock as Marie rubbed her clit strenuously. Her hips shuttered massively for one last time as she dropped suddenly onto his cock. Samantha’s mouth dropped open she and screamed out as the climax rolled over her body.

“UGHHhhhhhhh!” Her body continued to spasm on his cock and Emily’s tongue flicked across her nipples. Samantha’s pussy squirted and her head rolled around on her shoulders as if she was blinded and dizzy, the only thing missing was the orbiting stars.

“You ok my dear?” Nathan asked, his voice somehow filled concern and sarcasm.

Samantha eyes lazily opened and her open mouth closed, eventually curving up into a smile. “I’ve... never... come that hard in... my entire life.” Her speech staggering between the gasps for air. Emily and Marie rubbed their hands over Samantha’s shivering body as she rose off Nathan scooted off to his side.

“ME NEXT!” Emily demanded, instantly straddling Nathan before Samantha could even recover from her orgasm.

Climbing over him, Emily poised the head of his cock between her legs. She paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia before sliding down on his hard cock. Her pussy tenderly accommodated his rod as it slipped up inside her. Emily leaned forward placing her hands on his chest holding herself above him, resting on his pecs. She began to slowly work his cock in and out of her, loving the feeling of his cock as her vagina tightly gripped him. Nathan watched on as Emily bounced her hips on his rod, impaling herself.

“Oh oh oh oh OH!” Emily softly moaned with each rebound.

Marie came around behind Emily and wrapped her arms around her. She cupped her breasts and squeezed them while rubbing her index fingers across Emily’s solid nipples. Samantha bowed in towards Nathan’s face and kissed him deeply before directing her attention to Emily. She glided her hand up Emily's legs and sloped her hand over her thigh. Samantha quickly parted Emily’s hood and began rub circles around her clit.

“Oh uh uh UH UH UHH!” Emily’s pants of pleasure were rising with the drop of her hips. She tilted her head back, looking up at the ceiling as her waves of pleasure began to peak. Samantha moved her head near Emily’s tits and licked with savage abandon at her nipples. Marie seemed to move her fingers out of the way just moments before, cupping Emily’s breasts for her, as if offering her a delicious treat from her hand.

Emily continued to fuck herself on his cock to the point of no return when finally her hips shook uncontrollably and she flung her head upwards as she screamed out towards the ceiling.

“OHHH! I’M CUMMING NATHAN! I’M CUMMING ALL OVER YOUR COCK!” She shuddered violently as her climax took over her body. Nathan could feel her pussy convulse tightly as she continued to pump her hips on his cock.

“UHHHHH!!! I’M CUMMING SO HARD!!!” she screamed as she bucked her hips downward, burying him all the way inside her as her orgasm began to eventually subside.

Samantha and Marie continued to massage their hands over Emily as she collapsed forward onto Nathan. She kissed him all over his face and neck before rolling off. His cock still stood at attention, awaiting its next rider. Marie was quick to mount up, moving forward on her knees until she hoovered astride him.

“Nathan.” Marie spoke and quickly got his attention. “How is it your cock can go through such a ravaging and not cum? These lovely ladies have dumped buckets and we have yet to get any out you.”

Marie guided his cock to her pussy lips, keeping her hips poised above him.

“I’ve come five times today Professor, that’s a record for me.”

“Well, let’s make sure that the new record becomes six. Satisfying your cock is my only purpose.” She said passionately. Nathan remembered that she had said the same line to him before the first time they fucked. This time it made an impression on him, for her actions throughout the night proved she was genuine.

Marie pushed down slowly with her hips onto him, impaling herself with his cock. “OHHHH MY LORD!” Marie screamed as she bucked her head back. “UHHHHhhh.”

Marie leaned her body down and pressed her breasts against his chest. She moved her hands to his shoulders and began to bounce on his cock. Her pussy filled completely with his dick as she increased her rhythm, sinking him deep into her cunt.

“My lord Nathan, your cock is amazing!” She exclaimed, continuing to fuck herself on his cock, clenching him hard with her Kegels. Marie threw her head back, her hands clasping his shoulders. Nathan looked into her face, her eyes stared back at him with filled with the lustful purpose of pleasing him. It seemed as she wanted him to cum first, but as she galloped on his lap he Nathan felt her body tense as her breathing began to shorten. Her connection to his cock was too strong.

Marie continued working her pussy up and down on him, she began to moan loudly next to his ear. Samantha came up to the other side of his face, licking at his earlobe. “Cum for us Nathan.” Samantha begged, her sexy singer voice a whisper.

Nathan wanted to cum. Marie’s rhythm would ultimately wear him down, but he knew that she would climax before he did. A minute later, Marie forced herself down on him and tried to choke back her pleasure but eventually failed. “Uhhhh!” Marie screamed into his ear as her pussy tensed and released rapidly over his cock, her body shaking wildly as her orgasm washed over her. Marie continued to fuck herself on his cock, forcing her hips to rise and fall through her orgasm, determined to make Nathan erupt. Emily rubbed Marie’s back in encouragement, hoping her efforts would make him cum for them.

Finally, he felt familiar sensation build within his balls. “I’m almost there! Just keep going.” He proclaimed. He bit down on his lip and clenched his legs to prepare himself for the massive load he was about to eject. Marie’s gripping pussy insistently worked around him until she felt him swell inside her.

"Fuck! I’m finally cumming." He groaned. He expected her to firmly plant her hips into his lap but instead she rose up off him and quickly crawled down the bed next to his cock. Samantha and Emily immediately realized what was happening and quickly joined her. Not wanting to miss out on their reward they positioned their heads together side by side next to his cock. They turned their heads and kissed each other, tongues twisting together over the head of his cock.

"Here it comes!" He shouted.

Suddenly he groaned, slowed the pace of his stroking, and felt his cum racing up the shaft and erupted like a volcano, spurting a thick rope of cum from the middle of three like a fountain. His fingers moved in rhythm with the thick pulses of his semen, pumping out what seemed like an endless quantity of it. He aimed alternately at Samantha, Emily then back at Marie, wanting to give them all their fair share of his hot cum. Nathan alternated between their parted lips, sending jets splashing against their cheeks and filling their mouths.

Once his balls were empty, Marie lowered her head onto the tip of his spent cock, sucking him with her mouth. Samantha and Emily licked and sucked along his sides, cleaning his length. Finally, they leaned away from him. Nathan, Samantha, and Emily watched as Marie closed her mouth and quietly swallowed, letting his cum slide down her throat. The two other ladies followed her example and swallowed theirs as well. The three of them began to lovingly licked each other’s faces, cleaning off the pearly drops of his cum that covered them. Nathan watched them, fascinated with the eagerness with which they cleaned each other of his cum, as if they were three cats grooming each other.

Eventually the group all collapsed on top of Nathan. Their breathing heavy as they cuddled together in a pile of flesh on his bed. They held each other in Nathan’s blissful aftermath for several minutes before the women decided to get up and rinse off in the shower. Nathan stayed laying on the bed and the women returned minutes later with warm wash clothes. They proceeded to clean his body, taking tender care to make sure they didn’t miss an inch of him.

When they finished, the ladies climbed into bed with him and they drifted off to sleep. Taking comfort in the beautiful women whose heads rested on his chest. The stress of the day's events melted away from his mind, as long as he had these devoted women looking out for him, he knew that everything would fall into place. Nathan felt like the luckiest man as his well-deserved rest finally took his body. He slept deeply, calmly, and fulfilled.
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Chapter Six

Nathan was stirred from his sleep by a familiar wetness around his cock. When his weary eyes finally opened, it was still the dark hours of the morning. He glanced over at the clock on his nightstand to read the clock, six am. As a set of lips slid down his shaft he felt the weight of two women’s heads on his chest. Nathan had gone to sleep only four hours prior with three women in his bed. From his clouded sleepy mind, he thought that Emily and Samantha were the ones that had used his chest as a pillow. He rubbed the two sleepers backs and moved his hands over their sides to their breasts to discern who was who. After feeling their tits, he confirmed they were in fact Samantha and Emily. The mouth that was working up and down on his cock must have been Marie. Nathan groaned slightly and shifted his legs against the pressure of her legs as she straddled him, servicing his morning wood. Marie felt him move and lifted her head.

“Sorry to wake you so early,” Marie whispered. “I thought I’d get some breakfast before I left for the day.” She immediately went back to the task at hand, taking his hard on back into her mouth.

“Getting a head start on breaking the record I see.” he muttered sleepily. The day before Nathan had so much sex that he had come six times, breaking his previous record. Marie had joked about it at the end of the steamy orgy they had all had the night before.

“That’s the idea.” She replied quietly as to not wake Emily and Sam.

“Well don’t let me break your concentration.” He said, urging her to continue.

She slowly slid her lips down over the head and engulfed Nathan’s cock back in her mouth, her lips gliding down the smooth shaft while twisting her head slightly as she descended. From his point of view in the dark room all he could see was her hair tightly wound into a bun on the top of her head and the vague outline of her cat eye glasses. She kept her mouth tightly circled around his dick, moving her head up and down slowly as she increased her rhythm. She maintained her rhythm moaning contentedly, lost in the joy of his hard cock filling her mouth. She was sucking him earnestly now, swiveling her head from side to side as she lowered it down on him, rotating her lips around his dick. It was all too much for him and Nathan’s thighs began to tremble. Marie slipped his cock from her warm mouth again.

“Cum for me Nathan, I wanna feel it spurt into my mouth.” She whispered.

Marie plunged her lips upon the shaft again, taking him deep in her mouth, almost swallowing the head of his cock. Her naughty words and the following deep throat drove him over the edge. He thrust his dick deep into her throat, groaning as his balls contracted. She raised her head a little, her pursed lips caressing the shaft as his cock flourished.

Nathan peered down at her as Marie’s eyes shot open wide in surprise as he shot a blast of hot thick jizz against the roof of her mouth. The first shot was larger than she expected but she continued to bob on his cock eagerly as he continued to unload his semen. Marie sucked him into euphoria until her mouth was full and he finally settled into the aftermath of his orgasm.

“Mmmmmmm…” she hummed happily as his sperm filled her mouth, she then slowly raised her head off his cock. He watched her in the dim light as she slowly swallowed, smiling as his cum slid down her throat.

She crawled off the foot of the bed and stood herself up on the floor. The first glimmerings of daylight dimly lit the room and Nathan could faintly see that she was already dressed.

“When you decide to come around,” She said. “You may want to have a look at the local news.”

“Why is that?” Nathan replied, he wanted to get up from his position but didn’t want to disturb the two sleeping woman using his chest for a pillow.

“You may find it interesting.” Marie responded in her thick British accent.

Nathan’s mind sprang awake, yesterday had been a crazy day. It all started when his grandfather passed away and Nathan was going through his estate. While going through his closet, he found an ancient Egyptian scepter. When he first touched it, the onyx cat that was seating on top of it winked at him. He immediately had shown it to Emily, his brother's girlfriend who was now sleeping on his chest. She came onto him even though she had never shown any signs of being attracted to him in the past.

Nathan then decided to leave and show the scepter to Marie at the college he taught at. But on his way to the university he had an unusual experience with male fast food employees being extremely aggressive towards him for no apparent reason. After leaving the location and going to a different restaurant to try once again to get dinner, the situation got even worse and he was surrounded by cops. The matter is cleared up by an attractive police lieutenant named Madison Burton, but not before she touched the scepter as Emily had. She followed Nathan and pulled him over again. She was desperate to have him thanks to the power of the scepter and there was nothing Nathan could to try and stop the female cop.

Then, he arrived at the campus, and encountered more aggressive behavior from some of his best students. It was at this point he started to see a pattern of the males after the scepter had influenced the woman. Maybe the scepter had something to do with the men’s behavior as well. This strengthened his resolved to get to the bottom of the mystery and get it Professor Marie Lamond to confirm its supernatural properties. She did confirm that scepter was real and that Nathan was sitting on a fortune and recommended he hand it over to a museum. He was reluctant to do so because of its paranormal nature and Marie was beyond skeptical. They compromised and deciding to test it out scientifically. Marie was so assured that he was joking that she even let him test it on her. Despite her insistence that she wouldn’t be influenced by the scepter and have sex with Nathan, immediately after Marie touched it, she too became filled with desire for him. It was quite the drastic change. She went from the strict professor to the woman who just nursed his cock and swallowed his load.

“While I hate to leave, I must head home before go to the university.” Marie said to him.

While he wanted her stay, her reasons to leave were quite important. She needed to head back to her lab at the university and study more about the scepter. Hopefully from her research she may be able to shed some light on its mystery. Maybe even uncover its past and come up with a plan to reverse its negative side effects. Marie was quite a resourceful historian and accredited professor, if anyone could come up with a course of action, it would be her.

“I’m going to get up for the day, but don’t let me keep you.” Nathan carefully got up, lifting Emily and Samantha’s heads and easing them one by one back to the mattress. They adjusted towards each other, cuddling together to fill the space Nathan had left. Once he was finally at his feet, he leaned in and kissed her. “Contact me if you find anything, I’ll keep my phone with me at all times.”

“But of course.” Marie said smiling at him, she had a look in her eyes as if she didn’t want to go. But she knew how important her research was to everyone's future and brushed away the notion. “I’ll be sure to let you know when I’ll be heading back.”

Marie departed in a taxi she had arranged and Nathan went to the living room. Still in the buff, he found the remote control and turned on the television. He stood in front of the TV browsing the channels for a minute before finding a local morning news channel. Finally, he stopped on one that caught his interest. A straight face and unemotional female news anchor was about to pitch a story. The thumbnail of an axe head with fancy text that read ‘Mayor Melt Down!’ in the left-hand corner caught Nathan’s eye.

“Patrons of the renowned jazz club, The High Heel, were in for shock last night. Our city’s mayor, Rick Reynolds, reportedly chopped a hole in a door with a fireman's axe. Witnesses say that his wife, a lounge singer at the club, was having an affair in her dressing room when the mayor became belligerent and hostile. We’re going to Simon Pulsford at the scene for more.”

The screen cut to a male reporter who was standing outside the nightclub Nathan had been to last night.

“I’m here at The High Heel jazz club where last night Mayor Rick Reynolds chopped a hole with an axe when he found out his wife Samantha Reynolds was having an affair. Mrs. Reynolds and an unidentified man as well as another woman fled from the club immediately after the Mayor’s attack.”

Nathan’s head went to the palm of his right hand as the screen switched to an eye witness.

“Sam Reynolds was singing the last song of her set, when she grabbed a man out of the crowd and led him and his friend into her dressing room. The mayor kept pounding on the door to try to get her to let him in, and when they refused, he just blew a gasket! He grabbed an axe next to the fire extinguisher and started hacking his way through the door like he was in The Shining saying he was going to kill him!”

The screen then switched back to the reporter standing outside the club. “The situation escalated even further once Mrs. Reynold's left in a SUV and the mayor went outside to chase them. That’s when the police arrived and tried to talk some sense into our Mayor, trying to get Mayor Reynold's to drop the axe when he refused. He remained belligerent and had to be taken into custody for not cooperating with the authorities. The mayor and a security guard from the club were arrested for assault.

The newscast cut to footage of a police officer interview. Not just any police officer, but one that Nathan had met the day before, Lieutenant Burton. She spoke to the press in a professional tone and explained to police involvement in the situation.

“We received a call from dispatch about an altercation at The High Heel around 12 midnight. When officers arrived, we found two aggravated subjects in the street, one which had an axe. The subjects, one identified as Mayor Reynolds, the other a bouncer at the club, were uncooperative with officers and we had to use stun guns to incapacitate the subjects. Both individuals are being held on assault charges with investigations still pending.” Madison briefed the journalist.

“Any word on the whereabouts of Mrs. Reynolds and the individuals she left the club with?” The journalist inquired.

“We attempted to reach Mrs. Reynolds for questioning with no response as of this moment. We do have a lead on their whereabouts, however, we have no reason to believe Mrs. Reynolds is in danger and we are more concerned with the safety of the public. However, we do urge her and the two individuals she left with to contact the police department.”

Nathan wondered for a moment why Samantha didn’t get called, but remembered that she had only brought her clutch purse to his house. She must have left her phone at the club. Nathan had heard enough of the broadcast and clicked the television off. He stood there in shock for a moment going over what had happened from his perspective in his mind.

Marie and Nathan had gone to The High Heel to test the scepter on Samantha. However, this time he had used the scepter without having the woman touch it. Instead he willed the power of the scepter from across the room while she sang a sexy song that Nathan loved. Using the scepter, he changed her thoughts to lust uncontrollably for him, even grabbing him by his tie mid-song and taking him back to her dressing room for a hot ménage. It wasn’t long before Mayor Reynolds tried to figure out what was going on but there was no way Samantha was letting him through the locked door now that the scepter had changed her. Once Nathan came, the curse of scepter took hold of the mayor and he chopped through the door with a fireman’s axe. The three of them ran from the building frantically and left in Nathan’s SUV.

It seemed from the news report he just watched that the police were able to apprehend the mayor, which was good for the time being. But when the mayor gets out from lock up, he would most likely try to get his wife back and deal with Nathan. And it’s just a matter of time before a man in the position of power like Mayor Reynolds is freed from jail. Sooner or later, there would be a confrontation with the mayor, and Nathan had no plan on how to handle it. It may be in his best interest to leave the city as soon as possible. However, Marie and him still had to figure out what to do next with the scepter. He also had a contact in the police department that was familiar with the situation. Maybe reaching out to Officer Burton would be a good call. For now, he’d just keep his head down and hope that Marie came back with some information.

He went back to his bedroom and took a shower. Samantha and Emily were still asleep on his bed when he got dressed. He chose his standard slacks and button down collared shirt for garb then made his way back to the kitchen to put on some coffee. Halfway through he heard a loud knock on the door and he made his way to see who it was. Nathan peered through the peep hole in front door before opening it, it was a man in a suit accompanied by a uniformed police officer.

‘Fuck!’ Nathan thought. He really wished they would've called first. But Nathan hadn’t checked his phone since before he went to the club and always left it on silent unless someone called from within his contact list. The logical part of him realized that he had nothing to fear from the officers. They were probably looking for Samantha and making sure she was ok. While he may have upset the mayor, and pissed off some powerful people, he knew that being on the receiving end of an affair was not against the law. Cooperating with their investigation and being truthful would be in his best interest. Just as long as he didn’t mention the scepter.

Nathan opened the door. “Hello,” He addressed them. “What can I do for you?”

“Professor Schroeder?” The man in the suit asked. He had a police badge clipped to his belt. Most likely a detective of some sorts. The other officer stood at attention holding his belt, keeping an authoritarian look spread across his face.

“That’s me.” He responded. “Detective…?”

“O’Herra. And this is officer Pedrick.” The detective answered. “We have reason to believe that Mrs. Samantha Reynolds was seen leaving The High Heel jazz club with you last night. Do you know her whereabouts?”

“I’m right here.” A female voice came from behind Nathan. Nathan turned his head and saw the naked Samantha walk up next to him with a cup of fresh coffee in her hand. The steam that rose from the cup was almost as hot as her nude body. Even without makeup she looked fantastic. Her long wavy brown hair framed her face, falling down onto her luscious c cup breasts. She leaned against the frame of the door, showing off her slim and leggy figure. The police officer and detective tried to avert their eyes out of respect but ultimately failed taking in her beauty.

“Mrs. Reynolds,” The detective spoke up after looking her up and down. “Is everything ok?”

“I’m fine.” She answered quickly. “Is everything ok?”

“We were just checking in to make sure you’re safe. You couldn’t be reached by phone so we had to track Professor Schroeder's license plate to this address.” Detective O’Herra said, trying to remain unphased by samantha in naked beauty. It was obvious the officers were having trouble keeping eye contact with her.

“I’m perfectly safe, why don’t you gentlemen come in from the morning chill for a cup of coffee?” Samantha asked. The cool air was making her nipples perk slightly.

“That… that won’t be necessary Mrs. Reynolds.” The detective replied, peeling his eyes from her nipples. “We just wanted to ask you and Professor Schroeder some questions. But also, to return this to you.” O’Herra pulled a smart phone from his pocket and handed it to Samantha.

“My phone!” Samantha’s voice jumped in gratitude. “Thank you! I didn’t want to have to return to the Heel after Rick turned axe murderer.”

“That’s why we are here.” The detective said. “I suppose we can come in for a few moments and we can discuss the situation.”

“Yes,” Nathan spoke. “Please come in.” Even though Nathan had invited them in, he wished Samantha would somehow come up with a reason to make them leave or misdirect their questions away from the scepter if it happened to come up.

Nathan stepped aside and let them in. Samantha took a spot on a nearby couch and set down her phone. She crossed her legs on the couch and patted the couch cushion next to her. Once the two officers were inside, Nathan closed the door behind them.

“Sit down.” She asked. Officer Pedrick went to have a seat next to her but the detective stood in across from her trying to focus on the task as hand. Nathan thought the police officer having a seat next to a naked woman while on duty must be a breach of protocol. Pedrick didn’t really seemed to care, and just sat there with his eyes rolling over Samantha’s body, taking in the site of her amazing tits.

“Thanks, but I’ll stand for now.” O’Herra replied. “We just need to collect your statements regarding the incident last night.”

“Well,” Samantha said. “If Rick wants a statement, then tell him that my lawyer will have the divorce papers drawn up within the month and any correspondence will be made through my lawyer. While I may have had an affair, doesn’t give him the right to try to kill me...”

Samantha looked over at Nathan. “...us.”

“Would you two like to press charges for assault?” The detective asked. “The club owner is already suing for property damage.”

“Why of course! At least a restraining order for now.” She said, rubbing the officer’s leg through his uniform.

Nathan couldn’t understand the uniformed officer, it was quite a drastic change from his authoritarian demeanor. If a hot naked woman is all it took to take his mind away from an investigation, then Nathan was all for Samantha’s flirtations. Nathan didn’t care if she even gave them something more, just as long as they eventually stopped asked questions and left.

“We’ll see if we can do that for you.” The detective said, his eyes locked on Samantha’s tits. “The investigation is still pending, but we have a strong case.”

“With that out of the way,” O’Herra continued, shaking his glare on Samantha and looking over at Nathan. “Professor Schroeder, may I ask why you were at the High Heel last night?”

“I went with a college from work to enjoy the entertainment.” Nathan responded and then nodded his head over at Samantha who smiled back at him. Nathan could see the detective was trying his hardest to stay on the task at hand but a look of bewilderment was stretched across his face, as if Samantha had him hypnotized. Nathan quickly shrugged off the notion and listened to the detective continue.

“When we ran your license plate trying to look you up before we came here I noticed something strange.” The detective said. “I noticed your name had come up on a police report from earlier in the day.”

“Yea,” Nathan replied, knowing full well the detective was about to bring up his meeting with Madison. “I was pulled over because some kids thought that I had a gun in my car. Lieutenant Burton told me that everything would be taken care of.”

“Well yes, everything was taken care of... in regards to the incident at the restaurant.” The Detective replied, stumbling with his words slightly. “The lieutenant would have been here herself to ask these questions but she has since been placed on leave pending an internal investigation.”

Nathan’s began to think in his mind, he would just try to play this off like it was just a coincidence. Him and the lieutenant had fucked on the hood of the police cruiser. Was she placed on leave because of it? How much or how little did the detective know?

“I don’t understand how the lieutenant being placed on leave has anything to do with me.” Nathan responded slowly.

“I don’t either but the Captain of the police department has reason to believe it does.” The detective said, but a look of confusion spread across his face. One that someone would have if they unintentionally gave out too much information. Seemed like the presence of Samantha had him enthralled and he was making mistakes.

“What?!” Nathan replied, a hint of shock in voice.

Nathan mind began to reel. ‘Fuck’ He thought, wishing that Samantha would somehow help him convince the detective to stop asking questions before he started to put it all together. The police chief must have found out that Madison had forced Nathan at gunpoint. It hit him, he had seen the cop shows, police cruisers came with a dash camera, it must have recorded the whole ordeal.

Nathan knew that detective had to stop asking questions. He would find out too much and it might lead them to the scepter. Just then Samantha rose up from her seat on the couch and began walking over to the detective, her hips swaying more than a normal feminine walk.

“Calm down Professor.” The detective said. “We believe you have done nothing wrong…”

“Exactly,” Samantha said as she faced the detective, getting within about six inches of his face. “Nathan has done nothing wrong, everything that has happened, was choices of other people. It’s just a case of wrong place at the wrong time, mere coincidence.”

It was as if Samantha was saying the words that were buried in his mind. Nathan was taken back for it by second. The words coming from her mouth seemed to make the Detective stop with his verbal probing of the situation. Samantha leaned in towards the detective and stood up on her tiptoes. She pressed her breasts against his shirt and her hair curtained down her bare back as she whispered in his ear. While Nathan couldn’t hear the sounds, he heard clearly the thoughts in his mind.

“There’s something else you should be investigating Detective O’Herra,” Samantha whispered. “My soon to be ex-husband has been embezzling thousands of tax dollars from the city, and if you let me suck your cock, I’ll tell you where you can find proof of such an accusation. It will be the highlight of your career.”

The Detective smiled and reached out to touch Samantha. He wrapped his hands around her hips and pulled her in. Sam raised her head as he did and lifted her chin to kiss him. He met her kiss with deep desire and they began caress each other, Samantha’s hand smoothing over the Detective’s cock through his trousers.

Nathan was in shock. How could this be real? Samantha seemed to have a captivating power over men, as if she was a mythical Greek siren. But, it seemed the only reason it was happening was because he willed her do so. This wasn’t the first time he saw a cop falter from their duties and succumb to their lust. They were more than willing to break any code without argument or resistance. The powers of scepter continued surprise Nathan. This time however, it wasn’t him dominating the other sex.

As the Samantha and O’Herra continued to kiss each other deeply, Pedrick began rubbing his crotch through his police issued pants. Samantha leaned back for a second and looked the Detective in the eyes.

“So here? Or would you both prefer a bedroom?” She said as she helped him out of his jacket as he slid his hands over her naked body. She draped his jacket over the back of chair as Pedrick rose from the couch, standing close to her. The two men seemed to stall on giving Samantha their answer, being preoccupied with fondling her tits and caressing her body. Them not responding to her question seemed to suck all the air out of the room.

“Maybe you should just get them undressed.” Nathan spoke up, breaking the silence. “And you can decide how you want this all to go.”

“That’s a wonderful idea.” Samantha said.

Without anything further, she pulled at the buttons on the Detective's shirt, undoing them all and sliding the garment over his shoulders. O’Herra wrapped an arm around her waist, and bent down, sucking her nipple into her mouth. He must have surprised her, because she gasped out of the excitement. He smoothed the nipple with a gentle lick. Then repeated until Samantha pressed firmly against his bare chest.

“Don’t be a hog detective.” Pedrick finally spoke in mild southern accent. He repeated the Detective’s actions but on Samantha’s other nipple. After a moment, the officer moved back behind her and kneeled down and moved his face into her ass. She jerked slightly, having trouble standing still. He pushed two fingers into her slick pussy from behind as the detective continued lick her breasts and nipples.

O’Herra dropped to his knees in front of her and repositioned Samantha’s legs to a wider stance. The detective pressed his tongue against her inner thigh and slowly worked along her skin up to her pussy. He traced her lips with his flickering tongue, working around Sam’s clit.

She moaned out as the officer’s mouth went to work in the same way but on her ass. The uniformed man clutched her ass and circled her back hole before trailing his tongue across her cheeks, tasting her skin. Samantha hissed in pleasure and tried to focus, which was hard for her as the two tongues slid along her ass and pussy at the same time.

The detective homed in on her clit, sucking it into his mouth repeatedly and tilting her slightly off balance. Samantha moved her hands to head to correct herself and ran her fingers through the detective’s hair. She then pushed her body into his face lustfully, grinding her cunt into his eager face. From behind, Pedrick continued to work his fingers inside of her wet pussy. Pumping them in and out in a steady rhythm. Every so often the officer would bite her ass, building on the pressure inside of Samantha, making her gasp out for air. From the sensations of a tongue licking at her ass and another gliding across her clit, it seemed she as if she may burst at any moment.

The detective changed his pace to quick, firm flicks of his tongue. The officer pumping of his fingers into her cunt accelerated and Samantha flung her head up at the ceiling and began to cum.

“OHHH FUCK!” She moaned loudly, losing herself in her orgasm. Samantha had groaned so loud that he wondered if it might wake up Emily still sleeping in his bedroom. Samantha gripped O’Herra’s head so tightly Nathan feared that she might hurt him, but he remained unphased.

After Samantha’s climax, O’Herra stood up and pulled her into him, kissing her frantically. Her fingers fumbled around the crotch of his slacks and belt. He stepped back away from her hands and began undressing himself. Pedrick stood up behind her, sliding his hands all over her body, touching every spot he could reach before ending on her breasts, circling his fingers around her nipples. He pulled her back against him, locking his strong arms over hers and began to stroke his fingers along her tender clit. She shut her eyes for a moment but they immediately popped open as the detective removed his pants, his hard cock out in the open air. The police officer dipped his fingers lower and drove them into Samantha again, the palm of his hand grinded against her clit. She moved her hips, rubbing against his big hand, and taking his probing fingers as deep as she could. O’Herra moved in towards her and teased her nipples with pinches while her hand reached for his cock and began gliding her fingers along his stiffness.

The two of them moved her over to the couch, their four strong hands smoothing all over her beautiful body. They positioned her on her hands and knees and Nathan could see from his angle how wet and swollen her pussy was. It sent a shiver through him as the sight of the two cops preparing to ravage her turned him on immensely.

Pedrick stood at the foot of the couch removing his clothes as the detective sat down next to Samantha. O’Herra stroked his cock for a moment before Samantha moved in closer, lowering her head down onto him. She slid her lips down his shaft as the detective forced his hips up into mouth. Samantha worked her mouth all over O’Herra’s cock as the officer finally removed his shirt and police issue utility belt.

Nathan thought for a moment how the belt would look great around Samantha’s body. It would look fantastic if the officer were to hold it while railing her from behind. Samantha removed the detectives cock from her mouth and looked back at the officer.

“Why don’t you buckle that to my waist cowboy?” Samantha begged. “Hold onto it while you fuck me, because I might buck you off.” She said, before returning her lips to service the detective’s cock. The officer finished with the removal of his pants and boots before taking the belt back in his hands. He left the billy club and nine-millimeter in their respective holsters and reached over Samantha, strapping it around her waist. It took a little while to secure it to her, but once he was fished, it was quite the sight to behold. Nathan continued to be amazed with what had just transpired, it had to be more than just mere coincidence.

“I love this idea.” The officer replied, as he shuffled up on the couch behind her. His long hard member standing at attention as he positioned it at Samantha’s opening. She shut her eyes as she ran her tongue down the back of the detective's cock. She then worked her way back up before engulfing his member deep into her mouth once again. It was at that moment that the officer chose to ram his cock into her, filling her pussy perfectly. He began rocking into her, his movement pushing her forward, making the detective cock press into her throat.

The officer reached out to the utility belt he had strapped on Samantha's waist. He wrapped both his hands around it near her hip bones and gave it a strong tug inward, forcing her hips back onto his thick hard cock. Samantha moaned out in pleasurable oblivion as he began to fuck her hard and steady. She groaned again, caught between the push and pull of the two cops. The billy club slid along the edge of the couch with each of Pedricks thrusts. She kept bucking back and then then forward, not sure which direction she was meant to go. Samantha did her best to focus as the detective’s shaft slid in and out of her mouth and as the officers balls tapped against her clit as he drove his hips in her hers. The assistance of the officer’s utility belt buckled to her waist gave him more power with his thrusts, as he pistoned his cock into her, bumping her g-spot with every hard driving motion.

“MMMMmmm” Samantha moaned out. It was obvious she was trying to hold back another climax. Her face flush with complete arousal, wanting to be these men’s receptacle.

The detective’s hand held her head tightly and he continued to thrust harder into her mouth. O’Herra was picking up his pace, finding the rhythm that he need to cum. Samantha relaxed her throat and let him push in the way he needed. She drove her body back to take back against the officer and he groaned out as he clutched the belt for dear life. Samantha reached between her legs with one hand and pinched her clit, adding further pleasure, and almost sending her over the edge.

Nathan didn’t want her to come yet. He wanted her to ride the experience the end. He focused on not letting that moment happen. By the look of her between the two cops and the look on her face, overwhelmed with lust, it must have been the hardest thing she had ever done.

Samantha was completely filled up. A cock thrusting in and out of her eager mouth, her tongue brushing the sides of his flesh as it fucked her mouth. While another dick worked furiously at her swollen pussy, rapidly pistoning in and out of her cunt as she twirled her fingers around her clit.

“UhhHHH!” Samantha cried out around O’Herra’s cock. Nathan knew that cry, she was about to cum. There was no more holding on for her.

“OH FUCK!” Pedrick called out from behind Samantha, her pussy clasping on his hard cock as if it was pulling him back into her. The detective groaned as well as his cock started to swell deep in her mouth. Nathan decided he had seen enough and wanted her to finally end it. He watched as Samantha swirled her shaky finger over her clit and let herself go. Her orgasm finally washed over her body, hitting her sense hard, blissfully caught between two men.

O’Herra was the first to lose it. The detective attempted to pull her away from Samantha’s mouth but it was a second too late. He spurted immensely into her open mouth and his cream splattered against the opening to her throat. O’Herra gripped his cock as he came, his semen erupting from the head. Samantha looked down at his dick and watched him release round after round as she kept her eager mouth open to catch as much as she could.

“FUCK YES!” Pedrick muttered as pulled out of Samantha tilting his head back at the ceiling while still holding strong with both hands to the belt. He placed his long cock between her cheeks and shot a ribbon of cum across her back and onto the utility belt. He sent load after load and it dripped from the belt and puddled in the small valley in her lower back. Samantha hung her head, breathing hard in the aftermath of her orgasm.

Nathan looked at the trio on the couch, seemed like Samantha's coercion of the questioning cops was definitely a success. They were not going to press the issue and investigate Nathan. The whole situation was turned on its head completely, for now they were going to be looking into the more serious matter of the mayor’s supposed embezzlement. Nathan tried to choke back a laugh but couldn’t hold it in. Soon after, Samantha laughed as well.

The detective and the officer shared in the giggle before getting up from the couch and finding their pants. As they got dressed Samantha unbuckled the utility belt and handled it back to the cop.

“While I’d like to keep it, I don’t want you to have to get in trouble.” Samantha giggled.

“Thanks Ma’am.” He responded. “We aim to protect and serve.” The cops continued to dress themselves, buckling their pants, and buttoning down their shirts

“No, thank you!” She replied with a sultry tone to her voice, “Detective O’Herra, my husband has a flash drive in a safe at our, well his, mansion. Write this down.”

The officer pulled out a notepad and pen from his breast pocket on his shirt.

“27, 3, 24.” She told them, the detectives cum still on her face. “The safe is in the corner of his home office, the flash drive will have several private files but in there, you will find a several QuickBooks and excel spreadsheets. That should be all the proof you need to get a warrant for his arrest.”

“Thanks for the information.” The detective said. “I’ll make sure to get the paperwork started for the restraining order. After the media coverage and with all the witnesses, I think any judge will gladly sign off on it.  We’ll be in contact.”

And with that, the police officers left. Nathan went to the bathroom and came back with towels so she could clean herself. Nathan wondered in his head if she knew if there was any correlation with his thoughts and her actions as she wiped herself down.

“Thank you for stepping in before the detective started asking too many questions.” Nathan said genuinely. “What gave you the idea to put it to an end?”

“I don’t know.” She replied, looking Nathan deep into his eyes. “Seemed like the right thing to do at the time. I don’t normally act that way, but I must say, I fucking loved every second of it.”
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Prologue

While on an archaeological dig with my best friend Anna, I discovered something that changed my life.  It was a small metal box that contained a gold medallion and a scroll.  The scroll read, "The Medallion of Submission.  She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of he who holds it."  At first I was extremely skeptical of course.  I am a man of science.  But the more I thought about all the things, mainly sexual things, I could make Anna do, I just had to try it.

I experimented slowly with the medallion.  But I found that not only did it work, but everything I have tried has worked!  I can even make Anna forget everything that happened while she is under the spell of the medallion.  I used this to fuck her while slowly transitioning her from my best friend to my girlfriend.  I asked her all sorts of questions while she was under the enchantment of the medallion and she was always completely honest.

I quickly figured out she was attracted me too but really shy and worried about ruining our friendship.  I made her have sexual dreams about me.  I then had her dreams get progressively more kinky.  I also had her masturbating every time she woke up from a sexual dream about me.  This got her wanting me as bad as I wanted her and when I finally made a move, she responded exactly how I wanted her to.  She is now my girlfriend and crazy about me.

Now I am working on turning her into my perfect little kinky slut.  We left the archaeological dig in the rain forest and are adjusting to life back in the United States.  It sucks that we have to go back to our normal lives, but it's not the life we had before the dig.  Anna is now living with me and completely devoted to me.

She also knows about the medallion's power.  I had to explain it to her so she would understand why we were going to keep it a secret.  She doesn't have any clue about how much I have used it on her.  She is however open to the idea of us using it on another woman.  I planted that thought while she was enchanted of course.  So my next goal, a lovely night with two beautiful women under my control, obeying every word I say with no hesitation!


Chapter 1

Anna and I have been back in the United states for two weeks now.  It has been a busy time with me working a lot of hours, logging everything we found in the dig and Anna moving in with me.  She is all settled in now so this weekend is really the first chance we have had to just relax.  She has suggested we just stay home and have some "alone" time.  I have other plans though. 

Anna's best female friend is a girl named Tracy.  Tracy is incredibly sexy with short black hair, large breasts, and curves in all the right places.  I have always had a thing for her, though not nearly as much as for Anna.  She helped Anna a lot with moving into my apartment since I was so busy with work.  So I've convinced Anna to invite her over for dinner tonight to thank her for all her help.  Now to plant some seeds in Anna's mind to help my plan come to fruition.  I grabbed the medallion and headed to the living room where Anna was watching TV.

"What are you doing with the medallion, Daniel?" Anna asked as I showed it to her.  Within less than a minute, her face went blank and she sat motionless, eyes fixed on the gem in the center of the medallion.

"Anna, meow like a cat." I ordered her.  This was my go-to test just to make sure she was really enchanted by the medallion before starting any serious commands.

"Meow." She said in a flat way.

"Anna, I am going to ask you some questions.  You are going to answer me completely honestly.  When I say, 'When is Tracy going to get here?' you will snap out of the medallion's enchantment and forget ever seeing the medallion today and our whole conversation.  Do you understand?"  This always worked to make her completely forget. 

"Yes."

"Anna, have you ever thought about Tracy in a sexual way?" I asked her.

"Not really, I mean she is gorgeous, anyone can see that.  But she is my best friend.  That could make our friendship weird or tense or whatever." She explained.  Her voice always took on this flat emotionless tone while enchanted by the medallion.  It was weird at first but I had gotten used to it.  In fact, I had gotten so used to it that it turned me on now.  It meant that she was under my complete control.  That turned me on like crazy.  I now found that her voice sounding like that made me hard, no matter what she was talking about.

"Anna, would you enjoy having you and Tracy submit to me and serve me sexually?"

"If it didn't make our friendship weird after the fact.  I love pleasing you.  I'm sure you would really enjoy it so I would enjoy it." she answered.  Perfect.

“Anna, if I suggested that we use the medallion on Tracy, how would you react?"

"I don't know.  I mean, I like the thought of you using it.  But Tracy is my best friend.  She would be so upset I think." Well that wasn't the answer I was hoping for.

"Anna.  From now on, you will have a huge crush on Tracy.  You will think you always have had a huge crush on her.  When I suggest that we use the medallion on Tracy, you are going to love the idea so much that you will instantly become wet and beg me to do it!  Do you understand?" That should "fix" her thinking.  I know, I probably should feel guilty for manipulating her with the medallion.  But I just can't help but want to make all my fantasies come true.  I have the power to do it thanks to the medallion.  I've used it so much now, I barely think about what is right or wrong.

"I understand."

"Anna, how would you react if I suggested we use the medallion to force Tracy to have a threesome with us?" Now to see if my commands had altered her thinking enough.

"I would agree.  I love the idea of me and Tracy serving you.  I've always had a crush on her and would really like for us to put on a show for you and please you however you wanted." Now that is the response I wanted.

"Anna, when is Tracy going to get here?" I asked her, the seeds were planted.

"She is going to be her about 6.  But you know Tracy, she is usually a little late so I have dinner planned to be ready at 6:30 so it should be timed about perfect." she laughed.  Her voice back to normal and a smile coming back to her face.

"Hey hun, I had this thought.  What do you think about trying out the medallion on Tracy?  Would she be a good choice for our first threesome?" I tried to sound a little nervous.  To drive the "anxiety" home a little more I stared at the floor while I asked instead of looking at Anna. 

"Oh Daniel, I love that idea.  Have I ever told you that I have always had a crush on Tracy?  I've never said anything to her because I don't want to mess up our friendship.  I don't even know if she likes women.  But, god, the thought of both of us pleasing you turns me on." She turned and threw a knee over me so she was in my lap, straddling me as she spoke.  Hell yes, this is the reaction I wanted.  I put my hands on her sides and pulled her into me a bit more.

"Okay, I'm so glad it excites you as much as it excites me.  You are so perfect for me." I kissed her deeply for a minute. "So here is the plan.  After dinner, you will tell her that we found this gorgeous gem that she just has to see.  I will go get the medallion out of the bedroom and show it to her.  Then she will be under its control and I'll order her to obey me and then forget the whole thing even happened.  Sound good?"

"Sounds perfect!  Oh my god, tonight is going to be awesome!" She giggled and kissed me again. 

"Sweetie, why don't you be a good girl and give me a blow job before starting to get ready for dinner?" I asked as I kissed at her neck.

“I was hoping you would say that Daniel!" she giggled again and slid off my lap, lowering herself down on her knees in front of me.  She immediately started to undo my pants.  The whole conversation turned me on so I was already rock-hard as she freed my cock from my pants.  I reached up into her hair and pushed gently, guiding her mouth towards me.

She leaned in, extending her tongue, encircling the crown of my dick. She then gracefully slid her lips over the crest of the crown of my cock. Her lips glided down my shaft I until felt my cock touch against back of her mouth. She slowly began to bob on my shaft and her mouth filled with saliva. She made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked my length, sending waves of pleasure from my balls straight to my brain.

She pulled her mouth from my cock with a slight popping sound and lowered her head down to my testicles and licked my shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking me back again into her mouth. I rubbed the top of her head and stroked it as she moved her hands to my hips and began to bounce on my rod increasing her rhythm. She nursed my cock at a steady pace and moaned softly each time the tip of my cock hit the back of her throat. One of her hands lowered from my hip to my balls and began caress them with her fingers. She sucked on me while constantly humming as my long hard cock filled her mouth.

“MMMmmm, that feels so good Anna.  You like my dick in your mouth?”

“MMhmm.” She murmured as she continued to service me, swirling her tongue around the head of my cocked tasting the oozing pre-cum, keeping her lips tight around my girth. She sunk her head back onto my cock again, attempting to deepthroat my entire length, but the crown of my dick hit the back of her mouth hard, threatening to gag her.

“Pump my dick with your hand.” I ordered her.

“MMhmm.” She moaned out as she obediently began to work her hand steadily back and forth on my dick with her lips tight around the head. I moaned as I felt my balls and cock flex with excitement.

I breathed heavily and sighed as her mouth rose and fell on my hardness. I reached out and grabbed a handful of her hair on the back of her head and began to guide her head as she worked my thick dick. She moaned and took me deep in her mouth, almost swallowing the head of my cock. I pushed her head down even more on me as I thrust my hips up and buried my dick deep into her throat.  I groaned loudly as her eyes shot open in surprise and she coughed. She quickly resisted and moved her head back up my length. She had never deep throated a man before and was afraid to gag.  I knew she could do it though, she just needed practice, and I was going to give her that practice!

She didn't want to disappoint me it seemed, this time she was ready. While she had never taken a cock into her throat, she had been practicing with a toothbrush for some time so her gag reflex wouldn’t trigger as badly, as I commanded her to do. She plunged her mouth down on my cock and back into her hungry mouth, slowly descending her head on my length. She pushed her face tighter against me and as my cock reached her throat, she breathed through her nose as her throat relaxed. She moved her hands around my hips and clasped my ass, pushing me further into her mouth and past the opening to her throat. She swallowed my tip, pulled me all the way into her throat until her lips were tight around the base of my cock. She rested there for a moment  before she had to draw back to keep from choking. She took a breath and looked up at me and smiled. She repeated deep throating me, each time she was able to rest her lips at the base, making my cock completely disappear in her mouth.  She licked the bottom side of my shaft and top of my balls before she couldn’t handle it anymore and rose back up to breathe.  She had never looked so beautiful to me as she did with my entire dick in her mouth.  She kept this up until it was making her throat too sore.

"God Anna, you are such a good girl for me." I moaned as she slid my cock out of her throat for the last time.

She immediately started sucking hard on the head of my cock while stroking up and down my shaft hard and fast.  I was so close to cumming, I could feel my balls tightening.

"Swallow for me Anna."

"MMM mmmm." She mumbled in response, never letting up on my cock. 

I still had a hand in her hair and as I felt my orgasm begin, I shoved her head back down on my cock.  She took me as deep as she could while I shot rope after rope of hot cum down her throat.  It felt like my orgasm lasted for minutes, I couldn't believe how hard I was cumming.  Finally my balls were empty.  By the time I let up, she was gasping for breath, but she hadn't spilled a single drop.

"That was the best blow job I've ever had..."  I said between my rapid breaths.

"I'm glad...  I've been...  practicing... for you..." she barely managed to answer.  She was beaming with pride though, so happy that she had finally managed to deep throat me.  I pulled her into my lap again and cuddled with her until her breathing calmed down.

"I don't know if you noticed, but I came when you did, that was so incredible." She whispered in my ear.

"Really?  You just love pleasing me don't you?" I said with a laugh.

"Yes I really do." She laughed too.

“Good, now get your sexy ass in the kitchen and make dinner." I said with a laugh and slapped her ass as she stood up and went into the kitchen.  I could really get used to this life.


Chapter Two

Sure enough, it was almost 6:30 by the time that Tracy showed up.  I found it amusing that Anna knew her so well that she had timed dinner perfectly.  Dinner was amazing, Anna was a great cook luckily.  The girls chatted animatedly the whole time about anything and everything.  Since Anna and I had been gone for months, they had a lot of catching up to do.

I felt a bit out of place in the conversation since I didn’t know most of the people they were talking about from their university.  I just kept quiet for the most part and thought about the fun we were going to have.  This was going to be a great night.  Who would have ever thought that a shy guy like me would end up with both these women in one night?  The medallion sure had changed my life and I was loving every second of it.

When we were done eating, we all moved to the living room to be more comfortable and continue chatting.  Finally, they started talking about the dig so I had a little bit more to say here and there.  The girls were so excited though, it was still hard for me to get a word in, unless one of them asked me a direct question.

“Oh my god, Tracy I almost completely forgot!  You have to see this coin we found.  It has a gem in the center that is unlike anything I have ever seen.  Daniel sweetie, why don’t you go get it so she can see it?” Anna said excitedly.  She didn’t seem hesitant at all about what was going to happen once I brought out the medallion.

“Of course, I’ll be right back.” I said and tried to walk casually to the bedroom to get it.  I really wanted to just run, the idea becoming reality had me feeling very impatient.  I could hear them continue to talk as I walked away.

“WOW!  That is so beautiful, do you know what it is Daniel?” Tracy exclaimed as I reentered the living room and went right to her with the medallion at her eye level. 

“I have no idea what kind of gem it is still.  I’m trying to figure that out.” I explained, waiting for her face to go blank like Anna’s did.  Anna was looking up at me the whole time, it seemed like she was trying to avoid looking at it.  Sure enough, Tracy’s face went blank after about 30 seconds, just like Anna’s.

“Tracy, meow like a cat three times.” I said.

“Meow, meow, meow.” Her voice was flat just like Anna’s too.  I had her under my complete control!

“It’s working!  Oh my god, this is awesome!” Anna squealed in delight as she jumped up off the couch and threw her hands around my neck and kissed my cheek roughly.

“Ok we should ask her some questions first, let me take the lead sweetie. Tracy, I am going to ask you a series of questions.  I want you to be completely honest with me, okay?” I asked.

“Ok.”

“Tracy, have you ever been intimate with a woman?” Anna stayed by my side, her arm around my waist.  She was staring at Tracy with awe.  She knew the medallion worked but she had never really seen it work like this.

“Yes.”

“Tell me about it Tracy.” I should have been more specific, when under the enchantment of the medallion, they took everything quite literally.  Which was good but I had to be sure to ask open-ended questions or I would just get a yes or no.

“There was a girl in high school that I was close to.  We were both curious and fooled around quite a few drunken nights.  She is the only girl I’ve ever done anything with.” Her voice was monotone and her face emotionless.  I had gotten used to this from Anna but Anna was open jawed and speechless.  That worked well because I didn’t want her to interrupt.

“Tracy, have you ever thought about other women and if so who and how?” I hoped that would get a good explanation out of her.

“Yes I have always liked women too.  I think about a lot of them.  I even think about Anna sometimes, she is so beautiful.  I missed her so much while you guys were gone, I kept having dreams about her.  They started out innocent, but as time went on, they started to become naughty.  I dreamed about her bathing in a gorgeous waterfall in the rain forest.  Her red hair shining in the sun.  Then I striped down and joined her in the water.  We made out and washed each other’s bodies.  It was really sexy.”

By now Anna was really shocked.  She had gone from having her mouth slightly open to now completely open and her eyes were huge.  Her nails dug into my side harder and harder as Tracy spoke. I looked down at her, she was so adorable.

“Need something to fill that mouth of yours, again, Anna?” I laughed hard.  That snapped her out of it a bit, at least enough to giggle and then close her mouth. 

“Tracy, if you had the chance to sleep with Anna and me, would you do it?” Damn I was getting hard and apparently losing the ability to think through my questions.  Oh well.  The time for talking was almost over anyway.

“Yes but I would worry about the long term consequences on our friendship.”

“Tracy, tonight you are going to have a threesome with Anna and me.  You are both going to be submissive to me and obey my every command.  You won’t question the long term.  You know the long term will be ok because Anna wants this as bad as you do.  You both want to please each other and me.  When I put the medallion away, you are going to forget this whole conversation but you will obey the orders I have given you.  Anna is going to kiss you and you will be so happy that this is finally happening that you will go along.  Do you understand?”  I was always a little nervous when I gave long commands, but so far, I had no problem getting Anna to obey complex orders so I really hoped that Tracy was the same way.  She was intelligent too so I was pretty sure it would be ok.

“I understand.” She stated flatly.

“Ok Anna, you ready?  Go sit on the couch really close to her.” I was rock hard now, this was going to be one of the greatest nights of my life.

“I’m ready!” She squealed and then giggled as she sat back down. I put the medallion back in my pocket and waited anxiously.

“I wonder if it’s a new kind of gem that no one has ever seen?  That would make you famous, wouldn’t it?” Tracy said, all the normal emotion returning to her voice and facial expression.

Right on cue, Anna didn’t even give me a chance to respond, she reached up and took Tracy’s chin in her hand.  She turned Tracy towards her and kissed her passionately.  Tracy acted as though this was completely normal and just instantly started kissing her back.  I took a seat on my recliner across from them.  I was feeling like having them put on a good show for a while.

Their kiss deepened as their tongues began to explore each other’s mouths.  This was definitely going to have to become more than a one-time thing.  I was so damn turned on I began to stroke my hard cock over the material of my pants.

Anna began to explore Tracy’s body with her hands while still kissing her.  It didn’t take long before both girls were playing with each other’s tits over their clothes.

“I think you girls are wearing to much clothes.” I stated but Anna knew that I meant it as an order.

“Yes Master.” She said with a huge smile on face.

“Ooohhhhh you call him Master huh?  That is hot! Can I call you Master too Daniel?” Tracy said as she started to lift the hem of Anna’s shirt.

“I would love that.” I told Tracy as I continued to just watch and rub myself slowly.

The girls took turns taking off each other’s shirts.  Tracy leaned back in to kiss Anna some more and Anna didn’t hesitate to wrap her arms around her and unclasp her bra in the back.  She slid the straps down Tracy’s arms, pulled the bra off and setting Tracy’s large tits free.  Tracy followed her lead and removed Anna’s bra as well.

I felt like it was surreal as I watched these gorgeous women make out and play with each other’s tits.  It was like watching porn on suck a big screen that I couldn’t see the edges.  I couldn’t believe this was happening. 

It wasn’t long and Anna broke off their kiss to take one of Tracy’s nipples in her mouth.  Tracy in turn moved one of her hands between Anna’s legs and began rubbing her sweet pussy through her jeans.

“Anna, you are both wearing too much clothes still, don’t you think?” I suggested.

“Of course Master!” She said with a giggle and then began to undo Tracy’s jeans.  Tracy lifted her hips to allow Anna to slide her jeans off.  Anna wasn’t wasting any time and pulled her panties down with her pants.  Anna then returned her mouth to Tracy’s nipple and sucked it hard while pulling off her own jeans and panties.

“MMMmmm.” Tracy let out a moan.

I knew that I should just let their show drag on for as long as possible, but I was so damn turned on that I wanted in the action.  It wasn’t like this was the only chance I had for a threesome with these two.  The medallion ensured that I could have a threesome with them whenever I wanted!

“I think it is time you girls come over here and suck my dick.” I said as I began unbuttoning my pants and sliding them and my boxers off.

“Yes Master.” Both girls replied.  God damn, I could really get used to hearing that in stereo from these two hotties!

“Now share nicely you two.” I said with a chuckle as both girls kneeled down in front of me.

They both laughed and got to work.  Anna went straight for my cock and began stroking it with a firm grip as she brought her head down and began licking the underside of my cock from the tip to my balls.  Tracy following her lead began caressing my balls and licking them.  I put my hands behind my head and just took in the wonderful view while the girls pleased me.

Anna then took the head of my dick in her mouth and started to bob her head up and down, working more and more of my length into her mouth.  She let go my shaft and moved her hands to my hips, really setting a fast pace.  Tracy all the while continued to lick and then suck on my balls.  The pleasure was amazing and coursed from my crotch all through my body.  I let them carry on this way for a few minutes before interrupting them.

“Fuck that feels good girls.  Now be good and share Anna.” I commanded.

With another giggle, she backed off and let Tracy begin to work on sucking my cock while Anna took her place at my balls.

“Good girls.” I praised them with another slight chuckle.  Again, I let them just go to town for another few minutes while I just sat back and watched my dick vanish into Tracy’s mouth.

“Alright, Tracy go sit sideways on the couch with your legs spread.  Anna, you get on your hands and knees facing her.  You are gonna eat her pussy while I fuck you from behind.” I commanded them both.

“Yes Master.” I heard again in stereo from both girls.

They quickly moved and I watched Anna begin to lick Tracy’s wet slit for a moment before getting on the couch behind her.  I knew by now Anna would be dripping wet so I didn’t hesitate to guide my dick to her sweet opening with my hand and then thrust hard, burying myself to the hilt.

“MMMMmmmm.” She let out a moan as I began to set a fairly rapid pace.  Tracy was beginning to moan as well. 

I worked up to a hard and fast pace, holding Anna by the hips.  I was pounding her hard enough that she was having a hard time keeping her mouth in place on Tracy.  She slipped one finger inside Tracy and finger fucked her fast, matching my pace, all the while sucking and licking her clit.

It didn’t take long before both girls were getting near climax.  Anna added a second finger inside Tracy and she responded by grabbing Anna’s hair, grinding against Anna’s fingers and face.  I could feel Anna beginning to spasm a little around me.  I knew she was getting close, so I gave her everything I had, pounding her with all my strength.  I wondered who was going to cum first.

Tracy came first, letting out a loud scream of pleasure as she threw her head back and ground her pussy against Anna.  A few moments later, it was Anna’s turn.  I watched in awe as both girls shook in pleasure and the sound of their moans filled the room.  I kept up my pace until Anna’s orgasm subsided.

“Time to switch places girls.” I commanded as I slowed my pace then withdrew from Anna and smacked her ass hard enough to leave a handprint.  She yelped and then laughed as she switched places with Tracy.

I was a bit more patient with Tracy, entering her slowly and gradually working up my pace.  Watching the girls both cum had gotten me close to edge so I wanted to give myself a little bit so I could hopefully get them both to cum again before I did.

Tracy was so turned on, she didn’t ease into Anna.  She immediately started working two fingers inside her while licking and sucking her clit.  Anna gasped in pleasure and started rocking her hips to meet the thrusts of Tracy’s fingers.  Watching Anna and listening to her moans was bringing me closer to the edge again.

I sped up and grabbed Tracy by the hips like I had with Anna.  The way these two were acting, it wouldn’t be long before they were both cumming again. 

“Fuck yes…  MMMMmmmm… Just like that…” Anna cried out while running one hand through Tracy’s hair and the other was pinching one of her nipples.  It looked like she was pinching it pretty hard, I felt my balls begin to tighten a bit at the sight.  I was pleased to see her adding some pain to her pleasure, she was turning out to be the naughty little girl of my dreams.

I felt Tracy start to spasm in response to Anna’s words.  I really hoped I could hold out long enough.  Tracy began to cum and her moaning loudly while still sucking on Anna’s clit pushed Anna over the edge too.  Again, I watched both girls spasm in orgasm.  I remember clearly thinking I was the luckiest guy alive at that moment in time.

Once they both started to calm down, I slowed my pace thrusting in and out of Tracy.  I was so close I knew I couldn’t hold off much longer.

“I’m gonna cum too, come kneel in front of my you two.” I said as I pulled out of Tracy.

Both girls moved quickly and I turned a bit so I was facing them, jacking myself off.

“Open wide.” I said with a laugh right before I started to cum.

They both listened and I tried to aim, shooting rope after rope of hot cum into their mouths and on their faces.  I kept going until I knew my balls were empty then I watch as both girls swallowed without being told.  I collapsed back against the couch watching them both wipe the cum from around their mouth then licking it off their fingers.

They then both joined me on the couch and cuddled up against me.  Yup, I am the luckiest guy alive.
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Prologue

While on an archaeological dig with my best friend Anna, I discovered something that changed my life.  It was a small metal box that contained a gold medallion and a scroll.  The scroll read, "The Medallion of Submission.  She who looks upon the medallion cannot resist the commands of I who holds it."  At first I was extremely skeptical of course.  I am a man of science.  But the more I thought about all the things, mainly sexual things, I could make Anna do, I just had to try it.

I experimented slowly with the medallion.  But I found that not only did it work, but everything I have tried has worked!  I can even make Anna forget everything that happened while she is under the spell of the medallion.  I used this to fuck her while slowly transitioning her from my best friend to my girlfriend.  I asked her all sorts of questions while she was under the enchantment of the medallion and she was always completely honest.

I quickly figured out she was attracted me too but really shy and worried about ruining our friendship.  I made her have sexual dreams about me.  I then had her dreams get progressively more kinky.  I also had her masturbating every time she woke up from a sexual dream about me.  This got her wanting me as bad as I wanted her and when I finally made a move, she responded exactly how I wanted her to.  She is now my girlfriend and crazy about me.

Now I am working on turning her into my perfect little kinky slut.  We left the archaeological dig in the rain forest and are adjusting to life back in the United States.  It sucks that we have to go back to our normal lives, but it's not the life we had before the dig.  Anna is now living with me and completely devoted to me.

She also knows about the medallion's power.  I had to explain it to her so she would understand why we were going to keep it a secret.  She doesn't have any clue about how much I have used it on her.  She is however open to the idea of us using it on another woman.  I planted that thought while she was enchanted of course.  So, I had Anna invite her sexy friend Tracy over a couple of weeks ago.  We had a lovely dinner and then I used the medallion on Tracy to convince her to have a threesome with us.  It was an amazing time, getting to watch them please each other and having them take turn sucking my dick.  Of course, I fucked them both and ended the evening by cumming in both their mouths and on their faces.

I was eager to repeat such a fun evening but Tracy has been out of town for a business trip.  So, in the meantime, I have been just enjoying making Anna do more and more kinky things.  Tonight, I have something special planned for her!


Chapter One

I have been working on turning a spare room into a play dungeon for Anna and me.  She knows I’m up to something in there but I keep the door locked and told her it is a surprise for her so she needs to stay out until it is done!  So far, she has been a good girl and listened to me and stayed out.

Tonight, I was ready to do the big reveal!  I’ve gotten a few whips and paddles and have them hanging on the walls.  I had also gotten a simple spanking bench that I could cuff Anna to.  It was at just about the right height for me to fuck after I got done spanking her.  I had also moved a chest of drawers in there and had begun to fill it with all sorts of sexy toys.  She had no clue I had gotten any of this stuff into the apartment.  I had been careful bring stuff home when I knew she wasn’t there and dispose of all the packing materials as well before she got home.

She made us a delicious dinner and I tried to focus on the small talk she was making.  I was having a hard time because I was hard, my mind kept drifting to the play room and the fun we would be having after dinner.  She didn’t seem to notice so I must have been doing a good enough job faking interest!

“That was delicious as always Anna.  I’m so lucky to have a beautiful girl that can cook too!” I said with a big smile.

“I’m glad you enjoyed it, let me clear the table.  So, did you have anything you wanted to do tonight?” She said as she stood and began gathering the plates and silverware.

“You.” I said with a laugh. 

“That is always a wonderful plan.” She walked around the table to me and gave me a kiss before heading into the kitchen.  I sat back and just watched her hips sway, waiting for her to return.

“Shall we head to the bedroom?” She said with a giggle as she walked back into the room, having just put the dishes in the sink quickly in her anticipation of finding out my plans.

“You head to the bedroom, strip down naked and then come back out here.” I said in a commanding tone. 

“Yes Master.” She said with a huge smile, she leaned down and gave me another quick kiss before practically skipping off to the bedroom.  I loved when she got excited like this.  She knew I was up to something and she was eager to please me.

As I waited for her, I pondered the changes in our relationship since I found the medallion.  I had transformed her into obedient little slave.  She would now orgasm every time I did, even if I was just leaning back and watching her give me head without even touching her.  That was thanks to the commands I have given her while under the spell of the medallion.  A few days ago, I had commanded her to start having dreams specifically about me taking a whip to her tight little ass.

This is usually how I got her warmed up to ideas.  I didn’t want to use the medallion to make her do something she didn’t want to do.  I wanted to use it to make her want what I wanted!

So tonight, I expected that she would be excited to see the play room.  There were other things I wanted to get for in there, but I wanted to build it up slowly, allowing her to get used to each new thing over time.  She had never even had anal sex when I started fucking her.  She was adventurous at least and wanted to try new things.  I was just making sure she liked the things that I wanted to do.

She surprised me by coming out of the bedroom on her hands and knees.  She crawled down the hall and into the dining room where I still sat.  I reminded me of the first time I saw her crawl, she had been under the spell of the medallion at the time.  I was so pleased to see she was now doing it without even being told.

“Well aren’t you a good pet.  You always seem to know exactly what I want.  Are you ready for a big surprise tonight?” I knew the smile on my face was huge, it mirrored the bulge pressing against the zipper of my slacks.

“I always try to please you Master and I always love your surprises!” Her smile was huge too, tonight was going to be a good night.  I pulled a black silk blindfold out of my pocket.

“Come kneel in front of me so I can tie this on you.” I commanded.

She didn’t hesitate to crawl closer as I turned in my chair so I was sitting sideways, giving her a place to kneel in front of me.  She got into position and kept her head down slightly, avoiding looking at me.  She looked so beautiful that I could help but just sit and stare for a minute or two.

I then reached out and wrapped the silk blindfold around her head.  I tied it gently behind her head and then adjusted it in the front to make sure she couldn’t see.  I tightened it to make sure that it wasn’t going anywhere.

“How many fingers am I holding up?”  Instead of actually holding up any fingers, I shoved my hand towards her face quickly to see if she would flinch.

“I have no idea Master.” She replied and she didn’t flinch in response to my hand in her face so clearly, she couldn’t see.

“Perfect, I’ll lead you.  Stand up.” I commanded her.

She stood up gracefully and I grabbed her elbow and began to lead her.  I thought I would tease her a bit so I walked her in tons of circles all over the apartment until she was totally disoriented and then finally took her into the play room.  I quietly closed the door behind me.

“Kneel back down.” I commanded her.

I waited a minute or two and just watched her fidget a bit from side to side.  She was behaving so well, just waiting on me.  She was also getting excited and was anxious to find out what I was up to.

I finally reached down and very slowly undid the blindfold.  She blinked a few times rapidly, her eyes adjusting to the light again.

“Oh Master!  You have been making us a dungeon!” She exclaimed, smiling as she looked around the room.

“I have, I take it you like it?” I asked.

“Yes Master, very much so!” She sounded excited like a child getting a present.  I stroked her cheek then grabbed her chin, turning her head so she was looking up at me.

"Up on your feet." I barked at her and pulled at her chin. I usually wouldn't speak so roughly to a woman, but I knew she liked it and truthfully, I did too.

Once she was standing, I headed to the corner with the spanking bench without saying a word. She followed me obediently without needing to be commanded. There were leather cuffs already clipped into position at that hung open.

"Face the wall and get into position." I barked at her. She flinched a tad and then quickly did as I told her to. She kneeled on the bench and tried to get her ankles as close to lined up as she could.  Then she adjusted her arms, lining her wrists up with the empty cuffs.

I roughly strapped her ankles and wrists in, pulling hard to ensure she had no wiggle room at all. She let out a little gasp each time I pulled a strap tight and then instinctively tested the restraint. She twisted and pulled with her limbs but wasn't going anywhere. Each time I paused to watch her struggle against the restraints. I couldn't help but notice that I was getting rock hard from watching her struggle and the sound of the metal clips clanging. Once she was completely restrained, I began to wander about the room, looking for today’s toys.

She was restrained facing the wall, unable to see what I was doing. I thought about dragging it out and teasing her, making lots of noise during the process but decided against it. I selected a long flogger off the wall and then headed to the chest of drawers that contained toys. I opened the drawer with the vibrators and choose a wireless bullet that had a remote control.

I walked back over to her and put the handle of the flogger in my back pocket. I also stashed the bullet and it's remote in a front pocket. I then grabbed her hips on either side and pulled them back towards me roughly. She didn't resist, sticking her ass out as far as she could the way she was restrained.

This gave me a much better angle to reach her sweet pussy. Holding her in place with one hand still on her hip, I took a fingertip and slid it up and down her slit with feather-light pressure. She was already wet, she really loved being restrained it seemed.

"Since you have been so good tonight, I thought I would give you some pleasure with your punishment." I said in a suggestive way. While I was talking, I found her sweet entrance with my finger and thrust it inside her.

"Thank you Master!' She cried out as I set a fairly quick pace. I added a second finger, wanting to make sure she was ready for the bullet. She was moaning loudly, clearly loving getting some pleasure when she had been expecting punishment. I fucked her with my hand until she was close to cumming, the first time I felt the tell-tale clenching of her cunt, I pulled my fingers out.

"Not quite yet, pet." I chuckled and waited a moment for her breathing to calm down. She didn't protest my denial of her orgasm, she knew it would do no good. Once she calmed down a bit, I took the bullet out of my pocket. I rubbed her clit with it in a circular motion causing her to gasp and begin moaning again. After a little teasing, I slid it inside her completely in one movement.

"MMMMMMmmmmmmmmmmmm." She moaned as it entered her. I backed away and watched her for a bit. It didn't take long before she was squirming a tad, turned on by having something inside her but wanting more. I chuckled as I pressed the button on the remote, turning the bullet on its lowest setting.

"Thank you Master!" She moaned as she felt the vibration start.

I then picked up the flogger and shook it out a bit. I watched her clench her hands in response to the noise. Interesting, she must recognize the sound I thought. I wondered if she recognized it from watching kinky porn?  I would have to ask her about that sometime.

I reached out with the flogger, teasing her with it. I held it high so the tips grazed her back, moving up and down until I got a soft moan out of her. I then teased lower and lower until I was dragging it back and forth across her ass. She was fidgeting a bit and continuing to moan as I took my time. She let out a slight little groan of frustration as I pulled it back and waited a moment.

Then I began to swing the flogger landing moderate blows, back and forth across her round ass. She moaned a little each it landed. I picked up the pace and the strength of the stroked until her moans started to sound more like squeals of pain. Her ass was bright red at this point from the lashes of the flogger. I reached into my pocket and pressed the button on the remote for bullet that was still inside her, turning it up to its highest setting.

She let out an intense moan for a moment, until I started again with the flogger. She squealed in surprise as I swung the flogger gently with an upward motion against her wet pussy. I waited about five seconds and then brought it against her cunt again. I kept up this pace for a couple of minutes. Finally, I thought she had enough and I left the flogger fall to the ground.

I rubbed her ass cheeks in a circular motion with both hands, trying to lessen the stinging she was feeling. I then rubbed the outer lips of her pussy in the same way. I hooked a finger through the loop attached to the bullet and yanked it out her, causing her to moan loudly. She then whimpered as she heard me undo my belt buckle followed by the unzipping of my pants. I let my pants and boxers fall to my ankles, not bothering to take them or my boots off.

I gripped the base of my dick and guided it to her wet tight little pussy. I slid it up and down her slit a few times then found her entrance and entered her completely with one quick thrust. She arched her back as much as she could with the restraints, moaning as I entered her. I gripped her hips with both hands and started long thrusts, pulling back until just the tip was in her before slamming my full length back into her. I went teasingly slow at first but ramped up the speed quickly.

Before long I was pounding her hard, my body slapping against her sore ass, driving her to the brink of an explosive orgasm.

"Please can I cum, Master?" She screamed out.

"Yes, cum all over my dick!" I ordered her with a stern tone of voice.

She screamed in pleasure as I felt her pussy clench around my hard cock while she shook from the intensity of her orgasm. When her body started to calm down a little, I spanked her ass hard. This cut off her moaning as it turned into a squeal from the pain. Her pussy continued to spasm around me as she finished her orgasm.

I slowed my pace for a little while after she calmed down then ramped back up the speed again until she came again. Again, as she orgasmed, I spanked her hard, loving her little squeals and loud moans. Once she calmed down, I pulled out and positioned the tip of my dick at the tight little bud of her asshole and pushed.

“I’m going to fuck your ass now, relax and it won’t hurt as bad.”

“Yes Master.” I could feel her body relax a little at my command.  I began tiny short thrusts to work the head of my cock into her ass. It didn’t take that long with her relaxed before my head slipped inside her. We both let out a loud moan. Her ass was so tight, I paused for a moment to let her body adjust to my girth. Then resuming my short thrusts, now working my entire length into her. She was moaning like crazy as I finally got himself buried to the hilt in her.

Now I began much longer thrusts, pulling my dick back until only the head was inside her before filling her completely again. I started slow, it felt so good I wanted to cum but I was trying hard to hold back. Still gripping her hips, I picked up the pace until my body was slapping against her ass while I pounded her tight little ass hard. Her orgasms were coming so quick, I completely lost track of them. I could feel my balls tightening as her body was spasming around me, each time she came brought me close to the edge.

When she came, I spanked her harder and harder. Her ass was dark red by the time I couldn’t hold back any longer. I spanked her roughly a few times then pulled her into me by the hips as much as I could, burying himself as deep as possible inside her ass. I shot burst after burst of hot cum deep inside her ass. When I felt like I was finally spent, I gave her a few more thrusts and then pulled out of her.

I watched her squirming a bit as I caught my breath and got my pants back on.  I then unbuckled her and helped her stand up.  Her legs were a bit shaky still so I scooped her up in my arms and took her to the bedroom.  I laid her on the bed then got undressed and joined her.  She immediately curled up against me, laying her head on my chest.

“Was that as fun as you thought it would be?” I asked her.

“No, it was even better than I dreamed!” She answered with a giggle.

“I have some more ideas for additions to the playroom.  What do you think about inviting Tracy over soon and taking her in there?”

“I’d love that!” she answered.

“You are such a naughty little thing, set it up with her and let me know when.” I said as I pulled her into a kiss and then we drifted off to sleep.
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To say that Wyatt had a rough life was beyond an understatement. In fact, Wyatt lived in a personal hell that no one would want to wish on anyone else. Growing up in abusive foster family with two lousy foster sisters whom always ridiculed him and made him the brunt of every joke and prank. His foster parents were not much better. Nothing was ever good enough for them no matter how hard he ever tried. It wasn’t that they thought he could do better, it was more of a fact that they never cared. Christmas was just another day where his foster family got presents and he received nothing. Wyatt’s sisters would constantly joke that their parents only wanted the monthly adoption money from the county. He was constantly restricted to staying inside which forced him to enjoy indoor entertainment like books and especially computers. Wyatt learned before he was a teen how to piece together a computer from the bare components. From there, he took up an interest in coding websites and eventually programing software.

Standing at somewhere around six feet tall, he wasn’t a small man. Wyatt had some muscle built up from everyday things like running from the neighborhood bullies on his way home from school or the heavy lifting from the chores his parents assigned. He wasn’t ugly by any means, sporting dark brown hair that somehow turned light in the sunlight and a set of hazel colored eyes. He just never really presented himself as appealing to the opposite sex, choosing mismatching shirts and jeans for his day to day wardrobe. But most of all, he always walked and moved awkwardly giving him an all-around goofy and dorky appearance. He had never been with a girl before and was reluctant to ever ask one out. Every time he even flirted with one he’d be immediately shut down because his lack of experience and poorly timed remarks. The whole idea of dating was beyond awkward and trying to get a girl to sleep with him- forget it.

Even though he made great grades in school and wasn’t able to secure a scholarship to college. Being denied because of some lie his sisters and teachers had reported to the scholarship board. But when he had the opportunity to move out and attend a university at the age of eighteen, he jumped at the chance, deciding to major in computer sciences and become a programmer. He moved in with some other students in a four-bedroom house. His roommates were obnoxious jock types, who were always loud and disrespectful. They would constantly party when he was trying to study, and sometimes, Wyatt’s things would come up missing. He worked long hours at dinner under the supervision of a horrible female boss that would constantly bitch while he was washing dishes. Wyatt had a massive amount of student loans to supplement his tuition that would easily take him a decade to pay off after he graduated. If he could get make it through college and land a decent job than he would be ok. But for the time being, things were tough. If anyone had told Wyatt that his life was about to change for the better he would have laughed.              

One dismal Saturday just before the last week of his third year, Wyatt woke up. He didn’t want to make any noise, afraid that any unwanted sound would let his roommates know he was awake. If they did, they would barge in asking for things that Wyatt didn’t have. He lay there for just a minute and thought. His thoughts turned from the completion of recent finals at school, to his family, to sadness, and then back to school. The sadness in mind started to think about one of the girls in his classes. Charlotte, the dark-haired beauty in one of his more simple computer science classes, had been really rude to him since she met him freshman year. She would sit beside him, trying to trip him and mock him whenever she could. Her insults were excessive, always taking it way too far, becoming personal and getting under Wyatt’s skin. Sometimes even to the point where when he was alone he would cry. She was beyond a bitch, she was a spiteful cunt.

Even with her being intentionally abusive to Wyatt, she was fucking hot, and he wished that she would cut the shit out. Maybe if she would actually just give him a chance and talk to him like a normal human being, she might actually like him. Maybe even more than just friends. The thought this fantasy began to stir Wyatt’s morning wood to a full mast. He slid his hand down to take care of the issue almost automatically, stroking his six inches lightly at first. Wyatt shut his eyes and drifted away into his fantasy...

Wyatt arrived at class fairly early. He had thought that the traffic would delay him but he had been happily mistaken. When he entered the classroom, the place was empty all except for Charlotte. As Wyatt took his seat he smiled wide, showing a perfect smile. She did the same, but her smile just made the rest of her look perfect. Her body was something of a legend among the guys on campus, a perfect model figure that never required her ever to work out. Her tits were gorgeous eye candy, rounding out from her tight stomach at somewhere around a C-cup. Her ass… was one that every college guy dreamed of every night. It would perfect fit to any man’s palm, firm and tight, but soft as anyone dared to imagine it. She crossed her legs from across the room and her hand raised up to her mouth. She slid a finger seductively to her lips and look back at him intensely. Wyatt decided to take the chance and rose out of his seat and approach her. When he neared her seat, she stood up to hug him, and they both lingered in their embrace for a moment…

Wyatt opened his eyes at the sound of one of his roommates walking down the laminate hallways, the sound of the boots reverberated throughout the house. He continued to stroke his cock, as the sound continued and began to fade until the front opened and loudly slammed as whoever it was finally left. He shut his eyes and dropped back…

‘Your early’ Charlotte said as she gave him a seductive, not so innocent smile.

‘I thought that I would be delayed by traffic. But I got here undisturbed without being tripped. A miracle huh?’ Wyatt continued to smile. Charlotte leaned back into him, resting her head on Wyatt’s shoulder. His arm wrapped around her shoulder as she was curled up against him. He moved it to her back, his fingers reaching around to her side. His hand sliding around on her shirt in a circle. He could feel the strap of her bra though the fabric of her shirt. Just the mere touch of it and he felt the blood rush to his cock…

Wyatt opened his eyes again, stopping his fantasy for a moment. He replayed it through his mind, the scene of the two of them actually being alone and her being sexually attracted to him made him draw steadily closer to climax. He checked the alarm clock he saw that it read nine thirteen. He heard the stirring of another roommate, probably woken up by the foot footsteps and he shut his eyes…

Wyatt continued to rub his hand on her back and down to her side. When he looked over at Charlotte he saw that her eyes were half shut in what he could only hope to be pleasure. His hand moved further up and down with every motion, touching her shoulder and reaching down to the waistband of her shorts. Wyatt abstained from going any further, worried that his venturing hands to her waistband had made her uncomfortable.

‘Are going to keep going?’ Charlotte demanded.

‘Sorry, some part of me thought you didn’t like it.’ Wyatt responded

‘Oh, trust me Wyatt. I like it when you put your hands on me.’ She flirted.

Charlotte and Wyatt were only inches apart, her eyes looking intently into his. Wyatt looked deeply back into hers, nearly drowning in them. She took the initiative and closed the gap between their lips and before Wyatt knew they were kissing. Lightly at first and then passionately. He tightened his arm around her shoulder and drew her in as he arms slid up to cradle him around his neck. Suddenly, Charlotte unclasped her embrace around his neck and reached for the hem of her top. She pulled it over her head revealing a embroidered pink and white polka dot bra that was lined with lace around the edges. Charlotte reached up and pulls Wyatt’s shirt over his head, freeing his chest for her to view.

‘I’ve been wanted your body for so long Wyatt.’ She said, disclosing her inner wishes to him.

Charlotte leans back up to his face and they kiss passionately, only taking breaks for gasps of air. She slides the shorts off her hips, letting them fall around her ankles and showing off her sexy pair of panties that matched her bra. She leans back against a desk and sits on the table top, spreading her legs invitingly and pulling Wyatt between them, wrapping her legs around his waist. She’s moaning as Wyatt caresses her back and hips and he kisses his way down to her neck before proceeding to her bra. Charlotte desperately starts undoing his fly to free what she needs. Wyatt slides his hands down to her silky-smooth legs, caressing her inner thighs and then reaching up to slide off her panties.

Wyatt grunted in real life as he came abruptly before his fantasy even started. The thought of even having such a woman that was so out of his league want his cock was more than he could bear. Even though he hated her for tormenting him at school she still provided his fantasies with plenty of masturbation material. He laid there in the aftermath of his orgasm for moment and rose from bed to clean himself off. He climbed into the shower and let the hot water ease his aching muscles.

Once Wyatt was fully awake he dressed himself and sat down at his computer. He thought that he should play a few shooter games but looked over his shoulder and out the window. The sun was shining and the day seemed calm so he decided to throw a few fantasy books on his kindle and read at the nearby park. This decision was quite unusual for him because he rarely went out unless he had a good reason, never for enjoyment. But something inside of him just wanted to get out of the house for once. Wyatt grabbed his backpack and went to the kitchen, throwing some snacks and a drink inside his bag. Walking to the door, he stopped briefly at the sound of his roommates shouting at each other. When he realized it had nothing to do with him, he left the house and made his way to the park.

Once there he made his was down a set of concrete stairs, he had his eyes set on a shady bench about a hundred yards away. Wyatt had never noticed the bench there when walking the park before. The bench seemed like one out of a professional landscape photograph. The light from the summer morning seemed to hit the area perfectly. The district must have just put it in just this week, still having it’s mint and pristine polish to it.

He made his way down the steps he neared the bottom but was pushed from behind, falling down the last three steps and landing roughly on his head. He stood up dizzy from the pain and touched the back of head where he had hit. His fingers found a large bruise and a small amount of blood. Not having time to think about it he turned to see his assailant, it was Charlotte staring down at him from the steps.

“What the fuck Charlotte?!” Wyatt scowled at her.

“Next time move when I fucking tell you too ass!” She sneered back. Her straight dark hair was in contrast to her icy blue eyes. She was such an attractive girl, having an athlete cheerleader body that was definitely a combination of god's gift to men and the devil's finest attempt at creating lust.

“I must not have heard you.” Wyatt said. He could of swore that he didn’t hear a sound and that she had done it out of pure malice.

“Where the fuck you think you’re going leech?” She asked, walking towards him. Wyatt stepped away from her, knowing he was in a bad situation.

“None of your business Charlotte!” He replied firmly. “Just leave me the fuck alone. You have already made me bleed.”

“Whatever loser.” Charlotte smugly said to him as she walked past him, not even glancing back.

Wyatt wondered why she was even at the park. He soon found out when she saw a group of her friends sitting at a nearby set of benches. They had seen the whole ordeal of Charlotte knocking him down the steps and were chuckling as she approached them. Once they had exchanged their hellos, the group took off down a walkway and out of the park.

Wyatt dusted himself off and strode over to his destination, head throbbing and took a seat on his bench. He pulled out his kindle and pulled up a title. He read several pages and suddenly he shivered. He glanced around the park finding nothing changed and his eyes went back to his kindle. When his eyes dropped back down to his hand he found himself holding nothing. He jumped and looked around in case he unknowingly dropped it, when he turned to look under the bench he yelled at the sight of a man in a long black leather trench coat and sunglasses reading his kindle. He had long straight shiny black hair, and pale skin. His trench coat had some peculiar silver accents on it that had a dangerous yet beautiful look to them, it must have been custom made, for Wyatt had never seen anything like it. But he didn’t have the normal slender goth body, more built and toned like one you’d see from a large Norse warrior. His demeanor was calm, confident, but with a hint of annoyance as if he didn’t want to be here. The man looked over at Wyatt and smiled, a smile that gave him the same shiver as a moment ago.

“Nice book kid!” The man said as he rapidly pressed the page flip button. “I gotta say, this one is a good combination of every book this author has ever written. The ending is quite good.”

The man sat nonchalantly and smiled once again. Wyatt backed away, his body still shivering. He glanced over at the man, noticing his perfectly straight white teeth. The man smelled like he was made of burning sulfur, a stench that filled the air around him and stuck heavy to Wyatt’s nose. The man’s eyes, though hidden behind the thick black sport sunglasses seemed to glow a deep red through the lenses.

“But hey, decent read, though a short one.” He said casually, as if he known Wyatt his whole life. “Better than the other ones you have on there and on your computer at home.” The man handled the kindle back to Wyatt, who was starting to sweat in the presence of this stranger.

“Sit down kid. Don’t be afraid.” The man continued. “Let’s have a chat.”

Wyatt sat back down on the bench next to the man. His mind racing from all the unexplainable things that had just transpired and were still happening. Though it was awkward, something about this man was comforting. Wyatt felt protected, the pain from the welt on his head seemed to vanish and his worries seemed to drift away.

“That chick Charlotte,” The man carried on. “What a fucking bitch huh?”

“What?” Wyatt questioned. “You saw that?”

“I see everything.” the man replied quickly. “That’s a dumb question. But wait, you wouldn’t know that, now would you?”

“What are you talking about?” Wyatt inquired. The look on his face confused.

“Nevermind kid. Nevermind.” The man said. “She’ll come around.”

“I hope so,” Wyatt said, his hand going to the back his where he had hit. As he felt the spot he noticed the bruise was gone. His vision blurred and deepen to black. He became dizzy as his mind went through a loop but then he heard the stranger snap, and suddenly, he was fine.

“Not to worry Wyatt.” The man went on. “Everyone feels that way around me at one time or another. Unless you happen to let your desires become your sins.”

The man paused, stopping himself from another ramble.

“But you kid, you’re different aren’t you Wyatt? You’ve had a rough life and bad shit keeps coming your way every day. While you are on your own now, making a life for yourself, you haven’t confronted the things bringing you misery. Why don’t you?”

“I don’t know…” Wyatt pondered.

“What is it that gets you through every day? Your parents?” His word hung in the air for a moment before continuing. “Nope not that. Your friends? Not that either, not that you have many outside your D&D and magic the gathering buddies. What could possibly sit you down right here in the devil's seat and stay there without upsetting you? You seem like you want to hit someone, but haven’t hurt anyone your entire life… Why haven’t you?”

His question sounded angry, a scowl spread across his face. The man seemed infuriated that Wyatt was actually ok with his life. Why yes, he wasn’t given the best hand of cards, but he was making the best of the situation with the minimal resources he had. This made Wyatt smile.

“I don’t understand how I can sit in the chair of the devil when the devil doesn’t exist?” Wyatt calmly replied, the words coming from his mouth with the least of thought. The man just looked back at Wyatt for a moment, his stare frightened him so deeply he almost jumped up to run away.  Then the stranger cracked a wide grin and laughed.

“You know the greatest achievement of the devil?” The man asked.

“Convincing the world he wasn’t real.” Wyatt calmly answered, not knowing where the words came from.

“That’s right. We got a smart one here.” The man said as he patted Wyatt’s back firmly. He leaned in close to Wyatt, staring at him intensely with those fiery red eyes. “Well you see, there is a devil, and there is a hell. And guess what kid, you’re living in it. But what’s strange Wyatt, it that I’ve corrupted many people and I couldn’t get Wyatt here to hit anyone throughout his shitty life. Which is why you came here to have the pleasure of meeting me, the one who doesn’t exist… And yes, this is why you act so strangely around me. Now to explain, I’m going to give you a gift Wyatt. One that enhances one of your only joys you have in this life. And with this gift, it will bring you joys that have been forbidden to you.”

“What do you mean?” Wyatt asked.

“You're still a virgin, it’s time to live a little. Time to take control of things outside your bubble.” The man replied.

“How I am I supposed to that? You giving me a mountain of money?”

“No, even better. I know how you love writing code and working on the computer, you already have several ideas for sites and programs in the works. I’m just going to enhance your abilities. This power may seem ridiculous to other people, but it’s quite fitting for a computer nerd like yourself. Plus, I’m fresh out of hypnosis medallions and scepters so I had to get creative... Anyways, this may hurt a little but it will all be worth it.”

“Wait. What?” Wyatt stammered.

“Just shut up.” He replied.

And with that the stranger reached out and grabbed Wyatt by the shoulders, forcing him to his knees in submission. A pain began to wrack his mind, it felt like the insides of his brain were shifting and burning. And then… it was gone. Wyatt stood and felt a draining head rush as he looked in awe at the stranger. All that he saw was the man's smile, and then that too was gone.

His vision faded to black, it seemed as if he was asleep, dreaming of sitting at his computer. Lines of incomprehensible web design code mixed with demonic runes seemed to spew out of his mind. They swirled about his room and head chaotically before disappearing into his fingers as they worked their spell on the keyboard. His head and keyboard seemed to glow with a bizarre crimson red mist as his hands and fingers seemed to blur over it at an incredible speed. Wyatt had no idea what he was typing or what the code even meant. He wasn’t a novice by any means but these scripts were way beyond anyone’s knowledge. He was typing at an insane rate as the sun rose and fell outside his bedroom window, darkening and lightening the room several times. Wyatt began to feel fatigued in his dream and the last thing he saw before it all went blank was a mouse cursor hovering over and clicking a button that said, ‘Publish to the web’.

When Wyatt’s eyes finally opened, he was laying in his bed. His stomach was growling from severe hunger, his throat parched and dry and he could smell himself as if he hadn’t showered in several days. He quickly got up and ran to his adjacent bathroom to drank some much-needed water from the faucet. The water tasted the like best he had in ages as it wetted his mouth and tongue. He looked up at himself in the mirror, his jawline and chin was covered in thick brown stubble as if he hadn’t shaved in some time. He had no time to ponder why, he was starving and frantically went to the kitchen to find some food. He found his cereal stash and reached into the fridge past half drunk forty bottles to find the milk jug with his name on it. In a flurry, he had his breakfast ready and began eating it at the counter, not even taking a moment to put anything away. The food finally went down his throat to his aching belly, instantaneous satiating his hunger. Wyatt just stood there in the kitchen in his boxer shorts just eating the most heavenly bowl of cereal, stuffing his face with the whole bowl. He moaned out contently as his roommate walked in and stared at him, a look of shock spread over his face.

“Duuuude…” He said. “You ok bro?”

“MMhmm.” Wyatt snorted, tipping the bowl at an angle to drink the milk from bowl. It tasted like the nectar of Aphrodite’s titty, licked from the nipple of the goddess herself.

“You sure? You’ve been locked in your room for three days…”

Wyatt’s eyes snapped wide in shock. His roommate had to be joking. “What?!”

“Yea bro, we had a raging party last night for the end of finals week. We had a dj spinning trap music, everyone was going bananas bro and you’ve just slept through it.”

Wyatt looked around the room. He was appalled to see hundreds of beer and liquor bottles littered everywhere. The place smelled like stale malt liquor and filthy sweat. It must have been quite a rager because one of the arms on the ceiling fan was broken in a 90-degree angle.

“This place is so gross…” Wyatt said confused. “I’m not cleaning this up.” Wyatt started to put away his milk and cereal.

“It’s cool dawg.” His roommate replied. “Dude you know that fine ass girl Charlotte?”

“Oh please, don’t even bring up her name.” Wyatt cringed.

“Why you say that man? She’s totally into you bro.” He said excitedly.

“You’re joking, right?” Wyatt responded cynically.

“Nah bro, she couldn’t stop talking about you last night. She kept blowing off all the top guys on campus that were at the party and comparing them to you. People were totally making fun of her but she totally didn’t care. You had the hottest chick at the party jocking your nuts!”

“Pfffft.” Wyatt sputtered. “I’m going to my room. See ya.”

His roommate followed him insistently. “I’m totally serious, she fucking wants you dude!”

The two of them got to the end of the hallway where Wyatt’s bedroom door was. Wyatt immediately got confused when he looked down at the floor near his open door. Someone had slid a note underneath it. Wyatt must have missed it when leaving his bedroom. He bent down to pick it up, unfolded it and read the message. It was written in a perfect feminine cursive and the words it spelled out made the naughtiest message ever directed to him.

Wyatt,

I almost busted down your door to fuck you but decided against it. I need your cock as soon as possible so I can give you my virginity! Please call me and I’ll come over immediately and slide my lips down your shaft and cram it down my throat. I want it to fill me and cum in my holes. I’ve never wanted anyone more than I have ever wanted you. There's a burning in me that won’t be put out until I become your whore. You have to call me Wyatt! Please I beg you! I’ll do anything you ask!

-Charlotte

The note then left her phone number with several x’s and o’s. Wyatt had never been the recipient of such a naughty love letter. The language started to make his cock thump in his boxers. He noticed his cock seemed to have more weight to it than usual. However, it wasn’t a concern right now. This note had to be joke. Charlotte was setting him up for humiliation and he wasn’t falling for it.

“See I told you man!” His roommate said once Wyatt finished reading the note. “How did you do it? What’s your secret?”

“This has to be a prank! Charlotte hates me!” Wyatt tore the note and ripped it apart. He threw its remains into the waste basket next to his computer and looked back to his roommate. His roomie was shocked he was destroying the note and the phone number to contact Charlotte.

“You’re crazy man!” He said top Wyatt. “You hole yourself into your room for three days and blow off a stunner like Charlotte?”

Wyatt wasn’t having his crap. He was more concerned with the recent time loss. If he was in his room for three days, that would definitely explain his hunger. He leaned over his computer desk and giggled his mouse, waking his computer up. Without looking at the website he had open, he clicked on the clock in the bottom right hand corner. It was Tuesday, his roommate was not lying. Wyatt’s mind tumbled, he had missed two shifts at work, he was definitely fired.

“FUCK!” Wyatt blurted out.

“What’s wrong man?” His roomie asked.

He glanced back on the web page that was open in his browser. It was some sort of wiki style database site. The site was called Bimbopedia, on the subpage it was opened to was a profile for Charlotte. There was quite a bit of information about her, some of which had an edit link. The page included a brief history of her life, physical description, personal attributes, and the list continued.

“Just get out of my room...” Wyatt asked softly, shocked at what his eyes were seeing. “Please... Leave me alone.”

“Alright man.” His roommate responded. “I’ll let you be, I just thought you’d be excited about Char-”

“GET OUT! PLEASE!” Wyatt cut him off.

“Ok man, shit.” And with that, his roommate left.

Wyatt turned his attention back to his computer, taking a seat in his chair. He reviewed the web page reading the entire entry for Charlotte. After browsing through where she was born and who her parents were. He glanced through her physical attributes, her measurements all had editable fields. He passed by that section thinking that anyone to edit her physical beauty would be crazy. Wyatt continued on, breezing through personality and stopping at interests. Everything seemed to be normal for a female college student in her junior year. She actually liked a few shows and bands that Wyatt was into. But then, he came upon the last few editable fields on the page. They were mostly answers to personal questions, like what Charlotte aspires to be, her dream house, dream job, and things of the like. The list got increasingly bizarre with questions like who does she hate? Wyatt stopped at this question thinking his name would be here, but it wasn’t. In fact, it was blank. The next one read current crush. Wyatt was amazed to see only one name in the answer field; his.

“Pfffft! Fake!” Wyatt said out loud. But he continued reading on until he got to the last and final question. A question that read ‘Will be a complete bimbo for:’ Wyatt thought that there would be some heart throb actor or rock star filled in here, but yet again his name was listed as the only entry. He instinctively clicked the edit link hoping to remove his name but a pop up error message flashed onto the screen.

‘Sorry! You have already made changes to this field within the last the 48 hours. Please wait until the time has expired to make further edits.’ There was a cartoony looking picture in the pop window. It had a remarkable resemblance to the strangers smile he had met in the park. Wyatt sat back in his chair in frustration. While the fact of Charlotte wanting to be his whore turned him on in the pants, it felt wrong in mind. This all had to be joke, the time loss, the naughty letter from Charlotte, this website. Bimbopedia, really?

“It’s not a joke Wyatt.” The stranger's voice echoed in his. “It’s a gift! Now get yourself in the shower, you smell.”

The stranger was right. He did smell ripe and shower was beyond necessary. Bimbopedia would have to wait for a few minutes. He got out of his chair and went to his attached bathroom. He started the hot water and removed his boxers. Wyatt gasped when he saw his cock. It had grown since he had last saw it. It was only six inches when he had fantasized about Charlotte, but now, it was that length and thickness when it was soft. Just the sight of his own dick turned him on and it thumped to life as the blood rushed through it. Wyatt stared at himself in awe as his cock began flex and lift to full mast. His hand went down to feel if it was real. He smiled widely as his fingers touched it. He wrapped his hand around it, his grip was much more open, his fingers barely touching around his girth. He looked at himself in the mirror to get a second-hand view of himself. His jaw dropped astonished, his cock was easily nine inches and quite thicker. Wyatt instantly fell in love with his new cock. When it was fully erect he grabbed it by the base and waved it around the view it from every angle.

“Amazing!” He said out loud.

‘Another side effect of his new website?’ He thought. ‘Who gives a fuck?! I don’t even care where it came from or why it happened. My. New. Cock. Is Awesome!’

He imagined foreplay with a petite woman as his hand squeezed it tightly as he began to stroke slowly. He would press it into her pussy lips and she would gasp at his sheer size. Tell him that it was the biggest she’d ever seen and had. He would press it into her, stretching her pussy, filling her up completely. Wyatt stroked harder as he imagined her cunt clinging to it while she screamed his name. The fantasy too much and it overwhelmed him quickly as his eyes rolled backwards into his head. His huge new cock erupted, sending a massive rope across his bathroom counter. He stroked through his orgasm looking down at his massive shaft. He couldn’t wait to lose his virginity. He would not feel vulnerable when showing this to woman. And for the first time in his life, he felt confidence in regard to sex.

Wyatt’s heartbeat slowed and he got himself into the shower. He washed his hair and body, being sure to take tender care of his new member. When he was finished, he stepped out dried himself, shaved and brushed his teeth. He assuredly strode out his bathroom to his chest of drawers to pick out some clothes, but stopped dead in his tracks when he saw Charlotte laying in his bed on top of the covers. She must have been let in by his roommates while he was showering. The surprise made him jump and his towel came untucked and fell to his ankles.

Her toned and slender figure was spread across his blankets. She wore a pink low cut tee that showed a peak of her ample cleavage from her amazingly large tits. Wyatt’s eyes traced slowly along her smooth belly that showed of her creamy white skin and pierced navel. Her waist tapered down in a sexy hourglass spreading out to her pink and white polka dot panties from his dreams. One of her legs swept along the covers with one knee raised up, creating a triangle with her panties and where her bare foot rested on her calf. His eyes wandered back up her body, the provocative bikini briefs wrapped around her hips and curvy ass as if they were a present to Wyatt, holding a gift for him that he had asked for his entire life. Her left arm smooth along the indentation of her waist and up near her breast, caressing her smooth skin as it lifted her shirt. Her long, flowing black hair framed along her face with a dainty nose and a set pouting, heart shaped lips.

Wyatt watched as her eyes raised and then lowered themselves on his body. They stopped on his mid-section where the towel had once been. Her eyes opened wide at the sight of his cock and she slid a finger seductively to her lips and look back at him intensely. She sucked her finger nail into her mouth and smiled widely. She looked so gorgeous with that smile across her face Wyatt thought. It wasn’t the first time he had seen her smile but it was the first time she genuinely smiled at him. The look in her eyes was filled with a fierce combustion. So much that Wyatt could feel the desire radiate from her pupils.

“It’s so much more beautiful than I expected.” She said to him, her eyes never leaving his cock.

“Umm uhh.” Wyatt stammered, still in shock that this gorgeous beauty was in his bed. His cock began to grow before her eyes and Charlotte licked wildly across her upper lip.

“I must have it.” She muttered and moved her body from her flat position, crawling over to him slowly. She pawed on all fours across the bed spread closer to him. She stopped when she neared the edge. “Come here!”

Wyatt froze for moment, his mind spinning. He couldn’t believe what was happening. The hottest girl at his school was in her tee shirt in panties in his bed. She was on all fours four demanding his cock. He was reluctant however, part of his logical mind knew it had to be a joke. That a crowd would be watching through the window or on the other side of the door, waiting to burst in and point and laugh in a mocking mass. He glanced out the window, his blinds were drawn closed. His head turned the other direction to the door, the tumbler was vertical-it was locked. He quickly snapped himself out of his doubts and reservations, those were thoughts of his old self. ‘Who cares’ he confidently thought for the first time. ‘Let them come in, even if they did all they would see was his giant cock and the hottest girl to grace his vision just inches away from it’. Wyatt stepped closer to the bed. But not a wimpy baby step, it was a step of confidence and certainty.

“You want it?” He asked.

“Mmhmm.” She smiled and nodded. 

“Suck it bitch!” Wyatt said boldly, forcing his cock within inches of her face. If her note said she wanted it so bad, then he was going to give it her. However, it was going to be on his terms, not hers. With all the torment she had put him through, she was going to take it. All of it.

She reached up and grabbed onto his length, wrapping her fist around it. She began stroking his cock, assisting it to full length. “WOW!” Charlotte said as he stiffened even more in her hand, her eyes wide in surprise and fascination of his dick.

“OHH!” She gasped as his cock filled her vision. “Any woman would be so lucky to have your big cock!”

A second hand came up to his member to join the first, she began double fisting his cock and Wyatt slowly tilted his head back in pleasure as her small hands caressed his piece. She scooted her body down onto the bed to lay flat and lowered her head closer to his cock. She continued to stroke him as she admired the biggest cock she had ever seen with her own eyes. It was definitely larger than any of her boyfriend she had ever messed around with. While she was still a virgin technically she had given a blowjob before, but never to anything this big. She hoped that she would be able to please such a great cock with her mouth.

“What are you waiting for Charlotte?” Wyatt asked? “Is it too big for your bitchy little mouth?” Wyatt seemed angry. her delay was making him impatient. All the hurtful insults she had said to him filled his mind. Nothing would be more gratifying then to fill her vulgar mouth with his hard cock and wash her mouth clean of every scornful thing she has ever said about him.

“Yes Wyatt.” She stammered. “I’m sorry, your cock is just so beautiful I had to stop and admire it like a-”

“Shut up and get to work already!” He ordered.

Charlotte extended her tongue, encircling the crown of his beautiful penis. She then gracefully slid her lips over the crest of the crown of his cock. Her lips glided down his shaft until Wyatt felt the tip his cock press firmly against back of her mouth. She slowly began to bob his shaft and her mouth filled with saliva. She made quiet slurping sounds as she sucked his length, sending waves of pleasure from Wyatt’s balls straight to his brain. She briefly took it out of her mouth and looked down at his cock.

“Thank you for letting me suck your cock Wyatt.” She whispered. “I’ve been wanting it for so long.”

“I didn’t tell you to stop.” He said flatly, knowing her statement about wanting him was a lie until yesterday. This website must have changed her mind, she was actually being his bimbo.

“Sorry Wyatt,” She responded before quickly sliding him between her lips.

She was the most beautiful girl he’d ever imagine placing her lips around him. On the inside, he felt extremely lucky to receive his first blowjob from such a bombshell. Her soft sucked him eagerly and she twisted her head slightly as she descended, trying to take as much him into her mouth as she could. Charlotte slid up the length of his cock and released it from her red lips. She lowered her head down to his balls and licked his shaft in a slow upward motion until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. She moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce on his rod without the assistance of her guiding hands, increasing her rhythm. She looked up into Wyatt’s eyes while nursed his cock at a steady pace and moaned softly.

Charlotte raised her head off his cock and pressed his cock against her cheek. It was so massive resting against the side of her tiny head. It was amazing that she was able to get even the portion she had inside her mouth.

“Can I suck your balls?” She asked. She didn’t wait for him to responded before she extended her tongue and licked at his balls for moment before sucking each of them one by one into her mouth. Wyatt let out a low groan as Charlotte’s hand worked up and down along his long shaft, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly on his testicles.

“You like it when I lick your balls Wyatt?”

“Fuck yes I do.” He answered. Charlotte continued to lick and lap at them, teasing them with her tongue, before sucking one between her lips, then pulling back and servicing the other. She held his cock up against his chest and worked her tongue from the base and back up to his tip. Her jaw as wide as possible and glided her lips over his head and down his shaft again.

Charlotte began to bob her head on his dick and Wyatt’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his toes curled up on the floor beneath him. She rose her slowly up and down a portion of his length, sending waves of pleasure from the tip of Wyatt’s cock straight to his brain. A sensation he had never experienced before. He had never experienced a blowjob and to Charlotte servicing him for the first time felt amazing. Wyatt didn’t know how long he’d be able to hold out, he felt his balls beginning to churn, his orgasm was on the brink. She raised her head up his length and spat his cock out.

“You can come in my mouth if you want.” She offered. She had never had anyone cum in her mouth before. Before this day, it grossed her out. The thought of cum even touching her body was atrocious, but that had changed. Now she wanted to be his whore and please him. She wanted to feel him cum, feel it spurt down her throat. The thought of this man creaming in her mouth excited her. She had to get him off, taste his cum- become his oral bimbo.

She opened her mouth wide and slid her mouth down the shaft. Charlotte took him as deep as her mouth would let her, almost swallowing the head of his cock. She moved her hands to his chest and began to bob her head on him. She sucked on him eagerly, keeping her lips circled around his girth as she tilted her head slightly to give more friction as she descended to fill her mouth with his hardness.

“OHHHH FUCK YES!’ Wyatt groaned. “This feels so amazing. I can’t believe you’re actually sucking my cock.”

“MMMmmm.” She hummed contently back. Her soft warm mouth was sending him over the edge.

“I’m about to cum in your mouth Charlotte.” Wyatt whispered in shock. His wildest fantasy of cumming in the girls mouth that had terrorized him was about to come true.

She pushed her head down on him and thrusted his dick deep into her throat. Wyatt groaned loudly as his balls convulsed. She knew he was about to explode and kept her eyes locked on his as she tried her best to take as much of hard cock as she could into her mouth. Continuing to rise and fall her head on his length and suck him eagerly.

‘OHHH FUUUUCK!” He moaned as he shot a blast of his hot cum into the back of her mouth. Her eyes popped open wide as his thick pent up jizz splashed against the opening of her throat. She continued to suck and bob him earnestly as he shot round after round of his warm semen. It was the first time Wyatt had ever came inside of girls body and he was unloading much more than he ever had in his entire life. He kept cumming profusely, and with each volley he felt the sweet satisfaction of revenge as he dumped into her mouth.

“Mmmmmmm…” Charlotte hummed blissfully as his sperm continued to fill her mouth, both of her hands stroked his shaft, milking it for everything it was worth. She held his cum it in her mouth, waiting patiently for him to finish. Then she slowly raised her head off his massive cock, and smiled like a shameless slut, a glob of his cum pearling out the side her mouth. Wyatt watched in amazement as she swallowed, Charlotte kept eye contact with him as his cum slid down her throat.

“You taste so amazing,” She whispered. “I want more!” Charlotte leaned back in, fisting his cock, swiping her tongue along his length.

Wyatt grinned. Normally, he would have been exhausted after blowing such a massive draining load. His cock was still tingling in the aftermath as Charlotte’s tongue slither over the sides of his cock. He looked down at her body and saw her beautiful hips still clothed. Wyatt had to sample what lay hidden beneath those pink panties. The thought of drilling what was under there with his new dick made his cock spring back to life.

“You’ll get more,” Wyatt laughed. “Show me what's under those panties of yours.”

“I was hoping you would ask me that.” She replied.

Charlotte stood up facing Wyatt and grabbed the hem of her shirt. She pulled it over her head revealing a bra that perfectly matched her panties. She then slid her hands to the waistband of her panties. Wyatt backed away so that she could put on a brief show. Charlotte hooked her thumbs around the edges and rocked her hips. She swayed them back and forth seductively and then turned around. Charlotte turned, bending at the waist. She then slid her panties over ass, down her legs and off her ankles. Her hand went to her luscious shaven pussy and she began to trace a finger around her hood. Wyatt viewed the glistening moisture beginning to build up between her parted lips. He instantly moved up behind her, caressing her ass with his hands and then tracing her curve of her waist and hips. Charlotte placed her elbows on bed, rocking her ass enticingly for Wyatt.

“Take me Wyatt. Please fuck me.” Charlotte begged.

She spread her legs apart, pressing the bra that held her tits against the pillow top of the bed. Charlotte raised her ass, baring her sweet pussy for Wyatt. He reached down, slipping his hand between her cheeks and against her warm slit. His index finger penetrated her pussy lips and he felt her velvet cunt for the first time.

“Mmm.” Charlotte moaned. Wyatt slowly slid his finger inside her, curiously exploring. Her walls seemed to greet his probing digit, warmly kissing it, as if asking him for more. She looked back at him over her shoulder, her face flush with desire.

“Please Wyatt, I want your cock. I want to feel you explode inside me!” She pleaded.

She positioned her body so that her opening rubbed against his massive member. Wyatt grabbed his shaft and swiped it across her clit, and then tapped it at her lips. She was about to lose her virginity and was uncertain if she could handle his massive cock. She had to please him, she pressed through any pain. In the end, she knew it would be worth every moment.

“Hurry Matt, just do it. Fuck me.” She stammered and bit down on her bottom lip, readying her body.

Wyatt placed his cock head at her lips and attempted to slowly slid into her tight pussy. He moved out a bit as he touched her resistance. Wyatt paused there, rubbing it up and down between her labia, making sure he was in the right spot. Then, with one slow, powerful lunge, he pressed in, slipping into her dripping cunt.

The pair simultaneously moaned as the warm walls of Charlotte’s pussy surrounded his hard cock. Charlotte felt her opening stretch beyond anything she had ever felt before. Her hands clenched at the bed spreads, her face grimaced in pain as she hurled her head back. It was good pain, she accepted it for what it was, pleasuring Wyatt was her first concern, pain a mere second. Wyatt took the hands off of his dick and squeezed his hands around her slender waist. He used his new leverage to pull her into him, sinking his cock further inside her tight cunt.

“Uhhhh” Charlotte panted. “Oh, yes Wyatt! It fits! Keep going!”

Wyatt kept pressing in, his cock continuing to disappear inside of Charlotte. Her tight vagina was accommodating his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by him. Her pussy gripped onto him as he pushed her down slowly onto him, impaling her with his cock. Wyatt felt his cock press against her cervix, so he slid back out and pressed back in. Wyatt slowly picked up his rhythm, working his cock back and forth within her. He looked down at her ass and pussy as he attempted to deepen his thrusts. His cock looked amazing pumping in and out of her cunt under her ass cheeks.

Wyatt’s face beamed a massive smile. Not only was he finally losing his virginity, but her was taking hers. A few days ago she hated his guts, but now she was bent over his bed squirming over his cock. After all the ill treatment she had given him it was beyond a fitting retribution.

“Oh yes, fuck my virgin pussy with that big cock!” She whimpered.

Charlotte tossed her head about as Wyatt continued to rock his cock back in forth inside her. He reached up, finally undoing her bra and grabbed one of her tits, massaging it as he rode her from behind. Her pussy constricted around his dick like a vice as Wyatt started positioning faster, increasing his pace. He continued to fuck her with his cock, adding more force to each and every thrust. His eyes rolled back into his head as he could feel every little ridge in her, Charlotte’s tiny little hole being filled completely by his throbbing shaft while she moaned out loud all the while.

Charlotte pressed her hips back against Wyatt, her pink walls quivered around him as her breath shook her body. Her wet folds wrapped around the girth of his shaft, accepting him fully now him. Wyatt moved his hands from her hips and switched his grip, placing them on her ass cheeks, cupping them to plump them up as he repeatedly mashed his cock into her tight pussy below. Charlotte's head whipped around and she moaned as Wyatt’s thick long cock stroked powerfully away. Her tits bounced back and forth and she lowered her head into the mattress. He drove deep and hard for several minutes as his balls slapped unceasingly against her tiny clit. He felt her body tense up and her breath quicken, she was going to burst all over his cock.

"Ughhh! OH MY GOD I'M CUMMING WYATT!" Charlotte screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his rampaging cock as it pistoned in and out of her. He buried it as deep as he could inside her. Charlottes orgasm to seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as trembled over his length. The waves of pleasure shivered through her for several moments until it resided. She panted and gasped as Wyatt resumed pounding her hard from behind.

“You like cumming on my fucking dick?” He asked her.

“I just can’t help...” She panted, his cock still working her pussy. “but cum... all over you dick. Punish my pussy Wyatt! I’m so sorry for all the shitty things I’ve said in done. Take it out on my cunt! Please.”

Wyatt pulled out of her pussy. “Then take this fucking dick bitch!” He yelled and thrust it back inside her.

“OHH!” she grunted as slid deep into her pussy below. “YES WYATT! I’M YOUR BITCH! I’LL TAKE IT AS LONG AS YOU’RE WILLING TO GIVE IT TO ME, I WANT TO BE YOUR WHORE!”

He pressed in with his hard penis, filling her up with his girth. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as his balls slapped her hood and clit, sounding about his room. He continued to drive harder, slamming her body on his long rod. His pace in and out was fast as he could muster.

“Oh oh oh OH! Punish my pussy hard!” She yelped.

He stepped up his rhythm beyond what he thought was possible and sustained it for several minutes as her body bounced back and forth on his cock. Charlotte threw her head back against it and grabbed at her scalp receiving a fist full of black hair. Wyatt tried to hold off but Charlottes pussy clutched tightly around him, wearing him down and he knew he would cum soon. He thought he should ask her to kneel in front of him like the bimbo she was and take his load all over her face. He quickly brushed the idea away feeling that filling her pussy would be the more pleasurable option. Besides, she wasn’t going anywhere.

She moaned as she felt his cock beginning to flex and swell inside her. "Shoot it inside me." She begged. “Please Wyatt… I want it.”

His balls began to convulse and his toes curled up. Wyatt gripped her ass from below with both hands as his cock expanded in her pussy. He felt his balls contract against the base of dick as it shot a ribbon of hot thick cum and it splashed against the back walls of his bimbo’s cunt.

“OH FUCK YES! FILL MY PUSSY WITH YOUR CUM!” She screamed, as the cum erupted into her. Charlotte’s hungry cunt clung to his cock eagerly accepting him as he furiously worked his penis in and out. Wyatt’s balls spasmed as he pumped huge amounts of his jizz into her, sending charlotte into another orgasm. She assisted him by squeezing the walls of her pussy around him, tightening her little hole, squeezing him for everything it had. He fired blast after blast until he had dispensed the full load out of his balls.

It was everything Wyatt had fantasized about as he drifted through the aftermath of his orgasm. He kept his cock lodged inside her as he went through the whole ordeal in his mind. Charlotte had gone from total bitch to a raging bimbo overnight. But not just any bimbo, his bimbo. She was now his sexual fuck slave. Such a fitting sentence for the years of verbal abuse and suffering. Now he could have her way with her however he wanted, and a massive grin formed on his face as his cock rehardened. Wyatt began fucking her again, a mixture of their fluids oozed out from her tight walls around his cock as he pressed back in slowly. Charlotte moaned out in surprise as he resumed.

As Wyatt carried on fucking his new bimbo, he looked over at his computer, it had since gone to sleep, the monitor turned off. He wondered about the website and what else he could use it for. The where more girls like Charlotte out there. Plenty of them that had mistreated him through his life. Every little spiteful brat from school or the neighborhood he grew up in. Every strict teacher that went too far, even his horrible foster sisters. He would make a Bimbopedia profile for all of them, they would all become his bimbo. The smile of the stranger appeared in his mind and he smiled back in gratitude. It would be all too easy, just click it and stick it.
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Charlotte roused her naked body and got up on all fours on Wyatt’s bed. She placed her palms on the mattress and tried to relax her asshole for the impending penetration off his massive cock. Wyatt thought inwardly that it was too big and wouldn’t fit, but he quickly dismissed the thought as he postured himself behind her. He knew that she had never been touched this way before and watched her turn her head towards him, biting her lip to ready herself for any discomfort.

Wyatt loomed over her, guiding the head of his cock to her asshole. He grabbed his cock, holding it from the base and pressed it against her constricting entrance, lodging it there as Charlotte braced herself. She had already given him her virginity hours ago and swallowed for the first time but even that still wasn’t enough. Every ounce of his new bimbo existed only to please him.

It had been quite a change for Wyatt over the last twenty-four hours. Until recently Charlotte had hated him. She was the most gorgeous girl at his university and had always treated him harshly for absolutely no reason. Between her and other abusive relationships in his life, he had been living in his own personal hell. But it all changed suddenly when he met a dark stranger in the park, a tall stocky man with long brown hair that smelled of sulfur. Wyatt’s life changed overnight when the stranger gave him a magical gift to enhance his computer programming skills. Wyatt had seemingly been possessed and when he came to, he found his cock size had increased and that he had made an editable wiki database called Bimbopedia. Though he didn’t believe it at first, the website had the ability to turn Charlotte from a ruthless bitch to his submissive bimbo slave. Wyatt would have never dreamed of have her screaming his name, cumming in her mouth and taking her virginity. Now look at her! She was on all fours in front of him waiting for him to give him her first anal!

Slowly, he pushed forward. Her body resisted, then gradually stretched to admit his huge girth. Charlotte felt it slowly force its way forward…and then, with a quick intake of her breath, the head popped inside her. Tears streamed down her face at the sudden, intense pain.

“Ughh!” She cried out from the pain of her impalement of his cock. Wyatt waited patiently now for her body to adjust. At last the pain began to lessen. Wyatt slowly thrust his cock deeper in Charlotte’s ass, loving the way she looked with his cock imbedded in her. He moved slowly in and out, sending it deeper into her with each stroke.

“Yes, take my virgin ass!” Charlotte whispered.

Wyatt was like her before today, a virgin. He had never had any luck with females in the past. Always being shut down because his lack of experience. The whole idea of dating was beyond awkward and trying to get a girl to sleep with him had felt like pulling teeth. It wasn’t because he was ugly. He just never really presented himself as attractive, his wardrobe lacked style and he moved awkwardly like a total goof. In the past, he’d rather cocoon himself like a hermit, reading books and playing computer games. But after meeting the stranger and seeing the power of Bimbopedia, his whole demeanor had changed. Confident was finally a word he used to describe himself. Who wouldn’t have confidence after taking the virginity of the hottest girl he had ever laid his on. And now he had his huge new cock buried in her ass. The whole feeling was beyond liberating and began to go to his head.

“You like my big dick in your ass, don’t you Charlotte?” said Wyatt, sensing the change in her as well as himself.

“Y…yes.” she whispered quietly.

“What was that?!” he said, his voice sharply and his demeanor more demanding. Days previously the verbal roles would have been reversed, with Charlotte being the one to have the dominant tone. It felt satisfying finally having her under his control. “I didn’t hear you.”

“YES,” she shouted again. “I LOVE IT!”

Wyatt reached over her back and grabbed a handful of her hair at the base of her neck, yanking her head back sharply as he sank his cock deep in her ass. “Say it louder! You like my dick in your ass, don’t you bimbo?”

“OH Oh! Yes, I love your cock!” Charlotte groaned through a sob. “Do it! Fuck my ass! I want to be your slut.”

Wyatt began to skewer his cock in and out of her, her asshole still gripping him tightly, but moving more easily now that she had adjusted. Charlotte moaned with mounting lust as he ass-fucked her. She moved with him, squirming as his cock moved in and out of her defenseless asshole. She was loving it Wyatt thought. He wanted nothing more than to feel his sperm pulsing into her body, flooding her just as it had several times in the past few hours. Wyatt’s balls slapped against Charlotte’s aching clit as both of their faces contorted with pleasure. Wyatt began to feel her ass shake as he felt her orgasm once again surging upward from deep within her. Charlotte squirmed against the stiff rod as her ass drew up tight against the base of his thrusting cock.

Her tight little hole was too much for him to bear and Wyatt groaned suddenly as he felt his balls begin to spasm. “Oh, fuck Charlotte, here it comes!”

Charlotte shivered against his cock as her own climax erupted with primal force. “OH GOD YESSSS!” she screamed, her body exploding in carnal ecstasy. She felt Wyatt’s cock erupt inside her ass, shooting spurt after hot spurt of cum into her depths as she shuddered violently in the throes of her own shattering orgasm.

As their climaxes subsided, Wyatt backed off of her. He had his way with her, cumming in every one of her holes and went to the shower to rinse off. After a moment, she joined him under the shower head letting the hot water soothe their muscles. She grabbed his luffa and filled it with soap and began to wash his body, taking ample time scrubbing his cock. The suds washed his crotch and she dropped the luffa to the shower floor.

“I want more of this fantastic cock.” She whispered, stroking his soapy rod, bringing it back to life. Charlotte squatted down on the shower floor and stroked him slowly, watching his cock lengthen and thicken through the soap.

“God, what a magnificent cock,” she murmured.

Wyatt smiled as she stroked away, his mind in pure bliss. She was going suck him off again. He felt like the luckiest man alive. With his new cock, he would never have a hard time with other women. But for now, it was Charlotte’s so she had better put on a good show for him he thought happily as she the water rinsed the soap away.

Leaning forward, she slowly slid her tongue around his bulbous head, lifting her eyes to watch his face. Her lips slid down over the crown and she began bobbing her head, sucking him hungrily, her lips stretched around it’s immense girth. The sight of her beautiful face impaled by his big cock was enough to cause a familiar stirring in his balls. He had cum numerous times in the past few hours, but the experience of receiving another blow job from this hottie was more than enough to make him excited again.

The water poured over the pair from the showerhead, filling the small space with steam. She moved one hand lower and caressed his balls with her fingers as she continued to patiently slurp on his cock. He imagined his wonderful cock erupting like a volcano in her mouth. He wanted her to taste his hot, pulsing semen a second time as it gushed into her mouth. She must've been thinking something similar, for she slipped one hand down between her legs, sliding into her wet folds and rubbing her clit as she prayed her head on his cock.

“Cum in my mouth,” she panted, looking up at him with an expression that showed her rising lust, before plunging her mouth back down on his drenched cock. She began to suck him with growing urgency now, her fingers milking his sperm-filled balls, coaxing them into giving up any leftover contents.

“Oh, absolutely.” Wyatt groaned. He gripped her head with both his hands and began thrusting into her mouth as he forced her head up and down in the same rhythm. Charlotte felt his balls contract against the base of his cock, expanding ominously in her mouth. She continued to suck him eagerly, waiting for her reward.

“OH FUUUCK!” Wyatt groaned as the first heavy rope of cum shot into her mouth. Her lips clung to the shaft as he eased her head downward, his balls spasming as he pumped a huge quantity into Charlotte’s sucking mouth.

“MMMmmmmmmm…” she moaned as his cock flourished and pulsed and she tasted his hot, creamy cum against her tongue. Charlotte’s lips pursed tightly around him and she sucked eagerly, squeezing his balls now as they emptied themselves into her greedy mouth.

At last, Wyatt was finished. She felt the last spasm of his body as the last ooze of his cum drooled out onto her tongue. Carefully, she eased her head back, keeping her lips closed to prevent the loss of a single drop. The water from the shower head sprayed over her body and dripped from her luscious tits. Releasing him, she looked up again as she opened her mouth to let Wyatt see his cum gathered on her tongue. He smiled down at her as Charlotte let it slide back into her throat and swallowed the entire load.

“Thanks!” Charlotte said pleasantly. She stood up next to him and exited the shower. After she dried herself off she went his bedroom. Wyatt turned off the water and stepped out himself. He heard her plop onto the mattress as he dried himself. When he joined her his room Charlotte was already sleeping soundly in his bed.

Wyatt thought about the whole ordeal of the last several hours as he looked her over. Charlotte had gone from total bitch to his bimbo overnight. Thanks to the website he had made while possessed, he could have her way with her however he wanted, and a massive grin formed on his face. It was everything Wyatt had fantasized about when he had masturbated thinking about her. He looked over at his computer, the monitor turned off. He wondered about the website and what else he could use it for. There were more girls like Charlotte out there. Plenty of them that were deserving of a little editing. With Charlotte asleep on his bed it was due time for him to take the new site for a test spin.

Wyatt sat down at his computer and wiggled the mouse to bring his pc out of sleep mode. The monitored flickered to life and there it was, Bimbopedia. Wyatt pondered how such a thing could manipulate real life. There was no scientific way for this to be real. The only explanation was the divine intervention of the devil he had met in the park that had possessed him into coding such a site. Wyatt wondered briefly about the bizarre man he had met at the park the other day. How he had put his hands on Wyatt and taken over him. Wyatt had woken up three days later to this website on his pc, a new dick and Charlotte being his bimbo.

“Why are you thinking about me when you could be doing the world a service and creating profiles on your new site?” Wyatt heard the stranger's low dark voice in his head. He looked around room to make sure he didn’t appear behind him. The room was just as it was moments ago, a complete mess from the several hours long fucking session with Charlotte.

“Go on, live a little. You have to have someone in mind.” The voice carried on.

After the stranger’s sentence finished in his mind, Wyatt got a text. He remembered he hadn’t checked his phone since before he made the website. It had been at least four days. He had been so caught up in the moment, he had forgotten about his job. He grabbed the phone and read the text. It was from his boss at work.

“Fuck!” Wyatt said out loud. He had missed several shifts at the diner where he washed dishes. His boss was a demanding bitch who repeatedly asked for the impossible and screamed at him constantly over the littlest things. He had been trying to find work but somewhere else, anywhere else, but he didn’t have any leads. Wyatt needed this job to supplement his income from what he couldn’t cover from his student loans. “Hope I’m not fired!”

He opened the message and read the text. ‘No call, no show, no job. Turn in your uniform in exchange for your final check.’ -Lexus

He hurriedly started typing a response begging for his job back but the stranger's voice sounded in his mind. “Your efforts are futile. Why don’t you give yourself a little leverage?”

Wyatt couldn’t help glance away from his phone and at his computer monitor. The answer to keeping his job was right in front of him. The website could not only change a woman, it could also change how they thought. His boss would never hire him back on her own, but he could make a page for her and she wouldn’t even argue. In fact, Lexus would be begging for him to come back.

“Not just begging for you to come back,” The voice said. “make her beg for your cock!”

Wyatt didn’t even give it a second thought. Before he knew he was typing away and building frame work for her wiki page. With the click of a button he had imported pertinent information from county records and social media. And with minimal effort, he had his basics of his boss’s Bimbopedia profile laid out. Now with the page populated he could properly edit her measurements.

Lexus was decently pretty in her own right, Wyatt thought she was a little cute when they had first met but was quickly turned off by her attitude. She would deny him of tips and take them all for herself. And if something difficult needed to be done, Wyatt would always have to do it, no matter how gross and dirty the job. He was constantly scrubbing toilets with improper gear. After he’d do an immaculate job out of fear of losing his job, she would ruin everything he did and make him clean it again.

She always had a bad perspective in life, and that demeanor seemed to always rub people the wrong way. It was probably a side effect from being treated like dirt her whole life by her family and deadbeat loser boyfriend. Her insecurities in her personal life carried over to her professional and she would take it out on Wyatt. In a strange way, Wyatt empathized with this. Lexus’ life mirrored his in a way. However, Wyatt was always able to not let it consume him and take over his life. Which was the main reason the devil stranger gave him the gift of Bimbopedia. There must was a higher purpose at play, Wyatt thought.

A smile widened across his face as he began editing Lexus’ features. As he played with the sliders for her measurements he watched in awe as her profile photo began to change and fit with the settings he’d picked. As he worked Lexus’ features began to take on bimbo characteristics. He expanded her small breasts, making them blow up like balloons until they pressed perfectly against the fabric of her blouse. Wyatt adjusted her ass into an exquisite heart shaped rear that pushed out to the point where it was calling for him to grab hold of it. Her legs thinned out slightly and lengthened as her blonde hair grew a little longer, cascading down her back in beautiful, glistening waves. He cleared up her skin and face to make them free of any blemishes. For the final touch gave her a set of pouty, soft glossy lips. When he was done Wyatt sat back in his chair and took in the photo, god damn, she looked fucking gorgeous.

Just looking at her new body made the blood rush to his cock. He had to go find her and fuck the shit out of her. Jam his cock in her mouth and bathe her tongue in his cum. Wyatt got dressed, grabbed his car keys and phone, and began to head out the door when the stranger’s voice echoed in his head.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” The voice questioned. “She may look like a bimbo… But is she going to act like one?”

Fuck he’s right he thought, sitting back down at his chair. He scrolled down the last few editable fields on the page. They were mostly personal questions to define personality and aspirations. He bypassed all those until he came to final one; Will be a complete bimbo for. Wyatt quickly replaced some famous hot young actor with his name and saved the changes. He left Charlotte sleeping in his bed and his room. Wyatt hardly closed the front door behind him when he received a text. He fished the device out of his pocket and checked the message.

‘Come to work, you can have your job back. I have a special job for you and want to give you a raise.’ - Lexus

“Fuck yes!” He shouted. “It’s working!”

He sent a response thanking Lexus and telling her he would be there soon. He jumped in his car and started the engine. He quickly drove the mile-long drive to the diner and pulled into the parking lot. As Wyatt took a parking spot in front he could see Lexus pacing in front of the glass doors. His mouth hung open and eyes popped wide in starry eyed surprise when he saw her. As if he saw a knock out stunner for the first time. Her hair was a stunningly shiny, falling down her back and begging to be pulled. Her breasts had grown several cup sizes and the shirt that hid them was straining to contain them. Her tits seemed to defy gravity and jiggled when she shifted her weight. Her body had gone from a plain, somewhat featureless frame to a curvy, sleek, bimbo goddess with long sweeping legs. Several patrons of the restaurant were surrounding her, obviously flirting. Wyatt couldn’t blame them. With her new body, there wasn’t a man who couldn’t look at her and thinking about nothing but burying their cocks deep inside her. His own mind screamed thoughts of primal, hip grabbing, bedpost clenching sex.

As Wyatt threw the car in park he saw Lexus ignoring the men staring at her phone, but she glanced up almost immediately and saw Wyatt. She bolted through the glass double doors and almost sprinted to his car. A button popped off her work shirt, revealing her ample cleavage, unable to contain the bouncing breasts as she jogged towards him. He was surprised that she was actually coming to him. He thought that he would have been the one to get out and meet her inside the diner and formally rehire him. Apparently, that wasn’t how it was going to go down as he waved casually through the windshield at her and she smiled back with a sense of longing. The men in the restaurant lobby glared at him with envy when she opened his passenger door and climbed inside.

“Hey Lexus.” Wyatt greeted her. “How are feeling?”

She smiled broadly as she leaned over the center console and gave him hug, smashing her amazing breasts against him. She giggled as she ran a quick hand through his hair leaned back into her seat and gave Wyatt a once over. The look in her eyes was one of desire, as if she finally sitting next to the man of her dreams.

“I feel fucking amazing!” She said brightly. “I have no idea what got over me a little bit ago, I was in the office doing bullshit paperwork when I blacked out. When I came too I had a revelation on how great my body was. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I just couldn’t wait for you to come to pick me up.”

“Well I came right down when you offered my job back.” He replied.

“Pfffft fuck this place.” She replied strapping her seat belt around her. “I quit, I already have a different job lined up.” She licked her lips and her eyes glanced quickly at Wyatt’s crotch.

“What?!” Where?” He responded. “You didn’t have to lie about a raise and job to get me to come.”

“Sorry hun,” Lexus said, her hand coming down on his leg. “I couldn’t think of any other way. But honestly, you don’t want to work at this diner, you’re so much better than that. Let me make it up to you.” The palm of her hand glided from his knee up to his crotch.

She was right. He was too good for some lame job washing dishes. If he had to edit Lexus’ and Charlotte’s Bimbopedia profile to make him money than he would just do that. But those ideas would have to wait for now, he had more pressing matters on his cock.

She leaned over, bringing her head next to his ear. “I have a job for you, it’s just not the one you thought. Let’s get out of this hell hole and I’ll show you.” She whispered as her hand rounded over his thigh and smoothed over his crotch.

The blood shot through his cock as her tiny hands pressed over his cock through the material in jeans. There was only one thing on Lexus’ mind; his cock. And he was going to give to her. Without hesitation, he threw the car in reverse and pulled out of the parking lot. They left the restaurant and Wyatt drove his car down a side street. He thought he’d drive to a secluded spot in a vacant parking lot somewhere unless she had another idea.

“We are we going?” Lexus asked looked over at him.

“I thought we would find somewhere more private.” Wyatt answered.

“Well like, fucking hurry!” She demanded, leaning over the center console. “I can’t wait to see the goods.”

“What’s stopping you?” He shot back.

She unbuckled her seatbelt and laid her head on his lap, her hair tucked behind her ear. Lexus gently placed her finger against Wyatt’s cock which soon became quite firm inside his pants. The touch took Wyatt’s eyes away from the road for a moment as he glanced down at Lexus, she had a wicked grin that showed her inner feelings of desire. He couldn't do anything but smile back as he returned his eyes to the road ahead of them. Lexus unzipped Wyatt’s slacks and quickly slid her fingers inside, caressing his member through the thin fabric of his boxers. Her touch made his cock twitch and rush as he felt the button of his pants suddenly pop open as she sought to free his rod.

“Wow it’s so much bigger than my boyfriends…” She said, as she gripped his cock. Her hand could barely close around his girth.

Wyatt was amazed how someone could change so drastically and so quickly. An hour before she was a plain jane, and now she was a gorgeous bimbo goddess. A few days ago, she hated him, but now she was bent over his lap getting ready to suck his cock. After all the harsh treatment she had given him at work, her taking his dick would be a fitting revenge.

“Why don't you pull my pants down and measure with your mouth?” He asked boldly. He lifted his hips slightly as she yanked down his pants down, fishing his rod through the opening his boxers. Her eyes opened wide when it came into her view.

“Oh my god!” She said, a tone of shock in her voice. “It’s the perfect cock!”

Lexus’s fingers traced the length of his thick cock, up one side and down the other. She returned her grip to it and began to stroke hard and firmly. After a few tugs, Lexus’s tongue slipped from her mouth as she licked the tip of his cock. Wyatt choked back on breath and twitched his hands on the steering wheel as her tongue began tracing along his head. The car slightly swerved and he corrected as he focused his attention on the road. Good thing he had chosen a quiet street with little to no traffic or someone may have reported him reckless driving. Lexus didn’t seem to notice sharp movements of the vehicle and began bobbing her head, getting his hard cock wet, coating his cock in her saliva. She licked his cock from the base to the tip and swirled her tongue around the head, causing Wyatt to groan out. Lexus began to bob her head slowly and deeply, allowing Wyatt’s shaft to brush against the back of her throat with each stroke. Lexus hummed happily as she sucked away, letting Wyatt know that having his cock in her mouth was more pleasing than anything she’d experienced.

One of his hands came off the steering wheel to rub the top of her head as she moved her hands away from his cock began to bounce her head faster. She nursed Wyatt’s cock as her moans increased in volume. She sucked him for several minutes while Wyatt had a hard time paying attention to the road. Lexus was quite a natural at giving head, her bad attitude had transitioned over into a naughty slut, full of enthusiasm. His balls began to churn and Lexus quickened her pace. He groaned as his balls swelled and his cock tensed up.

“I’m going to pop!” Wyatt cried out.

“Please do! Cum in my throat.” She begged as so took him deep into her mouth. Wyatt felt his cock press against the opening of her throat. He thought she would back her head up but she pressed her face down further and he felt her throat constrict around the tip of his cock and then around his shaft. Lexus continued to descend on his length until her lip were almost pressed up against the base of his cock. Wyatt couldn't hold it back any longer, Lexus’ deepthroat was sending him over the edge.

“OOOHHH FUCK I'M CUMMING.” He shouted out as he erupted his into Lexus’ eager mouth. The resentment from when she had belittled and embarrassed him while he was working melted away with every round he sent flying into her mouth. He pumped spurt after spurt into her throat as she began to bounce her head up and down. He kept shooting hot pulses of semen into her mouth, filling it full until some spilled out and trickled out the corners. Lexus left his cock standing in the open air and sat up in her seat and immediately swallowed.

“Are we there yet?” She asked impatiently, wiping the side of her mouth, and pressing his leftover cum between her lips. Lexus began to tug at his cock again, bringing it back to life.

Just then, they arrived at their destination, an empty parking lot that was secluded from the street by numerous large trees and buildings. Wyatt pulled into a parking spot in the back of the lot and killed the engine. Lexus immediately crawled over the center console and straddled him in his seat. She pressed her face against him and kissed him deeply, pulling him by his shirt.

“I can’t wait to have your cock inside me.” She said, unbuttoning her strained blouse and freed her amazing breasts. Lexus reached back and undid her plain black bra, exposing her luscious nipples to Wyatt. He didn’t hesitate to bury his face between them. He licked along the skin of her globes, tracing his outstretch tongue over her nipples and then back to other. As he sucked one into her mouth Lexus bucked her head back, moaning out towards the ceiling.

“You ready to fuck me?” She grabbed his head and pressed him against the headrest. Wyatt nodded in response. Lexus unlatched the driver’s side door and stepped out. She immediately took off her shoes and undid her pants. She turned and bent over in front of him as he watched her pants slide off her ass and around her ankles. Lexus looked fantastic in the summer night air standing before him in just her panties waiting for him to take charge.

Wyatt got out of the car himself and started to remove his pants. His cock stood straight out before him as he motioned for her to bend over the hood. She bent over the fender of his car looking back at him with a naughty smile spread across her face. Her ass called out to Wyatt asking to be fucked. However, there only one thing wrong, her ass still had panties on. He moved up behind her. With a quick motion, he pulled her panties down over her ass, leaving them stretched between her thighs. Wyatt grabbed his thick massive cock from the base and stepped in closer. He rubbed it against her labia, teasing her lips. He had already cum multiple times, he wasn’t in any rush to get off. Teasing her with his cock for a moment or two wouldn’t hurt either.

“Is this what you want?” He asked as he bounced it upward against her clit.

“Yes, I want it so bad.” Lexus answered, her body shivered against the tapping of his hard cock.

“What if I decide to not give it to you?” He taunted, backing away just an inch or two from her awaiting pussy. He looked down to see her slit was already glistening with moisture. His mind flooded with how this should play out. He had to make her scream for it. He would eventually bury it inside her but not after she apologized for all the fucked up shit she put him through at work.

“Please Wyatt! You have to give it to me! My pussy is aching for you.” She insisted, her voice a high whine. “Please take me now! PEASE!”

“What about shitty things you said and did to me at work?” He demanded.

“I’M SORRY WYATT! IF I COULD TAKE IT BACK I WOULD.” She apologized.

“You say that now, but that doesn’t make it right…” She said coldly.

“You’re right... I deserve to be punished.” She replied softly, her face flushed with embarrassment. “Slap me, spank me, do whatever you want. Take my pussy as restitution. It’s yours forever...”

“Forever?” He asked, pressing his cock back against her opening.

“YES!” She screamed looking back at him over her shoulder, her hips pressing back onto his rod, his tip spreading her eager lips.

Wyatt leaned over her back grabbing a fist full of her beautiful blond hair. He yanked her head back towards his, arching her back up and bringing her ear next to his mouth. “Then take this dick you fucking bitch!" He shouted. He then pushed her face hard into the hood and jammed his prick into her tight pussy.

“Oh!” Lexus grunted and her eyes slammed open wide as he violently sank his massive member into her. Her tight vagina accommodated his thick shaft, stretching to be completely filled by him. The folds of her pussy gripped onto him as he impaled her with his cock. Aggressively, Wyatt began to pump his cock in and out, slamming her body with his hips so forcefully against the car that it lifted her feet off the ground. He drove into her again and again, thrusting so hard that her firm ass cheeks shook with each thrust into her submissive pussy.

He moved his hands from her hair and switched his grip, placing his hands on the curves just above her hips. He grabbed each side for more leverage to aid his thrusts as he mashed into her tight pussy below. Her head whipped about as his thick hard cock tore her tight cunt apart with hard, painfully deep thrusts. The sound of his balls slapping unceasingly against her tiny clit seemed to echo throughout the vacant parking lot.

“Yes. Yes. YESSS!!!!  FUCK ME HARD WYATT! FUCK MY FUCKING PUSSY!!!” Lexus screamed, her body writhed back against his pounding cock, loving the vicious fucking she was receiving. She moaned with overwhelming lust as her body tensed as she through her head back and Wyatt felt her hips shiver around his dick.

“OH GOD YESSSS, I’M CUMMIIIINNNNNGGGG!!!” Lexus screamed. Her pussy was spasming and tightening around his pistoning cock.

Wyatt didn’t stop his onslaught while she came and continued to work his cock into her. She kept bouncing her hips back and forth on him in encouragement. Her tits bounced against the hood of the car as his cock sunk in and out. He excitedly pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon as she pressed back onto him slamming her body on his hard rod. Her breathing became rapid as her moans started rising in crescendo. The folds of her pussy began convulsing around his cock again, letting Wyatt know that she was ramping back up. He increased his rhythm and began slamming her pussy furiously with his cock. Her moans were increasing with volume with each thrust in.

“Oh oh OH OH MY GOD!” She moaned. “I’m cumming again…”

Lexus press her ass into Wyatt’s hips, her pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. He buried it all the way inside her and waited as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy grabbing his cock tightly as she trembled through waves of pleasure. Wyatt looked down to see his cock buried in her wonderful pussy. The view was too much, Lexus was going crazy, her face flushed with desire beyond her control as her pussy clenched over his cock. He felt the familiar expanding in his balls, he was finally going to cum.

She bucked her head back and screamed “CUM FOR ME!”

Wyatt groaned loudly as his toes began to curl up. Lexus’ cunt fucking was wearing him thin. He moved his hands to her shoulders pulling her up and arching her back. Her pussy tightened around his dick as he sunk his rod all the way into her cunt. Wyatt felt his body tense up, he was going to blow at any moment. She looked up at him over her shoulder, a look of thirst and yearning deep in her eyes

“Please cum Wyatt.” She urged, her voice a whisper. “Cum deep in my pussy.”

He couldn’t contain it any longer, his balls were beginning to contract, and moment later his cock twitched and swelled enormously inside of her. He grunted loudly as her soft warm pussy drove him to climax. She pushed her hips back onto him as he thrusted his dick deep into her. Wyatt groaned and pulled her hair instinctively as he shot a massive rope of cum inside her pussy.

Lexus’ eyes popped wide open as she felt his cum splash against her cervix sending her into another orgasm. He continued to pound her earnestly as he shot ribbon after ribbon of his warm semen into her. Her arched body began shuddering uncontrollably as he kept shooting more and more into her body. He groaned happily as his sperm filled her up, her pussy locked tightly around the base of his cock as it erupted. He left his cock still as his balls emptied, until finally, he was spent.

“I want to lick it clean.” She muttered. She slowly raised herself off of him and turned around to face him. She knelt down and extended her tongue lick his cock free of cum. She kept eye contact as she slid her tongue all over every available inch of his shaft. A glob of his cum escaped out the side of her mouth, but she raised a finger and pushed it back into her mouth. Lexus lowered her mouth back onto his cock and sucked him clean, Wyatt groaning in euphoria all the while.

His mind raced as she masterfully cleaned his cock, making up for all the times she had made him do the dirty cleaning duties at the restaurant. He grinned wide as he thought about Bimbopedia. His website had made it all too easy to get his revenge. If he could turn the campus bitch and his wicked boss into raging bimbos, he could do the same to any woman he desired. Just click it and stick it.

Once she appropriately cleaned him she stood, turned, and bent back over the hood of the car, keeping her hand on his cock the whole time. She pulled him in toward her ass. Wyatt looked down as she guided his tip to her puckered butt hole.

“You’ve punished my pussy,’ Lexus said. “Now punish my virgin ass…”
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Third time is a charm, right?

That was what Xander told himself as he returned to the bar for the third weekend in a row. The pungent mix of fumes and unnecessarily bright signs still assaulted his powerful senses. However, his discomfort would not be displayed on his stoic face. He would not show any signs of weakness in a room packed with humans. With his body bulked up, he moved fluidly through the crowd, bright eyes scanning the women that he saw. Most people drifted away from him as he neared and it gave him a sense of power. Damn right they should be intimidated by him; he stood at least a head taller than most of the men in the crowd and his shoulders rivaled the burly bouncers that guarded the doors.

The impressive man had visited three different bars over the past three weeks in hopes to indulge himself on some of the patrons. Normally, he wasn’t the type to be found in these sorts of settings. How did humans find it fun to pack themselves into a small confinement and drink themselves sick? It simply was not appealing to the feral man… However, he had grown oh-so-bored of the women in his pack and had heard words that bars were a great source of entertaining ladies. So far, he had had no luck. Most were either too intimidated by him to bother with or too drunk to even form a coherent sentence. Something in his gut assured him that tonight would be different, though.

This intuition didn’t prove to be correct right away and after a few times of making his way through the crowd, he settled at the bar where he was offered a drink. “Just give me the strongest you got,” he replied. Intoxication was not something that came easy to his staggering form, which was fine by him, since he had no intentions of getting drunk. He enjoyed the burn of stronger drinks, though.

As his drink was returned to him, he downed it after placing some money on the counter. Before he could even remove the large glass from his lips, he heard the voice of a female.

“Um, wow… Someone’s looking to get wasted, huh?”

Xander turned his gaze to his left where a petite woman with long, fiery locks sat, looking at him with a smirk on her face. He could catch the hint of mischief in the expression, but the slight folding of her brows and stiffened posture told him that she was nervous. Figuring that she would probably just end up chickening out of any kind of extended interaction with him, he chose to ignore her, but she spoke again.

“Ummm… Do you come here often? I mean, I never really see you in town,” the redhead let out a nervous laugh and Xander figured that she realized how awful her lines sounded. “I work right across the street so I know a lot of people…” Her words turned to anxious rambles that trailed off into an averted gaze.

Letting out a small huff, he decided to entertain her until she got scared off. “I’m not from around here really… What made you decide to talk to me instead of everyone else here?” Even though he was looking for some kind of entertainment, he didn’t really give a damn if he scared someone off or not. If they couldn’t handle him, then they couldn’t handle him; it was as simple as that.

“Oh. OH! W-well, you’re alone, r-right? And I dunno. You’re pretty good-looking. I think…” her voice trailed off once again as she seemed to be finding the words to say. “We both looked a little outta place here, wouldn’t you agree?”

Out of place? Xander had figured that he was blending in perfectly. His dark, thick brows arched and he leaned closer to the woman. “Is that so? What makes me ‘outta place’?”

“Um, well… You just… People were avoiding you, right?” She leaned back as he leaned forward. “Probably because you’re so… massive… U-um, not that I mind that! I w-was impressed!”

Any moment until she gets up and leaves, he told himself. Not even caring that he was invading her personal space, he leaned in more. “So you find me impressive?” he spoke in a low, sensual tone now. There was no point in wasting time with casual conversation, he thought. If the redhead was interested in anything more than sex, he would make it clear of his intentions; not that he saw any reason for someone to come to a bar looking for a long-term relationship. “I’m Xander… Why don’t we just skip all of the conversation and get to the truly interesting part? Or do you need me to buy you a drink first?”

Her ivory skin flushed bright pink, but the smirk returned to her face and she leaned in as well now much to the alpha male’s surprise. “Y-you’re a bit impatient… Of course y-you should buy me a drink first,” the sexy purr in her voice was offset by subtle stammers, but Xander still enjoyed the tone. The playful smirk in her eyes was quite a catch, too. “My name’s Natasha, by the way.”

He would continue to entertain her with idle chatting as much as it bored him to do so while the bartender made drinks for the both of them. His mind flickered in between listening to her and reading her body language. She was becoming more relaxed, leaning against the counter and arching her back to accentuate her curves. He listened in for her breathing and heartbeat with his supernatural senses, but those showed little signs of nerves now as well. Excellent. Maybe tonight would prove to be more enjoyable than the past weekends after all.

“So Xander, do you wanna head back to my place?” Those were the words that brought him back to reality completely and he watched as she stood. Her simplistic crimson dress teased him already, barely covering what it needed to.

“Of course…”

~~~~~~ ~~~~~~ ~~~~~~

Natasha’s apartment was a one-bedroom, small and tidy with crimson and cream colored furniture. Nothing caught Xander’s eyes and apart from the low hum of the central AC cooling it off, it was silent. As soon as the door closed behind him, he kicked off his shoes and began to unbutton his shirt, but a hand on his chest stopped him.

“Hey now… You really are too impatient…” the redhead purred, her forest eyes sparking as she unstrapped her shoes and let them fall to the floor. She was at least half a foot shorter than him without the platforms of the sandals to elevate her. “Why don’t we take things nice and slow…? We got all night, don’t we?”

Xander couldn’t deny that; a smirk spread across his face at her words and he nodded, placing one hand on her hip and stepping closer, only to get a finger waggled in his face. He couldn’t help but to find this to be an absolutely annoying gesture.

“Still not patient enough… I wanna have some fun tonight~” Natasha spoke with a wink as her tongue rolled over her painted lips. “Just leave it all to me, okay?” she added. With that, she motioned towards the couch and told him to have a seat and make himself comfortable… Only not too comfortable just yet.

The smirk on his face transformed into a scowl and he huffed; Xander was not one for being told what to do, even if the woman before him was working her charms in a nice way. In a quick series of motions, he grabbed one of her upper shoulders and spun her around, pinning her against the door behind them and arching his shoulders over her. A growl rumbled within his chest and he heard a whimper escape the petite woman’s chest. “I think it’s best if I’m in control... Wouldn’t you like that more?” he breathed out against her cheek as one of his hands roughly ran up the outside of one of her thighs, urging her to bring her leg up.

“U-um, if that’s what you want…” the sexiness of Natasha’s voice was once again hindered by a nervousness that was swelling back up. Xander could tell that he hadn’t scared her away, though. Her gaze still held a cloud of lust beyond the unsettled behavior.

He held the bottom of her raised leg in one hand while the other began to explore her curves, reaching around to unzip the back of her dress just enough to reveal her bosom. His lips searched for warmth on her skin, biting into the delicate, sensitive areas. As he felt her back arch into him, he rocked his hips, his fingers pressing hard into her thigh now. They were still clothed and the reminder that they did have all night was the only thing keeping him from shredding that cloth right then and there.

“Mmmmm… Ahhhh…” The redhead’s breath was already picking up and her body eagerly moved into every touch that the calloused, tanned hand could give her. With every rousing bite and kiss to her skin, her body twitched and rocked, eager for more.

Alas, it was all over in a moment’s time as Xander had an idea. He pulled away from her completely and ran a hand through his dark, wavy locks of hair. “You wanted to take this slow, right? I didn’t mean to impose~” His words were spoken in a teasing, borderline condescending manner.

A pout formed on the woman’s face and she folded her arms under her chest. “Hmph. Fine… If that’s the way you want it, then we can do things nice and slow after all… So, have a seat…”

For now, he did as he was told, sinking into the couch a bit so that his lap was available. Natasha stood in front of him, swaying her hips as she began to slide out of her dress, leaving her skin barren other than a pair of lacy crimson and black panties. She spun around in a slow fashion, revealing just how little of her assets were covered by the undergarment. “Do you like what you see~?” she teased, looking over her shoulder and winking at him.

Xander returned the wink, but didn’t speak, only watched. His tongue rolled over his lips as she bent down, a sexy bounce to her movements. Spinning on one of her ankles, she strutted over to him and lowered herself onto his lap. Her hands pressed into his chest and she leaned forward, bringing their lips together. They kissed in unison, the moment full of nothing but lust. Their tongues waltzed together and their bodies began to move, primal urges attempting to guide them.

Natasha was the one who broke the moment, repositioning herself on her knees over him and starting to work on unbuttoning his shirt. Xander stopped her, though, grabbing one of her wrists and shaking his head. “You said that we should go nice and slow. Why don’t you play with yourself for me?”

This suggestion seemed to unnerve her again and her eyes widened. “Oh…? You mean like this?” she asked, groping her own chest, her pale pink nipples beginning to perk up with excitement. A soft whimper of pleasure came from her lips as she did this and Xander rolled his hips upward, flashing a devilish grin.

“You can do better than that, right?” he said as he tucked his arms behind his head, making it clear that he was not going to be the one offering her pleasure at that moment. “Or can you get off by just that?”

Another look of surprise told him that he had caught her off-guard and he was starting to think that she wasn’t used to these sorts of encounters. He wasn’t even asking much of her in his opinion. Still, she ran one of her hands down her curves and slipped it into her undergarment and moved it gently, a louder noise of bliss coming from within her now. “Is this what you want, baby? Yeah?” she breathed, her hips rocking into her own touch now.

His mouth watered and he couldn’t help but to rock his own hips. However, he didn’t like the position he was in. She wasn’t supposed to be the one in control. Placing his hands on either side of her torso, he repositioned them so that he was over her on the couch. She had stopped pleasuring herself during the move and he let out a snarl. “I didn’t tell you that you could stop, did I?” He didn’t give her time to respond and decided to take over. At first, he only teased her, running his two fingers down the front of her panties, chuckling lowly when her hips twitched. He dipped his head and took one of her breasts in his mouth, his tongue circling around the most sensitive spots again and again.

“A-ahhhh….!” Those wonderful sounds were louder now and her back arched high in attempt to make more contact with him.

Teasing was the only thing he had intentions of doing for now and his fingers never slipped beyond her underwear until she began to whimper out pleading sounds. “Oooh….? You’re willing to beg for it, aren’t you?”

“Mmmm…. Yeah… P-please… F-fuck… Please….” Her words were distorted with fervid breaths. Her legs wrapped around his waist and he felt her womanhood throb beyond the cloth that veiled it. “P-please, Xander…”

A feral sound of lust rumbled in his throat as he complied with her begging, moving her panties aside and running her fingers into the juices that were already building. He stroked the swollen bead of pleasure and felt her body writhing. “Mmm… So wet for someone who says we have the entire night… Are you sure you want me to do this right now?”

“N-no more teasing… I want more than this… I want you…” She pleaded, her skin flushed. Her hands found the buttons on his shirt again, desperately working at them. She pulled herself up as she undressed him, kissing his neck and shoulders, his body twitching.

Instead of simply granting her the bliss that she was begging for, Xander stood and undressed himself, shrugging his shirt off, pulling the undershirt over his head and letting his pants and underwear go in one motion. Without shame, he stroked his partially erect member to full length while she watched. “Suck it…” he ordered as he stepped closer to her. When she gave him a look of inquiry, he reiterated. “You heard me.”

Natasha complied, pulling herself off of her couch and taking his cock in her hand making slow pumping motions. Her tongue licked away the fluid that pulsed from it. She continued this motion as if she was attempting to return some of the teasing that he had done to her, but he wasn’t having any of it. He stepped forward when her tongue extended, pushing the erection completely onto her tongue. She opened her mouth and began to bob her head slowly at first.

“Can you not take more than that?” he asked when she began to pick up her pace but didn’t fully take him in her mouth. As expected of an alpha, Xander was well-endowed and maybe he was expecting a bit much of her, but he didn’t care. He placed a hand on the back of her head and pushed her forward despite the noise of protest. His hips rocked and he groaned, flexing his muscles. “Yeah… Fuck… Just like that…” Faster and faster he grinded, holding her head steady. He gave her no warning before he released into her mouth with a loud grunt of pleasure.

“Mmmm…” Natasha hummed as she pulled away, swallowing without protest. She smirked up at him as she licked her lips. “What now…?” she asked with a wink.

Now she was getting it. He was in control, not her. Another devious grin spread across his face. “Bend over the couch,” he ordered. He helped her reposition so that she was on her knees with her chest hanging over the back of the couch. Without hesitation, he grabbed her undergarment and ripped it away, the thin lace breaking away from her hips. She gasped, but she didn’t have time to comment before he began to stroke her quickly.

“A-Ahhh… Oh my god… Yes….” She moaned out, rocking her hips as the lips of her womanhood quivered eagerly. Her head fell forward and her legs spread, awaiting their moment together. “Mmmm! Please… More…!”

It was a quick, powerful motion that brought their hips together as he took her, groaning loudly. She was wet and he slipped in easily. The cries of ecstasy she let out drove him wild. No longer interested in taking things slow, he pounded into her, filling the small apartment with wild sounds of impassioned moments. One of his hands smacked her ass, leaving its mark and she cried out, pleading with him to be rougher. She gripped the back of the couch hard to stabilize herself as he took her.

At a point, he growled and grabbed either of her thighs, pulling her from the couch and guiding them over to the wall so that she could prop them up with her feet. He took her in this position while gripping tightly to the soft skin of her legs. His teeth aggressively left marks all over her neck and shoulders as she screamed and moaned in ecstasy.

The redhead’s first orgasm hit the wall when she came, crying out her lover’s name. When he didn’t stop, she arched her back, her mind temporarily willing her to end the moment. He didn’t let her get away and soon she was enraptured with their fornication again. “Xander… Oh my god. Fuck me! Harder! Harder!” she pleaded, one arm reaching up to take a fist full of his hair.

Once again, he switched their position, pulling away from the wall and throwing her onto the couch, dipping his head in between her legs as she lifted and spread them, wanting more. His tongue rolled over the swollen, opened lips and his tongue dipped within her. Her body arched upward, but she shook her head. He caught this look and smirked. “Is this not what you want…?”

“No… Of course not…”

“What do you want, then~?”

She let out a noise of annoyance at his teasing, but reached down and spread herself open more. “I want your cock inside me again. Fuck me, Xander…” she purred out, her sex twitching in anticipation.

“That’s what I wanna hear…” he breathed sensually as he pulled himself over her. Their bodies were brought together again and he began to thrust into her while she clung to him this time. He could feel her muscles tightening again under him but instead of allowing her another release so soon, he broke all contact with her and pulled her to her feet. He ignored her words of question and discontent at having to stop and lifted her leg so that it rested on his shoulder. She stumbled a bit before using one arm to prop herself against the end of the couch and reaching back to hold onto his neck as he took her again.

Xander was pretty sure he heard her mention something about the position being hard to manage but he didn’t care as he pounded into her. At this angle, he could see her curves so well and he found himself surprisingly impressed. He hadn’t expected such arousal in his first experience with a human female… His own wonder almost made him unaware that the position they were in was failing. When he felt her wobbling, he let out a small grunt, but didn’t let it break the mood as he fell back on the couch and guided her down onto him, helping her to bounce her hips as her head fell back. Sweat was now coating their bodies as they fucked and their cries and moans were nothing more than desperate grunts and pants. Every defined muscle in his body was starting to beg for that brief period of bliss and his nails dug into the woman’s sides as he felt himself building up.

Natasha clung to him, her womanly curves bouncing and pulsing as she neared a third and final climax of the night. Her mouth hung in an O shape and her eyes were on the ceiling. Sweat rolled over her curves as her voice hoarsely yelled, “OH FUCK! I can’t take it anymore! Cum for me!”

In a way, he didn’t want to cum so fast; he didn’t want the fun to be over just yet. So, despite her pleas for it to all be over, he slowed down the movements of his hips, keeping a nice, rhythmic pace for a bit, only to realize that he just couldn’t take it anymore. For the final time, he thrust vigorously into her again and again, causing her pants to take on the same pattern as his grinding. His member throbbed within her and his entire body tensed with the sensation of orgasm as he came inside of her. He let out a deep groan as her womanhood tightened around him at the same time and their releases spilled out from within her.

His hips slowed and then stopped and he panted, letting his head fall back. As he closed his eyes, he could hear his heart pounding in his head and he could feel the fluids of their evening rolling over his skin. He didn’t open his eyes when he felt Natasha lift herself off of him and fall back onto the couch beside him. It took him a moment to recover from such an experience.

“Damn… You were amazing…” he heard her breathe out and he finally looked over at her and gave her the same devilish smile that he seemed to wear.

“Was I? Does that mean you’re gonna try to find me again?” he asked with a wink.

“I may… I may… I definitely don’t wanna miss out on a night like this… Why don’t we exchange cell numbers before you leave in the morning?”

“Oh? I’m not going to be leaving until the morning? Does that mean I can have seconds?”

Natasha let out a small laugh and winked. “We’ll just have to see… Though I’m sure you’d have no problem taking what you want, right?”

It was his turn to laugh now. “You know me so well already. Maybe I’m impressed.”

Soon after that, their conversation faded and Natasha showed him the way to the shower, all the while he reflected on their encounter. He had to admit that he hadn’t been expecting much when leaving the pact to look for women, but if this was his first encounter, he could only imagine what the coming weekends had in store for him. Sure, he was fine with meeting up with Natasha again, but there was the chance that he would find someone even more interesting and such thoughts invigorated him.
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A slave screamed.

Ashram jolted up from his slumber and cocked his head left toward the sound he just heard.  The whore sleeping next to him turned over quietly onto her side. He glanced right over to the nightstand and brushed his long black hair away from his face. Contract, his reliable longsword was scabbarded, belt attached and resting against the small table. He quickly rose from the bed in his baggy pantaloons. The dim light from a nearby lantern faintly illuminated the top half of his built warrior body. Tall, pale, incredibly handsome, and squared by two broad shoulders. Ashram donned his leather boots, quickly grabbed his sword, and walked to the door of the humble dwelling. He buckled Contract to his hip and grabbed the lantern. Shirtless, he opened the door to the air of the night.

The port was busy with activity tonight. Thousands of lanterns and torches lit the docks, illuminating a massive slave labor force of orcs, half breeds, and humans building ships. The masts of massive galleons and caravels stretched up to the stars. Dock cranes lifted stacks of lumber and tools into the dry docks to workers noisily driving nails and sawing boards. The foremen had the slaves working in split shifts, one day and one night. All able-bodied slaves needed to be working to fulfill the project's time line. Ashram would make sure of that.

He was given title of overseer of this project by Monsoon, his lord king. His duty: to plan, manage and execute the building of a fleet of ships for the lord’s army. Ashram was entrusted with four thousand slaves to work the dry docks in the port of Blackfire on the northern coast of Modrock. He had also commissioned hundreds more commoners, craftsmen of various trades and foreman for the effort. The schedule was strictly adhered to and the king's order was being followed to Ashram’s letter.

He had heard his share of screaming slaves in his time but this one was different. Not a scream of frustration or fatigue, but one of pain. Not just from one lash but several. It was normal to lash a slave if they were falling behind. A quick crack and the slave would be back in line. Sometimes an unbroken would need several as punishment to learn their place. However, this workforce was broken. These slaves had been working these docks for scores of nights. They wouldn’t piss a drop until you told them they could. The lash that caused this scream one was out of contempt. Ashram knew it was, why else would he have awakened?

Ashram walked down the dock in haste, ducking under a stack of lumber as a dock crane swung it over his head. He hurried past the busy smiths, journeymen, and shipwrights to the staircase that led to the dry dock where the scream had sounded. As he scaled the steps, Ashram quickly realized this was the row foreman Curve was assigned to.

Once he had ascended the steps, Ashram heard once again the crack of the foreman’s whip. He looked over and as expected saw Curve, whip in hand, standing over a half orc slave. Curve was a Clymyrian man in his thirties, average height, and a stocky build. He wore foremen leathers and furs for protection against the ocean winds. His skin was tan from the suns of Clymyr’s clear skies.

Curve had sailed here from their shared hometown of Quelsh on the southern border or Clymyr to work on the fleet building project. Curve was willing to break the law of Clymyr, forbidding the citizens to come to the monster filled island of Modrock, just for the sole promise of earning more coin. Ashram took this into consideration while taking quick inventory of what he knew about this man’s ethics. Unlawful border crossing may be a lesser citation. However, excessive use of a master’s force was more than just an infraction to Ashram. It was a breach of slaver’s code.

The green half breed laid face first on the ground below him, a broken mallet rested several paces away. He was still breathing but with multiple lash marks seeping blood seeping from them. Ashram quickly counted the lashes, eight total. Two too many.

That is why he woke up. The slaver master’s code had been broken. One can only lash a broken slave up to six times. Any beyond that number is counterproductive and calls for dismissal or removal of the slave, usually by death. Ashram’s faith in his savior would demand that this breach of contract be righted. It was written in his god’s sacred texts. Specifically, the Chants of the Damned. In a chapter titled ‘Happiness in Slavery’.

“Return to your duties horc!” Curve hatefully yelled at the defeated slave. The half orc, exhausted, didn’t move. His only movement was the rise and fall of his chest.

‘Horc’ was a racial slur. Usually said in a bitter and spiteful tone. A shortening of Half orc. Mostly used by bigots and extremist full blood orcs to heinously describe the half breeds, but mostly to announce one's hatred for the race. Half orcs were commonly the target of prejudice throughout Thayrune. In almost all cases, they were the product of violent rape and orcish perversion.

Ashram’s feet landed on the platform. “Explain the punishment Curve.” Ashram asked.

“Overseer Ashram,” Curve spoke. If he was surprised his tone hid the fact. “I thought you were resting.” He paused briefly, “This horc has drove several stakes and nails incorrectly.” Curve harshly continued. “He mis-cut several planks so that they are unusable. Furthermore, his productivity is stagnant.”

The half breed pulled his arms beneath his chest, placed his hands on the wood beneath him and pushed himself into a kneel. Ashram stepped in front Curve, positioning himself between the two, setting the lantern down on a nearby crate. Curve’s whip hand lowered.

“Was he given the proper tools to perform this task effectively?” Ashram asked.

“Of course. Mallets, drills, saws, planers. All available.” Curve said. “With,” He paused. “Supervision, my supervision.”

The half breed slightly shook his head. Ashram noticed, but acted as if he didn’t.

“Good.” Ashram replied. “Was this slave given the proper training of the tools and equipment?”

Curve scoffed. “Training to do grunts work?”

“Yes.” Ashram said. “A slave can only be as good as his master. A good master will select the proper slave for the proper task.”

Curve’s brow furrowed. Obviously insulted. Ashram knew he would not act upon his rage.

“Why didn’t you have a saw mill worker or lumberjack cut the planks?” Ashram asked.

“Lord Ashram, tis a simple job, any child can cut a plank with a saw.” Curse retorted back.

“Who measured the planks for cut?’ Ashram pressed.

“I did!” The volume of Curves voice rose sharply. “What’s the point of these questions overseer?”

“You see Foreman,” Ashram said confidently, stepping towards the slave. “To have a successful project, one must be set up for success. One must have a plan. One must have rules and abide by them.” Ashram drew Contact from his scabbard. The sound of steel scraping on steel was heard as the blade emerged from the locket.

“Curve.” Ashram went on. “Are you aware of Modeus’ ‘Happiness in Slavery’?” Ashram looked back at Curve.

Curve nodded. But the look in his eyes was confused.

“Then how many lashings before dismissal or removal of the slave?”

Curves eyes darted around the slave quickly counting the lash marks. “Eight.” He quickly blurted out.

Ashram knew Curve was lying. Not about the number of lashings rendered but about his knowledge of the Modeus law.

Ashram raised Contract above his head, added his off hand for more power and velocity for impending strike. I’m doing this slave a favor, Ashram thought.

“Six!” Ashram proclaimed boldly.

With perfect form and posture, Contract came down toward the slave’s neck. It met the flesh with a loud crack as it sheared through bone of the spine. The slave's head rolled a few feet away as hot blood poured and sputtered from the opening that had just held it.  The half breeds green shirtless body flattened onto the platform. The eyes of the head seemed to twitch and look at its own body with a look of terror and grief.

Ashram wiped the blade clean on the Half Orc’s pants then turned calmly and walked to Curve, sheathed Contract, and reached out with his off hand and clasped the whip hand of Curve. He clenched onto a pressure point of the forearm. With a grunt, Curve released the whip into Ashrams awaiting palm.

“It be important for you to have knowledge of the relationship of master and slave.” Ashram said coldly, pushing Curve down into the slave’s fresh slick of blood.

Curve tried resisting but Ashram was far stronger. Curve caught himself by putting his two hands out. His right hand slipped in the pool of blood as his knee stopped his fall. A jet of blood from the headless body shot over curves chest and face.

“Now, I shall review with you, to give you the prospective you need to complete our project.” Ashram declared. “Our divine lord Modeus demands this of us.”

The ritual needed to be administered. A master had broken code and Ashram was chosen by his god to dispense punishment. He would stop at nothing to make sure Modeus was pleased. His divine lord was the reason for his existence and Ashram would give up everything for his blessing. The “Passage of Happiness” must be recited, the rite must be completed if Modeus were to see Ashram favorably.

“A master shall not make his slave scream more than six. Any more is unnecessary, excessive and will break contract of master and slave. Seven lashes display no respect for the slave code of our lord Modeus. If slave continues to reject the wishes of the master than a quick death shall become him. A break of this code and the master must undergo the rite of perspective.” Ashram said. His voice struck terror into Curve.

“The soul belongs to that of the master, the slave shall not care for its soul. The master shall alleviate the slave’s misfortune. The master is responsible for the condition, physical, mental, and otherwise of his slave. This order has been made by Modeus and has ever been so. And therefore, forevermore.”

With full strength, Ashram cocked the whip back and lashed it forward. The loud crack thundered and filled the air of the night as the leather rope moved faster than the sound itself. Curve screamed as the whips popper struck his neck. His body collapsed onto the wood below, his arms failed to hold him up as the whip stung. A quick smell of burnt skin filled the air but was gone just as quick as it came.

“A slave shall scream when it does not listen.”

Ashram cocked the whip back and forward a second time. Crack! Curve winced and screamed.

“A slave shall scream when it when it chooses for itself.”

Crack! Curve flinched and yelled in agony.

“A slave shall scream when it does not submit.”

For a third time the whip lashed out and snapped. Crack! Another scream this one twice as loud as the last.

“A slave shall scream if it is incompetent.”

Crack it went again. An anguished scream resonated onto the platform.

“A slave shall scream if it fails contract.”

Crack! Curves body cringed and shook on the wood deck. He belted out a miserable scream, but his voice started to rasp towards the end.

“A slave shall scream if it wants dominion over its own soul.”

A final loud crack sounded and a pathetic tired scream came soon after. Curves voice had started to lose volume and began to rasp more and more with every cry. It would take a few days for it to return to a healthy, normal tone.

The foreman lay bloodied, broken. With a disciplined and solemn look on his face Ashram dropped the whip to the ground and approached Curve. He reached out a hand and slowly forced up the man’s chin to look him the eye.

“When you regain your strength, you will bury the half breed slave in their cemetery. You will then read, review, and study the passage in ‘Chants of the Damned’ about slaver code for three nights. Chaplin Krone will provide you the volume since you do not own one.” Ashram paused briefly. “Do I make myself clear foreman Curve?”

The foreman weakly nodded, too weak to move otherwise. His voice was lost to him from the screaming from the lashes.

“Good.” Ashram acknowledged. “Also, I want you to understand what has just happened. The pain you feel, let it empower you. Let it help you recognize the things that you can change and those that are beyond your ability to control. The things you can control, let the pain strengthen your resolve. Do not let it turn you into a pessimist. Embrace it, own it. And nothing will be able to you it against you.”

Ashram rose up. Eyes still fixated on Curve.

“Modeus be with you.” Ashram said. But also at the same time a voice came from beside him saying the same words at the same moment.  A feminine voice. One that he had heard many times before. An accent of that of a dark elf, given away by the way they mix the s sound with a double z. It reminded him of snakes.

Ashram turned toward the voice. It had come from edge of the platform to his right near where he had put the lantern. Rested against the supply crates was the dark elf sell-sword Avicia. She seemed to blend perfectly with her surroundings. If she wouldn’t have made her presence known, Ashram may have never seen her. The way she postured her body and clothing with the surrounding shadows would somehow meld with the pile of crates behind her.

She was shorter, slender, and a bit frailer than her surface elf kin. She had slightly longer ears, but otherwise physically similar to the common elf you may see in the forests of Elvaine. She had black skin, long stark white hair held away from her face and onto her left shoulder with a tiny, curvy knife shaped clip. Her eyes glowed green and would flicker when she blinked. An odd feature of her race, as most dark elves had red eyes. She wore black stained leathers that shaped tightly along her ample breasts and long sweeping legs. The pin on her cloak matched that of one affixed to her hair and held a long dark cloak embroidered with wicked green designs around the edges that matched her eyes.

Although she was related to the wood elves of the surface, the Drow are vicious and wicked sisters at best. The dark elves lurk in the bleak, lightless caverns and tunnels of the underworld. Living in massive subterranean cities that were ruled through fear, repression, and might. It was also well known they worshiped the spider god Lothe and practiced slavery. These facts made the Drow the most fearsome race of the underdark to the common surface world. However, Avicia did not belong in the depths of the underdark, she dwelled here in Modrock, and she is an exceptional assassin pledged to their shared lord Monsoon.

There was one fact about them that led to much mystery about their race, their physical weakness to sunlight. The most contact a surface dweller would have would be zero. Any recounts of interaction would usually be just mere story. The Drow hated the sunlight for it would burn their skin, hamper their innate abilities, but most of all, cause incapacitating pain. But for Avicia, she had gone through the torture of becoming used to the light of sun, letting her walk freely about the surface of Thayrune.

“Overzeer Azzhram.” Avicia said provocatively. She approached him and looked down at Curve. “I hope I did not interrupt your punishment in the name of Modeuz.  In fact, I would love you to continue. You know juzt how much it turnzz me on to zee you half naked with a whip in your hand.”

She was serious, Ashram thought. And she was right. Modeus was his divine king. The god of pride, contracts, and slavery. Ashram even named his blade after his sacred texts. The god speaks to him in his dreams and has seen Ashram through from being a commoner son of an apothecary in Quelsh to being the hand of the best swordsmen and true king of Solice. Modeus had graced him with his holy powers and Ashram has used those powers to instill order in every aspect of his life. And as the popular Modeus saying went – strength through discipline, power through order.

“Avicia,” Ashram turned away from Curve towards her. “Your presence here is unexpected.”

The last time Ashram had heard of Avicia’s whereabouts was that she had been sent on mission of high importance by Tolkriss, an advisor to Monsoon whom practiced dark arts. Ashram could only assume that it involved murder or theft. That’s what she and her troupe of criminals was good at. Ashram didn’t particularly like the fact they waited in the shadows for the perfect opportunity to strike their foe. He preferred a more direct approach or even diplomacy.

“Well I couldn’t zet foot on Modrock without zeeing you.  Itz been too long zince I had the pleazzure of your company.” She lifted a hand to Ashram’s arm and ran a finger along it, up to the curve of his shoulder. She only stood up to the middle of his rib cage.

There was no tone of sarcasm in her voice. But he was not surprised. Avicia had taken a liking to him since they were introduced months ago by Monsoon. While he may not like her approach to accomplishing certain tasks, she was still beautiful and exotic. He had even laid with her twice. And would do so again. He wondered once why she liked him. She probably just liked handsome men in a powerful position. He didn’t care to ask as long he reaped the bounty of that tight body.

“How did your journey fare?” Ashram asked

“It wazz a pleazzurable….” She walked around behind him, dragging her finger across his naked back. “…vacation” she paused for a moment, “but not nearly as pleazzurable az being in your ztrong armz.

She might as well have a forked tongue Ashram thought. While Avicia’s methods may be deceiving, they were definitely effective.

“I’m sure you enjoyed whatever Monsoon asked of you.” Ashram turn quickly to keep his eyes on her, she let her hand trace his side as he turned. There was part of him that didn’t trust her and wondered what her true motives were. “Shouldn’t you report to Monsoon?”

“Well I could make the journey to Banez Rezzt, but it’d be better to juzt meet our grace here.” She moved her finger up his stomach to the tattoo over his heart of Modeus’ holy symbol.  She traced the upside-down star and started to grin seductively. “Pluzz, I get the added bonuz of having time to kill with you. And you know I can warm your bed better than the whore who iz likely zleeping in it.”

She was right again. Not just about the bed but their lord Monsoon would be here in half a fortnight.

“Very well, let us make use of the time then.” Ashram responded.

He quickly dispatched some orders to have another overseer woken and take up the supervision of the project. They walked together back to Ashram’s quarters. Once there, the pair entered and stood in the doorway, Avicia moved around behind him, wrapping her arms around his midsection and caressing his pecks. Ashram looked upon the brown-haired whore still sleeping in his bed. Her body sprawled on top of the bed that he needed to make proper use of.

“GET OUT!” He shouted at the whore. She immediately was startled awake. The whore rose out of the bed quickly and grabbed her clothes and sandals.

“Yes, my lord.” She whispered apologetically as she passed him and Avicia. She didn’t even bother to put her dress on, just used it to cover her breasts and stepped out into the night, closing the door behind her.

“Now that we’re alone…” Avicia said, circling around to his front, her pointy fingers and long fingernails grazing his skin. “I’m going to be needing zomething of yourz.”

She slid her hand down over his abs and into his trowsers. She reached for his cock and grasped it with her small slender hands. She squeezed him briefly before he swelled to size and then began fisting him in his pantaloons. Ashram let her hands work him, standing still and nonchalant. If he was enjoying it, the only thing that let her know was the ever-increasing size of his cock as it flexed in her hand. Avicia looked him in his eyes with a look of longing but even more so of conviction.

“I didn’t juzt come here to fuck Azzhram.” She said candidly, keeping eye contact. Her free hand yanked off his pants and his hard cock sprang free to the open air.

“Is that so?” He replied, his gaze stone cold.

“Why yezzz,” She replied. “I want your seed Lord Azzhram… I want you to sire me a child…”

“You know what the requires of me.” He stated. “Do you realize the weight of such a request upon myself and my god?”

Ashram was more than willing to father a child, but because of his holy status he would have ask for Modeus’ blessing. This would be a different than any encounter with a common whore. He would have to pray during the act, administer a sacred rite. Ashram had been endowed with many powers from Modeus for his sworn devotion. One of which gave him the ability to share physical pain with subjects that commit to verbal contract with him. A ritual called “language of the pain.” Usually Ashram would use the rite to bolster his vitality in battle, spreading his wounds amongst his followers. The blessing he was going to ask for was a variation in this ritual, meant to bless the woman for being a willing vessel for Modeus’ devout subject’s children. However, instead of sharing pain, this specific version would take Ashram’s pleasure and transfer it all to the woman. In return, any satisfaction Ashram had would be replaced with pain. This pain was meant to be a test to Modeus’ devout. If they couldn’t bear through the pain, they were not worthy of bearing children. Ashram was no stranger to pain and he would be honored to administer the rite in the name of his god.

“Yezz…” She said, answering his question, affirming that she was prepared. Whether she was or not didn’t matter. The only thing that did was her confirmation of entering into verbal contract with Ashram and his god.

She kissed along his chest while her hand still stroked away. She knelt down in front in front of Ashram and held his cock straight up and flicked her tongue at his balls. Avicia licked them slowly with the thick part of her tongue before working up to the base of his cock. She cupped her mouth along the side of his shaft and rocked her head back and forth. She extended her tongue and slid it along his length until she reached the crown. Ashram watched on in the dim lantern light of the room as the dark elf slowly licked his head, encircling it, and getting it wet with her saliva.

“I know thiz izz the starting pozition for the woman for Modeus’ blezzing.” She affirmed with Ashram before she slid her lips over the head and engulfed Ashram’s cock in her mouth, twisting her head slightly as he descended, the girth of his cock stretching her tiny mouth as her lips glided down the smooth shaft. Ashram restricted his pleasure, keeping his stern composure as Avicia’s head moved up and down slowly on his cock. Her mouth must have filled with saliva making the shaft extremely wet as her head continued to bob and suck on him.

“Why, yes this is where it can start.” He replied, letting the hot little elf nurse his cock. “But it doesn't truly begin until I will it so.”

Avicia slid her lips off of his cock and looked up at him.

“Please begin my lord.” She asked.

And with that Ashram began the ritual, springing into action. His hand quickly came down on the back of Avicia’s scalp. He was certain to use the hand that had a tattoo on the palm that match the one on his chest. However, this tattoo was lined in silver flake. He remembered receiving the tattoo after accepting Modeus as his god and lord. It was a painful day, but it was the best day of his life.

The sudden movement surprised her and she flinched instinctively. Ashram was too strong however and caught her before she could attempt moving away. With a strong solid grip on her hair he forced Avicia down on his cock. Her mouth opened just in the knick of time to accept his cock into her mouth. She whimpered slightly as his swiftly cock disappeared from view, pressing against the back of her mouth and against her throat. Ashram didn’t stop there and continued to press into her throat. Avicia looked up at him, her eyes wide in surprise, it was obvious she didn’t know the first step of the rite or else she would have been prepared to choke. He buried his member deep into her throat and held her head there with her lips pressed up against the very base of his cock. Avicia began to choke on him and snorted out her nose. Her gag reflex began to trigger as a tear strayed from her opened eyes. She began to struggle and try to pull away but Ashram held her in place easily. She whimpered and coughed as his cock filled her throat uncomfortably. The tear from her eye ran down cheek and fell to the floor. Now the breeding ritual of language of the pain could begin.

“My whore suffocates…” Ashram said solemnly, his voice the tone of prayer. The upside star of Modeus tattooed on his chest and hand began to glow crimson with divine power. He continued to hold her down on his cock until he completed the first stanza. “priming me to plant seeds of fate. Forced love, to mate... I beg thee Modeus, trap us within our hate.”

He released his grip and let the drow fall away from his hard cock. She gasped for air and began to cough violently. He stood above her, at attention, as the air began to fill her lungs, bringing her back to a semi-normal state. She had made it through the hardest part of the ritual for the female. Not choking and passing out was a sign of an acceptable vessel for Modeus. Ashram reached down and grabbed Avicia just above the elbow and pulled her to her feet and began undressing her, untying the cords that held her leathers tightly to her body. She tried to assist him but he quickly waved her hands away. It was important to the ritual that his glowing hand disrobe the vessel. The rite needed to be performed correctly, meticulously to Modean law, or else the blessing will not take.

“We give, thine take.” Ashram continued his disciplined chanting as he methodically removed her leathers. Wisps of black and red smoke began emanating from the glow of his tattooed holy symbols as his spell began to swell with power. His tattoos began to tingle from a devilish heat. A pain that he welcomed wholeheartedly.

“A life you forsake!” He shouted his voice raising to a demanding shout. He pushed the dark elf down to his bed. She submissively fell down on top of it, resting the top of her body on her elbows at the edge of the bed. She spread her legs enticingly for Ashram, showing her luscious bare pussy, ripe for the taking. He stepped in closer to the foot of the bed, his hard cock lengthened in from of him as he postured himself between her legs.

“A new gift of youth…” Ashram continued, his voice returning to a normal chant. He grabbed her legs just above the knees, spreading them wider. “Your blessing turns its lie to truth.”

As he finished the verse, his tattoos erupted from a glow to a fiery fury. The pain he felt increased, but he didn’t seem to mind, letting the pain empower his resolve. This was but a mere fragment of the power of this spell, he wasn’t even halfway through the ritual. With discipline, he guided his cock to the lips of her pussy, pausing at her opening.

“Disrobed, press in!” Ashram shouted as he leaned in and slowly pressured into her pussy. He slid in past her lips and met a little resistance. As he did so, Avicia yelped in surprise. Normally she would have grimaced in pain as the walls of her pussy stretched to accommodate his massive girth. But instead this pain was transferred to Ashram, his spell replacing any of her discomfort with pleasure. Avicia hooked her legs around his waist forcing him inside until he buried his stiff cock into her welcoming cunt. Her tight pussy began to tremble around his thick shaft, accommodating his penis until she was completely filled by him. The ritual doubled her pleasure, a gift from Modeus for being a willing vessel. She moaned out uncontrollably as the increased pleasure washed through her. She couldn’t contain it and shivered abruptly. Only mere seconds after he filled her an orgasm was taking hold of her body. She felt the power of the climax wash over her, savoring the moment as it swept through her.

Ashram watched his whore trembled below him, her body spasming around his cock. While she was lost in ecstasy, the pain from the spell increased for him. He felt burning in his tattoos and a cold stinging all along his skin. His mind clouded briefly as the pain washed through him, constricting his thought. With sheer discipline Ashram powered through, turning the familiar sting into something real, his god would expect nothing less. He turned the pain back on itself and dispersed the cloud of doubt. Replacing with a strength that made him feel alive.

“Let the breeding begin!” Ashram recited.

It was time to give her what she and Modeus desired. He backed his cock out until just his head was lodged inside her opening, and with a vigorous thrust, he buried his stiff cock all the way into Avicia’s pussy. He began to fuck her steadily, rocking his cock back and forth inside of her. Her hands grabbed at her hair as she moaned in extreme pleasure. Ashram grip fastened just above her knees, securing his dominance. He was allowed to only touch her with his cock and hold her in place. Any other showing of affection was forbidden, that was Modeus’ job. The wisping smoke from his holy symbols filled the air, drifting around Avicia. The smoke seemed to take a form of its own, organizing into two long slender appendages that wrapped around her breasts and rubbed slowly at her nipples with divine force. Ashram quickened his pace, pistoning his cock into her hungry cunt. Avicia continued to moan, her breath becoming short, her voice rising in pitch until it became a piercing shriek.

“The blessing of your pain…” He continued. The pain in his tattoos and body was immense, but he did not care. It was just mere assurance from his divine lord that he was vindicated in his actions. “...my loss becomes thine's gain!”

Acivia looked down toward her pussy, marveling at his cock pumping in and out of her pussy. “YES! Fuck me! FUCK my pussy!”

The tentacles of red smoke pressed her back roughly onto the bed as Ashram began driving into her with earnest, gripping her legs for more leverage. She pressed her heels into his ass to lend to his thrusts. He fucked her briskly as one of the trails of smoke discontinued it assault on her breast and began smoothing over her clit. Every time Ashram pressed in, he felt a sharp stab of pain. He welcomed it, thrusting deeper to increase it, for the shock empowered him further to invoke the will of his lord and master. A smile spread across his face as he focused the pain, twisting it into pleasure of successful accomplishment.

“Ugh uh uh UH OHHH!” Avicia cried in ecstasy. The sensations were too much and her body began to rise again to climax. "OH FUCK MY LORD, I'M CUMMING!"

She screamed and she bucked her head upward, her ass and pussy shuddering against his shaft as it impaled her. He buried every thrust all the way inside her as her second orgasm seized her body, her pussy bursting around his cock as she trembled through waves of pleasure. Her eyes rolled into the back of her skull as she panted and gasped as Ashram continued to pound her hard from above. Her clit was peering out from her hood as the smoked rubbed wildly around it, increasing the uncontrollable quaking of her hips, sending her into a third orgasm almost immediately after the second.

“UGHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” Avicia screamed out with the full force of her lungs.

She was overwhelmed with Modeus’ gifts and Ashram knew that she may pass out soon from the intensity of the increased pleasure. He needed to make haste and plant his faithful seed before she did or the ritual would botch. Ashram’s vision began to fade to black from the pain shooting through every limb of his body, giving him the sign to complete the final stanza of the prayer.

“Pure black, looking clear.” He chanted, the dark cloud of the pain cleared from his mind. As it did his cock began to swell within Avicia’s gripping cunt, sending him closer to the edge. He pressed in with his hard penis, filling her with his girth. He pounded her tiny pussy below with savage abandon, she pressed back onto him slamming her body on his hard rod. His breathing became rapid and Ashram' balls began to churn. The smoke exuding from his holy symbols quickly crept into Avicia’s mouth and pussy, and soon after her eyes began to haze to with same color as the mist. Her body lurched forward, spasming as the will of Ashram’s divine lord filled her with its mist, spreading to her nerves and sending waves pleasure through every vein in her body. The smoke seemed to fill every crevice inside her, sending a bright tingle throughout her pussy, preparing her womb for Ashram’s seed.

“Our work is done soon here, giving back unto thee. To give back which used to be.” He groaned as his balls tensed and his cock swelled inside her. Ashram couldn't hold it back any longer, the ritual was sending him over the edge and finally, he buried his cock to the hilt and released. The will of Modeus replaced any pleasure of climax with a sting that shackled Ashram’s body. A pain so huge it could only be warded off by reciting the final lines of the hymn.

“Pain! Misery! I suffer unto thee!” He shouted out, revoking his pain, distributing amongst his body, and recycling it back to empower his will. “...Language... of the... Pain!”

He straightened his body in discipline and pumped spurt after spurt of his blessed seed inside her as she continued to writhe in pleasure beneath from the pleasurable onslaught of the red mist. Avicia bucked her head as he sent a massive hot jet of cum splashing against her cervix. Her pussy caressed his shaft as he spent his seed, filling every fold within her completely.

“OHH YES MY LORD!” Avicia screamed. “I can feel you cumming in me! Ughhh!”

Ashram continued firing hot pulses of semen inside her. Avicia’s hips shivered over his cock as his balls emptied, finally they were spent. She collapsed on top of the bed, her head rolling to the side, not having the strength to hold herself up. The mist in her eyes fades as her mouth fell open, the red smoke of Modeus escaped slowly as she exhaled, dispersing into the air. Her eyes closed quietly as she rolled over and immediately fell asleep. Ashram noticed that no mist escaped from her pussy lips, for whatever had entered, intended to stay within her for the next nine months.

With his ritual complete, Ashram slid his cock out of her. He used his grip on her legs to press them shut, closing them in front of him as he stepped away. The ordeal had gone as expected, successful. He knew deep inside of his mind that Modeus’ favor glowed brightly, Ashrams sacrifice of pleasure had not gone unnoticed.

He collapsed in exhaustion next to his elf. He had passed the test of Modeus’ holy rite, but he wondered what his lord’s plans were for him. Why would Modeus want to bring his child into Thayrune at such a dark time? Would Avicia’s womb even be able harbor his child safely? War was about break out across the southern coasts of Clymyr and Avicia would be needed behind enemy lines. This was a new complication, but it was the will of his god. All questions may be unanswered for now. As Ashram’s eyes closed and drifted to sleep, he knew whatever his god’s plans were, they would be explained eventually.
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Ross pressed the gas pedal down to the floorboard of his Acura Integra to the floor, speeding excessively down the street. He was in hurry to get where he was going and the street he was driving on was heavy with traffic. Ross didn’t seem to care about the safety of the others on the road as he tailgated other vehicles and weaved in out of cars just barely missing them as he passed. The other cars cautiously avoided him as they heard his blaring rap music resonate and rattle from the subwoofers in the trunk of his car.

Ross pulled out his phone and found a number in his contact list. He hit the call button and held the phone to his ear. When the call picked up he turned the music down.

“Hello?” The male voice said on the other end.

“Sup Jeremy,” Ross said in a hard tone, similar to the one on hardcore gangster rap he was just listening to. “Where you at foo?”

“On my way to work....” Jeremy said, his voice obviously annoyed.

“Yo bro,” Ross replied. “Can I get twenty bucks? I’ll stop by and grab it.”

“No.” Jeremy said flatly.

“Awe come on man. I’ll be right there in like, five minutes” Ross said back.

“Fuck no, you owe me hundreds of dollars.” Jeremy’s voice escalated. “Do not come to my work. You got me fired from my last job by pathetically hitting on my boss.”

“Pfft, fuck that bitch. You didn’t want that job any-”

“Yeah, I did,” Jeremy was getting upset. “You showing up everyday to hit on her, smoking weed in the parking lot. That shit cost me the highest paying job I’ve ever had. You say fuck that bitch but you still go there and stalk her while your wife is at work.”

“I don’t fucking stalk her. She’s a bitch anyway because she told Joann.”

“Good for her. Joann is too good for you, I have no idea how you two are still married.” Jeremy replied. “You made that bed, now fucking sleep in it.”

“Dude that’s brutal bro.” Ross replied, sounding like a victim.

“I’m not your fucking bro.” Jeremy said. “And what's brutal is the amount of time I’ve called you my friend only to be treated like shit.”

“What are you talking about dude?” Ross’s tone cynical.

“Let’s see here, where do I fucking start.” Jeremy immediately shot back. “You have no respect or consideration for my friends, family, or even my fucking property. Every girlfriend I have you’ve always tried hitting on, and when they blow you off-”

“Whatev-” Ross tried to cut him off, but Jeremy wasn’t having it.

“I’m talking, and if you want you’re fucking twenty bucks you best shut the fuck up.” Jeremy spat back.

“And when they blow you off, you treat them like shit and make them the brunt of your jokes. Then they break up with me because you follow me around like a fly on shit. To make even worse you fucking say similar shit to my sister and mom, and now you’re not allowed over. And the fucked up part of that is that you can’t fix the damage to my old car like you promised you would. The thing is still parked at my mom's since you fucking crashed it trying chase so fucking girls down the street.”

“I’d fucking help you fix it your mom wasn’t such a cun-.” Ross replied.

“Shut the fuck up, I’m not done yet.” Jeremy countered. “How do you expect me to give you money when you disrespect me at every turn. Every time we lived together, my things come up missing and somehow you have money when you’ve hardly worked a day in your life. You just sat around playing my Xbox when you should of been looking for work, surviving off of handouts from your mom. I thought for a moment you may have changed when you finally met Joann, but you obviously returned to your asshole behavior. Even though you’ve tried to hide it from her, she eventually found out. Now I’m just laughing at you, you don’t deserve her.”

“Oh, ok.” Ross’ voice full of sarcasm.

“I don’t have to take this shit!” Ross continued. “You going to give me the money or not?”

“Why don’t you ask your wife that you keep locked up at your house, I mean, her house.”             

“That’s why I need the money, to find her.” Ross replied, his voice cocky.

“Well I’m not helping you. Hope you get cucked. I was never going to give you any money, I just wanted to tell you off.”

“Awe whaaaa?” Ross said surprised and disappointed. “Your loss dude.”

Jeremy laughed. “My gain more like it you fucking imbecile. I can’t believe how I put up with your shit these years, I’m fucking done. And don’t even think about coming to my work either, I’ll fucking call the cops or beat the shit out of you. Or better yet, both! FUCK OFF ROSS! Lose my number.” Jeremy shouted and disconnected the call.

What a little bitch, Ross thought. He’d just have to get the money from someone else. He had to get inside the club that his wife was going to, but he didn't have the money to pay the cover. Earlier in the day, his wife Joann had found out he was messing around on her and left the house with her friend Chelsea. Joann had called in sick for work and they were going to have a girl’s night out. Ross wasn't having it, he had to go find her and bring her home. He was going to make her go to work the next day because the bills needed to get paid.

He pulled over into a gas station and killed the engine. Ross dialed another number, he knew he would be able to get the money, he just had to be a little vague about his reasons. The phone rang several times before it finally picked up.

“Ross?” A sleepy woman’s voice picked up. “You know I have to wake up at four am for work.

“I know Mom but it’s important. I need to borrow twenty dollars. I ran out of gas.” Ross asked.

“You need to borrow a job.” His mom replied. “Why don’t you ask your wife?”

“Uh, She’s at work.” He lied.

“At this hour? Did she have to get a second job to pay your car payment?”

“Well no,” He stammered. “But yea she has a second job.”

“That’s funny, Joann messaged me earlier saying that she’s leaving you because you were messing around with some other girl.”

“Wait. What?” Ross responded confused.

“You’re lying to me Ross, I’m not giving you a penny.”

“But Mom, please.”

“NO!” She stated firmly. “You never pay me back, and every time I do give you money you waste it on something other than what it was intended for. You have problems Ross, problems that money can’t solve. Stop wasting everyone's time. You want money? Then get a fucking job. And when you finally get a job, keep it! Don’t get hired and fired in the same day. Show your employer some dignity and respect for once in your life.”

“I’m trying Mo-” Ross interjected.

“No, you’re not!” His mom cut him off abruptly. “If you were, you wouldn’t be in the mess you’re in. And when Joann leaves you and throws you out, don’t expect to move in with me. I’m done with your lies. You need to respect other people who value their time, and by the way you woke me up when I have to be at work in five hours for twenty dollars, you don’t even value mine!”

“But, but.” Ross stammered pathetically.

“Goodbye.” She said. And with that the call disconnected with a single resounding click.

Ross slammed his phone into the dash of his car. He sat back in chair trying to figure out what to do. Ross checked his face in the mirror, making sure his goatee was trimmed and that his backwards ball cap was lined up correctly. He got out of his car, dusted off his blue jeans and straightened his sports jersey. As cars drove into to the station he approached every single one asking for money for gas and about an hour later he finally had enough for what he actually needed. Without filling his tank, he left the gas station and drove several blocks away to the club that Joann and Chelsea were attending.

The place was quite larger than he had expected. He had hoped that the place they had chosen was going to be lame dive with hardly anyone attending. But it was actually quite a party. The place was packed and he heard the filtered bass of a four by four dance beat coming from inside. Ross went to his phone again to see if Joann had responded to any of several texts- she hadn’t. He decided to give her a call- the twelfth of the night since she left the house. It went straight to voicemail, she must have had her phone off. He walked along the parking to until he found Chelsea’s car. Ross looked in to see if they were inside but it was empty and decided to head inside the club.

Once he made it through the security he finally made it inside and checked the place out. He made his round through the club checking this way and that for signs of his wife and her friend. Finally, he made his way up to the DJ booth and saw them in a roped off VIP section.

He saw Joann having the time of her life, holding a pink cocktail with a fancy umbrella in it. She was tiny and slim, barely 5’2". She looked quite stunning tonight. She wore a pair of tight, low-rider jeans that showed off her cute ass and a tee-shirt that hid her large rack from everyone’s view. She was wearing her wavy shoulder length blonde hair down which bordered her pretty face until rested on her shoulders. She had minimal makeup on, just a hint lip gloss, some blended eyeliner and mascara. Her neck was covered in glowing neon necklaces and she was conversing with tall muscular man with a flirty smile on her face.

Ross shouted to get her attention from in front of the sound system but there was no way she could hear him. He tried waving his arms to flag her down but she was way too distracted by the guy she was talking to. Ross continued to stare at his wife when he noticed Chelsea walking up to Joann and the man. She was wearing a tight jean miniskirt that barely covered her pert ass. Her top was a pink short, spaghetti-strap top that reflected the disco lights and showed off her tummy. Her clothes spoke to Ross and every other guy in the room saying- Fuck me!

The man they were speaking with was a tall, broad, dark-haired and drinking a beer in a self-assured way that confident men would have, holding the bottle with a loose two fingered grip. Chelsea and Joann couldn’t keep their attention off of him no matter how hard Ross tried to take it. He kept waving his arm furiously at them but they were too focused on their flirtations. However, the man they were with did finally notice Ross flapping his arms around like a madman. He pointed at himself, gesturing if Ross was trying to get his attention. Ross nodded and pointed at his wife. The man tapped Joann and motioned over at Ross.

When Joann finally saw her husband, she laughed and pointed at him. Chelsea also noticed and did the same. Both of the woman leaned up to the man and whispered in his ear. The man grinned widely as they spoke to him, after a moment he nodded, and went to the roped separating the VIP section from the dance floor and spoke with the two bouncers. Ross walked up to them and one of the large bouncers smugly let him in.

Ross rushed passed them and attempted to get within earshot of Joann but was stopped when their new friend pressed against his chest with an outstretched palm. He noticed that Joann and Chelsea walk into a backroom behind the DJ booth disappearing behind a doorway.

“Are you Ross?” The man asked. He towered a good eight inches over him.

“What's it to you?” Ross said, being his douche bag self. “I need to talk to my wife.”

“Why? So, you can spoil their good time?” He asked.

“Look man I don’t need to get it into my personal life with you, just let me talk to my wife.”

“Sure man, I don’t want to keep you from the one you love, let’s go in the back room so you guys can have a quiet place to talk. I’ll even get you a beer.” The man offered, motioning his hand toward the doorway his wife and friend had just went in.

Ross immediately made his way to the door when the man moved aside. As he walked in he found himself in a short hallway with another door on the other end. The man followed him and pointed toward the far door. Ross walked over to it and opened the door and went in. Joann and Chelsea stood the at a high cocktail table holding their drinks in what seemed to be a plush private room lined in mirrors. There several overstuffed red couches and a stripper pole in the center. Ross wasted no time before barking orders at his wife.

“Grab your shit, were fucking leaving!” He shouted at Joann. Normally she would have been scared when raised his voice, but this time she stood tall and looked back him at him defiantly.

“Oh, shut the fuck up you fucking tool. You’re fucking pathetic.” Chelsea insulted. Ross was unphased in his arrogance.

“I’m not leaving, and if I did, it wouldn’t be with you.” Joann told him firmly.

“The fuck you are!’ Ross shouted back. When she defied him, he would resort to physical aggression to get his way. He stepped up to her and grabbed her by her arm and pulled her towards the doorway. She tried wiggle away but his grip was stronger than hers.

“You’re hurting me!” Joann screamed.

“Ross let go of her!” Chelsea added. Trying to pull Ross away from Joann.

The man who had followed Ross into the back room had seen enough and grabbed Ross by the shoulder, spinning him around and breaking her husband's hold on Joann. He cocked back his favored arm and landed a solid punch squarely on Ross’s nose. A loud crack sounded throughout the room as his knuckles broke the cartilage on Ross’s nose, sending his ball cap flying off his head and across the room. Ross shuffled backwards in a daze and fell on top of the stripper pole platform. He grabbed his nose with his hand and blood ran through the gaps in fingers. Chelsea and Joann burst out in laughter.

“Oh my god, the douche bag so deserved that!” Chelsea chuckled. “That’s what you get you fucking loser!

“Thank you, Mark, for getting him away from me.” Joann said to the man who had just laid out her asshole husband in just a single punch.

“No problem,” He replied. “It was much easier than I thought. This fucking idiot can't take a punch.”

Ross groaned out from under the hand he held over his nose. He got to his feet and stubbornly rushed at Mark, attempting to throw a wild haymaker. Mark saw it coming from a mile away and sidestepped the blow. He extended a leg and used Ross’s forward momentum to trip him and he went flying into a nearby mirror, cracking it. Pain shot across Ross’s already damaged nose as he fell to the floor. He began to roll back and forth on the ground as he tried to hold back the blood streaming from his face.

“I can't believe this guy.” Mark said nonchalantly. “First he puts his hands on a woman and then he breaks my property.”

“Told you that you could lay him out.” Chelsea said.

“Yeah but for how much of an asshole you told me he was I didn't think he'd flop around like a fish after one punch.”

“I’ll fucking sue you.” Ross threatened pitifully.

“Go ahead.” Mark urged. “My uncle is the police lieutenant and my family is the most powerful in the city. Besides, I'll personally tell my DA sister that you assaulted two women.”

Ross then realized who he was talking too- Mark Lindholm. He was the club owner and owned and operated several businesses and franchises throughout the city. His family was quite powerful, having lived in the city since its inception and had plenty political as well as financial clout. Ross gulped in shock as he realized he had definitely picked a fight with the wrong man.

Mark picked up Ross’ flimsy body by the back of his jersey and dragged him back to the stripper pole. He gave Ross quick stomp to the stomach and knocked the wind out of him. Ross let out a choke of pain as the loud beat from the next room dropped and the crowd cheered. Mark went over to a cupboard in the room and returned with a set of handcuffs. He quickly manhandled Ross’ arms around the stripper pole and cuffed him securely to it. Chelsea and Joan cheered in delight finally seeing the asshole that caused them so much pain and anger being quickly dispatched by someone so easily.

“Oh my god that was so amazing!” Joann encouraged. “Mark you just made me the happiest woman on earth. I’m going to give the best blowjob I’ve ever given in my life.”

“Same here.” Chelsea said, coming up behind Mark and embracing him. “And we are going to make your soon to be ex-husband watch every moment of it.”

Mark looked down at Ross. “You hear that punk?” He shouted. “Your wife and her friend are going to suck my cock and you’re going watch. You better enjoy what you’re about to see or I'll make sure you’re leaving here in an ambulance!”

Mark went to the door and bolted it shut before he turned back at towards the girls. Joann reached up and placed her fingers along on the nape of his neck, stroking his dark locks. Chelsea grabbed the hem of her shirt and yanked it over her head revealing her gorgeous breasts cupped in an embroidered black and pink bra. Not soon after she unhooked her bra and let it fall to the floor. Joann follow suit removing her top but also took the initiative to step out of her shoes and jeans. Finally, Ross’s hot wife was standing almost naked in front of Mark in just a pair of blue striped panties.

Mark chuckled. “Well this night is definitely looking up.” He said.

Ross struggled against the handcuffs, the metal clinking on metal sounded through the room. The blood from his nose smeared across his face and he had to move his face to the stripper pole to be closer to the protection of his hands. The girls didn’t seem to notice for they were more focused on seeing the rest of Mark’s body. He pulled off his tee shirt with the girls’ assistance and showed them his solid abs. Chelsea bent over for a moment and gliding her tongue over his chest and solid stomach. Joann reached out to undo his belt and fly and helped Mark out of his pants and boxes. His cock stood out in front of him swollen and flushed.

Joann’s eyes flew open wide as she saw Mark’s cock. She immediately closed the gap between the two of them, pushing Chelsea to the side and taking him into her hand. “Your cock is three times as big as my pathetic husbands.” She said, and then glanced over her shoulder at her husband to mock him. Ross knew what she was saying was completely true. He was not blessed in the size department and had compensated by insulting others.

Joann began to stroke him with her fist and accepted the kiss that Mark bent to give her. His tongue was aggressive as it slid into her parted lips and then finally smoothed against her tongue. Mark made a gruff noise and began toying with Joann’s breasts and nipples. Chelsea caressed the two them, pressing her body into them, watching Mark kiss Joann as she stroked his cock.

“Let me out of these cuffs Joann!” Ross cried out.

“FUCK NO! You’re going to watch as I shove his cock in my mouth.” Joann replied, not taking her eyes off Mark. She then dropped to her knees and took Mark’s massive length into her mouth. Her lips could hardly stretch across his girth as her hand went down between her legs and into her panties. Her hand worked along her lips and began stroking the wetness over her clit. Joann gave a shivering sigh as she dragged her lips along the side of his cock before sucking Mark’s tip back into her eager mouth. She slid two of her fingers into her pussy and pressed her palm against her swollen clit. Chelsea returned to licking his chest, working her tongue over his tiny nipples.

Joann leaned in toward his crotch and pressed his cock against her cheek. It looked rather large resting against the side of her head. She extended her tongue and worked along his girth, flicking her tongue in and out rapidly until she reached the head, taking him back again into her mouth. He stroked her hair as she worshipped his cock at a steady pace. Joann moved her hands to his hips and began to bounce her head on him, moaning loudly all the while. She sucked on him earnestly, sucking in her cheeks and filling her mouth with his hardness. She continued to service Mark’s amazing dick, twisting her tongue around the head before lowering her head back down, tilting her head slightly to twist her pursed lips around his cock as she descended.

Ross watched his wife finally stand up and Chelsea took her turn, kneeling to take Mark into her mouth. Her pink little tongue licking and swooping along his hard cock.  She slowly slid her tongue from the base and back up to his crown before sliding her lips over his cock. Her mouth glided slowly down his shaft until she was about half way before raising her head back up in the other direction. She slowly began to bob her head on his dick and Mark’s eyes rolled into the back of his head. He put one hand on her head and motioned for Joann to come closer. His hand replaced Joann’s in her panties and he drove his fingers into her cunt.

Finally, Chelsea finished her oral assault and stood up looking Mark in the eye. “What’s your poison? Who do you want to eat and who do you want to fuck?” She asked.

Mark moved to the plush couch directly in Ross’ view and got on his back as the girls stripped themselves of their panties. “Climb aboard.” He said to Joann. Then looking over at Chelsea. “You, kneel over my face.”

Joann straddled Mark, positioning her pussy lips just above his cock. She grabbed his shaft and swiped it across her clit, and then positioned his head at her wet opening. Joann lowered herself down slowly on his cock. Her tight pussy stretched to accommodate such a great piece of flesh. She had never been filled completely in her life and she was grateful to finally experience to a large, hard, cock.

“OH FUCK YES!” Joann shouted. “His cock is SO BIG Ross! MMMmmmm.”

She moved his cock into her until it reached her resistance, and then slowly pressed back in. As the initial friction began to reside, she slowly picked up her rhythm, moving up and down on top of him. Mark let out a low groan as Joann’s vagina clenched onto his long hard length. She began to deepen her pushes down, sliding his shaft until it was buried and nothing showed but his balls. Joann looked down at her pussy as she began to lustfully bounce. Mark’s cock looked amazing as she pumped it in and out of her.

Ross continued watch and grunt in contempt from his view at the stripper pole as Chelsea arranged herself over Mark’s face. He placed his forearms beneath his head to raise himself towards Chelsea’s sweet pussy and went to town, his tongue a flurry of movement on her clit. Chelsea winked across at Joann, she almost laughed but was too busy trying to not come all over Mark’s cock, wanting to enjoy the moment as long as she could.

Ross watched as the pleasure swept over his wife’s face in such a way that he had never seen in his life. A look when a woman was so turned on that her face emanated arousal. Her body was beginning to shake in a manner he had never been able to give her or any woman he had been with. Judging by the way her body shuttered, it was obvious that every time she said she had cum with him was a complete lie.

Chelsea pinched at her nipples and continued to rock her hips onto Mark’s outstretched tongue. He directed his lapping tongue to the places she wanted it most. Mark reached a hand up to Chelsea’s pussy and buried his fingers inside her cunt. Ross watched as Mark dragged his digits in and out, every time they reappeared from her pussy, they were wetter. She gasped, pinching her nipples even harder now, looking over at Joann as she rose and fell on his hard cock.

“I’m going to cum soon.” Joann muttered.

Mark grunted upon hearing her words and he thrust hips up faster beneath Joann. Ross’ wife planted her hips on either side of his waist, riding him like her life depending on it. Every time Mark drove up, the tip of his cock kissed up against the most desperate places inside of her. Ross watched as his wife’s pleasure continued to expand and glow like a star about to go supernova.

“Me, me… too.” Chelsea moaned, finally replying to her friend, not caring that her voice was light and flighty.

Joann continued to roll her hips forward, forcing Mark’s cock deeper as he groaned out in the thrill of the moment. The vibration must have added to his mouth as it worked its magic on Chelsea because she tilted her head back. She thrust her pussy against his mouth and came. She screamed out so loud that she let out all the noise she held inside her, the volume of her voice competing with the pumping techno music coming from the next room.

“UHHHHhhh!” Chelsea screamed as her body spasmed over Mark’s head, her hips shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm resonated and Mark continued to lick her clit into euphoria.

Joann moved her body faster, grinding herself against his massive erection, burying it deep inside her. Every time she pushed down his pelvic bone rubbed against her clit. She rocked her hips again and Mark reached over, putting his hand on them, holding her exactly where he wanted her, driving up into her hard and fast.

Ross watched as his wife began to lose control. Her eyes flushed with arousal and excitement. Ross saw her body tense up and her breath quicken, and finally, cumming with a loud, vicious cry. Joann held on for dear life as the spasms wracked her body as if the pleasure was creating spots in her field of vision.

Ross watched on as Mark came right behind her, holding Joann with his large rough hands as he shot a ribbon of cum inside of his wife. Mark growled out his own orgasm against the filtered background of dance music.

“OHHH FUUUUCK YEAH!” Mark moaned as he shot a rope of hot cum against the back of her pussy.

“HE’S CUMMING INSIDE ME ROSS!” She screamed out. “HE’S FILLING ME UP! OH OH OHHHHHHHH!”

She forced her hips down onto him as he shot glob after glob of his warm semen into her. Her eyes widened even farther as he kept shooting more and more into her beautiful body. He groaned happily as he filled her, the lips of her pussy locked tightly around the base of his cock.

When he finally finished, Chelsea leaned across Mark’s body and kissed Joann on the lips.

“Told you,” She said to Ross’ wife. “I knew this man would be able to satisfy you.”

“I’ll never doubt you again.” Joann said, kissing her friend back deeply.

They made out for a moment on top of Mark. Their three bodies forming a bizarre love triangle. Eventually they broke their embrace as Mark lifted them off of him. He sat up from the couch and walked over to Ross, towering over him. He reached down and slid Ross’ shoes off his feet and then proceeded to throw them in a nearby trash can.

“What the fuck man?” Ross complained.

“SHUT THE FUCK UP AND LISTEN ASSHOLE!” Mark yelled in his face. “I’m going to let you walk out of here in one piece, and you should be thankful that I do. I’ve seen people leave this club in ambulance for less than what you did, so feel fucking lucky. And if I hear one word about you trying to talk to Joann in the future, I’ll come for you!

Mark knelt down next to Ross’ bloody face before continuing. “I’ll put concrete in your boots and throw you off a bridge. YOU WOULDN’T WANT THAT TO HAPPEN, RIGHT?”

Ross burst into tears from the fear and humiliation. Joann smiled widely as her soon to be ex-husband finally broke into the scared and pathetic piece of shit he was.

“I swear!” Ross pleaded. “You won’t ever see me again…”

For the first time in her life Joann actually heard him tell the truth. She was so happy that something had finally forced him to break. Even though the events of the last few moments were extreme, it was honestly the only way for someone like Ross to be able to know his place in the world. It was as if she was released from a life sentence in prison for a crime she didn’t commit. She finally felt the liberation that she deeply deserved. The feeling buzzed in her mind adding to the fulfillment from her recent orgasm.

“GOOD!” Mark said, unlocking the handcuffs and freeing Ross from the stripper pole. “Now get the fuck out of my club!”

With that, Ross picked himself up left the back room. He glanced back from the door but was quickly cut off from the words of Joann.

“Keep walking.” She shouted. He turned and left the room, his face filled with shame.

As he walked through the crowded dance floor he hung his head in defeat. People in the packed crowd stepped on his bare feet as he made his way to front door. He made it to his car and drove himself to the emergency room. He waited in a cold hospital waiting room until he finally got his nose set and taped down to hold it in place. It was morning when he finally left, but when he went to the place where he parked his car, he saw his Acura Integra on the back of a tow truck pulling out of the parking lot.
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