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

“Yes, Miss Fellows. That’s right.” 

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

“Is that your husband? Your kids?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Except for this young brat, of
course.

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

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

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

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

“Of course they’re real!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m calling school security.”

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

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

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

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


* *
* * * 


“Oh god, Monica, I’m so sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The PA system dinged. 

“Monica, come to the Coach’s office.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“O...kaaay?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?” said Monica.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sex. Ick.

“Is that a threat?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh...oh.”

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

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

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

Monica, horrified, stood up
and starting walking out. 

“I have to...I have to go!” she said loudly, panic tinging her
voice.
“Wait a second,” he said, holding up Joanna’s hand, bent a little backwards. In
it was a shiny gold watch. “You’ve got to watch this for a minute before you
leave.”
“I don’t have to—”

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


* *
* * * 


“I’m sorry I’m late, everybody.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yes,” Darla said, her voice also a hot, breathy moan. “I
see now.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, girls?” 

No response.

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

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

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

Um, yes please. 

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

Wow, wow. Oh wow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Why not become a cheerleader? 

Why not become the best cheerleader? 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m so jealous,” said Angela. 

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

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

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

And she wanted him to.

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

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

Run? 

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

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

Valerie drew in a shocked,
perfectly excited breath.

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

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

“Yes,” he said, “ I have.”

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

“Daniel, that’s...that’s...that’s...”

“Evil? Despicable? Deplorable? Shameful?”

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

Too bad for all those
cheerleading cunts, then.

“That’s really fucking hot, Daniel.”

He seemed taken aback. “What?”

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

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

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

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

“Fucking...shit. Wow.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How does it work? The control?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Undress her, girls,” said Master Daniel.

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

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

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

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

God, that was so fucking hot!

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

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

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

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

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

I’ve got my Master.


* *
* * * 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Obediently, she nodded crawled
over to answer the phone.

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

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

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

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

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

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



# #
# 
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	Submissive by nature, Lillian needs a strong man to order her around in the bedroom. She loves her boyfriend Henry, but he just isn’t dominant enough for her sexual fantasies to be completely fulfilled. When she gets her hands on a magical bottle of wine that’s guaranteed to make him hunkier and more alpha-like, Lillian can’t wait to use it.


	Soon, Henry is turned into a godly musclebound stud who won’t take no for an answer. Lillian is dominated in ways she had only dreamed about. And she finds out that her new Master isn’t content with just her…she has to go find him even more women to dominate…


	For mature audiences only—this erotica short (~6800 words) contains explicit, sex-filled scenes of a submissive babe becoming even more submissive as her boyfriend becomes thoroughly dominant, both of them magically transforming to be even hotter (more muscles for him, and longer hair and bigger breasts for her!), and her recruiting even more hot babes to submit to her new Master!


	 


	Excerpt:


	 


	Thinking quickly, she rushed back to the entryway, put on her long brown raincoat near the door and opened the door.


	Then she heard a terrible groaning sound from the dining room. Looking back, she saw Henry standing up, an almost-enraged look on his face. Beneath his clothes, there was nothing but movement—his muscles bulging and flexing and growing rapidly.


	With one enormous throb of his shoulders, his shirt ripped, and then when he turned to look at the damage, the shirt ripped away all around his torso. He slid the cloth tatters off, his body now enormous, Herculean in scope. He was easily seven foot tall, his legs shredding through their pants. Hard, chiseled muscles continued to sprout all over, dense bricks of flesh on top of other bricks, and soon, nothing of his clothes remained, not even over his crotch.


	Lillian would have had to struggle to imagine about what kind of clothes would even work to cover such a mammoth instrument as the cock between his legs had become. His meat was enormous, half-hard, hanging down between his monstrous thighs.


	He was still obviously human—but also obviously something more. His thick scent rushed over Lillian, and her naturally submissive nature redoubled. She wanted to coo and adore every single part of him. Each and every tiny motion, each little sound he made in his confusion at his new body was worthy of thousands of years of worship.


	She wanted to be his. She needed it.


	She fell to her knees in front of the door, breathing hard. Her coat slipped off her shoulders. Some part of her knew she should be worried—that Henry had changed so much—but a much larger part of her wanted only to be turned on by what she was watching...
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